Hicks: Oh, Snooki, you're sooo lame
By Tony Hicks, Contra Costa Times
 
In what has to be the greatest legal precedent set since ... ever, a judge on Wednesday fined Nicole "Snooki" Polizzi $500 and ordered her to perform community service after she pleaded guilty to annoying people on a New Jersey Beach in July.
 
Why stop there, I thought, when she annoys millions every week on television? She should be fined in perpetuity. As far as community service goes, the only service Snooki could do to any community is to stay away from it. 
Snooki is, of course, a star of MTV's historical low-point "Jersey Shore." They stuck a bunch of fake, stereotype-flinging, Italian, hormonal twenty-something’s in a house together, backed up the BevMo! truck, fired up the hot tub, forbade the men from wearing shirts and the women to say whole sentences that don't include "Ohmoigod" and three bleeped-out words, and gave them enough money to rampage through local seaside bars like rampaging Vikings. They fight, they cry, they fornicate ... sometimes all at once. During the day, they spend all their time going to the gym, hair salons and tanning booths. And that's just the men.
 
I wish I could say that last sentence wasn't true.  Very seriously, I can't think of a lower point for American pop culture. It's a celebration of stupidity that saddens those of us who remember what the "M" in MTV used to stand for (before they changed it to "moronic"). 
 
Bad role models
Normally, when she gleefully announces it's time to watch a reality show on television, I get pretty gleeful myself, knowing we're going to watch something that either involves men pulling animals out of dangerous bodies of water ("The Deadliest Catch," "River Monsters") or more female fashion babble than any man should be legally allowed to enjoy ("Project Runway," "America's Top Model"). And if you're questioning why a man such as myself would watch fashion shows, you obviously don't understand that fashion designers and aspiring models are just as nasty as any giant, buffalo-devouring predator some English guy can pull from a river.
 
What really troubles me are the kids who watch "Jersey Shore" and think that living a life bereft of work, reflection, sound decision-making -- and going 45 seconds without accusing someone of cheating on them, then falling into the nearest hot tub for drunken sex -- is natural. 
 
The problem with "Jersey Shore" is that the characters aren't even funny parodies of human beings. They're selfish, overly dramatic, drunk, uber-promiscuous people who can't possibly spend that much time in tanning beds. Parodies are extreme -- and funny, because they're not real. These people don't know that they're parodies, which takes all the fun out of it. 
 
My oldest girl, who's now in college, once said to me when she was about 9 that she wanted to be a singer. Well, fine, I thought. Why not? Then she said that she was going to have to start dressing way more skimpy, because that's what Mariah Carey does. My chest pains continued until about six months ago.
 
Thankfully, she now spends far too much time worrying about math and science classes. Meanwhile, I have three other girls who all watch TV. And, unfortunately, I can't depend on a judge convicting all the idiots on television of being annoying. He couldn't even get Snooki out of our televisions. It's up to us adults to carefully guide our kids through the airwaves of stupidity. 
