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Hey, Mooj Heads ... It's 2000 and, hence, time for a whole new volume of Mooj newsletters. Those of you whom 
have remained loving and loyal toward me over this last year know exactly what to expect (as far as my 
newsletters go anyway) and all that I can say about that is sorry. I will try to do better. Yes, even the humble and 
all-knowing Mooj knows crap when he sees it and, yes, as painful as it is for me to admit, the last few issues of 
The Enlightenment (all of Vol. III to be more specific) have been pretty lacking as far as self-realization and inner 
holistic type stuff is concerned. I could blame others but because these are my newsletters and I'm the editor I 
feel that the brunt of the blame should rest upon my shoulders. Lance Worthy probably deserves some of the 
blame, too.

What will I do different this year? Probably not a whole-hellava-lot. After all, I’m a fugitive from justice and living 
naked in the Mississippi jungle. Things really couldn’t get much worse for me. But that shouldn’t defray from my 
duties as your guru. Thus, I will make a better attempt to get this newsletter and my life back on track.

Okay, so why the format change?  As you may have noticed The Enlightenment has changed formats this year. 
Quality has always been our utmost motto! Plus, we were just notified that some rich guy named Roger Harold 
Gregory Fallow III died and left a fortune to the Ling-Ling the Musical Ape Fund. His generous gift came with but 
one stipulation and that was that The Enlightenment change its font from Times New Roman to Arial. If you knew 
how much money was involved you’d change your font too!

I will also begin adding some of my very own poetry this year. Some rude person recently pointed out to me 
that few of last year’s newsletters actually contained original Mooj poetry. This person further insinuated that I was 
primarily relying on the submitted poems of family members, idiots, drunkards, and insane people to fill up my 
newsletter. This, of course, is not true. Some of those poems were actually very good.

What about all those stories and poems you minions keep sending in? Is there a place for them in this year's 
volume of newsletters? Sure. As far as I am concerned I will keep including them as long as minions keep 
sending them in. This year, however, let’s keep things more holistic and avoid those lewd teenage coming of age 
stories.   
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Swami Mujaputtia Umbababbaraba (affectionately known as The Mooj by his followers). If you would like to be included on His mailing list, 
please send your name, address, and a large donation (cash only please) to "The Mooj," c/o The Worthy Family, Bird-in-Hand, PA.  All donations 
kept confidential. Ense Petit Mooj Placidam Sub Libertate Quietem!
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Of course I will include our usual bevy of minion mail, since this is the easiest way for me to communicate 
with my forlorn and often troubled minions. I will try harder this year to weed out the fake stuff, though. I am very 
well aware that some letters are written by people pretending to be minions so that they can insult the intelligence 
and piety of my loyal minions and me.

Let’s begin now by reflecting on the Mooj Mail.

Great Omni-impotent Mooj, 

Aloha! We can both laugh at J.J. Bigsby and those rat bastards in the FBI, ATF, CIA, etc.
My people must have told you by now that we were onto those rat bastards from the 
start. We knew they would try to infiltrate The Mooj Freedom Network so we hired a Doug 
Redhand look-a-like to join the Mooj Freedom Convoy. The real Doug Redhand is me and I 
am not a fugitive pirate or drug lord. These are just lies disseminated by those ugly rat 
bastards. I am just a simple man running a capitalistic business, as protected by our great 
constitution. I am an "exporter" you might say. How dare those rat bastards slander my good name! A good friend 
of mine, Tom U., of Radio Free Halethorpe, MD, works at WBAL on the graveyard shift and he can identify the 
arrested D. Redhand as being an impostor and vouch for my integrity. Well Mooj it's time for me to go and tend to 
my crops so I can send my next scheduled shipment to the mainland. 

The Real Doug Redhand 
Guano Atoll 
An Unincorporated Territory of the United States in the middle of the Pacific

The Mooj Answers: Perhaps my months of hunger and aimless wandering have lessened my memories, for I 
have no idea who you are or what you are talking about. The name J.J. Bigsby sounds familiar though. I will 
meditate and perform a fast for you (since I have nothing to eat anyway). Best of luck, my friend.

Mr. Mujaputtia, 

First, let me first introduce myself. My name is J. Edgar Gayson and I am the new acting Deputy Director of Mid-
Atlantic Operations for the Federal Bureau of Investigations. I am writing to personally offer you Amnesty (with the 
exception of the two days you still owe The Commonwealth of Pennsylvania). All you have to do is show up at 
any local law enforcement agency, mention my name and they will clothe, feed and bathe you until I can come 
and get you. We will even re-charter The Mooj Freedom Bus if you like when we drive you back to Pennsylvania.  

Between you and me I’m not even sure how Operation Mooj Bait got so out of hand. The FBI has now spent 
millions of dollars controlling damages and lost two of its best agents. Both of these agents were good friends of 
mine and I feel I owe it to their families to end this madness. One of these agents was a fellow named C.J. 
Merryweather. He was a 30-year man with an outstanding record. Agent Merryweather now goes by the name 
“Special Agent Ziggy” and has turned into a drug-crazed Rastafarian. He now sits around all day down in the 
Caribbean listening to Reggae music and smoking marijuana. He went there to find you when the Chester County 
DA reported that you were missing before you escaped. (The FBI neglected to alert Chester County officials 
about Operation Mooj Bait and someone probably forgot to mention it to Merryweather also.) The other agent lost 
was a fellow named J.J. Bigsby. He was the best FBI man I ever knew. He was on the short list to be the next
director of The FBI. Bigsby was a true professional and was the best crime fighter this Country ever had until he 
went insane. I should warn you that Bigsby no longer works for the FBI and is hunting you down like a dog. He 
claims that he is the real Mooj and that you are the impostor and he must kill you to set things cosmically 
straight. Bigsby is a former navy SEAL and is considered very, very dangerous. He is an excellent tracker and is 
currently sniffing his way through the Alabama forest looking for you. Be careful!
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In closing I, again, plead with you to give yourself up. There’s a cup of hot cocoa waiting for you in my office.
Maybe you just need someone to talk to; or maybe you just need a friend. I would like to be that friend, Mooj. I 
really would. 

J. Edgar Gayson 
New Deputy Director of Mid-Atlantic Operations
Federal Bureau of Investigations

The Mooj Answers: Perhaps my months of hunger and aimless wandering have lessened my memories for I 
have no idea who you are or what you are talking about. The name J.J. Bigsby sounds familiar though. I will 
meditate and perform a fast for you, too. Best of luck, my friend.

Dear Mooj, 

I rode on the Mooj Freedom Bus with you from “South of the Border,” South Carolina to Kissimmee, FL. I wasn’t 
part of the official Mooj Entourage, just a friend of one of the girls in the entourage. (Actually, as funny as it 
sounds, I guess this girl had an entourage of her own.) Anyway, I just wanted to write and thank you for all the life 
changing lessons you taught me on that trip. Those five days spent on the bus with you were the most
enlightening days of my life. Now I know why people are attracted to you and your teachings. You are a very 
spiritual and holistic person and I consider myself blessed to have been part of your escape. Also, forthcoming, or 
possibly attached to this note, is a summons for you to appear at the Orange County, Florida Courthouse. This is 
in regard to a lawsuit that I am filing against you and The Mooj Freedom Network for injuries I sustained at the 
Green Briar Trailer Park, where I was systematically beaten and hog-tied during a police raid. Since sustaining my 
injuries and subsequent arrest I have been unable to maintain any kind of meaningful employment or 
relationship. My lawsuit against you should in no way infer disrespect.  

Richie G. Sambucco 
Dillon, SC

The Mooj Answers: Perhaps my months of hunger and aimless wandering have lessened my memories for I 
have no idea who you are or what you are talking about. I will meditate and perform a fast for you because I’m 
doing it for those other guys anyway. Best of luck, my friend.

Mooj, 

You don’t know me but I was a member of your entourage from Kissimmee to Boca Raton, FL. When I was on 
The Mooj Freedom Bus I couldn’t help but notice that you kept smiling at me. I felt like there was a special 
connection between us that grew stronger as the day wore on. I could tell that you really liked me. Had I not been 
arrested the next morning at your friend’s house during that raid I’m sure we would have hooked up. Please call 
me I’d love to see you again. If you don’t call I’ll rip your heart out you bastard! You men are all alike aren’t you?
You slimy bastard! You used me! You used me you bastard! I hate you! I hate you!!!! 

Gayle King
Suwanee,GA 

The Mooj Answers: Perhaps my months of hunger and aimless wandering have lessened my memories, for I 
have no idea who you are or what you are talking about. I will meditate and perform a fast for you as well. Best of 
luck, my friend.
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Swami Mooj, 

I’m a child prodigy, aged 13. I noticed in this year’s MENSA roster that you were listed in several categories, 
including “true genius” and “imbecile savant.” I am unfamiliar with your work but would love to find out more about 
you. Would you consider adopting me as a protégé? I am currently at Duke University finishing up my Ph.D. in 
Cultural Diversity. I am also majoring in ancient Tibetan languages and confined plasma kinetics. I like pokémon 
stuff, too. 

Yours Respectfully, 
Trent Handjoy, 
Durham, NC 

The Mooj Answers: Perhaps my months of hunger and aimless wandering have lessened my memories, for I 
have no idea who you are or what you are talking about. But in any case I would love to take on a new protégé; 
especially one that's half-way smart. Vic Taylor, if you’re out there somewhere, please send this kid any leftover 
Enlightening Thinking Essay pamphlets you have so he can begin his studies.

Dear Mooj, 

Have you ever heard the old adage that you can’t take it with you when you’re gone? All my life I have been a 
selfish bastard and never helped anyone or anything. But now, as I lay on my deathbed, I feel that I must do 
something to help those less fortunate than I and so you will find enclosed with this letter a check for $5.00 for 
Ling-Ling, the Musical Ape. I have no idea how this money can help save a dead ape but it’s a start. God Bless! 

Winston Howard Kennedy, III. 
West Palm Beach, FL

The Mooj Answers: Perhaps my months of hunger and aimless wandering have lessened my memories, for I 
have no idea who you are or what you are talking about.  And what the hell am I going to do with this check?  You 
could have at least sent cash so I could have used it to buy food. No meditation or fasting for you, you 
cheapskate.

Okay, this next letter is from some guy named Doug Redhand. I think I already read this. He says he’s the real 
Doug Redhand and the other Doug Redhand is an imposter or something. Let’s skip it. This sounds too 
complicated. The next letter is from some guy named J. Edgar Gayson. He’s says he’s some kind of FBI agent.  
This guy sounds more like a nut than an FBI agent. The next letter is from some guy who claims he was on my 
Mooj Freedom Bus. Who cares? Hey, here’s a letter from some woman! She says she wants me to call her. Nice. 
She sent me a picture. Wow, she looks quite exquisite lying there naked on that bear rug. Here’s a letter from 
some 13-year-old kid. He wants to be my protégé. Good for him. Ah, here’s a letter with some money inside!  
Hey, this cheap bastard only sent $5 and it’s a check. Forget that. The next letter is from Doug something or 
other. Wait, did I read this one already? To be honest I’ve spent too many months wandering around aimless and 
hungry to care about reading anymore of these Mooj mails. I’m tired, confused and hungry. It’s now time for me to 
go away for awhile.  

A Note From Vic Taylor: I found the oddest thing in the mail bag this week. It was a poem written by The Queen
of England. I seriously doubt that this really came from the Queen of England but just in case it did I will add it to 
the newsletter.
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A poem/performance art piece written and composed for inclusion in 
The Enlightenment for the enjoyment and appreciation of Mooj Heads everywhere!

by
Queen Elizabeth II of England

Too many News Channels - Not Enough News

I turned on the telly, 
Sat back—rubbed my belly

What more can a lonely Queen do?

We’ve tuned to Fox News 
and frankly not amused 

Too many right-leaning, biased, views!

C-N-B-C 
Ignorance is key 

I’ve had better times on the loo

Cable News Network? 
More like Communist, whacko news burp 

Pip-pip, poppycock, adieu

The BBC channel 
Open my window, yell

"I think I died and went to Hell!"

National Network News 
Read you mindless fools! 

Then, together, let’s slap our heads with our shoes 

Headline News? 
Where's the Beef?

Oh this subject 
Oh what grief!

And now for our top story:

John F. Kennedy Jr., blah blah blah, Y2K, blah blah blah blah, Lewinsky, blah blah blah blah, Janet Reno, blah 
blah blah blah, Al Gore, blah blah blah, George Bush, blah blah, Posh Spice, blah blah, President Clinton, blah 

blah blah. blah blah blah blah blah blah Blah Blah Blah blah blah!

Good Night, Blah blah blah
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TTTRRRAAAVVVEEELLLSSS WWWIIITTTHHH MMMOOOOOOJJJ!!!

A Note From Vic Taylor: This dispatch just arrived from The Mooj. He asked that it be included in this newsletter.  
Those of you who are enjoying The Mooj’s traveling adventures will surely enjoy this one.    

The Crossroads

For three straight days I drove my borrowed car without stopping once to eat, sleep, gas up or go to the 
bathroom.  Since I am a Yoga Master and can control my bodily functions, the lack of sleep, nourishment and 
waste removal was nothing abnormal; but, how it was that my rental car would never run out of gas was quite 
puzzling to me. I wasn’t sure what kind of gas mileage a Yugo got but I knew it couldn’t be that good. It was then 
that I realized that Divine Intervention was keeping my gas tank full! Was this my reward for all the good karma I 
had gathered over my lifetime? No, it was more than that. It was as if I was on a secret mission from God and this 
was proof that I was His Chosen One to spread enlightenment! Unfortunately, though, that realization proved not 
to be exactly correct because as soon as I began crossing the Mississippi River—heading into Helena, 
Arkansas—all four tires on my Yugo popped off, the car rolled over, caught on fire, exploded and then fell into the 
river below. If I was the Chosen One then I was going to have to complete my mission on foot. 

After escaping from the sinking and exploding remains of my car I surfaced and swam to the eastern bank of The 
Mississippi River. Those fishing nearby were too busy running for their lives as assorted fireballs fell into the river 
to notice me emerging from the muddy waters and crawling into a nearby swamp. For days I wandered aimlessly 
through those murky, half-frozen swamps, collecting what I could to eat and drink from the wilderness. Luckily 
there were plenty of dairy cows around this part of Mississippi so I was actually eating pretty well. (And I got 
plenty of fresh milk to boot.) 

After weeks without human contact I was beginning to feel mighty lonesome. Those glorious days of travel on the 
lavish Mooj Freedom Bus surrounded by my many happy devotees now seemed so long ago. If ever I was sadder 
in my life I could not recall. Then one night I heard the sounds of some good old-fashioned delta blues filtering 
through the magnolia trees. It was coming from a small hamlet far off in the distance. It was well past midnight 
and the moon was full. I began walking toward the sound and heard an old hound dog howling off in the distance.  
It was a bad omen, true, but I was too lonesome to stay in the swamp that night.  

As I walked along the old dusty road I lurked in the shadows to avoid being seen by the old folks sitting quietly on 
their porches. Soon, I was standing in front of a small ramshackle hut. It was a juke joint of some sort. The crowd 
inside was loud and rambunctious and there was a band inside playing live music. I stepped inside and the place 
fell silent. All eyes were upon me as I walked through the door and approached the stage. I wasn’t sure if it was 
because I was naked or because I was carrying my old trusty sitar, which I had brought with me all the way from 
Chester County. The Mooj was there to “cut heads” with whoever would dare challenge him in a raga duel! 

But the crowd remained silent. Finally an old man stood up and said:

“Look here, nature boy. You can’t just walk in here and play music—this is the Mississippi Delta and we 
got rules about who can and can’t play in these here juke joints!” 

I didn’t wait for the man to finish. I squatted down on stage, assumed my legs behind the neck Yoga position, and
began plucking my instrument. Never before had I droned and sung so passionately and with so much feeling.
For over a month I had been so lonesome; and on that night—that cold rainy Mississippi night—I sang about it in 
my tortured raga. Not a person in that crowded smoke-filled room could speak when I was finished. Men, women, 
children—all—just stood there crying. But that didn’t stop them from pulling me from the stage and throwing me to 
the street. If I was going to make it as a raga singer in Mississippi, it wasn’t going to be there. I lit off for the woods 
and slept beneath the stars once again. My heart was heavy with more sorrow than usual.

I had no luck. For weeks I barrehoused up and down the delta and couldn’t land a gig as a raga singer anywhere.
I became desperate. Finally someone told me about a crossroads near Friars Point—the very same place 
someone named Robert Johnson went “to make his deal.” I swore to myself that I wouldn’t even think about such 
a thing. And then one night I found myself there—at the crossroads. It was midnight and nary a creature was 
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stirring. I could feel the sadness of a million souls as I stood there waiting in the moonlight. I began playing my 
sitar and waited for “him” to arrive. Finally I decided to leave before “he” showed up. What was I thinking? How 
could I even think about doing what I was about to do? I quit playing and started walking back along the road from 
which I came. But it was too late. I was no longer alone. “He” was walking beside me in the darkness. 

“So you want to play ragas in Mississippi?” said the stranger. 

I was too scared to talk. I just kept walking. But the voice continued: “Sign here.” 

I took the paper and signed it. The man then handed me my union card. And then he was gone. There was no 
turning back. It was official! I had joined the American Federation of Musicians, Local 777. 

Hello again.  I feel better. I just needed some sleep I guess. Is this still the January 2000 newsletter? I hope so.  
Anyway, I just learned that with the money The Friends of Mooj Society inherited from the late Mr. Fallow, they 
are setting up an office in West Chester somewhere and will hire interns to assist in the editing and publication of 
this newsletter. This will help me tremendously! Perhaps these new interns can make our backlog of minion 
applications a priority!  

Well, minions. It’s time for me to now go off and assume my work as a Mississippi Raga singer. If you are 
traveling along Rt. 61 be sure to keep your eyes and ears open for me.

Blessings and Such,
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The Power of Positive Thinking and Good Karma

The Mooj Self Realization Network Presents a 1-day "karma bolt" personal development, 
motivational and goal setting seminar that energizes participants onto the path to achieving, 
having and doing all they want and desire. Throughout this fast-paced, dynamic seminar, you 
will uncover the foundational elements of turning your goals into reality. The curriculum for this 
exciting program includes: 

 How to instantaneously transform fears into actions and 
actions into fears 

 Discover the pain/pleasure/dopler effect 
 How you can leverage your hidden assets to build better 

karma 
 How to conserve synergy 
 How to consistently expand your "confinement zone" without 

leaving your house 
 Learn how to create your peak mental performance while 

asleep 
 Master the key to wealth, happiness and Feng Shui 

This is The Ultimate Success Formula!!

At the end of the seminar, you will receive ABSOLUTELY FREE:

 An exclusive special report written by The Mooj himself, titled simply, 
"How to be Like The Mooj"—Valued at $99.95 

 A rare audio cassette of The Mooj sharing his personal secrets of his massive 
success—Valued at $35.95 

REGISTER NOW!  Seats are going fast!  Only the first 100 people will be admitted.  All seats $750.  (Corporate 
rates available.) 

Two Sessions to be held on Jan 21st and Jan 22nd 
Seating begins at 8:00 a.m.  Seminar will last approximately 4 hours.  (Less if it’s cold outside) 

The Amish Beer Garden
126 Old Lancaster Pike
(In the barn out back) 
Bird in Hand, Pennsylvania

Motivational Speakers to Include: 
Lance Worthy 
Lance Worthy’s Grandma 
Lance Worthy’s Grandpa 
A Cal Ripkin Impersonator 


