
‘O this is wonderful’ in the words of that poet who critiques Brian Badonde’s attempt at following in the heavy prints of US Sondondrites. Willidoit? I believe so. But then again, is that even important? Or, further than that, is what HE does even important? Let’s ask Montel. Montel Williams everybody. *Round of Applause ALL-ROUND.* Hi, Everybody, I’m Montel. Welcome to my Show.

Today on the show we’ll be interviewing an actual average layperson ladies and gentlemen. *ANOTHER ONE*. Yes, my beautiful audience. An actual shiester, an actual, real live specimen of a scip-scap-scollywop scumbag! *WOOO*. I know, right?! Lets bring Jane Doe out ladies and gentlemen. *Jane Doe* enters and sits in the middle seat of three. “Hi, Montel.” Hi. Jane , if you don’t mind we’ll get straight into it and on with the show. Mind? “No, not that at all! In fact I’ve
some roast alligator in the oven, so you know, chop-chop and all that jazz.” R-right. I’m not used to that, but that’s okay. So, Jane you’ve said prior to coming on to the show today that you recognise no other Deity than Iehovah Godde, is that correct? Umm, that you worship the pants off H.I.M. and think that you’ll enter in at the straiht gate via H.I.M. Eldest Sonne and stand stock still in the Palace of Seven Lights? Umm, let me see here….You also said that you’d do anything HE tells you to and that that will alway, no matter what, alway be the case. Now, would I be right in saying that? “Yes, Montel, that’s right! Amen and Amen! Alleluiyah, Praise the Goode Lorde!” *WOOO! Another, more sustained round of applause. People even take to stamping their feet this time and taking to shouting Jahry, Jahry!* “Quiet down please, audience, quiet down. That’s not the whole story. Quiet down now. Thank you. Okay, Jane, we have some images to show the audience. Do you mind explaining them? “Not at all Montel, only, you know, make it ‘snappy’ ‘cos you know, as I said earli….” Yes, yes, Roasted alligator. I’m quite aware. Team! Please, first image! Okay! Jane, this seems to me to be an image of you riding cowgirl on the back of a pig in a pigsty, muddied, in a cowgirl costume with one arm in the air holding a cow-girl’s hat, whooping and hollering in delight. But I could be wrong. Do you mind explaining it? “No! Uh-uh! That’s not me, Montel! That’s not me! “But Jane, Dear one, we have your ex-boyfriend, yay! One of many we’ll be bringing out on to the stage today who could cooberate this evidence pertaining to this not only deifinitely, beyond a shadow of any doubt whatsoever, that not only is this You, indeed, my L.ove, but that this photo, unedited and tucked under, was taken just last week! So, I will ask you again, would you like to explain it? Because if not, I might as well take these cue cards and throw them at the wall….”No, Montel, that’s not Me!” Oh. Okay then, you want beef? “No, Alligator.” Whatever. I can see this is dissolving into madness. For sake of clarity, lets bring Devante onto the stage. Devante! Please, if you will! *ROUND OF APPLAUSE, as Devante enters stage right and sits in the right chair. Catch the whiff? Devante, welcome to the show. “How goode it is to be here, Montel!” Yes, quite. Thank you for that. Now, Devante, first things first, in no uncertain terms, is this your long time associate who goes by the name of Jane Doe? “Why yes, Montel….yes it is. In the One Hundred.” Okay, thank you. What do you believe or even better than that know is transpiring here? “Montel, if I told you that than I’m afraid I’d bring shame, dishonour and an odious maismic cloud down upon us all.” Ahahah, not on my show, Devante! This is the Montel Williams show, my man! It is bless’d. Always has been and always will be, going forward. Don’t be afraid, Child. “Well, if you’re sure….I’ll bear all then. Uh-hmm. Let me just clear my throat. From what I understand, this image was taken just last Thursday. ‘Black Thursday’, I dubbed it. “Okay, now we’re getting somewhere. Why ‘Black Thursday’? Please, explain. Go on, don’t be shy. And spare us no gory detail. We have ALL the time in the world. “Wait, Montel! I don’t like the fact you be akskin’ people my business! Why you be all up in my business, Devante?” “Huhhhh…..Jane. Because, Jane, we as a people are sick of all you scip-scop-scollywhop lying. You act as if butter wouldn’t melt, yet you begged Will and myself to take you to White Post Farm so that you could play in the pig pen.” “No, I didn’t” “But Jane! WE HAVE THE IMAGES TO PROVE IT, HONEY!” “That’s not me!” “Montel, what happened was that Jane came to me early Tuesday morn, tears in her eyes, remonstrating that she had nothing to do. Take me to the pigs, take me to the pigs, you kept repeating.” “No, I didn’t.” “What did you do then, Jane?” Yes, Jane, we would ALL like to know, what did you do that Tuesday Morning? “Right. Tuesday morning my cheque came through. I was so happy. Montel, you have to undertsand, I Love animals. I love Farms. I politely asked Devante and Will to take me to White Post Farm to feed the ducks, ‘las all.” “Devante, would you like to cooberate? “No, Montel, I think that I’ll let Jane continue. Go ‘head, sugar. You’ve the floor.” “Will said ‘yeah, sure’, Devante was down wid it and so we went off in our Jeep. We got there ‘bout, I dunno, two, three, sumthin’ like that.” What had you to eat before you left out? “Roasted Alligator.” Okay, thanks. So, what happened next? We’d Love to know, wouldn’t we audience? *WOOO, Jahry, Jahry!*” Me, Will and Devante headed straight toward the ducks as was planned, with bread in our hands.” Sound good so far, Devante? “Lies, lies and more lies, but go on, darling. Go on.” “I’ll never forgive you for lis, Devan.” “Do I care? WE THROUGH AFTER THIS, JANE.” “Fuck that, nigga. We were never like that to begin with.” “Montel. I fear for the integrity of your time-worn, proven, and honourable talk show. Allow me to step in at lis point and speak.” Speak on, Brother. Speak on. “Jane has…problems. Not the type that can be fixed, spiritually speaking. I took up with her ‘bout three years ago, and with the help of my boi Will, we set to making things right between her and the Goode Lorde. AS IS WRITTEN. So, we aquiesced to her request for us ALL to go to White Post Farm so that she could ‘play with the pigs’. Now, Montel, you have to understand, Will and I, we’re God-fearing men. Both of us, if I can speak for Will also, were, I don’t know….we thought it a little ‘shaky’ that she wanted to play with the dirtiest animal on the Farm. But, after a short discussion, which Jane wasn’t privy to, we decided, ‘okay, maybe some good can come of this’. So we, ALL OF US, jumped in our Escalade and got to the Farm about eleven thirty.” That’s interesting. Jane, you said that you arrived about, let me see here, ‘two or three, sumthin’ like that.’ Let the reader understand. Now Jane, earlier you said you Loved the Goode Lorde. Is this true? Because on the merit of your current behaviour and demeanour, I’m inclined to believe otherwise. “No, Montel, it was definitely ‘bout two, maybe three. Sumthin’ like that.” Okay, I think it’s obvious to the audience, myself and indeed the viewers of the show that lies are afoot. And I am adamant about uncovering the guilty party today. Goode Lorde. Please, Guidance, Insha’allah. Umm. Jane, continue, please. “Okay, Montel. I started feeding the ducks with the bread.” What colour was the bread? “White”. True, Devante? “True, Montel.” Who chose the colour of the bread, Devante? “Me.” True, Jane? “True”. Okay then what, Jane? I started to feed the ducks until I felt they’d had enough, bearing in mind all the while that the park was closing in less than an hour. After I’d given them their ‘fill’ as it were, Montel, we began to walk back to the Jeep”. Okay, you still testifying that it was a Jeep you rode in? “Yes, Montel, I AM.” Devante. “Bitch, stop lying.” *Gasps and startled hushings escape amongst the audience members*.  “See, Devante. This be you all over. You the liar, punk!” “Bitch, fuck you.” *Slap* “You fucki…I’ll kill you.” Ladies and Gentleman, I think, as a final message, Yay! What can be learned from today’s show is that the world is replete with sheisters, skanks and scip-scop-scally-wag scumbags. So, what can be done? Well, I’ve hosted this show for something like three millenia and still counting! God Bless me. What allows me to continue being successful, bless’d and living in the Goode Lorde’s Grace is, sine que non, obedience unto that small voice that dwells within. As madness rears it’s ugly head behind me, I’m once again reminded, should you ever feel the urge to utter a single word of disrespect toward your neighbour, don’t do it. The Lord hates it so. Be good to each another. Goodnight.

