The Egregious Atrocities of Basic Cable- by R.S. Sanscrainte

I’m a tolerant man.  No that particular statement isn’t entirely accurate; perhaps it would be better to say, I like to believe myself to be a tolerant man.  Nope, that doesn’t fit the bill either, because tolerance is a by product of naivety, and I’m certainly not naive.  I guess the best way to put it is that I’m an intolerant, overly opinionated, angry young man with a fierce tolerance for mad amounts of alcohol.  There, that sounds just about right.  Why I thought I could pawn off a claim of being tolerant is as unfathomable as what is taking place at Comedy Central.  I have the crutch of alcoholism to blame my improprieties on; Comedy Central’s only excuse is being a product of unchecked greed and under-educated collegiate programming directors.  Begrudgingly I admit, that the prospect of watching the afore mentioned cable network is less likely than my finding solace in the smoke filled meeting hall of a local Alcoholic’s Anonymous meeting.  Some things just weren’t meant to happen.    

In the past I’ve always found Comedy Central (CC) to be an entertaining detachment from the repugnant reality-based-reality most people choose to subsist in.  It used to be my great privilege to come home after a harrowing day among the masses, and jellify my mind with re-runs of classic Saturday Night Live episodes, or demented cartoons such as the Critic and Duckman.   I wasn’t completely satisfied, or disgruntled by shows such as Dave Attel’s Insomniac, or the testosterone agenda of the Man Show.  Change is inevitable, and I was open to it.  Some of the new programming I really liked; one show in particular.  In fact, my disenchantment with CC began when the show I found merit in among the new montage of programming was canceled.  It was a hilarious bit of British programming entitled, Black Books (a show I urge any and everyone to check into); masterfully produced, darkly funny, and a late night fixture for somewhere in the neighborhood of six episodes. 

It was that egregious error in judgment that cocked my eyebrow questioningly at the decisions being made behind the scenes at CC.  Tough Crowd, has set me in a vehemently disgruntled state that has dissuaded me from turning on the television for two days, and made the probability of my willingly viewing the diversionary tactics of CC plummet to a place far beneath non-existent.  

I’ll only mention his name once, as I would never want to be charged with furthering his career through accolades or criticism.  Colin Quinn*, a man—and I use the term very loosely—who has perpetrated more bad comedy than the likes of Pee Wee Herman and Gallagher combined, now has his own show on CC.  Tough Crowd, which is certainly what Cock Weasel inevitably faces anytime he takes to a stage, is the name of the tired forum in which the never-should-have-been comic now proliferates blasé insight on society.  I apologize for having to do so, but now I will detail the sickening content of the show I forced myself to endure while choking on bile and Bacardi; so you will not have to subject yourselves to the same torture.  

*writer takes drink to remove foul taste from his  mouth, and informs audience from this point on Mr. Quinn will be referred to as Cock Weasel.

Tough Crowd has no moral or intellectual fortitude, and henceforth, should be as big a hit as Survivor, or the pending project of the Fox Network, Who Wants to Screw a Wealthy Land and Slave Owner.  It’s sad that we, the television viewing public, have digressed to a state of being where we welcome the least enlightening and most voyeuristic programming into our homes.  Cock Weasel brings unknown comics into a trendily furnished studio to muse on topics ranging from immigration to Arabic death warrants.  The extent of these plebeian’s debating skill is a barrage of, “It is,” and, “It isn’t” tossed back and forth monotonously, and then followed by the kindergarten anthem of, “I know you are, but what am I”.  The only notable personality on the pseudo-talk show was Janeane Garafalo.  I imagine her presence was due impart to owing a friend a favor, or being stoned out of her gourd; incognizant of her company and surroundings. 

As the show progresses, it becomes apparent that Cock Weasel does have a close friend on the set, and that’s the digital teleprompter.  Though this friend strives to make Cock Weasel look capable, Mr. Weasel still stutters and stammers throughout the entirety of the half hour program.  Not even a blatant rip off of Bill Cosby’s lame comedy project, Kids Say the Darndest Things, proved to be a feather in the Weasel’s cap.  After attempting to demean a seven year old girl in a battle of intellect, Cock Weasel’s lack of both talent and brain power remain the only staples of the show.   

With an audience of three street people that were likely promised both food and liquor to participate in the tasteless production, Tough Crowd, is likely to be the only program currently dependant on a laugh track for the desired display of emotion.  A monsoon of laughing gas would be hard pressed to produce a believable elated response from anyone who isn’t planning to vote for Jerry Springer in the next presidential election.  

Cock Weasel ends his show by asking, we’ll see you tomorrow?; hopefully entreating upon the public for another chance to entertain them with more bumbling and buffoonery.  Let us all hope and pray that someone’s weapons of mass destruction are honed in on Cock Weasel—and that when fired; they make their mark…
