The Mythological Idealism of Insanity-  By RS Sanscrainte
…The unit was the state’s central tracking headquarters for homicidal maniacs.


Florida was one of the few states to establish such a unit after extensive psychological profiling determined that the criminally insane prefer nice weather.  
–A quote from, “Triggerfish Twist,” a novel by Mr. Tim Dorsey
“Insanity,” is defined by Webster’s dictionary as:  Serious mental disorder or derangement impairing one’s ability to function safely and normally.  However, this is not the dictionary’s exclusive definition of insanity.  The first definition is followed by a second definition.  In adherence with socially acceptable and unwritten laws of dissipation being inevitable, the second descriptive blip, offered by the giant in descriptive blips, is what the Judicial branch of government that trusts in Mr. Webster as an authority in matters regarding word related issues adhere to. This definition is of course less ominous then the first. The legal ramifications of, “Insanity,” are as follows:  
a) Unsoundness of mind sufficient in the judgment of a court to render a person unfit to maintain a contractual or other legal relationship or to warrant commitment to a mental institution.

Or…
b)
A degree of mental malfunctioning regarded in most criminal jurisdictions as being sufficient to prevent the accused from knowing right from wrong concerning the act he or she is charged with or to render him or her unaware of the nature of the act when committing it.  
Of course, being that America is the land of the free, Webster’s had to provide for those who were free to neglect education. For the talk-show-watching-buffoons with slack jaws after reading the first two definitions the dictionary offers:  Extreme folly (or) something that is extremely foolish. 

By this point, You, my loyal and intellectual reader, have obviously become either very intrigued by my attention to the exacting specifications of the word in question; or very annoyed.  As I understand that you have your reasons, I ask only the same cordiality from you.  So bare with me;  I’ll try to make the rest of this piece less tedious.

I was thumbing through my library this evening, to find a good quote to get the creative juices flowing, and I came across the excerpt from Dorsey’s, “Triggerfish Twist,” with which I began this tirade.  I spit some of the beer I had just taken into my mouth across the expanse of pages upon which I’d found the humorous assertion, but after the laughter I began to think.  As I thought about the words penned by Mr. Dorsey, the statement became more profound.  I began to analyze the author’s insight word by word; letter by letter 

I realized that I was in Florida.  And I realized that I like nice weather. It didn’t hit me like a shot of paint thinner with a chaser of kerosene, but after six or seven beer, (is beer like deer, or can you pluralize it?  Ah, Fuck it.) I began to wonder if I may have come down with a case of criminal insanity.  Luckily, after researching the matter, I came to the conclusion that the symptoms led to a faulty diagnosis. 

According to Webster’s, hardcore definition of insanity, someone suffering from the condition would be unsafe.  As I rarely leave the house without being in my plastic bubble with a crash helmet double knotted to my head I think of got the grounds of operating in a safe manor lock and stock.  Some might argue that this type of behavior isn’t normal, but these are the same people that subsist on airborne pollutants and suffer massive head trauma when the crack open their skulls when the slip and fall on hard surfaces.  Even if my behavior isn’t normal, it’s far from being confused with criminal insanity.  No, to be criminally insane I would have had to have been committed to an insane asylum; a three day stay is in no way a commitment.  I always honor contracts I enter into, unless the other party involved in the contract is talking to aliens subliminally while I’m trying to eat a bagel three states away and I hear the dialog through a radio that’s not plugged in.  And as far as knowing right from wrong; well, I was acquitted on vehicular homicide charges.  The jury agreed that I should have swerved to miss the polka-dotted elephant—it was that man in the wheel chair’s fault he didn’t get off the sidewalk when he saw my Buick careening toward him at seventy miles an hour.  

I was foolish to ever even question my own sanity, dare I venture to say—extremely foolish?  Wait just a second.  Why do I have an uncontrollable urge to put cornbread in my ears and eat Q-tips?  You know, the weather sure is nice here in Florida, it really is….  
 Have you checked out my website yet!  What's your problem?  Check it out, it's better than looking at endless amounts of pornography.  Well, maybe not, but you won't feel quite as guilty in the morning.  Go to www.geocities.com/gonzonia1 and see what's happening.  If you no longer wish to receive mailings from me, just send me a e-mail that says "Screw Off!"  

 

