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SITTING IN FOR THE MOOJ THIS
WEEK IS TRENT HANDJOY!

Hey! Remember me? It's your old pal Trent
Handjoy! | used to be The Mooj's official protégé.
The Mooj and | parted ways last year after that
Azores treasure hunt debacle and | swore that |
would never speak to him again. Now that time has
softened my heart | have realized that | was wrong.
To be honest those five months spent hanging out
with The Mooj and his other trusty sidekick Lance
Worthy (RIP) were the highpoint of my life. | really
miss those guys and all the fun we had. They sure
taught me a few things (things you can't learn in
textbooks or see in a PBS Documentary).

Most of you are probably wondering why I'm the
guest editor this week. The sad and simple truth is
that The Mooj has gone away. He was last seen in
the town of Portage Des Sioux, Missouri. He sent a
cryptic message (a post card actually) to The New
Friends of Mooj Society last month reporting that he
was off on some sort of spiritual journey and wanted
to reconnect with his inner spirituality and being. He
claimed that he would resurface again once that
journey was accomplished. | guess that’s all fine and
dandy except that The Mooj has this newsletter to
publish and lots of people depend on him for their
weekly inspirations. | guess | picked the wrong week
to stop by The New Friends of Mooj Society office
and ask how everything was going. To put it mildly
things are FUBAR. The Mooj is off gallivanting and
Vic Taylor absconded with about $100,000 worth of
donations. Dude!

Before we go any further | would like to convey to all
my fellow minions that | am not the same Trent
Handjoy that most of you remember from the old
days. Gone are my vane and arrogant ways. | am
still a certified boy genius; however, now | find being
a common teenager more interesting and so | pretty
much just hangout at the mall doing teenage things.
| even got a job at Old Navy. It's pretty cool because
| can listen to techno music over the loudspeakers
while | walk around talking to my coworkers on a
headset. It's more fun than working at NASA (which |
did last summer).
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Here’s something totally cool: | was able to convince
some of my cyber pals to come to Maryland and sign
on as official Mooj.com interns. They are helping me
out this week. These guys are really cool. Let me
introduce you to them (in no apparent order):

For those wondering if Tommerby (seen above) is
the same Tommerby that was fired a few months
ago. He is. He is being given a second chance
because he really needs a job and has promised
never to insult anyone again with a certified letter
saying their poetry sucked.

| would also like to mention that one of the interns
above is my new girlfriend (see if you can guess
who). | met her on the Internet and she ran away
from home to be with me. Since she is older than me

it isn’t against the law (for me anyway).



Minien Mail

Those of you who are regular readers of The
Enlightenment know that The Mooj Mail is
sometimes silly. Only a small fraction of the mail
comes from people seeking genuine blessings or
having legitimate questions or concerns. The
balance is normally a collection of stuff that people
feel compelled to send in for their own amusement
to shock others or otherwise harass and/or annoy
The Mooj and his happy family of minions. Since this
newsletter has not been published in over a month
there were 100s of letters in the Mooj Mail Bag. | will
randomly select about a dozen and, instead of
answering the letters, just introduce them. No need
to add more inanity to the situation.

Amazingly neither Shelly nor | were killed that night.
Those old Nash Ramblers were built pretty tough! The
worst part about the whole ordeal was Shelly’s father was
a fireman and showed up to help rescue us. Naturally he
wasn’t very amused when he pulled his topless daughter
from the wreckage. To this day | can still see his angry
face glaring at me through my broken windshield. Sadly,
that was my last date ever with Shelly Longren.

Dennis Hollinsworth
San Bruno, CA

This first letter has to do with a minion essay
someone wrote a few weeks back about going to a
Drive-In movie. | found it somewhat interesting:

This second letter is very long. | was going to just
‘toss it’ but it was actually very interesting. It's from a
woman needing The Mooj to help heal a broken
heart (or something of those sorts):

Re: Minion # 1714,

| loved the story about the drive-in in last week’s
newsletter. It reminded me of my hot date with Shelly
Longren at the Burlingame Drive-In back in 1968. | don’t
think the Burlingame Drive-In is there anymore but it
used to be near the San Francisco airport. Back in “high”
school | had an old Nash Rambler. (Those of you who
remember Nash Ramblers must surely remember that
their most famous feature was a back seat the folded
down into a bed. But that’s another story.) When Shelly
and | got to the drive-in all the best spots were taken and
we had to park up front near the playground. Shelly was
concerned because she couldn’t see the screen. | didn’t
care because | had already seen the movie (yuk yuk).

As soon as the show started Shelly and | started to make
out. Pretty soon the windows were all fogged up and |
didn’t notice that somehow | kicked the parking brake off
and the car started rolling backwards. Pretty soon we were
totally flying through the drive-in (I mean literally flying
because of all those dips and hills there). | tried to get
back into the driver’s seat but couldn’t. Through the
fogged up windows | could see the glare of flashing
headlights as car horns blared indiscriminately at us. My
car somehow made it through the drive-in, through the
fence, across the main highway, through another fence,
through a parking lot, through a restaurant patio and then
off a cliff. We landed in the bay!
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Mooj,

Il never forget my 13th birthday party. It was at
Shakey’s Pizza. That was the day Randy Goodman told
me that he loved me. I laughed. I liked Randy as a friend
but I certainly wasn’t in love with him. Back then | was in
love with Donald Drake. Donald was the boy that lived up
the street and looked just like Bobby Sherman.

All through high school Randy Goodman was my best
friend. I told him everything. During our freshman year
we must have talked on the phone a million times because
| was so in love Donald Drake and Donald didn’t even
know | existed. Randy was such a sweetheart. He would
write love poems for me to slip into Donald’s locker but
Donald just threw them on the ground without even
reading them.

Then sophomore year | was in love with a boy named
Billy Allen Preston. Billy was my first boyfriend and
looked just like Shawn Cassidy. When Billy dumped me |
was so devastated that | cried for almost a week. Randy
brought me teddy bears every day because he knew how
sad | was. He was such a good friend.

During my junior year | was in love with a boy named
Joey Trattoria. Joey was on the football team. He was
very handsome but turned out to be a real jerk. When he
dumped me | must have cried every night for a month.
But Randy, bless his heart, did everything he could to
cheer me up. | still laugh when | think about how Randy
let the air out of Joey’s tires in the school parking lot. One
of Joey’s friends saw Randy and poor Randy got his butt




kicked really good. Poor Randy had two black eyes and it
made me laugh because he looked like a raccoon.

During my senior year | was SO in love with Danny
Seton. Danny was on the varsity basketball team. He was
the best looking boy in the whole school and drove a
bright red Corvette. Randy, again, put up with my late
night phone calls because Danny was always mean to me.
A week before prom Danny broke up with me so that he
could take my best friend Darby instead. | was totally
devastated. Randy knew | really wanted to go to prom so
he told me that he would take me. | agreed but then Albert
Berry asked me and Randy was totally understanding
about me going with Albert instead. On prom night Albert
Berry never showed up! He got drunk and passed out
somewhere. | was totally embarrassed and humiliated!
My mom must have called Randy because Randy came
right over to take me (I guess he still had his rental tux or
something). Believe it or not | actually had a blast that
night. I certainly had more fun than | would have had with
either Danny Seton or that drunken idiot Albert Berry.

After we graduated from high school | went away to
college and Randy went to work in the steel mill. Even
though | was over 500 miles away Randy would always
drive down to see me whenever | needed him. | can’t tell
you how many times | called him in the middle of the
night because | broke up with some boyfriend or failed a
test or something. Randy was always there for me.

After college | married a man named Steven Ambrose
Dixon. Randy came down for the wedding and was his
usual jolly self; he was so happy for me. Because my
father was no longer alive | asked Randy to give me
away. As we walked down the aisle Randy told me that |
looked more beautiful than he had ever seen me in his
life. Randy was so sweet!

My marriage to Steven did not last very long. Following
the divorce my children and I were left without any means
of support. | was desperate and called Randy; and, yes,
within hours Randy was there to help. For the next two or
three years | had severe financial difficulties and came
close to being evicted or having my car repossessed. But
someone would always save the day and pay my rent or
car payment. | know that it was probably Randy.

| remarried again and that marriage was a total disaster.
My second husband was an alcoholic and spent every
dime we had on ridiculous inventions. | finally left him
and was an emotional basket case and started hanging
around with people that were a very bad influence on me.
Soon | was hooked on cocaine and didn’t even care.
Somehow Randy found out and came and put me into a
drug rehab center. Within months | was clean and sober
and Randy helped me get my kids out of foster care. As
always Randy was without a doubt the best friend I ever
had.
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I got married for a third time but that marriage also ended
in failure. My third husband was a major idiot and wound
up losing every dime we had in the stock market crash of
1999. And yes, when | needed him most, Randy came
through and helped my kids and | get through the tough
times.

Then last night while | was sitting at the kitchen table
drinking a bottle of vodka I remembered something my
mother told me back when | was in high school. She said
boys like Donald Drake, Billy Allen Preston, Joey
Trattoria, Danny Seton and the others are a dime a dozen.
A guy like Randy Goodman, however, is one-in-a-million
because he has a heart of gold. She said it’s what’s inside
a man that counts most, not how he looks, how he dresses
or what kind of car he drives. She told me that 1’d search
my whole life trying to find a man that was not even half
as good as Randy Goodman. | realized that after 25 years
my mother was right!

| called Randy and asked him if he remembered my 13th
birthday at Shakey’s when he told me that he loved me.
He said that he did. I then told him that | now realize that
it was him that | love and that | wanted to be his wife. He
laughed and turned me down because he said | had too
many problems. He then hung up on me! | was
flabbergasted! Mooj, why are men such a__holes?

Marcie Martin-Silver
Norwalk, CA

This next letter is from that guy that thought The
Mooj was his father last month:

Mooj, "Hey Joe" here ... | beg your forgiveness for
accusing you of being my father and abandoning me
under the PoTown bridge. | can only say that | was
desperate and grasping at any/all possibilities. It just
seemed to make sense ... | too have a talent for doing
Kung Fu and playing ragas and actually studied under the
great Filipino raga/kung fu master "Blind Mango" Rizal ...
SO you see ... to me, it seemed possible that we were
related.

But now, using your omni-impotent powers, you have
determined who my true father is and | cannot begin to
thank you enough!!! | never imagined that my father
could possibly be the infamous Steamer!!!! That's why |
settled for you, don't you see? But now that you have
confirmed my parentage ... | am without words to
describe my elation!!! The Steamer is legendary in the Far
East ... and stories are told of his adventures from the
Malaysian island of Penang to S'pore and Hong Kong.
And his exploits here in the Pl with his running mates
"The Magnificent 7" are now part of our folklore. He is
known in Samar and the Southern islands & throughout




Luzon, where he spent time as a guest of Ferd and Imelda
at their summer Palace in Baguio (actually, Ferd knew
nothing of it!!) and shared his vast knowledge of
fermentables with the brewmasters at the San Miguel
Brewery. Oh joy!!!l ... | was homeless and alone and now
find that | am part of a family of hundreds of brothers and
sisters throughout the Pacific ... Thank you so much
dearest Mooj for your help ...

Steamer's Boy
(formerly the raga artist known as "Hey Joe")

This next letter, ironically, —since this is a random
draw from the Mooj Mail Bag—concerns that “Hey
Joe” fellow (above):

Dearest Ven. Mooj,

Thanks to you, dear friend, many wonderful events have
taken place recently. Not only has young "Hey Joe"
finally found his Father but I have learned that he is also
in possession of the lost (and only) copy of my
Masterwork, The WiseDumb of Y and he has agreed to
return it to me. Of course none of this would have been
possible if it were not for you, kind sir, and your powers
of mind and your commitment to ease suffering wherever
you find it. In thanks, I commissioned "Hey Joe" to
construct a gift for you to show our appreciation for all
you have done. He has just completed it and | attach a
photograph of the finished work. Joe and his many
orphaned friends worked together to sort through their
collection of artifacts gleaned from the bottom of
Olongapo’s most famous river just under the bridge where
he was raised. They then tirelessly spent many hours
shaping and polishing the various items into these beads
you see before you. These include many priceless pearls,
bits of glass and pottery, gold fillings and other objects of
undetermined makeup that generations of sailors had cast
into the river for decades. These objects, 4200 in all, were
then carefully arranged and fixed in place following the
Fibonacci pattern ... in just the way that Nature uses to
construct her many beautiful forms which we observe in
the natural world. It is our hope that this melding of many
objects into One in a Spirit of Harmony and Love will
emanate Peaceful vibrations and Healing to all who view
it. We most certainly need it in these trying times.
Attached is a photograph of your gift. The actual thing
will arrive shortly. Once again ... thank you, dear Mooj ...
for Being ...

With Metta,
Y-roshi
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You know how sometimes people send in
“confession letters”? Here's one. Except it isn’t
anything as grievous as digging up graves or faking
Indian raids. It's actually pretty mild:

Mooj,

I have a confession to make. | hope you don’t think less
of me but here it goes: Back in 1978 | broke into a
grocery store and stole a loaf of bread. | wasn’t starving
or anything; | was just stoned and had the munchies. Oh,

Peetie “Astroglase” Weis (the Sultan of Sykesville)

This next letter comes from someone claiming to be
a rider on one of the Mooj Freedom buses during the
great 1999 escape:

Dear Mooj,

I can’t tell you how surprised | am to see that mooj.com is
still around. 1 haven’t been on your web site in almost two
years. Reading through some of your most recent
newsletters reminds me of the good times | had while
traveling with your freedom convoy back in 1999. |
joined the auxiliary entourage in South Carolina near the
South of the Border complex. Back in those days | was an
aimless drunk without any direction in life. | guess | was a
prime candidate for your type of mass movement. |




traveled with the freedom convoy for about three days
and got busted in Kissimmee, FLA at the Green Briar
Trailer Park. Man, those were some wild times on that
entourage bus, let me tell ya! | was on devotee bus #4 and
the people on that bus were totally wild! Every day while
we were driving along we had massive orgies. They
would last for hours! The only thing that could have made
it any better was if we had women on board. Oh well.
Anyway, glad to know that you’re still out there spreading
your good works and good karma.

Benjamin Yoder
Harleysville, PA

been on the Guinness diet for sixteen years now. | haven’t
lost any weight but, man, who cares!

Johnny O’Keats
The Gaelic Versifier’s brother

| find the next letter to be very offensive. I'll post it
anyway:

This next letter concerns a matter of ‘grave’
importance (you'll get what | mean when you read

it):

Great Omni-Impotent One,

Three days ago | was stirred from my peaceful slumber by
the sound of digging in the woods behind my house. | got
out of bed and went to the window to see what was going
on. Through the darkness | spied a stranger silhouetted
against the moonlight. I put on my slippers and bathrobe
and went outside to get a better look. I got close enough
to see that it was my neighbor Professor Rathbone. From
where | was standing | could clearly see the professor roll
something very heavy into the hole and then quickly fill it
in. The next morning | did some investigating and found
out that Prof. Rathbone was telling everyone that his wife
had gone away to see her mother. When I ran into the
professor at the post office | asked him how long his wife
was planning to stay away and he told me to “mind my
own business.” Odd, wouldn’t you agree? | think
Professor Rathbone killed his wife and then buried her in
the woods! What do you think?

Rupert T. Holmes
Otter Township, PA

Mooj, when | was 15 | was on my way out the door to
attend a high school dance when my dad said, "Be sure
you don’t dance with any Asian boys!" | didn’t think
anything about it until I got to the dance and the very first
boy to ask me to dance was Chinese. | had to tell the poor
boy no. Years later I met and fell in love with a Punjab
fellow like you. We are now married and have 4 children
and, let me tell ya, when it comes to loving—there ain’t
nothing like a genuine Asian lover!

MIT
Gunpowder, MD

This next letter is vapid. This person is asking a
guestion that has an obvious answer:

This next letter comes from a guy pretending to be
the Gaelic Versifier's brother. Or maybe he really is
the Gaelic Versifier's brother. Either way, it doesn’t
matter.

| have a dilemma that only you can help me with, great
and loving Swami. Next year I’'m supposed to go to
college but I don’t want to. I’d rather take a few years off
to see the world and discover myself. My mom and dad
say | have to go to college. When my grandma passed
away last year she left me millions of dollars and | feel
that I should be allowed to use that money any way | see
fit. Surely I would learn more traveling around partying
then going to some stupid college. Duh!

Paris Heinz Kerry
Yarmouth Glen, MA

I'm not sure why the next letter was sent to The
Enlightenment. It should have been sent to
President Bush or the CIA:

Och!

| got a great idea. You know how people drink Slim Fast
to lose weight? Instead of drinking Slim Fast | drink
Guinness Ale! It has all the nutrients and natural
ingredients as Slim Fast; yet it doesn’t taste like crap! I’ve
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I have a great idea how to make all those Taliban
terrorists talk! | read that none of them will cooperate.
Easy solution: tie them to a chair and force them to listen
to Mannheim Steamroller. After two or three days of that
those sandy-ass-diaper heads will be begging to talk. As
far as that Jee-hod Johnny Walker kid goes, | think we
should strap him down to a chair and make him listen to




both Mannheim Steamroller AND Kenny Loggins until
his head explodes! Even that’s too good for him!

-Unsigned

Love,
Big Dwight, Tina, Dwight Jr. and Tammy

You know how every Christmas someone sends you
one of those impersonal ‘form’ type letters? Here's
one that was in the mail bag. It's kind of long:

And last but not least, a letter from G. H. Lewis, that
professor from The University of the Americas in
New Gabon. | know he’s on the banned from
sending mail list but this dispatch was very
fascinating:

Christmas, 2001

Well it’s that time of year again! Time for Big Dwight
and Tina to brag about the family! This Year we’ve been
truly blessed! Big Dwight was supposed to return to work
at Seekonk Cesspool Cleaning Service except the "powers
that be" suggested he take another year off, just to make
sure his groin pull really is healed. Big Dwight was so
excited! Now he can continue following Jeff Gordon
around on the NASCAR circuit. Tickets are so expensive
but Big Dwight says since we paid off our second on the
trailer he should be able to do what he damn well pleases.

Now on to Dwight Jr. He is all of his daddy and then
some! He sure has his daddy’s need for speed! Why that
boy got his license last summer and we’ve barely seen
him since. And he is quite the chemist! Dwight Jr. loves
science and experimentations. Something is always
brewing and cooking in the tool shed! And he has so
many friends! They come by at all hours of the night to
buy what Dwight Jr. is cooking up. God Bless him!

Our little Tammy Faye started her freshman year and
made the cheerleading squad! She struts her stuff for the
Wildcats now. She’s sure enjoying the social side of high
school. That girl has dated half the football team and is
now looking forward to basketball season. It’s not been
all peaches for our little Tammykins. She is so nervous
lately. Got the jitters so bad she throws up every morning.
Big Dwight can’t figure out how someone who barfs so
much each morning can still get as fat as she is getting. It
must be my cooking!

Now about me! I’'m still temporarily employed at Wally
and Dons Interstate Trucking. Been there 10 years
dispatching now! Dwight says when he goes back to work
in a couple of years | can quit and finally go to beauty
school! For my 30th birthday Big Dwight and the kids
took me to the Seekonk Rib House! It was all you can eat
night! Our waiter made a joke that his boss will never let
our family eat there again. Boy, we sure ate some ribs! |
hope we can go again next year! Well, Merry Christmas
to you all and a Happy New Year! | have to cut it short
this year because the family that adopted us for Christmas
needs our list! | think we’re only up to four or five pages
so I’ve got a lot of work to do.
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Swami of Swamis!

Can | please get back on your allowed to send mail list?
I’m not even sure why | have been banned, glorious Guru.
I work hard. | pay my dues. | exhibit true Mooj-like
qualities and live as humbly and Earth-friendly as
humanly possible. Many would vouch for my good
character!

Excuse me for a second, Swami. Ms. Lassiter, my
housekeeper, just came into my office. Yes, what is it Ms.
Lassiter? Ms. Lassiter! You know | am busy right now.
I’m writing a letter to our Guru Mooj. Oh, Ms. Lassiter!
Put that thing away! You know we don’t do that sort of
thing during daylight hours! What if one of my students
or another faculty member comes by my office? Ms.
Lassiter! | am shocked! Why are you being so
mischievous right now? Oh, you little Devil! You know |
can’t say no to you when you give me that sassy frassy
look! Okay. Lock the door. Pull the shades.

Swami, | must go now. | have things | must attend to.
When Ms. Lassiter gets a bee in her bonnet there is no
stopping her. Okay, Ms. Lassiter! Let’s do this quickly.
Get my paddle out of the cupboard. We’ll volley for
serve.

That Ms. Lassiter sure loves to play ping pong!

Prof. G.H. Lewis
University of the Americas
New Gabon




New Miniens

Minion 1721, Tom T. Leghorn (age 44, Capricorn)

Something Special about Me: | work as a cashier at
the John Brown Wax Museum in Harpers Ferry, WV.

Essay: When | was a kid | used to love to watch the
Barbapapa’'s on TV. | wished | could be a
Barbapapa. | still do. My favorite one was the green
one.

Minion 1722, Latoya Pefia (age 22, Aries)

Something Special about Me: | am a Bar
Tender/Dancer/Singer. Right now | am naked. How
about you, naughty Guru?

Essay: Within the last month or so many new
astronomical declarations strongly impacted the
world of astrology! First, yet another black hole (XTE
J1950-511) was discovered. Then Astronomers
announced that the Sun is experiencing a second
peak in its solar maximus this week; and lastly a new
centaur was posted. Talk about a strong start to a
new year - just in case you hadn't noticed. Oh, did |
also mention that | am naked right now?

Minion 1723, “Dr. Detroit” Dave Gonzales (age
33, Leo)

Something Special about Me: | am a huge fan of the
Southern California surf/oldie band Honk. | have all
their records and posters.

Essay: A few weeks ago | was sitting at a bar and a
really good looking woman sat down next to me. |
am single and don't mind a little female
companionship now and again so | asked the lady if
| could buy her a drink. We had a few and then she
told me she wanted to go somewhere. | took her
back to my place and she excused herself and went
into my bathroom. | have a studio apartment so |
could hear everything. This woman basically pooped
her brains out. When she came out she was all
lovey dovey and wanted to kiss me. I'm like there’s
the door, hon. | just wasnt in the mood. My
apartment stunk for days afterwards.

Minion 1724, Rohm Emanuel Sharif (age 35,
Taurus)
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Something Special about Me: When | was a boy |
lived in the Ralph Bunche House in South Central
Los Angeles.

Essay: There are no warlike peoples—just warlike
leaders!

Minion 1725, Leonide Massapeepqua (age 67,
Pieces)

Something Special about Me: | was a student of
Frithjof Schuon and accompanied him on his many
travels when he lived among the Sioux Indians in
1963.

Essay: Elsewhere in this Universe there are other
beings that like us stare at their sun-like burning
gravity orb. They, like us, wonder how it burns;
wonder how long it has burned; and wonder how
long it will stay energetic. With that thirst for
knowledge they already know or will soon
understand the nature of atoms. When they achieve
this realization they will then understand that
Hydrogen fuses to Hydrogen under great pressure
caused by enormous gravity which produces Helium
and tremendous amounts of energy. They will
already know or soon realize that energy and mass
are equivalent. We may think “we” are so intelligent!
Whoop tee friggen do! We just figured this out
ourselves only 70 years ago thanks to Einstein. Now
our knowledge is unbounded and we have advanced
beyond the scope of the ancients by leaps and
bounds. However, our understanding of rocket
engines is still only chemical in nature; whereas
soon it will be atomic. Elsewhere, other beings have
figured out the unified theory of gravity and weak
and strong nuclear forces and have already built
spaceships that use those principles and, thus, have
traveled beyond what we deem possible. Those
same beings also understand love beyond what we
deem possible too. Being part of the collective
consciousness is really about understanding what
we knew, now know and will know. Nothing else
matters. Excuse me now. | have to go and stick a

up my [l
Minion 1726, Connie Tye. (age 46, Sagittarius)

Something Special About Me: My mother dated
Hubert Egger, the famous West German Alpine
skier!




Essay: | live in Washington D.C. and work on K
Street. A few nights ago | was sitting in the Ritz-C
when somebody “very important” came in and sat at
the bar next to me. He saw that | was alone and
asked if he could buy me a drink. | am a Republican
and this person is a Democrat. | joked with him that
he wouldn’t get my vote but he might get my phone
number. One thing led to another and | wound up
going home with this important man and we had a
meaningless hour of sloppy and sensuous [you
know what]. Afterwards, this man had an aide drop
me off at my house. Before | got out of the car the
aide threw an envelope at me. He said nothing and
drove off. | was offended! How dare that SOB think
that | was a ... well, you know. | was outraged and
went inside and opened the envelope, assuming it
was filled with $100 bills or something. But it wasn't.
It contained a Mooj Enlightened Thinking pamphlet. |
read the thing and realized | am very much Mooj
material. So Senator “Odd,” From Connecticut; |
thank you very much! I'll guess I'll see you again
tonight at the Ritz!

Minion 1727, Ben Dover (age 22, Aries)

Something Special About Me: | am a student at
Harford Community College. | plan to attend The
University of Maryland next fall if | can get my
grades up and kick this gamma-hydroxybutyric acid
habit. Oh, and if it matters, | have one undescended
nardo.

Essay: Deep inside we are all painters and poets. To
prove this | will paint a poem for you. | will send it in
when it is done. Actually, since | live in Bel Air I'll
just drop it off. Do you guys have a loading dock?

Minion 1728, Gregg Terrion. (age 27, Taurus)

Something Special About Me: | am a graduate
student at Oglethorpe University and have access to
the secret vaults of the Crypt of Civilization. | have
spent countless hours looking at the artifacts and
adding a few of my own.

Essay: | belong to a fraternity here at Oglethorpe
and was very upset to decipher the secret message
that minion # 1716 sent. No doubt he needs help
and a proctologist. | am hoping someone does
something to save that poor lad. No one should
have to undergo that sort of debauchery—not even
a Kappa Sig!

Minion 1729, David A. Casanova (age 41, Leo)

Something Special About Me: | am good friends with
Randy Wigginton! Yes, That Randy Wiggington!
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Essay: In a previous life | was an Aztec warrior. In
my dreams | sometimes see memories. Last
summer | decided to travel to Mexico to visit the
places | had lived before. | relied on instincts and
took random buses and trains; finally | found myself
in the village of Tenochtitlan Poco. | knew the place!
| had lived there five hundred years before. | found
the stone ruins of what remained of my house and
found artifacts and things that belonged to my
family. It would have been one of the greatest days
of my present life had not the Federales shown up
and taken me to a Mexican jail. | made a poor
decision that day and took a giant backpack full of
pot with me. Maybe in my next life | will be smarter.

Minion 1730, Reginald Weaver (age 81, Pieces)

Something Special about Me: During WW!II | served
in the Oxfordshire and Buckinghamshire Light
Infantry.

Essay: What? You want me to write an essay? What
kind of nonsense is that? | survived Dunkirk! | am
seeking a blessing not running for political office!

Minion 1731, Dr. Otto Salam (age 22, Gemini)

Something Special about Me: Believe it or not the
last hurricane to strike New Jersey was Hurricane
Vagabond back in 1903. That was almost 100 years
ago! My grandfather was an engineman on
President Roosevelt's yacht that day and the
Presidential yacht was nearly sunk while it
floundered off the coast of Long Island. My
grandfather wrote in his memoirs that Theodore
Roosevelt was so brave that day as he stood at the
helm smoking a pipe, spinning the wheel, and
barking orders to the crew.

Essay: | am a sociologist. For my doctoral thesis |
spent four months alone in a dark cave. | was doing
research on sensory depravation based on the work
of Dr. Kumiyo Nakakoji from The University of
Tokyo. After a few weeks in the cave | started to go
a little crazy and see strange creatures illuminate
themselves. They would come and talk to me. One
creature was half woman and half goat. She called
herself Baaf. We became very close and soon
developed a love for each other. | knew in the back
of my mind that Baaf was probably imaginary but
she was so real to me then. She would hold me and
pet my head softly with her hoof and it felt so good.
Finally Baaf told me that she wanted me to meet her
family. She led me to the rear of the cave. We must
have wandered for miles. Finally Baaf brought me
into a large open area and introduced me to her
mother and father. They were quite charming. Then
one of Baaf's brothers arrived and told the mother



and father that because | had seen their secret
underworld lair I needed to be killed and eaten. They
agreed; but refused to do it until after we had a nice
visit together. Baaf took me aside and told me she
was sorry about everything but it was true: no
human was ever allowed to enter the secret lair of
the man-goat. I'm not sure how but after our talk
other creatures in the cave showed up to rescue me
and | was saved. In closing | want everyone to
understand that | know most of what | wrote above
will be scoffed and laughed at. Hey, they laughed at
Kumiyo Nakakoji too! | accept that. That is the
chance we take when we choose to do scientific
research.

Minion 1732, Randy Brackett (age 35, Libra)

Something Special about Me: | work at KLUK (97.9
FM) in Needles, California. Someday | hope to make
it to a bigger media market (not that Needles isn’'t an
exciting place—ha ha—somebody shoot me!).

Essay: Thanks for the work you are doing! | believe
that sites such as yours will help to raise the
collective consciousness of humanity, especially
when you show Hooters girls lifting their tops and
showing us their tattoos!!!

Minion 1733, Hjem (age 25, Scorpio)

Something Special about Me: | belong to
Hausmania, a Norwegian cultural collective based
on collectivist ideology and Swedish liberalism.

Essay: Please enjoy the photographs accompanying
this email. 1 am artist in special art community. We
perform in a circus-like environment and make living
off donations. In photo can be seen me wearing
large blue ball for hat.

Minion 1734, Martin Crowe (age 33, Pisces)

Something Special about Me: | was born in Burnaby,
British Columbia. | now live in Washington D.C. and
work as a lawyer.

Essay: | work on Capitol Hill. I had dinner last week
with two senior Senators from New England and
they had a few too many drinks. | wound up having
to drive one of them home. | even had to carry him
up and help put him to bed. While | was in his
bedroom I noticed several photos of a Hindu Swami
hanging on his wall. In the photograph the Senator
was giving the Swami a foot bath. “I know that
Swami from someplace!” | said. The Senator’s aide
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told me that the photos were of a famous Swami
named Moojooopotia Ooomboobaraba or something
like that. | went home, did a web search and sure
enough, | found Mooj.com. | looked at Mooj's photo
over and over again. “Where do | know this man
from?” | thought. Finally it hit me! | met Mooj about
15 months ago. It was at a strip club on Georgia
Avenue. Swami Mooj came in all pimped out. The
girl giving me a lap dance said he was a famous
Swami and that the skinny guy with him was his
Amish side-kick. | thought the girl was fooling. |
asked the Swami to join me and we sat together in a
booth. We drank massive quantities of Brass
Monkey and other adult beverages. Man, we had a
good time! I'd like to meet up with The Mooj again
someday. PS, | was sad to learn that Lance
drowned. He was a really nice guy.

Minion 1735, Holly Mermaid (age 19, Leo)

Something Special about Me: | am a performance
artist living in San Francisco. | currently live with my
boyfriend, who is Minion # 1657.

Essay: | met my boyfriend at the Exotic Erotic Ball
last summer. He is much older than | am. | don't
even know how old he is. He has long gray hair and
a very long gray beard. He and | love to march in all
the parades and protests they have in San
Francisco. Most of the time we don't even know
what we’re celebrating or protesting against. My
boyfriend is so funny. He always protests in the
nude holding a sign that says: “I Have Nothing to
Hide.” If he has enough notice he can even get his
scrotum to swell up really big.

Minion 1736, Sigmund Doyle (age 20, Taurus)

Something Special about Me: A few weeks ago |
saw Danica Lugo (Minion # 1694) mention a tattoo
artist named Ben in NYC. | bet she was talking
about Ben Turd, an inker at Rosebud Tattoo (on
36th Street). The guy is really good. He did some of
my work. He likes to do portraits of obscure Civil
War generals. Last year he incorporated William
Boyd Allison into my back piece. It's okay but | hate
having to tell people, “...oh, that's Wiliam Boyd
Allison, you know, the lowa Senator from 1873 to
1908 ... and no, | don't know why he is sitting on a
horse wearing yellow pajamas.”

Essay: | was in a band called Huffer. We did mainly
Pantera and Megadeth covers. They kicked me out
when it was discovered that | wasn't showing up for
gigs anymore. Those guys were so wasted that they
did three shows without me and didn’t even notice!



Randem Theughts

It feels good to be back (this is Trent speaking, not The Mooj). | must admit that
this last year was very sad for me because | did not have Swami Mooj in my life.
Reading back through the archived newsletters of last year | see that my Guru,
your Guru, OUR Guru, really suffered. Had | been there, at his side, giving him
my boy genius insights, | might have saved him anguish. But | am here now!
When he returns | shall stand proudly at his side! | shall never forsake Him
again!

Some of you are probably wondering about my family fortune. It was lost when
my father spent every dime he had trying to recover the treasure on Sao Miguel.
| am sad to say that my father is still broke. He is currently working as a Rainbow
Vacuum Cleaner salesman. To add insult to injury my mother left him and she
now lives in Asbury Park, New Jersey. She got remarried. My “step dad” is pretty
nice and offered to pay my tuition if | wanted to return to Duke University but |
declined. | didn't want to go back to college. | realized that one doesn't learn
from books or professors. Real knowledge comes from living and doing. True, in
private, when no one is around, | still solve non homogenous partial differential equations for kicks—but that is
just to keep my wits sharp; | know that being a genius is not my dharma; helping others is. So that is what | shall
do. My only hope is that when Swami Mooj returns he will be happy to see me and accept me back into his life.
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