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What is it with lottery tickets…

Playing the lottery is a perfectly normal, acceptable thing to do.  You know, buy a lottery ticket, just ‘in case’…A fun, respectable way to allow new capital to come into your life.  

So why is it, when you’re standing there on line, and see the guy in front of you, you get this shifty, uncomfortable feeling…You know, the guy in front of you…he’s inevitably in his late sixties, with vocal chords scorched from cigarette smoke…he probably drives a cab—perfectly respectable position, mind you, but just not the field you yourself are in, you know…nothing wrong with being in back of him, its just that he takes an inexorably long time because he plays like fifty tickets, scratching coins on games you never even heard of…For this guy, lotto is like a full-time occupation.  This might even be his occupation.  He’s got a whole strategy of how he plays his numbers, see.  He’s got it all mapped out and well, he’s kind of a lottery regular.  He’s there every week, faithfully…and  you’re going, where does this guy get all that money from?  He plays like five hundred dollars worth of tickets, like he’s investing in a hedge fund or something…He spends more on lottery tickets than you do on lattes.  I mean, he must make a ton of money to spend that much on tickets, doing…wait, what kind of job must he have to be able to hang out at the lottery booth, shmoozin the sales guy up as if they were best buddies…and you’re goin…what the hell am I doing here…I’m a creative director at Sachi&Sachi, and I’m standing in back of the OTB man who lives off of cigarette butts and beer.  And you go, well, I mean, I think this is respectable, I mean, I know other people who do this, and there’s nobody shady on those commercials…but…what exactly am I doing here…Am-am I like him?  Is that me, in seventeen decades and a few drinks from now? Oh my G-d, let’s hope it’s not contagious…And you buy your ticket, you look both ways to make sure no one saw you, and you sort of shove it in your pocket, like it was some kind of contraband…

