Kyle On Mondays

Every now and again I will look at a tire and ask myself “Why is there Monday?”. To me it doesn’t make sense. You spend all weekend dreading the inevitable. Monday. You look into the future and can tell right off the bat that fish are not meant to be able to use crutches or light fires. The person who thought of this idea obviously doesn’t know the physical limitations of life under water. C’mon it can’t rain or snow under water, that’s just a bunch of hot air wrapped in bologna. But if Monday were to traverse to the dark recesses of the Marieanese Trench just off the coast of Papa New Guinea, everyone would be overzealous. It just doesn’t make sense. How can a day live 11 000ft below sea level without sunlight. It would shrivel up and crawl into a dark hole and die. Hey the truth hurts. If that is what has to be done to eliminate the obvious failure of the enjoyment from people to Monday, then it must be done. I think it’s time that Monday packed it’s over night luggage and moved to a place of more tolerant values and morals for such a disgraceful excuse for a day.
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