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 Do You
Like Deep Hyp-No-Sis?

 


With apologies to Dr.
Seuss...

 


I is Liz

I is Liz

Liz I is

 


That Liz-I-is!

That Liz-I-is!

I do not like

that Liz-I-is!

 


Do you like

Deep hyp-no-sis?

 


I do not like it,

Liz-I-is

I do not like

Deep hyp-no-sis.

 


Would you like it

in this chair?

 


I would not like it

in this chair.

I would not like it
anywhere

I do not like

deep hyp-no-sis.

I do not like it,

Liz-I-is.

 


Would you like it

in a house?

Would you like it

with a mouse?

 


I do not like it

in a house.

I do not like it

with a mouse.

I do not like it

in a chair.

I do not like it

anywhere.

I do not like deep
hyp-no-sis

I do not like it,
Liz-I-is.

 


Would you like it

with no wits?

Would you like it

from my tits?

 


Not with no wits

Not from your tits

Not in a house.

Not with a mouse.

I would not do it in a
chair.

I would not do it
anywhere.

I would not try deep
hyp-no-sis

I do not like it,
Liz-I-is.

 


Would you? Could you?

Giving head?

Try it! Try it!

It's been said.

 


I would not,

could not

Giving head.

 


You may like it.

You will see.

You may like it

Sensually.

 


I would not, could not
sensually

Not giving head! You let me
be.

 


I do not like it with no
wits

I do not like it from your
tits.

I do not like it in a
house.

I do not like it with a
mouse.

I do not like it in a
chair.

I do not like it
anywhere.

I do not like deep
hyp-no-sis.

I do not like it,
Liz-I-is.

 


A train! A train!

A train! A train!

Could you, would you,

on a train?

 


Not on a train! Not
sensually!

Not giving head! Liz! Let me
be!

 


I would not, could not with no
wits.

I could not, would not from your
tits.

I do not like it with a
mouse.

I do not like it in a
house.

I do not like it in a
chair.

I do not like it
anywhere.

I do not like deep
hyp-no-sis.

I do not like it,
Liz-I-is.

 


Say!

In bright lights?

Here in bright lights!

Would you, could you, in bright
lights?

 


I would not, could not,

in bright lights.

 


Would you, could you, fry your
brain?

 


I would not, could not,

fry my brain.

Not in bright lights. Not on a
train.

Not giving head. Not
sensually.

I do not like it, Liz, you
see.

Not in a house. Not with no
wits.

Not with a mouse. Not from your
tits.

I will not try it in a
chair.

I do not like it
anywhere!

 


You do not like

deep hyp-no-sis?

 


I do not

Like it,

Liz-I-is.

 


Could you, would you

with a watch?

 


I would not, could not

with a watch!

 


Would you, could you,

on my crotch?

 


I could not, would not, with a
watch.

I will not, will not, on your
crotch.

I will not let it fry my
brain.

I will not try it on a
train.

Not in bright lights! Not
sensually!

Not giving head. You let me
be!

I do not like it with no
wits.

I do not like it from your
tits.

I will not try it in a
house.

I do not like it with a
mouse.

I do not like it in a
chair.

I do not like it
ANYWHERE!

I do not like

deep hyp-

no-sis!

I do not like it,

Liz-I-is.

 


You do not like it.

So you say.

Try it! Try it!

And you may.

Try it and you may, I
say.

 


Liz!

If you will let me be,

I will try it, you will
see.

 


Say!

I like deep hyp-no-sis!

I do, I like it,
Liz-I-is!

And I would do it with a
watch.

And I would do it on your
crotch...

 


And I will let it fry my
brain.

And in bright lights. And on a
train.

And giving head. And
sensually.

It is so good, so good, you
see!

And I will do it with no
wits.

And I will do it with your
tits.

And I will do it in a
house.

And I will do it with a
mouse.

And I will do it in a
chair.

Say! I will do it
ANYWHERE!

 


I do so like

deep hyp-no-sis!

Thank you!

Thank you,

Liz-I-is!



Mad Scientists’ Convention Keynote Speech

 


Thank you all for coming today. My
henchmen and I have been working on what I’m about to demonstrate
for over two years now, and it will revolutionize both the process
of recruiting new help, as well as to provide certain ... ahem ...
benefits for valued assistants. Could we bring the cameras in a
little bit closer? Thank you.

This is what I call the “welcome
mat.” It may look like an ordinary four-foot square piece of
plastic, but it contains a sensor on its underside and a series of
tungsten-alloy diodes just beneath the surface.

I did a lot of testing on this mat
and found that it can’t be any smaller than four by four, and a
size of ten feet by ten feet becomes unwieldy. This prototype is as
small as a functional mat can be.

Once we get a sense of how much
demand is out there, and how to meet that demand, we’re considering
taking customizable orders for what to print on it, but I’m sure
you can forgive me the use of my name on this
demonstration.

On the underside of the mat is a
three-inch by two-inch sensor that looks like an electrical solar
panel. Like a solar panel, the power of the mat comes from it.
Unlike a solar panel, however, this sensor does not seek out light;
it seeks out sound at a certain frequency.

The frequency that sets off the
sensor is too low for human ears to register. I chose an infrasonic
pitch so as not to annoy dogs or other animals that become agitated
when they hear sounds that are too high-pitched. Bottom line, this
is as unobtrusive as any device of this nature can possibly
be.

I am holding a small mechanism
that, when engaged, can emit a sound at exactly the correct
frequency and pitch to activate the mat. When the sensor registers
the appropriate sound, the tungsten-alloy diodes emit a series of
photons that stretch out eight feet high.

The photons that swirl around above
the mat will go straight through the body of anyone standing on the
mat, thus making them extremely suggestible.

Could we please kill the lights?
Thank you.

I am holding a specially-designed
variant on a black light in my hands. When I activate the sensor, I
will turn on this black light and you will see the beauty of the
photons coming from the mat.

Looks kind of like a fountain, not
unlike those from the grandeur of ancient Rome or Greece, doesn’t
it?

Could we please have the lights
back on now? Thank you.

Before I came up to this stage, I
asked two of my henchmen to find a girl in this hotel, between the
ages of 18 and 25, to be the subject of my demonstration. Please
excuse me for one moment while I reach out to them on their two-way
radios to see if they’ve found someone.

Dylan! Kristen! Have you found
anyone?

Excellent! What did you say her
name is?

Good. Please bring her
in!

Ladies and gentlemen, I’d like to
introduce to you Dylan and Kristen, two of my most faithful
assistants. You should all have henchmen who are as diligent and
hardworking as they are.

And their leggy brown-haired friend
is named Alison.

Alison, please. There’s nothing to
be afraid of. I realize that this is all very strange to you, but
please. Don’t struggle. No one here is going to hurt you. All I
want you to do is stand on this mat on the floor next to me. Can
you do that? Good.

Dylan and Kristen, please stay
back. You’ll know when and if I’m going to need you.

Alison, do you mind if I ask you a
few questions? Come on! I’m just a scientist and I won’t hurt you.
Dylan and Kristen treated you well, didn’t they?

Yes.

Good. So, please. How old are you,
Alison?

I’m twenty.

Twenty! That’s a good age. Are you
here with your family, Alison?

No. I’m here on a retreat with my
church group.

Really? What brings you
here?

I’m
going to be speaking later on tonight about the virtues of staying
chaste until marriage.

Excellent. That’s quite a virtue,
isn’t it? Hang on one second while I take care of this mechanism on
my podium.

As you all can see now, the moment
I activated the mat, Alison uncrossed her arms and let them fall by
her side. Those of you in the front row may have noticed that her
pupils have dilated. She is now very calm, very relaxed, and very,
very suggestible.

Can you hear me, Alison?

Yes, I can hear you.

Are you comfortable,
Alison?

Yes.

Good. Please kick off your
shoes.

Not a moment’s hesitation. How
about that, ladies and gentlemen?

You said before, Alison, that you
were going to give a speech on the virtues of staying chaste. Does
this mean you are a virgin?

Yes.

And you intend to stay a virgin
until you get married?

Yes.

Do you have a boyfriend,
Alison?

Not right now. I broke up with my
last boyfriend about two months ago.

Do you mind if I ask what
happened?

About a week before I broke up
with him, he said he wasn’t sure about the whole virginity
thing.

So you broke up with him because he
wanted sex and you didn’t?

Yes. He wanted to have sex with
me. I said no and we broke up.

I see. Could you please tell us all
how tall you are?

Five feet nine inches.

And how much do you
weigh?

125 pounds.

That’s very thin.

I exercise a lot.

What is your bra size?

34 B

Do you know how wide your hips
are?

36 inches.

Very good. Has anyone ever told you
you’re a very pretty girl?

Sometimes. If that’s what
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