The Freedom of Instability-by R.S. Sanscrainte    

Howdy all.  Tonight I’ve been pondering the intricate system of checks and balances, or lack there of, that make up a person’s life.  The more I think and see; it occurs to me that you can go as far, or abstain from doing so, using nothing more than your own will power.  The primary obstacle which makes this notion either impossible, or close to it, is the pursuit of financial solvency; the façade of financial stability that human kind will bite and claw toward until the end of time.  As I think about my current situation I see myself as content.  I do exactly what I want to do to subsist in the deranged consumerist inner workings of a country run by mama’s boys and geriatric marionettes.  I may piss and moan, on occasion, about the endeavors that occupy my time other than writing, fucking, and drinking; the only pursuits that holistically pacify me.  But it’s only a natural response to the stress and strain involved in having a job.  

One is not required to have a job, so far as I can tell.  However, a job is sufficient and substantial proof that one hasn’t swan dived into the proverbial, “deep end,” that the waters of the insane asylums’ across the length and breadth of the land are made up of.  Keeping a job equates to control of my own insanity which makes me better than Charlie Manson, or a guy who claims to be Henry VIII; however narrow that margin of superiority may be, it still exists. 

Maybe the job that I do isn’t much better than shoveling shit out of a Clydesdale’s stall, but I know that should my job dissatisfaction reach a point of intolerable proportions, I can quit.  Yes, that is something twice as satisfying as any job security.  Knowing that should you roll out of bed with a particularly unshakeable loathing of everything you know, you can change it all with little more than a phone call.   

Corporate America has found the right bait to throw into the water, and their hooks are never left waiting for long.  Medical, Dental, 401K, and paid vacation are lethal charms that easily seduce a person into believing their happiness depends on their job.  Knowing that your Christmas bonus is contingent on productivity is no way to go through life.  Let retail stores and chain restraints import children from third world countries to work in their sweat shops.

So what in the hell should you take away from this little dissertation?  Well, tomorrow I may or may not have a job.  I will remain happy whether I’m riding the bus six miles to a McDonald’s so I can cook French fries, or breeding chipmunks to earn a buck or two.  My happiness is not dependent on the money in my wallet.  Is yours?  

Now, if somebody lobotomizes me, cuts off my pecker, or forces Antibuse down my throat; then my contentment may dissipate.  These are issues one should worry about.  Or at least this one…
