Working Like An Ass - The Donkey After the CarrotPRIVATE 

(Farmer enters with a donkey costumed actor(s) pulling a facade of a cart.)

Farmer: Okay, Ormal, you ol' donkey, mule, jackass or what ever yore callin' yo'self these days! It's time to get a workin'!

Ormal: (unenthused) Oh, boy!

Farmer: Ahhh, stop yer complainin'; you've got it good! Y'hear?

Ormal: How do you figger that!? Outta yore whole pack of donkeys, I always get to carry the heaviest load! 

Farmer: Shut up! Stop yore brayin'! (He strikes Ormal with the whip.) Shut up!

Ormal: Oooohh! Couldya strike a little higher? That's where it itches!

Farmer: My pleasure! (strikes again)

Ormal: (relieved) Ahhh! Thanks!

Farmer: Okay, you've had yore fun, now let's get to some serious work! 
(He loads bundles onto donkey or onto a cart.) There's 50 pounds  another fifty  one more 
(As he loads the bundles, Ormal's enthusiasm dwindles even more.) And I got one 
more comin' (F holds this bag and is just about to load it when Ormal objects.)

Ormal: Gosh, Farmer Jack, ease up, will ya!? I might as well carry my own gravestone - it wouldn't weigh half as much!

Farmer: C'mon Ormal! Don't be depressed!

Ormal: Golly, Farmer Jack, you don't have a heart!

Farmer: Well, Ormal, I may not have a heart but lookee 'ere at what I do have! 

(Ormal's face lights up as Farmer Jack dangles a large, juicy carrot before Ormal's eyes.) 
Soooo, whatdya say now, Ormal?

Ormal: (a little reserved) You're makin' it difficult  Ohhhhhhh welllllllll (gives in) oh, all right – 
put another one on! 

(Farmer Jack places another bundle on the load.)

Ormal: (does a little jig) Now can I have it? Huh? Now can I have the carrot!? Huh? Huh? 

Farmer: Y'can have it after you carry the load!

Ormal: (upset) Now, that was a mean trick! Yore nuthin' but a cheater!

Farmer: Whoa! Calm down!

Ormal: I agreed to take the bag if I get the carrot.

Farmer: Jes' calm down a minute!
Ormal: Now I don't git the carrot an' I gotta pull the whole load anyhoo! Why, yore nuthin' but a big cheater!
Farmer: Ormal, how would you like to be among the list of the five billion carcasses to be served as 
one of McDonald's famous hamburgers?

Ormal: (scared but smiling) Oh, now you wouldn't do that! 

(He looks at Farmer Jack but Farmer Jack has a very determined look on his face.) 
Welllll, I'll be moseyin' right along now 

Farmer: I figgered you'd see things my way. Here, I'll jes' tie this carrot onta this here stick and
attach the stick to yore harness so as y'all can keep an eye on it 

(Ormal tries to bite the carrot but misses it and nips Farmer Jack's finger.)

Farmer: Ow! You crazy ass, you! You've gone too far! Now, you're really going to get it!

Ormal: Oooooh! (angry and threatening) Y'all better watch out 'cuz I can git pretty rough 
y'know! I got a real mean kick. I bin practicin'; watch this!
(Ormal demonstrates a panzy-like kick)

Farmer: Har! What is it ya bin practicin'? Ballet? Now git movin'!

(Ormal finally begins to pull or carry the load.) Now, jist concentrate on yer carrot! It's just there within inches of yer teeth. Jest 'magine sinkin' yore teeth inta that there carrot, Ormal! Juicy an' succulent! Jest think, Ormal, that's what they got in heaven! There they grows everywhere on big trees - carrots, carrots an' mo' carrots! An' they is the finest tastin' carrots anywhere that anybody in the whole country ever did see! An' you don't hafta work at all anymore; you jest sit in the shade and the carrots jest roll right up to you!

(Ormal has been increasing his speed during the narration of the heaven story. Suddenly, police sirens are heard.)

Farmer: Whoa! Ormal, stop, stop, it's the po-lice! 

(They stop. Police Officer enters with ticket book.)

Officer: All right, I was checking your rate of speed by radar and it says that you were traveling 

fifteen miles over the speed limit!

Farmer: Officer, it's not me - it's him! I can't control him!

Officer: (Starts writing) I'm going to have to give somebody a ticket. (to Ormal) May I see your driver's license?

Ormal: Officer, I don't have a license with me.

Officer: Then I'll have to give you a ticket for "failure to produce a license." Do you have any identification on you?

Ormal: Well, I …I don't have any … oh! Wait a minute … I do have my name, Ormal, engraved on my horseshoe! 

Officer: (bends down to see identification but suspects that Ormal might kick him in the face.)

Aha! I know your trick. Just when I got close enough then - POW! - you were going to let me have it, 
weren't you!? "Attempting to assault an Officer, " huh? I'll just give you another ticket for "attempting 
to assault an officer."

Ormal: But Officer, this is horrible; I don't have anything to pay the fines with!

Officer: You don't have anything!? (looks at Farmer Jack)

Farmer: Well, don't look at me!

Officer: Well, if are you sure you don't have anything, I'll have to take you in to the police station 

Ormal: No, nothing  wait a minute, I do have one thing - a carrot! (groans with distress)

Officer: A carrot? (looks at carrot) Oh, well! 

(Officer takes carrot and walks off.)

Farmer: (to Ormal) You idiot! Now, both of us have nuthin'! I wuz gonna use that carrot for the trip tomorrow, too!

(They trudge off sadly, resigned to their fate. Lecture about the living entity being attached to the objects of his senses, working hard without real benefits, being illusioned, etc.)








