A Possible Book Deal For Ideals on Child Rearing-by R.S. Sanscrainte

Even now, with the conceptual beginnings of new life occupying the womb of a woman that I’ve chosen to commit myself to, I find it hard to escape the morose assessments of humanity that have plagued me for many years.  I’ve considered myself a hypocrite for nearly as long as I’ve suffered fatigue from being perpetually bombarded with the ills of society, and have yet to rise above this self appraisal.  So I guess it’s appropriate that after having sworn on numerous occasions never to reproduce in a world so dismal and dank that I am soon to be a father; a twist in the plot to keep things interesting.  Every good story should have several before the inevitable climax.     Tonight I’m wondering what would be the best way to instill in my youngster a hatred for incompetence and deplorable social normality, while still being able to perpetuate a front of tolerance and understanding of the less endearing specimens of humanity he’ll undoubtedly encounter.  Fusing traits that I still struggle to refine, into his psychological make up.  Inevitably leading to a life innumerably more fulfilling than that of a shallow, materialistic, dolt driven by easy money, and the possibility of being cast on a reality television program.  I apologize for my morbid tone, but I just watched an episode of Jenny Jones, and a slew of infomercials.  Both of which do little to dissuade one from postulating about the bleak or nonexistent future human kind has before it.  Now that I’ve gotten the angst riddled portion of my commentary out of the way, I digress to more entertaining thoughts on child rearing.

In recent days, I’ve been noticing all the books on raising a child.  This seems to be a very viable market.  As I’m sure you’ll agree, regardless of what the economy’s like, or who is warring with whom, or what kind of natural disasters are devastating any part of the world at any given time, people are still getting pregnant.  Case in point, yours truly.  While I’m a firm believer that an individual in possession of reason and good instinct can raise a child, there are many people that seem to need ideas, reassurance, and instruction on the ins and outs of producing new life.  Well, by krike, I think I’m just the Joe to give it to ‘em!  I think maybe I’ll write and illustrate a book on the topic.  Maybe I will call it, “Copulation for Coneheads,” or perhaps something along the lines of, “From Horny to Housewife in 240 some odd days.”  I don’t want to make a book for the hosers that have plans of producing astronauts and brain surgeons; I want my readers to be real salt-of-the-earth types.  The Joe Bob and Mary Beth Trailerpark’s of the world.  That’s who I want to write for.  Let Buffy and Siegfried have there Doctor Spoc; I’ll be Doctor Crocked.  

Perhaps instead of illustrations, at least for the early chapters, I’ll get Larry Flynt on board for some full color picture spreads—and I do mean spreads.  I’ll put detailed instructions on the correct methods for conception, and have pictures of unfathomably carnal orgies involving midgets with bull horns and farm animals, just to make my readers wonder if they started off on the right foot.  I’ll allude to the fact that if there wasn’t a four legged goat present during the insemination ritual that the child could feasibly come out missing appendages.

Later chapters will carry on with the same disregard for any factual basis of the claims being made.  I’ll say things that bloated eyelashes are a sure sign that you’re going to have Siamese twins, and that if you have sexual intercourse while pregnant there is a 99.9% chance your child will be homosexual.  I’ll quote people like Gene Simmons, Jerry Springer, and Bill Clinton; imbeciles with loose morals that my readers trust and believe.  But the statements will have no correlation to the subject matter, further bamboozling my readership.  

Wait a minute!  What the hell am I talking about!  This would just be an unwarranted assault on people too naive to know any better.  It would be taking advantage of someone in a situation foreign and new to them.  It’s just down right scandalous, and I don’t know how such an idea could have popped into my head!  Perhaps I should find out what a real father to be would think about the atrocious smut I’ve just penned.  Well, I guess it’s off to the book store.  

