When I Grow Up I’d Like To . . .

Playing for Keeps: Remember when you were a lad and played “What do you want to be when you grow up?” Imaginations ran wild and you came up with neat ideas like being the Good Humor man and having ice-cream bars for breakfast. This game was recycled at a party attended by a friend recently where guests were asked to print on slips of paper what they’d like to be when they really grow up. The slips were unsigned. It occurred to me as my friend shared the results with me that the recycled game was well worth playing. Here are some of the insights found in the adult version of When I grow up I’d like to . . .

. . . be able to throw all these damn masks away.

. . . allow myself to get angry without feeling guilty.

. . . trust the running of the universe to God instead of trying to upstate Him so often.
. . . be able to cry when it hurts.

. . . say No in my kids and stick to it.

. . . make peace with death now at 29 so I don’t have to waste time on it for the next 40 to 50 years.

. . . be able to go to an air exhibit or ballet with my wife and not feel like a damn fool.

. . . laugh at myself more often.

. . . be able to pray again.

. . . say No to demands upon me that destroy my inner peace.

. . . be able to give my kids less affluence and more of me.

. . . take as good care of my body as I do of my car.

. . . tell people the nice things I often think about them but all too seldom say. 

(Muriel Anderson, in Milwaukee Magazine, as it appeared in the March, 1973 issue of Reader’s Digest, on page 259)

