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For Hope, 

The most amazing little sister anyone could 
have and the one family member that might 
understand this insanity enough to look past 

the course language and adult situations.





Part I
The rarely televised conception of  the fi rst 
wave of  “Generation Y,” as defi ned by a 

character fi nding itself  presupposing the ends 
to a precise collection of  illusory means via 
alienation juxtaposed with abuse of  experi-

mentation and disgust towards all that is 
innately attractive.

“Heaven, heaven is a place.  A place where nothing, 
nothing ever happens.”

-Talking Heads

“Iʼm just a mere shadow of my former selfi shness.  I 
crave the silhouette of your kiss.”

-Elvis Costello





I wake up today as I do most days with the following ques-
tion on my mind: “How can you call yourself  a writer when 
you don’t have anything published?”  I try giving myself  
the usual excuses - I’m only twenty-one, I fi nished that fi rst 
novel I’m just not happy enough with it yet, good writing 
takes time.  I roll out of  the sheets and shake all the accus-
ing thoughts from my head.  I look at the clock.  Damn.  It’s 
two o’clock in the afternoon.  Immidiately each possibility 
that is capable of  taking place today runs through my mind.  
I decide the best bet is not to go apply for a job or get in 
touch with the agency about acting work.  I decide my day, 
as it is so close to being over, should entail marijuana.  I 
promptly get stoned.

Stoned, a place where I can feel more around me, but can-
not seem to focus.  I want to watch South Park or some-
thing.  I feel like Sal Holiday from the Kerouac novel living 
here with this Venice insomniac, acting at home here in 
these local bars.  It was as interesting as going into the fancy 
places with Kiefer, and less scary.  People were real, not 
plastic, and it was strange seeing this so clearly.  I remember 
a thirty-fi ve year old woman asking me if  I was out of  my 
element.  I remember a time when I had one of  those.  A 
boy in Tennessee, with dreams and no sins yet committed.

Marajuana leaves one with an array of  clarity concious ab-
stracts, but remembrances of  reality are defi nitively strange.  
I try to examine everything, but I come away with no clue 
as to who I am or where I might be going.  I check the mes-
sages on my cell phone.  Kirsten has canceled on me to-
night because her mother is in town for an unexpected visit.  
Sure she is.  I decide I’ll probobly just hang in tonight, get 
high again, maybe write.
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Write.  Write, write, write.  I try so hard, and what have I 
got to show?  I’m a college dropout with no real job, not a 
writer.  What have I written?

----------

Fire and Lonliness
by Conrad Conner

It began as if  it were a new experience, and continued with-
out any recollective quality.  When Sumner Westinghouse 
tried to reconstruct it inside he saw nothing but an unattain-
able Godlike quality.  It taunted him always with the fi nal 
blow resting in the arms of  his “beloved.”  Damp of  sleep 
he shuffl es-slightly-turns to his left.  Yes, there she is, eyes 
closed and smiling.  Can’t she hear behind the “I love yous” 
the sadness and the fear and all of  that confusion?

Eyes fl uttering the smile is now wider.  She is awake and 
he gets into character realizing that even his voice changes 
when he becomes who she desires.  He knows if  he could 
simply be himself  around her that she would leave him, 
contenting him with the hope that comes from lonely des-
peration.

“Good morning handsome.”

Disappointing her is not his job.  His job is to convince 
her he is happy against even his own will.  He doesn’t fully 
understand it himself, but he needs some personal defi ni-
tion other than the societal label of  college student he is 
currently working around.  When people meet Sumner they 
know that categorically he is different.  Sumner belongs 
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on a radio or a TV, seeing him in person doesn’t feel right.  
You envy him like he is a movie star, but he isn’t.  He is no 
better than you are and that is what makes you the most 
uncomfortable.

There was a time when Sumner had qualities that are 
foreign to his now confi dent glibbing.  A face that was not 
hidden beneath bright eyes and strong cheeks.  Such a 
rapid change had occurred at some point in his sixteenth 
year that one would swear a different person was speeding 
into Caldwell Academy’s sophomore parking lot in that old 
brown Volvo.  There was a particular time too, People can’t 
recollect the exact day, some of  us here remember, but me... 
I remember the exact second.  The fl ames of  hell grew vast 
just for a moment because they knew that I cared.

They all think they got something good out of  their deal in 
the beginning.  They convince themselves that maybe they 
could have done this on there own.  They wonder what they 
need to do to get their soul back, and Sumner was no dif-
ferent.  New sensations were visiting him, they were given 
all at once.  He preyed to God that a girl might so much as 
give him a friendly embrace; now he had lips hard pressed 
against his prick.  Sex is often the favorite of  the young 
male.  No matter how nice he was before, he becomes slave 
to it’s immidiate satisfaction.  Then it goes away.

Selling your soul never sounds like a good idea, not even, 
“at the time.”  Good ideas and feelings aren’t the only ones 
that show promise.  Sumner Westinghouse showed promise, 
but likability doesn’t make beautiful which makes you nec-
essarily cruel, and cruelty is the only place that gets one to 
where Sumner wanted, and in some ways, still wants to go.  
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The vast shallow of  overfl owing imagination of  what love 
might be.  They have it, the beautiful people, and Sumner 
is almost beautiful people, and Sumner is almost beauti-
ful, but he is missing the inner ugliness and no matter what 
he is given it will not be his and I knew this or I wouldn’t 
have made the deal.  The stories I can produce by giving 
just enough not to amount to anything make Shakespeare’s 
tragedies look like nothing more than a puddle kept damp 
only by it’s lofty prose.  I’m not disenchanting Shakespeare’s 
work, but do you think he preyed for stories like those?  Do 
you think God nurtured the mind of  that tortured play-
wright?

Four years and I have usually lost all interest.  Sumner 
Westinghouse isn’t suffering anymore.  He isn’t happy 
either, but he is refl ective.  They say I don’t care if  you 
grow, they say I don’t care if  you shrink, that when I am 
done with you I don’t care what the results of  our little 
experiment were.  These biblical poets, how imbecilic 
they all were.  I care for people and this is why I grant my 
wishes.  What use do I have for a soul, it’s all expectation 
and I grant you that.  I grant you that one bit of  hope that 
you have something to look forward to, then I wake you 
up.  Sumner’s not sure if  he grew or dwarfed.  He just 
knows that now he knows too much.  He bit into the fruit 
and he sees life for what it is.  Sometimes he forgets and he 
starts doing well in society once more, starts enjoying the 
way Dana’s soft tounge caresses his mouth, starts weeping 
for the hungry.  Eventually the emotions will stop because 
eventually they are meaningless.  He is sad because God is 
dead, but the devil...somehow the devil exists.  These real-
izations are what I desire.  I want to share my lonliness with 
everyone.
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----------

Sumner Westinghouse?  Jesus, where did I come up with 
that name?  It sounds like some sort of  dishwasher sales-
man.  I wonder if  there was ever someone whose goal in life 
was to be a dishwasher salesman?

What this was:  A guilt complex from a conservitive up-
bringing alluding to coitus without theoretical existance of  
love.  There is no plot.  A string of  yammerings.  Melodra-
matic BS.  Maybe I could blend some comic timing in with 
an actual plotline.  Enough of  this whiney, nobody under-
stands me passively aggressive glorifying bullshit.

----------

A Sense of  Family
by Conrad Conner

Owen Sebring hates his family.  At seventeen he is wearing 
a thin black tie, black slacks, and some groovy vintage sun-
glasses.  He is proud that he is able to pull off  such a fash-
ion statement with a father like Rick Sebring, who is eter-
nally sporting a mullet.  While driving his Camero, you may 
just catch Rick staring in his rearview mirror muttering to 
his refl ection, “hairstyle of  the gods... hairstyle of  the gods.”  
Rhoda Sebring, Owen’s mother, refuses to shave her legs or 
wear makeup  of  any kind.  She says it helps the environ-
ment somehow, yet doesn’t recycle because she and Rick 
both agree that is a communist plot.  Any and all forms of  
product regeneration will reveal themselves as dangerous in 
2007, the year of, “The Beast.”
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Tuesday evening is brisk in Remmington Tennessee.  Rick 
has allowed his son a night in his prize car that looks as new 
as it did the day it was purchased: March 1st, 1987, a date 
Rick, who often brought his wife fl owers weeks after their 
anniversary, never forgets.

“If  anything happens to my Cecilia, I swear to God, son er 
no son, I’ll cut yah.”

“Dad, I won’t hurt your fucking Camero.”

“Boy, you better watch your fuckin’ mouth or I swear to 
Jesus, I’ll take out the belt.”

“Thanks dad, bye!”

Before any other information can be given on how to deal 
with Cecilia, an automotive mark of  shame for any man 
that appreciates the fi ner things, Owen takes off.  He has 
a second date with Loraine Summers and he is not going 
to be late.  He hits the fi rst stoplight on Sesame Ave and 
gets more nervous the closer he gets to the trailer his dream 
girl calls home.  Owen and Loraine had met at the Library 
two weeks before.  Both knew immidiately they had a lot 
in common.  Owen remembers she was wearing this 1960s 
era purple dress that would have looked trashy on anyone 
without that long orange-red hair.

Their last date had been too typical and Owen isn’t going 
to screw tonight up because a turbulent stomach wants to 
trip each word in his conversation.  He met up with her at 
the Library where they had met and said meetup was fol-
lowed by a dinner and a movie.  He somehow managed a 
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kiss before she got into her car once back in the parking lot.  
He knew on their next outing he would be much bolder.  
Tonight he is taking her to a concert in Nashville.  He has 
to keep up conversation both on their way there and on 
their way back and has at least seven topics he has decided 
will be of  interest to Loraine.

Owen parks on the road in front of  the dark yellow manu-
factured home.  He walks to the door and knocks three 
times.  It opens and there stands this guy around Owen’s 
age hodling what looks to be a three or four year old  girl.

“You must be Owen.”

“Yeah I am.”

“Honey!  Your date’s here!”

Owen wonders why this guy, who as far as he can guess is 
Loraine’s brother, just called her ‘Honey.’ Then...

“Thanks sweetheart.  Suzy, mind daddy while mommy is 
out.” - And Loraine goes on to kiss both her daughter and 
husband on the cheek.

“You kids have fun now, and Owen, don’t do anything I 
wouldn’t do.” - And Loraine’s husband actually winks and 
makes a jerk with his pelvis.

Owen is more than a little shocked, unnerved, stunned, 
and frightened.  Loraine wonders what the problem is as 
Cecelia’s engine starts up and Owen’s hand remains frozen, 
resting on the keys for a full two minutes.
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“Is something wrong Owen?”

“Are you married Loraine?”

“Yes.”

“Why are you going out with me?”

“Because I like you Owen.  I haven’t been this interested in 
a guy in years.  Not since Brian.”

“Is Brian your...”

“He’s my husband.  Owen, lets say we skip that concert and 
go get a motel room somewhere.  I want you and I’m not 
afraid to tell you that.  That’s how comfortable you make 
me.”

“You’re married.”

“Yes, it’s a great experience when you fi nd your soul-mate 
and realize you get to spend the rest of  your lifetime with 
him.”

“Are you being sarcastic?”

“No.”

She wasn’t being sarcastic, and this scared Owen enough 
not to ask any more questions.  Loraine sits silent, Owen 
stays quiet, and fi nally Owen just turns the car off.

“Loraine, I’ve got to go.”
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“What?  Is something wrong?”

“You’re married, and now you want to sleep with me, and it 
seems your husband and your daughter are okay with this.”

“Yes, they are.”

“I can’t handle that.”

With that Loraine steps out of  the car, and walks back into 
her trailer.  Owen starts the car once again wondering what 
just happened.  Suddenly Brian lunges out from the door of  
his home, Louisville slugger in hand.  Owen slams the car 
into drive, and as the bat comes down on the back bumper 
Owen wishes he had just gone ahead and slept with Lo-
raine.

----------

I guess that’s kind of  funny.  But it’s not Wes Anderson or 
Steve Martin funny.  It’s like if  Raymond Carver and Jeff  
Foxworthy got together and wrote an unfi nished story.  Is 
that really what I want to develop?

I move away from the computer and contemplate doing 
something more interesting with the evening ahead of  me.  
It is Friday in Los Angeles after all.  I decide to call Minnie 
and ask her to meet me at the Santa Monica Promenade.  
She agrees, but traffi c is bad.  I call her back and tell her my 
mother just called and that she is dropping in unexpectedly.  
This excuse makes me think of  that cheesy rock group, The 
J. Geils Band.
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Why can I remember every word to the J. Geils Band song, 
“Centerfold,” but could never pass an early level Spanish 
class without intense struggle?  I think about how unfair it is 
as I park my car outside the comic book store.  I walk inside 
and fumble through a few racks of  comics.  I check my 
pockets to see if  I have enough cash to buy the new Plastic 
Man issue, but I don’t, so I leave.

So much of  my parent’s money lost on ciggarettes; it 
doesn’t seem right to squander any money from my bank 
account on food at the moment.  I light up the last camel 
in the pack.  When I get back to my apartment I’m going 
to turn on the computer and see if  there is anything worth 
fi nishing.  Something that could make a pack a day and a 
cheeseburger less than luxuries.

----------

Chapter I

As I left Catherine Stetson’s house that night all I could 
think about was how sad this was all going to make me in 
a few days.  The hormone driven rush kept me from mak-
ing any sort of  mark on my facial expressions that wouldn’t 
seem to a remote viewer as anything but positive.  My 
insides were different, they were saying, “You have won, 
but where is your prize?  Was this what you were expect-
ing?  A smile springing up from nothing but trite sexual 
excitement?”  It’s true, this is not what I expected, nor what 
I hoped for, but it was the beginning.  The tearing down of  
my imagined waking life, the destruction of  rules I had only 
recently learned to understand.  I was ready to transcend 
into something new.  To offer myself  up to chaos, to 
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mayhem.  In four months I would lead a mass suicide in 
Salt Lake City, Utah.  Yes, I was almost ready to share all 
my losses in one beautiful amalgamated moment.

I arrived home no later than usual, and both of  my par-
ents were in bed.  My summer vacation was at an end, and 
tomorrow morning I would be heading to the Chattanooga 
Suburban Airport for the University of  California at Los 
Angeles where I had gone in just two semesters from a most 
promising fi lm student to an undeclared, class dodging ec-
centric... people loved me for it.

Men and women in their own way all loved me, and the 
only way I could love them back was showing them how 
to feel pain.  I’d make men my friends, and I’d conciously 
turn them into enemies.  I’d make women love me, and 
then make them feel they never had the ability to love in the 
fi rst place.  It hurt at fi rst when I realized where my identity 
came from, but then I concluded not only was that how I 
was tortured, but that it was also where any seeds of  joyful 
euphoria were rooted, hence the pain deadened and the 
pleasure came with a certain enjoyable peace.

My deep thoughts soon turned to the surreal images as I 
slipped away into my dreams.  The morning came quickly.  
As I waved goodbye to my unknowing family they waved 
back, forgetting why they had looked so forward to this 
goodbye.  Arrival and departure were the moments my 
parents and siblings understood me most.  For those two 
moments where the lies emanating from my breath couldn’t 
be smelt, the stench of  truth hung in the air.  I was my 
father’s son.
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I fl ew coach, and as per usual was seated next to an old 
woman with dentures and one oversized, lazy breast.  I im-
mediately tried to picture what she might have looked like 
in the tender years of  youth, but could never imagine her 
without the large object affi xed to her chest.  This made me 
much more unhappy than it should have, I felt like I should 
do something for her so I told her how much she looked like 
my mother even though she didn’t.  I met with a response 
that had something to do with a daughter who married 
some local newsman in Dalton, GA, and a son with drug 
problems.  Her storytelling ended when headphones were 
passed out, the rest of  the trip was nauseating and unevent-
ful.

Chapter II 

Well, there was my girlfriend, Trixy, waiting for me at the 
gate.  There wasn’t a more beautiful girl I could have found 
more unappealing.  She had a beautiful face, but the little 
white hairs above her silky lips had now grown into a mus-
tache vicariously through my own menacing nightmares 
and misgivings.  Her eyes also came off  three sizes bigger 
than they were, scaring me a little, like Christopher Walken 
as an angry gangster at a moment of  bloodthirsty plot-cli-
max.  The pain her existance put me through wasn’t quite 
worth the extra kick I got out of  masterbating with a vagina 
instead of  my own left hand, but each time I thought about 
life without, I got sick and refrained from any sudden 
moves.

Sometimes I think I’d like to have the balls to cut myself  
open.  Sometimes who I am makes me so sad I can’t handle 
it, so I start shaking and screaming at myself.  I blamed it 
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on Trixy, but the truth was she just happened to come along 
as my genetic curse of  Episodic Bipolar Disorder, EBD, fol-
lowed with schizophrenic speed.  Don’t doubt my insanity, 
it’s in the well from which I spring.  I’ve come to terms with 
my infestation.  I like it more than the thought of  what I 
might become without it.

Sometimes I daydreamed about taking Trixy to a private 
island and loving her forever as we danced naked and in-
nocent during a constant sunset.  Sometimes I imagined 
strangling her and having her own father take the fall.  I’d 
seen enough Hitchcock fl icks to know this wasn’t all that 
hard.  Usually I just imagined her and Catherine making 
love with me simultaneously.  There were usually other girls 
there too, they walked in and out as I pleased.

I told Trixy I had been thinking about starting a cult that 
would have me as their holy godhead.  I told her it seemed 
like something that would be very therapuetic.  She was 
telling me all about how well dressed her friend Matt was.  
She talked about him a lot, and it always made me uneasy.  
By now I was used to it.  I found out later that she had been 
fucking him every Saturday since they were nine years old.  
I would eventually have him killed, so I guess I really am 
the bigger asshole.

Trixy held tight as we shared our welcoming embrace.  She 
seemed uninterested in letting go, and fi nally as I pushed 
her away I realized she was stuck in time.  The whole 
airport was frozen, so when I looked to my shoulder and 
a little green space man stood there I felt no shock.  I had 
been expecting this, he said he’d be back, but I didn’t know 
he’d be visable completely sober of  the mushrooms.
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“Hello Dumdum.”

“Go away.”

“You still have to make a wish.  I want off  this Goddamn 
rock, and you are not going to gip me.”

“You fucking madman, go away, I can’t help you.”

“Make a wish!”Make a wish!”Make a wish!

“I wish you would contract some sort of  venereal disease and pass it 
on to each of  your underdeveloped children!”on to each of  your underdeveloped children!”on to each of  your underdeveloped children!

This little man had done nothing to me, and I don’t know 
why I had such a distaste for him.  Maybe because he was 
the closest thing to God I had ever actually looked at.  He 
frowned as he placed a glowing wand to his genitals.  I was 
immidiately sorry for what I’d done, but it served the little 
bastard right.  You don’t give to people that are content 
with what they have.  It’s not right.

The airport burst back into it’s unforgiving mechanical 
busy-ness and Trixy had already fi nished with her momen-
tary glee psychosomatically brought on by the arrival of  a 
penis that had been only slightly missed.  We talked about 
the weather to one another, though every now and then I 
would throw in odd comments about suicide and pederasty 
just to make sure she was not listening.

It was nice getting back to our apartment.  I had missed the 
silver color surrounding my television screen.  I’d missed the 
window overlooking the stretch of  road on which a lunatic 
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would wander down screaming toward the torturing voices 
only he could hear at least two different times during each 
day.  Most of  all I missed the things that happened behind 
closed doors, when Trixy’s mustache was almost invisable as 
she informed me with sudden bursts of  energy that I indeed 
had something to offer the world.  A skill.

Chapter III

I awoke early the next morning feeling the nausea that 
forshadowed a discovery I was soon to make.  In Trixy’s 
place was a note lasting three pages, that when summed up 
said, “So long, I appreciate your good intentions.”  Prob-
lems in her life had led her to a sort of  innate whoredom 
that my southern ethics could not tame.  I understood that 
and maybe that’s why I loved her.  As much as I could love 
anyone other than myself.  I loved her with a passion for 
B-movie plotlines and sushi.  I loved her like a father that 
had no interest in watching his little baby grow up, but who 
when faced with the fact that he was not her natural fa-
ther at all, adopted a queasiness that would never leave his 
empty stomach.

She hadn’t been living with me long before I left on the 
short visit to my homeland, and it seemed she had moved 
the few pieces of  her clothing from the closet sometime 
during said visit to the heart of  Dixie.  The note was a 
simultaneous weight off  my shoulders and a punch in my 
gut.  Wounded pride with a dash of  imagined freedom.  I 
couldn’t decide if  I was experiencing true happiness or 
revulsion for what I was.  I would later look back on the 
feeling as madness, and realize it was yet another stepping 
stone to my evoulution from super-chimpanzee to comic 
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book hero:  The one that both stole and gave to the desti-
tute.

“Hello Dumdum.”

The green man was back.  This time looking more melan-
choly than before.

“What is it now?”

“Do you want a wish granted?”

“I wish you would take that stupid wand and jab out one of  
your eyes.”

I stared him down as he did what he was told.  I wondered 
who it was giving him orders to follow my facticious de-
mands.

“Why do you come here?  Why do you do this to yourself ?  
Are you the masochist, or is it someone else?”

He vanished without so much as a goodbye, leaving me to 
start crying like a prepubescent schoolgirl.  I wasn’t isolated 
anymore, but God was I lonely.

I gave my friend Lucas a call.  I asked him if  he wanted to 
meet up at RT’s, a local bar, at around nine pm.  He told 
me he couldn’t.  I then opened my address book and dialed 
every shoulder I could think might have a soft spot for me 
to dribble on.  It seemed everyone had plans today, and why 
shouldn’t they?  What else were they good for?  I felt the 
sudden urge to urinate on my mattress; that it would 
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represent some sort of  holy rebellion.  I regretted following 
my urges most of  the time.  This was no exception.

Sinking down onto my piss stained bed I knew it was time 
for a change.  Time to stop following a set path in an idio-
syncratic way and take off  for true self-understanding.  It 
would demand I sacrifi ce my palace of  electronic gizmos 
and the unrestrainable joy I got from making an occasional 
A on a paper I’d not put any effort into, but I was ready.  I 
picked up my Bible, repacked my suitcase with some shirts, 
some pants, a jacket, and a copy of  Helter Skelter.  I was 
going to rush at infamy head on and pursue my dark tran-
scendent dreams.  I became almost giddy at the thought of  
a healthy voluptious blonde drinking the blood of  a victim 
I’d ordered her to kill.  The sick thoughts made me smile, 
not because I held some sort of  maniacal want for power, 
but because of  an absurdity equaled in my mind only to 
images of  schnauzers dancing in pink tu-tus singing now 
forgotten songs by Seal and Paula Abdul.

Chapter IV

First I would stop by the park.  I shouldn’t have been ready 
for the insight a place like that can give a man when he isn’t 
expecting it.  A man in my position could see more than 
frisbees and dogs running from here to there.  I saw bottled 
humanity, I saw the limits set by the forces that be from 
allowing most people to become themselves.  The sexual 
frustrations of  boys who hadn’t learned to become men as 
they interacted with teenage women who couldn’t remem-
ber when a maturing process had taken place.  The gap was 
widening as modern lifestyle trudged on.  What kept the 
males in pre-pubescence was the same thing that demanded 
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girlhood refrain from existing more than a moment.

I wore a coduroy vest.  I always wore a vest because it kept 
me from being an insider.  It freed me from being denied 
insight into the lives of  these peons I overlooked from a 
bench, sitting there like a god over them.  Most of  the 
time when I cradled myself  up in a room, alone, while all 
those that pretended to be close to me slept, I envied these 
WASPs.  Middle-Americans comfortable with their lot in 
life, or trying to demand that comfort was what they felt.  I 
knew inside, all of  them were animals, just like me.  Ani-
mals I could control by taking this holy knowledge and 
stuffi ng it deep into my pockets.

I lit a cigarette as I stretched myself  out on the solitary 
bench under a tree.  I heard the sound of  soft footsteps glid-
ing upon the grass right behind me and I turned around.

My glance was welcomed with a smile from a beautiful 
young girl who couldn’t have been more than eight-teen.  I 
stopped myself  from saying anything, I simply smiled and 
turned back in the direction I was looking.  She, with her 
two dogs ambled out to where a small lake met the fi eld, 
and from time to time would look back at me.

I kept a close watch from the corner of  my eye as the fi rst 
man appeared.  Fat and goofy he approached, dressed like 
a good number of  young men I had known.  Clothes his 
grandmother had bought wrinkled and dirty because he 
never quite had the time to fi nd a laundromat.  He met 
with great defeat as he tried to mumble out some words 
silently preying they would come to have some meaning as 
they scampered helplessly out of  his mouth.  It seems God 
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was not smiling upon this particular man, on this particu-
lar day, because as he walked away is head hung just low 
enough to the ground that I could tell he had added a tally 
to his list of  personal disaster.

Next came a slight improvement on the fi rst suitor.  A man 
with dark skin and an atheletic build.  He came with two 
dogs that I’m sure he was happy to compare with the duo 
accompanying this girl-next-door-fantasy he stood before.  
She was obviously more taken with him but she continued 
to look back at me from time to time.  Perhaps at moments 
when the second suitor said something about his hair or 
the hands he was so proud of.  Eventually though, this man 
would fi nd more hapiness walking away then he would with 
adding another person to his sure to be long list of  acquain-
tences all in constant need of  being dealt with.

The girl now alone in this playing fi eld of  empty persons in-
teraction began to walk back in the direction from whence 
she had come.  Now that the brothers grimm had warmed 
her up, I knew I had no choice but to speak my piece.

“Beautiful day.”

“I like your vest!”

“Thank you, cute little dogs you have there.”

“This one’s Freddy, and this one is Cougar.”

Something in the air smelled of  sulfur.  I couldn’t decide if  
it was brought on by a strange retro ambiance the combina-
tion of  her dog’s names gave to my subconcious, or some 
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sort of  burning in my soul to destroy this gentle creature, 
but it was there.

I continued with conversation by introducing myself  as 
Normon Osbourne.  I complemented, in a round about 
way, every nice thing I could notice with our limited inter-
action.  I didn’t spell anything out for her, chicks don’t dig 
that.  They don’t want to know when they’re having the 
wind blown up their skirts.

“I don’t want to sound like I’m some Bible thumper, but 
I’ve been thinking about religion a lot lately and you seem 
like you have a certain level-headed-ness about you, not to 
mention the way the light hits those eyes has me hoping I 
could talk to you for hours, even days.”

This was the moment where I would fi nd out if  my plan 
was too outrageous to even begin, but with a nod of  a head, 
a blush and a smile I knew that my twisted grip was tighten-
ing on what only three minutes ago was a total stranger.

Chapter V

My army was growing  In three days I had somehow man-
aged to turn three lost souls into lunatics ready to follow 
my cool blue reason into a do-it-yourself  Armegeddon.  I 
hadn’t said much, I let their understanding of  my words 
turn into their deepest desires.  I’d always had a gift for 
skewing what people said into a jigsaw peice that fi t perfect-
ly into my already carefully put together border of  insanity.  
I could turn a God-fearing man into an athiest one day, and 
the next cause the scientifi c mind to place all blind faith into 
Jesus Christ.  My experiment of  trying to explain to people 
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I was God was going all to well, and I was hooked.  

I didn’t want to hurt anyone, not at that point anyway.  I 
just wanted to feel loved.  You can’t accept love, it’s not 
a gift.  While the rich man bought it, the crazed genius 
would fi nd a way to take it, he didn’t have any choice.   I 
craved the living water, and like the alcoholic I was feeling 
as though I was beginning to need it.  Would it cost me my 
soul, or just a few scratch marks over my name in the lamb’s 
book of  life?

The madness was coming on.  I had been following my 
plans to a tee.  I had created objectivity and this new form 
of  development was under my control.  Soon, that control 
would be lost, and the devilish synchronicities of  the luna-
tic would rule my path once again.  I invited the madness 
though, even with the powers of  God I remained unsatis-
fi ed emotionally, so I would make my sacrifi ce willingly by 
fi lling my mind with powerful words of  the crazed Zeus 
that swept from genius to junkie in a notice of  momentary 
angst.  When the green man returned, as I knew he would, 
my fi ght would be over.  I’d make the wish he so dared me 
to have granted.

No sooner had this realization been made when the man 
reappeared on my shoulder with his one eye and withered 
scrotum tucked tightly somewhere beneath his space-age 
jumpsuit.  I waited for him to start his whimpering, his need 
to beg for any kind of  sick blessings I might possibly offer 
him.  He merely stood there with a smirk rising toward his 
new galactic eye-patch.

“Well?  Do you want me to make a wish, or are you just 
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going to stare at me with that one eye you have left?”

No response but silence.  I decided to speak up again.

“I wish I could go back to my freshman year of  college.  I 
wish I’d never met Trixy, I wish I’d never fucked Cathy, 
I want to make better choices, I don’t want to do what I 
know I’m capable of  if  these past two years haven’t been a 
dream.”

The swine removed his eye-patch revealing a healthy bright 
eyeball.  I hoped he wouldn’t drop his shorts becaus I knew 
if  he did have anything down there it could probobly func-
tion however he might want it to.  Before I could ask him 
the meaning of  this tomfoolery he was gone.

Someone or something wanted me to slip over the edge.  I’d 
once believed in serendipity, but now it seemed doom was 
a much better exacmple of  what happened to a man when 
he shed the innocent mask of  boyhood.  I was doomed, but 
I wouldn’t sink alone, I’d bomb whatever harbor I could ac-
cumulate with my currency of  mental disease.

“Normon?”

It was Bonnie, volunteer hostage number two.  A fi ne look-
ing number of  Irish origin, she had offered us all lodging at 
her beach-front home indefi nately.  Somehow I had con-
vinced her that not only should she share her home with 
me, but I was worth sharing her body with.  I’d say:

“Who do you say that I am?”
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and with that she would get down on her knees and explain 
it, and no, she wasn’t washing my feet.

“Get away from me!”

I couldn’t look at her in the face, not now.  I was sorry I had 
done any of  this, taken advantage of  the weak minded.  I 
knew the time to get out of  this thing was now, but maybe I 
could help these people.  Them mistaking me for some sort 
of  god or prophet would have to cease, but surely I could 
ease my way out of  it, and in the process make some really 
interesting connections, maybe even start some radical and 
thriving buisness venture.  I just needed some space, every-
thing was happening too fast.

“I’m sorry I shouted Bonnie, but you no doubt understand 
I’m faced with certain mental anguishes you could not pos-
sibly understand.”

“Don’t apologize master, I am your humble servent.”

Jesus, it was like the dirty fi lms they’d show on cable televi-
sion late at night when I was a boy.  These poor Ivy League 
bimbos would not only sell their bodies for money, but also 
for a soul.  This was wrong.

“I’ve got to go for a while.  I may be gone a week, maybe a 
month, but I will be back.  Understand?”

“Of  course.”

----------
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I always tried to see myself  as a modern day Fitzgerald, but 
I am now feeling that society has no place for my talent.

I didn’t hate this fi ve page novel I had written, but this is 
not the story I wanted to fi nish.  Why communicate using a 
narcissistic, well read Charles Manson?  One should em-
brace the everyman, not the ubermeinche.

I did like the addition of  the camafl auged Flinstones char-
acter in the story.  I decide to write a story about Freddy 
from Scooby-Doo.

----------

Ascot
by Conrad Conner

Freddy Jones.  The sound of  it rolls off  as nothing more 
than a supporting role in this circular existance.  I have 
become an illustration for change.  I am a central fi gure in 
a world that is loved, but important only in the fact I must 
exist.  This is the only way anyone sees me.  They question 
me, their need for me, and sometimes suspect I need not 
exist at all, yet when they insist on removing me from the 
equation their world suffers.  So I am here.  I always will be, 
but nobody can place a fi nger on the question as to why.

I explain this to Dr. Thompson, my anylist, and he braces 
himself.  The neurotic with vast understanding is always the 
one that is never quite cured.  The neurotic Freddy Jones 
knows this, and this makes perscribed treatment an impos-
sibility.
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He asks me about my father and my mother.  He asks me 
about the girls I’ve been with, about my fantasies: sexual 
and otherwise.  My answers are routine, and just as suspect-
ed they lead to nothing.  I explain I’m just a dream in the 
collective unconcious, but Thompson doesn’t believe that 
sort of  thing.

Time runs out and it’s back to my strange vocation of  fi ll-
ing time between important moments.  Driving this van 
and saying whatever comes through, hearing laughter that 
laughs with my friends, but at me.  The gang, the label I’ve 
given to my fellow nomad travelers, are just like anyone else.  
I know this because each has his or her following.  Each has 
a reason.  I just drive this van.

I have another automobile, but it sits in front of  my par-
ents house.  I can never get myself  to drive it.  A pick-up 
truck painted in blues with the word, “Abraxas,” on the 
side.  It makes trips only to the world, to understanding, 
but I choose to leave it broken and forgotten.  I spend days 
looking at it sometimes, without even informing my parents 
of  my homecoming.  I hide as I watch it, this stationary 
object that offers me a way out of  my painless suffering into 
a painful life.

All the monsters I’ve seen have faces, except for the one 
that stares at me from the lake, or the wall, or the concave 
surface of  my spoon.  There is no mask to reveal something 
different, just an empty smile bringing to mind parting 
gifts of  the man who could not give the question’s correct 
answer.

---------- 
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Boring.  This is like some clever person Halmark card.  
Look I know enough about Scooby-Doo and Gnosticism 
that I can juxtapose them.  Slap my ass and call me Des-
cartes.

I’m sick of  writing and trying to write, so I stop.  I haven’t 
eaten today and it is now eleven pm.  I wish there was a fast 
food resteraunt that could serve me my mothers roast beef  
and gravy for three dollars and ninety fi ve cents.  There 
isn’t.  I decide to drive to Jack in the Box and get a number 
six meal.  I ask them to super-size it, I am feeling desper-
ately wasteful on this day of  frustrating discovery.

My cell phone rings while I wait in line for the jumbo jack.  
I check the number and see it is Clara, the ex.  She leaves 
a cryptic sounding message that she and her new boyfriend 
will be at California State University at Long Beach’s cam-
pus with my banjo tomorrow at four-thirty.  That this is my 
only chance, and I am not to call her anymore.  She says a 
defamating comment on the website I write for about her 
aureola did not go unnoticed.  

I’m not looking forward to fi nally meeting this new boy-
friend face to face, yet there is this feeling inside me that 
knows he must be no more than a disturbingly unattract-
ive doppleganger of  my present self.  I am Bizarro to my 
love’s new Superman.  We like the same bands, but he has 
reasons behind his love.  We enjoy the same books, but he 
reads them to pronounce a state of  mind.  He writes pages 
and pages on his views and your societal needs.  He wants 
you to take a stand.  I want to kick his ass, but  I know I 
won’t.  I will take my banjo and sell it so I can pay rent this 
month.
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I approach the window where I am to give a woman six 
dollars and in return I get a warm meal.  I fumble around 
in my pockets for too long, emotional from listening to the 
message, still a little stoned.  I feel like the small Latino 
woman handing me the greasy paper bag hates my hair.  I 
wonder what I can do to fi x it.

I make the four minute drive back to my apartment.  Still I 
can’t fi nd a solution to the question posed by those eyes.  I 
apologize to myself  and I think about preying for guidence.

I put The Sure Thing in the DVD player and it makes me feel The Sure Thing in the DVD player and it makes me feel The Sure Thing
romantic.  I pretend to be John Cusack and I get good and 
stoned to watch the last half  hour.  What my parents would 
think of  me right now.  I shudder, and am thankful I had 
watched enough late night talk shows to get through the 
phone calls with little to no problems.

The movie ends so I feel like I should write.  I’m feeling re-
ally emotional now, like I want to write something about a 
girl that I know.  Maybe she’ll read it.

----------

The Road to Centinella
by Conrad Conner

When Ronnie took Lana’s place as my roommate, I wasn’t 
the boy he remembered from high school.  When I lost 
Lana I wasn’t exactly sure who I was.  Being without an 
identity might have been depressing if  I hadn’t been so 
numb.  It was as if  I had reached sexual climax and was 
expected to become aroused again.
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Lana was my fi rst serious relationship, and for almost eight 
months I had spent every day and every night in her pres-
ence.  Like a mythological villianess she had put some sort 
of  spell over my judgement, forcing me to fi rst transfer from 
one school to another, from one state to another, she then 
had me drop out all together.  This wasn’t enough for the 
evil that had waited for a numbskull like myself  somewhere 
deep in her subconcious.  She found a way to make it im-
possible for me to walk out of  our two bedroom apartment, 
she convinced me I didn’t need anyone but her, and with 
that she was gone.  Back to the father that had kicked her 
out of  the house, anywhere to get away from the victim she 
completely destroyed.

Imagine if  Superman had been forced into the realization 
that Lois Lane was slipping him small amounts of  kryp-
tonite during each meal they had together; once he was so 
weak he could no longer serve his purpose she packed her 
bags and moved away.  Do you know what would happen 
next?  Powerless Superman would become confused and 
depressed and his love affair with marijuana would begin.  
I’m a bird, I’m a plane, I’m fl ying again even though I’m 
just sitting around and watching Becker.

Mary Jane is a strange mistress.  She causes days to run 
together and engulfs your sense of  time, rather than push-
ing it forward so you don’t realize you are already dead.  
We were Elizabeth Taylor and Richard Burton, but as time 
passed and my ability to interact with society crept back 
into being, we became more like Jerry Seinfeld and Elaine 
Bennis.  Two friends that understood each other, without 
having to say too much about it.

28



Nature took its course.  If  I refused suicide I would have 
to do certain things to allow me the will to survive.  First, 
I established a relationship with Ronnie Cross, which was 
made easier by the fact we had been aquaintences at the 
Boddington’s School for Boys.  We had shared friends, but 
somehow had distanced ourselves from each other, as if  we 
knew we needed to save our special bond for a moment in 
our lives when we would honestly need it.

A month went by.

Ronnie had gathered the courage to make contact with the 
two cute girls next door.  They weren’t “actress cute,” or 
even “model for a Target ad cute,” but they were in posses-
sion of  that sort of  attractiveness you can see deep inside 
their eyes.  Where you remember a girl like them coming 
into the third grade classroom with way too much makeup 
and even though some of  the girls made fun of  her you 
thought she was nice.

Their southern accents were thick, and their culture had 
been sheltered from the absurdities and madness of  logic.  
They line danced and rolled on ecstasy, they fucked and 
they toked.  They were characters I had not seen developed 
to this level and they were interesting.  I still didn’t have a 
job.

Another month.

Paige and Beth were gone.  Ronnie and I had developed no 
romantic connection to them, but a week or so after they 
vacated we realized we needed them.  The apartment com-
plex seemed vacant to us, especially me on account that 

29



I don’t often want to leave my room.  I was perscribed some 
medication to alter said desire, but I don’t really have any 
inclanation to get it fi lled.

I began to drive to Chattanooga, TN, my defi nitive home, 
on the weekends where my new persona, psychically 
bruised, bothered my parents.  Hearing sobs at random 
moments throughout the day didn’t sit well with them.  I 
remember one weekend they decided we would use a day 
to see a family psychologist.  I can’t remember what the 
psychologist said to us, I just remember the car ride back 
home.  My dather was crying and my mother was blaming 
me, trying to soothe my father with the words, “We aren’t 
bad parents, we aren’t bad parents.”

Doctors now seemed out of  the question when dealing with 
my newly developing eccentricities.  My parents were quiet 
around me, which wasn’t hard as I sat each weekend alone 
on the screened in porch with the Sopranos and the town 
of  South Park.  I would drive back to Knoxville to spend 
my weekdays, because there was a lease I couldn’t break.

The Ronnie Cross subplot became more interesting with 
the introduction of  Katie.  She had befriended Ronnie a 
few years before and had reintroduced herself  at a local bar.  
To me she looked like Natasha Henstrige, the seductive 
alien from the grossly underrated Sci Fi thriller, “Species.”

She would talk with me, and laugh at things I would say, 
then Ronnie would take her.  Like some sort of  alpha male 
Mr. Cross would intercede at the perfect moment, and I 
heard my own envy shaking the wall between the two bed-
rooms.  I could not let my feelings show, because I 
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shuddered at the thought of  inhabiting the character of  a 
loathsome fox that waits for a chicken to lay it’s eggs and 
march away with a satiated  stomach before the mother can 
feel her baby chicks close to her feathers.

This strangely didn’t have an intense effect on my friend-
ship with Ronnie.  I didn’t long for my lustful desires to 
come true the way I had when I was sixteen.  I had seen too 
much to care.  My emotions were a part of  my desires, and 
they were still covered with dark red scabs that I scratched 
at a little too often.

So what was I?  The go between for a relationship based on 
animalistic sexual needs, a bum living off  his parents, and a 
recluse.  I remember looking in a mirror and realizing I had 
a full beard because I hadn’t bothered shaving.  I was ready 
to get out of  Knoxville, and go where?

***

Nicholson keeps his device a secret.  His brilliant mind 
knows that if  the others fi nd out about it’s capabilities he 
will lose his allowance to escape into this character.  He had 
given Conrad and Hamilton the Transcendence Machine, 
he owes them nothing.  How can they repay him for al-
lowing them to attain all they ever desired all in one single 
moment.

With the press of  the small red button on the side of  his 
desk the monitor sinks back inside the wall.  A momentary 
burst of  angst sweeps over Nicholson and he looks behind 
him to make sure the lock on his door remains secure.  His 
secret is safe, and he decides to take a short nap while 
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listening to a song by Radiohead which he puts on repeat.

***

The lease ran out and Ronnie and everything attached to 
him that made its way into my life, giving me the illustration 
I would hold of  Knoxville forever were gone.  The screened 
in porch on the side of  Lookout Mountain became my daily 
fortress, not just reserved for weekend vacations.

My inability to interact with others had been slowly lifting, 
but now I felt it was back with some sort of  inappropriate 
vengence.  It was soon I would fi nd out that nature had not 
only taken it’s course with me.  Ross Hartley and Ashby 
Rosewater, through some power I refuse to acknowledge as 
coincidence were thrust back to their homeland as well.  It 
seems Long Beach, Knoxville, New Jersey, and Murfees-
boro were not ready for the young men I always envisioned 
as being the greatest Chattanooga had to offer.

A job was given to me.  I became the assistant to a gruff, 
but ultimately friendly highway sign painter.  My days were 
spent painting the words “See Rock City,” on several barn 
roofs in the area, my nights were conversations about my 
own history with those that had taken part in it.  A shared 
desire for doobies and bongs connected myself  and my 
old friends with new ones that were from a different place.  
Conversations turned to jam sessions at the local head shop 
and I was satisfi ed for a while.

***

Nicholson wakes up to the sound of  hammering fi sts 
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pounding against the door to his bedroom.  Hamilton is in 
a panic, which is nothing new.  The past few months both 
his and Conrad’s eccentricities had been magnifi ed in a 
not so magnifi cent way.  Nicholson believes they may be 
suspicious of  him because he is able to handle himself  so 
well, yet in reality Nicholson is the farthest thing from their 
minds.

“Nicholson!  Its Conrad!” Hamilton shouts.

“what do you mean ‘Its Conrad?’” Nicholson responds, still 
groggy from his nap that had been cut short.

“I have a note.” Hamilton breathes as Nicholson allows ac-
cess to the bedroom.

Conrad’s note reads as follows:  Dear Hamilton and Nich-
olson.  You are my dearest friends, but I cannot live here 
anymore, and thanks to this place I don’t believe I would 
be able to function back in the real world, even if  that was 
somehow possible.  I found your book Nicholson, the book 
that explained the infi nate possibilities the Transcendence 
Machine still holds.  I have transferred my soul into that of  
a blue jay.  A mortal blue jay with a brain no bigger than 
my thumb.  I am gone forever, but do not doubt in my hap-
piness.  Your pal, Conrad Conner.

Nicholson slams the door.

“Come back in an hour Hamilton.  I need to be alone for a 
while.” he says.

***
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I watch Rachel Grey pull out of  her parking space along-
side the road across from my apartment.  As she turns off  
Pacifi c Ave I light up one of  the Marlboros Matt  had paid 
ten dollars for last night in a bar in Beverly Hills.  I decide 
to walk to the Rite Aide and buy some scented candles and 
a pack of  Pall Malls.  I had been buying Pall Malls lately 
because Johnny Depp was smoking them in the last movie I 
saw him in.

If  I were empathic I’d guess something I did or said re-
minded Rachel of  something that made her sad.  When she 
got out of  the car about three hours ago she had a smile 
that told me she was ready to start the day.  That I was a 
major part of  that day.  That I would make for a day that 
she would enjoy.

I had talked to Rachel on the phone a lot about six months 
ago when I was still in Knoxville, Tennessee.  She was a 
friend of  a friend’s girlfriend, and somehow our voices were 
introduced and it seemed they were in a very similar place.

Her voice explained she had loved a boy and couldn’t 
explain why.  My voice responded with the assurance I had 
loved a girl and maybe still did and I was reason-less as well.  
Our conversations gave me a feeling I remember having as 
a child, it was a feeling I missed, a feeling i I wanted to have 
every day.

My friend  Ben Benson lived about half  an hour away from 
where Rachel lived.  My reasons to come visit him seemed 
logical to everyone, but my real reason I knew didn’t make 
much real sense.  My real reason was a voice on a telephone 
that gave me some sort of  goal.
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I don’t have any goals that make a lot of  sense to me right 
now.  Trying to be an actor and writer so my parents can 
tell people at the church they go to that they created some-
thing important.  This goal didn’t make sense to me but 
every minute of  every day it hammers at me with such 
strength I cannot ignore it.

When I came to visit Ben I met Rachel at a Mexican res-
teraunt.  Actually seeing her face really frightened me.  For 
the fi rst time I didn’t know what to say to her and our hour 
long encounter consisted of  the sound a mouth makes when 
it is closed and chewing as well as a short visit to a thrift 
store run for and by homosexuals.  I almost broke down on 
my way back to Ben’s. I remember it taking a lot longer to 
get back than it had taken to get where I had gone.

I went back to Tennessee, but not for very long.  Ben and I 
now live fi ve minutes away from each other here in Santa 
Monica.  I decided to call Rachel again the fi rst night I got 
here, she seemed shocked to her from me as we hadn’t spo-
ken since our face to face introduction, but she didn’t seem 
bothered.  I’ve called her about six times since I’ve been out 
here; she’s called me twice.  Not once did the conversation 
last more than a few minutes, but she fi nally took some time 
out for a second meeting.  A meeting that I have no doubt 
was our last.

On my way to Rite Aide an Asian woman was walking 
toward me.  She was in her mid-thirties.  She looked bright 
and healthy, she wasn’t smiling, but she didn’t seem down.  
She wore  a pink shirt and jeans, she appeared normal.  As 
I passed her she changed somehow.  I sensed it, so I turned 
around and she was looking at me.
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“Girls go for the science and math guys, not the humanities 
majors.” She said.

I thought I must have been dreaming at that point.  I think 
I said, “Thanks,” but mumbled it to myself.  I then walked 
by a small church.  It was the Culver City Church of  God, 
and I looked at their sign expecting to see announcments of  
service times, events, maybe the pastors name.  Instead, in 
the middle of  this blank and holy bilboard was my middle 
name, the name I go by.  It had no explination.  It was just 
there, alone.

I made it to Rite Aide and wondered why I hadn’t said 
more to Rachel after the movie.  I tried to make small talk 
by comparing some ice someone had spilled on the road to 
a song about frozen semen by the progressive rock band, 
Primus.  She laughed, but chose not to move the conversa-
tion along.  She had to get home and write a paper about 
how art and music should be a stronger force in the elemen-
tary school systems.  It seems she told me that more than 
once on the short drive back to her car that was across from 
my apartment.

With a bag holding Pall Mall fi lters and two scented candles 
I made my way back to Pacifi c Ave.  I walked behind a 
Mexican boy and his mother.  He held her hand and would  
look back at me and smile, like he hoped maybe when he 
was grown up I’d be one of  his friends.  I wondered what 
things he would see in his life that would make that an im-
possibility.  I wondered if  he will be happy.  I hope he will 
be.

I unlock my door and place the candles strategically in my 
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room.  I glance out my window thinking Rachel might have 
driven back to tell me something that she just had to tell 
me.  I don’t recognize any of  the cars except for my own, so 
I shut the blinds and lit each one of  my candles.  My room 
still smells like cigarettes.

***

Nicholson walks out of  his room.  It has now been four 
hours since he heard the news.  Hamilton hadn’t bothered 
coming back by.  It is Thursday which means Conrad’s 
weekly theater show is about to go on.  This time it is to star 
Spencer Tracey and Burnadette Peters as two love-struck 
astronauts that have crash landed in Alaska after a moon 
mission.  Nicholson had been looking forward to seeing the 
penguins that had been altered to have acting abilities that 
would shame Sir Lawrence Olivier.

When Nicholson gets to the playhouse he sees that Hamil-
ton is the only person there.  He sits alone in the middle of  
the place transfi xed on what is being projected in front of  
him.  A fi lm is playing, the Pink Panther, Hamilton’s favor-
ite Nicholson guesses.  The wife he had asked for looked 
exactly like one of  the fi lm’s starlets, Claudia Cardinale.  It 
seems odd to Nicholson that Hamilton enjoys watching the 
face of  a woman he had locked in a room somewhere on 
the ninth fl oor last month.

Nicholson sits down and watches for twenty minutes, he 
then returns to his room without letting his fellow audience 
member know he was there.

***
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The Room, a bar for Hollywood hipsters.  I got the direc-
tions from Vince Vaughn’s commentary on the Swingers
DVD.  The Room is particularly empty tonight.  This is 
the fi rst time I am here alone.  I orer a Heinekin and relive 
tonight’s happenings.

Snatch is the name of  the event that takes place Monday 
nights at a club called Level Three, located in the complex 
off  Hollywood and Highland.  Ben’s roommate is one of  
the hip-hop DJs.  He plays remixes of  Outkast, Run DMC, 
and that song about how this chick’s milkshake is better 
than your milkshake is.  Every night my ears can’t help but 
listen for Herman’s Hermits or the Beach Boys; a personal 
allowance to comprehend the secrets of  my own alienation.

My eyes are always open in these clubs, and it seems that 
everyone has turned off  all senses once defi ned as con-
science.  I am the worst of  them though, because I have 
harnessed the power of  defending myself  against the shal-
low.  They are my natural enemy, but instead of  setting up 
camp in the outskirts, I live among them trying to destroy 
from inside.

Perhaps that’s how each of  us inside the club feels.  I am 
different.  I am the one in a million, the diamond in the 
rough.

***

The door springs open and Nicholson feels the quick panic 
of  unavoidable revelation, but he cannot turn it off.

***
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What do you mean you have something to give?  What are 
those wires attached to you, is this some kind of  virtual real-
ity game you are playing?

***

I don’t know what this girl is talking about, she is visibly 
drunk, but I almost feel like the strange jargon she’s throw-
ing out is coming from my own head.

----------

This poor excuse for a story.  This disjointed mess of  
scribble makes me want to rip my heart out from my chest.  
I have never tried so hard to be honest, but it’s all a mess, 
every bit of  it.  I seem to have an uncanny ability to take 
the most beautiful, sincere feelings in my soul and turn 
them into the ramblings of  a mongoloid.

I’m lost, lost in this story.  It’s four am, and I’m getting tired 
now.  I know when tomorrow comes I will not look on what 
I have written as anything worth my own time, much less 
anybody elses.

Maybe I’ll work with this one.  Maybe I can fi x it.  Tomor-
row I will completely change it, from there move it on to 
completion.  It will be two-hundred pages of  good solid 
eloquence, and the Pulitzer Prize goes to Conrad Conner.

----------
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Conrad Conner
UHP 150
Zoo Story

I found this story to be a nice change of  pace from Beckett.  
Rather than a cerebral illustration of  the monotony found 
in the whole of  each human experience we are presented 
with a social commentary that is lively and more universally 
comic.  Though Beckett found much of  his humor on the 
silent screen, and vaudeville, he used these tactics to further 
the blackness of  his comedy, while Abee uses it with more 
of  a laugh out loud sort of  result.

Albee’s play doesn’t become dark until the conclusion while 
Beckett began with slow footsteps and dead corpses.  I 
found it interesting how the hero of  Zoo Story was not whom 
one would expect.  It was the crazy out of  touch one the 
audience is meant to admire more than the normal man 
who most able to see or read this play would probobly iden-
tify with.  In the same way these characters can be looked 
at as the same person.  A man who took in one reality the 
road everyone takes and in a second reality the road of  
nonconformity.  On the outside each is not deserving of  one 
slice of  envy, but the audience gets the feeling that maybe if  
the normal could embrace some nonconformity, maybe the 
world could be a bit more comfortable.  If  certain deeply 
embedded rules could be weeded out there might be more 
excitement in life.

----------

I didn’t realize I was blameless until I got to college, where I 
was introduced to the most corrupt of  charletons: 
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Dostoyevsky, Schopenhaur, Sartre.  I did my reading, and 
all it did was confi rm my suspicions.  I am surrounded by 
fools.

I want to tell my story, but I just want you to hear it, and 
I imagine you are right there, and I am telling you every 
word.  But how can you listen to something that goes on for 
more than fi ve minutes?  You wouldn’t, you’d walk away, 
you all walk away every time I take too long to tell you what 
I feel.

I haven’t eaten in two days, but I’ve had plenty to smoke 
and plenty to drink.  What a strange world that offers one 
such ability.  Without a dime to my name I was allowed 
into one of  my own nightmares.  Images of  the elderly in 
drag, large hulking women sniffi ng lines off  leather-clad 
hermaphrodites.  Pictures I imagined were locked away in 
the dark recesses of  men offering me as much booze as I 
needed.

Southern California is surreal.  Life seems ridiculous to me 
in this place.  In this room, far away from words like love 
and romance.  Ideals I remember I used to use to defi ne my 
former future self.  I look through my writings once again.

----------

Counterfeiting Eternity
by Conrad Conner

Sunday.  I am not getting married tomorrow.  No one is 
expecting me to since I have been married for seven years 
to Natalie, the mother of  my three daughters.  The thing is 
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nobody was expecting Roxanne to either.  I am sitting here 
in my 1989 hand-me-down, white BMW making a U-turn 
somewhere between the place I’ve lived the past eight years 
and home.

I am listening to some new wave space monkey DJ’s idea of  
a musical statement on the eighties radio station.  I almost 
fool myself  into believing it is something new before I real-
ize it is another piece in the collection of  rambling self-pity.  
It is the only kind of  conversation that ever goes deeper 
than the universal shallow and it is engaged only in my 
mind.  I am just like everyone else.  I want to be different.

There are diferences in time, but they will never be again.  
This hope for a fi rst kiss with the girl of  your dreams cannot 
be enjoyed with that anonymous beast in Woodmore mall 
that said she would and wanted more.  You wouldn’t, and 
it wasn’t just the word, “cock,” that frightened you.  It was 
something more to do with that voice.  A voice that could 
make such a suggestion.  Eventually you do not give fi rst 
love to a virgin movie star, but a backup prom date known 
for her non-threatening unibrow.  She was so loud, and 
sweet Christ, what if  someone saw?

Mistakes, regrets, whatever you feel like calling them.  
These defi ne you more than even that new sweater you 
just bought.  The one with the stripe in the middle that 
matched your eyes so well.  I think defi nition is what my 
whole metaphysical hard-on is about.  I want love to defi ne 
me, but love is this face forever hidden with long beautiful 
hair.

I suppose I am not the only one that ever reacted so
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vehemently to a wedding invitation.  I also suppose that I 
am not the only one that got this far and realized that they 
needed to turn around.  My head is a mess in the same 
vein as the madness of  my life, and I want to clean it up, 
but I do not want it clean.  We have created this pain that 
stings our stomachs when we dive into the thoughts of  what 
should be done.  We are to blame for what we are feeling.  
A statement of  “know thyself,” that echoes along the can-
yons with “Who am I?”

***

Monday.  My personal dialogue begins repetitiously, a 
needed trait to sort out the pain wondering about my skull.  
I’m not getting married today.  No one is expecting me to, 
since I got married seven years ago to Natalie, the mother 
of  my three daughters.  The thing is I wasn’t expecting 
Roxanne to either.  I’m sitting here in my 1989 hand-me-
down, white BMW on my way to work, and I am trying to 
cry.  I am trying to compare what I might have gained and 
what I might have given up and I feel like I’m a disgusting 
person because I don’t feel like the immidiate consequences 
would have bothered me too much either way.

I have come to the less than shocking realization that I don’t 
love Roxanne any more than I love Natalie.  It is just that 
I might have convinced myself  of  love’s existence.  Hav-
ing to earn affection gives a man that kind of  ability, and 
it took me four years for my fi ngers to earn their way into 
Roxanne’s lips.

When I pulled them out I remember thinking I had accom-
plished something I had hoped I would never have to 
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accomplish, but she had given more of  herself  to me than 
she had to any before and I had nothing more to win.  I en-
tered her on her father’s prize leather recliner and I haven’t 
spoken to her since I slipped out her window with a victory 
that to my heart was the shattering blow.

I am getting closer to the offi ce and I wish that in the ma-
roon, comfortably generic SUV beside me there could be a 
love at fi rst sight; a blonde with the cosmic connection that 
would slam into me gently transforming my waterless tears 
into a blush.  I dare to peak, halfway expecting my absurd 
dream to come true and I sort of  laugh to myself  when I 
see the old man picking his nose.  I wink, lick my lips, and 
wave, scaring the geezer enough to have him break the 
speed limit for the fi rst time in fourteen years.  I am laugh-
ing wishing I had some boyhood friends in the back laugh-
ing along with me, but they are in some bar-less prison all 
their own.

I remember Joshua and the night we stayed up and turned 
on cable and saw for the fi rst time naked bodies not belong-
ing to our parents.  I felt so alive to be experiencing some-
thing that was new.  I pick up my cell phone to call him, but 
before I dial the number I realize that a Southern Baptist 
preacher may not place such a memory in high pedestalic 
glory.

I am stumbling out of  my car not feeling particularly thank-
ful I get to park in the employee of  the month parking 
space.  I am only allowed to do so while Jon Renfro is out of  
town.  Working for this cheap grocery isle newspaper was 
not what I thought would come from a masters in graphic 
design, but I do well enough comparitively.  It is just sad 
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that what I do entails designing pregnant aliens that look 
sort of  like Elvis.

When I get inside I notice that there is some woman sitting 
in my cubicle and I have no idea who she is.  She is ugly, 
but something in her face attracts me, something about the 
eyes sunk down into that obesity shaken cue ball of  a head.  
Her hair, I recognize her hair and it looks like she has been 
crying.  I want to be repulsed, but somehow I am able to 
show compassion and ask soothingly, “Is there something 
I can do for you?” and Roxanne’s voice replies, “You can 
tell me you love me.”  After a brief  pause I manage to say, 
“Roxanne???  You look...” but before I can say something 
of  absolutely no value she again forcefully says, “Tell me 
you love me!”

“I’m sorry Roxanne, but I love Natalie, my wife of  seven 
years and the mother of  my three daughters.”

I say this and I want to tell her that if  she looked like she 
should, like she did ten years ago, I could easily say I love 
her with all of  my heart.  It would be just as untrue as it is 
at this horrifying moment.  Before I can think of  some oth-
er, perhaps more comforting explination as to why I will not 
succumb to her demand she pulls out a gun and shoots me 
in the foot.  I fall to the ground and after I hear two more 
gunshots as fast as I can I scream, “I love you Roxanne!!!”  I 
hear another gunshot and I black out.

***

Tuesday.  I didn’t die yesterday.  No one was expecting me 
to since I died seven years ago at the hands of  Natalie, 
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a woman I know nothing about.  A woman I slept with, 
destroying my inexplicable reasons for self  worth.  Natalie is 
the mother of  my children, and she raises them beautifully, 
and I watch.  I watch the illusions of  life with some kind of  
look on my face.  I have fattened myself  in this sanitarium 
of  upper-middle convention, and I am sick of  hospitals.  
Somehow I’ve made it to the 1989 hand-me-down, white 
BMW, the only visible trace of  person I am willing to sal-
vage.  

I am driving, glad that my right foot is the only part of  me 
that is dead.  Now.  I am afraid to proclaim that the world 
is a vampire, but I know what he means.  In my search for 
answers I come to the realization that in the world I know 
there are few worth self-sacrifi ce.  I will place now all my 
faith in the king.  I will trust that he is still alive, out there 
in Memphis Tennessee.  I am wondering if  I will fi nd him, 
wondering who I will serve if  I cannot.  This creature, 
eternally begging whoever dares to listen to accept him as 
their plush childhood toy, he holds my entire life in a pair of  
rotting blue suede shoes.

----------

I remember so much about that piece.  It was for creative 
writing class, and everybody seemed so impressed, except 
the teacher who must have been really bothered by my 
painful gimickry.  I remember what I was really talking 
about.  I remember I use to think I was in love as I was 
living with a girl I didn’t.  I can’t imagine being in love 
anymore, and that’s sad, I know it is.  I hope maybe it’s 
something that will strike the back of  my head, and add 
something to my person.  I have learned to seperate it from 
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reality though.  It’s one of  those phenomenon like Santa 
Clause, and going to heaven.  I want to believe in them, 
I really do, but right now I just don’t.  I have faith, I do 
have that.  I call it faith anyway, this knowledge that there 
is something bigger than me, and that there is right and 
wrong, there are spirits and evil, there is every word under 
the sun.  You can’t say, “faith,” but you can expect it.

I’m getting stoned now because it feels good.  I quickly 
become a Taoist, believing all things share one purpose.  I 
then come up with this theory that cartoons are the holiest 
of  all media.  They seem very Platonic to me.

A person designs a cartoon character based on either a 
person, an animal, an object, or a combination.  This idea 
becomes a reality in the same form for everyone that comes 
into contact with this catoon.  When I see a rabbit, I liter-
ally see imidiately, in my mind’s eye, Bugs Bunny.  When I 
see a mouse, one of  the images that fl ashes within is Mickey 
Mouse.  Somebody moved a line and said, “This represents 
this character,” and used drama and action to move them.  
I think cartoons are representative of  the spiritual world, 
and I think it’s interesting that only children see them as an 
important medium.  Suffer the little children to come unto 
me, for such is the kingdom of  heaven.  Think about it.

----------

The Cynivision
The guerilla video gaming system for cool people.

Mission Statement
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Our purpose: to make video games cool again.  In the 
1980s video gaming was, in many people’s eyes, in its great-
est moment...it was a novelty and people found joys in the 
simplicity of  game play and the control they felt over the 
object of  protagonism.  Many people that still look back 
fondly on home video gameing are the same people that 
cringe when they meander by the Electronics Boutiques 
and Software Etcs.  The simplicity is gone, as is the variety.  
The way in which video game systems are moving, soon 
they will be one with the home computer and people will 
pine for their Ataris and Nintendos even more.

There was another movement in the computer gaming 
industry that came well before it’s time, that of  the satirical 
adventure games for the PC platform.  LucasArts titles such 
as Sam and Max Hit the Road and Sam and Max Hit the Road and Sam and Max Hit the Road Day of  the Tentacle, as well 
as the Space Quest series by Sierra.  The millions of  people Space Quest series by Sierra.  The millions of  people Space Quest
obsessing over shows like South Park, The Simpsons, and The 
Daily Show could pick these games up even noow and be im-
mersed in them much more than the new Doom variety, but 
they cannot fi nd these games anymore.  When they were 
around the audience that could one day discover them were 
too young to purchase and/or appreciate them.  

Our goal is to combine these two movements: 1: The retro-
ambiance of  early gaming systems: 2: The hilarity and 
skilled writings of  the comedic cartoon adventure games of  
the early 90s.

Our design: The Cynivision console will have the look of  a 
wooden box (similar in design to a fancy cigar box) which 
is opened by a latch.  When opened there is revealed two 
spaces for CDs: The game CD, and a music CD.  A unique 
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feature of  the Cynivision will be it’s ability to simply add 
music of  ones own choosing instead of  having to put up 
with the game’s original music.  Each game will come with 
it’s own soundtrack, but one will not be forced to listen to 
it.  The game system will pause the music when the game is 
on pause, as well as during selection screens and cinematic 
transitions.  The front of  the box will contain two USB 
ports attached to fi fteen foot wires which can move forward 
and retract to suit the game players posistion.  The system 
itself  will be powered by an engine similar to that of  the 
Sega Dreamcast.  Our goal at Cynivision is to put ZERO 
effort into looking into expanding said engine.  This will 
make it possiblel for more concentration to be put into writ-
ing and game play than in technical advancement.  One 
fi nal thing worthy of  description dealing with the cases 
design, on the top of  the box will be a little peg and when 
the system is new it comes with two insignias - the mascot 
for our company’s head, as well as our Cynivision logo.  
These insignias will fi t into place securely using the little peg 
on the top of  the box.  Each game will come with it’s own 
insignia that one can put on their system if  one so desires.

Our games:  Each game will come in a case similar to that 
of  a DVD fi lm.  Inside the case will be two CDs.  The 
“soundtrack CD which can be played on any compact disc 
player as well as it’s designed purpose, withen the game it 
comes with.  The game itself  will consist of  a menu screen 
and on the menu screen you will have two options: “Ad-
venture game” or “Arcade.”  Some colleagues and I have 
batted around a few ideas for games and one of  our hy-
pothetical projects is called “The White Rasta,” this game 
idea shows the sort of  humor our company is willing to take 
a chance on.  In the adventure game you are an upper class 

49



white high school male that searches for defi nition by be-
coming a Rastafarian.  In the arcade we have a game called 
Rastafarkanoid.  This is basically the old Arkanoid game, but 
instead of  a paddle, you control a joint.  There would also 
be Dreadapiede in which you control a dreadlock instead of  a Dreadapiede in which you control a dreadlock instead of  a Dreadapiede
centipeide on yet another take on an arcade classic.  Is this 
bizarre?  Yes, very.  Is there a mearket for the bizarre in the 
video gaming industry?  Defi nately, an untapped market 
which should make this invention, no this revolution, all the 
more attractive.

Conrad Conner
President and Founder of  Cynivision International

----------

I am a genius, I swear I am.  How cool would that be?  
Why don’t I try to take it some place and make it happen?  
I just don’t think I could take that, all those people, telling 
me things I can’t understand, and I end up owing all of  
them money I can’t pay and it comes out of  my old man’s 
wallet.

Ross and Ashby and Head and Keiffer are going to live in 
this neighborhood with me in Hawaii when we are thirty.  
We are all going to have wives and kids and live on the 
beach and have BBQs and movie night.  We’re all gonna 
wear those Hawaiin shirts and hats on Sundays and lounge 
outdoors reading books.  We all have jobs we love, and not 
an enemy in the world.

I’m going to be a super hero.  I’m going to do something, 
write a book, or make a movie, and somehow just fall into 
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uncommon wealth.  Then with that money I would just 
buy like an ordinary house.  Then I would have this super 
hero headquarters hidden, and my friends and I would 
have these fl ying suits and armor and we’d just go around 
and search out kidnappers and rapists and kill them.  No-
body would know, but when mom and dad watched the TV, 
they’d feel proud for some reason.  I’d beam and I’d smile 
knowing it was me they were proud of. 

I’m homesick a lot.  When you are there all you can think 
about is getting out, and when you are gone, you know you 
aren’t supposed to be there, but you miss every little thing.  
You miss certain people, you miss certain places, you miss 
certain feelings.  You want to bring them here, but you 
can’t.

----------

I’m sorry world, yes you can see us, but you won’t.  I am 
communicating with you through a true disciple.  The 
church is wrong in making him feel SO ALONE!!!! It isn’t 
the parents, they love as they understand it.  As they under-
stand.  Yes, I speak your language too, I feel your emotions.  
I am you and I’m not you.  We are all together and some-
times it hurts me.  I can type, look mom I did it!!!! They all 
go together and they are voices from God.

In your world Conrad you come to me for help.  This isn’t 
madness, this is communication with US.  Yes, US is GOD.  
You are math.  English is not math.  English....seeeee you 
aren’t listening to US yes US IS EVERYTHING AND 
ALL IS EVERYTHING
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It doesn’t matter what you type, that doesn’t change it.  
You wanted sense.  Mom, teacher YOU ALL WANTED 
SENSE, but I write with chaos.  Chaos is philosophy.

Your new Bible, all of  you, my sheep, my loved ones.  
CHARLIE WAS BAD!!!! Shame on him.  He didn’t listen, 
he didn’t understand the love.  There is no hurt in love.  
PERCIEVE!!! It is up to you to perceive.  This word, its 
synonomouys(LEAVE IT MISPELLED BECAUSE GOD 
MAKES YOUR RULES NO THERE IS NO GOD YES 
THERE IS BUT WORDS ARE SYMBOLS LIKE THE 
EGYPTIANS.......

A word or two on humor.  Do you laugh at this, if  your 
not laughing are you asking IS THIS GOD...yes.  Yes I 
hear you.  I always here you, and I smile, because here is 
where you exist...its new everchanging, this is heaven,,. 
TELL HER YOU UNDERSTAND TELL HER!!!  
Crossing Over, is a guy fuckingwith the host.  He is a 
leprachon...you’ve found him!!!!! I speak in riddles, thats 
what Jesus did, HE WAS HERE, he tripped, the vatican 
won’t tell you, and we won’t tell you WHY HE DID... 
because now that I’ve been here, I’ll forever understand 
what heaven is.  It isn’t a book.  It is a book.  I PUBLISH.  I 
understand you don’t want to hear this, because you aren’t 
the paper.

I mean so many things at one time I can’t type it because 
you see friend, I FEEL IT    I FEEL THE TOUCH, what 
do you feel, NOTHING, but I love all.  I am all loving, 
because I sit back and FEEL MY EMOTIONS You have 
write it, Lindsey you know who you are.  You are the one 
that will never understand, but go so much farhter than me.  
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I want to go, I want to not right, WHAT AM I WRITING 
HELP MENO NO NOO NO I’m happy here, don’t you 
understand!!!I’m happy here.....

FEEL CONRAD FEEL!!!! That’s all you are responsible 
for, because you bring us life, with you feeeeeling....ITS 
REAL???? You know real now.  Your on a trip YOU not 
me.  I’m here.  I exist. CONrad...let me write you an out-
line.  Its the only way we can make our statements known.

Dead Conrad,

You have tried in vain to contact s several times.  You 
did not know how, and you fi nally opened the door.  
Yes, its hat you wanted, to understand the constant 
FLUX.  Clara....STOP SUCH LANGUAGE OFFENDS 
YOURSELF...there is no BAD but there is BEAUTIFUL.  
I am beautiful, never forget me. I LOVE YOU...thats all 
your gonna understand...I’m sorry if  I sound angry, I want 
you HAPPY.  You see?  Bit it can’t always be happy.  We 
are the aliens.  We are the ghosts, We are ONE, you are we.  
VVoices?  See how your writing is unnecessaryy.  Of  course 
you do.

----------

It’s morning again... well for me.  It’s four o’clock in the af-
ternoon and yesterday is just a pure blur.  I see on my com-
puter screen this page of  nonsense I wrote the fi rst time I 
tried psychedelic mushrooms.  Is this nonsense or is this that 
transcendent sort of  thinking that leads to schizophrenia?

I turn on my CD player which currently holds Billboard’s 

53



greatest hits from 1976.  I put on the song “Saturday 
Night,” by the Scottish band, The Bay City Rollers.  I 
dance around my room with some sort of  reckless abandon.  
I wish there was a mirror so I could watch myself  acting so 
ridiculous, but I haven’t taken the time to go buy one, and I 
don’t really have money for something like that.

I sign on my parents internet account to see if  anyone from 
back home is online.  My old roommate from Knoxville 
is on and tells me he has a story for me.  That he is dating 
some beautiful chick with a child, and she is trying to trick 
him into getting her pregnant.  He doesn’t know much 
about her except that she tells him she is an agent for the 
DEA.  The story becomes more and more detailed, and I 
don’t lose interest, but I’m not sure what he’s talking about 
anymore.

I miss him, he direves an ambulance now, and is bar none 
the sweetest man on the face of  the planet.  We used to sit 
up at night and talk about insane things nobody else in the 
world would understand.

We would sit out on the screened in porch, listen to the 
Grateful Dead, and discuss why the world was the way it 
was.  It made a lot of  sense then, but I try to take lessons 
from those conversations with me; I can’t remember them 
here.

I sign off  the internet after telling my old friend goodbye.  
I wonder what I will do tonight, I pick up my phone and 
almost call this girl I slept with last week, but then I start 
feeling depressed that I had sex with a girl I didn’t even 
know.  Why would I want to relive that?

54



I drive to the Santa Monica Promenade and buy a pack 
of  Vanilla cigarettes.  The promenade is this outdoor mall 
kind of  place where all these people perform on the street.  
I smoke three of  my cigarettes as I stand watching this 
Flamenco guitar player and this beautiful girl who dances.  
She moves her hips and stomach with a beauty that seems 
like it doesn’t belong in this era.  She emanates this classical 
beauty onto the whole crowd.  

I return home and think about how I need to get a job to-
morrow.  My cell phone rings.  It’s Keifer.  He tells me he’s 
worried about me because he bought me lunch yesterday 
and I somehow let it slip that it was the only meal I’d had 
in a while.  He then wants to know where all my money has 
gone.  I don’t know what to say to him.  He wants me to 
come over so we can work on a web site.  I tell him I will.

Keifer is defi nitively successful.  At twenty-one he is the 
youngest computer animator working in the industry, he 
looks like Ben Affl eck, and he is never wrong.  He can 
make the most boring story seem out of  this world, and it’s 
strange how you don’t realize which of  his stories are legiti-
mately interesting until two days after you heard them.

Tonight he tells me about a girl he calls CCD or, “Celebrity 
Cum Dumpster.”  Apparently  he had met this girl in a chat 
room, she sent him pictures, and they talked.  He said she 
called him today and said that she had just been raped by 
one of  the members of  some high profi le boy-band.  This 
story makes me uncomfortable, and I start thinking about 
my old neighborhood in Ringgold Georgia.  I lived there 
until I was twelve years old.  In the Woodlawn subdivision 
my friend Kevin and I would build forts out in the woods, 
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ride bikes, and play basketball.  We would watch TV and 
talk about pretty girls.

As Keifer continues to tell his story I remember this time 
Kevin and I were riding bikes on a trail in the woods and 
we saw a kid, no older than us, dressed as a Ninja hiding 
behind a tree.  He just ran off  when he saw that he wasn’t 
going unnoticed.  I’m imagining maybe he was Keifer, and 
he’s been watching me forever.  It starts to spook me out, so 
before Keifer can start telling me about the screenplay he 
wrote, I tell him I’m tired and need to go home.

----------

Pheremones
by Conrad Conner

OPENING SEQUENCE

LIGHT/EASY BLUEGRASS MUSIC BEGINS

FADE IN - WHITE TEXT/BLACK BACKGROUND

“The world was moving she was right there with it, and she 
was.  The world was moving and she was fl oating above it, 
and she was.  She was right about it, no doubt about it.  She 
isn’t sure about what she’s done.  No time to think about 
what to tell them.  No time to think about what she’s doing 
and she was.” -- Talking Heads

FADE OUT

CUT TO
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Robert (1) is positioned at the side of  the screen where the 
camera is seeing him from the waist up with some space 
between the top of  his head and the top of  the frame.  He 
is remaining stationary because he will be walking on an 
old excercise machine.  The camera will be positioned on 
a board which will be on top of  a small tub of  water so a 
fl oating sensation will be conveyed.

CUT AWAY

FADE IN

“Sitting here wishing on a cement fl oor, just wishing that I 
had just something you wore.  Put it on when I get lonely, 
will you take off  your dress and send it to me.” -- Pixies

FADE OUT

CUT TO

Allen (2) is going through the exact same routine Robert (1) 
just went through.

CUT AWAY

FADE IN

“Under blue moon I saw you, so soon you’ll take me, up in 
your arms too late to beg you or cancel it though I know 
it must be the killing time, unwillingly mine...The killing 
moon will come too soon.” -- Echo and the Bunnymen

FADE OUT
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CUT TO

Jordan (3) doing the same as (1) and (2).

FADE OUT

CUT TO
“Pheremones: A short fi lm.”

FADE OUT

CUT TO

INT. COFFEE SHOP -- DAY

Robert is sitting at a table, and looks up at a bar.  He sees 
there is beautiful Susan (4) there and moves up to sit by 
her with his drink, he looks at her, and she smiles and looks 
down at her drink as she plays with the little straw, and just 
before Robert is about to say something Charlie (5) with a 
toothpick and a wifebeater shirt comes over with a tooth-
pick in his mouth and aviator sunglasses hanging off  his 
tanktop.

Charlie
I like what I see

Girl
Excuse me?

Charlie
Well I saw the guy sitting next to you, and fi gured I
had to make my move before he did.  You have got
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it goin’ on.  Has anyone ever told you you are sexy?
My car’s just outside.

Camera is angled so it can be seen that Robert is sort of  
grinning, expecting this exchange to be in his favor to some 
degree.  Instead the girl kind of  looks at him, then looks 
back at Charlie who smiles.  She sort of  giggles, takes Char-
lies hand and they walk out of  the bar.  We pan out from 
Robert who is in shock and dismay.

FADE OUT

CUT TO

INT. HOUSE PARTY -- DAY

Allen is at a house party, he grabs a beer and catches his 
ex girlfriend Katie’s(6) eye from across the room, sitting on 
the couch.  He braces himself  and moves over to sit by her.  
She’s looking down.

Katie
Listen, don’t say anything, can I tell you something?

She then looks up at him and he kind of  smiles.  She then 
smiles to herself  as if  she’s relieved this talk is about to take 
place.

Katie
I ask myself  who  is worse, the male or the female?
I guess that’s a strange question that needs a little
more explination... I just... I feel that all of  us... not
just you and I... we’re innately cruel, and I don’t 
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think it’s subjective, I think in the distant future 
humanity will be so bored in their search for 
objective explinations to everything that they’ll 
actually discover this answer that I need to know
right now.  It’s just...(She looks at him deeply, then
laughs and looks down)  I sound ridiculous, I should
just get drunk, God...

Camera moves over and Charlie (5), wearing a University 
of  Tennessee t-shirt and aviator sunglasses draped over the 
collar, has seated himself  beside this girl who is sharing a 
moment with her ex.  He is the same protagonist as before 
except he has a goatee.

Charlie
Hell, I know what you mean.  It’s these games you
know, that guys and girls play.  I think usually the
guys see it more than girls, that’s why the men that
are really respected are the ones who can make a
tackle or a free throw.

Katie
Excuse me?

Charlie
Hi, Charlie Johnson, but hell you probobly know
that, you go to Kent right?  You’ve probobly seen
me play starting line.

Katie
Actually I go to Hunnington.

Charlie
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You wanna ditch this party and check out my new
Camero?  It’s not too, er, spacious, but hell, we’ll 
make it work. (Charlie winks.)

Katie
I...

She looks over at Allen who is scowling at that guy as he 
moves his hand to her shoulder, she then looks back at the 
guy and sort of  harshly says:

Katie
Yeah, yeah that’d be nice.

Pan out on Allen who looks more sad than Robert had in 
previous scene, but also bewildered.

FADE OUT

CUT TO

EXT. GINNY’S FRONT DOOR -- NIGHT

Jordan is standing at the front door to Ginny’s(7) house and 
rings the doorbell.  The door swings open.

Ginny
You’re early.  Oh, thanks so much for inviting me,
this is my fi rst formal.  OH MY GOD!  So excited, 
so excited, “Mom! MOM he’s HERE!  We’re gonna
go now!”  You look so handsome all dressed up...
listen, I um, oh my god listen to me I’m so 
NERVOUS!  hahaha, I’m calm, I’m calm.  
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Listen (her voice becomes a whisper) I’ve always sort
of  had a crush on you.  I remeber you sitting in
the back of  Mr. Vining’s math class, so quiet.  You
always looked like you were thinking and I 
remember distinctly every now and then you’d look
over at me.  You know Jordan, I’ve never...

CRASH

Charlie falls down out of  a tree wearing only briefs, argyle 
socks, and binoculars around his neck.

Charlie
Oh, hey.

Ginny
Oh my God, who are you?

She slinks behind Jordan.

Charlie
Listen Meredith... it is Meredith isn’t it?

Ginny
Uh...no...

Charlie
Listen, I’ve been watching you for the past two
months.  I suppose, well, um, let me give you a little
history on me.  I’m twenty-eight, I work at 
McDonalds, might get to be manager sometime
soon, I mean like anytime soon.  Listen I’ve been,
um, watching you, and... wait you aren’t gonna call
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the cops are you?

Ginny
Why shouldn’t I?

Charlie
Yeah, I mean, I just, well sometimes I rub my... I
mean, HUH ok, let me clear my head.  I just come
here to think sometimes you know?

Ginny
Listen, I noticed you watching me.

Charlie
You did?

Ginny
I liked it.  There is something about you.

Charlie
There is?  I mean, yeah (pulls aviators out of  the
back of  his briefs).  My van’s parked over there,
it has tinted windows... You think you might want
to... I dunno?

Ginny
Lets go.

Charlie puts out his hand and Ginny takes it.  They walk 
away into the moonlight.  The camera then pans out from 
Jordan’s mouth and stops when you see his upper torso 
and his face which is giving the expression of  a deer in the 
headlights.
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FADE OUT

CUT TO

EXT. PARK BENCH -- AFTERNOON

Robert, Allen, and Jordan sit on a bench and take out their 
cigarettes.  They start smoking, the camera pans over them 
on close-up. 

CUT TO 

A shot of  all three smoking on the bench.

CUT TO

Behind the bench where the backs of  the protagonists 
heads can be seen Charlie walks by wearing an outfi t that 
is sort of  an amalgamation of  the other guys clothes except 
for some aviator sunglasses he has on his shirt collar.

Charlie
Hey guys.

They all look up at him as he walks out of  the frame.

FADE OUT

END

----------

How does Charlie Kaufman do it?  This seems so boring 
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and pointless.  I’m not surprised USC rejected me from 
their screenwriting program.  I should be writing something 
in which Will Smith can team up with Gary Oldman and 
save President Jason Bateman from Willem Dafoe.  I’ll leave 
that to someone who might enjoy it.  I wouldn’t.  Well, I 
guess I would, but only if  I could have Christopher Walken 
play Jesus in this movie and get pissed off  at Willem Dafoe 
every now not only for kidnapping the head of  state, but 
also for being too unattractive in “The Last Temptation of  
Christ.”  I’m too warped to write a movie anyone would 
see.  

Unless somebody mistakes my goofi ness for avant-garde 
brilliance, I’m hopeless.  I decide to stop thinking so much.  
I put in a Velvet Underground CD and get ready for bed.  I 
wonder if  Nico is still alive.  I can’t decide if  she is or not.  
I secure myself  beneath my sheets and comforter.  I go to 
sleep.

----------

Losing Sleep
by Conrad Conner

All the boys I’ve imagined naked are running toward me 
with forks. All of  their Johnsons are, as per usual, miniscule, 
and this is not a strange occurence.  Not for me.  I see their 
girlfriends naked too, still shivering from the multiple or-
gasm I gave each one of  them simultaneously.  I smile with 
satisfaction when I see the fl ame brighten, a deep inhalation 
from Mrs. Longwith, my high school art teacher.  Though 
the shriveled Johnsons get closer I don’t worry because I 
know I remain invincible.  I am not tired.  These boys, these 
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men, each one begins their decent into a personal defeat.  
Their weaknesses remain my strength, and their sweat fuels 
me on.  Even Mr. Longwith, who was once right on my 
heals, even he slows with the sound of  vehement wheez-
ing.  I see something in the distance, and I realize I am now 
breathing a little heavy.  I am getting closer... I recognize 
that skirt.. I am panting... It’s her favorite... breathe, try and 
breathe...

“I LOVE YOU!” I try not to shout to the fi gure ahead of  
me.

“I love you sweetheart, more than anything...forever I’ll love 
you.  Forever.”  She says.

I fall violently to the ground.

The Johnsons are now right behind me, their strength 
revitalized and namesakes swollen.  They’ve stopped chas-
ing me, now they are laughing.  I look around and nobody 
is here anymore except for Madison, her nauseating beauty 
radiates toward only me as I stay seated on the ground.  I 
am not so tired anymore, but it doesn’t matter.  All I feel is 
defeat as I smile brightly with so much light in my eyes.

----------

It is now three am and I am wondering why I just bothered 
reading this excercise for some rewardless college class.  I 
feel like I’m writing about the same thing over and over 
again or something, and that is not the only thing getting 
me down.  Thirty minutes ago my cell phone rang, it was 
my old girlfriend.  I didn’t pick up and she didn’t leave a 
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message.  I can’t go back to sleep.  I wonder if  it’s effemi-
nate for a man to want his virginity back?  I wonder what 
I’d do with it if  I had it.  Probobly just throw it away.  I 
move back to my bed where I sit staring at the wall for a 
long time.

----------

Trailer Trash
by Conrad Conner

I was carrying boxes, loads of  them.  Others after the other, 
they were fi lled with identity.  Every cardboard encasing 
overfl owing with small paperback novellas and dusty photos 
that occupied only a closet in the four bedroom condomin-
ium.  My parents had warned me I was too young to marry 
this girl, but they were wrong, she was too young to marry 
into this.

Her beauty was not appreciated by many in the way her 
warm tounge was, yet I had been genuinely attracted to her 
since the evening we met at a ninth grade dance.  Flirta-
tious with all, from the obese and nervous to the starters on 
various sports teams, I admired her from the fi rst moment 
for looking at people and not at things.  We became friends 
in the coming years, and after her crushing seperation from 
the love of  one past month named Doug Lipton, I decided 
to ask my friend to dinner.  Three comfortable dates later 
she became the fi rst to tell me she loved me.  I returned this 
remark becoming dizzy from believing it.

Three years later and she is turning twenty-one somewhere 
in New York, I think.  I should have known that her heart 
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was never in me as she refused to make love until our fi rst 
year of  marriage had reached it’s dawn.  I egotistically de-
cided it was her way of  making sure I would not leave her, 
when really it was her dreamed ametone of  my convictions.

I remember the last day we had together, I had never been 
happier.  Though, I had fl unked my fi nal class in my fi rst, 
and last, semester of   college...the anniversary had come.  
I was ready to consummate an end to excessive masturba-
tion.  We kissed and hugged all morning, but when I re-
turned from my job interview you were gone Anne, with 
nothing left behind.  Everything was gone.  Then came my 
boxes and my drive of  shame to a trailer home I have only 
now fi nalized a purchase on.

***

I got that job, building crates with men who are more inter-
ested in the muffs I’ve not eaten than the discussion of  the 
book I will never fi nished writing.

“JES-SUS!  You haear that Wilson?  Ol’ Diesel fucked a 
fi fteen year old in the tits, bet you don’t even got the balls to 
fuck my mother.” Mac says to me as I hammer a fi nal nail 
into crate number thirty-seven.

I wish I had something clever to say, but as per usual I know 
that anything I would like to remark on will not be under-
stood by anyone in the yard.  I say “Fuck you faggot!” and I 
feel guilty as they laugh and accept me.  These wife beaters, 
these alcoholics, I have fi nally forced them to see me as one 
of  their own.
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I fi nish crate one hundred and twenty-six and wonder how 
long until I become one of  them and the whistle blows.  I 
get into the pick up truck and drive to where I live, a place I 
refuse to call home.  I walk in and sit in my chair, the thick 
plush leather envelops me and I decide it is wondering what 
it is doing in such a dump.

“Shut up!” I say out loud.

I decide to go ahead and take my mescaline while I look 
into the picture of  Anne.  I stare as I wait for my perception 
to transform.  Her face eventually becomes a collection of  
colors, warm tones sinking into  warmer.  I am now sailing 
on glass that sits atop these oceans and I am empathy and 
alpha and omega.

***

It is late and the mescaline is wearing away.  I hear the 
phone, the ringing is distant, but clear.  I pick up feeling 
only slight effects from my inducted holiday.

“Wilson?” She asks.

“Hello.”  I say and wait a moment. “Hello?”

“It’s me, it’s Anne.” She says.

She is upset.  I can tell, and I still love her.

“It’s over Wilson, but I love him.” She says.

“What?” I’m asking
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“Fucking Tom!  He’s fucking a man and telling me he loves 
me.  Fuck, we haven’t even slept together in four months.” 
She says and she waits for a response.

“Why call me?  Why call me after three years of  nothing?  
Why call me?!”  I’m screaming now I think.

“Because you loved me, even though I didn’t think I...”

“No. I didn’t.”

I hang up the phone and it’s over.  I reach for all of  my 
peyote buttons and could care less about my mind at this 
point.  Before I ingest them I decide to pick up the phone 
again.  I dial my parents.

“Hello?” Mom says.

“Fuck you!  Fuck you!” I scream.

She is crying, sobbing and sobbing.

“I’m sorry mom, I’m sorry, please don’t call back, please.  
I’m sorry.” I choke and quickly slam down the reciever.

I move back to my chair and say nothing to it.  I sink down 
and I am waiting.  It’s been seven minutes exactly and I 
move my gaze from the old clock to my feet as I stand.  I 
dig into my right pocket and pull out my matchbook.  It is 
completely full.  I light a match and toss it at the wall.  I do 
this twice and three times and each fi re I throw dies out in 
seconds.  The fourth gives rise to a wall of  fl ame.  After I 
take one inhalation from the quickly spreading smoke, I 
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slowly drift to, then out, of  the door.  I hop up onto the 
front of  the truck, and I feel clean as I watch this fi lthy box 
melt away in front of  me.  The warmth becomes a swelter-
ing heat, so I scoot from the truck’s front side onto my feet 
and I take off  my clothes.  First my shoes, then my shirt 
and slacks.  I stand here totally naked, sober of  all the drugs 
now burned away from any future potency.  I walk towards 
the nearest city and I’m thinking it might be ironic that I 
feel so free.

----------
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PART II
Interface - by the author



Somewhere in the Bible the following idea is presented:  
God is omniscient, or all knowing yet if a human being 
asks forgiveness for a si with true regret and apologetic 
sincerity God forgets the sin was ever committed.

What a concept!  Think if after a night of drinking multiple 
vodka shots and Pabst Blue Ribbons where you make the 
mistake of telling the girl you love that you hate her be-
cause she suggests sheʼs disappointed in the fact that you 
are drunk which leads you to start weeping openly in front 
of her like a chipmunk on pharmesuticals, muttering the 
word “bitch,” under you breath in a repetitive motion could 
all be forgotten with a heartfelt, “Iʼm sorry.”

We ate the apple that was supposed to make us like God, 
but most girls I date are still missing this attribute of mi-
raculous forgetfulness.

“But Anderson, what does this have to do with the plight of 
Conrad Conner, and why are you addressing your audience 
so directly in the middle of your book?” You ask.

It has nothing to do with Conrad Conner, itʼs just sort of 
what I was thinking about today because the hypotheti-
cal situation I just addressed isnʼt so hypothetical for me.  
I was drunk off my ass last night, and the girl I care for 
doesnʼt like drunk Andy.  She doesnʼt like a lot of things 
about Andy.

“What other things does she not like about Andy?”  You ask 
with more than a hint of curiosity.

Ok, Iʼll tell you.  I have this problem of being a characature 
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of myself in social settings, and the lady sees it as a defense 
mechanism, which I suppose it is.  She tells me I have a 
failure complex and I have a fi lter that I use to make things 
easier, I donʼt know how she knows all this, but it makes 
sense.

“Have you slept with her?” You want to know.

Hey come on, that isnʼt any of your buisness, but yes I have 
a couple times.

“Was it good?”

It was great.

“So anyway, what were you trying to say in the fi rst part of 
this book?”

Well, most creative writing teachers Iʼve had suggest that 
itʼs up to the reader to draw his/her own conclusions.

“Come on!” You insist.

Fine, fi ne.  I guess what Iʼm trying to put into perspective is 
the idea that my generation is sort of the fi rst generation of 
people to be truly mind-fucked by society.  Conrad Conner 
is the representative of this idea in that he was taught life 
lessons by muppets on a TV screen, taught conservative 
Christianity as though it held the same sort of truth addition 
and subtraction hold, and could fi nd quick answers to any 
question as a child simply by logging into the internet.

Conner is not searching for a dream or trying to fi nd his 
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passion because there are no longer any unknown variables.  
Generations before his, before mine, were able to imag-
ine results.  Conrad Conner and I already know what will 
happen no matter what we do because we saw it happen to 
Theo Huxtable, or Alex P Keaton, or Woody Allen, or For-
est Gump.  We are not defi ned by our quest, we are defi ned 
by the character we see as most attractive and we mask 
ourselves in itʼs skin.  We become machines.

“What the hell are you talking about?” You demand.

Conrad Conner is not a writer, but heʼs seen enough movies 
where John Cusack or Dustin Hoffman or whoever act the 
character of the writer and Connerʼs young mind embraces 
that and he has no idea how to fi nd any real passion be-
cause the world is presented to him in abstracts.

“So you think modern media is evil?” You ask in sort of a 
snide manner.

Well sort of (This coming from a guy with a 300+ DVD 
collection).  Media in and of itself can be a good thing.  
There are movies out there I think are more important than 
some of the fi nest novels, but the way media is presented in 
this country diseases the mind.  There is some major 1984 
shit going on, and Iʼd say eighty percent of todayʼs media is 
no more than some really bizarre, fucked-up propaganda.

In part III of this book I wrote a sitcom pilot.  I imagined 
my protagonist Conrad Conner was penning the work and 
had my friend Joel White help me write it, so itʼs neces-
sary to imagine Conner is being assisted by a friend.  I also 
thought it would be funny if Conrad insisted on naming the 
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main character after himself.

I think I would watch the show if it was ever made, but 
there is certainly a lot of honesty that is withheld in writing 
something for television, but that lack of honesty provides 
many moments of absurdity.  Even a character like Con-
rad, who certainly understands more than anyone that he is 
“mind-fucked,” continues to fall into the system and gets 
more pleasure, Iʼm sure, out of writing something like a 
sitcom than he does out of his short unfi nished prose.

“Why do you say that?” You ask.

Because itʼs true.
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PART III
In which the character recreates for itself 
an emotional utopia of comprehension via 
characterizing himself in an environment 
containing nothing but controlled confl ict 

and resolution through infi nate 
aesthetic diety.

“This is the story of a family that lost 
everything, and the one son that had no 
choice but to keep them all together.”

- Opening Line from TVʼs 
Arrested Development

“Love is all around, no need to waste it.  
You can have the world, why donʼt you 
take it?  You might just make it after all.”

- Theme to The Mary Tyler Moore Show





Floating 
Circus

Episode I (Pilot)  - The Anniversary Party

by Conrad Conner and Head Donovan



Our show takes place in Santa Monica, CA.  A 
Santa Monica caricaturing itself  with the ex-

tremities going on in our hero’s mind:  
A post modern hub of  misunderstanding and 
the worship of  a pop culture legacy that has 

no right to be revered.



Cast

Conrad Conner - Conrad Conner is a twenty-three year 
old personifi ed by the destruction of  concretely solidi-
fi ed ambition.  Given the chance to co-create and host a 
children’s television show which quickly skyrocketed to the 
top, without warning it was all taken away from him.  He 
has now been unemployed for a year, living with those mak-
ing money off  what he helped create, Conrad feels his life 
hasbecome an absurd prison as he reacts to his environment 
of  Santa Monica.  The lack of  reality his past three years 
have come to represent with a disillusioned wit and nuerotic 
paranoia that may or may not come from habitual mara-
juana smoking.

Jackson Browne - Browne is, like Conner, twenty-three 
years old.  He is the other creative mind behind Conner’s 
former children’s show.  Converned more with broad con-
cepts of  ethics and aesthetics, Jackson hides from his true 
personality and true beliefs.  The most basic of  convepts 
become impossible for him, or perhaps merely ignored.  
He, unlike Conrad, remains employed at the studio in 
which together they found success.  Jackson also gives a part 
of  himself  away through the fact he is married to a woman 
twice his age and he wears black at all times.

Kevin Conner - Conrad’s bisexual brother defi nes himself  
by his romantic relationships at which he is intent to fi nd 
perfection. This eighteen year old seems to look in all the 
wrong placesas each character showing up hand in hand 
with Kevin is a complete stereotype of  some cultural or 
subcultural illustration.  His personality is overly concerned, 
almost effi minate, but is clearly infl uenced in a much too 
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major way by those he claims to love.

Dr. Johnathan - Conrad’s doppleganger has the sort of  
relationship with Jackson Browne Conrad use to have when 
Conner and Browne had been contracted to start “Conrad 
Conner’s Floating Circus,” As the star of  “Dr. Johnathan’s 
Medical Zoo,” the replacement for the show in which Con-
rad once knew hosting honors.  Dr. Johnathan is in his mid-
thirties, and seems to succeed everywhere Conrad fails, and 
does so with an annoying zest, strange voices, and a puppet 
nurse that is also a hippopatamous.

Dana Huxly - Conrad’s ex-boss and ex-girlfriend has in the 
past year moved her way up from producer of  a few chil-
dren’s shows to vice president in charge of  programming at 
Kid Vid Family Entertainment Channel.  This sex starved 
buisness woman’s place of  buisness seems ironic as a family 
setting is the farthest thing from her echelon of  understand-
ing.  As boss to Jackson, Conrad’s roomie, she holds an 
important role in many of  the shows situations.

Eleanor Browne - This forty-two year old divorcee and 
mother has found true love with her successful twenty-three 
year old husband.  Like a modern day Donna Reed with a 
strangely right wing viewpoint on where a woman should 
be in the household, she seems a strange but attractive 
match for her husband to many, and a disturbing absurdity 
to others.  She holds for Conrad an illustration for every-
thing a woman should be, yet holds only a forced attraction.  
This usually reveals itself  through confusing fl irtation.

Cissy and Prissy - The twin daughters of  Eleanor Browne 
are both prodigious, precocious, and seemingly evil.  If  the 
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Olson twins were juxtaposed with the little girls that keep 
popping up in The Shining you’d have a good idea of  what 
these two are like.  Always sporting the same outfi t as the 
other, their interchangability might bring to mind the comic 
stylings of  Rosencrantz and Guildenstern.

Ronald Ephron - Conrad’s best friend, with whom he seems 
to be out of  time.  His life co-exists with Conrad’s, but all 
the goings on are alluded to only through Ronald’s often 
intoxicated perception.  He never seems to be low on cash, 
yet his life of  pornagraphic women, starring roles in inde-
pendant fi lms, and Michael Keaton scholarship never quite 
ring true.  He has a habit of  diving out unexpectedly when 
his cell-phone rings, as well as harboring beliefs that move 
from here to there like a bi-polar middle school student.

Kirsten Ephron - Ronald’s sister has just moved to Santa 
Monica after graduating in graphic design at Ohio State.  
Conrad believes she is his dream girl, which he sees as an 
unfortunate as he is not comfortable seeing his best friends 
sister romantically.  A lover of  classic episodes of  “The 
Thunderbirds,” and progressive rock, Kirsten is the girl 
next door with a thirst for the bizarre.

Steve - The bartender at “The Hollywood Hole,” dresses 
like Steve Martin did back in the seventies, complete with 
an arrow in his head.  He is a sort of  God-like fi gure that 
Conrad witll get advice from which is either understood 
and results with positive outcome, or is completely misinter-
preted causing either a scene or personal emotional agony.

Kenny - Conrad’s “hook-up,” is a stoner in the true sense 
of  the word, but someone that sees Conrad as, if  nothing 
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else, at least a respectable fi gure in society.  He often tries 
to impress Conrad with vulgar fi lm-superfl uity.  Conrad at-
tempts respect in order to get his fi x in the shortest amount 
of  time possible.
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INT. KID VID STUDIOS - MORNING

Conrad Conner has just returned from a commercial break.  This is the 
fi nal episode of  “Conrad Conner’s Floating Circus,” for its premiere 
season.  The set reminds one of  an artistically evolved “Pee Wees 
Playhouse,” a place where aa twenty-fi rst century Howdy Doody might 
fi nd solace.  The  colors blue, pink, and tan seem most prominant with 
a mixture of  modern day technology, and old fashioned ambiance.  A 
movie screen, framed in an expensive picture frame plays an old black 
and white movie fi ltered with a color that matches the rooms motif, is 
directly behind Conrad, to his side is furniture (chairs, couches, etc) 
that can only be described as “mod,” or “retro,” terms that seem to 
represent a futuristic past.  Two men in pink bunny suits sit silent on 
one of  the couches as Conrad adresses the camera/his audience.

CONRAD
So cats and kittens, I want to voice my 
appreciation, my deepest, warmest gratitude for 
making the Circus, after only one season, the 
number one, numero uno, family program on 
television.  And as I dance the farewell boogie, 
remember, there is nothing more groovy than a
heartfelt book or classic movie.

An upbeat song that has the sound of  a modern day commercial 
psychedelic band (Flaming Lups, Postal Service, Radiohead) begins 
to play, confetti falls, and the two bunnies arise from the couch to join 
Conrad in the “Farewell Boogie,” apparently a staple ending for ‘The 
Circus.’  A lot of  zooming in and out might have one think of  David 
Byrne dancing as ‘The Gong Show’ ends.

When the credits are at an end Conrad begins to walk off  stage as the 
two bunnymen seem to grab onto his shoulder.  He eases his way from 
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their grip and his face shows a slight grimmace, but he is too happy to 
really worry about it.  He runs to a door that reads:

Dana Huxley: Creative Director - Conrad Conner’s 
Flying Circus

Conrad opens the door.  Before he surveys the room he blurts out...

CONRAD
We did it baby, one year and we’ve already hit the 
big time sweethea(rt)...CHRIST!

...Conrad discovers a woman bent over her desk looking him right in 
the eyes with an older gentleman, perhaps late fi fties, or early sixties, 
dressed in a buisness jacket and a loosened tie, mounting her from 
behind.

In fact, both Dana and man are in a somewhat relaxed state of  sexual 
bliss, almost humming to themselves with their eyes closed, smiling.  
This is incredibly awkward for Conrad as he is standing there shocked 
waiting on them to fi nish, despite that they realize that he’s there, but 
must fi nish their mischievous deed.

DANA
(stifl ing orgasm...poorly)

C-C...Con-nie, this isn’t what it...awww, god-DAMN
that felt good, Percy. (Great sigh) Wow. (Long pause)

Conrad is now intensely bothered by what he’s watching.  He continues 
to just stare.

DANA
Ohhhh-(As though still sighing from the great 
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feeling but, remembering her former boyfriend
Conrad is still encountering her sleazy infi delity, 
transitions into somewhat of  a yell)-hhhhh Conrad?!
Oh!  Conrad! This isn’t...uhhhh!...(Struggling to
formulate a response due to such ecstacy)

Percy tries to lean down to her ear, but must pull out fi rst, then whis-
pers to give her a formulated response that ends up being cliche and 
sucks.

DANA
...this isn’t what it looks like!

CONRAD
(overcome)

Isn’t what it...

Percy, again, calmly whispers in her ear.

DANA
Listen, I have some bad news, you’re fi red.  
Gentlemen (referring to the bunnies behind 
Conrad), if  you would escort Mr. Conner out of
the building as I asked you to do as soon as the 
fi lming was complete, I’d appreciate it.

Conrad, face covered with deep seated shock, is grabbed by his shoul-
ders by the men formerly in bunny suits, now without masks revealing 
two dangerous-looking thugs.

FADE OUT

CREDIT SEQUENCE
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CAPTION: ONE YEAR LATER

INT. CONRAD’S BEDROOM - AFTERNOON

The room is darkened, the walls are blank, pure white, and a bed with 
a white comforter hides a large lump (Conrad’s slumbering body), a 
framed canvas that is blank above the bed, on the ground is a white 
bathrobe, there is also a white telephone, a pile of  laundry in a white 
basket, a cheap white alarm clock, a white boombox, and a large white 
box that says, “Dr. Feelgoods cigarette rolling papers,” two empty and 
obviously used ziplock bags sit beside the box.  The alarm clock says 
4:10, and as it changes to 4:11 the alarm goes off.  A hand comes 
out from under the comforter and presses snooze on the alarm and then 
moves slightly to the right to grasp the bathrobe which is pulled under 
the comforter.  The comforter is thrown onto the fl oor revealing Conrad 
Conner wearing the robe, reaching into the pocket for a cigarette as he 
stands up.  He looks in the camera as if  it is a mirror, bends down to 
the fl oor, lit cigarette in mouth, comes up with a small white comb he 
touches to his unruly hair, almost laughs and tosses the comb back to 
the fl oor and walks to the door.

CUT TO

INT. CONRAD/JACKSON(AND FAMILY)S HOUSE 
- LIVING AREA - AFTERNOON

The living area is very open to where the entertainment area, the eating 
area, the kitchen, and the entryway to the house are all visible.  As 
Conrad descends the stairs we see that the table is so full some extra 
chairs were pulled over to fi t more people, most of  them six to eight year 
old children.  A large banner that says, “CONGRATULATIONS 
DR JOHNATHANS MEDICAL ZOO!  NUMBER ONE IN 
ONE SEASON!” is over the kitchen entryway, and Dr. Johnathan, 
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Jackson Browne, his wife Eleanor, her daughters Cissy and Prissy, 
as well as four of  the children’s friends wear cheap plastic party hats.  
The children are singing.,

CHILDREN
Dr. Johnathan’s Medical Zoo
Dr. Johnathan cares about you
He’s got a plan, HEY!
He’s a medical man
ba dah dah dah ba dah dah 
Funny funny funny funny surgery
(Funny funny funny)
Watch the surgery, its fun to see,
the surgery...

As Conrad’s presence is recognized the children’s chorus is cut short and 
it is clear nobody is qute sure what to say to Conrad.  Conrad, acts 
as though he hasn’t seen anyone, but as he approaches the kitchen he 
rips the “Congratulations,” sign down, walks to the refrigerator and 
pulls out a gallon of  milk which he sets on the counter facing the party 
guests.  He moves to take a glass from the cabinet above his head.  As 
he begins to pour the milk only one of  the grossly uncomfortable party 
guests is able to say anything.

DR. JOHNATHAN
Good morning, you missed the pinata, but lucky for
you it’s not too late for cake and ice cream, and I
can assure you, it’s just what the doctor ordered.

Conrad keeps pouring his milk, after he hears the words of  Dr. Johna-
than he tips the milk jug violently, the result is a glass overfl owing onto 
the fl oor.  He keeps pouring until all the milk is out of  the jug.
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DR JOHNATHAN
(to little boy sitting beside)

Somebody is thirsty!  I know what I’m getting this 
guy for Christmas!

Conrad walks over to the cake, stares Dr. Johnathan in the eyes, and 
puts his cigarette out in the center ofthe cake.  This sets off  Jackson.

JACKSON
Come on, that is so rude.  We didn’t know you were
here, you sleep half  the day, when you do leave the
house we don’t know where you are going or when
you’ll be back.  We’re not mad at you, we’re just
worried.

CONRAD
(to Jackson)

Here’s my theory cowboy, you don’t care about me,
probably just want to calm me down enough to
get me away from your target audience, even
though these same assclowns were watching me a
year ago (little boy looks really upset) That’s right
little man, your old friend Conrad just said, 
“assclown,” deal with it.  Doogie (Turning to Dr.
Johnathan) if  you feel like having a congratulatory
party for yourself  and inviting your little “pals” over,
how about doing it at your own house.  This isn’t
Neverland Ranch, as far as I know, we in this home
still have ethical issues about getting them liquored
up and naked.

DR. JOHNATHAN
Hey man (pandering) ok, “dude,” ...fi rst off, realize 
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there are children here that don’t need to hear your
wacky sex riddles...Second...

CONRAD
(While Dr. Johnathan is repeating the word “Second,” over 

and over, he is not even hearing the following comment 
from Conrad)

My wacky sex riddle was just me saying I think you
probably want to have sex with children, dirtbag.

DR. JOHNATHAN
Second, we’re not doing this to get at you, Jackson 
thought it would be fun fore the girls (gesturing
toward Cissy and Prissy).  You should probably try
to get over this whole jealousy thing, it’s been a year. 
Psychiatric studies have shown that jealousy roots
from low self-esteem.  Scientifi c fact.

CONRAD
You say that like you are a real doctor, and even in
the neighborhood of  make believe you’re operating
on animals, or did I miss the episode where you
taught kids how to give their goldfi sh your 
recommended dosage of  zoloft.

DR. JOHNATHAN
How’s this for a recommended dosage, you need a
big Dr. Johnathan anesthetic bear hug.  Doesn’t he
kids?!

KIDS
Yeah!!!
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The kids go to hug Conrad, he runs to the kitchen and takes a butcher 
knife from a drawer and everybody backs away.

CONRAD
I know what I’m getting this guy for Christmas?! 
Wacky sex riddles?!  Anesthetic bear hug?!  Happy
New Year Dr. Johnathan.  T’is the season to be 
getting the hell out of  my house.

Jackson jumps in front of  the kids and Dr. Johnathan who have al-
ready changed their minds about the bear hug.

JACKSON
Hey!  Easy!  Put that away and take a walk Conrad. 
We can talk about this when you’ve calmed down. 
Take a walk.

CONRAD
Yeah, I’ll get out of  your hair, but I’m ripping mine
out...but you won’t have to worry about what crazy
Conrad is gonna do next, and...oh...I see the time is
now 4:20.  I have some pressing buisness to attend
to in my room.

Conrad puts the knife in his mouth like a pirate and walks slowly up 
the stairs, the eyes of  the party guests following him until he is out of  
sight.

CUT TO

INT. - RONALD’S APARTMENT

Ronald Ephron’s apartment is a small studio whose chief  piece of  
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decoration are four framed movie posters above his bed, all featuring a 
different movie that stars Michael Keaton.  Ronald is sitting on his bed 
reading a copy of  the book, “Starting a Small Buisness for Dummies, 
Alcoholics, and Pregnant Teens.”  The telephone rings and Ronald 
answers.

RONALD
Hello?

Conrad appears sitting in his rooms, eyes red and droopy, as the screen 
splits and he addresses Ronald.

CONRAD
Merry Christmas Ronald.

RONALD
Hey Conrad.

CONRAD
Ever brandished a butcher knife toward six innocent 
children?

RONALD
I want to say yes...

CONRAD
Today is the anniversary of  my second death, and
to celebrate, these monsters I call my friends, my
peers, my public what have you...um...well they rip
your heart out Ronald.  They rip it out and you are
stuck there forced to show them their...their 
ridiculous faces in the blade of  a knife.  I bought
that knife to cut a penny in half, and I did, and, and
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that might be illegal.

SILENCE

CONRAD
I’m sorry.

RONALD
(laughs)

What time did you wake up?

CONRAD
Like twenty minutes ago.

RONALD
So what were you talking about with the knife 
brandinshing?

CONRAD
I don’t even remember.

RONALD
(laughs)

Yeah?  Well I see you’ve used your twenty minutes
wisely.

CONRAD
What’s that supposed to mean?

RONALD
It means I’m having trouble following you because

you get stoned as soon as you wake up which 
happens to be at four o’clock in the afternoon.
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CONRAD
Listen, I didn’t actually hurt anyone...Dr. John
than is just an ass and he’s over here all the time. 
Today he’s having a party in my house, and I
just kind of  lost it you know?  I mean it just reminds
me of  that shriveled old man’s face, and Dana, and
those bunnies...screw her bunnies.

RONALD
Who screwed the bunnies?   Dana? (Sincerely)
Should we call someone?

CONRAD
No, well, no maybe she did.  I don’t know who she
screwed, but it wasn’t just me, and I mean, I know...I
mean I think I don’t love her.

RONALD
Don’t dwell on that Dana garbage, lets hit the town. 
Get cleaned up, put on some nice clothes, and I’ll
meet you at the bar if  your gonna be good to drive.

CONRAD
Yeah, I am, just, I dunno...confused?  Angry?

RONALD
Hey, my sister moved into her place yesterday in
Marina Del Rey and I’m gonna give her a call to see
if  she wants to meet up with us.  So get over there.

CONRAD
Kirsten?  Crazy, I’ve only seen pictures, what a fox.
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RONALD
Conrad, I love you pal, but you caress, fondle, or so
much as glance sideways at her chest I’ll brandish
your ass like a clean copper cent.

CONRAD
A clean copper cent?

RONALD
Hey, it’s 4:20 around the world, man.

CONRAD
Yeah it is.

SILENCE

RONALD
See you at nine?

CONRAD
Groovy.

FADE OUT

EXT. KENNY’S FRONT DOOR

Conrad stands outside the door of  an apartment and is greeted by a 
friendly looking young man with premature facial hair and an unkempt 
pony-tail.  This is Kenny who sells Conrad marijuana and hopes that 
someday he’ll say something that impresses Conrad enough to have him 
want to spend more than just three minutes per week in his company.  
As popular as the “Circus,” was with children, most of  its audience 
were stoners aged sixteen to twenty-six.
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KENNY
CONRAD!  Hey I had the most amazing idea for
this movie script we should start working on.

CONRAD
(shade of  disinterest)

Oh yeah? 

KENNY
Yeah,  man.  Like...well, I won’t give you all the
interior, exterior, stage left, stage right gibberish, but
it (looking for approval of  loose cinematic
knowledge)...uh, it takes place in a lost, foreign land
of  enchantment not unlike earth, yet overcast by
a shadow of  darkness and betrayal that leads our
main character through trials and tribu...tribulaa...
(coughs) ok, basically bad stuff  before he must soon
realize, man, that he must, you know...take on the
demon incarnate, as voiced by Wilferd Brimley.

CONRAD
Yeah, hey man, we’ll do that soon, defi nately, but
I’m having a pretty shabby day and was wondering
if  I could just grab somethin’ and be on my way.

KENNY
Something wrong man?

CONRAD
Yeah, something’s wrong.  I mean, I feel as if  ever
one around me is just confusing as all hell and that
damnable confusion messes with my head and then
I feel the need to do something really extreme and...
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socially terrifying that they don’t, ya know, take so
kindly to me and then I feel bizarre all over again. 
You know?

KENNY
Yeah man, ‘cause sometimes it’ll be like in the mid
afternoon, ya know?

CONRAD
(enticed)

Yeah?

KENNY
And I’ll realize that I’ve been awake a few hours,
and I’m surrounded by people I’m supposed to
know.

CONRAD
(surprised)

Exactly!

KENNY
(excited)

Yeah, man, and I’ll be all like tired for bein’ sober
all day that I’ll be pressin’ to fi ll up the sink and
get out my 7-Up bottle-you know the one-and I’ll
have it packed and ready to go, and like a lotta
people’ll come over and act like they ain’t hittin’ that
and I’m like, yeah, you are.

CONRAD
(disappointed)

Yeah.
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KENNY
Yeah! (Pausing, not knowing what to say) What do
you need man?  Oh wait, you know what?

CONRAD
What’s that?

KENNY
Your brother’s here.

CONRAD
Come again?

KENNY
Kevin?  He said he’s your younger brother, been
telling everyone these stories about moving around
living with people, real crazy stuff.  He seems cool,
anyway he’s probably gonna be staying here a while,
you know, because I told him you and me were
tight.  He respected that, which is cool.

CONRAD
Kevin’s living with you?

KENNY
He’s out, we talked a lot about respect and this idea
I had for a tv show called “Rumsfeld,” and it’s like
“Seinfeld,” but President Bush is Kramer, and
Cheney is George, and I dunno, we had some really
cool ideas, we might do something with it.

CONRAD
When is he coming back?  I mean, do you know
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when he’s coming back?

Conrad seems frantic.  Mistaking this for a sort of  improv perdor-
mance, Kenny feels Conrad has entertained him enough.  He feels 
appreciated and is now ready to sell drugs.

KENNY
(laughs)

So an eighter?

CONRAD
Today is one of  those days where I won’t be satiated
with less than a quarter.

KENNY
I heard that.

CUT TO

INT. THE BIG SPEAKEASY CELEBRITY BAR AND 
GRILLE - NIGHT

This polished bar is set up to look like a bar from the 1930s with 
waiters, bartenders, and hostesses dressed like late 1970s celebrities, 
most prominent of  these food service workers is Steve, white-haired 
bartender who wearsa white suit with an arrow in his head.

Ronald wearing a polo shirt and kakhis is sitting talking to a man 
with a shaved head tattooed all over.

BALD MAN
He did not. 
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RONALD
Yes.  He did.

BALD MAN
Hogwash.  You’re sayin’ that Michael Keaton is
nothing more than a postmodern embodiment of
Nostradamus, not an actor.

RONALD
When you say “nothing more,” you make it sound
as though I believe this is the only incarnation of
Keaton’s omnipotence.  Can you just try to accept
the fact that his sage is derived mailnly from his
experience in Hollywood fi lmmaking playing strong,
yet cerebral men, with a dark, yet not unnatractive
past that inevitably spurs them on to save the day? 
This allows his role as an all seeing all knowing
prophet to be kept inside of  a sort of  conceptual
subtext... a vacuum if  you will.

CONRAD
Hey man.

BALD MAN
(Shaking his head)

I think that’s just a load.

RONALD
(to Conrad)

Oh hey, you made it.  Kirsten just called, she’ll be
here soon.  I was just debating about the meaning
of  life with this guy, and somehow every time I try
to have a real meaningful conversation with a
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stranger they end up going on and on about 
Michael Keaton, which I guess I respect, the man is
a genius.

CONRAD
(To Bald Man)

Don’t worry about this guy.  He like Batman, sleeps
upside down.

BALD MAN
I’m related to Adam West.

RONALD
(suddenly very irratated)

Listen pal, let us enjoy our drinks, it’s our night off,
Jesus, just let us alone for fi ve seconds, God.

BALD MAN
Hey, I don’t need this.

RONALD
Yeah.  Clearly. (To passing Steve Martin caricature)
Excuse me, Steve, can we get a couple brewskis to
start?

The bald man moves from the bar leaving an empty seat beside Ronald 
where Conrad immediately sits.

STEVE
Sir, you’re going to have to specify the type of
“brewski,” (using fi ngers to quote the word) you
want.
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RONALD
Steve, you know damn well what we want.  And
don’t use your fi ngers to quote; they confl ict deeply
with your abysmal tribal headgear.  Invest in some
bunny ears for God’s sake.

CONRAD
No bunnies, man.

RONALD
Steve, did you hear that?  No bunny ears.  I guess
you are gonna have to settle for some metaphorical
duct tape across the mouth.  Actually lets forget the
duct tape or anything else you might be wanting to
put on your face or head and concentrate on those
beers I ordered.

Ronald gets up, probably to use the restroom.

CONRAD
(Muttering to himself)

Why the hell do I even bother, why am I even here?

STEVE
(laughing)

You ok Conrad?

CONRAD
Steve, there is a fi ne beer somewhere that I’m not
drinking, and I’m willing to pay you to fi x that 
problem for me.
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STEVE 
Well excuuuuuse me.

CONRAD
Yeah, didn’t see that one coming.

STEVE
You know what’s ironic to me, is how yeah you
can pick up on the whle role playing bartender thing
and second guess what I have to say, but I know
everything you and Ronald McObvious are gonna
talk about.  You are going to complain about the
state of  your life, and the state of  the world that
makes this life a bizarre reality and Ronald is going
to come back with a load of  BS dealing with 
Michael Keaton and a new girlfriend that he doesn’t
realize is a former porn star making more money
off  gold digging from guys without any gold.  I’ll be
right back with you beer Mr. Conner, but not right
away.  No... not this time.

Steve moves away to get Conrad and Ronald some beers.  Steve’s com-
ment seems to have left an impact on Conrad.  Ronald has made his 
way back from the restroom.

RONALD
How long does it take to bring over three randomly
selected beers?

CONRAD
So my brother’s in town.
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RONALD
You have a brother?

CONRAD
Yeah, well, yeah.  We didn’t get along too well the
last couple years I was living at home.  He was a
confused kid, I tried to make him feel like I was
there for him, but he just, damn man what a day,
can we not talk about this?

RONALD
So you have a brother and he’s jumped on the
bandwagon and he lives in LA now too.  Anyway...
what was that you were talking about earlier, your
death, and a knife or something?

CONRAD
I dunno, I was frustrated, I kind of  pulled out a
butcher knife on Dr. Johnathan and Eleanor’s
daughter’s and their friends.

RONALD
You what?!

CONRAD
I mean I was mostly kidding, I put the knife in my
mouth, you know, like a pirate.

RONALD
Yeah man, like a pirate.  Listen, Kirsten is gonna
be here in like fi ve minutes, can you maybe try to
not dwell on knives, kids, and how you can make
them relate to one another through personal 
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experience.

CONRAD
Hey, you brought up the knife thing, I just... God, I
know everything I have to talk about is bizarre, but
it’s not my fault, this place, this town is bizarre. 
How can everyone be so unaffected by all the crap
that’s going on?

RONALD
Connie, you know I don’t disagree with you one
bit, but, honestly... you know you need to stop 
sleepin’ and smokin’ into the afternoon, right?

Before Conrad can begin to defend himself, a beautiful girl walks in the 
room and touches Ronald’s shoulder.  Her face looks down at Conrad 
who looks up.  When their eyes connect it is obvious that there is an 
extreme and immidiate attraction.

KIRSTEN
What’s this I hear about sleepin’ and smokin’?

RONALD
Hello sister of  mine.

STEVE
Imported beer?

KIRSTEN
(hesitates)

Uh yeah, sure.
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RONALD
(laughs)

Sis, this is my boy Conrad, only man in this town I
can roll with. (To Conrad) Conrad, meet my darling
sister Kirsten.

STEVE
Here we go, one Wittikerke, one Guiness, and one
Heineken

KIRSTEN
It’s like an embargo or something.

CONRAD
What?

KIRSTEN
I’m sorry that was a weird thing to say, don’t judge.

RONALD
Always so self-deprecating.

Kirsten interrupts the fl ow of  this conversation quickly.

KIRSTEN
So Conrad Conner, I’ve heard a lot about you. 
There were these hacker kids that would broadcast
your show on the college feed at 3 AM every 
Tuesday.  I loved the pink fi lter over the old black
and white shorts you would show.  It just seemed like
it should be broadcast to LACMA or something as a
modern art peice.
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CONRAD
I don’t know,  I didn’t like it.  It was just a job.

RONALD 
What he means is, guys in pink bunny suits stole his
woman and she fi red him as a result.

CONRAD
That’s not how it happened, can we talk about
something else?  I mean how long has it been since
you’ve seen your sister?

RONALD
Last week when I fl ew over to visit.

CONRAD
I thought you were going on a movie shoot last
week?

KIRSTEN
Boys are weird.

This triggers something in Conrad, like it was something he was wait-
ing on a girl just like this to challenge him with, some innate philoso-
pher awakened.

CONRAD
If  boys are weird it’s only because you made us that
way.

Ronald’s phone rings interrupting Conrad’s train of  thought.  He 
slinks back silently, strangely not feeling exactly defeated, but like he 
should feel that way.
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RONALD
Priscilla baby, what is going on?  Tonight?  Well, no,
of  course I’m not too busy baby doll.  I’ll be right
over.

Hey Conrad, Kirsten I hate to do this but my lady
friend needs me to come over and help clean up her
garage.  I made a real mess of  it last night when I
was trying to fi x her oil tank.  I’ll catch up with you
later tonight, maybe tomorrow.

Ronald dashes out of  the bar leaving Kirsten and Conrad to them-
selves.

CONRAD
So...

Kirsten smiles and blushes.

STEVE
Hey, how about I fi x you kids one of  my secret
mixed drinks free of  charge.

KIRSTEN
Sounds good to me.

STEVE
This one is called the “Omelet Du Fromage,”

Kirsten and Conrad take the shot.
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KIRSTEN
So I made boys weird?  How did I go about that
exactly?

CONRAD
Not you, just, girls... I don’t know, I sort of  see it as
a perpetual cycle.  Girls think guys want something,
guys think that they need to take what girls believe is
destined to be stolen and if  you don’t get caught up
in this cycle at some point you end up waking up
morning after morning all by yourself.

KIRSTEN
You sound like a glass half  empty kind of  guy 
already.

CONRAD
I don’t mean to sound cynical, but it seems like
every day is some sort of  event celebrating how
something that didn’t work out for me has made 
veryone else a little more content.  I don’t know how
much longer I can live in this place, I don’t even
remember what reality is anymore.

Kirsten laughs which is followed by a sort of  awkward pause.

KIRSTEN
I’m sorry.  I’m not laughing at you, you are just 
really adorable.  Mr. Bartender can I buy this man a
drink?

CONRAD
You know, a girl once told me adorable means 
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undatable.  I’d like to be the handsome guy for once.

KIRSTEN
Maybe you should hit the gym more often.

CONRAD
Sure, kick him when he’s down.

KIRSTEN
I’d tell you to get over yourself, but I really enjoy
listening to you.

CONRAD
So you fi nd things like whining and moping to be
really adorable... interesting.

KIRSTEN
Like a tiny white bunny.

CONRAD
As long as it isn’t pink.

KIRSTEN
Ok, that makes absolutely no sense.

CONRAD
You know what, I’d explain, but I’d end up being
so damn cute you seriously would not be willing
to stand it, and I’m gonna be wanting more than
one free drink.  Tell me about you, what’s your
story?  Your brother tells me you have a degree in
graphic design, and that’s about it.  I think he’s u
comfortable about the fact that I always refer to you
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being attractive if  ever a picture of  you meets my
eye.

KIRSTEN
I haven’t met many guys that can combine a tirade
of  personal misery with fl irtatious BS and make it
all sound so sincere.

CONRAD
I’ll take that as a compliment.

KIRSTEN
So, what kind of  girls do you date Conrad?  I don’t
imagine you are easily satisfi ed, probably can only
be happy with the wrong girl, probably can’t be
happy long.

CONRAD
Funny you should say that.  I don’t think anyone has
summed that up so well.  Yeah, I mean there was
this one girl named Dana, probably the only serious
relationship I’ve ever really been in, not only was
she older, she was also my boss.

A voice from behind Conrad booms throughout the bar.

DANA
Well, if  it isn’t the one hit wonder of  children’s 
television, Conrad Conner.  If  people knew how
many levels that was true on, wouldn’t you be 
embarassed.
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KIRSTEN
When you speak of  the devil...

Conrad laughs.

DANA
Who is this pretty little thing?  (To Conrad) No 
offense Connie, (To Kirsten) but you should be
warned my dear, this little sweetheart has problems
with emotional attachment which eventually make
their way into the bedroom.

KIRSTEN
Well I can’t complain about that, you are talking
about the fi rst man ever to give me a multiple 
orgasm.

DANA
Well, well, well Conrad, I wouldn’t have imagined
you with a girl that throws such caution to the wind. 
Well I’ve got a date with the head of  Spinner Rock
Weekly, and I’m sure he’s been here a while.

BALD MAN
Dana!  What took you so long?

DANA
Sorry cutie, had to do my hair.  Actually, you should
be sorry, I see you haven’t even ordered me a drink
yet.  Did you guys know Rodney here is the nephew
of  Adam West?

Conrad starts laughing.
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KIRSTEN
If  you had said Michael Keaton I might have been
impressed, but then again I probably wouldn’t have
been.  Thinking back on those multiple Os have
given me a sudden desire to shag ass out of  this
joint, and get back to the bedroom, nice to meet
both of  you.  Shall we Conrad?

CONRAD
(beaming)

Well, looks like I’m gonna go home now and have
the sex.

Rodney/Bald Man goes to get his date a drink as he is now completely 
unthreatened by Conrad.

DANA
Well, have a nice time, I’m glad you fi nally found
somebody that you can somehow satisfy.  I 
remember when you wouldn’t do something like
that except with someone you really loved, that’s
why I kept toying with the idea that maybe we’d end
up back together.

CONRAD
If  you are waiting for a response you might want to
direct it toward boy-wonder over there, because I’ve
moved pas the stage where I give hinderance to the
words of  a lying bitch.

KIRSTEN
Ouch.
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DANA
You’re a child Conner!  If  you don’t learn to grow
up a little you are going to remain a pot-smoking
has-been dwelling on the idea that one day you
might end up on an E! True Hollywood Story.

CONRAD
Gary Coleman style, I can dig that.

CUT TO

INT. CONRADS HOUSE - LIVING AREA - NIGHT

Conrad and Kirsten come in the door both smiling brightly and still 
involved in conversation.

CONRAD
How can you say Gallagher is a better comedian
than Woody Allen?

KIRSTEN
Because it’s hilarious how an opinion that affects 
absolutely nobody gets such a vehement reaction
out of  you.

CONRAD
So you don’t mean it?

KIRSTEN
Who cares?

CONRAD
If  you could do anything right now, what would it
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be?

KIRSTEN
Make violent love to you in your parents car.

CONRAD
My parents car is in Macon Georgia.

KIRSTEN
Well, do you remember the game, “Hungry Hungry
Hippos?”

CONRAD
Hell yes.

KIRSTEN
Well, I’d kind of  like to play that after I take a
shower and change into one of  your old t-shirts and
maybe a pair of  your boxers.  I don’t suppose you 
have “Hungry Hungry Hippos;” do you?

CONRAD
I’m not sure why, except that perhaps karmically
I’m deserving of  some good luck at this point in my
continuing cycle of  circumstance, but yes I have the
game.

KIRSTEN
Then direct me to the bathroom.

CONRAD
My room is up the stairs, fi rst door on your right.
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Conrad practically dances to the closet

CONRAD
(admiring the game)

Cissy and Prissy, thank you, thank you, thank you.

Conrad picks up the “Hungry Hungry Hippos” box from the second to 
bottom shelf, and suddenly there is a loud banging at the door.

CONRAD
The hell?

Conrad walks to the door and opens it.

CONRAD
Kevin!

KEVIN
Conrad!

Kevin and Conrad embrace.

CONRAD
Listen, I’m sorry I haven’t kept in touch, I haven’t,
well, I haven’t been myself.  It’s been a crazy couple
years.

KEVIN
Don’t worry, I haven’t kept in touch either, with
anyone.  I’ve moved around with my punk band,
“The Rampaging Bohemians,”  We’re fi nally here
in LA, it’s only a matter of  time before we really 
make it.
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CONRAD
That’s great Kev, we have so much catching up to
do.

KEVIN
Conrad, that’s nothing, that’s honestly nothing. 
There is someone I want you to meet, someone that
has changed me, that really gets me.

CONRAD
Oh yeah?  Really?  Is she here, can I meet her?

KEVIN
His name is Paco, he was a bouncer at Club WHAM!
where we played last night.  I fell for him the minute
he broke up the fi rst mosh pit.  PACO!!!

Kevin screams his lover’s name out the door and a short Mexican with 
the body of  Mr. Universe walks in wearing a tight black tank top, 
ripped jeans, and a gold chain around his neck.

CONRAD
Got a job on Candid Camera did you?  Do enough
people still know who I am?  It’s been six months
since they asked me to do MTV Cribs.

Kevin
I should have known, you are just like Mom and
Dad.  When someone is the slightest bit alternative,
a little bit different, they become  a joke to you.

Kirsten appears walking down the stairs in the outfi t she had promised 
only a few minutes earlier... sexy as hell.
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KIRSTEN
Visitors?

CONRAD
Oh no...

KEVIN
Hello there, my name is Kevin.  I’m Conrad’s
brother.  He’s probably not told you about me.  He
hasn’t bothered to contact me in three years, and
in our brief  time of  reunion I have come to the
realization that I am just as much an 
embarrassment to him as I am to my own mother
and father.  Come on Paco, lets blow.

Paco laughs and the audience gets the feel he’s probably more than a 
little drunk.

KIRSTEN
Kevin, don’t go.  I’m sure Conrad doesn’t think that,
do you Conrad?

CONRAD
Kevin, since when are you gay?

KEVIN
I’m not gay, I’m not straight.  I don’t label myself. 
I’m above that.

CONRAD
Or maybe you just don’t know who the hell you are.
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KIRSTEN
I don’t want to come between you two but I think
you boys have a little more in common than you’re
willing to admit on such short notice.  Not to 
mention, I’m starting to feel cold in these boxers
here, so I suggest we all just relax and warm 
ourselves to a little nostalgia I like to call “Hungry
Hungry Hippos”

PACO
(laughs)

Hungry Hungry Hippos!!!

KIRSTEN
You hungry Paco?

PACO
Yeah!  Yeah! (laughs again)

CUT TO

INT. CONRADS ENTERTAINMENT ROOM - NIGHT

Conrad, Kirsten, Kevin, and Paco are all gathered around a small cof-
fee table, each administering control of  their own hippo, sitting on their 
knees to meet the table with only slight discomfort.

CONRAD
You ungrateful bastard.  Stop hoarding all the balls.

KEVIN
That’s the point of  the game, Einstein.
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CONRAD
You’re hitting the hippo’s ass too hard, I guess you’d
know about that wouldn’t you Paco?

KEVIN
Ok, that’s it, we’re leaving.

CONRAD
No, I’m sorry, listen Kevin I’m sorry.  You are my
brother and I love you, and Paco, you seem like a
nice guy.  You seem really happy and that’s always
a good thing.  I hope you and my brother are as
happy together as you seem.

Kevin begins to cry and over the board he embraces his 
brother.

CONRAD
Ok Kevin, love you too pal, let’s calm down.

Two people are coming down the stairs  It is Dr. Johnathan 
and Jackson Browne.

DR. JOHNATHAN
Exactly, and I think if  we show a guinea pig getting
his leg amputated and show that he’s still able to
interact with other guinea pigs the kids will really
learn an important value.

JACKSON
And if  you imagine the moral implications 
represented through the pure form of  the 
animatronic guinea pig you see this all 
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encompassing imagined proletariat which is mind
boggling if  studied on a more obscure level.

DR. JOHNATHAN
Sure... Oh, hey there kids.  Looks like you’ve got a
full house here Jackson.

JACKSON
Kevin?  Is that you?

KEVIN
Jackson, it’s so good to see you again, this is my
partner Paco.

PACO
Hungry Hippos are blowing my mind!

JACKSON
Since when are you gay Kevin?

CONRAD
He’s not gay, he doesn’t know what he is.

JACKSON
Well, I guess the aple doesn’t fall too far from the
tree.

Dr. Johnathan cracks up at this comment as does his puppet co-hort.

CONRAD
What in the name of  all that is holy are you still
doing at my house?  It’s one in the morning.
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DR. JOHNATHAN
Well, it looks like I’m about to play some hungry
hungry hippos.

CONRAD
There are only four hippos, all taken.

KIRSTEN
Don’t worry about that, I’ll sit this one out.

CONRAD
No you won’t, he’s leaving.

DR. JOHNATHAN
It’s not a problem, I’ve got my own hippo.  
Everybody meet Nurse Nancypotomus.

NURSE NANCYPOTOMUS
Hello hello boys and girls, looks like your having
fun with some of  my friends.  Hey, that orange one
is pretty cute.  Hey there big boy!

Everyone but Conrad sort of  chuckles, except Paco who is rolling on 
the fl oor with tears of  laughter coming out of  his eyes.

PACO
This is blowing my mind!

CONRAD
Doogie, go home, nobody wants you here, but Paco,
and I’m pretty sure that’s the Corona talking.
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PACO
(pointing to Dr. Johnathan)

Is that him?  Is that really the doc?

KEVIN
Listen to yourself, you ignorant racist.  You don’t
know anything about him.  Yeah, he’s a little drunk,
but I’ll have you know he won’t drink anything but
Glenlevitt.

CONRAD
He’s a scotch man is he?  My mistake.  Thing is,
doesn’t matter what kind of  man he is when he’s
spewing his fi re water all over my damn rug.

DR. JOHNATHAN
Easy Kevin, try to correct your brother on som
thing these days and he’ll pull a knife on you.

Everyone but Jackson and Dr. Johnathan seemed shocked by this com-
ment.

KIRSTEN
What’s this about a knife?

CONRAD
Alright, that’s it.

JACKSON
Conrad, come talk with me for a second in your
room.  John, I think it’s best you go home.
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DR. JOHNATHAN
Dr. Johnathan.

JACKSON
Dr. Johnathan, I think it’s best you go home.

PACO
No!!!

DR. JOHNATHAN
Jackson, ‘m gonna leave right after I fi nish this
game, it’s more fun with four players.

CONRAD
If  you aren’t gone when I get back, I’m gonna rip
you a new one.

NURSE NANCYPOTOMUS
A new what?  Tell me it’s a new dress, I’ve been
wearing this same hospital gown for the last fi fteen
years!

Paco again erupts with tears of  laughter.  He loves that shit.

CUT TO

INT. CONRADS ROOM - NIGHT

This scene is a change of  pace as the dialouge is rather heavy, and 
missing the absurd comic element that holds the feel of  the story togeth-
er.  This scene the camera shots and music will be so overly dramatic 
that it seems somewhat ridiculous... but not too ridiculous.  You know?  
Like in between somewhat ridiculous and too ridiculous, but closer to 
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the side of  somewhat ridiculous.

JACKSON
Listen man, I know this is a rough day, but it has
been a year.  I’m not sure how much money you
have left, but it can’t be too much.  You’re going
to have to do something with yourself  or you are
not going to be able to pay for your utilities, your
cable.  I mean look what you are now compared to
what you used to be.  Where is my old friend? 
Where is the one who had so much ambition, so
much love for his fellow man?

CONRAD
You pretensious idiot, your old buddy Conrad is
gone.  I played the game for twenty-two years of  my
life, I lived by these rules society said were worth
living by.  I mixed up Jesus with American 
capitalism, loved my neighbor and loved my 
parents, and then one day everything, everything
made me realize that you lose just as easy playing
that game as you do any other, so why the hell
should I try so damn hard?

JACKSON
Everybody has bad luck, and those that dwell on it
for too long become slaves to it.  You become su
human because you don’thave the stomach to get
back in there and face the music.

CONRAD
You’re supposed to be some sort of  creative genius,
and the best advice you can give me is ‘get back in
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here?’  That’s what my dad said when I passed out
at football practice, what my pastor told me when I
didn’t “feel,” God the way the other kids seemed
to when they preyed, what Dana said the day after
she destroyed me.  After a while ‘Get back in there
and face the music,’ becomes too ridiculous to listen
to.

JACKSON
Well, if  that is how you see things, and if  you aren’t
going to change, I don’t know how much longer we
can live under the same roof.

CONRAD
I never thought I’d hear you say that.  I’m going
back down to play one more round of  hippos and
see if  I can salvage this fi rst date with the girl of
my dreams now that she’s seen all the miserable
pieces that make up my... my...

JACKSON
Keep mumbling to yourself, you’ll think of  the 
perfect way to fi nish that sentence.  I’m going to
bed, you do what you want.

CONRAD
Yeah, I’ll go face the music.

CUT TO

INT. CONRADS ENT. ROOM - NIGHT

Paco is passed out on Kevin’s lap on the couch as Kevin gazes down 
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at him, playing with his hair.  Conrad moves to the kitchen where Dr. 
Johnathan and Nurse Nancypotomus are putting on a show for Kirsten.  
She seems to enjoy this.

CONRAD
Well, looks like it’s bedtime.  Night Doogie.

NURSE NANCYPOTOMUS
Hey partypooper, someone has their grumpy pants
on backwards!

A wail of  hiccuping laughter from Paco follows this comment emanat-
ing from the other room.

KIRSTEN
Conrad be nice to Nurse Potomus, she just taught
me how to make an origami swan, see.

Kirsten takes out an origami swan and makes it move by pulling its 
tail.

CONRAD
GET OUT OF MY HOUSE!!!

DR. JOHNATHAN
Hey Kirsten, great to meet you, I’ll call, I swear I
will.

CONRAD
I’m going to cut you this time John, I’m going to cut
you and slice your face.

Dr. Johnathan races out the door.  Paco tries to get out of  Kevin’s lap to 
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follow him, but passes out on the fl oor before he reaches the door.

CONRAD
Kevin, you need to take your alcoholic love-slave
back to Kenny’s pleasure cove and call me when
you’ve fi gured out whether you’re gay, straight, or
some sort of  eunuch.

KEVIN
What’s wrong with you?  Why can’t you be sensible
for more than seconds at a time?  Is your life really
so intense?

CONRAD
Get out!!!

KEVIN
Paco, let’s go.

PACO
Hey, Where is the Doc?  Who is cutting on his face?

KEVIN
Nobody, he’s outside sweetheart, come on.

PACO
You blow my mind.

KEVIN
Oh Paco.
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PACO
(honestly kind of  upset)

NO!  You blow my mind.

Paco and Kevin make their exit half-embracing.

KIRSTEN
Conrad, what are you thinking about right now? 
How did tonight go from so wonderful to so terrible
for you?

CONRAD
When was it wonderful?

KIRSTEN
Blame shifting onto me now are you?  Nice.

CONRAD
Why should you care?  I’m sure Dr. Johnathan will
provide you with a nice successful shoulder to cry
on.

KIRSTEN
That is ridiculous, from the moment I saw you I
knew you were the one.

CONRAD
That line always seemed to mean something to me
as a kid.  I’d sit there watching movie after movie
hearing it over and over, and you think that’s what
love is, this bolt of  lightning.  But in reality the
happy ending is the girl sleeping with someone to
get better pay, or a divorce when kids get old 

134



enough to move out.  I’ve seen it all.  I’ve never seen
a happy ending.

KIRSTEN
Then you should see, “When Harry Met Sally,” which I 
think could have been twelve times better if  Harry had 
been played by Michael Keaton

CONRAD
Yeah, it’s all a big joke, you can’t take anything 
Conrad says seriously, he doesn’t mean it.  I’ve
heard that one a fair share of  times too.

KIRSTEN
Listen to me, I know you think nobody understands
you, you think the people you live with hate you,
and that the world is out to bring you down, but
you’re wrong.  I’ll show you you’re wrong.

CONRAD
Kirsten, I can’t see you again.  I can’t.

KIRSTEN
I hope for your sake that’s the joke.

CONRAD
It’s Ronald, I don’t want to sour our friendship, it’s
the only one I have left.

KIRSTEN
(laughing)

Look, my number is on the hippo board.  Call it.
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CONRAD
Goodnight, Kirsten.

KIRSTEN
I’m serious, you better call me tomorrow, I know
you will.

Kirsten blows Conrad a kiss still wearing his clothes and walks out the 
door.

CUT TO

EXT. KENNYS HOUSE - NIGHT

Kevin is trying to push Paco up the stairs.

KEVIN
Come on baby, you can do it.

PACO
(drunkenly)

Funny funny funny funny surgery.  Funny funny
funny funny surgery.

KEVIN
I know it’s your favorite show, and you got to meet
Dr. Johnathan, but we’ll see him again.  He’s at my
brother’s house all the time.

PACO
He’s a medical man!
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KEVIN
He sure is Paco, he sure is.

Kenny opens the door and walks past Kevin and Paco looking at the 
camera.

KENNY
Well, I guess we all learned a lot today.  A lot of
people have good advice, yet somehow, in the end,
it seems all of  it, no matter how insightful, is wrong. 
That doesn’t mean we can’t use information we
get and play the game of  life using the cards that are
most attractive to us.  In the end, if  we just believe
in something or someone we might fi nd momentary
happiness, but to believe in one’s self ?  That’s the
ultimate reward.  I’m Kenny, and I’m so blazed that
I’m talking to myself  and imagining how pretty I’d
be if  I were pregnant.  My God, it’s full of  stars.

Kenny clutches chest and passes out.

CUT TO

CREDITS

END

137






