The New New Years song of High Hopes

 Of all the days I've lived yet;  not many can compare

to the day I sang to spice girls in my thread-bare underwear

Oh its new years day, but whats to say but have another beer

so lets all get done completly out on sex and pubic hair

its the last day of the party, after Christmas and the lot

so lets all get over anxious and drink in the year with pot

a little too much laughing and way too much of drink

its just a lot of silliness that makes you want to wink

at whatever walks in the room, and before you fuckin know it

you've become a lampshade groom... 

*speaking.. silly drunken voices*

"I resolve to write songs that rhyme"

Person 1"My New Years resolution is to buy a new house.. we've trashed this one really good this time"

Person 2"I resolve to eat a cat"

Person 3"me too, and chinese eat rice with little sticks"

*sound of coughing up a fur ball*

Person 1"dangerous business is cat eating.. like eating a cow while its still alive and running about"

Person 3 want to buy some pokemon cards off me? I'm flat broke..

its the last day of the party, after Christmas and the lot

so lets all get over anxious and drink in the year with pot

a little too much laughing and way too much of drink

its just a lot of silliness that makes you want to wink

at whatever walks in the room, and before you fuckin know it

you've become a lampshade groom...

*burp*

*hiccup*

<Small evil voice>

 "Go ahead.. quit your job.. you dont need it"

I guess now is  a good time to do some free writing. I can tell its time to find a way to keep myself busy, because I've been tormenting a small fruit fly of sorts crawling around on my computer screen by chasing it with the mouse cursor. Every few seconds it gets frustrated and hops to a new part of the screen.  I guess even bugs dont like to be bugged. 

  You gotta find ways to have fun with life though. At least that's my theory. But maybe that's the major theory behind college. When people are at the age where they realize how good it is to be free, and have fun, and they still can. Instead of making them wait for retirement; when they're too interested in whiter dentures, artificial hips, and velchro shoes.  I wonder if my generation will be like that when we get old. I wonder if there is a set standard for being old, or if it changes with the generation who is becoming old.

I bet most of the guys I went to school with are planning for retirement by stocking up on video games, with blind hope that technology will invent a sure-cure for arthritis.  The women are buying candles.  We can hope they are doing this in light(pun intended) of the energy crunch predictions being talked about in environmental newscolumns. I think that really though, women buy candles as a psychological way to associate long cylindrical shaped objects with a pleasant sight, and smell. Maybe it's a subconscious way to put pressure on men to be more aromatically, and visually pleasant.  I wonder about guys and candles. Most of the guys I know arent big fans of candles. I wonder if they feel threatened.  
 Must have fun with life. Bill Gates has it made on that front. Boy if I was him, I know just what I'd be doing for the rest of my life. I'd be littering. Not your everyday McDonalds double pickle messy cardboard burger wrapper either.   I can just picture myself standing in front of an obscenely obnoxious cop, and a large cheering crowd, as I drop $50 bills on the ground in front of the "$50 fine for littering" sign.  Cant you just imagine the look you could get from your average state trooper, as they tried to determine the extent of the damage, and the possible remedy for this injustice to society?
I've decided on an answer to a very much overly asked question. "What happens if you cant pay the toll?"

Being the lucky ingrates that we are, living in this wonderfully compassionate, and laid back society, it has to cross our minds from time to time.. what happens if you cant pay the toll on the interstate? I bet Chinese people would never ask that, if they were told to whip out some yen so they could procede to the next 1/10 mile of bolt-loosening, nuclear war test site interstate in THEIR country. I firmly believe that if there was a bad earthquake in downtown New York during rush hour.. noone driving on the interstate would know. They'd be so desensatized to the bumping and prattling of the road, they wouldnt notice if say.. the road in front of them moved ten feet to the right.. its all just pretty typical at that point.  But back to the point of the matter.. every time I travel through a toll booth.. I've driven the interstate up and down the Eastern US time and time again.. but every time I approach a toll booth.. the question arises.. and you can try to fight it.. sweating, and biting your cheek till you start twitching the way the devil must while he watches the Smurfs or Mr Rogers Neighborhood.  It's not something that can be avoided.  You approach the "Toll violators will be shot at point blank range with a sawed off shotgun" sign...  which turns into ... "please pay toll $1.00" as you get closer.  Searching for the dollar you can feel the oxygen seeping out of the part of your brain which designates what you did with your toll money.. and into the 'torture zone' where you can imagine little spikes popping up out of the ground, impaling your car, while a group of thugs approaches with cutting torches, and flame throwers to make a quick fix of the kanuba wax job that turned out surprisingly well for having been completed by a one armed drunk guy with a hells angels bandana covering his one good eye.  

I wonder too.. about the "adopt a highway" scheme. 'Bette Middler' owns this part of the highway. Now do you wonder.. if Bette were to drive down that highway.. and come to a toll booth on it.. do you think it would be easy to convince them it was really her? I'd like to work at a toll booth on a section of the highway owned by Elvis. There's something so curiously and laughable about Elvis impersonators; but that's another story.  However.. in the end.. I've devised a not-so-passing suspicion that life is full of absurities. My theory concerning the toll booth dilema though... is that if you dont pay..  they still let you through the toll booth.. but they torture you by having some person in a white Ford Crown Vic with a large antenae on top follow you for a few hundred miles, so you'll suspect its an unmarked police car behind you. Ultimately you want to take a dare that no real cop would ride your ass that close while going the speed limit, but then you think again. That is after all.. what real cops do too. 

Maybe this just happens to me, but has some fascet of life ever come to your attention for the first time since you've been alive... and then again shortly thereafter?  Like some singer... 

cycle_path_3s: Sigmund the Frued in feud with a final ficticious fiasco... found that ...(un) fortunately his father figure featured in his fantasies, and thus a fallacy of fantastic fidelity among family was founded...find him finishing his forever in fire for his fanciful incestious fidelity 

cycle_path_3s: ~ me.. just now

cycle_path_3s: "I am about to have been sheep worried" ~ John Cleese

cycle_path_3s: (non python... personal reference..)

Rage Against the Candy Machine
(angry voice over).. "Thats IT you stupid bitch.. fork over the money, or I'm gonna... "

Its over the way things were between us

The way you frustrate me, I hate you

its all over, all over money

Don’t be so cheap you stupid bitch

chorus:

I know its my fault for giving you more

you told me the first time, it doesnt work

you dont work, it doesnt work that way

I wish I could make you give me some

I want some, give me mine now

Do you know what I'll do? 

Do we know that we're through?

I wish I could get inside of you

You take what I give you, and now I want mine

I'm thinking I'll try to get in from behind

chorus:

I know its my fault for giving you more

you told me the first time, it doesnt work

you dont work, it doesnt work that way

I wish I could make you give me some

I want some, give me mine now

(spoken)come on baby, I can feel it.. give it to me

stupid candy machine.. give me my goddamn candy 

Extra verse that could be incorporated if need be;

 Why do you have to want to hate all the time?

I thought I could make you nice, by being nice

You just got angry again, and I dont get it

I dont care, I dont like you any more; not now

My life is crap enough, I dont need you being mean

Go away spiteful mean bitter little thing

The world doesnt need you, we're trying to live

When lamenting over it, dont you feel stupid?

Its no big deal; dont you feel cheap?

Getting angry at every little thing; how do you live?

The world is not an easy place; everything is wrong

How can you live a day without exploding?

Anger management is the key; you need help

Life is bad enough, you have to enjoy what you can in it

Life is bad enough

Vandals

Wasn't my fault just a stupid kid 

its what you might call a little slip

noone likes them anyway

why are you laughing if its so bad

laughing isn't bad

as one becomes wiser one has less and less to say..  thankfully foolishness prevails long after the deepest roots of sensablity have manifested themselves...and thus comedy is bred. 

(loud obnoxious womans voice off camera); "Helloo.. people... we're having a board meeting here.. "

(group voice of lower class women)"Sarry"

<caption>; sorry

(camera walks into board room to see five hookers in obvious dress.. fishnet tights, eighties hairdoes etc)

Babs; Now people, lets get down to some business ok?.. alright.. Sandra.. please read the treasury report.

Sandra; (pulls a crumpled up napkin out of her pocket, along with an apparently used condom) ...uh.. like.. $12 or so.. I guess

 Janette; (conservative secretary type with thick glasses, and lisp etc) "Sandra, are you sure you expressly calculated the ENTIRE profit of "Ladies in Bed" for the last month? I mean.. (flattering herself).. I alone pulled in an extra $600 or so by being especially.. *silence*.. lusciously promiscuous (says the last two words in a rolling pride.. and high fives Angie)

Janette; OH!.. yeah, never mind.. I carried the... decimal point.... WAAAAY too far.. we made like an extra $1200"

(all); "coo coo.. yeah thats coo"(nodding at each other)

<caption> I lost $1200...

Angie; can I make a motion?

(all) sure

Angie; (does a hip flailing boob jiggling motion)

all; (clap, and whistle)

Sandra; ooooOOOoooh  you got it going ON girl

<caption> what the hell?

Babs;  Goils, I got some real bad news. We gots us some competition now. I dunno if you've noticed, but there's a group of computer programmer bitches got laid off, and they hookering on OUR territory

Janette: the "Laptop Ladies"... yeah, I hoid of dem

<caption> one of them licked me

Babs; "they're good.. but dont worry, they dont got what it takes"

(all the ladies stare intently at each other, and nod in agreement, then they start tie red bandanas around their heads, and start caulking guns that they have hidden in their clothing)

<caption> hookers suck

^cut to a small elderly man on a park bench

<voice over> Do you have bladder control problems?.. this man does.. and that's why he cant move from this spot... he's just too embarrassed for everyone to see he's pissed himself.. "

(interviewer comes into view); Sir.. 'scuse me.. how long have you been here?

Man; I just got here...

interviewer; no you didnt.. you've been here for days.. I've been watching you....you pissed yourself didnt you?

Man; no.. no dont...

interviewer; pity wont save you now..

<shot of another apparently homeless person lying in the sidewalk>

interviewer; now this is sad... from what I see here.. this man must have tripped, fell over.. and then pissed himself. Tragic.

interviewer(to man on sidewalk); sir.. how long has it been?

man on sidewalk; (stares blankly, and then releases a puddle of urine(water really) onto the ground around him)

interviewer; lack of bladder control is the leading cause of people who dont move in this country

man on sidewalk; shut up you idiot... I'd use the toilet if I had one

interviewer; sure you would... sure... you ... would

<cut to man drinking water>

mdw; my bladder works fine

wife of mdw; no it doesnt

mdw;(shrugs)

Oh dear.. is it just short of a miracle that one sort of annoying paraphrase that's written about itself could in retrospect be found humorous solely on the sole basis of its own introspective irony?
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1. Death is the end of the ability to control the physical mind and body.

If there is no physical control, there is no lack of pain, and therefore no recognizable feelings of goodness, due to lack of comparison. If there is no recognizeable feelings there is no sex. If there is no sex, and no form of recognizeable physical sensations or localized acceptance of contemporary emotions of happiness as well as no gender specifics then the intense psychological status protected roles we have come to love in our life partners will cease on the grounds that there will be no familiar happiness.

2. There is no boundary to the infinite space surrounding the earth. There are no boundaries to the ammount of mass in the universe. There are no boundaries to define the way mass may shape space in remote universes. The likelihood that mass will shape time and space differently in another universe is almost a given... then there are lapses and changes(bounces) if you will in time.. expressed as a line. If time bounces then surely its going to pertain to the earth we know.... that means matter in the universe we are familiar with will eventually recycle itself. Nature will indeed take care of itself. Who knows how many times nearly identical worlds have been created in infinitile space and time? (I think that the outer univers contracts and expands regularly.. in an infinitile ammount of time, so it will again.. and it may have done so an infinitile ammount of times before.. and so it will after)

Technology will have itself in a pickle to try and stop the universe from contracting and expanding. The only way this would be possible is if we could find ways to chemically create pressure through mass that already exists.. if the forthcoming life forms can remember the teachings of albert einstein.. that's where my money is. We may be at the verge of something soooo much bigger. ... in every sense of the word.

and one more about how human kind will eventually destroy itself because not enough time is given for intelligence to develope, as it pertains to a ratio of widespread misuse and ignorance of the general universe.  

(even in people.. a mind reaches its peak between 25-50.. approximately... but then it is put out of service through oxidation or some other cause.. but it has already been impounded by the many stupidities of society, and so it will settle into complacense of familiarity of simple surroundings) cease to mature.. and deteriorate..

so think now.. while you still can. 

lol.. and on a lighter note

I'm writing a sketch about bankrobbers that are dressed up in nice suits that try to rob a bank where all the workers are dressed in bank robber uniforms.  ;o)

