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THE FIRESIGN THEATRE'S "ODYSSEY"

FADE IN:
EXT. OPEN OCEAN - DAY

A ten-foot high plastic chicken floats in the midst of the
Atlantic. Printed on its side, in English and Turkish, is
"Eat Me". Two men, BILL ODYSSEUS and CRAZY GEORGE, are riding
on top. It is hard to hold on to the slippery chicken.

BILL
How was I to know that artificially
inseminated chicken was "unclean"
meat to those Turkish turkeys?!
Where d4id it ever say that? I read
every book! Twice! What happened?
Where did we go wrong?

CRAZY GEORGE
Maybe they didn't like our demonstration,
Bill. I was pretty enthusiastic when
I inseminated the chicken. Maybe it
made them horny. I got a little
carried away, I admit.

BILL
Maybe. But they loved the rodeo and
you saw how the kids took after
lassoing those hens. We could have
sold a poultry ranch to every one of
them! Damn our luck! We could have
made a fortune and been on our way
home to California by now.

THUNDER rolls in the distance.

CRAZY GEORGE
Is this the end of Crazy George? The
Man With The Magical Mouth?

Crazy George embraces the chicken's neck.

CRAZY GEORGE
(continuing)
I've always been afraid to die because
I didn't know how it would come; but
now that I know it's going to be on a
chicken at sea, somehow I can dig it.

Crazy George kisses the chicken full on the lips.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED:

CRAZY GEORGE
(continuing)
Look at those eyes! The last eyes to
see poor Crazy George.

BILL
Shut up and sit down! You're rocking
the chicken! You have no faith! I'm
not meant to die in the ocean; I have
a wife and a home to go back to. I
can die there!

CRAZY GEORGE
Tell it to Neptune.

BILL
The gods are dead, George. We're all
alone. I wonder how far out we are.
A ship's gotta pass pretty soon.

THUNDER rolls in the distance.

BILL
(continuing)
There's a storm coming. I'm afraid
us poor monkeys are going to have to
get ourselves out of this one alone.

CRAZY GEORGE
We could use a little help, Captain.
This chicken isn't exactly the Queen
Mary. Maybe the 0ld god of the sea
isn't dead!

BILL
It's all in your attitude, George.
Don't whine and don't cry for help!
I trust my feelings and my feelings
tell me I'm going to be just fine.
So you ought to be saved too. After
all, you're with me.

CRAZY GEORGE
You give me a pain. I had myself all
psyched up and ready to die a chicken's
death at sea. I wish it were simpler;
I wish the 0ld gods were alive and all
I'd have to do is sacrifice something
to them, and they'd get me out of this
pickle. I'd sacrifice this chicken!
We'd lose a boat but gain the favor of
the gods, see?

(CONTINUED)
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BILL
There are no gods, don't you get it?
If there ever were any they're gone
now. Dead and gone!

BIG THUNDER in the distance.

CRAZY GEORGE
Maybe they're only sleeping.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. MT. OLYMPUS - DAWN

ESTABLISHING SHOT of the home of the gods -- far above the
Farth. Billowing clouds surround the base. It is a classical
Grecian temple by a beautiful pool.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. MT. OLYMPUS POOLSIDE - DAWN

There are a dozen MALE and FEMALE GODS sleeping or waking up,
around a pool. A big swan cruises around in the pool, honking
balefully. The gods are dressed in classical Greek style,
with elaborately curled hair, the men with curled beards.
When they snore, it is with a curiously amplified sound; when
they speak, their voices are strangely musical.

There's obviously been a big party. There is clutter everywhere,
spilled wine goblets and ancient "party hats".

ANOTHER ANGLE

A large, white BULL sleeps and snores loudly. He has gilt
horns with a laurel wreath draped over one of them. HERA, a
large, pleasant woman, stands over him. She is the only thing
stirring. She pokes the bull in the ribs.

HERA
Dear... Zeus, dear. You've got to
get up.
The bull snores loudly.
HERA

(continuing)
Zeus! Really, dear. That thunderous
noise... It's embarrassing.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED:
The bull continues to snore.

HERA
(continuing; kicking
the bull in the
backside)
You change yourself into something I
can talk to right now! Zeus!

BULL
(suddenly waking)
Anything you say, Hera, my love.

As the bull struggles to his feet, he changes suddenly into
the god, ZEUS, a large, florid man. He holds his head and
groans.

HERA
That's much better.

ZEUS
(still holding his
head)
Better for you maybe, but my head!
(he groans)
Bulls never have headaches. They're
over-hung, not hung over. Ha, ha!

He groans again.

HERA
I don't want to hear about it!

APOLLO, a haughty, handsome man, approaches Hera, who's bustling
about cleaning up.

APOLLO
Hera, do you keep any coffee around
here?

HERA
Coffee?

APOLLO

Yes, it's the only thing for the
morning after.

HERA
Never heard of it, Apollo, dear.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED:

APOLLO
It's a little bean that grows on
trees down in Africa. Aphrodite
picked some up on one of her little
expeditions.

HERA
Sounds awful! Have some ambrosia.
There's a fresh pot perking in the
kitchen.

APOLLO
Perked, fried, or broiled -- it Jjust
gives us eternal life. Ambrosia
doesn't do a damn thing for a hangover!

Apollo heads for the kitchen.

ANOTHER ANGLE

ATHENA, beautiful and athletic, is doing yoga by the pool.
HERMES, a boyish god with wings on his feet, awakens. His
hands go to his head.

HERMES
Where's my hat? Has anybody seen it?
It just didn't fly away!

ATHENA
(tossing Hermes his
winged Mercury hat
with an arrow through it)
Yes it did, but I shot it down.

HERMES
Very funny.

The swan is still honking balefully and swimming erratically.
The NOISE is really hard on those with hangovers.

ATHENA
Be quiet! Hermes, can't you do
something?

HERMES

(looking at the swan)
Who is that? Is that one of us?

ATHENA
Oh, it must be that windbag, Poseidon.
Who else would be so obnoxious so
early in the morning? I'll shut him

up.
(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED:

The SWAN is HONKING orgasmically. Athena puts another arrow
into her bow.

HERMES
Zeus, help your brother out, would
you? Every time you guys go below
to sleep with mortals you're
impossible to live with. What is
this fascination with animals? I
prefer to keep my shape.

ZEUS
Out of the pool, you fat goose!
The party's over! Another one's
starting!

The SWAN HONKS.

ATHENA
Poseidon, you horny old stud, if
you don't come around right now,
I'm going to use you for target
practice!

ANOTHER ANGLE

The swan seems to hear. It struggles until suddenly it changes
into a chicken, flapping frantically in the water. All of the
gods laugh at this predicament.

The chicken, wet and drowning, changes into the god, POSEIDON,
at the very last moment. Poseidon struggles for the edge of the
pool and lifts himself out, half-drowned, puffing and blowing.

POSEIDON
Shut up all of you! I don't usually
have any trouble with metamorphosis!
Maybe it was someone I was with last
night. Let me think... She was
blonde... mortal. Yes, mortal for
sure. I remember that...
(he smiles)
she loved swans... and necking...

ZEUS
(confidentially)
Reminds me of that little mortal
sweetie I trotted out the bull for --
(he chortles)

(CONTINUED)
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HERA

(interrupting)
Zeus, dear. Would you stop talking
dirty and do something about the
pool? It's full of feathers. Oh,
by the way, I've decided to remodel.
Put some new garden furniture out
here. This stuff must be two
thousand years old!

Hera goes off.
ZEUS

That woman. She'd be the death of
me if I wasn't immortal!

POSEIDON
You had to marry a relative.

ZEUS
She's worse than a relative, she
sprang out of my head... or is it
my foot?

POSEIDON

She could have come from my head,
the way I feel!

EXT. THE BALCONY - SUNRISE

The sun rises. Various gods stand on the balcony-terrace and
wave to it.

ATHENA
Keep it up! Hi, Helios!

HELIOS (V.0.)
(Texas drawl)
Don't ch'all forgit. Sunday at
the ranch, now, ya hear?

HERMES
What a bright guy, that Helios!
Talk about a soft life -- he just
rolls around heaven all day... or
is it all century?

POSEIDON
All year, isn't that how they say
it? That reminds me. I wonder
how things are down on old you-
know-where?

(CONTINUED)
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ZEUS
Let's Jjust take a god-like gander.
POSEIDON
Please, brother! No more bird jokes

today!

EXT. THE BALCONY OVERLOOKING EARTH - DAY

Zeus, Hermes, and Poseidon look down over the railing at the
FEarth below.

ZEUS
Ye gods, we must have been asleep
for two thousand years! Look at
those big bright spots. All the
little towns seem to have run
together. It's so smoky! I need
my telescope.

POSEIDON
Where are all my whales? Look! There
used to be a lot more whales than
that, didn't there?

ZEUS

(peering through the

scope)
There's nothing but mortals! They're
everywhere! TLook at that! They
didn't used to be over there. Or there.
Or there. I hate mortals! Except
the young female ones.

POSEIDON
They come -- they go. They're here
today, and --
(looking down)
Still here today!

ZEUS
Dumb little guys. Short, short lives.
Do they live longer than crickets and
shorter than elephants or it is the
other way around? I forget...

Hermes pushes forward.
HERMES
Wow! Look at all the roads! Hey!
(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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HERMES (cont'd)
That's great! Aren't I the god of
roads? Or is it the ditches?
Poseidon leaves to get a fresh drink.
POSEIDON
For a god, you have a memory of a
mortal, Hermes. Ha, ha.
Athena joins them, drink in hand.
ATHENA
God, these mortals breed like
elephants, don't they? Is it
elephants?

HERMES
Rabbits. They breed like rabbits,

I think.
s

HERMES
ATHENA

HERMES

APOLILO

(CONTINUED)



