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“Thank you everyone, thank
you!”

As He sat, the amiable Host, Jesus H.
Christ, waved to the fans, raucously shouting their adulation.
Wearing His usual long white robe and sandals, with a big golden
disk floating over His head, He shuffled through the blue papers on
His desk, then looked up at the camera with a quizzical
grin.

“Where’s page four?” He
asked plaintively, and the crowd roared its approval.

A production assistant came out and
sheepishly handed Him a single sheet of paper.

“Hell, nobody’s perfect,”
she was heard to mutter as she scuttled off the set.

The audience hissed and
booed, then broke into giggles. Audience participation was a
feature of Jesus’ schtick, and the
networks loved it because the numbers were good. He slid it into
the proper position.

“Our first guest tonight
needs no introduction, but I’ll give him a short one. Anyway, this
is his third time on the show. Ladies and gentlemen, please help Me
welcome The Magnificent Louis!”

The audience shouted and clapped as
instructed by the Host and the ‘Applause’ signs that lit up in big
red letters.

The director punched up Camera Three
while Marge took the shot. She had already zoomed in and
pre-fine-focused, so the long shot was perfect.

A tall, athletic figure in
blue jeans, moccasins and a fringed buckskin jacket, resplendent in
porcupine-quills and embroidery in the motif of ‘The Thunderbird,’ waved to the
crowd. He took his seat at Christ’s side. He had a short hair cut,
dark brown on top and silver at the sides. Innocent brown eyes
twinkled at the host, the audience, and then the camera, the one
with the red light on it. Louis was a pro.

“Our guest here tonight is
the author of, ‘De-bunking the Sasquatch Myth,’ Jesus told the
audience with a sardonic gleam in his eye.

“I could solve the mystery
for you. But I won’t,” He added.

Another smattering of applause
resounded through the room.

“That’s up to you guys to
find out!”

This was rewarded with
wolf whistles, jeers and some guy who shouted, “Yeah!”

The unknown fellow got his own little
round of applause for his efforts, the chuckling crowd clearly
enjoying the show. And Jesus was known to have a plant, a shill in
every crowd, someone to play the straight man and foil for some of
His jokes. Their own straight-man lines could be hilariously
funny.

“That’s right,” said The
Magnificent Louis, a national celebrity as well as a
professionally-trained magician.

He was employed as a special effects
coordinator when he wasn’t promoting a book or taking a sabbatical,
and going around the country de-bunking things.

Jesus told the audience and those
viewing at home, “You may remember Louis. Most recently he stirred
up endless controversy by stating that the well-known Super-8 Kodak
color film of British Colombia’s ‘Ogopogo’ monster was merely a
beaver submerging, and most emphatically not a sea-serpent. It was
not ‘undulating.’ He pointed out the animal was about five and half
feet long, and that beavers submerge by slapping their tail. By
holding it stiff and quickly drawing it forwards under their belly,
it essentially makes their head go down. One good, strong kick and
they go down. They submerge the same way whenever they’re startled
or even just in a hurry. When seen in that light, the film has
incontrovertibly been de-bunked, this despite years of ‘expert’
analysis, whose invariable opinion was that further study was
needed.”

“Or more simply put, they
didn’t know what a beaver looked like, or anything about its
behaviour. Yet they were making claims regarding sea serpents,
claims they said were based upon scientific observation and
analysis,” His guest added.

Louis quickly launched into his
theme.

“It’s a pretty nice way to
make a living,” in his opinion. “The
proponents of Bigfoot research always seem to have an interest,
even if it’s just a cheap and desperate bid for
attention.”

The audience remembered him from
previous appearances. Many of them had been watching at home on
other occasions. Louis the Magnificent was a familiar figure to
aficionados of the talk show circuit.

“So what are you implying?
So what’s your point? What are you getting at?” The crowd tittered
at Jesus’ fashion of needling his guests.

Louis’ eyes lit up at the
challenge.

“For one thing, truth can
often be arrived at by a careful analysis of language,” began
Louis.

“So am I true, then?”
asked Jesus.

“Ooh,” rumbled the
audience in a long, drawn out murmur.

“Dead to rights,” quipped
Louis and they all laughed, including Jesus.

One reason why The Magnificent Louis
had been on the show before, and was back again, was the repartee,
the rapid-fire wit of the man.

“So tell us about the
Bigfoot, the Sasquatch,” insisted Jesus.

“I suppose I must! It’s
the only way we’re going to get to the Chinese acrobats,” joked
Louis, and Jesus stuck out his bottom lip in a mock
pout.

“Louis! Didn’t we
straighten all this out before?”

The crowd was up on their feet again,
laughing and calling out for Louis to tell his story.

The noise died down, but then, “C’mon,
man,” a slurred, drunken voice, louder than all the rest, seemed to
come out of nowhere, and all around them, everywhere in fact. The
people filling the two-hundred-fifty-six seats in Studio 3-A were
loving every minute of it, laughing and giggling, as they craned
their necks in an attempt to identify the culprit.

“Your book is selling very
well, and you don’t want to talk about it?” asked Jesus
plaintively. “That’s a little too humble, even for you!”

 

More laughs greeted this
sally.

“Okay, okay. Well, the way
I figure it, photographic evidence is no evidence at all. Anecdotal
evidence is no evidence at all. But a careful analysis of
language—”

“You mean, like people
lie?” asked Jesus in a shocked tone of voice.

The audience chuckled some
more.

“The first question,
basically the first rule of criticism is, ‘is this person in a position to
know this information?’ And if not, where did they get it?”
explained Louis, taking a sip of coffee to wet his
throat.

“What do you mean?” asked
the Christ.

“I mean they’re unreliable
eye-witnesses,” and the applause broke out for a moment.

“It’s like some of them
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