Back From the Recesses of Corporate Mind Control
By RS Sanscrainte

That piece of work was a little self-righteous, don't you think?  An abuse of your powers perhaps...In regards to the rant on, “If you can tip a cow,”

This is an email I received from a friend regarding one of the rants that can be found @ my website.  My response is as follows…

There is no satisfaction in reconciliation. The only endeavor which can continually fulfill a man is reckless abandon. 

With unrestrained devotion to self- 

RS
My psychiatrist, just one of many voices that spew forth random bits of advice in my subconscious, has informed me that I often come across as abrasive, uneducated, and at times drunk and disorderly.  This would account for my pride in the dialogue I’ve chosen to begin this piece with.  A friend in Colorado the above cited response to a diatribe I concocted on cheap bastards who think that gorging themselves at a restaurant and then leaving an insubstantial amount of money for gratuity is an acceptable practice.  Who was right in the debate on whether or not the piece should have been written is irrelevant.  The fact that I would waste time thinking and then publicly voicing my disgruntlement over afore mentioned subject matter that was petty and trivial is a pressing matter.  I should apologize for such derelict content in something that spewed from my mind onto your computer screen.  It is irrelevant what I do for a living, and what kind of residuals I receive for doing so.  While I accept guilt for penning the piece, I will not accept responsibility for the inclination to do so.  Had I not been brainwashed into believing that money was the paramount pinnacle of happiness, I never would have written the foul discourse.  So as not to be too huge a hypocrite, I will not apologize.  Just keep in mind; if you have read or do read that particular bit of nonsense, I had a helmet of consumerist conformity strapped to my cranium when it was written.

Being an individual that will always give credit where credit is due, I must attribute my epiphany in recent days to my lovely fiancé.  As I was rambling on one evening, under heavy sedation, my muse brought to light the fact that I was focused on; or more accurately put, lacking focus— in the pursuits that brought me the most contentment.  I had bought into a system of beliefs that would do nothing more than bring me closer to leading a fulfilling life in a democratic society.  Get yourself a, “good” job, make sure you pay your taxes, buy a car that can transport a wife, a dog, a cat, and two and a half kids from point A to point B, and then prepare to support your offspring after you take a dirt nap by purchasing a large amount of life insurance.  H.L. Mencken, a newspaper man who lived in a time when putting one’s thoughts on newsprint wasn’t a destitute occupation reserved for dullards and college graduates.  These are a few quotations of Mr. Mencken reguarding politics.  I think these random bits of insight can aptly be applied to business politics as well as the ideals that we cling to like children as a supposed, “World Power.”  .  Perhaps this preface is uncalled for, or perhaps it’s long overdue. At any rate, I’ll dedicate this insight—brought to you in easy to digest doses—to the Bush cartel, or family…

      The government consists of a gang of men exactly like you and me. They have, taking one with another, no special talent for the business of government; they have only a talent for getting and holding office. H. L. Mencken
     Under democracy one party always devotes its chief energies to trying to prove that the other party is unfit to rule - and both commonly succeed, and are right. H. L. Mencken
       It is inaccurate to say that I hate everything. I am strongly in favor of common sense, common honesty, and common decency. This makes me forever ineligible for public office. H. L. Mencken
      And Finally…

      Never let your inferiors do you a favor - it will be extremely costly. H. L. Mencken
This last statement brings me back to the topic which begat this dissertation a lack of ingenuity reciprocating from simpletons that settle for easy money as a replacement for hopes and dreams.

Screw money and child rearing—wait, strike that—just screw money.  Kids might be an entertaining diversion from the realities of life.  I’ve deviated from the premier topic.  I blame it all on the tube of model airplane glue that I keep in my desk drawer—In case of emergencies.
Now that we’ve had our little tangent on politics via Mr. Mencken, we’ll return to the enlightenment I received from my lady faire.  Maybe it was just the mass amounts of tequila I’d consumed earlier, but I could swear she told me, “You’re putting way too much thought and effort into a job that is as important and stimulating as shining shoes in an airport concourse.  Devote yourself to what you love—grab hold of what makes you happy.  Get your writing career going—oh, yeah, and—you should probably drink a lot more!”    So maybe I fabricated the part about drinking more, but the rest is roughly equivalent to the words she imparted to me that evening.  Just a bit of creative dalliance; for color and spice.  At any rate, you’ve made your way on this mailing list one way or another.  If you don’t like the mental anguish you’re subjected to, then just respond to me with an email that says, don’t send me anything else, or, screw you.  Either one will do.  If you’re game for more psycho babble, then be prepared for some really grandiose additions to the web site in the next week or three…

Honored that some of you still appreciate this dribble-

RS       
