Respect Your Elders—and Bury Them
By RS Sanscrainte

They travel in packs, like wolves—but that is where the similarities end.  Their teeth and minds are not razor sharp; they hunt for little more than, “early bird,” specials; and when they defecate in public, it isn’t to mark their territory.  These are not predators—they are parasites. 
 Living in Florida for the past two years, I’ve become an authority, of sorts, on this genus of the human species.   They are trailer dwellers.  They are toupee and wig wearing folk.  Their livelihood is dependant on social security checks, pensions, and 401K’s.  This is the bad end of the 55+ community.  Not the self affirmed individuals who grasp life by the scrotum and squeeze the love juice out—those retirees who realize they wasted too much time trying to make a living, when they should have lived a little more.  No, it’s the geriatrics I have a problem with—the living dead.  Men and women who still inhabit the planet with the soul purpose of making others as miserable as they’ve become.  These are the degenerates I’ve come to know well, and despise vehemently.  These are the individuals that vote to keep shrubs in and around the White House.  If this country is ever to regain its noble poise in the eyes of her peers, these relics must be pushed aside with haste.  These are the antagonists of Armageddon.  

Pathetic as they may appear, the threat these barely animated fossils’ pose is very real.  These are the backers of century old racists like Strom Thurman.  In their age crazed minds, war truly is a good thing.  They still think that Regan was sane and that Ollie North will get his comeuppance.  In their minds, Castro was obliterated in a fantastic stampede of elephants and jack asses led by Uncle Sam and George Washington.  While they sip bottomless cups of coffee at Denny’s on Sunday morning, a picture of the greed crazed shrub on page-one of the Tampa Tribune looks to be Jesus Christ himself.  These are individuals that welcome nuclear warfare because they have a notion it might improve the bronzed tint on their leathery hides.  “Press the button, young shrub.  Our withered extremities aren’t yet riddled with enough cancerous growths.  Lord knows I can’t take a dirt nap looking this pale…”
When I was young, I was taught to respect my elders.  However, in my youth I was also told; cops are good, drugs are bad, and Elmer’s glue shouldn’t be eaten.  It was around the age of twenty-two, when I made a five course meal out of Elmer’s that I decided I’d been listening to the wrong people most of my life.  Now I listen to the voices in my head, and its indubitably worse advice than what I received in my formidable years.  But, I can say with out reservation, that senior citizens hurt people.  They drive badly, bitch incessantly, and neglect their pets.  Take this in to consideration next time there’s an election.  Don’t sit home, smoking pot, while watching the outcome on television; go vote.  And if you pass a Denny’s on the way to your local polling place, set it on fire…
Legal Disclaimer

I have nothing against Denny’s.  They have very good food.  I wish no harm to befall the corporate giant or any of the old farts that find refuge in the confines of afore mentioned eatery.  Anyone that would think about setting fire to any building is depraved and deranged.  Forget I even mentioned it...  
