Hobbies:  Threat or Menace- By RS Sanscrainte

“There’s no way I can stop writing, it’s a form of insanity.”   Charles Bukowski, from Women.

At one point in time I put a definitive quote from an author of esteem at the beginning of all my discourses.  I got away from that, and now I see it was an egregious error that demonstrated my lack of commitment to excellence in writing.  I apologize.  Although these little intellectual bites were entertaining and stimulating, they lacked substance in nearly everyone’s mind but my own. Books are a forgotten venue of entertainment.  Why, in the name of all that’s commercial, should a few hundred pages of well written dialogue, introspective thinking, and insightful commentary on the human condition take the place of haphazardly produced television programs that show you the shallow inner workings and sexual escapades of complete strangers?  Forgive me if I come across as insulting, or don’t.  I’ve become aggressive and gone astray, so back to the formulator of the above mentioned quotation.

Charles Bukowski was a man, and—well, there’s not much else you need to say—Charles Bukowski was a man.  He worked for the United States Postal Service for the majority of his life, drank excessively, was violent and crude, then after drunkenly harassing a magazine became a published author.  Sure, it may not sound that unusual, as far as writers go—a moody drunk with a bad attitude who scribbles a few witty ramblings and becomes a page in the encyclopedia.  However, Bukowski was renowned for his poetry.   When was the last time you got drunk and came up with a bit of poetry that didn’t start with, Roses are red…

Let’s put all the ugliness of the two paragraphs above behind us.  Preceding the quotation by Mr. Bukowski, is the title of this little rant, and that is what I will strive to focus on from this point forward—the subject of having a hobby. 

I’ve been giving the thought of finding a hobby a lot of thought.  The problem is that I’ve been putting far too much thought into other people’s hobbies.  I for one, would find no satisfaction in playing co-ed softball, flying scale model mechanical airplanes, or even participating in community endeavors to replicate Broadway caliber theatrical performances.  I guess it stems from my belief in Hampsterization.  I don’t want to entertain myself in some inane activity lacking any merit; save furthering the intellectual deterioration of spectators and fellow participants in whatever trite enterprise I might find myself apart of.  These simple pleasures that lead to bragging rights and interaction with like minded individuals weren’t bait enough to snare me on the idea of finding a hobby to occupy my time.  So I aimlessly drank and thank until I came to the disillusioned conclusion that I didn’t truly know what a, “hobby” was.  Sure, I knew what my own personally fabricated characterization of the word would be, but I decided to ask Webster—and am I glad I did.  

Webster’s dictionary defines a hobby as, “An activity or interest pursued outside of one’s regular work primarily for pleasure.”  As I pondered on my newly found clarification of the pursuit I wished to embark upon, I realized that I was already submerged in a slew of hobbies.  

Writing is a hobby.  The only payment I receive for the services I inflict upon the select few unfortunate enough to receive my tirades, is an occasional prayer or notice of intended legal recourse.  I don’t ask for monetary gain, and all accolades or disdain I receive, unequivocally produce feelings of satisfaction.  Therefore, writing is most assuredly a hobby of mine.

As I gave the matter further thought, I came up with other hobbies I had that had never occurred to me until I defined the object of my intention.  Everything from sex to making fun of retarded midget chipmunks fell into the Webster’s defined classification of, “Hobby.”  The more thought I gave to the matter, it became apparent that not only did I not need to find a hobby, but the possibility of cutting back on my hobbies might be a better course of action.  

Well, I leave you smirking with pleasure this evening, a bottle of bourbon in hand—Just a man immersed in one of his hobbies.
