Things That Are Bothering Me This Week

Let me see if I can start this off with something positive and uplifting…umm…well…you know how when life…umm, ok maybe not.  But as the world churns, things are happening each and everyday that affects everyone.  It kind of makes you think about what’s really important.  For example, should I really waste time and energy by getting upset that McDonalds forgot to give me sausage when I ordered a hot cakes and sausage platter AGAIN?  When you think about it, how trivial is that?  I mean, just because I paid for it and my life’s happiness depended on it, does that mean that I deserved the sausage?  Maybe they kept my sausage and donated it to some good cause like Save The Pigs or something.  Them neglecting to give me sausage may have saved poor Porky’s life.  Who knows?


Anyway, as the days go by and weeks turn into months and months into years, this whole aging process has got me a little concerned.  You wake up one day and instead of having one stomach, you have three.  Laugh lines on your forehead soon become regular lines and it’s no laughing matter.  On top of that, stuff starts shifting around and you have to get a search party to find parts of your body that you know were where they were supposed to be just the day before.  It’s crazy when you think about it.

I have never been concerned with age because everyone always thinks that I’m younger than I am.  It’s a trait that runs in my family.  I was heavily relying on that trait to keep me in tact and allow me to grow old gracefully.   Apparently my coverage has run out.  Honestly, I’m 25 years old.  I still get carded when I go to buy drinks like milk, or more hard-core stuff like Pepsi.  So when I went to an amusement park the other day I just knew I was going to win a prize at the guess your age/weight/birth-month stand.  I walked up to the guy full of confidence and youthful vigor and handed him my $5 so that I could win-win-win based on him guessing 18 or something like everyone else does.  He looked me over and wrote down his guess on a sheet of paper then asked how old I was.  I proudly stated 25. This is where it all starts to go downhill.  I won, but instead of me just taking my prize and going on about my day, I had to know what age he guessed.  I should have gotten the hint when he didn’t want to tell me, but after a little arm twisting he finally said, “28”. 28!!!!!!!!!!!!!!  What?!?!?!?!?!?!? I demand a recount!!!!!!!!!!!  I mean who does this guy think he is anyway…age guessing is not a profession...it doesn’t require a college degree yet.  Obviously, he’s not too smart, a few cards short of a full deck.  His glass was half full, if you know what I mean.  How could he guess 28?  


At this point I was frazzled.   I wanted to hit him with the new Snoop Dog doll I had just won.  I couldn’t believe it.  I mean 28 is not old by any means, but if you were just told the other day that you looked like you couldn’t be a day over 20, how could I have aged so quickly within a week?  I started to hyperventilate.  I needed water.  I needed air.  I needed a second opinion.  So later on once I had gotten my bearings together, against my better judgment, and probably everyone else’s, I decided to ask some random person how old they thought I was.  Once again, I threw on that youthful charm and looked her square in the eyes and she looked me up and down.  After what seemed like an eternity, her lips began to move.  I wasn’t smart enough to brace myself for her answer.  When the age 30 spew forth from her lips and into my ears, I was done for.  I laughed. I cried.  This certainly wasn’t better than Cats.

I reached down to pick up my pride off the ground, before yelling and screaming that I was only 25.  Then it hit me…just two minutes ago I was 28, now I’m 30!!!  I’m aging by the minute.  Something had to be done!  This was an emergency!  Who has the number for 911?!?!  So I did what any reasonable person would do, I decided that since I was aging so fast, that the few minutes I had left to live were going to be used for a good purpose.  I decided to search the whole park for some age-defying cream.  I mean, if I was going to go out due to old age, I didn’t have to look like it, right?


To make a long story short, I suggest that no one ever asks anyone to guess how old they are under any circumstances.  Unless you can guarantee that the response is going to guess 2 or something, save yourself the drama and mental anguish.  Learn from my mistake so that you won’t have to deal with this sort of thing on your own.  Also, don’t rely on the opinions of others….especially people who are paid for their opinions.  What do they know?  Who are these people?  Take it from me, you’re better off not knowing what these people think anyway.  Oh wait…I’m running late for my appointment with my shrink.  This session should be promising.
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