Holiday Schmoliday- By RS Sanscrainte


Hi there, how are you all doing?  Remember me—that guilty pleasure, that annoying nuisance, that sot you can’t decide if you love or hate?  Yes, after a brief hiatus I’ve returned to further burden you with the innumerable topics that unrelentingly lay siege to my gray matter.  You may be asking yourself, “Why the hell has my mailbox been devoid of Ryan’s spiteful wrath over the past few weeks.  Well, since I’m habitually intoxicated, I guess the lackluster excuse of, “I was drunk,” won’t cut the nut.  I’m sure most of you know, drunk is a condition that most frequently brings me to the keyboard.  Sure I could say I was really drunk, but then I’d be no better than one of those slutty sorority chicks in the, “Girls Gone Wild,” videos; claiming in court to have been taken advantage of while inebriated to obtain a million dollar settlement.   Now if I were in a situation where a million dollar settlement were feasible, perhaps I’d claim to have been really drunk—however, I can assure you no million dollar deals are in the works.  


No, my problem was bitter resentment toward the end of the year.  It’s not the fact that Christmas has become X-mas in an attempt to eradicate the birth of Christ from the holiday. I wasn’t dissuaded from writing due to economist’s basing the stability of society on the shopping period that stretches from the day after Thanksgiving until Christmas Eve.  It’s not the increase in automobile accidents during the month of December due impart to overpopulation and lackadaisical immigration laws.  These issues are fleeting and reoccurring, and therefore need not be weighed into the math that has brought about my silence.  No, it’s the hope and promise every human seems to tie into the new calendar year that gets my intestines all knotted up.  That’s why I haven’t felt like writing.  However, 2003 has come, and apparently it’s here to stay, and it’s time for Mr. Sanscrainte to take an introspective look at himself. 


I suppose it’s the resolutions that come with the birth of every new year that infuriate me so.  I’m going to loose weight, I’m going to quit smoking, I’m going to drink less, I’m going to stop screwing my secretary…  How many of these things ever pan out over the course of three hundred and sixty five days?  Sure, for the first fifty or sixty you’re dedicated to the goal you’ve set for yourself, but then—you find Reasons:  reasons to eat desert after a six course meal; reasons to have a cigarette on a coffee break; reasons to suck down a Bloody Mary at breakfast; and even reasons to put the beef to whatever temp stumbles into your office on any particular day.  Hell, I don’t care what your reason is!  Why come up with a reason?  Just don’t resolve to do a damn thing different in the upcoming year than what you did in the year prior.  Don’t fucking pretend like you’re a better person than what you really are.  If you want to do something, than do it in March or May.  The first of the year is a curse.  I’ve gone astray from the topic I had decided to address this evening, and I apologize—However—I will not resolve to do anything about it.


All in all, I don’t want my life to be any different than what it is currently.  I like where I’m at and what I’m doing.  My life is certainly not what you should gage your own by—or maybe it is—no, don’t do that, you’ll most certainly resolve to change your life if you try out mine.

Instead of resolutions I think it would be a bit more practical to make wishes at the beginning of the New Year.  I wish I had an entourage of midgets, I wish I had a more uplifting personality (or maybe everyone that knows me wishes this), and I do wish that elementary schools around the United States would replace cartons of milk with flasks of bourbon.  These are all wishes.  Not things that I conceivably see coming to pass.  Well, when you think about it like that maybe wishes and resolutions are really one in the same.  Happy new year.
