On New Years Day, I told Glenn that I wanted to write a guest column for his website.  Apparently, it took me almost three months – including three weeks of unemployment – to find the time to sit down and actually write it.  Tonight, specifically, I did the following things before finding the necessary motivation to write the column:

· Read the entirety of ESPN.com’s coverage of the NCAA tourney and Cardinals’ spring training.

· Played an hour of online poker.

· Worked out and showered.

· Paid all my bills.

· Wrote four thank-you notes (Hanukah wasn’t that long ago…).

· Took three TheSpark.com tests.   It seems I’m 39% gay, 27% pure, and 86% female.  You can’t argue with scientific fact, people.

· Watched three full infomercials, including one for make-up.

· Sat and stared at the “We’re off the air” screen that Channel 36 runs starting at 4:00AM for at least 20 minutes.  I did bother to mute it, though, because the sound was annoying.  I wish I were kidding.

I need a job.  

Anyway, I’m still up because I was in bed until about 8:00PM with a migraine.  I’m not tired, and as noted above, I’ve just about exhausted all procrastination methods I can think of.  So I’m writing a column.

I think it took so long for me to sit down to write this because I couldn’t get past the question of why anybody would want to read about my life.  I finally came up with two responses.  First, almost everyone reading this is a part of my life.  If you’re mentioned, it’s like you’re reading about your lives, too, and who doesn’t like that ego boost?  Second, I ultimately came to the conclusion that one does not write a column for the benefit of others.  So screw it, this is for me… feel free not to read it.  It’s just my perspective on our group of friends.  I’m sure there will be some random shit thrown in, and a dash of sappiness to try to prove my 39% gayness.  

I’ve spent a long time trying to figure out why I love hanging out with you guys so much.  I haven’t been a part of this group for very long at all. (Remember the E! Wild on Lazybrook party?  I wasn’t even on the original e-vite… Liz dragged me along.)  But I feel like I’ve become a full-fledged member in short period of time.  I mean, I’ve fulfilled all the necessary requirements: I drink, I gamble, I give and take shit freely, my height and religion provide easy fodder for insults, I’ve thoroughly embarrassed myself multiple times, and, of course, I’ve made-out with literally all the females among us.  Most important to fitting in, though, I’m a genuinely good person, and I think that’s what I like most about us.  When it comes down to it, we’re all just really fuckin’ good people.   Even Jeff.  Usually.

And we’re hot.  Seriously, have you ever looked at us?  I mean, damn.   Out together, we are a force to be reckoned with, and that’s how any group should be.  That being said, I’m really glad I have a girlfriend now because, besides the fact that she’s wonderful, I hated trying to get any action when I was out with this group.  I’ve mentioned this to some of you before, but I always felt like I was playing with the second best hand in every pot, and that’s the worst place to be.  Believe me, I am not lacking in self-esteem, but think about it… I’m a decent looking guy, but when I’m out with Rob I might as well be invisible.  I’m clever, but Glenn’s the one who can come up with crap like Good Friend Night.  I’m charming, but not like Jeff.  I’m nice and generous, but not like Hari.  I’m funny enough to be a stand-up comic, but Kevin is at least three times as funny as I am.  And Blake is just an overall better person than I am, period. 

While I’m at least somewhat on the subject, let me get a theory down in writing that I’ve been working on for a while.  I’d love your feedback.  It’s my “Theory of Always Hooking-up, Fully Understanding the Consequences and Knowing It’s Taboo,” also known as the AH FUCK IT Theory.  It’s my attempt to explain why men, when presented with the opportunity to hook-up with someone, always do.  Even if this is a person who maybe just maybe we shouldn’t be hooking up with, we can’t help ourselves.  I’m not talking about the random girl at a party… I’m talking about the ones when you think to yourself, “Ooh, this could be a bad idea.  Ah, fuck it.”  Examples include ex-girlfriends, 18-year olds, and Mary-Margaret (kidding, kidding).  I think it goes beyond the simple concept that men want as much ass as possible.  It’s more than that.  I think we’re addicts, in the truest sense of the word.  We know we’ll feel bad about it later, but we do it anyway because of the rush.  It is taboo, and that’s kind of exciting, and it does feel damn good while you’re at it.  But, like with drugs (or so I’ve heard), the rush becomes less and less, and like an addict, it’s harder and harder to stop the longer it goes on.  In sum, women = cocaine.  

Anyway, it’s just a theory.  Sorry I’ve rambled.  Back to the main point of this column: what I think of us.             

We’re all at a pretty interesting point in our lives.  We’re young enough that we still think we can do anything.  We go out and party, hook-up with whomever we want, and quit our jobs if we’re unhappy, knowing full well that we can make a difference in the world later.  At the same time, we’re old enough that we’re starting to think, “Why haven’t I done anything with my life yet?” and “Why haven’t I met the perfect girl yet?” and “Oh, shit, rent comes every month?”    

Personally, I wish I had more direction.  I’m pretty darn good at a lot of things, but I don’t know if I’m great at any of them.  The one thing I truly love is being funny, and that happens to be a business that’s a ridiculous long shot no matter how good you are.  

I look at us and see a group of people fighting the pressure to settle.  And there is pressure, be it from parents or from society or from ourselves.  There is just this incredible urge to figure things out… go to law school, go to med. school, go to grad school, find a job, find that girl, find a purpose.  In my own humble opinion, settling is one of the most heinous crimes one can commit.  Compromise is giving something up even though it’s hard; settling is giving something up because it’s hard.  

I only ask that if any of you see me settling for anything in life, you at least pipe up.  I’ve been fighting the urge for a while, but I’ve taken some important steps, like actually getting up on stage for open-mic night, and recently quitting my miserable job.  I’m about a billion times happier than I was when I first started working at Baylor, even without that silly paycheck thing that came with it.  It can’t hurt, I’m sure, that I’m in the puppy love stage of a new relationship, because that’s always fun.  The point is, though, that I’m a genuinely happy person these days, and all of you play a large role in that, so thank you.

Okay, I think McDonald’s is open now, so I’m going to go get some greasy food and then try to go to sleep.  It’ll be fun.  Later.             
