PAGE  
2

Green Jean Humour

Volume 31

Bomb Howard Stern

By Andrew Bushard

You  may have heard about "Strippers For Jesus" on some of those older talk shows, but have you ever heard about Prostitutes for Jesus?  They are new.  

 

They are using the act of prostitution to spread the word of Jesus.

 

Beautiful women demand that their clients accept Jesus before they engage in intercourse.  That why the orgasm can be a Jesus orgasm.

 

If you want sex with them, you must have accept Christ as your personal lord and savior. When you do so, you will have double the excitement.

 

Some of you may be critical of this unorthodox outreach method, but remember as the bible says "The Lord works in mysterious ways."

-----------------------------------------------------]

Announcing John Madden's all time greatest NFL player

 

Lou Trombone, Middle Linebacker for the St. Louis has the toughness John Madden loves.  On Friday practice, he was paralyzed from the neck down.  At the hospital, he did some recovering and he was on the field starting for the afternoon game on Sunday.  Not only that, He did no bellyaching.  I have heard more bellyaching from some players with paper cuts.  You can't beat this type of toughness

------------------------------

We found Bin Laden, everyone!

 

He pulled a Sara Jane Olsen!

 

Interview from his neighbors in Pueblo, Colorado:

 

Joe Milton: Although he looked alot like Bin Laden, I never figured it was him

 

Sally Halderdash:  He fooled everyone.  He was very dedicated to the local synagogue, him of all people seemed to be unlikely to be a terrorist

 

Amanda Timberworth:  He was friendly.  I never thought someone friendly could head al-qaeda.  Now, I tremble to think he was my next door neighbor.

 

Luke Glogstein:  He was such a devoted family man.  He played with his kids all the time, when he was not at the synagogue.  

 

Shelly Blogmire:  Terrorists lurk everywhere, I guess.  He really is slick, if we was able to hide for 1 1/2 months in our cozy suburb in Pueblo.   

 

Bin Laden is captured.  He thought he was smart following Sara Jane Olsen's lead, but we caught him.  Remember, Don't do the time, if you can't do the time.  Let's just hope he doesn't get a lenient judge which just gives him a year or two probation.   

----------------------------

Forget holocaust denial

 

I am starting a new trend.

 

I am a Y2K revisionist.

 

The myth of Y2K causing epic problems did not happen.  This is very true.  I seek to prove this is the case.  Below is a series of pamphlets you can order through the Institute for Y2K Revisionism

 

J34536 Y2K Did Not Occur

G56435 Y2K is a Foolish Prediction

Y683523 The History Books are Lying to You about Y2K

T58687  Become a Y2K Denier Today

H4532  Believing that Y2K Happened is for Suckers!

P04596  Y2K is a Plutocratic Plot

W4567  Y2K is a Lie, Society is Still Alive

U95312  Y2K is Believed for the Advancement of Special Interests

I0356321  Believing that Y2K Happened Will Not Liberate

J923566 Anti Y2K Jokes and Riddles

T45765 Ad Hominem Attacks Against Those Who Believe in Y2K

M35214  Y2K is Garbage

--------------------------------

Teen Committed Suicide (AP)

 

In Ann Arbor, MI, a tragedy occurred.  Dale McHam, 16, of 14 W. Windsor tragically took his life Sunday morning.  

 

Police and medical professionals found disturbing evidence of corrupting influences on Dale's impressionable mind.  

 

Neighbors were baffled "That boy was so interested in politics, we never expected him to kill himself.  Sad, sad, sad." 

 

Police found a prodigious amount of Rush Limbaugh books, newsletters, audio tapes, posters and videos in the youth's room.  

 

Most scary of all was the telling suicide note, written by the late youth.

 

     Dear Mom and Dad:

        I just had to take my life.  Rush Limbaugh's material told me to do it.  It is all Rush Limbaugh's fault.  Rush Limbaugh made me do it.  Have a good day.

 

Dale.

 

Just like Judas Priest, Rush Limbaugh is being sued for his works.  The family is taking Rush Limbaugh to both criminal and civil court to avenge the death of their poor innocent son.  All are welcome to attend

-----------------------------------------------------------------------    

announcement:

 

Left handers are the most oppressed group on the face of the earth.

 

Thus it behooves you to engage in activism on their behalf.

 

The whole world hates the poor left handers.  No one, not blacks, not Jews, not even (smokers) have it worse than the left handers.

 

If someone is screwed over, folks say "You're left out!"  If someone has a strange idea, folks say "He's out in left field."  This anti left hander oppression absolutely must stop!

 

When people say some matter is correct, they say "You're right!".  This must be very exploitative for left handers to hear constantly!

 

When blacks or Jews try to establish equal footing with the rest of society, they demand "rights".  Why not lefts?  When they are demanding rights, they are thus exploiting the poor left handers.  

 

Stop everything else that you are doing and become a part of the left hander crusade.  It sure is tough to live in a world that hates and demeans your very existence.  Time for left hand liberation now!

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Dear Editor:

 

Some believe that Bush's regime might become a totalitarian or even fascist regime.  Most people believe that would suck.  Indeed totalitarianism often does suck.  What would even suck worse is that the Bush version would be very uninteresting.  If we are to have totalitarianism in this country, we should at least have an interesting version of it.  We deserve at least that. No one can argue that Hitler's fascism wasn't evil.  It was however ultra interesting.  If you are going to set up a fascist or totalitarian regime, at least make it interesting, Bush!        

----------------------------

   Rural Misfits

(Part One)

 

Cast of Characters:

 

Sheila West: A Radical Theologian

Debra Hines: a Morbid Nihilist

Amanda Battled: A Complex Utopian Dreamer

Alexa Slovak: A Socially Concerned Punk Rocker

Brenda Diamond: A Misandrist

Jennifer Pineback: A Professional Mistress

Alice Dokat: The Premier Female Anarchist

Tamatha Boten: An academic saddened Marxist

Melissa Milt: A Black Supremacist

Lucy Dogtat: A White National Socialist

Amy Munch: A Czar Want to Be

May Daft: A Stereotypical Flag Loving Patriot

Angela Norman: A Bold Poet of Action

Tiffany Brack: A Rash Trendy Counter Culture Folk

Delphine Graft: A Sexual Prude

Linda Crack: A Big League Politician

Wendy Dougnore: A Nun Reject

Sandy Smoke: A Male Obsessed Woman

Mindy Folka: A Spoiled Aristocrat

Andrea Damhet: A Spirited Anti-Authoritarian

Selena Daze: A Furious Feminist

Maxine Greft: A Nudist Colony Advocate

 

On a meandering meadow in the middle of nowhere in Pennsylvania, some of the group sits around a cracking fire (the others are sitting perturbed).  Some are praying to the Goddess of Fulfillment, others are rejecting the deity altogether.

 

Brenda (chanting): Matriarchy Matriarchy Matriarchy Matriarchy Matriarchy.  Patriarchy is oppression.  Patriarchy is the state.

 

Angela: Dearest Mother Earth, provide us with both, the grace of existence and a feast of occurrence.

 

Maxine: Clothes are the oppressive shackle.  I bear and parade the beauty of the human body.  My breasts are ripe with vigor.  My limbs are purified by my nude condition.  The elegance of flesh shines.  Free love, fulfillment.   where is the strong sex so I can unify myself with one?  Sexual intercourse is the most liberating activity on earth?

 

Brenda: Our rural prairie is autonomous from male oppression and we sisters plan to keep it that way.  The male species if a gigantic waste.  I am a Goddess in deed.  If we always prevent the immigration of males, we shall succeed.

 

Maxine: What's a poor nude woman without a male to do?  Shrivel up and die, unfulfilled?  I got needs!  My sexual energy is at its peak.

 

Brenda: We are held down and shackled by the male sex.

 

Maxine: I wish there was a male to hold me down in this god awful place.  My veins are stiffing from lack of manly love.  My best redemption is my nude body.  If only a male was here, my orgy would commence.

 

Brenda: Fool!  Orgy is a dominant conspiracy.  Orgy is a male only phenomenon.  Stupid males are motivated only by sex.  We females are greater!

 

Maxine:  I wouldn't be so sure orgy is a male only phenomenon.  You are just sexless.  An old maid, you are, from years without males.  I pray I won't become as sad as you.  Have you ever undressed?  Are you even aware of the beauty that is beneath your outer garments?  This is how I honor god, my exhibiting my prime grace.

 

Brenda: People like you are almost as bad as men.  I shiver at the thought of you, inferior one.  

 

Angela: Here we have not justice, but a sorrowful misunderstanding.  The color of the world is not different, only the color of our eyes.  I plan to unite the warring factions, soothe the angered psyche, initiate social progress, progressive style.

 

Lucy:  A perfect segeway to my speech ....  The color of skin matters most.  Whites are supreme.  I have shut my mind off to any rebuttal of my statements.

 

Selena:  You are all arguing when we have work to be done.  This is a country, of the males, by the males, and for the males.  This will end.  No longer will you rest within the confines of law.  Ultimate vigilantism is the only way out.  Break all the male oppressor laws.  Break them with fiery fury.

 

Andrea: Preach the gospel sister.  Don't worry so much about the male part, just break the law in general.  The state intrudes.  Break murder laws.  Break mayhem laws.  Society will be a better place if more people spit on the sidewalk.  Theodore Kaczynski is the ultimate heartthrob.  He is my Christ figure.  Through him is salvation from the vile vulgar state.  I hate the state.

 

Alice: Society is a ruckus, superficially organized, thus assuring conquest and pain.  No formal organizations, will I accept.  I am in the position to deny all states.  The state has ruined life after life without remorse.  The state is the epitome of injustice, fear, folly, weariness, dullness, animosity, disease, spite, assault, regression, slime, atrophy, destruction, war, madness, victimization, conflict, nausea, poverty, depression, suppression, regression, oppression, melancholy, apathy, lethargy, discontent, reproach, sorrow, shallowness, ulterior motives, misconduct....

 

Amanda: Our rural society will flourish.  The operatives word being flourish and rural.  Urban settlements have only failed in the past.  Technology is innately anti-autonomy.  The city is for the birds.  The whole lot must go!  I envision meadows of purity, robust vegetation, radiant skies where evil is not viable or desired.  By dropping out of society, we admit we are incapable of altering its shortcomings, we have gave up.  We have quit.  Beautiful better times commence now.  Only dreams are necessary.

 

Debra:  How about plans?  I hate this innocent happy place.  

 

Amanda:  Where there are dreams, pragmatism is mute.  A dream is best, plan or no plan.

 

Amy:  I don't care how this settlement is run as long as I rule it.

 

May:  American values, people!  Our society must be founded on the dogma of the state.  I would return to the perfect capitalist state of America if I could.  But I'm here and I'm here to assume a 90's America replication.

 

Linda:  Hey all you lovely folks, you have smiles of winners.  This new society if to be virtuous must be founded on 2 party politics.  Allow the 2 parties to rule from the start so no minority can ever hope to topple our wonderful bureaucratic ways.    

 

Sheila:  In all our theories, the Lord is present.  He manifests himself in all.  The Lord loves New Age and Liberal Theology.

 

Amanda:  Unfortunately, authoritarian religion is an antithesis of our soon to be utopian paradise.  Religion is what we are knocking down.  There is no peace in religion.

 

Sheila:  I emphasis spirituality.  Religion has no operation in my world.  The Lord is everywhere.  The Seminary has taught me many wonderful lessons and the best of it was the correct way to run radical society.

 

Angela:  Society must be condemned.  Murder on the blocks.  I weep a bit.  Hope is gone.  Society is left.  Whispering its dirty lies in our virgin ears.  Enough of the rotten.  I have an objection to be made, society.

 

Tiffany:  I dig this utopia idea.  Utopia is the latest fad in chic circles everywhere.  I dig the rhetoric.  It sounds good.  I dig all your fashion.  Let me mimic ya'll, so my friends will think I'm ultra with it.

 

Lucy:  The White race, I will be true.  No traitors!  Only white rules, fools, white rules!  In all respects, such as love, tolerance, open mindedness, acceptance, the white race has demonstrated its superiority time and time again.

 

Melissa:  Cease your words --- you white oppressor!  This black is more intelligent than you.  I am more sophisticated.  I know the rules to life better.  Blacks play better chess.  Save society, eradicate the white race.

 

Lucy:  You colored folk have oppressed us white people for ages.  Look at the Trojan horse of affirmative action --- that is more upsetting than any trouble you blacks may have had.

 

Sheila:  God is all inclusive!  God isn't partial towards any race --- he loves us all.  

 

Lucy:  Quiet -- you black lover.  I hate those who betray the royal heritage of whites.

 

Melissa:  Whites are privileged.  They have the reigns since day one.  Whites have screwed up the world.  Whites are inferior.

 

Lucy:  Blacks are inferior

 

Melissa:  Whites are inferior

 

Lucy:  Blacks are inferior

 

Melissa:  Whites are inferior

 

Lucy:  Blacks are inferior

 

Melissa:  Whites are inferior

 

Lucy:  Blacks are inferior

 

Melissa:  Whites are inferior

 

Lucy:  Blacks are inferior

 

Melissa:  Whites are inferior

 

Lucy:  Blacks are inferior

 

Melissa:  Whites are inferior

 

Lucy:  You lie

 

Melissa:  Do not

 

Lucy:  Do too

 

Melissa:  DO not

 

Lucy:  Do too

 

Melissa:  Do not

 

Lucy:  Do too

 

Melissa:  Do not

 

Lucy: Do too

 

Melissa:  Do not

 

Maxine:  Hush you both!  To me, white or black does not matter, just as long as he is male, nude and available.

 

Sandy:  Right on, sister.  Our lives are meaningless without the male sex.

 

Brenda:  Quite, quite, the contrary.  Strong women live without males.

 

Tamatha:  Capital has debunked our vital livelihood.  The production of elites have harmed our interiors.  Humanity is a carnal beast oppressed by the saturating authority.

 

Andrea:  Right on.  The status quo is the enemy.  Brutal tribes formulate our destinies.  War strikes down the heart of homosapiens.  I fear the flag.  A nation is an organized sect of hate.  Czars proudly triumph with our dangling carcasses.  Each propaganda rhetoric I am exposed to, builds up the hate which is my soul.

 

Amy:  Knock it off.  Czars never hurt no one.  Czars promote the value of efficiency.  Our work is swift.  None of the troublesome muddle prominent society.

 

Wendy:  Praise God but only if he permits some vices like gambling, the horrific leisure, the mortal sin of dancing and card playing,  Satan's graveyard.  If I only sin 30 times a day, it won't be that bad.  If I sin any less, all fun is eliminated.

 

Jennifer:  Hello.  I am here to dominate the males out there.  That is all.  Flock to me, males.  I appeal.  I'm waiting.

 

Angela:  The American flag, symbol of horror, a heritage of injustice, bold propaganda for primitive people, tired hands slowly set aflame the embodiment of evil.

 

(Angela burns a 10 foot by 7 foot American flag)

 

May:  You have mocked my pride.  Your hate has destroyed our nation's love.  The bonds of community have broken.  You are an unrighteous rebel!

 

Angela:  To respond to a patriot, the hand crafted work of an ethnocentric nation, molded for only obedience, engulfed by the romance of state salvation.  ad naueseum.  Vital functions do not flow.  Machine react to the leader glow.

 

Alexa:  The trouble public is troubled.  The sick leader is sick.  The perverse vanguards are perverse.  The unholy trinity is unholy.  The rotten rulers are rotten.  The evil government is evil.  The sad state is sad.  The crying masses are crying.  The sleepy populace is sleepy.  

 

May:  I abhor the discipline of satire.  Satire is libel, justified and legal.

 

Andrea:  You statists are too dim to value satire.  Artists are most often anti statist.  For good reason too.  Satire challenges the status quo.  Satire is the weapon of the oppressed.  Great minds love satire.  Numbskulls evade its virtue.  Satire is for the thinking.  The thought void are dumbfounded.

 

May:  Goodness!  A rant from a kook!  You are a sincere problem.  What our nation needs is not you.

 

Andrea:  Satire examines our deepest ethics and provides a framework for us to discard shoddy convictions.  Satire is no less than noble.

 

May:  Service for one's country is what's most noble in life.  To be a total patriot is a hallmark of nobility.  Atomic energy is a metaphor for a nation's self defined spirit forging itself in a world of radicalism

 

Angela:  I have an idea -- as my means of protest -- I'll share ma poem: Atomic Decimation

 

Blood of Curmudgeons

Flags of hate

Your country buried in the ruins of perfidy

Slow to care, quick to poke injustice at your throat

Then initiate atomic war

Blast for the people

For nationalistic arrogance

G'Day natives

Your sweat poundback -- a scapegoat for capitalism

Landscape -- its very soul scorned

Hoarse voices bellow full velocity

In vain, in vain

Nowhere to look

We plead shame

Our country screws us again

 

Sheila:  As the almighty allows us infinite interpretations of the scriptures, such a poem as we were just presented with, has unlimited interpretation.  I think we all should interpret it

 

Angela:  Goodness!  I'm flattered!  Right on, sister!

 

Debra: My interpretation is this:  A cardinal rule of life is despair.  This poem is a reflection of such innate despair.  Poetry is a perfect vehicle for sorrow.  Life is only sorrow.  That's my take.  

 

Alexa:  I saw this poem is killer.  Down with the dominant paradigm!  Establishment ruins life.  Great poem.  It would rock even more if it was put to music.

 

Brenda:  I have a novel take on this poem.  Patriarchy is so dominant.  As a female, one is apt to feel destroyed and lost in a male world.  This male world is garbage.  Males are parasites which destroy the divine femininity and motherhood.  This is further proof of our need to delete males.  I applaud the poem.

 

Jennifer:  While I agree with the ills caused by male domination, I am not opposed to males per se, they just got to know their place, and their place is sexual submission.  A wonderful thought!  I love mastering men and that is the thrill of life.

 

Sheila:  Your Lucifer inspired tirade has nothing to do with the poem interpretation

 

Jennifer:  Screw you!  Sexual fantasy is rich ecstasy.  The bedroom is the highlight of life.  A man totally under my rule is pure pleasure.  

 

Alice:  Definitely a fabulous poem.  I dig the contents.  The last line is killer!  Screw the state!  I say, artistic aversion to statist paradigms is wonderful artillery.  What a cool cool poem!  Could be a bit more subversive.  It rocks, but could rock more.

 

Tamatha:  Through the lens of history’s greatest intellectual, I shall dissect this 'art'.  Capitalists ensures the exploitation of the masses.  The masses cry and scream with anguish.  Evident in this poem.  A country erected for capitalists leaves the people dissatisfied and emotionally starving.  Capitalism not only starves the stomach, it starves every last bit of our existence -- the mind, the soul, the spirit.  I am the vanguard.  Capitalism must be dropped now!

 

Melissa:  I reject your dogmatic view.  I choose not to comment.

 

Lucy:  This poem reflects one's fixation with integration of races.  That's bad.  Very bad.  Integration is bad.  Race mixing is a crime, sin and an abomination.  Color of skin matters much.

 

Amy:  If you grant freedom of expression to subjects -- you get these unhappy odes of dejection.  I am ashamed of chicken governments who are too afraid to govern and rule.  Shame on a weak centralized government.  Power to the state.  

 

May:  I about ravaged the heathen Angela's living quarters.  Awful!  Hail the flag -- you no good yellow belly traitor.  America is great.  Fools criticize and condemn this land of plenty.  I am about to rip your head off, you rotten rat.  I love America.  I hate you.

 

Tiffany:  It was rad.  I be poetry is really en vogue.  It's the coolest fad around, right?  I got a poem of my own for y'all

 

      Lard Lard

 

Stop me!  I've come for bad children

I'm not Santa, just Beelzebub

Where do you lurk strange one?

I came.  I went.  I am a bad fad

This lard equals underground mess

 

Linda:  Bureaucrats who have religion can help Angela, the trouble poet, out of her dilemmas.

 

Delphine:  It ought to be censored!  Where is the National Censorer, when you really need him?

 

Wendy:  It's a fairly holy poem, I guess.

 

Sandy:  Where are the males.  I prefer romantic sensual erotic poetry better.  Society is boring.  Sexuality is perpetually stimulating.  It's frustrating that this theme can not be found anywhere in that poem. It's nowhere!

 

Mindy:  This poem of yours sucks.  Why are you getting all the attention?  Focus all of your attention on me.  NOW!  

 

Andrea:  I am enthusiastic about it.  Your work shows much potential.  it is a promising sign.  It was delicious to hear you read it.  We people need more autonomy at a personal level.  

 

Selena:  I am enraged!  Our gender is oppressed!  Let's rise up!  We have got to revolt and overturn our vile condition!  Forget your hurt and fight back, my sisters of justice.  

 

Maxine:  I get some very wacky reverberations from that poem!  Our predecessors in the 60's burned their bras to protest their shackled state, I say we need to burn all our garments and live in the most natural state.  My naked bosom in the wind -- now that's joy.  I have a poem of my own.  

 

     The Body

Clothes are superfluous

Not even fig leafs are good

God made us nude

That's how I'll stay

I glorify myself this way

To roll in the flowers

Unshackled by clothing

My lover and I

Repudiate celibacy (5 times again)

Love, sex, body

I am not afraid -- not afraid one bit

I am comfortable -- I am fulfilled

I am stimulated

Proud of my soul selfish

I will not sport clothing

No need to disgrace beauty

Life is love is sex is body

I will not hoard my beautiful body

Nudist colony lover, I

We love our bodies

 

Delphine:  What outrage!  I am so appalled.  We have jails for people like you.    My family ethics are violated.  How dare you publicly read your vulgar poem!  How dare you!  I dislike your uninhibited type.  It shocks me that filthy people like you exist.  Clothe every square inch of your body below the neck.  If you don't, you are inviting the demon of lust.  I hate your diatribe poem.

 

(A green cloud lowered with a conservatively dressed -- to the point of utter reserve, as plain as plain could be, average stock, his voice beaming out):  I I I I I am the County Censor -- the privilege is my honor.  Where is my beloved Delphine?  The only woman in the world who is as conservative as me!

 

Brenda (screaming at the top of her lungs):  A male is here!  Beings with testosterone are evil.  Rid him.  Rid him!

 

Maxine:  I really disagree with the statement you made of all males being evil.  You are over generalizing.  All males are good and good males become better when removed of all clothes.

 

The County Censor grabs Delphine and she hops into his arm.

 

Maxine:  How sick!  She, her no fun self, and that stodgy bore!  Go away and censor a different area!  This is anarchy land!

 

Delphine:  I can't bear to live with you radicals any more.  Mike and I are gone forever.  (She snaps her fingers and they are indeed gone forever)

 

Alice:  Sister Maxine:  I am ever proud to know you!  You claimed this Anarchy Land.  The state and its rule causes only disease and pestilence.  Abolish the state.  Usher in emancipation.  No rulers at all  Be gone, rulers!

 

Linda (shaking her hips and waddling off the scene) I am alienated here.  I will find constituents who love my face - who will keep me in power until my dying day.  Enough of this crazy jazz.  I am off to bigger and better ways.  More laws are what we need.

 

Andrea:  Freedom has just multiplied itself about 300 fold.  We people have enough strength to operate a society without tried inflexible exploitative formality.  

 

Amy:  Good deal all those watered down tyrants are leaving because I can begin my reign over all of you.  The time is right.  Dictatorship is consummated.  All of you are my servants now!  You're all subservient to me.  Bow and serve!  

 

Tiffany (kissing the feet of Amy):  I'll gladly bow to you anyday.

 

Amy:  We have one rightfully obedient servant here -- who is also ready to recognize my full and divine authority?

 

Amanda:  What is your plan for this land?  I'm receptive to your authority if your vision is inspiring enough.

 

Lucy:  This regime is insufficient!  Regimes without themes of racial separation are doomed to fail.  This is the main purpose of my existence.  Separation of races is the catalyst for endless harmony and peace!    I love peace!  Don't you all love peace?

 

May:  Yes, we all love peace.

 

Lucy:  See, May here supports peace.  I support peace.  We fly the same flag!  On my leaflets concerning the need for separation -- I will devote large space for her endorsement.  Now my ideas are legitimized.  Good old clean and straight May supports them!

 

May:  Hold your horses!  Your reasoning is faulty!  Let me utilize advanced elaborate language to demonstrate why your conclusion is mistaken.

 

Lucy:  C'mon you wimp!  Don't pull out now!  Don't buckle under the pressure of a society vehemently insisting on imposing racial integration.  

 

May:  I never said I supported you all.  Your logic is too primitive!  You assume that your ideas lead to harmony and peace, but what if they don't?  Now quit slandering my immaculate image.

 

Melissa:  Traitor!  The weak back out from the overwhelming truth.  Complete racial separation is an idea who's time has come.

 

Amy:  Hey, you're stealing the show!  This will not be tolerated!  This land is under my rule.  You go by my rules or none at all!

 

Alice:  Some you gave us a choice------I'll choose the option of Anarchism.  You're not so bad after all.  Anarchy is the only choice, the only condition for our species!

 

Andrea:  I'll also select the option of Anarchism.  Czar leadership is not for me!  The rest of you should join us too!  We Know the way.  Rulers only ruin our souls.  Self government is ultimate salvation.

 

Amy (screaming):  You subjects are misrepresenting my words!  I will not tolerate uppity behavior!  This regime will now be totally totalitarian!

 

Alexa:  Screw that.  No way Jose!  We aren't going for that jazz!

 

Tamatha:  Of all our activities, I recognize and isolate a trend which subconsciously subtly, we are emphasizing: the class struggle.  Now what does that imply about us?  Under the framework of the class struggle, what can we say about our relationship to it?  

 

Amy (now beet read, stomping like an infantile person):  Silence!  No critical thought will be permitted!  The only exception is me  All of you:  Don't think as it creates competition for ideas I could have thought of.  I feel threatened when y'all think, so don't.

 

Andrea (waving her pointer finger frantically at Amy):  I don't know who you think you are -- trying to rule us!  We can rule ourselves mighty fine.  Go rule Linda and Delphine or some other lousy folks who want to  be ruled by others.

 

Amy:  I am flustered.  I threaten violence.  Too much disobedience!  Any disobedience is too much!  Submit to me or else I'll get authoritarian on you!

 

Alice:  The words you just spouted prove the dementia required to accept a society such as the one you envision.  We don't like your audacity or your arrogance.  We want egalitarianism.

 

Amy:  No -- you idiot!  My rule is the only right rule!  I am holy.  Submit to my rule -- not later -- now.  Let me do all the thinking and you just follow!  Nothing's better, so why don't you just do it?

 

Alexa:  Because thinking for oneself is a certain way to enrich the soul and create an enthusiastic loving society.

 

Andrea:  Right on!  Less rule leads to more imagination.  More imagination leads to more emancipation.  More emancipation leads to more fulfillment.  This is desired.  Right on - sister!

 

Alice:  Regulations, dogmas and laws do not glorify or romanticize existence.  There fore it is a passionate being's obligation to abolish such travesties/

 

Amy:  You people are cramping my style.  You do not respect my authority at all.  That is shameful!  You are disgraceful.  My paradigm of the supremacy of totalitarianism is not working here.  Why not?  You people are ungrateful.

 

 Debra:  This is it!  This is making me sick.  Ad nauesuem is existence in general.  When will it end?  My philosophy is too correct.  Black dark is life.  I shall end it immediately.  (Debra takes her own life with a bayonet)

 

Andrea (gesturing rapidly with her hands):  Is it not obvious to all of you that authoritarianism leads to pure misery and devastation?  The life that Amy advocates is no life for the lover of freedom, justice and love.  The tragedy of the life just lost echoes on our need to live the free way.  May this highly undesirable end be a strong education for all of us!  

 

Amy:  The only lesson you people need to learn is that I am supreme!  The dialogue from now on is to be a demanding monologue.

 

Angela:  

 

Monologue is injustice

Plurality and diversity cry out to be heard

Blatant suppression

Dangerously, injuring the mind

Our voice is something too special to be denied

I ethically cannot live this way

No way

I absolve myself of all the distaste 

Associated with marvel paved hate

No brush ups - society!

Mushrooms can teach us lessons of merit

I learn

Do you, society?

 

  This is my poetic echo of what is occurring in our society.  Let's actualize our best, our greatness!  Let's abandon our oppressive authority.   

 

Amy (shaking her head):  No, no, no!  I do not see any clarity of perception.  Perceive my intensity, my greatness!  All of you should rot!  It is futile to reign amongst ingrates.  I shall voyage off to a better land, that loves me.  

 

Amy pouts, hisses and then walks off to the horizon, never to be seen again.

 

A jubilant, exuberant "Hurray" is simultaneously shouted by all.

 

Amanda:  We have survived a challenge!  The collaboration of all of our spirits ridded us of an incredible injustice.  Let us now combine our hearts, our compassion, our talents, our souls to create conditions we all know are possible, yet never achieved.  Let us purge the elements that decimate our spirits.

 

Brenda:  Never!  Your idealistic chatter is revolting!  It is definitely nauseating.  Hatred of males ought to be the glue that binds us!

 

Sandy:  I am certainly not binding to anything like that.  You are a crusty old maid.

 

Brenda:  You're wrong, loser!  It is the male gender that is responsible for everything bad.

 

Andrea:  What do you consider everything bad?

 

Brenda:  War, poverty, famine, violence, pestilence, hate

 

Andrea:  How are males responsible for pestilence?

 

Brenda:  Males use pestilence to oppress women.

 

Andrea:  Really?  How so?

 

Brenda:  Just think of all the diseases women suffer from.

 

Andrea:  Men are immune from all pestilence?  This is foolish of you.  I'm going to keep drilling you.

 

Brenda:  Males are rotten.

 

Andrea:  I've seen you drive cars.  A man invented the automobile.

 

Brenda:  But..

 

Andrea:  The fact is males can contribute to our lives and can indeed be a benevolent and beneficial addition to our lives.

 

Brenda:  How about sexism, war, famine?

 

Andrea:  First of all, get off you moral high ground, because you are too hypocritical.  You are one of the most blatant hypocrites I have ever seen.  By categorizing all men, you are confessing to an evil, you are supposedly opposed to.

 

Brenda:  Some say money is the root of all evil.  I say the penis is the root of all evil.

 

Andrea:  But isn't the penis a body part just like every other body part and its fabricated power is that which society attaches to it?

 

Maxine:  Andrea, do not vilify the penis.  It is a wondrous gift from nature, just like the rest of the beautiful body.  Glorify sex, not hate it!

 

Andrea:  Interesting commentary, but I still believe my own.  I would like to make clear that your views are always welcome.  Your views are fascinating, if somewhat unusual, and you deserve free airing of your unique views.

 

Brenda:  What about rape?

 

Andrea:  Rape is very evil.  But we can't blame an entire sex for that.

 

Brenda:  We sure can!

 

Andrea:  Be real, for a second, will you?  Back in school (which by the way, I curse, because it is wretched state institution), one of my best friends was a guy named Louis and he was a big feminist.  Men like women can be both good and bad.

 

Brenda:  Your words which you consider music, are abrasive noise to my ears.  

 

Andrea:  If you think all men are evil, do you then think all women are good?

 

Brenda:  At least better than men.

 

Andrea:  Do you think your rigid categorization is good?

 

Brenda:  Males are absolutely bad!

 

Andrea:  Your theories are full of holes.  All males are not all bad.  Do you really, in your heart of hearts, believe in this rubbish nonsense?

 

Brenda:  I believe.... I believe...

 

Andrea:  You don't really believe this baloney?  Could it be that you don't really hates males, but just need a scapegoat?

 

Brenda:  Stop it!  I do not enjoy this questioning.

 

Andrea:  I am attempting to demonstrate your vast foolishness.  What is it that is so horrible about males that you believe pervades every single member of that gender, which compels you to generalize?

 

Brenda:  Intuition, intuition has proven me correct.

 

Andrea:  You are quite the carcinogen.  Emancipation will come when we realize that both men and women are people, both equal and both deserving equal treatment.  Your ideology is nothing but a stumbling block for this emancipation.

 

Brenda:  You are just way too dependent on the male sex.  Eradicate males!

 

Andrea:  If anything needs to be eradicated it is primitive mindsets like yours.  Your tendencies are regressive.

 

Brenda:  All males are evil!  I will not budge from this conviction.  No philosophical inquiry will cause me to change my ways.  I stand stubborn as an ox.

 

Andrea:  Your ways are destroying our ambition for harmony.  Reform yourself and our society here will follow suit.

 

Brenda:  Fine, then, I shall create a faction of male hating women!  She who believes males are best kept out of female hairs, stand up and be counted!

 

Tiffany:  I think I dig your groovy philosophies.  I'm with you!  You are a vehemently determined person.  I dig following people like that.  

 

Brenda:  Anyone else wise like her?

 

Jennifer:  If you compromised your absolutism and would be open to listen, maybe we could talk.  You spirit could be useful for a mistress, but mistresses are not guided by hate.

 

Brenda:  Tiffany and I are gone!

 

(And thus they left the scene

----------------------------------

