                    (friendly)

                  Hahahahaaa... Nononono... Not yet...

                  Hahahaha...

                                JACK

                         (his head throbbing)

                  If you're going to murder me, that's

                  fine... just don't laugh.

        He tries to focus his eyes and looks around the room:

        there is an extremely organized "living area" -- a make-

        shift kitchen with hot plate, a nail in a wall with

        clothes on hangers... There is also a dumpster sitting

        beneath a garbage chute -- The dumpster has planets and

        stars painted on its side.

        Jack looks to the far wall and sees a handmade collage

        mural:  pictures cut out and pasted in a haphazard

        manner, all medieval in origin; grassy landscape with

        castles, knights and maidens on horses, crests and

        symbols of the Crusades, and various renditions of the

        Holy Grail... One maiden stands out from the rest -- a

        frail looking doe-like creature.

        On the adjacent wall, however, there are no pictures.

        Only frantic scribblings in red marker... Out of the

        scribblings we can see:  an evil looking face with a bear

        amateurishly drawn... a large red horse drawn as if it

        hurt to get out the image... the style is violent and

        erratic.

        Jack looks to the other wall and finds Parry's arsenal

        -- homemade "weapons" that also look medieval, like

        lances made from mop sticks, nets made of knotted rope,

        slingshots and a shield made from a garbage can cover

        with a rose painted on it.  Against each wall are piled,

        what seems to be hundreds of books.  Jack doesn't know

        what to make of all this.  He is frightened.

                                JACK

                  Where am I?

                                PARRY

                  My abode... My domicile... My neck of

                  the woods... Hungry?  Breakfast?  A

                  fruit pie perhaps?

                                JACK

                  No... thanks... Listen --

                                PARRY

                  My name is Parry.

                                JACK

                         (realizes he's barefoot)

                  Hi... Where are my shoes?

                                PARRY

                  They're --

                         (suddenly stands)

                  -- What?

                                JACK

                         (jumps)

                  Where -- ?

                                PARRY

                         (to the air)

                  What!?

                                JACK

                  What?!

                                PARRY

                  Sshhhh!

        Parry looks like he's listening to someone.  Then he

        smiles broadly at Jack, which makes Jack worry even more.

                                PARRY

                         (continuing; to the

                          air)

                  I knew it!  I knew it last night!

                         (beat; argues)

                  I did too!  He's the one!

        He kneels beside Jack, which makes Jack lean up against

        the boiler.

                                PARRY

                         (continuing)

                  ... Can you keep a secret?

        Jack shakes his head.

                                PARRY

                         (continuing)

                  Do you know what the Little People

                  just told me?

                                JACK

                  The Little People?

                                PARRY

                  They said you're The One.

                                JACK

                  I'm the one what?

                                PARRY

                         (stands abruptly)

                  Oh shut up!!!

        He picks up a can of wintergreen air freshener and starts

        spraying, with violent strokes, to shut "them" up... Jack

        gets more nauseous from the smell... Parry yells to the

        air:

                                PARRY

                         (continuing)

                  ... I've got a right to say

                  something.  I mean, you're tying my

                  hands here!

                         (to Jack)

                  They say you're not ready to know.

                                JACK

                  I'm not...

                         (to himself)

                  Now, where are those shoes...

        Jack makes a move to stand when Parry stops spraying and

        yells:

                                PARRY

                  Hheeyy!!

        Jack sits back down.  Parry whispers to the air:

                                PARRY

                         (continuing)

                  ... You're frightening him!

        Parry kneels before him.  Jack presses against the

        boiler.

                                PARRY

                         (continuing)

                  ... Do you know who I am?

                                JACK

                  Uhh... I'm drawing a blank.

                                PARRY

                  Take a guess...

                         (shouts to the air)

                  Let him guess!!  Tch.

        He goes for the air freshener but Jack's reply stops him.

                                JACK

                  Uh... gee... well... you seem to be

                  some kind of vigilante...

                                PARRY

                  No, no... I mean that sort of happens

                  along the way but no...

                         (proudly)

                  I'm on a very special quest.

                                JACK

                  A quest?

                                PARRY

                  But I need help and they sent you.

                                JACK

                         (clarifying)

                  The Little...

                                PARRY

                  They work for Him.

                                JACK

                  Him...?

                                PARRY

                         (leans in to whisper)

                  God... I'm the janitor of God.

        Jack's face drops.  Parry gets comfortable and explains

        casually:

                                PARRY

                         (continuing)

                  ... They came to me about a year ago.

                  I was sitting on the john having one

                  of the most satisfying bowel

                  movements -- you know the ones --

                  where you just see God... And I saw

                  them... just floating around...

                  hundreds of these... cute little fat

                  people... And they spoke.  They said

                  "I" was chosen to help them get back

                  something very important they lost.

                  But my part might be very dangerous.

                  I said "Whoah".... slow down... ya

                  start hearing voices from floating

                  little fat people that tell you

                  you're on a mission for God and you

                  wind up in a mini-series.  Then they

                  said "Look in Architecture Today, Feb

                  '88... page 33..."

        Parry quickly crosses to a pile of magazines, grabs one

        and dives back to Jack, who keeps scanning for his shoes.

        Parry leafs through the magazine and opens to page 33.

                                PARRY

                         (continuing)

                  And there it was... plain as day.

        He shows Jack a feature about Langdon Carmichael, a

        Malcolm Forbes type real estate baron.  The five page

        pictorial depicts his ten million dollar restoration of

        an old N.Y. Armory into a palatial city home.  Caption

        reads:  "REAL ESTATE BILLIONAIRE LANGDON CARMICHAEL'S

        TOWER OF POWER"...

                                JACK

                  Langdon Carmichael?

        Carmichael himself -- a dashing bachelor around fifty-

        five -- is shown standing in his private library beside a

        glass commode.  Parry points to inside the commode, where

        a golden chalice is displayed.

                                PARRY

                  It's the Grail... The Holy Grail.

        He indicates the pictures on the collage.  Jack's losing

        it.

                                JACK

                  The Holy Grail?  Some billionaire has

                  the Holy Grail sitting in a commode

                  on Madison Avenue?

                                PARRY

                  I know!  You can't imagine how

                  surprised I was.  Who would think you

                  could find anything divine on the

                  Upper East Side.

                                JACK

                         (annoyed now)

                  Listen... I don't mean to be flippant

                  or to enrage you or anything but...

                  you're an imbecile.  And I'm not The

                  One... I'm not any One...

        Parry tries to speak but:

                                JACK

                         (continuing)

                  I think you're a very nice... very

                  nice psychotic man.  I really

                  appreciate what you did for me.  It

                  was a very brave and noble thing...

                                PARRY

                  Oh, please... you're embarrassing me.

                                JACK

                         (rising)

                  I wish you all the luck in the world.

                  When you get the Grail, I'm sure I'll

                  be seeing lots of you on various talk

                  shows...

                                PARRY

                         (upset)

                  But I can't get it... He's...

        He runs to the wall with the scribblings in red and

        indicates the evil face with the beard... He picks up a

        red marker and begins scribbling furiously -- adding to

        the face and the horse...

                                PARRY

                         (continuing)

                  He's out there... I don't know if...

                  He's always out there, see... and...

        He drops the marker and smiles to Jack...

                                PARRY

                         (continuing)

                  See, you don't know him... That's why

                  you're the one... You can get it...

                                JACK

                  Listen, forget the shoes.  I'll just

                  take a cab... Uh...

                                PARRY

                  Parry.

                                JACK

                  Parry... I'm Jack.

                                PARRY

                  I know...

        Parry rushes to a corner and gets Jack's shows and

        Pinnochio doll, then rushes to Jack and hands them over.

                                JACK

                  Thanks... You can keep the doll.

                                PARRY

                  Thanks a mill --

                         (like a corporate exec)

                  And I'll give you a buzz as soon as I

                  hear from the people upstairs and

                  we'll get this thing off the

                  ground... Thanks for stopping by,

                  Jack.  Give my love to the wife and

                  kids.

        Parry grabs Jack's hand and shakes it.

                                JACK

                  I'm not married.

                                PARRY

                  Funny -- you look married.

        Horrified, Jack makes a hasty exit.

