"Scotch, Cigars, And Bad Company" 


Shoot the redcoats. Throw the tea in the harbor. Fire the first shot at Lexington and Concord. Revel in patriotism and liberty despite the fact that neither term has a definite meaning. Ah, Independence Day. I sat back with the rest of a bottle of Scotch (courtesy of Evan), a cigar, and thoughts of if childhood heroes are affecting my behavior. Humphrey Bogart, Dashiell Hammet, George Peppard, and F. Scott Fitzgerald. The Colonel was a womanizer and a lover of drink - as well as never receiving credit fro the consummate professional he was as an actor. Dash always had a cigarette and needed the isolation in his life - solitude. Bogie had a rough childhood, butted heads with the powers that be, and slapped women. F. Scott Fitzgerald lived and died from the drink, even though his wife was an alcoholic before him. Biting commentary, that letter he never sent her. And Bukowski, of course. The old nature versus nurture argument. Nature, nurture, I'm the man with the Scotch. Good to see I have things in perspective. No, seriously. 

My thoughts were rudely interrupted by the scourge of humanity (No, Not Vigo the Carpathian) - half-witted, lazy, morbidly obese white people. They represent the lowest common denominator of humanity, and they likewise pander to it. Uttering crude epithets and expounding myopic Hot Topic talk disguised as waxing philosophic, this punk kid somehow waddles his way onto the topic of music, a subject of which he is supremely ignorant. This is exemplified as he claims he is a producer for a "dance type" music label. I was unable to fully appreciate the irony of an ogre making dance music (I would not be surprised if he also wore a pin entitled "Lose weight now! Ask me how! at his place of employment.) as he then went on to say, "I want to rent a kiosk at the King of Prussia for a weekend, just to promote my stuff." Man, I thought, the hits just keep on comin'. Then he landed the Mike Tyson's Punch-Out! K.O Uppercut: "Yeah, I tried to get Amy Lee of Evanescence to sing for some songs, her voice would lend itself well to dance music. But I had to go through a lot of shit with her record label, so I said screw it." I felt like Rocky, Apollo Creed, Mr. T., and that Russian guy all simultaneously landed uppercuts to my solar plexus. I mean, I almost, ALMOST, spat out my Scotch. Here we have an overweight, nerdy Norristown resident who thinks that by tinkering with prerecorded tracks on a computer suddenly makes him a bona fide professional in his field. I assume he wants to bring his masturbation fantasies one step closer (since Amy Lee is not a talented vocalist, unless he is that damned stupid enough to think she is.) without even considering the abject position of a major record label singer (I use the term loosely, about as loose as her musical vagina which has been spread around everywhere) being lended out to every basement dwelling loser with the rudiments of a record label of his own shortsighted design is an utterly ludicrous concept. (And what kind of name is Amy Lee anyway? Sounds like she should be running a donut shop. Bruce Lee, on the other fist......) 

It was truly a lesson in restraint. The overweight female was going on about her two friends wanting to go to a movie, and the other girl "throws a hissie fit and I was about to beat her ass." (Ass-kicking comment #1) Then, they went to see Coyote Ugly, where she proclaimed, "This movie better not suck or I'll beat your ass." (Ass-kicking comment #2.) As an aside, you know this story is going to suck because Coyote Ugly was released when? Back when I was in high school? It makes you wonder if she has gone with friends to a movie since 2000... She then said the movie sucked to which I thought, "Obviously - there are a slew of attractive females dancing on a bar, an act you cannot perform and a look you cannot hope to achieve. They are also turning on men, the polar opposite of the effect you have upon the male gender." She plowed ahead saying if her two friends picked out a bad movie ever again she'd "beat their asses." (Ass-kicking comment #3.) In retrospect, she continued, she should have just left them there because she drove and if they made her drive again to a lame movie she'd "Kick their asses." (Ass-kicking comment #4.) 

There was certainly a lot of ass-kicking talk, yet there was no actual ass-kicking. Funny how that works, isn't it. You can throw your words around, you can throw your weight around, but you can't throw down. In fact, I think you may be a lesbian with sado-masochist yearnings. Good thing no one will ever find you attractive so I won't be confronted with those horrendous mental images.

They ruined my spectacular Scotch and cigar reverie. I'm not a mean drunk, I'm a nice drunk and a mean sober. To quote the only good company present there, "Mike just doesn't care." So to all ya'll morbidly obese white heifer punk bitch bleak-ass amateur tard baby talkers, lose some weight, get some odor-eaters for your feet, and look up some good music.
