Young People and Their Video Games Make Me Furious!

May 31, 2009

by Donald Mills
*With some language modified by Mrs.Cabel for school appropriateness!

The problem with young people today is that they play video games. 

Back in my day, we didn’t have video games. My friends and I had sensible toys like BB guns and bowie knives. Wholesome toys that instilled decent values and prepared you to be a productive member of society. 

But these young people today…all they do is play the damned video games. Night and day. They’re burrowed away in their dimly lit basements, rotting their brains, ruining their eyesight and developing skin tones normally reserved for corpses and naked mole rats.

It’s insidious and dangerous. All this foolhardy “gaming” is turning them into germless butterballs while, at the same time, deluding them into thinking that they’re actually capable of doing things. 

Well I have news for them. They may be able to throw a 50 yard pass on the “Madden Football,” and kill a man with their bare hands on the “Splinter Cell” but turn the games off and these young people would be hard pressed to pick their own noses without an instruction manual, cheat codes and parental assistance. 

The only positive is it keeps them off the streets and out of the way of decent old folks out for a Sunday stroll. 

Here’s a video game they might want to try – it’s called “If You Really Want to be a Navy Seal, Get Off Your Butt, Go Outside and Get Some Exercise Junior.”

The way I see it, the best you’ll get from playing 150 hours a week of “Halo” is eye strain, a fat butt and a case of inoperable stupidity. But in the long term, what it’s really doing is creating a generation of anti-social weirdoes, violent sociopaths, introverted nut bars, twitchy endomorphs and good old fashioned useless nerds. 

And when they take the helm of this fine country, these young people will be well and truly lost if it doesn’t come with a video game controller.

They play video games. That’s the problem with young people today. 
Well, you've heard what Donald Mills has to say about video games, but what is the teenage voice on this topic?  Using your voice as a teen, write a letter to the editor or to Donald Mills himself, explaining your view of video gaming and its effects on teens.  Remember, the purpose of this assignment is for you to use your voice.  That means that your personality and experiences should shine through.  I should be able to hear your voice as I read it.  Your letter should be half page to one page single spaced in length and is due tomorrow in good copy.  Good luck!
Affronts to Old People #5: Student Discounts

2009 September 2

by Donald Mills

*With some language modified by Mrs.Cabel for school appropriateness!
Few things grind my gears more than this ridiculous practice of extending “student discounts” to young people.

I get a 15% seniors discount at the three stores I shop at and I’d say I’ve damn well earned it. In addition to paying into the tax system since Herbert Hoover was in short pants, I’m on a fixed income and need every damned penny I’ve managed to tuck away in the old Sealy Posturepedic National Bank. We old folks may horde cheese but contrary to the rumours we’re not all Nelson Rockefellers sitting on a stash of gold bricks and lighting our cigars with treasury bonds.

A seniors discount is the one way in which the contributions we old folks have made to this country are acknowledged and it demeans the gesture to pass on similar savings to damned teenagers who haven’t done anything other than have the gross audacity to be young.

I say we should be charging them more – not less. We should add on a “student surcharge” instead of giving them a discount. It’s only common sense and about time they did something to help stimulate the economy beyond purchasing second hand skateboards on ebay.

I already pay over-inflated prices and it’s due in no small part to the young people and their shop lifting, pirating and general lack of regard for the principles of commerce. If they’re driving up the price of salad dressing, ground chuck and argyle socks then I say we should stick them with the bill not cut them a deal.

What the heck has some “student” ever done to deserve 15% off on anything? Not a damned thing as far as I can see. All it does is send a dangerous message that immaturity and a lack of income are traits to be rewarded. No wonder every slack, young person stays in school until they’re 40 – there are too many perks!

If you’re bent on passing on savings, try extending a discount to the man who just lost his job of 10 years, or the young widow working a 12-hour shift and earning minimum wage. Better yet, bump us seniors up to a 25% discount and throw in some free coffee refills and an occasional biscuit. I love biscuits.

Take it from me. Student discounts are a poor practice and they need to stop now. They undermine seniors, the economy and everything this wonderful country stands for.

 Mumbling Teenagers Make Me Furious

April 23, 2009

by Donald Mills

*With some language modified by Mrs.Cabel for school appropriateness!

The problem with young people today is that they mumble.
When I was a boy, speaking was a privilege not a right. And when I was allowed to form words I was expected to make sure they were clearly articulated, audible and tinged with a certain amount of fear.
If I ever mumbled to my old Dad he’d have beaten me with his niblick and I’d have thanked him for the thrashing. And when I thanked him – he’d have heard me clearly. Because I wouldn’t have mumbled!
But these young people today – they’re all mumblers or worse.
You ask a young person a simple question like “what the hell are you doing standing on my lawn?” and they just shrug their shoulders, shuffle their feet and mutter incoherently into their hoodies. 

They won’t look at you when they talk and they sound like they have a mouth full of pine straw, bees wax and chew. It’s infuriating and disrespectful.
I sure as heck can’t understand what they are saying. It’s like they only use consonants when they speak. It’s all just grunts and moans and vacant stares.
I’m telling you, if something isn’t done we are going to be in big trouble. These damned young folks are setting evolution back a million years. 
At this rate it won’t be long before we’re nothing but a planet of heavily pierced Neanderthals incapable of forming sentences and communicating with a series of snorts, heavy sighs and rude hand gestures. 
And when that day comes, don’t say I didn’t warn you. 
They mumble. That’s what’s wrong with young people today. 

​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​ Well, you've heard what Donald Mills has to say!  He certainly has a distinct voice when he writes.  In order to practice using voice, you will write a letter to Donald Mills in response to his opinions above.  You may use your own voice as a teenager, but if you want to challenge yourself and use more creativity, you may choose a different voice for your letter (ex: a doctor, a teacher, someone who feels similarly, a speech pathologist, a hip hop artist, a celebrity of choice, a creation of your own, etc.). Remember, the purpose of this assignment is for you to practice infusing voice in your writing.  That means that the personality of the voice must shine through. If you have an alternative idea that still incorporates the use of voice, please run it by me.  Your letter should be one page single spaced in length and is due on Thursday in good copy.  Good luck!
God Damned Sleeping Teenagers Rile Me Up!
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The problem with young people today is that they sleep too much.

Back when I was a lad, young people were expected to be up at the crack of dawn every day. And earlier on Sundays. On Sundays, I had to get up in the middle of the night in order to iron my tie for church and still have time to rotate the tires on my old dad’s Packard.

But these young people today, they sleep 14-16-18 hours a day. Wrapped up in their silk sheets, down duvets and king sized beds like giant, swaddled, milk-fed babies while the rest us mine coal, cut down trees and trawl for fish. I didn’t have sheets when I was boy. I had a threadbare gunny sack and a bag of corn I used as a pillow.

It’s disgraceful. No wonder our economy is in the toilet. Half our god damned population can barely muster the energy required to repeatedly smack at the snooze button – let alone get their asses out of bed and look for a job.

And what the Hell good is all this sleep doing them anyway? It just gives them a chance to dream foolish dreams that they’ll never be able to achieve. I didn’t dare have dreams when I was a boy. My ambition was to survive childhood and take whatever job my dad had planned for me. Dreams are the devil’s cinema and don’t lead to anything but foolishness, heartache and pain.

I slept 2 hours a night and that was only if my dad didn’t need me to guard the henhouse or stand in the cornfield with a straw hat on. We worked ‘til we dropped. And when the dizziness and disorientation set in, we drank black coffee by the jug and slapped each other repeatedly across the face. It was decent and right and made for a better America.

If I had ever slept until noon my old mom would have dragged my pyjama-clad ass down to the local veterinary, grabbed a hypodermic and put me to sleep permanently.

If these dozy young people don’t start getting their butts out of bed our country is doomed. Productivity will cease, morals will erode and next thing you know the United States of America will only be open for business 3 days a week between the hours of 1 and 3 p.m.

They sleep too much. That’s the problem with young people today.

Slowing time down
