CARLA
I hate it when they say, “Act your age.”  What does that mean, anyhow?  I mean…how do you act an age?  Like, for example, how would you act different at eighteen than you would at seventeen?  There’s, like, this huge difference in you over twelve months?  You’re alluva sudden this different person?  Puleeze!  Besides, it’s all a bunch of adult garbage, anyway.  What they really mean is, “I don’t understand where you’re coming from so please do what I tell you to do so I won’t have to think about it.”  Telling you to “act you age” is just an easy way to dismissing the fact that maybe you’re growing up or hassled or depressed or bored or just being you -- any number of things.  Hey…it’s just another way for adults to avoid getting into what’s bugging you.

Why doesn’t acting your age apply to adults?  My Uncle Richard, who was married to my aunt for thirty years, goes and dumps her from some young bimbo who worked the drive-through at McDonald’s.  You think anybody said anything about him acting his age?  Are you kidding?  No way.  All the family could talk about was him going through a midlife crisis.  What about a teenage crisis?  I guess you don’t have the right to a crisis till you’re going bald or “over the hill.”  Or till you blow a fortune and your marriage on a hamburger-flipper.

When my dad, who weighs over two-fifty on a good day, goes out and buys a yellow Miata, nobody said, “Act your age.”  You know what they said?  They all said, “You’re as young as you feel.”  The fact that he looks like a bear in a hot dog bun never enters their minds because he’s as young as he feels.  If I, on the other hand, would go out and get a tattoo, they would say, “Act your age.”  Go figure.

My older cousin Helen, who was, to hear my mother tell it, the next thing to god, recently left her high-paying job with AT&T to run off to Mexico with her paperboy.  The last anyone heard, she was selling her blood to make rent payments.  But is her behavior strange?  Nooooo.  Does anybody in the family question her sanity?  Nooooo.  Has a single person said she should act her age?  Forget it.  Instead they say, “She’s looking for new horizons.”  Can you believe it?  Running off with your paperboy and living in a lean-to without running water is looking for new horizons, but if I buy a push-up bra, I’m not acting my age.  Wow!

I think the next time my mom spends a fortune on plastic figurines from Home Shopping, or tries to squeeze her buns into a size-five mini, or cries over one of her soaps, I’ll say, “Act your age.”  And the next time she tells me to act my age, I’ll tell her, “I’m looking for new horizons.”

Oh, by the way…we got a letter from my cousin Helen yesterday.  The paperboy dumped her for an older woman.

