
Growing Old

Nothing prepares you for old age, but old age itself.  It’s the slowing down, the aches and pains. The thinning of the hair. Going grey? Getting whiter! Putting on a little weight? Incontinent? Not there yet, but thank you for enquiring, I don’t think. Slowing down? Can you get across the road before the bleep? Stop it! I’m feeling older by the time you can say, “Do you know how old I am?”  You’re as old as YOU feel.”  Ohhh! The way I feel today… Never mind! Forgotten something?  I can’t remember. Time is running out, and friends are dropping like flies. Funeral after another funeral. Burial or cremation? You can catch your death, out in the open air! Cremation every time. A shiver?  Feeling the cold, not to mention, the first sneeze, the onset of a chill, and worse still, the dreaded flu. Even after a visit to the doctor’s and receiving a flu jab, one is not immune; some flu viruses still catch you. Failing sight? How do you see the world?  With difficulty, but that is, as they say, another story. Then there is the ice, the melting of snow only to refreeze during the nights of northern winds. I had just turned a corner, ice, too late, I slipped, I was, there, lying on the pavement, I couldn’t get up. An ambulance was called. Taken to the hospital I was. I was coming to. “I’ve never seen,” a voice said, “cholesterol that high.” High blood pressure!   Hypotension! Call it what you will. Prescription, Taking tablets for the rest of your days! Nothing is explained. Not, you can’t stop taking them! Like a drug addict, I feel. Is there no alternative! Autumn Leaves, so beautiful. All those yellows, oranges and reds. So many trees.  So many leaves. Looking out the bus window. Awesome! And there was the stepping off the bus, a usual occurrence during the working day, but in the month of November, after rain had fallen on windswept leaves, making them slippery, as I found to my cost, when coupled with uneven pavement, next to a tree. The roots upwardly mobile. The driver hadn’t halted by an optimum spot for me to exit safely. I slid and fell. I didn’t feel it there and then, but for weeks I was in pain.  Then I was just trying to lift something, and it went, my back, with painful results. A trapped nerve they said. Sciatica! Afterwards, I couldn’t walk along the street, for thirty yards without relief; I was there, squatting on my haunches wishing for the pain to go. And it happened three times. I said to a woman I work for, “I’ve never felt so much pain, and don’t say, try having a baby.” What is more, I am starting to tell people my age, as if I’m so clever, to have reached the age of 70. I mean, I’m not clever, I live in social housing. I’m not, nor have I ever been, aspirational. Stands to reason, doesn’t it! I mean, I went to art school, but not until I was twenty eight. And I went to university when I was in my fifties. Getting my degree in my sixties. Nine years of study. Afterall, I was still working. That was my annual holidays taken up.  
And how about, well, where it matters: Impotence! Well, it happened to me, when I was fifty six. Women are lucky in that respect, they can, if need be, fake an orgasm. Whilst we men, we can’t, no matter how, how hard we try, a meaningful erection, fake.  To some extent, it could be said to be a god send, I mean, who wants to go to bed with a pensioner! And other pensioners just don’t think anyone will be interested.  They’ve given up. Too much like hard work for no reward. Not to mention embarrassment! And it’s just too easy to sit besides the sitting room radiator and watch the television. So when that thing doesn’t pay any attention to you, you’re really at a loss, something has been lost forever. The thing is, I’ve never owned a television, in my life, never. So, I’m not a couch potato, a passive creature. I write, I make pictures, I garden. I listen to books. I listen to music from 1200 to yesterday. I walk and photograph the things that interest me. No matter how long it takes. A little hit and miss. Time consuming too. The trouble is, people give up, give up life, Give up being interested in anything and everything. Retirement! Luxury is doing nothing. That is the decline and fall of man.  Here today and gone tomorrow. So many people, after a life of work, fifty years of it. Worn out!  We should work to live, to live to work just burns you out. Oh, I’ve done my bit; I haven’t worked the overtime, that’s all. Not as in a proper job. My own work? I’m up to all hours. So, that’s why I’m not aspirational and certainly, not rich.   
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