DIE ALREADY!!!


Today during one of the many boring conversations started by my parents, I was asked why I didn’t want to move to Florida when I got older. The answer is simple, and for all of you who haven’t visited Florida you won’t fully understand when I say “The Elderly.”


Now of course everyone has had a situation dealing with the elderly and their harmful (or is it harmless) ways. However, until you have gone to the state where they all go to die, you truly haven’t experienced the fun of living around old people.


Now like most human beings, I have a relatively normal tolerance level, when it comes to everything. I don’t mind running a little slow in traffic as long as it is only a little slower. I also don’t mind starting conversations with old people, like when I worked at Best Buy, but since being down here, now just the sight of their wrinkled faces, and HUGE black “sunglasses” angers me to no extreme.


For instance, I, living in Florida by myself, wanted to go to the court to shoot some hoops. I’m on vacation, and I have no plans the rest of the day, but getting behind a giant Cadillac driving fifteen under just makes me insane. Of course there are millions of old people out at all times of the day down here, so I couldn’t simply change lanes and pass them, no, because the other lane was following a slightly faster older woman, but still bumper to bumper. A normal five minute drive, turned into a fifteen minute hate fest on my part. Driving is easily the biggest grievance I can possibly think of. They buy the biggest cars that they can, i.e. Cadillac’s, Buick’s, and old Sedans, but they don’t posses the ability to drive them. Their turns are slow and cautious, so cautious it causes people five miles away to have to brake, because they still aren’t finished turning when they get there. And staying in the lanes, who ever said that was important. I have almost been killed countless times in car incidents, but I think that number doubled since I have been down here, I was actually forced onto the curb, because they didn’t signal and just drifted into my lane, despite the blaring of a horn. Checking your blind spot, becomes virtually impossible when your sunglasses are meant for a blind person. 


And it may just be me, but all old people down here seem to be disgruntled at everything that goes on. I sat in a restaurant and watched over my parents shoulders, an older couple that never smiled, they ordered they got their food and then they complained about how the chicken was to spicy. TO SPICY!?!?! When you age, do you lose all sense of judgment, that you can’t order a meal you might enjoy. I don’t think since I have been down here, I have seen an old couple enjoy their food. However I’m not really watching that intently.


Why is it that only old people pay with checks now-a-days. I can’t remember the last time I had stood behind someone paying with a check, especially with the technological advancements, like a free debit card, when you open a checking account. Of course it would only seem likely that they pay with check, which has to be verified and all this shit, when I actually am in a hurry. Open another lane? Why the hell would they, Its not like people have places to be?


Now I consider myself a very patient guy, since being at college, and on most occasions I can just smile and bear through the traffic, or the lines at Walgreen’s, but then there are times, when I want to walk right up to the old person, grab their shoulders and scream in their face “DIE ALREADY.” No wonder Florida is the butt of jokes, when it comes election time. These people can barely work a seatbelt, and we expect them to choose our next leader. Fucking ridiculous. As you age, rights should slowly be taken away from you. At 70 you can no longer vote, 80 you can’t drive, and at 90 you can’t go see and R rated movie alone (I dunno about that one, I may have to think about it)


Now I don’t know if it’s the pleasant demeanor I give off, but for some reason, old people like to talk to me. Sure, maybe its just cause their lonely and I look like a grandson they have somewhere, but when I’m picking out a Christmas card at Publix, I need full concentration, not some old fart asking me 20 questions. I get enough of that from the ladies (Holla’). It is true what they say though, old people only come to Florida to die, because if not, why can’t they all congregate to Arkansas or something. Oh wait they do…


In response to my response about old people in Florida, my parents said, “You’ll be old one day,” to which I struck back, “not if I have anything to do with it, I’ll kill myself and do the world a favor when I get that old.”\
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