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Plenty of kids spend their childhoods (and young adulthoods) begging their parents to be 

less lame. I, however, would like to remind everyone that having cool parents is only fun if they 

follow the unspoken rules of society and never usurp you in their coolness. Don’t believe it’s 

possible to be lamer than your parents? As a moderately cool child of painfully cool people, 

allow me to enlighten you with the following signs that you have, indeed, been usurped: 

1. They’re always busy when you call. 

It’s a lazy afternoon on your end and you decide to call and chat about classes, maybe 

solve some financial aid issues, complain about the length of the shift you worked last 

weekend. Mom doesn’t answer, but you try Dad and his hearing aids are connected 

directly to his phone, so you know he has to hear the ringing. Eventually he picks up 

and, with sincerest apologies, informs you that unless you’re dying, they can’t really talk 

right now. They’re at the bar, or they’re tailgating for the football game, or they’re in 

Disney World. Definitely another time, they say, but not this Saturday because that’s the 

Justin Timberlake concert. You know what, why don’t they just call you? Yikes. 

2. You find yourself telling their stories more often than your own. 

Like the time Dad was chased with a shotgun for riding someone’s cows without 

permission. Or the time Mom went to a Nirvana concert several towns away without 

telling her mother (when asked if I could pull that off, she laughed). Or the time Dad just 

snapped his fingers at a party and one of his Hulk-sized cronies tackled some guy to the 

ground, dragged him to the porch, duct taped him to a pillar, and left him there overnight 

to keep him from driving drunk (I’m told this happened more than once). Or the time 

Mom spent 4 years living outdoors as a camp counselor for troubled girls, and her arms 



got so big from chopping wood that she tore her wedding dress and barely got it fixed in 

time for the big day. These are the people who birthed me. I don’t stand a chance. 

3. Your friends compare them to A-list movie stars. 

The first time my friend Nirvaan saw a picture of my dad, he said he looked like Vin 

Diesel, star of the ‘Fast and Furious’ franchise, with a bonus emerald earring. He’s 

referred to him as such for the past 3 years, and do you know who he compares me to? 

Po, from ‘Kung Fu Panda’. 

4. They turn 50 and start a punk band. 

Some women turn 50 and consider it a big step to embrace their natural gray and stop 

dyeing their hair. My mother, however, never dyed her hair in the first place and 

celebrated her 50th with a brand new drum set for the all-girl punk band she’s starting. 

That’s right. At 50 years old, my mother just finished her second college degree in order 

to start a brand new career and find her true calling, and will now be teaching herself to 

play the drums. Meanwhile, I consider it bold when I try a new drink at Starbucks. 

5. Everything cool about you can be traced directly back to them. 

My taste in music, fashion, food, and everything else comes from them. I’m told that the 

best way to reach “cool” status is usually to do anything and everything the older 

generations warn you against, but it’s hard to rebel against the original rebels. My 

parents went to college in a beach town during a time when there were drive-through 

liquor stores and the campus dining hall sold beer by the bucket. They were the 

generation of sex, drugs, and rock ‘n’ roll, and they embraced it. To top it all off, they 

couldn’t even do me the favor of being total delinquents. They’re both well-educated, 

hard-working, kind-hearted people. Despite my best efforts, I can’t even rebel by being a 

complete dork--my dad’s comic book collection is legendary.  



Anything I do, my parents have already done and done better, and I can’t be mad because I 

have to love them. They’re the worst, really. Be grateful your parents are lame. 

 


