A Smoker Trying to Subsist-by R.S. Sanscrainte

I’m pissed off tonight, so if you’re looking to read this little announcement and feel better about yourself, people around you, or the world in general you should discontinue reading now…


For all of you who stuck it out, you gluttons for punishment, let me tell you why I’m so pissed off.  Tonight, when I decided to sit down and write to you all, I was in a swell mood.  This was going to be a happy go lucky piece on fame, fortune, and the possibilities of youth; then I decided to smoke a cigarette.  As I’m a soon-to-be-father I now roll my own cigarettes.  It’s a sacrifice of convenience I’ve willingly made, to establish funding for a newborn.  Sure, it’s a pain in the ass to roll a cigarette every time you feel the need to light up, but once you’ve established priorities it’s something that isn’t an issue—until the bastard tobacco company you bought the shitty tobacco from decides to go light on the adhesive that holds your moment of pleasure together.  Then everything goes to hell, and you’re left to either roll a cigarette or write a dissertation on why you’re pissed off about your inability to smoke.


The reason I’ve found it as a personal affront of the highest order is that I live in Florida.  People in Florida are old; people in Florida smoke.  They smoke because they’re old, and they know they’re going to die, and they’re fucking comfortable with these facts.  So, why and how did a law get passed that will force me and the old people of Florida to go outside and enjoy nicotine and tar in the same atmosphere that dogs defecate.  Why is it that because people believe everything their televisions spew forth and whatever some swine with a type writer puts in a newspaper or magazine, that my fellow smokers and I will be forced outdoors every time we feel the need to spark up?  Because, for the most part, non-smokers are whiny assholes and they think that they have more rights than self absorbed asshole smokers.  Who’s right?  No-motherfucking-body!  Get over it!  

People who smoke don’t force non-smokers to inhale, so why do non-smokers feel it necessary to insure that we smokers don’t get the chance to inhale?  If you want to get pissed off and enforce legislation on somebody, point that gun at corporate America.  Those bastards can afford to put smoke filtration and irradiation devices in the restaurants they own and operate.  All your favorite chains, like Bennigans, Ruby Tuesdays, Chi Chi’s, Olive Garden, Red Lobster just to name a few.  They’re all over the country, and they can shell out the extra money to make sure that you’re protected from second hand smoke, while not forcing those who chose to partake to give it up first hand.  Anyhow, I’ve digressed, and I apologize.

What I meant to discuss this evening was not the stringent rules being forced upon smokers, but the reason I am forced to roll my own cigarettes.  Which, is roughly the same rant.  

Holier than thou non-smokers feel justified seeing the imposition of outrageous taxes on tobacco products, forcing anyone without a six figure income to either; smoke less, smoke generic brands, not smoke at all, or to roll their own from a canister.  So because I’m a smoker, non-smokers are saying that I deserve to be taxed more than a non-smoker.  Meaning, inevitably, that I should pay for women who screw a neighborhood’s amount of men, have umpteen children, and hence receive government benefits, just because I smoke?  Fuck that.  You healthy suckers can take care of all the illegitimate children running around.  We smokers are going to need Medicaid, Social Security, and Welfare when we get cancer and emphysema

I don’t hate non smokers, and I wish they didn’t hate me.  But they do, and the only thing I can do is write darkly amusing little rants to try and make them understand how we smokers feel.  How would it settle with you all if we took away Burger King, or Survivor, or some other inane staple of your life you’ve grown attached to?  It stings a little, don’t  it?

I want my kids to smoke.  That’s Americana; Rebellion…The Freedom to Choose …Something that goes well with a beer after sex.  I hope my kids smoke, and have sex.  Freedom of choice and beer are topics for another night.

