It’s That Time
By C.L. Nemeth

It’s been a long time coming.  But then, I’m a little long in the tooth myself.  I’m talking about that time in one’s life when he can no longer depend on himself to perform those every day, normal actions that, when younger, just took it for granted that you could stand, walk, step over obstacles and handle doors.

It’s not so much that you can’t do these things with ease anymore.  All of us have spent our lives watching older people struggle with was, once, duck soup.  And, it’s not that you now find yourself in the same situation.  No, it’s not that, it’s realizing that you need help, and watching, and this is the monkey you don’t want.

All these years I have shifted for myself, if something needed to be done it was me that did it.  now, as we walk, my friends slow their pace to match mine.  Now they point out steps, urbs, and other obstructions, that I once saw for myself.  They take pains to assure I’m comfortably seated; they fasten my seat belts.  Menus are read to me and care is taken that I have what I need, or want.

At a gathering lately, I was told that I should nr careful on the steps to the patio, to which I had responded that I could see them and I would b alright.  “He’s so damn independent,” said one of the women.  And I guess that’s part of the problem.  In reflecting upon the event, I realized that I was likely overreacting and that I should tone down my responses.  After all, they are all concerned that I not do harm to myself.  And on that matter, I’m definitely in their camp.

After returning home from the party mentioned above, I sat and thought about how I reacted.  I decided that I had not acted poorly, but I certainly did not respond as I should have.  Why?

First has to be ego.  I just am not ready to accept that I have gotten to the point where I need the help and concern of others.  Yes, I’m independent and it’s hard to release that feeling.  Somehow I think I am losing my dignity when I need assistance.  But all of us, regardless of our age, need help now and again.  The fact that I am in my 9uth year, to me, is not a good reason for shift of myself.  But the raw truth is that I can no longer safely move about with the ease I had when younger.  I need help and I had darn better get around to understanding this and accept the help of those around me.  Instead of reacting I need to be thankful for their concern and accept with a good heart.  It just occurred to me lately that of all of my close friends and acquaintances only one is within 10 years of my age.  And he is nearly totally confined to a wheelchair.

So, it comes to me that my resistance to assistance (how about that phrase) comes from a subconscious awareness that the old man with the scythe is coming nearer and nearer.  I have no great fear of this man; he finds us all in the end.  Although modern science has added a significant number of years to our projected ages, no number of pills, walkers, wheelchairs, hearing aids and magnifying glasses will not be able to keep up with Father Time.

So, my friends, give me your help and concern.  I accept them with what I hope is grace and I thank you for your respect.  I shall try to be a good friend in return, and return your respect with that of my own.


