It Will All Make Sense When Translated into Cliff’s Notes

by R.S. Sanscrainte

I tell you, it’s a decadent and deplorable world when I’m concerned about somebody else’s offspring.  I can’t even produce my own youngens, but all of the sudden, I’m worried about the products begat of the gooey love juice that seeps from each of you.  Now that’s saying something.  No, in all actuality, it means nothing.  Nothing more than the fact that I’m an individual with nothing better to do than berate and speculate on the lives of others.  Since it seems no one is willing to point out my flaws; I suppose I’ll continue with unchecked aggression and intolerance to make light of everybody else’s petty, inconsistent, and ambiguous behavior.  This morning, it’s the foul stench of the Weather Channel’s atrocities and Cartoon Network, which have brought me to the keyboard.  

Last night, while I had the pleasure of being perfectly drunken and oblivious to everything around me—the television, my supposed friend—began to subtly insult me as I tried to entertain myself.  The best and most non-confrontational way that I’ve come across to entertain/sedate my abrasive nature is by means of a crossword puzzle.  However, I had too many factors’ playing against me last evening to be able to submit to a satisfying end.  Let us see if this particular writer posses the panache and pizzazz it requires to persuade an audience that reading something that has no foundation in Hollywood-esque platforms, or earth-shattering news, is more noteworthy than either of the afore mentioned bits of hullabaloo.   

Larry King is losing his fucking hair.  No joke.  At one point in time he may have been the epitome of good journalism; a man against the machine; but now he’s just an old man that spews the propaganda of a Ted Turner controlled network he works for; while wearing a shitty toupee. Along with good old Larry, there’s the problem of musical choice, in regard to the Weather Channel.  Phish was never a good band.  Yes, they were noteworthy musicians, but they were never a good band.   Just because you can play a lot of instruments doesn’t mean you’re a good musician.  A band is something that forms in a garage or a basement, and takes a lot of time and effort to birth.  PhD’s and other worldly titles don’t make a musician…
This is how I began my last diatribe, and for the life of me I can’t figure out where I was headed.  I have a note pad embossed with a renowned hotel chain’s logo at the top full of half sentences and unfinished thoughts.  There’s an empty bottle of Bacardi in an overflowing trash receptacle, a wine glass with cigarette butts floating in a combination of fermented grape and what appears to be maple syrup, but no recollection of the above cited is to be had by yours truly.  I need a stenographer; a translator that can condense the weird toxins that flood my mind during the small hours of the day into comprehensible thought.  

There’s no doubt in my mind that some of the stuff was worth the time and effort to fashion into well founded grievances and accusations against cooperate perpetrators of mass atrocities against the human race.  There has to be a conceivable way to link Larry King and Phish in some plot or scheme that would make more than just the inebriated channel surfer cringe.  What role does the Cartoon Network play in my angst and abhorrence toward commercial mind control?  And what about the whole crossword puzzle inference?  It’s impossible to fathom why I’d claim to enjoy crossword puzzles in my leisure time, when I’m the world’s worst speller.  Until the Sunday paper gets a spell check system; the clue—a ten letter word for, “being unable to comprehend or interpret written words,” will remain an enigma to me.

Unfortunately, there is no available funding, to allow for me to entertain thoughts of a personal scribe.  Perhaps I should give up mind altering substances and commit myself to the endeavor of prize winning journalism?  Nah, I’d write some ground breaking edict that would turn the journalistic community on its ear, and then I’d be forced back into a life of debauchery in order to tolerate the notion of mounting annoying female newswomen like Connie Chung.  No, Aunt Jemiamah and I have a date with a gallon jug of Sangria and the Looney Toons gang in about fifteen minutes.  Probably better go get a pen and some paper…
