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introduction


				
The Accidental Adult


				
“It’s not that I am afraid of getting old. I just want to get old in a certain way.”


				
—Sting 


				
Some of us never planned on this happening. But it did. Sometime between grad school and our first mortgage, strangely, our youthful mojo was replaced with a newfound maturity. And we didn’t see it coming.


				
Our two-door coupes morphed into sliding-door minivans. Bar hopping turned into movie nights on the couch. Late-night hookups with babes became early morning feedings with babies. And golf? It’s not funny to suck anymore. For me, the transformation played out a little bit like this:


				
Aging college buddy, slurring into the phone: “It’s a kegger, Colin! You have to drive up.”


				
Lame excuse: “You know I’d love to, but gas prices are getting steep. And where am I going to sleep?”


				
Getting panicky over a party? When did I start caring if I’d crash on a couch or pass out on the floor? Such trivial concerns never used to bother me. Hell, I was the guy who’d never miss a party or diss his friends. Now I was doing both of those things. (And still using the word “diss.”) Who am I becoming? I wondered. Where’s that 
carpe diem
 spirit?


				
I’ll tell you who I’ve become. Despite my best intentions to remain forever juvenile, I’ve instead grown reluctantly responsible and marginally mature. My life’s biggest shocker? I’ve become an accidental adult. And I know I’m not alone.


				
Defining Our Terms


				
accidental adult (n.): An individual whose age indicates maturity but whose approach to life suggests otherwise.


				
What exactly makes someone an accidental adult? It’s largely a matter of resistance. For most well-adjusted people, growing up isn’t an unwelcome surprise. Many accept the inevitability of adulthood and embrace it. They resign themselves to lives of responsibility, serious endeavors, and a sensible wardrobe. They check their smoke alarm batteries twice a year. They know what kind of gas mileage their cars get. Some can even name their city councilperson.


				
But some of us join the world of adults kicking and screaming. Yes, technically we are adults. But more importantly, we are reluctant grownups who refuse to accept we’re just like every other chump with credit card debt and an aching lower back. When we look in the mirror, the person we see staring back is decades younger and 
way
 cooler. We may spend an hour researching the best place to meet for a happy hour—you know, someplace not too noisy, with adequate restroom facilities, convenient parking, and a menu that accommodates our newly acquired shellfish allergy or gluten intolerance. But the point is, we still go, while many other adults hurry home to finish that drop ceiling in the new rec room. Are they conscientious? Absolutely. Fun? You tell me.


				
Life as an accidental adult may not be what we planned, but it’s far more exciting than the existence of an everyday, garden-variety intentional adult. And it has many advantages. Friends don’t call me to help them hang Sheetrock. I’m the one they call to answer late-night music trivia questions. No heavy lifting there. If a colleague needs a ride to work, I probably can’t offer him a lift. My excuse? In good weather, I often commute on my 1986 motor scooter. And when the backyard parties start, no one expects me to build the best bonfire in the cul-de-sac. Guys like me hand a few sticks to the alpha males and then stand back at a safe distance chatting with the cute young wives while their inattentive husbands debate the ideal tinder assembly. Have at it guys. Some more wine, ladies?


				
So what is the opposite of an accidental adult?


				
assimilated adult (n.): One who embraces the responsibilities of adulthood without fearing the inevitable loss of a joyous, youthful soul.


				
You know these people. They’re everywhere you look . . . in your neighborhood, at parties, at your kids’ games, in line at the grocery store, and most certainly in your workplace. These are the adults who understand what society expects of them and do the right things the right way. They know how to get a better interest rate on their credit cards. They understand the proper ratio of comprehensive versus collision coverage on their auto insurance. They know what they pay in property taxes (every year). And to fill in those few holes where they lack the necessary knowledge, they’ve retained a group of adult subcontractors—their investor, their plumber, their lawyer, their personal trainer, their children’s tutor, their caterer—to properly advise them along the way. Yes, their approach to life is always measure twice, cut once, while the accidental adult is more like, “Eh, that’s about right.”


				
Acting My Age Without Losing My Cool


				
Some could say this approach to life seems irresponsible. So to avoid this criticism, it’s sometimes necessary for us accidental adults to fit into the real-world adult cult as best we can. I call it “Acting my age without losing my cool.” How does it work?


				
In the chapters that follow, I will offer you a handful of helpful tactics to employ when you absolutely, positively have to assimilate in order to earn credibility, respect, and legitimacy from your peers (even if they are lame-ass, adult sellouts).


				
What kind of survival strategies work best? That’s for you to decide. But here’s a preview of my favorite and perhaps the most versatile technique I can offer: 
Embrace your inner smart-ass and fuel your inner monologue.
 In action, it looks like this: Whenever necessary, try to project an outwardly adult appearance. In other words, act like you care while feigning interest in adultlike topics or issues whenever the need arises. At the same time, tap your inner insincerity, reminding yourself you’re really not one of them and that’s just fine.


				
Does this sound familiar?


				
Coworker on a warm day:
 “You know, it’s not the heat. It’s the humidity.”


				
Outward response:
 “I suppose you’re right about that!”


				
Inner monologue:
 
What a moron.


				
Outraged neighbor:
 “Did you see what those punks built in my yard?”


				
Outward response:
 “Yeah, that’s just sick. Who thinks a four-foot snow penis is funny?”


				
Inner monologue:
 
Nicely done guys! Great attention to detail.


				
Parent at a children’s dance recital:
 “I’m really impressed with the girls’ hip-hop teacher.”


				
Outward response:
 “Yes, she’s very impressive.”


				
Inner monologue:
 
Impressive indeed.


				
Now who couldn’t draw strength from a sanity system like this? See, I’m convinced everyone has a little inner monologue. It’s just that us accidental adults have developed that voice into more of a primal scream than a whisper in order to survive these awkward, yet inevitable, assimilated adult interactions.


				
Your World Frightens and Confuses Me


				
Clearly, I’m not afraid to admit that I don’t feel entirely comfortable in a world where it seems by now most adults understand things like umbrella insurance policies and Roth IRAs. In fact, that 
Saturday Night Live
 skit where Unfrozen Caveman Lawyer confesses, “Your world frightens and confuses me,” sums it up perfectly for me. Many days I feel like a thawed Neanderthal. It’s like I’ve been awakened to a new era where people my age are now supposed to be accomplished, serious, and wise. Instead, I’m treading water in a sea of rising expectations and diminishing praise for accomplishments that are no longer considered spectacular but are now expected of me. And try as I might to fit in, the accidental adult in me still shines through. Consider these examples:


				
Instead of showing disgust at petty vandalism, I laugh whenever I see that someone has scratched an additional “Step 3: Wipe hands on pants” on the automatic hand dryer instructions in public restrooms.


				
I don’t usually wear an earring anymore, but I like to keep my options open. So about once a month, I force a metal stud through the closed-over puncture in my left earlobe. Sure, it bleeds, it stings, and it swells a little bit. But growing up is supposed to be painful, right?


				
For me, the adult activity of lawn care is merely a painful obligation, a neighborhood courtesy, if you will. And unfortunately, I live on a street where the real men care a hell of a lot more than I do about the appearance of their lawns. How can you tell? Most of my neighbors wisely retained professional lawn-care services to properly fertilize their yards. But like any accidental adult, I fought this assimilation for years. Instead, I’d go out there and kick and curse that fertilizer cart as I dragged it haphazardly across my lawn. I only relented and hired a lawn-care pro after I accidentally burned a dozen jagged yellow stripes into my front lawn when the fertilizer spreader broke halfway through the job. For the better part of two months, I felt like the teenage son who ruined his daddy’s lawn. But, hey, at least the burn pattern didn’t spell out an obscene word. 
(Note to other accidental adults: repeatedly kicking a jammed fertilizer spreader does NOT ensure even application of the product.)


				
While the details might not match exactly, chances are you’ve had your own experiences that scream “accidental adult in action.” Don’t be embarrassed. The real adult world is a frightening and confusing place for people like us. But don’t worry, you’re running with the right crowd.


				
Good Company


				
I’m willing to bet that a psychiatrist would tell me my perspective on adulthood is really just a coping mechanism to avoid the crushing reality that I’m a married man responsible for a mortgage, three young kids, and replacing the furnace filter regularly. Could be. And I suppose I’ll get a therapist someday soon like other assimilated adults and find out for certain.


				
But in the meantime, I’m comfortable knowing that I’m in good company. And I even feel oddly mature realizing that some of my advice can help other reluctant grownups as well. I’m happy to help! Because every day I see evidence of other accidental adults like me—people my age who are capable, working professionals who don’t feel confident handling jumper cables and who can’t taste the difference between a Cabernet or a Chianti. People like you.


				
And the best part is, we really don’t care. Why? Because we know life is too short to worry about succumbing to adult convention at every opportunity. If acting our age is going to mean losing our cool, I’m here to tell you it really doesn’t have to be that way—especially when ignoring a few cultural standards and embracing our inner smart-ass can be tons more fun.


				
So sit back, hide this cover (pretend you’re reading 
The New Yorker 
like a real grownup might), and prepare to learn a few techniques to help you muddle through your reluctant journey.


				
As we get older, we may not drive up for last-minute keggers as often as we used to—unless we can sneak in a little power nap first. But every day, accidental adults like us are navigating an important and sometimes perilous passage nonetheless: a crossing from the carefree playgrounds of the sophomoric life to the more solemn soils of adulthood. This may not be the roadtrip we had bargained for, but why not have a little fun along the way?


				
Now let’s go, and enjoy the ride!


			

		

	
		
			
				

1. guyhood


				
An Off-ramp on the Road to Adulthood


				
“What kind of lives are these? We’re like children. We’re not men.”


				
—Jerry Seinfeld


				
“No, we’re not. We’re not men.”


				
—George Costanza, 
Seinfeld 


				
Before we start off, I should set a few things straight about my life and exactly how I turned into an accidental adult.


				
As the son of two college instructors, and the youngest of three siblings, I was coddled most of my life. And I fully appreciate this. Having other people do things for you is incredibly liberating. On family fishing trips, I never had to pilot the boat, nor did I care to. I got to sit back and lazily watch my bobber dip up and down while my dad maneuvered us into and out of the narrowest of fishing holes. During the heat of the summer, I spent more time in the cool of our basement playing my drum set than breaking a sweat doing yard work. Mom was right. It’s just too dangerous for a thirteen-year-old to run the lawn mower. Isn’t that what dads are for anyway?


				
During the Cub Scout years, I got a front-row seat to my dad’s masterful production of several award-winning Pinewood Derby cars. After telling him my vision (“Make it look like a black cat, Dad!” or “This year, I want a red racer!”), I was content to let da Vinci take over. He and I both knew I was really there just to hand him the wood glue or alert him whenever a precariously long ash threatened to break off the cigarette dangling from his lips and fall onto the soldering iron.


				
The flip side of all of this pampering is that I am now deep into my own twisted version of adulthood, and there are many typical “adult” things that are beyond my capacity, and certainly beyond my interest. A very partial list would include:


				1. Driving a stick shift.


				2. Grilling ribs.


				3. Consistently applying a proper golf club grip.


				4. Filleting a fish.


				5. Placing a sports bet. (Should I play the over/under or just try to cover the spread?)


				6. Properly preparing a mixed drink for a guest.


				7. Smoking a cigar (without coughing).


				8. Playing a hand of poker without asking questions.


				9. Backing up a trailer.


				10. Firing a shotgun.


				
Now, if you’re an accidental adult like me and you share any of these incapacities, you probably don’t care too much, otherwise you’d set about attempting to add these skills to your toolbox. What’s preventing you? Some would say that demonstrating these proficiencies would bring themselves precariously closer to competing in the adult-cult contest where the guy who knows the most thinks he’s the winner. Others would claim they feel comfortable enough in their own skin no matter how inept they may be. (Don’t believe them most of the time.) For me, the reason I care so little about so much is simple: I’ve accepted the role of an accidental adult.


				
Welcome to Guyhood


				
In case you couldn’t tell by now, I’m a lot more “guy” and a lot less “man,” especially when it comes to what society considers typical adult male behavior, talents, and interests. Fortunately, being a guy (not a man) hasn’t prevented me from leading a fairly normal life. I married a woman who is so stunning that she elevates my status with friends, coworkers, and random strangers walking down the street. When people meet my wife Kelly for the first time, I can practically read their minds as they think, “How did he pull that one off?” She’s also funny, intelligent, and typically tolerant of my occasionally sophomoric sensibilities, which is nice. I’m also blessed to have three intelligent, kind, and acutely verbal kids. But despite this nuclear normalcy, my “I’m-a-guy-not-a-man” identity can make me feel a bit out of place in some situations. An unconventional guy like me can feel lost at times in a real man’s world.


				
That’s why I’m so lucky to have a solid group of college friends who have voluntarily joined me in taking up residence in our town of Guyhood (population: ten) while choosing to bypass Adulthood (population: most everyone else, it seems) instead.


				
Before I introduce you to this charming little hamlet, indulge me as I provide a brief history (and psychology) lesson.


				
The Id Kids


				
If you weren’t hung over during Psych 101, you might recall Sigmund Freud’s concept of the 
id
. He described this part of our psyche as the division ruled by the pleasure-pain principle. If it feels good, you go for it. If it hurts, you don’t bother. (This illustrates the scientific reasoning behind my napping instead of weed-whacking most any Saturday afternoon.) The id is completely illogical, primarily sexual, infantile in its emotional development, and it will not take no for an answer. It does not take social norms into account when thinking or acting.


				
In defining the id, I think Freud was also describing my circle of college friends, or as I like to call them, the Id Kids. And if you’re an accidental adult like me, chances are you have friends who are a lot like mine.


				
Brian: The Crap Collector


				
First meet Brian. When I did, he was the king of kids—a true accidental adult in training. A quick survey of his dorm room told it all. Stuffed animals, action-figures, posters, and T-shirts adorned his room featuring everyone from Homer Simpson to Cap’n Crunch to ALF to Spuds MacKenzie to Max Headroom. There wasn’t a cheesy, dated, pop-culture icon or figurine he didn’t have, with the exception of maybe a 
Land of the Lost
 Sleestak (and I’m sure that’s not for lack of trying). In a time when guys tried to score by drowning themselves in Drakkar Noir and plying girls with Bartles & Jaymes wine coolers, Brian thought shitty trinkets and cartoon crap were his tickets to paradise. Fast forward to today, and he’s a married father of two whose home now features a room devoted to displaying much of the same junk he collected back in college. I should know. I’ve helped him move crates of that crap more than a few times.


				
James: The Nonconformist


				
Now I give you James, formerly known as Jim. In college, Jim was the roommate you’d walk in on as he was standing at the mirror with an eyeliner pen in his hand. Sure, he attributed his grooming proclivities to influences such as The Cure and 
Pretty in Pink 
and
 Edward Scissorhands
,
 
but his behavior really just boiled down to his wanting to be different. Jim was the one who’d stop talking for half a day just to try a vow of silence, or the one who’d bring his date wilted daisies because he thought that was a peculiarly charming gesture. Decades later, his affinity for the antiadult world shines through stronger than ever, and he’s still fighting convention. He has shaved his head, pierced his ears, sports dozens of tattoos, and now bears a striking resemblance to Jesse “the Body” Ventura, although James would tell you he owned that look first. At the baptism of his first son, the officiating priest instructed James and his wife Molly to simply reply, “Yes,” when asked the standard litany of questions like, “Do you reject Satan?” and “Will you raise your child in a God-centered home?” In other words, they asked him to conform to convention. Nope, not James. Instead of placating the priest, James pulled a crumpled piece of paper from his baggy David Byrne/Talking Heads sport coat pocket and read his prepared statement, announcing, “We are committed to raising our son in a world of diversity with respect, peace, and love for all of God’s creations.” Blah, blah, blah. Hey, that’s great, James! But this is the Catholic Church. Play along, please. Unfortunately, that’s what adults are supposed to do sometimes.


				
Rhodes: The Brilliant but Confused


				
Finally, let me introduce you to Rhodes, although I’m fairly sure you already know him. He’s often the most intelligent person in the room, but you couldn’t tell by his demeanor. All his life he was the poster child for Freud’s concept of the id, especially the “disregard for social norms” part: lived with his parents well into his thirties . . . wandered in and out of jobs . . . never picked up a bar tab . . . often disheveled, disoriented, and confused, even when sober . . . always needed a ride somewhere . . . never brought his ID to the bars . . . couldn’t provide a straight answer to the most routine of questions . . . best friend is his dog.


				
To me he’s the lovable, loyal, intelligent yet oblivious Rhodes, but 
your
 “Rhodes” is probably named Schmidty, or Sully, or Coop. He may be the last person you’d invite to a wine and cheese soiree, but after a few of those painful adult party conversations with assimilated adults, you’d wish you were eating sloppy joes and drinking Special Ex with him instead.


				
Laughter Ever After


				
Do my friends sound familiar? That’s probably because we accidental adults share the same fundamental perspective: There’s safety in numbers. And in a world filled with professional adults, we amateurs need to stick together. Fortunately for many of us, we find these kindred spirits early in our lives and hang onto them for dear life.


				
When my friends and I graduated from college, many of us Id Kids moved into single-room apartments in different cities around the country. There was little to prepare us for the transition from the nonstop chaotic party atmosphere of college life to the solitary confinement of a studio apartment in a town where we knew hardly anyone. After too many solitary meals in front of the TV, we began to imagine ourselves choking on a chicken bone and having to self administer the Heimlich maneuver by throwing our diaphragms onto the corners of our tables. For those of us who couldn’t afford furniture, death was the imagined and darkly hilarious outcome. This, of course, all led to arguments over which one of us could go the longest dead and undiscovered in his apartment.


				
Even though the college years are a few decades behind us now, and we live much closer to each other, our humor has never graduated. In fact, it’s a primary reason we all enjoy each other’s company as much as we do. Most people are probably guilty of forwarding the occasional off-color e-mail or hyperlink to friends and family, but for accidental adults like me and my friends . . . well . . . infantile, lowbrow, crotch-grabbing humor isn’t the exception. It’s usually our rule.


				
So what’s still funny to us in Guyhood? If your grown-up life has you feeling more mature than you’d like, try any one of these activities, and you’ll find yourself back down on more comfortable, familiar ground in no time.


				
Cozy Cruising


				
To play, you get two guys to agree to share the front seat of a car with you for a spin around town. Very important note: You want to be the passenger next to the window. Why? When the car approaches a woman, you tell the driver to honk the horn to get her attention. When she looks up to see who’s admiring her, you duck down to the floor, leaving your buddies as the only two visible occupants of the car—a waving driver and his middle-seat passenger who appear to be on a very cozy date.


				
Phony Phone Messages


				
Long before Bart Simpson started prank calling Moe’s Tavern, my group of friends used similar tactics to embarrass each other, especially during the first years of our entry-level careers. We found that nothing says “professionalism” quite like the experience of rushing through a hectic day at work only to have a colleague interrupt your meeting to say you have an urgent call from Dick Fitzenwell. Or that Phil McCracken says he’s running late for your lunch with Jack Hoffer. Amazingly, these never get old.


				
She’s 
So
 Looking at You, Dude


				
Years ago, we thought nothing of flirting with the server at our favorite bar or asking her, “Which one of us do you think is the most attractive?” Fortunately, marriage has matured most of us to the point where we now participate in safer games—like convincing a friend that a woman is checking him out when evidence (or lack thereof) would suggest otherwise. Here’s how to do it. When he returns from the bathroom, tell your target that the brunette by the pool tables tracked him the whole way. Or when the cute server leaves after taking the table’s order, simply offer up a, “Well, I know who’s getting his food first! Did you see how she brushed up against you when she collected the menus?” You’ll find it takes surprisingly little effort to confound his logic, falsely boost his ego, and entertain your friends, especially if the victim so desperately wants to believe he’s still legit.


				
Backhanded Compliments


				
Nothing smacks of insincerity quite like the halfhearted praise my friends and I often lavish upon each other. Want to send your friend a backhanded compliment? Whenever a party guest is acting particularly lame, tell him, “I really have a blast around you! You make me feel like the life of the party!” When a coworker bungles an important project, tell her, “Thank you for leading our team! You really make me feel smart!” Anytime you and your friends are dressed up for a formal event, be sure to admit, “It’s always great going out with you. I feel attractive whenever I’m with you!” And whenever a buddy is violently attacking an extreme platter of nachos or onion rings, it’s quite okay to tell him, “You make me feel healthy!” However, be prepared that remarks like these are usually acknowledged with a smile and a single-finger salute.


				
Hit and Runs


				
The goal here is to interject quick, uncomfortable comments in front of as large an audience as possible:


				• At sporting events: “Look-it, that coach’s nuts!”


				• When entering public bathrooms already occupied by friends, and more importantly, strangers: “Who wants to earn $5?”


				• When talking about your jobs: “How many people work on your staff?”


				• When walking past crowded construction sites: “When did that steel erection pop up?”


				• When announcing Saturday afternoon errands: “Good news, guys! My wife is sending me to the fabric store. I’m gonna get felt!”


				
Yes, we’re guilty of spectacular immaturity in Guyhood. But this juvenile behavior would seem much worse if we behaved this way all the time instead of safely reverting to ignorance of social norms whenever we convene. We often imagine what real adults talk about over gin and tonics. Probably the stock market, or their golf handicap, or the role deregulation played in the foreclosure crisis. Why do I think this? Because I’ve had the displeasure of sitting in on a few of those conversations, trying to play along. But for us Id Kids, it’s a pitcher of the beer on special and a race to see who can find photos of the attractive local newscaster on their cell phones. Or a competition over who’s tasted the most obscure microbrew. Or a debate over which Disney princess we’d most like to nail, and why.


				
Compensate Through Sensitivity


				
To be fair, I should explain that nowadays Guyhood is more of a vacation destination. Like most spots, it offers us a fleeting but necessary chance to rest, unwind, and cope. It’s certainly not our permanent home, and I wouldn’t suggest you consider a permanent relocation, either. But I would like to sell you on a few amenities we’ve established that make me proud to be “one of the guys.” Because as immature as we may seem, Guyhood offers us a level of benefits much deeper than junior high jokes that makes it worth visiting from time to time.


				
Hug It Out


				
Forget those manly death-grip “Good to see you” handshakes, keeping acquaintances at arm’s length. Full-frontal hugs are the rule for us . . . in parking lots, movie theater lobbies, restaurants, golf clubhouses . . . wherever.


				
accidental adult


				
advice alert


				
Hugging a good friend in public won’t kill you. In some cultures, men hold hands or walk arm in arm. Now how about that?


				
Presence, Not Presents


				
When our children have birthday parties or baptisms or First Communions, we don’t just send a card. We go to our friends’ houses, eat their ham salad sandwiches, and play with the kids in the sandbox.


				
accidental adult


				
advice alert


				
Spending quality time with a friend’s family endears you to the spouse. Remember her? She’s the gatekeeper who determines if your buddy can meet you at Rib Fest again this summer.


				
Cheap Therapy


				
A lot of men are reluctant to share personal problems with friends for fear of looking weak. This is not so when you’re in the Guyhood nest. Whether it’s a rough time at work or a spat with a spouse, it’s reassuring to know you have friends who really care and are ready to offer any advice or help necessary. Sure you’re prone to siding with your buddies more often than not, but you’re also close enough friends to call a dick “a dick” when tough love is in order as well.


				
accidental adult


				
advice alert


				
Let’s be honest. Your life is going to suck from time to time, especially when you’re partially responsible for a share of someone else’s happiness and you’re busy staring down a quarter-life or midlife crisis of your own. When the chips are down and a friend needs a little support, pick up the phone or send a supportive e-mail (maybe with a link to an inappropriate YouTube video at the end). This kind of bold move shows some much-needed sensitivity, considering you’re the one who regularly invites your friend to have sex with himself whenever he pisses you off.


				
Save the Date


				
In our circle, the first Wednesday of the month is known as Guys’ Movie Night. By now, it’s become a somewhat sacred tradition where each guy takes a turn choosing the happy-hour spot, the movie to see, and the bar to visit after the movie. Those who can’t attend are duly chastised for disrespecting the custom. (Those who pick lame movies are also castigated, but less so . . . .)


				
accidental adult


				
advice alert


				
You know that calendar in your kitchen where your wife posts silly notes like “Be home on time—it’s your turn to drive the girls to dance class” or “Call TiVo today to cancel service”? Well, try using that funny little grid to schedule a regular tradition with friends. Without an established event, getting together can often slide to the back burner.


				
Say It!


				
When someone’s having a rough time or struggling with something significant, we’re not afraid to say, “I’m praying for you,” or even, “I love you,” without feeling the need to add the word “man” at the end.


				
accidental adult


				
advice alert


				
No one is immune from the occasional bump in the road. When you see a pal in need, don’t underestimate your ability to make a difference. I know you forgot that id lesson from college, but you don’t need a degree in psychotherapy to lift up a friend.


				
That Guy’s Nuts


				
No, we’re not “men” by the conventional meaning of the word. But like the characters on 
Seinfeld
, my friends and I find comfort in knowing that at least we’re in good company. When we’re together there’s no pretending. No one’s embarrassed to admit he doesn’t quite understand the terms of his credit card. And he’s even guy enough to ask for help figuring them out. If our roadtrip car died on the side of the highway, we wouldn’t bother to prop up the hood and pretend to look around. We’d call AAA on speed dial (if we were responsible men who actually had AAA) and head to the nearest townie bar to await adult rescue.


				
But maybe what’s most important for any accidental adult is simply to know the time and place for checking into and out of Guyhood. (You probably won’t land spouses or significant others if you don’t.) And it will be a tribute to your genuine friendships when you and your friends can really truly be yourselves around each other. I often think how sad it must be for the guy who wants to laugh at an immature joke, or who’d rather order a pint of beer than a glass of Merlot but doesn’t for fear of looking unadult to his buddy. I’m sure he has a better feel for classic adulthood than us accidental adults. But you know what we say to that? “That man’s nuts! Grab ‘m!”
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