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In view of the fact that there wasn't much to do at the so-called Religious Settlement, Jacques Cartier had a free hand in scheduling things.

Once he'd found a blackboard he was able to monopolize rainy days.

At 2 PM on July 40th, like every Thursday on the Rainy Day Schedule, there was "Blackboard Jungle."

Everyone got out of the rain that day to meet in the old classroom presided over by Cartier.

On the board he had written, "Utopia 2093" and "Jay Cartier."

He started off things at exactly 2 O'Clock by saying, "I'd like to help you guys out who are having a hard time pronouncing my first name. I'm going to change it to Jay. Is that okay?"

The five or six people in attendance looked at each other, but didn't say anything.

"Good. Great. Then it's settled. Okay, now, I'd like to talk about Utopia, and throw it open for discussion. What would be a prime ingredient? Anybody?"

Nancy put up her hand. "You mean like salt? Or sugar?"

"Yes, that's a start."

He wrote the words on the board.

"What I was thinking of, rather than food, was how it would be set up. Anybody?"

Botch put his hand up. "Bathrooms."

"Excellent," Jay said, writing the word on the board. "What else?"

"Clothes?" someone else said.

They looked around to the back of the room to see the guy who had crawled out of the woods naked. He had sustained a minor gunshot wound during the gun battle between the nudist colony and the religious settlement.

He was the one who asked for clothes.

"Excellent," Jay said. "How about money?"

There was a brief silence.

Chaucer put up his hand. "Yeah, I'd like it if somebody paid me to be in Utopia."

"What?" Britny said. "Like wages?"

"Yeah," Chaucer said. "Like a salary."

"You mean like salaried workers?" Jay said.

"No," Chaucer said. "No work."

"Yeah," Botch said. "Like, we're experiments."

"Experimental subjects," Danny Thomas said.

Cartier wrote "Paid Experimental Subjects" on the board. "How's that?" he said.

"Yes," Britny said. "I like it."

"Me too," Nancy said. "How do we get in?"

"Where do we get the money?" Chaucer said.

"I got money."

Again they looked around. It was the naked guy who crawled out from the woods. He was wearing some of Danny Thomas' old clothes, which the group thought was very generous of Danny, in view of the fact that the naked guy probably shot him.

"I can still remember my PIN number," the nudist camp guy said.

"How much you got?" Cartier said.

"I probably got 30 grand in my checking."

"Oh, my God. Well, that's a start. Anybody able to drive him into town?"

"Not me," Danny Thomas said. "I'm done with him."

"Yes," Nancy said. "He's injured. I'll drive him."

"You know, Nancy," Thomas said. "I'd prefer that you didn't."

"I'll drive him," Botch said.

"Good. It's settled then," Cartier said. "Botch drives him into town."
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After Botch and the naked guy left, they all started talking.

"I don't know if I like having this guy around," Danny Thomas said. "Shouldn't we question him or something?"

"Who has time?" Cartier said. "We got the fashion show coming up."

"Yeah," Chaucer said. "It's probably better having him here than shooting at us in the woods."

"Well, keep him away from the guns," Nancy said.

"Now you're talking," Britny said.

"But this stuff about the 30 grand—I mean, he'll, like, run the place."

"So what?" Chaucer said. "At least we'll get something to eat."

"Listen," Cartier said. "He won't run things. We will. We'll get the money. That's the deal. We're saving him from his money."

"Yeah," Britny said. "We're doing the right thing."

"Right," Nancy said. "Let's take all his money."

"Now you're talking," Danny Thomas said.
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We interrupt this science fiction novel about a trip on a spaceship to another solar system for a word from our author.

WARNING: May be completely offensive to strict, holy people.

Note from author:
Perhaps you have found what has gone before this far-fetched. Just wait until you see what is to come.
I say, expand your horizons. 

Consider the madness and outlandish behavior of our fellow man. 

Also, I hold up as an example to you the Old Testament. 

Is that science fiction? How about Samuel 1? In it is the story of King Saul and David. You all know David from his exploits in killing the giant with his slingshot. He actually cast aside armor and other accoutrements at the time of his impending encounter, saying something like, "I don't need no armor!" 

As if he was an Iraqi army officer, or something. If you say, no way is David and the giant science fiction. That was just a good shot. Okay, read a little more of Samuel.

The demented King Saul had this mysterious antipathy for David. He was always trying to get him killed. So, he said to David, luring him on by dangling a beautiful princess before him, “Go out and kill some Philistines, and I need proof. Bring me back 100 foreskins.”

What did David do? He brought back 200 foreskins. 

You have to wonder: what was his greatest accomplishment, killing the giant with the slingshot, or getting 200 foreskins? 

For all we know, the giant may only have been about six five, or six six—who knows? But the foreskins? It makes you think. 

What did he do, bring them back in a violin case or something, flip the latches, spring the top open, and say, “Here Saul. Here are 200 foreskins.”

And how did he get them in the first place? Did he say, “Hey Philistines, I'm the guy that killed that giant. Either surrender your foreskins or you're dead.”

Picture the mass circumcision event. 

If not, perhaps, after a guy was killed, can you imagine David performing a circumcision? Kind of disturbing, don't you think? And we thought the American Indians were a little extreme when they scalped people. Rather, you might hope, David ran into one of those guys who do circumcisions and bought 200. That is, if those guys stockpile those things.
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Okay, the bible has been very popular for thousands of years. Certainly, the fact that men have knowledge of women occasionally does spruce it up, but I promise you, I will never, ever stoop so low (I hope) as to dream up some absolutely outrageously unbelievable foreskin adventure in order to sell my book.

Now, back to our science fiction novel.

WARNING: May be completely offensive to people on many levels. Also, it is probably totally absurd.

Final Note:

DOUBLE, TRIPLE WARNING: May be offensive to Jews, Christians and anyone who can read.

Chapter 2543

Mitt Romney And Sky Blu Mile High Dustup

Mitt Romney told David Letterman on his late night show a few pandemics ago that Berry Gordy's grandson, Sky Blu, broke his hair during a cloud computing sky high dustup.

Apparently the former G.O.P. candidate, cruising at 30,000 feet on an Air Canada flight, got freaked out because the guy in front of him didn't put his seat back up as the sexy stewardess commanded. He grabbed the guy's shoulder to get his attention.

"He, like, had me in a Vulcan death grip," rapper Sky Blu, grandson of Motown flounder Berry Gordy, publicityized, in an attempt to describe his response.

"Yeah, he smacked me upside the head good," Romney reported. "He
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