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I recently googled what does getting old mean? Among other things, I read about perceptions of getting old- where some people see it positively in the wisdom and greater freedom it brings, while others focus negatively on problems and decline. And then others focus on problems and decline humorously. I mean, what are you going to do? I think I find myself perhaps more in the third group. Here are some of the things I think about, with all that extra freedom I have:

You know you’re getting old when:

90% of the phone calls and texts you get are about medical appointments

You keep bumping into things that didn’t used to be there

Most of your memories are from the previous century

You stop googling old friends because they keep showing up dead

Getting out of bed is a 5-step process

You drop something on the floor and your wife races into the room to make sure that wasn’t you

When you’re able to calculate the cost of a haircut per hair

When you decline getting a MRI on a new injury because you’re getting an MRI on a previous injury 

I tell my friends I actually found hitting sixty to be liberating. At sixty you don’t have to worry about pleasing anyone, or worrying about the right thing to wear, or public faux pas- I found that people just kind of shrug as in, well, he’s an old guy- as if hitting your sixties puts you in a class of your own. I also found I could also be selfish – as in well, he’s earned it- although I try not to do that too often as somehow the vision of my mother standing over me seems to materialize when I do it. 

Getting old is not for the faint-hearted (there is truth in that), or as my father used to say, is not for sissies, though I substituted fainthearted as sissies I think is even archaic for me. It’s a brave new Huxleyan world when you start hitting the -genarian stages. Then you start thinking about the heavy mortality stuff- fortunately I had that figured out long ago. It’s interesting though that the older I get, the end keeps moving more to the right. Used to be I thought well 70s or 80s maybe. I’m now up to the120s. Where will it end? Only God knows.


