Soliloquy/Tara Reid
To party, or not to party, that is the question:
Whether tis nobler in the public’s eye to suffer
The clicks and flashes of paparazzi cameras,
Or to sit at home and read a book.

And by staying at home, rest my crying liver. To rest—

Perchance to give my lacking career a boost.  Ay, there’s the role.
For in abstinence of drink what scripts and casting calls may come.  

When we have shuffled off this eternal hangover,
Must the whites of our eyes again be clear?  There’s the respect

That makes a sober life a prosperous career.

For who would bear the embarrassment and humiliation of box office flops,
The director’s rage, wardrobe malfunction plights, 

The stings of drunken follies, and the paparazzi bullies

Blinding with bright, shiny lights.
When one would stop the lunacy time enough
To commit to the twelve steps.

But, oh! Perhaps the fear of the unknown, 

Soberness is too much to contend.

