Bad News-by R.S. Sanscrainte

With me, it’s like having your own little reality based TV show.  You get the good, the bad, the ugly, and the naked midgets.  Well, unfortunately tonight isn’t a dispatch of happy subject matter.  Or at least not to begin with, and the middle part isn’t so heartwarming either…well, shit, it looks like if you want to feel warm and fuzzy you should print this e-mail out and burn it, after not shaving for a week.

On Wednesday, the good Lord sent down his blatant and irrevocable decision that Ryan S. Sanscrainte is not to be a father.  Not at this point in time, anyhow.  The tender womb of my lovely fiancé was found to be, at the moment, incapable of sustaining life.  Five weeks young, Hunter Noah Sanscrainte, has left the building ladies and gentlemen.  No pictures please.  

It was definitely a shock.   One minute you’re eating lunch and discussing whether or not the baby would be told about Santa Claus, and a few minutes later you have a callused member of the medical hierarchy telling your soon to be wife that her, “yolk sack,” would prove to be nothing further.  

I don’t know if I was right in slashing his tires, but there’s something about the possibility of a child that makes the reference, yolk sack, unsettling.  I suppose it’s just something I’ll have to let lie in the hands of the inevitable judge of all things; which brings me to my point.

As much as I’m sure your intentions are earnest, and your feelings of an equal nature, please don’t waste your time sending sympathy and condolences.  These are pessimistic sentiments, and I am feeling optimistic.  As excited as I was in preparing for the prospect of fatherhood, the negation of that blessing has made me realize the parts of my life I’ve been neglecting.  God has given me an okay to be the, “thistle in America’s conscience,” and I must pay heed to that.

I can’t promise miracles.  I’m getting older, and less creative as the minutes pass.  Or maybe just the opposite.  All that I ask of you, my friends, is to pass this along to your friends.  Pass all the trite, sometimes incomprehensible, rants that filter into your e-boxes along to everyone on your mailing list.  Let them know that I’m more than willing to subject them to torture on a regular basis, all they have to do is e-mail me and let me know they’re willing subjects.  I’ve got a script of Darvocet that has my name on it at the moment, so until we next butt heads…
