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Did you hear that Rosie O’Donnell married her long time girlfriend?  I’m just wondering if she needed a marriage license or a liquor license…I have decided that when I retire I will start my own business.  Its one that will combine two of the oldest and most exploited careers in the world:  prostitution and health care insurance.  When you think about it, they are very much alike:  the less you pay, the cheaper the provider and in both cases you are paying your hard earned cash and are gonna get f**ked.  Anyway, I was thinking about starting up Eric’s Xtraordinary Treatment Center or EXTC.  It will function like an HMO for the libido.  It would be a nation-wide network of sex, um, care providers.  If you had an “itch” that needed scratching, you could call a 1-976 number and explain your boggle.  ($1.99 for the first minute and $4.99 for each additional minute.  There is no truth to the rumor that I will be hiring woman who stutter to jack up the price.)  If you are just in need of a “telephone consult” she will talk you through it and you can be on your way.  Should your needs require a little more “hands on care”, our professionals can provide you with a list (to include pictures) of providers in your area.  You would then simply visit one of our well-trained and experienced “health care” providers who would ensure you got intimate care.  All this for the low monthly premium of $200 a month with a co-payment for each visit of $20.  (As with any plan there is a capitation for copulation with a limit of 3 visits per month).  AND, it’s a tax write off.) Never again will you have to hear “you want to put it where?” from your wife/girlfriend.  No need to burden her with your perverted fantasies.  Just call and set up an appointment and you are on your way to a healthier, less horny life.  As an added bonus, all of our health care providers will also be LPNs, in the event you actually need health care.  Included in your EXTC premium is our collection of alibis complete with sound effects and a staff of highly skilled ex-politicians who will call your wife and tell her any lie you prefer as an alibi.  Eric’s Xtraordinary Treatment Center is not  responsible for any annoying itches members contract from one of our providers…I recently received an e-mail from my mother (she apparently thinks I am wayward and has appointed herself as my moral compass).  The e-mail concerns a Mr. Worland’s outrage about the Super Bowl halftime show.  His boggle centers not on the show itself, but on the Columbia Broadcast System’s (also known as CBS) apparent lack of restraint.  He states, “Given the opportunity to share the best of America with the world, the shows producers instead chose to showcase the vilest, narrowest, most hedonistic aspects of our culture - and it was broadcast to the biggest world-wide audience CBS will have all year. You could have showcased the best of America.  Instead, you glamorized the worst.”  I put it to Mr. Worland, what IS the “best of America?  Oprah convincing women they are too fat?  The Olsen Twins reaching legal age?  (YES!)  The Dixie Chicks badmouthing their president?  I feel for Mr. Worland’s concern about how America is perceived by the rest of the world.  However, the best part about being an American is WE DON’T GIVE A SHIT WHAT OTHER COUNTRIES THINK OF US!  I think Mr. Worland has missed the forest for the trees.  I can almost see Mr. Worland turning to his children and saying, “Boys/Girls, that was insulting and vile and I want you to know that is not what America is all about.  America is good, decent, proper, and passive.  Now, lets get back to watching drug-enhanced, criminals knock the ever-loving shit out of each other.”  Football is by far the most violent, arrogant, aggressive, lewd, crude, foul, and vile sport, next the Roman gladiator contests, the world has ever known?  Football represents everything wrong with the world and at the same time, everything right with it.  Weren’t the Dallas Cowboys Cheerleaders created to introduce, dare I say it, S-E-X into the sport?  As if the violent car crashes occurring on every play were not enough to hold the attention of the beer-swilling male of this country.  Why is Mr. Worland not so upset that we broadcast the game itself to every country in the world?  The game was televised for the enjoyment of Americans.  It is broadcast to other countries for the enjoyment of Americans living in other countries.  Who gives a Tom Brady grin whether the average Frenchmen liked Janet Jackson’s nipple?  If he didn’t then he was probably watching Martha Stewart Living anyway.  We all know THAT is what America is all about:  

G-R-E-E-D.
