Julie Steinberg 

Blame Whom?


Are you one of those prudes who scorns those of us who feel a need to “make fun” to crack a smile, those of us who gnaw painstakingly into the depths of others’ issues about which we casually joke, those of us who insensitively scrutinize every quirk inhabited in every individual whom we believe is incoherent? If you are, you can just take your grimy little politically correct paws off of this offensive piece of paper (which by the way an innocent tree died for) and retreat to your dull, highly moral, I’m-too-nice life. 

If that bit offended you, in all honesty, I’m sorry. I really do pity you. You’re just too uptight. Go relax, take a vacation, have a daiquiri by the pool. If you laughed, however, I offer you my sincerest congratulations. You’re not on my blacklist. 

If you’re anything like me, you get sick of goodie-two-shoes, bland, Ozzy and Harriet type entertainment. It doesn’t challenge me, incite me, or even make me laugh. How realistic is a perfect family of four (one daughter, one son, and two disgustingly happy parents) who learn a valuable moral with every episode (no pun intended) that occurs in their lives? Do you know what I have to say about the “Leave it to Beaver” reruns I see on “Nick at Nite”? BORING! Where’s the sex? Where’s the profanity? Where’s the damn conflict? A half an hour of watching a utopian family eat a tasty, home-cooked American meal and occasionally engage in a trite dispute that invariably ends in a huge life lesson is just not up my alley.  Is it up yours? 

I personally prefer something cruder, something more real and risqué, like “South Park (Bigger, Longer, and Uncut)”. “South Park” trades on controversy, displaying utter irreverence for everything America cherishes. It takes full advantage of our Constitution’s “Freedom of Speech” clause, but what do you think our Fathers would have to say about this flick? That’s right. They’d be rolling over in their mahogany graves. They all would downright scorn the “white-bred, redneck, meshugannah, quiet mountain town” called South Park which parodies a nation that speaks out of both sides of its mouth, that preaches the gospel of moral decency at home while waging murderous wars abroad, and that advocates and thrives on individual rights while contemplating the installation of V-chips to sensor children’s language at the same time. 

“South Park” faces reality. Its rude and lewd scenes collectively emphasize everything that right-minded, moral-law abiding American citizens avoid talking about. “Bigger, Longer, and Uncut,” is 81 hilarious minutes of what you don’t say at the dinner table.  If we can’t laugh about our problems or merely discuss them, how are we supposed to face them?

Critics claim that “South Park” is just a huge “potty-mouth” parade, and that its existence is a disgrace to our country. Obviously they paid not one bit of attention to the movie. “South Park” mocks those very critics who cringe at oh-so-offensive language like “Uncle Fucker,” which doesn’t even compare to some of the things that eight year olds really say. If anything, the language in the movie is a fucking understatement. I just have one thing to say to those narrow-minded, naïveté traditionalists, and I think that the creators of “South Park” say it best: “Shut your fucking face, uncle fuckers!” 

The concept that makes “South Park” work so well is that it doesn’t single out just one group. Instead, it mocks everyone—Jews, blacks, homosexuals, military persona, the monetarily challenged, (do excuse my hypocritical politically correctness), celebrities, school counselors, Satan, Jesus, Brian Boitano, and last and certainly mostly, Canadians (keep in mind that the film was written by two Canadians who had no problem ridiculing themselves). If you watch the movie, you must laugh at yourself, because chances are, you probably belong to one of the severely satirized groups. It’s integral to understand not just what goes on in this world, but also to understand all of the sides and viewpoints of the issues and conflicts to which we are daily presented. 

If you can watch this movie without curling your lips and showing your teeth (probably cavity-filled and yellowed from over-consumption of Starbucks Coffee), then you’re to blame for your own problems. The town of South Park blames Canada, but I blame you. Open your mind and loosen up, because you are in desperate need of an anal probe. If you don’t believe me and refuse to take my advice, that’s your problem. All I need you to do is say to me, “Screw you. I’m goin’ home.” Then, and only then, will I get off your old school, conservative ass. 
