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Coming our way next week is author and daily columnist, Jonathan Richard Cring.  This is one of his essays from Wednesday, June 17th, 2009, from his daily column at www.jonathots.com.
     Some people. . .   
Jan flew off to Tallahassee on Monday for her mother's 80th birthday under some sort of pretext that it was a once-in-a lifetime event, leaving me alone in a motel room in Kansas City, Missouri. 

Party Marty.  If by party, you mean ordering a large spinach and mushroom pizza with extra cheese and watching Rocky III for the forty-fourth time.  (Spoiler:  The character Clubber Lang is played by Mr. T, who also considered the name Special K before settling on the "T" factor . . .) So anyway, left to my own devices, I decided to take a swim, since the sun had chosen to peek out for the first time in four days in Missouri.  The water was rather chilly.  (Don't you get tired of people being surprised that water is chilly--always sticking their toe in and then producing that "ooh, it's chilly!" comment?)  
Already at the pool when I arrived was an older gent accompanied by his six-year-old grandson.  The grandpa, presumably afraid of frostbite, was sitting by the side while the boy was skipping and splashing gleefully.  As I did some splashing myself, the boy "made friends," and soon I was privy to his life story, and became acquainted with what became a trinity of demands:  1.  Look at me; 2. Can you do this? and 3.  Play with me!   So I did--look at him, imitate what he did and play.  Pretty soon even grandpa was down by the pool, splashing for all he was worth.  
I just thought that this boy was a perfect example of what Jesus meant when he told us to "be as little children."  For after all, none of us ever wanted to grow up.  I mean, the reason that so many people's faces look like they have been squeezed between two elevator doors is that we are all so disappointed that adulthood is actually a type of pre-death.  Actually what we all want is the same as my six-year-old friend:  we want people to look at us, we want feel that we do something better than others and we want to play.  Ideally, being grown up should just mean that we now have the money to do it better.  I did have to put an end to my swimming and playing cycle, however, because all six-year-olds will continue to exercise until someone dies.   
Jan returned from Tallahassee yesterday, reporting that it was very hot and humid.  I thought it served her right for making up some outrageous story to take a day off.  Or maybe she just needed to go somewhere to get people to look at her and do what she did . . . while she played.
