Dear Confucius,

My husband doesn’t ever listen to me.  I have opinions and thoughts.  And yet he is the one who makes all the decisions.  These are my children too.  I gave birth to them after all.  I have an interest in their upbringing and well being.  And I have interests outside of this home and marriage.  I want to go play bingo on Friday nights with my friends at the community center and he won’t let me.  He says I should stay home with the kids.  If he’s home, as he is every Friday night, why can’t he stay home?  And, while I’m at it, why can’t he cook meals once in a while and clean the house?

Write back,

Desperate Housewife

Dear Confucius,

My parents don’t trust me.  I’m not allowed to date or have a boyfriend.  I have a ridiculously early curfew and I’m not allowed out on school nights.  I’ve never done anything to warrant their distrust.  I’ve always gotten good grades and teachers always say I’m a good kid.

I’m thinking about sneaking out of my house to go to parties and stuff.  Other kids my age get to do it--why can’t I?  How do I get them to get with the times and understand me?

Help me please,

Distrusted in Peking

Dear Confucius,

My boss at work is always checking his watch when I come in to see if I’m on time.  I always am, so why does he do that?  It makes me feel like he doesn’t trust me or something.  I’ve complained to my coworkers about it during lunch and it got back to him. He called me into his office and said it was unprofessional to be having such discussions in the building with colleagues and that if I had a problem I should just address him with it.

Well, I hate him even more now.  How is he going to drag me into his office and chew me out?

Give me some advice please,

Chewed Up and Spit Out

Dear Confucius,

My teacher is so unfair.  If I’m a minute late to class she takes points off my work.  She’s constantly yelling at us for talking.  She won’t let us work with our friends but assigns groups of her own choosing, no matter how much we tell her we’d work together better if we were with people we liked and trusted.  She has even made phone calls home although it’s still September and school just started.  How can I tell her she needs to chill out?  She’s making me crazy!

Help,

Crazy in Class

Dear Confucius,

My friend is so bossy.  He’s always telling me how I should act and dress.  He thinks he knows everything about being cool -- the sneakers to buy, the way to talk to the girls, etc.  I can’t stand the fact that he always thinks he knows best.  I’m sorry, but I don’t like wearing my jeans down past my boxers.  And I don’t need a triple X sized t-shirt.  And, “what’s good?“ and “what’s up, nigga” just isn’t y style.

Help me, I’m losing my identity!

Just Another Clone

Dear Confucius,

I have a problem.  My older sister is always borrowing my clothes without permission and just leaving them on the floor where she steps out of them.  I spend a ridiculous amount of time in the Laundromat.  I’ve told her not to touch my stuff over and over again but she doesn’t listen.  Furthermore, I’m not allowed to borrow any of her clothes.  God forbid I borrow a shirt or something.

I’ve said something to my mom but she says we need to work it out ourselves.  My dad wasn’t even listening when I told him because he was too tired after coming home from being at the office all day.  He just grunted and said to go tell my mother.

What am I to do?  I feel like killing her and my unhelpful parents!!!

Give me advice,

Frustrated and on the Verge

