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I hate assholes. Assholes are everywhere.

Grinning at me.

Nut jobs. Every one of'em. Amazes me more everyday how we are all surrounded by nut jobs. It's like we're in the midst of a nutjob apocolypse.

I was stuck in the usual traffic on the Long Island Parkway at five o'clock in the middle of July. Exhaust fumes burning my nose. Even with the window up and the AC on the ghostly fumes still managed to creep in.

We are at full stop. Bump to bumper.

In New York everything is bumper to bumper. Or asses to asses or elbows to elbows. I don't know why anybody would want to live out here. Well, yes I do. On second thought they make better sandwiches out here. The best. The bread is hardy and thick and piled with at least a quarter pound of meat and topped off with a tangy vinagar and oil mixture that makes my mouth water just thinking about it. Can't get that anywhere else.

But still It's not all worth it, to live out here in this mess just for a sandwich.

It makes no difference what time I leave either. I try getting up early so I can end my day early in hopes of avoiding the traffic but these red lights follow me everywhere I go. There is no escape.

Nothing but bumpers and red lights staring back at me. Right now they're laughing at me. “Ha Ha. Look who ain't going anywhere today. Asshole gonna be here for a while.” Talking to me in their high-pitched shrill voice that cuts through my ears.

When you go along the straight way just as you get over the Varazontalle Bridge and if you're on the top portion of the bridge you get a more clear picture of what you're going to be up against. I could see nothing but a line of cars for miles which told me it was going to be a long ride home. Much longer than usual.

There is no way to predict it. It's not like you can say oh, that looks a bit congested today. I think I'll turn off and go another way.

Once  you make that lane change to approach the bridge there is no turning back.

I look to my right and see a young chick texting. She was somewhere in her late twenties. She was smacking her lips and popping her gum so loud I could hear it from here.

“I roll down my window. “Stop doing that!”  Gum popping has a way of vibrating straight to my brain in short painful waves.

She gives me this hateful look, shrugs her shoulders as if to ask what are you talking about.

“Stop that gum poppping,” I say. I spoke louder this time in case she couldn't hear me through the cacaphony of blaring horns.

“Dude. Seriously?”

“I can't stand that. It's annoying.”

“Dude. Fuck you.”

I'm telling you kids these days have no common courtesy. I should just get out right now and smack the shit out of her.

Some fat dude to my left is woofing down a Big Mac and stuffing his face with fries. A large drop of special sauce drips down on his white shirt but he doesn't seem to notice.

My fingers tingle as I just noticed that I was gripping the wheel tight the same I always do. The two and ten o'clock spots on the wheel are worn and discolored.. Every day I tell myself I need to move and get away from this mess.

The taillights blink as the car ahead of me inches forward about three feet.

I felt like shouting HOORAAAAY YIIIIIIPEEEEE! But I don't allow myself to get too excited because they are only teasing me.

We ain't going nowhere.

Horns are blaring and people shouting come on already. Lets get outta here.

Now, the thing is if there wasn't any traffic it would only take me fifteen minutes at the most to get home.

These days this is a forty-five minute trip and that's on a good day.

I go over several other routes in my mind. Routes I would be better off taking The only other road would be the Southern State Parkway but that would tack on another twenty minutes.

There is no win win.

Only lose lose.

Just like the Yankees have been doing this year. I don't know what the owners have going on these days. Sure they have a lot of home run hitters but home run hitters don't win games. They need hitters that can get on base and keep the ball moving. Sure home runs are great  when they're hitting. When they're not hitting they can go several games without a hit.

The Boston Redsox. That team can hit.

The taillights start blinking again signaling that we are about to inch up only this time we manage to move about three hundred feet.

It is six o'clock and my stomach is grumbling and I want nothing more than to go over to the fat man next to me and swipe that Big Mac out of his chubby special sauce coated hands. I bet his fat ass has a couple of those apple pies in that bag.

In my rear view mirror I see another one of them crack heads walking up alongside the road. He holds up one of them cardboard signs that reads VETERN. He is even wearing a army field jacket with the 101 airborne division patch on the shoulder.

My ass he's a veteran. I'm sick and disgusted with these kind of low life's stealing valor. It is totally and completely wrong and it is against the law.

It seems our country is being flooded with crackheads and drunks. You can always tell the crackheads though because of the blackened or missing front teeth and their mouth is all black and all rotton. Often their face will be covered with pussy sores.

I so
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