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Marius F. Golianu
“We don't stop playing because we grow old; we grow old because  we stop playing”

––––––––
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GEORGE BERNARD SHAW
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We age with the inner child we carry — which, let’s be real, is basically just a very dramatic version of our ex’s ex’s ex’s ex’s ex. And yet, every time we go full “I’m going to find love again,” we always end up with someone new, someone with a therapist’s name and a suspiciously perfect Spotify playlist. But never with the one our parents intended to guide us forever. (Spoiler: They didn’t. They just wanted us to grow up and stop asking if the side-walk was made of chocolate.)

In truth, our childhood experiences and education taught us how to judge life like a reality show with a bad script — “Is this a scam? Is this a trap? Is this just my mom’s way of saying ‘I don’t want you to be happy’?” We learned to fear the dark, not because it’s scary, but because it’s the only time we didn’t have to pay rent on our emotional lives.

Sometimes, reconnecting with our inner 

child isn’t wise — it’s dangerous. It’s like 

opening a portal to a world where your cereal is sentient and your dog has a PhD in existential dread. 

And honestly? Better to grow into a new version of ourselves — one that wears sensible shoes, has a side hustle, and still believes in the power of a perfectly timed “I’m just going to the store” excuse.

Our parents? They still believe they’re acting in our best interest. They don’t realize that children don’t grow up with their parents’ beliefs — they grow up with their own beliefs, like a cult of questionable life choices that only they understand. (Like why you can’t just eat a sandwich without it turning into a full-blown existential crisis.)

This book? It’s the moment you realize you’ve grown up — but not into anything. You just grew up through a series of bad decisions, bad Wi-Fi, and a single, unexplained urge to believe in dragons that live in your microwave.

It’s a nostalgic dive into the days when the world was full of magic, monsters, confusion, and pure joy — like when you thought your 

shadow had a secret agenda.

Now? We’re taller, we’re overwhelmed, and we’re burdened by bills — which, honestly, is just the adult version of being chased by a goat in a field of dandelions.

With humor, nostalgia, and a touch of whimsy, it follows an exhausted adult who suddenly finds themselves back in the 3rd grade — not because they’re time-traveling, but because their therapist said, “Try seeing the world through a child’s eyes. It might help with your anxiety.”

And guess what? It does. Because now, bills look like dragons with tiny umbrellas. The boss? A grumpy ogre who only speaks in acronyms. And coffee? It tastes like regret, but also like the first time you realized you were actually alive.

This isn’t just a book about growing up — it’s a comedy about how we lose our sense of magic the moment we start paying rent on our dreams. And how, in a world of spreadsheet and Zoom meetings, a sudden flashback to the time you thought a squirrel was your best friend might just save us from the grind.

Alright, buckle up, because this isn’t just a book — this is a spiritual emergency disguised as a memoir. 

Here’s to the wild, unfiltered, totally unprofessional chaos that once made us laugh so hard we nearly broke a tooth, and so loud we scared the local raccoon into thinking it was a ghost. 

The kind of chaos so absurd, a random president in some faraway country (probably one with a questionable internet connection) had to piss himself just to feel jealous. Like, what even is jealousy? Is it a feeling? Or just a deep, existential fear of a kid playing with a cardboard box?

Here’s to the days when a piece of paper didn’t just sit on a desk — it sailed. Like, literally, it became a boat. And my dad’s passport? Oh, that was not for travel. That was a notebook. A notebook full of doodles of dragons, questionable life advice, and one very dramatic scene where he tried to steal a sandwich from the fridge like it was a war zone.

And those nights when wonder wasn’t just a word — it was a state of being. It lived in the shadows, under the off lights, in the silence between two people who just didn’t know how to talk but somehow knew each other. Like, “I see you. I see your socks. And I also see the fact that you once tried to ride a bike on a rainy day and fell into a pond. That’s magic.”

Here’s to all of us ,the ones who grew up, got jobs, bought shoes, and somehow still keep a secret stash of glitter in their drawer,

who now spend every free moment wishing we could just run back to that time when we were 7, had no idea what adulthood was, and laughed like a T-Rex after winning a battle with a stick man who clearly had no idea what a stick was.

So here’s to you. To us. To the ones who never stopped believing in magic, even when the fridge said “no.” To the ones who still believe that a paper airplane can carry a secret message to the moon. To the ones who still think “wonder” is a verb.

May the next 10,000 words bring you a smile so big, your dog starts barking like it’s a fan. May your coffee be warm, your heart be full, and your inner child be very proud of you.

In the name of the father, the mother, the fridge, and the one time we all tried to build a fort out of blankets and a single piece of cardboard that somehow survived the winter — **Amin!** 

P.S. If you laugh at this, you’re not just reading a book. You’re joining a cult. And we’re not even sure what the cult’s name is. But we do know it’s called “The Joy of Being a Child.” 
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Ohhhhh, this is the kind of existential crisis that only happens when you’ve stopped seeing the world — and instead, you’ve just started screaming at appliances like they’re the villains in a bad sitcom.I don’t know exactly when it happened.Maybe it was the day I realized that coffee doesn’t fix your life — it just gives you a mildly dramatic excuse to pretend you’re in control of your chaos.Like, “I’m not stressed, I’m just brewing.”Spoiler: You’re not. You’re just a human with a caffeine addiction and a very poor sense of emotional regulation.

Or maybe it was the morning I discovered I’d become the kind of adult who shouts at inanimate objects like they’re the real problem in the universe.

Take my kettle — that humble, stainless-

steel, slightly sad little device that just sits there, doing its job like a Zen monk.

And I? I yelled at it.

“BOIL FASTER, YOU USELESS TEAPOT WANNABE!”

Like I was a drill sergeant in a spy movie, and the kettle was a rogue agent trying to overthrow the tea hierarchy.

And the kettle?

It just stared back with the calm of a man who’s seen too many human tantrums and knows the truth: I don’t have a soul. I just have a heating element.

And yes, I remembered this after I’d already screamed at it.

Like, “Oh, right, you’re a kettle. You don’t have feelings. You don’t have a personality. You just boil water.”

And I was like, “Well, I have a personality — I just don’t have a mood.”

Then there are the keys.

Ah, the keys.

My loyal enemies.

I spend about 30 hours a year searching for them — I know this because I once tried to track my time like a responsible adult.

I made a spreadsheet. I added columns: 

“Time Spent Looking for Keys,” “Time 

Spent Pacing the Living Room,” “Time 

Spent Accidentally Using the Keys to Open the Door to My Own Apartment.”

And then I discovered the truth:

The keys were in my hand.

My actual hand.

Attached to my body.

Hiding in plain sight like, “Hey, mate — maybe check here before you flip the sofa again.”

Like, “I’m not hiding. I’m just very good at being invisible.”

These are the moments that make you wonder:

Is adulthood really about responsibility?

Or is it just about slowly losing your supernatural ability to notice anything?

When I was a kid, I saw everything.

Ants marching in formation like a tiny army.

Clouds that looked like dragons on vacation.

Tiny cracks in the pavement that looked like secret maps to a lost kingdom.

I even saw monsters.

I saw shadows that whispered, “You’re not alone.”

I saw treasure.

I saw magic.

I saw a squirrel wearing a tiny hat and judging me.

Now?

I see deadlines.

I see bills that look like they’re written in ancient Greek.

I see emails that say “We’ll circle back” like it’s a promise, not a lie.

I see Wi-Fi that refuses to cooperate like it’s angry at me.

And I see people who say, “I’ll call you later,” like they’re in a Netflix show where the plot is Will.

Let me tell you something real — the world today isn’t just chaotic. 

It’s politically charged, and every time I turn on the microwave, I feel like I’m in a heated debate with a sentient toaster.

The Daily Scream Index: A New World Order of Yelling​

We live in a world where:

AI is just a fancy word for "someone who doesn’t know how to do basic math but still gets to decide what your groceries are."

ESG means "Environmental, Social, and Gossip" — because no one can explain why we’re supposed to care about carbon footprints when my neighbor’s dog has a 300-pound carbon footprint from barking at squirrels.

Net Zero is just a polite way of saying, 

"We’re going to pretend the planet isn’t burning while we build a new office building 

with solar panels and a tiny goat that watches 

us."

And the real crisis?

It’s not climate change.

It’s the microwave.

Because one day, I looked into the microwave and saw a glitch.

It didn’t just heat food.

It spoke.

“I’m not malfunctioning,” it said, in a voice like a middle-aged man

























































































PART I — THE CHILD EYES
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