Therapy Session

As I glance at my calendar, I realize that it’s November.  November has always been an interesting month for me.  For one, my birthday is in October.  That means I’m still going through the various phases of denial that is associated with turning a whole year older.  For example: No that’s not a wrinkle, I was born that way.  Or, no that’s not a gray hair, those are my natural highlights.  Or, yes I was born 26 years ago but that does not mean that I’m not 18 years old.  Growing older is more than enough to make your stomach turn, but in addition to that, November is the bridge between bearable and freeze-your-butt-off weather.  Say goodbye to shorts and tank tops and welcome in frost bite and runny noses.  Now do you see why the month of November is so disturbing?

Before I delve head first into this article, I would like to take a moment to recognize my fish that recently passed away—Goldie Spawn.  I remember the good times we shared, the laughs and the tears.  The part that hurts the most is that I never had a chance to say goodbye.  We didn’t have time to reminisce about old memories.  Like that time I forgot to feed Goldie for two weeks.  She had lost so much weight that Jenny Craig had called and asked her to be their new spokesperson.  Can you imagine that?  Of all the fish in the world, they chose my Goldie.   She did pretty good in those commercials.  I was surprised.  I also remember the time when I had gotten too busy to change her water.  The water turned so dark that people were asking me if it was regular of decaf.  Oh, the good times.  So this goes out to you, Goldie Spawn.  I miss you.  I love you.  And yes, you were good with ketchup.  I know you were concerned about that.

Recently I was asked to participate in a CPR class.  Under normal circumstances I would feel ok about this.  However, if you have ever met me, or read any of my articles such as this one, then you know that there is nothing normal about me.  In fact, my name and the word “normal” should probably never appear in the same sentence.  My belief is that anyone needing medical attention would probably be a lot better off without my assistance.  I’m bad with emergency situations.  With that in mind, if you are ever in my presence and you decide to pass out or anything like that, you may want to go and call for help first because I’m liable to pass out too from all the stress.  Then the ambulance would come and get all confused as to who needs help.  Trust me, it becomes a big mess.  The last time it happened, I woke up just in time to tell the open heart surgeon that they had the wrong guy.  Then I fainted from the sight of the scalpel.

Another gripe of mine is that I never win anything.  Even if I’m the only choice, I still won’t win.  In fact, the only time I won something was that time I nominated myself for employee of the month.  Since I nominated myself, I don’t really consider that a win.  I mean, it was either me—or me.  With those being the only two choices, I probably would have chosen me too.  I could buy a thousand raffle tickets and somehow that person that only purchased one will get to win and give the acceptance speech.  So here I am with an acceptance speech that I have kept in my pocket for years, just in case I ever won anything, which I may never get to use.   Isn’t that sad?  I need to write that down on my list of things to talk to my shrink about.  Hmm…and before you judge me because I have a shrink, my shrink says that it’s perfectly normal to be strapped down and heavily sedated five times a week for a therapy session.  Besides, my shrink has a shrink.  So there!!!

I’m going to end this article with that because I’m running late for my therapy session.  If I’m not there on time, then my shrink gets all worried.  Last time it happened, the staff from the psych ward and the Baltimore County police were outside my door on the megaphone demanding that I come out.  It took three weeks for the scar to go away from the tranquilizer dart they shot at me.  Who wants to go through all that?  So anyway, until next time, as my shrink’s shrink always says, be sure to stay on your meds or else!!! 
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