Common Beliefs on Stability and Human Comfort in Relation to the Typical Living Arrangements of Humanity—Or Something of that Nature—by R.S. Sanscrainte


I don’t know why I watch television, but I do.  I think in some deranged manor it stimulates the thoughts that inevitably come to you via your respective Internet service providers.  I’m not proud of this fact, but every writer/artist/anarchist/malcontent derives inspiration from some source; it appears at the moment, my insight and irritation stem from mindlessly depressing a button on a remote control at all hours of the day and night.  I don’t rightly know why people enjoy reading about whatever I find to address as my grievance of the day, perhaps none of you do.  Perhaps your tolerance of my tirades is merely an attempt at public service.  Whatever the case, I salute you for the deaf ears’ you lend me.  I leave any musing as to why a disgruntled philosopher such as myself hasn’t found a problem finding an audience to the winds of fate—and this inference reguarding this past weekends box office results.  Any assemblage of supposed freethinking and intellectual beings that would allow a movie starring no-talent-strumpet Jennifer Lopez, J Lo, Jenny Off the Cock, or any other rendition there of to gross $19 million on an opening weekend deserves a guilty conscience—a far larger one than I could ever provide, but I’ll give my best effort.  


I didn’t plan on beginning that way; my credentials are as inconsequential as those of Ms. Lopez’s film and music career, as well as her bust line, in-comparison-to-booty ratio.  No, I began to ponder hamsters late this evening.  Not in a whimsical nurturing, or degenerate way.  I’m currently entrenched in a deeply analytical appraisal of that particular creature and the habitat it is most often associated with:  a cage. 


“Cage,” is an interesting word.  No body knows exactly where it is derived from, or perhaps they do.  To be more accurate, I don’t know where the word came from, and so it is inconsequential for at this point in time.  Other than the last name of a dimwitted Hollywood actor, the term cage is one that brings to mind an enclosed area used for purposes of confinement. (i.e. hamsters, gerbils, or any other small rodent made to spend their duration on the planet inside four aerated plastic walls madly spinning around in wheels that serve no purpose but to amuse the small minded.)   This brought to mind the similarities and comparisons one could make of humans owning a house.  However, before I could bask in the superiority I have over a home owner, being a leaser, I noted that I am suffering from a degenerative condition which I’ll call, Hamsterization—for lack of a better word.


Why I rejoiced in the fact that I don’t own property, or have a permanent residence, I was smacked in the side of the head with realization that from birth I had been struggling to be Hamsterized.  Inevitably, I will be a home owner, unless my behavior is amended.  It’s the nature of the human species.  At birth we’re inadvertently restrained by cradles, car seats, and bassinets.  In time we break free of the oppressing forces that detain us, investigating the wonders of the world outside of confinement.  From there we seek entertainment in hotel rooms after such high school hullabaloo as homecoming and prom; inadvertent preparation for life outside of the nest our parents and guardians provide.  Next, comes a dorm room at college, subsequently followed by an apartment or two.  Soon, the crescendo peaks with a white picket fence, a job you can’t stand, and dreams that you left in some hotel room with a nude cheerleader—or three—many years before.  It’s all down hill from there.  Eventually you’ll make it back to being a renter, after you get a piece of the American Dream, but it’ll likely be when you’re suffering from glaucoma, severe liver damage, and irritable bowls; an occupant of a health care facility that you’d leave if you could see your way to a bathroom to dispense of the holey inner workings which used to process booze.


There are exceptions to every stereotype, and humankind is no exception.  I know a couple that decided upon retiring to invest in a house boat and spend their golden years venturing from port to port with reckless abandon.  Kudos to both of them for giving societal norms the bird and fulfilling their dreams.  Sadly, this type of behavior is not the norm.  The norm consists of pain killers that are taken by a doctor’s orders instead of recreationally and enema bags that dangle from shower nozzles.  The norm is Hamsterization, and I’m feeling a little to normal right this second.  


Perhaps I’m being a bit pessimistic.  Maybe I know I’ve been a bad kid and I’m not getting a Playstation II for Christmas this year.  Whatever the case may be, I think I’ll sleep outside under the tree tonight—for sanity’s sake…
