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I’m still on vacation, so here’s another summer rerun.  I just wrote this last year 
but thought it worthy of another summer outing.

This week as summer wanes and we mark the passing of yet another season of sun and 
relaxation, I depart from all things educational for a whimsical look at what I call, “The 
Indignities of Aging.”

Those of you under age 50 may not relate well to this but, fear not!  Your time will come 
and you will rue the day you laughed at me for writing this.  

We begin with a passage I read a number of years ago:   “As we age, our muscles slowly 
forget how to take up sugar, while our fat cells become more and more proficient.”  Proficient fat 
cells.  Now there’s a euphemism if I ever heard it.  “I’m not gaining weight, my fat cells are just 
more proficient!”  This is the first indignity of aging:  instant weight gain.  You can literally gain 
a pound or two for one culinary indiscretion.

Under this category comes the growing, depressing realization that you need to eat less 
and less to sustain a healthy existence.  “Chowing down” is no longer in your vocabulary and 
you’re faced with the uncomfortable choice of satisfying your palate at the expense of feeling 
like a bowling ball is in your abdomen; thus, the loosening of the pants which unfortunately is 
not a cure for what you will see in the mirror.

The second indignity of aging is focused on hair.  Yes, I knew that male pattern baldness 
was likely in my future and I didn’t have to wait many years to confirm that.  But, the little hair 
you have on the side turning gray is just so not right.  It seems like a consolation would be to 
keep your natural color given the exodus of so many follicles.

Speaking of exodus, there is the appearance of hair in so many other parts of the body, 
previously reserved to skin alone.  It’s like hairs begin a trek down the body, some coming to live 
in all parts of the ear, others inhabiting the nostrils and yet others slowly converting your 
homosapien body to homoerectus.  How is this fair?  If all the hair would simply return to the 
head, the world would seem right again.

Now let’s talk about vision, the third indignity of aging.  In the first half of life, some of 
us deal with near-sightedness with glasses, contacts and sometimes Lasik.  But then one day, it 
starts.  You slowly realize the material you’re reading is getting farther and farther from your 
face.  When the distance required exceeds the length of your arm, you have to push back your 
pride and get a pair of “cheaters.”  Magnification 1.0 seems like a good place to start.  And then 
you find yourself never able to find them when you need them so you populate multiple rooms of 
the house with these little spectacles.  Time passes and magnification 1.0 is not enough, so you 
increase the magnification and then repopulation must occur.  And so it goes.

Being forced to use these cheaters to read is one indignity, but then other issues come into 
play.  You can’t go in the grocery store and read a label without them.  Have you found yourself 
in the store without your cheaters and you take the wrong product home because you couldn’t 
read the label?  Don’t answer that.  Or, how about the dim restaurant when you need the 
flashlight App on your phone to read the menu?  Perhaps the worst:  your wife insists you should 
wear your cheaters when you clean the kitchen because you leave food crusted on dishes if you 
can’t see it.

The fourth indignity of aging deals with sleep, or  should I say the elusiveness of it.  I 
remember when I was young and able to sleep until 10 or 11 thinking, “Why do old people get 
up so early?  If I could, I’d sleep all morning.”  Well, according to Matthew Walker of the UC 
Berkley Sleep clinic, as young children our bodies want to go the bed early and get up early.  
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Then, in our teenage years we shift to going to bed late and sleeping late and then eventually, we 
go back to the early to bed early to rise scenario of our infancy.  Having a scientific explanation 
for it really doesn’t help me feel better about it.

There are many other issues around this topic of sleep in our later years but let me just 
say this:  When you start having conversations with others about how many times you get up to 
pee during the night, you know you’ve reached your golden years of sleep.

The fifth indignity of aging I call, “Really.”  You wake up and some muscle or joint hurts 
or aches.  You begin to chronicle events of the prior day to determine what activity in which you 
engaged could have caused this.  You come up with nothing.  You review two days ago.  Again, 
nothing.  This happens enough times that you just come to accept that your body needs no 
specific reason to annoy you.

And finally, the sixth indignity of aging are those three words you hear from health care 
professionals: “At your age . . .”  At your age, we don’t bother to re-attach the bicep.  At your 
age, we don’t treat that condition.  At your age, you’re just going to accept the pain.  It’s like 
saying, “Hey, you’re close enough to death, you don’t have to worry about it much longer.”  Boy, 
I hate that phrase!

Well, I could probably continue this but I’m getting tired.  I didn’t sleep well last night 
because I kept getting up to . . .  well, you know.


