I was preparing Bacon Wrapped Pork Chops with a sausage appetizer. I had already called the hospital and told them I would probably need an angioplasty for dessert. I stood there at my stove with three frying pans in front of me – one for the bacon, one for the sausage, and one scorching pork chops on a generous helping of lard. Chaos ensues. The bacon pops, the grease flies from the saucepan across the stove and over to a hot element. A hefty grease fire erupts. They say never to use water on a grease fire, but what else can you do? I grab a glass of water and lob it on the fire. This acts as a catalyst for the flame; the inferno grows exponentially, and then quickly smolders back out. Whew -- what a close one! I open my back door to get some air, only to return and find my place blue with smoke again! What the fuck? I open the cabinets above the stove, and found a dozen old phone books I had stashed above the stove blazing up like polyurethane egg cartons at a Great White concert! I grab an oven mitt and toss the burning phone books out the back door, and let out a sigh of relief. It wouldn’t last long. Now, the god damned burning phone books have torched the dead leaves behind my apartment! Holy fuck, I felt like General Sherman did when he invented the original “scorched earth policy” back in 1864 at the Burning of Atlanta: “Us carpetbaggers will make you inbred Georgia pussies perish in flames, even if we have to blaze a trail of fire through Savannah to the sea!” Once the megalomania of all that had subsided and I realized that I was probably in some blatant violation of the terms of my lease, I grabbed a broom and started thrashing the leaves like a baby’s momma trying to beat the change out of a deadbeat dad.

During all of this, I felt a strange sense of déjà vu. This was yet another pork-induced crisis that had plagued my life so many times through the years. I was having a brief moment of clarity. This was, alas, routine. I had relapsed, fallen off the wagon, or as they say, “gotten back on the shit”. 

I was very young and impressionable when I first started experimenting with pork. First, it was just a few bacon bits on my salad, on weekends, with friends -- it was no big deal. Everyone was doing it. I enjoyed the euphoric high of the nitrate-loaded meat, but I never thought I would have a problem. Before long, I moved up to ham sandwiches, non-kosher hot dogs, and sausage; too much was never enough. People would laugh at my wild antics at parties over the deli tray. What they didn’t know is I was dying inside. These “gateway meats” move you on to harder things: pork chops, spare ribs, sausage, and then BACON! 

Before long, I couldn’t do anything without bacon -- bacon cheeseburgers, bacon omelets, pizza topped with bacon. I tried to make bacon fit more and more into my life -- the absurd bacon watermelon, bacon with yogurt, and bacon filled doughnuts. I was doing BLT’s with extra bacon, then onto BLT’s minus the L and the T, but still getting extra B. Eventually, I was selling bacon just to support my habit. Even then, I was losing money “getting high on my own supply”. To pay off my dealer, I wound up making my girlfriend turn tricks on the porch. My life had become unmanageable. I was mainlining several pounds of uncut bacon each day. 

Then it happened -- my arteries hardened. I had a heart attack and wound up in the hospital with a 2657 cholesterol level. The doctors said I should have been dead. That didn’t matter. I checked myself out of the hospital that night, and went straight back to the streets, where I shot up skillet grease dumped in some buckets behind a Mexican joint with a dirty needle. I stumbled back over to my place, where an eviction notice hung from my door -- I spiked the rest of the grease and passed out. 

I woke up to a boot on my head and a team of guys in ski masks… fuck, it was the FDA. I had been careless. They cased me for selling 10 pounds of bacon to an undercover without a food permit. Now, I was a habitual offender. This was my third strike; I knew I was headed for the Graybar Motel. During my incarceration, I discovered PA (Pork Anonymous). At last, I had found a group of people that were just like me with whom I could relate, share my shameful stories, and realize I wasn’t alone. For the first time, I could envision a future free of swine. 

At the end of my stretch, I got out on probation, where I was being tested for pork on a weekly basis. I managed to stay clean; I met a good wholesome woman, and thought I had left my past behind me. One night she invited me over for dinner. Unaware of my past problems, she cooked some BBQ beans with a small pork neckbone in it to add flavor. That little taste was just enough to drive me into a full on relapse. I went nuts, trashed her place, smacked her down, and ran into the streets naked, covered in beans. I was spinning in confusion. My mind twisted with terror and addiction – I vomited, shit myself, and blacked-out. This brings me back to where I am now -- swatting a pile of burning leaves with a broom. 

At first, it’s all fun and ham sandwiches. Next thing you know – you are strung-out in an alley smoking fatback out of a tin can. It’s a small wonder that swine is the bane of existence for Muslims, Jews, and many others. We know the brothas’ have no need for “Other White Meat”. Don’t let those liberal hippies sell you on all that peace and love jive. It’s even easy to see the correlation between the use of pork and the crime rate. Do you live in a neighborhood that has a BBQ joint? Then there is also a good chance that you are in close proximity to a crystal meth lab or a crack house! The mere presence of pork lowers property values. Clean-living, honest Americans grill steaks in their suburban backyards! DON’T WALLOW WITH THE PIGS – SHAKE HANDS WITH BEEF! The production of piggery waste from pork farms has a lot of people screaming, “NOT IN MY BACK YARD”. The small towns do not want their children lured by the Hollywood glamour of hog flesh, and don’t forget about the obvious cholesterol issues. During demonic possessions, Satan himself often manifests himself in the visage of a pig. It’s also no coincidence that pigs have cloven hooves that carry foot and mouth disease! Pork products are indeed the vomit of the devil! What more proof do you need? With punishments that might range from indigestion, to excommunication, to eternal damnation – you had better be careful whose information you are to believe. One thing is for sure though: Pork leads to jails, institutions, and death! 

Aww fuck, who am I kidding? Pork is awesome. Bacon rules -- I was high when I wrote everything up to what you are reading right now. For real though, I highly encourage anyone considering dabbling in pork products to go straight ahead and do it! To all you vegan fucks: Eating meat is an instinct; not eating it is a decision! Since nature intended you to eat meat, follow your instincts and eat the best kind of meat – PORK! Any of you fools who are letting your religious beliefs keep you from the pleasures of the swine flesh; remember that more pointless, stupid acts have been carried out in the name of religion than any other force on this planet! Don’t make not eating a delicious rack of falling-off-the-bone ribs another one of those acts! 

WHY WOULD GOD GIVE YOU THIS URGE IF HE DIDN’T WANT YOU TO GIVE IN? 
For my guidance in porky affairs, I turn to a great man -- a man who speaks to many of us daily, but his true genius is often overlooked. A man who is responsible for uttering more words of wisdom than Jesus, Allah, the Dali Lama, and Rev. Creflo A. Dollar combined. That man is none other than the great Homer J. Simpson, and this was what he told the people: 

“BACON YOUR SAUSAGE. BOY, I SAID BACON YOUR SAUSAGE!”
