The Excess of Infancy-by R.S. Sanscrainte

All right, so tonight I’m wondering why the hell it is that babies need so many accoutrements.  Half of the outfits in my wardrobe have been part of a regular rotation since my junior year in high school, or even longer.  All the sudden this wrinkled, hairless, extraterrestrial looking life form makes it’s entrance into the world and it’s time to get a couple of new credit cards.  Combination birthing and diaper changing tables, car seats that convert into stuffed animal effigies of popular kiddie show stars, and baby food that turns into baby powder on the way out the ass end of your newborn; these are things that you never knew existed until you find out that they’re now somehow necessities.  How the hell did these things become necessities?  When did the human species become so co-dependant on everything corporate America found it imperative to pimp on the public?  How the hell did my mom, or grandmother, or great, great, great grandmother, three times removed, survive without Similac and Huggies?  It’s not like one of those conversations that occur when you’re blitzed out of your mind on prescription strength pain killers and hand rolled natural inebriants, where you discuss whether or not birds and chipmunks have the same social structure as humans do.  No, this is twice as insane and real as any stoned dialogue you’ve ever been a part of, and that somehow makes it legitimate. 

I don’t want my son to have a plastic covered ass that I discard several times a day.  Give me cloth diapers.  Give me the satisfaction of washing out my kids dirty drawers in the sink of a Bennigan’s bathroom while a suit discussing ten figure deals on his digital cell phone has to wait to wash his greasy hands in the dingy porcelain bowl I leave behind.  

Let me see the disgusted looks of men, women, and children gawking at my boy suckling on his moms breast while in line for the newest Harry Potter film.  I was a breast fed child, and to be a bit clieched, I’m healthy as a horse.  Shit, I’ll go toe to toe with Mike Tyson and come out with both of my ears intact, that’s what fresh squeezed milk can do for a kid.  Chemical supplements are an experience that I want my boy to encounter with a gallon of orange juice, a few strands of Christmas lights, while reading the autobiography of Timothy Leary sometime during adolescence; not when he’s still drooling on strangers and fascinated with his fingers and toes. (Not to say that he’ll never find entertainment in his own phalanges, but hopefully there will be extenuating circumstances behind his fascination.)


I hope my kid will know the simpler pleasures in life by being deprived of a tickle me, chicken dance with me, and then screw me in the ass Barney doll early on.  My desire if for a child that will travel around the world and call me from jail in six different countries.  Not begging for bail money, but just to say hello.  I hope my kid will sing the national anthem at a major sporting event, and belch out the last verse; bowing his way off the field in a barrage of beer bottles and belittlement.  I await a child that will value scar tissue as both beauty and wisdom.  Perhaps I’m setting the bar too high.  Maybe I should just settle for a varsity football star that scores with the entire cheerleading squad.

