From Alcoholism to Insanity-a Brief Account of the Past Three Months.
By RS Sanscrainte

It’s the alcoholics who couldn’t handle booze at all who are always trying to tell you you have to give it up entirely.  L. Rust Hills
Over the course of the past ninety days I have been educated on an egregious concept routinely considered factual by the majority of humanity concerning the consumption of alcohol.  Until I ran the gauntlet of sobriety I admit that I was among that considerable faction of individuals who believe the effect of excessive alcohol consumption to be detrimental.  Let me say with the utmost resolve that this greatly agreed upon hypothesis is balderdash.   Never could I have anticipated the foul tribulation that proliferates when an individual is deprived of intoxicating elixirs.  

Claiming that the definitive result of inhibiting the flow of alcohol into anyone’s esophagus to be painful repercussions in physical and mental stature would be at least presumptuous, and more probably, a blatant, Presidential-worthy fabrication of truth.  I apologize for claiming that, “an individual,” who abstains from the hooch might suffer any sort of side effects.  There is no holistic blueprint regarding the amount of alcohol an individual could or should permissibly drink in order to be a functioning member of society.  Even if there was irrefutable evidence on the matter of proper booze consumption, the matter at hand has is not facts and statistics.  This is diatribe is one of introspection, not scientific gibberish. I recant my blanket statement about not drinking alcohol, and the effects not drinking might have on a person.  Let us just start anew and blame all incongruities up to this point on your mom. 

Damn it!  Once again, I must humbly apologize for my infantile jab at one of the purveyor of your existence in the preceding paragraph.  I have a good bit of drinking to do before my recovery is complete; I hope you will pardon me and continue reading.  
This is just one of the damnable repercussions of my three month hiatus from proper self defilement; a desire to adhere to inane protocol best described as, “politically correct.”  Previous to mid-August, any memory of issuing an apology escapes me.  Over the past twelve weeks I’ve apologized for everything from masturbating to naked pictures of Alan Greenspan to singing Broadway show tunes backwards, in Portuguese, while waiting in the checkout line at the supermarket.  Oh yes, friends, I have become the epitome of self loathing in recent days.  However, if the only side effect of sobriety was becoming just another cog in the 21st century machine of imbecility I might have been able to swing it—but fuck no, that was just the shell of the nut!  

Never mind the psychological aspects of escaping addiction.  Though a multitude of mental anomalies can be assured when a sophomore sot latches onto the clichéd “Wagon,” grasping at flimsy hopes of self improvement, they are hardly noticeable in the schema of detoxification.  Whilst purging the system of toxicity, the foremost concern is the most instinctual; mere survival.  The primary attention grabber is every-fucking-thing-you-can-possibly-imagine going physically wrong with you—not whether a thong properly accentuates your hairy ass cheeks or people noticing you frequently talking to your sneakers. 
The first two weeks, “drying out,” are a cake walk.  That’s when you actually believe that you might be doing a noble deed for your health and well being.  For the individual pondering a stint of detoxification, I hope my words aren’t taken out of context.  For around twelve to sixteen days you must plan on the closest thing to a near death experience that you’ll ever experience, short of being near death.  Night Sweats, insomnia, heart palpitations, dry mouth, dementia, anxiety attacks—you had better know what you’re signing on for when you take this trip, Bubba.  
After the initial cleansing of alcohol build up from the circulatory system there is a honeymoon period.  For about 12 to 48 hours after you regain the capacity to take a shit that doesn’t stream out of your ass hole like piss, a God complex ensues.  You are the master of your own destiny.  Thoughts of establishing healthy eating habits, a regular exercise regimen, and knocking off the late night Taco Bell binges all seem within your grasp.  However, on day three you wake up, briefly.  Apparently all those plans you’d had regarding a happy and healthy life weren’t instituted in time.  Instead of getting off your lazy ass to turn off the infomercials you close your eyes and drift back into dream land.
It would be a waste of both your time, and more importantly, my own to continue a detailed account of the atrocities brought about by sobriety.  In summation, if you think you drink too much, you probably do.  You could quit.  It is not an easy task to undertake, but I’ve heard that some have accomplished it.  I probably would have made it through the whole ordeal if I wouldn’t have had to look at myself in the mirror.  I had an inverted, “awakening.” (For those of you who aren’t hip to Alcoholics Anonymous terminology, an awakening is what alcoholics call that moment when they see themselves as the miserable wretches they truly are.)  One morning, about a week ago, I stepped into the bathroom and wondered who the middle aged douche bag was staring back at me.  I had slept about 50 hours out of the past 48, my gut was cascading over my belt line, and the only thing on my mind was, “Why the hell am I doing this?” 

I like to drink, and where some people may say that it will inevitably kill me, I say that fluoride and chasing a paycheck is far more detrimental to one’s longevity.  There hasn’t been a person whom I hold in high esteem, over the course of twenty-five years, who wouldn’t be considered by one text book’s definition or another as an alcoholic.  Over thinking one’s actions is a disease, and it seems that I’ve grown dangerously close to contracting that particular virus by writing this bit of codswallop.  I hear a Wild Turkey gobbling its invitation, see you at the bar.  
