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Foreword

By Jesus Christ

(Translated From The Aramaic)




I wish I could say that I was surprised when Mel Gibson asked Me to write the foreword to this book, but as the omniscient master of all that is, and all that ever will be, I sort of saw it coming. Regardless, I am glad that he asked. Mel did Me a huge favor back in 2004 when he directed a little film about My life called The Passion of the Christ. Perhaps you have heard of it? I’m going to say that with a $370,782,930 domestic gross ($611,899,420 worldwide), you probably have. The success of Mel’s film was a real boon for My own popularity, which, although never having truly diminished, had lost some of its “cool” factor in recent years (I blame that stupid “What If God Was One of Us?” song for this). Suddenly I was on the covers of all the major magazines; My merchandise sales were going through the roof; and people all over America were suddenly seeing My image imprinted in burned toast. It was hip to love Jesus again!

And it almost didn’t happen. When Mel first called Me to talk about the script he had written, I was wary. I had been burned by Hollywood before. Jesus Christ Superstar portrayed Me as a singing, dancing hippie, for Dad’s sake. And then there was the time I got fired as a consultant on Oh, God! Book II because George Burns said I “didn’t know funny.” And the less said about that whole The Last Temptation of Christ debacle, the better. I had resigned myself to the idea that the showbiz types would never “get” Me.

But when I sat down with Mel at the Ivy, all my worries evaporated like the seas surely will on Judgment Day. Maybe it was the way he bypassed the traditional handshake greeting and went right for the Three Stooges–style headlock-and-noogie (complete with sound effects), but I got the sense that Mel was no Tinseltown phony. I trusted him immediately and implicitly. After Mel showed me his numerous detailed and incredibly graphic storyboards depicting The Passion’s flogging sequences, I knew I had found the right filmmaker to tell my story. I turned the table water into wine, and we toasted our new partnership. The making of the film was a joy. And I can truly say that I enjoyed the final theatrical release almost as much as I did Bird on a Wire.

Beyond the professional merits of working with an A-list director, the real benefit of working with Mel was getting the chance to better know the man himself. Mel is a guy who knows how to live life to the fullest, even when it’s legally questionable to do so. You can trust the advice that Mel gives out in the pages to follow, because he lives these principles every day of his life.

I can guarantee that if you apply the secrets Mel teaches you in this book, they will have a profound effect on your own life. How do I know? Because they’re already working for Me! Reading this book has motivated Me to get back into the Hollywood game. As of this writing I have landed a new agent, and I am looking forward to a very busy pilot season. I have also finished two new screenplays, and I know a development assistant at Fox who has promised to read at least one of them.

If Mel’s book did all this for Me, think of what it can do for the nondivine! I don’t think it’s an exaggeration when I say this is truly the second-greatest book ever written.

Yours in Me,

J.

Beverly Hills, California









Introduction

MALIBU CITY JAIL—6:13 A.M.—JULY 28, 2006




G’day.

Or should I say “good evening?” Having just woken up in a jail cell with no windows, I find it hard to tell what time of day it is. What I do know is that I have a beaut of a headache, that I have apparently been sweating profusely, and that my throat is sore as hell. Since that’s usually how I greet the morning, I’m just going to roll with it. So, again, g’day.

I admit that I have no idea how I got here. Last night’s activities are a total blur to me. But the fact that I am incarcerated leads me to believe that things did not end well. That female police officer out in the hallway, the one with the nice rack, seems to be giving me the evil eye. Is it possible I got so ’faced last night that I had to be subdued by the police, and in the ensuing scuffle I made an off-color remark to the lady copper about her anatomy? That doesn’t seem likely. But, hey, I’m Mel Gibson—I don’t exactly have a reputation for being a lightweight. Whatever may have happened, I’m sure it was no big deal.

Let’s face facts: I am a huge celebrity. Even if I did something so awful that it resulted in a wave of negative publicity, it’s a certainty that whatever I did will blow over quickly. The public easily forgives your indiscretions when you are rich, powerful, and devastatingly handsome. (As long as you don’t pull an O.J., or anything.) It’s a different story with the press; they’ll crucify you for even the most innocuous stuff, like making a movie that insinuates the Jews were complicit in the killing of the Christian savior. But I’m not too worried about them. If the press prints a bunch of stories about superstar Mel Gibson being taken into police custody, I’ll just fob it off as doing research for Lethal Weapon 5. Suckers!

Realizing the extent to which my celebrity insulates me from any real consequences for my actions makes me feel very fortunate. I know that if I were some everyday Harry Beernuts, like you probably are, I would be looking at some serious jail time or substantial fines (how does an average Joe get by on anything less than $20 million a picture these days, anyhow?). Thank God my extraordinary run of success in Hollywood has allowed me to escape such a cruel fate.

But that doesn’t mean I am devoid of sympathy for the ordinary people of the world. I may not walk in your shoes (and, frankly, I wouldn’t want to, because they are store-bought and most likely filthy), but I am an actor; I have the skills to mimic human behavior perfectly. Sure, I spend my days in a Malibu mansion looking down on people like you, but that doesn’t mean I can’t utilize a sense memory to project myself into your place: looking up at my mansion and admiring the very lifestyle the non-sense-memory version of myself already has.

It is this very sympathy, or classically trained approximation of it, that allows me to wonder what would happen if I passed along my secrets for successful living to the common people. Would the knowledge I give to them fundamentally change how they view life and their place in it? Would it provide them with the tools to attain personal levels of success far beyond any they had previously imagined? And would their resulting success be enough to satisfy them, but not so great as to eclipse my own success?

The answer to all these questions is: Probably not. But the guard just told me that I have a few hours to kill before my lawyers arrive, so she gave me some precinct stationery and told me to keep busy. I figure writing out my guide to the good life should pass the time real quick.

In the chapters to follow I’ll give you advice on your career, personal style, romance, keeping fit inside and out, and much more. At the end, I figure we’ll both need a stiff refreshment, so I will also include an appendix featuring recipes for my favorite cocktails.

Step-by-step we will take this life journey together. Figuratively speaking, of course. I am much more comfortable being represented in your life through this paperback, rather than as an actual presence in your actual mundane life. If we were to meet in person, I feel the conversation would quickly get awkward when we realized we didn’t have much to say to each other. Or you might turn out to be a stalker, and then I would have to go through the hassle of getting a restraining order against you, and that’s always a pain in the ass. If you simply must experience the sublime sensation of talking to me face-to-face, I give you permission to cut out my picture on the front cover, place it over the face of a willing friend or family member, and “converse.” But make sure your “Mel” only reads from my book, because I don’t want anyone putting words in my mouth.

Your mate,

Mel Gibson

M.P.D. BOOKING NUMBER: FL576834
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