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No part of this book may be reproduced, stored, shared, 
photocopied, scanned, memorized, or accidentally taken 
home by a book club member who forgot whose copy it was, 
without written permission from the author, except for brief 
quotations used in reviews, sermons, family arguments, or 
enthusiastic phone calls to friends saying, “This is so you.” 
 
This book is a work of humorous nonfiction inspired by real 
life, real memories, and real moments of confusion. Some 
names, places, events, and timelines have been changed, 
combined, exaggerated, or completely forgotten in the 
interest of comedy and kindness. 
 
Any resemblance to actual persons, living or laughing, is 
entirely coincidental, unless you recognize yourself, in 
which case please take comfort in knowing you’re not alone 
and it’s happening to all of us. 
 
This book is not intended to diagnose, treat, or explain why 
you walked into a room and immediately forgot why you 
were there. 
 
Printed with love, laughter, and a generous sense of humor. 
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Dedication 
 

This book is dedicated to everyone who can no longer 
remember why they walked into the room but can still laugh 
about it once they get there. To our families, friends, and 
long-suffering loved ones, thank you for your patience, your 
reminders, and for pretending you’ve never heard these 
stories before. May we always find the humor in the 
wrinkles, the missteps, and the joy of still laughing. 
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The Great Eyeglass Hunt 
A mystery solved by a mirror 

It was a Thursday morning, and the sun peeked through 
the lace curtains in Mary Thompson's kitchen. Mary was in 
her third cup of coffee when she realized she had misplaced 
her eyeglasses. Again. This was not a rare occurrence in her 
house. Some might say the glasses had a mind of their own, 
given how often they wandered off. 

Mary's granddaughter, Lily, who was visiting for the 
weekend, sat at the table eating toast. "Grandma, you always 
lose your glasses," Lily giggled, her face smeared with 
strawberry jam. 

"I do not lose them, dear. They just have an adventurous 
spirit," Mary replied with a chuckle. She began her usual 
search pattern, starting with the living room. She searched 
under the couch cushions, where she found a rogue knitting 
needle, but no glasses. 
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Next, she moved to the dining room. There, she 
discovered a magazine from 2007 and a pecan that must have 
escaped from last winter's pie-making extravaganza. Alas, 
the glasses remained elusive. 

"Maybe they are in the bedroom," Lily suggested, 
trying to be helpful. 

Mary nodded and shuffled down the hall, Lily 
following close behind. In the bedroom, Mary methodically 
checked each drawer, the top of the dresser, and every 
conceivable nook and cranny. All they found was an old 
photograph of Mary and her late husband, Frank, smiling on 
their trip to Niagara Falls.  

Feeling slightly defeated, Mary sat on the edge of the 
bed. "Well, Lily, it seems we have a real mystery on our 
hands," she said. 

Suddenly, Lily's face lit up. "Wait, Grandma! Maybe 
they are in the bathroom!" 

Mary was skeptical but willing to try anything at this 
point. Together, they marched to the bathroom. Once inside, 
Mary glanced in the mirror and gasped. There, perched on 
top of her head, were the wayward eyeglasses. 

Mary burst into laughter. "Oh my, they were here all 
along!" Her laughter echoed off the tile walls, and Lily 
joined in. 

Lily giggled, "Grandma, you are so funny." 



9 
 

Mary reached for the glasses and put them on properly. 
"I suppose that mirror is the best detective around," she said, 
winking at Lily. 

They returned to the kitchen, where Mary poured 
herself another cup of coffee. "Thank you for your help, 
Detective Lily," Mary said, lifting her cup in a toast. 

"Anytime, Grandma," Lily replied with a grin. 

And so, with the case of the missing eyeglasses solved, 
the day continued. Mary and Lily had a wonderful time 
together, laughing at the little quirks of life. And Mary, each 
time she touched her eyeglasses, remembered the great 
eyeglass hunt of that sunny Thursday morning. 
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Grandpa vs. the Car Seat 
Buckled, tangled, and defeated 

One fine Saturday morning, Grandpa found himself in 
an unexpected wrestling match with a contraption that 
seemed to have a mind of its own: the car seat. 

His daughter, Sarah, had asked if he could take little 
Emma to the park. "Of course," he said confidently, 
imagining a leisurely stroll and maybe a go at the swings. 
What he did not anticipate was the battle with the car seat. 

The first challenge came as he approached the family 
sedan. Grandpa opened the back door and took a long, 
contemplative look at the car seat. It was a complicated maze 
of buckles and straps that looked like an elaborate puzzle. 
Emma, seated next to him with an expression of innocent 
trust, watched with wide eyes. 

"Alright," Grandpa muttered, rolling up his sleeves. He 
gingerly maneuvered Emma into the seat, her tiny legs 
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flailing like a pair of windmill blades. Just as he thought he 
had settled, the seatbelt slipped through his fingers like a 
wayward fish. 

He tried again, this time determined to outsmart the 
stubborn belt. He pulled and tugged, twisted and turned, but 
the clasps seemed determined to defy him. At one point, he 
managed to latch one side, only to find the other had rebelled 
and slipped out of place. 

Emma giggled, finding Grandpa's predicament far more 
entertaining than any trip to the park. 

Next door, Mrs. Jenkins peeked over the fence, 
chuckling at the spectacle. "Need a hand, Bob?" she called, 
her voice full of amusement. 

"No, no," Grandpa replied, waving her off with a forced 
smile. "I have it under control." He did not have it under 
control, but his pride was at stake. 

Finally, after what felt like hours but was likely only 
minutes, Grandpa figured out the puzzle. He let out a 
triumphant huff as the final buckle clicked into place. 

"See, Emma?" he said, wiping his brow. "Grandpa 
knew he could do it." 

Emma clapped her hands, more impressed with the 
noise than the achievement. Grandpa climbed into the 
driver’s seat, his back protesting from the effort, and started 
the engine. 
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As they rolled down the driveway, Emma babbled 
happily in the back, her voice a gentle reminder of the joys 
of family, regardless of the struggles. Grandpa chuckled to 
himself, realizing that, despite the effort, it was all worth it. 

Later, as he recounted the tale over coffee with Sarah, 
they both laughed till their sides hurt. In that moment, 
Grandpa knew he had created another cherished memory, 
tangled car seat and all. 

 

 

T 
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Texting with My Grandkids 
LOL does not mean Lots of Love 

Last Tuesday, I found myself squinting at my phone 
screen, trying to decipher a text message from my grandson, 
Ethan. He is fourteen, which in technological years makes 
him a wizard, or possibly a cyborg. The message read, "LOL, 
Grandpa! That meme is fire!" 

In my day, LOL meant "lots of love." So, naturally, I 
wondered why Ethan was sending me lots of love over a 
picture of a cat wearing a wizard hat. And what on earth did 
he mean by "fire"? Was the cat on fire? Was this some kind 
of secret teenage code? 

I grabbed my phone, determined to crack this mystery. 
I called Ethan. The poor boy answered within two rings, 
probably shocked that I knew how to make a call at all. 
"Hello, Grandpa," he said, sounding amused. 
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"Ethan," I began, "I received your message. And while 
I appreciate all the love you are sending to your old grandpa, 
I am a bit concerned about the combustible cat." 

Ethan burst into laughter so loud I had to hold the phone 
away from my ear. "Oh, Grandpa," he said when he caught 
his breath, "LOL means 'laugh out loud' now. And 'fire' 
means something is really cool or awesome." 

I must have sounded like I was chewing on a lemon 
because Ethan quickly added, "It is internet slang. Everyone 
uses it." 

Feeling a bit left behind in the digital dust, I decided to 
give it a try. "So, if I wanted to say that your grandmother's 
apple pie is the best, I would say it is fire?" 

"Exactly!" said Ethan. He sounded as if he had 
witnessed a minor miracle. 

Later that day, I sat down to text Ethan. Perhaps a short 
message to show I was catching on. I typed, "Your 
grandma's pie is fire! LOL." I hesitated only a moment 
before pressing send, half expecting the phone to catch fire 
itself. 

Not five minutes later, my phone buzzed with Ethan's 
reply. "Grandpa, you are so cool! Or should I say, fire!" 

I chuckled, feeling rather proud of myself. Who would 
have thought a senior could master teenage slang? Next, 
maybe I will tackle emojis. But for now, I put down the 
phone and settled in for a slice of that apple pie. It really was 
fire. Lots of love, indeed. 
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The Turkey That Got Away 
A holiday meal gone mobile 

Well, let me tell you about the Thanksgiving we call 
"The Turkey That Got Away." It was the year we decided to 
host the whole family at our place. I thought surely, we could 
handle it. How hard could it be? We were seasoned hosts, 
after all. 

My daughter said, "Mom, if you need help, just ask." 
Naturally, I insisted I had everything under control. I had my 
trusty recipe cards lined up like soldiers and my reading 
glasses perched on my head, ready to go. 

The day before Thanksgiving, I rose at the crack of 
dawn. I prepped every dish with the precision of a surgeon. 
Green bean casserole, cranberry sauce, mashed potatoes, all 
ready to deploy. The pièce de résistance, a magnificent 
turkey, sat proudly in the refrigerator. I had named him Tom, 
as one does. 
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The big day arrived, and I was feeling rather smug, if I 
am honest. Tom was thawed and seasoned, ready for his 
grand debut. The oven preheated, the kitchen smelled divine, 
and all was well with the world. 

But then, as I was about to hoist Tom into the oven, a 
sneeze hit me like a freight train. I must have jerked my arm 
or something, because Tom slipped right out of my hands. 
He hit the floor with a soft thud and took off. I had never 
seen anything like it. You would think he had sprouted 
wings. 

Tom skidded out of the kitchen, through the dining 
room, and straight into the living room. He slid under the 
coffee table with a grace I never knew a turkey possessed. 
The kids, thinking it was some new game, squealed with 
delight and chased after him like it was an Easter egg hunt. 

I stood there, laughing so hard I thought I might join 
Tom on the floor. My husband, dear Stan, wandered in, took 
one look at the scene, and simply said, "I will grab the mop." 

In the end, we had grilled cheese sandwiches for 
Thanksgiving. The kids thought it was the best holiday meal 
ever. And my daughter, bless her, just said, "Mom, next year, 
let us handle the turkey." 

So now, every Thanksgiving, someone inevitably asks, 
"Remember the year Tom got away?" And we all laugh like 
loons. It was the year we learned that sometimes, the best 
memories are the ones that go a bit off recipe. 
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Bedtime at Grandma's 
Where stories turn into sagas 

Every Friday night, my grandkids come over for a 
sleepover. It is a tradition that started when their parents 
needed a date night, and it has blossomed into an epic saga 
we like to call "Bedtime at Grandma's." Who knew that 
putting two children to bed could become such an 
adventure? 

I start with a simple plan: pajamas, teeth brushing, and 
a quick story. Of course, with grandchildren, nothing is ever 
simple. First, there is the great pajama debate. Little Ellie 
insists her unicorn pajamas have magical powers, but only if 
they are worn the right way around. She once wore them 
backwards in protest, declaring she would not sleep until the 
unicorns felt comfortable. Tommy, on the other hand, 
prefers his pajamas with dinosaurs. Every button must be 
buttoned, including the ones I missed last time, as he pointed 
out with great seriousness. 
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Once the pajama situation is under control, we move to 
the bathroom. Brushing teeth seems straightforward, but 
with children, it turns into a toothpaste extravaganza. Ellie 
insists on the bubblegum-flavored toothpaste that leaves a 
sticky residue everywhere. Tommy, who is all of seven years 
old, believes he is a toothpaste connoisseur. He gives a 
detailed critique each time, which usually involves more 
bubbles than brushing. 

Finally, we make it to the story part of the evening. I sit 
between them on the big, cushy armchair. One story, I think 
to myself. How hard could it be? I picked "The Three Little 
Pigs," a classic, yet somehow, it always becomes a theatrical 
production. Ellie plays the role of the first pig, using a high-
pitched voice that makes the dog next door bark. Tommy, 
naturally, is the wolf. His growls shake the walls and 
probably scare the neighbor's cat. 

The story spins entirely out of control when Ellie 
decides the pigs should throw a tea party for the wolf instead 
of running away. Tommy, in his wolf persona, decides he 
prefers cupcakes to pigs anyway. By the time I finish,  with 
the pigs and the wolf amicably sharing cupcakes,  bedtime 
has become a full-fledged performance art. 

Eventually, I tuck them into bed, their giggles finally 
giving way to sleepy murmurs. As I tiptoe out, I hear Tommy 
whispering to Ellie, "Next time, let us do Jack and the 
Beanstalk." I smile, knowing that next Friday, bedtime will 
again become a saga of unicorns, dinosaurs, and a tea party 
at the top of a beanstalk. What a joy it is to be a grandma. 
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I Thought You Were Watching the Baby 
The art of delegation 

Let me tell you about the time I thought my husband, 
George, was watching the baby. It was a typical Sunday 
afternoon at our house. That day, the sun was shining, the 
birds were singing, and our daughter had dropped off her 
little bundle of energy, Oliver, for a visit with the 
grandparents. 

Now, I love my grandson dearly, but at two years old, 
he is like a tornado in tiny sneakers. So, I was thrilled when 
George volunteered to keep an eye on him while I prepared 
lunch. It was a simple plan. I would make sandwiches, and 
George would keep Oliver occupied in the living room with 
his toys and that talking dog show on the television. 

I was slicing tomatoes and humming along to the radio 
when I heard a suspiciously loud crash from the living room. 
You know, the kind of crash that makes your heart skip a 
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beat. I rushed in, only to find George sitting in his recliner, 
deeply engrossed in his crossword puzzle. The television 
was on, but Oliver was nowhere in sight. 

"George," I said, trying to keep my voice calm, "where 
is the baby?" 

He looked up, blinking like a deer caught in headlights. 
"I thought you were watching him," he replied, the 
realization slowly dawning on his face. 

That was the moment we both heard giggles coming 
from the hallway. We found Oliver sitting in the middle of 
what looked like a tornado's aftermath of magazines, 
cushions, and one very bewildered cat. He was having the 
time of his life, stacking my neatly folded laundry into what 
I can only describe as a modern art sculpture. 

George and I just stared at each other for a moment, 
then burst into laughter. The look on his face was priceless. 
It was a classic case of the left hand not knowing what the 
right hand is doing, or in our case, the left grandparent not 
knowing what the right grandparent is doing. 

We scooped up Oliver and set about restoring order to 
the chaos. George bravely took on the laundry sculpture, 
while I returned to the kitchen to rescue lunch. We decided 
to keep Oliver in the room with us this time. As I made 
sandwiches with a watchful eye on our little whirlwind, I 
could not help but chuckle. 

There is an art to delegation, especially with 
grandchildren, and clearly, we were still in the abstract 
phase. But that is the beauty of family, is it not? Even when 
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things go awry, you can always count on laughter to bring 
everyone back together. 
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That Time the Dog Was in the Family Photo 
And looked better than we did 

You know how every holiday season, someone in the 
family decides it is time for a new family portrait? Well, last 
year it was my daughter, Susan. She had this grand idea for 
a festive family photo for the Christmas card. She gathered 
everyone at our house, including our grandchildren, their 
significant others, and, of course, Max, our golden retriever. 

Now, Susan had hired a professional photographer, 
which seemed a bit much, but who am I to argue with her 
enthusiasm? The day of the photo shoot, the living room was 
transformed into a mini photo studio. There were lights, 
reflectors, and a backdrop that was supposed to look like a 
winter wonderland but looked more like a crumpled shower 
curtain. 

 

I had carefully chosen my outfit the night before. I went 
with my favorite red sweater, the one with the reindeer 
pattern that always manages to pull a few compliments at the 
holiday party. My husband, Frank, wore his green sweater 
that I told him made him look like a festive tree. He did not 
seem to mind. 



23 
 

The grandchildren looked like they had just stepped out 
of a holiday fashion catalog. Perfect hair, coordinated 
outfits, and smiles that could light up Times Square. 
Meanwhile, I spent twenty minutes trying to tame my hair 
into submission, only to have it rebel the moment I stepped 
into the living room. 

Max, on the other hand, looked like he had just come 
from a spa day. His fur was brushed to a glossy sheen, and 
he had a jaunty little bow tie that Susan had picked out just 
for him. I suppose it added a touch of class to his usual 
slobbery charm. 

The photographer arranged us all on the sofa, 
strategically placing Max right in the center. As the flash 
went off, I struggled to keep my eyes open, Frank was 
blinking like a deer in headlights, and the grandchildren were 
whispering who-knows-what to each other. 

When we received the photos a few days later, Susan 
called to say, "Mom, you have to see these. Max looks 
incredible." And he did. In every single shot, Max sat there 
like a regal king, his eyes bright and his smile perfect. 
Meanwhile, Frank and I looked like we had been caught in a 
windstorm. 

So, that is how Max ended up being the star of the 
family Christmas card last year. Every time I look at that 
photo, I cannot help but chuckle. It is a reminder that 
sometimes the dog really does have the best sense of style in 
the family. 
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Pancake Pandemonium 
Saturday breakfast with six grandkids 

Last Saturday, I hosted the grandkids for breakfast. Oh, 
it was supposed to be a simple morning. I imagined myself 
as a leisurely pancake chef, flipping fluffy circles of 
perfection while the children greeted me with wide-eyed 
wonder. Reality, however, had other plans. 

The kitchen clock struck eight and in came the 
whirlwind of small shoes and giggles. Six grandkids, each 
with a distinct opinion on what makes a perfect pancake. 
Lucy, the eldest at nine, wanted chocolate chips. Max, one 
of the twins, demanded blueberries. Ellie, the four-year-old 
artist, requested pancakes shaped like dinosaurs. I promised 
myself I could handle it all. 

I had the griddle warmed and my trusty spatula ready. 
In hindsight, an extra set of hands would have been helpful. 
As I poured the first batch of batter, Max reached for the 
syrup bottle with all the enthusiasm of a puppy. The bottle 
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slipped, and syrup cascaded across the counter like a sweet 
waterfall. I tried to stop it, but my reflexes are not what they 
used to be. 

Next, I faced the challenge of keeping the pancakes in 
the right shape. I attempted a dinosaur, but the prehistoric 
pancake looked more like a blob. Ellie was not pleased. She 
tilted her head, squinted, and declared, "Grandma, that is not 
a dinosaur." If ever there was a moment to wish for a 
pancake stencil, this was it. 

Meanwhile, Lucy took it upon herself to sprinkle 
chocolate chips. I turned my back for one minute and 
returned to find she had emptied half the bag. Her pancakes 
were more chocolate than batter. I silently congratulated 
myself for buying extra chocolate chips the day before. 

As I juggled the miniature culinary requests, the kitchen 
resembled more of a pancake battle zone than a breakfast 
nook. Flour dusted my hair, syrup adhered to every surface, 
and laughter echoed throughout the room. The kids thought 
it was the greatest show on earth. I imagined I looked like a 
pancake circus ringmaster. 

In the end, everyone had a plate of something 
resembling pancakes, and the children were happy, which 
was all that mattered. We gathered around the table, sticky 
from syrup and giggling over the morning's misadventures. 

I learned two things that day. First, perfection is 
overrated. Second, the best pancakes are the ones made with 
laughter and love. As we dug into our not-so-dinosaur-
shaped pancakes, I realized these chaotic mornings are what 
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memories are made of. And I would not trade them for 
anything. 
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Just Stay Still for One Picture! 
Why our family Christmas card took 200 photos 

Last Christmas, my daughter decided we needed a 
family photo for the holiday card. "It will be fun," she said. 
I am here to tell you; it was anything but. The chaos began 
with finding the right outfits. My husband, Harold, insisted 
on wearing his favorite sweater. The one with the reindeer 
that has seen better days. I wanted to match, but I could not 
find anything that went with peeling reindeer antlers. 

On the day of the photo shoot, which is what the kids 
called it, they set up a tripod in our living room. My 
granddaughter, Emma, who is all of twelve, was the self-
appointed director. She marched around with great authority. 
"Grandma, you go here. Grandpa, stand there. Smile. No, not 
like that!" 

We started with the first photo. Harold blinked just as 
Emma snapped the picture. Then, our little dog, Baxter, 
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decided to get in on the action by jumping into my lap. There 
he sat, panting and drooling with the enthusiasm of a puppy, 
even though he is ten and should know better. 

Emma tried again. This time, my other granddaughter, 
Lily, who is four, had to use the bathroom. We all waited. 
And waited. By the time she returned, Harold had wandered 
off to make himself a sandwich. Camera batteries do not stay 
charged forever, you know. 

Eventually, we regrouped. The second attempt was 
going well until Harold sneezed. A loud, theatrical sneeze 
that startled Baxter into barking fit. The neighbors must have 
thought we were celebrating early with fireworks. 

"Just stay still for one picture!" Emma pleaded, a hint 
of desperation in her voice. But the moment she said it; my 
son’s phone rang. He fumbled with it, trying to turn it off, 
but accidentally launched into a spirited conversation about 
fishing gear with his friend, Bob. 

By the time we reached photo number 150, the sun was 
setting, and my patience was wearing thin. But Emma, 
persistent as ever, would not give up. We tried one more 
time. I took a deep breath, put on my best smile, and hoped 
for the best. 

As luck would have it, photo 200 captured something 
unexpected. Not the perfect family pose, but a moment of 
genuine laughter. Harold had just whispered a silly joke into 
my ear. It turned out that sometimes, the best pictures are the 
ones you never planned. That was the one we sent out, and I 
must say, it was the best holiday card yet. 
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My Daughter's Parenting Advice 
Things she said I never did (that I absolutely did) 

Last Tuesday, my daughter, Karen, decided to grace me 
with her parenting advice. She called me on her way to the 
organic farmer's market. I could hear the whirring of the 
Prius engine in the background as she rattled off her latest 
discoveries on child-rearing. 

"Mom," she began in that tone she uses when she thinks 
she knows better, "you really should have given us more 
structured routines when we were kids. It helps children feel 
secure." 

I smiled to myself and glanced at the picture of Karen 
as a toddler, face covered in spaghetti sauce, looking as 
secure as a child could. I remember the countless times I 
tried to enforce a bedtime routine. Karen would pop out of 
bed like a jack-in-the-box, claiming she needed water, a 
story, or to discuss why the sky was blue. My structured 
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routine often ended with both of us asleep on the living room 
couch, the nightly news droning softly in the background. 

Karen continued, oblivious to my nostalgia. "And you 
know, you should have limited our TV time. Kids need 
stimulating activities." 

Ah, yes, the dreaded television. I recall the grand 
campaign to limit TV time in our house. I had bought puzzles 
and board games, convinced we would become cultured 
intellectuals. But after a mere two days, I found myself on 
the floor, assembling a jigsaw puzzle of a thousand pieces, 
alone. That was the day Karen discovered her first soap 
opera. Soon enough, I too was hooked, and there we were, 
in front of "Days of Our Lives," bonding over the dramatic 
twists of fictional characters. 

"And Mom," Karen continued, "you should have 
cooked healthier meals. More vegetables, less sugar." 

Now this was rich. I remember the stir-fry phase. I tried 
to introduce broccoli into our meals, artfully hidden in 
casseroles and pasta. Karen, however, had a broccoli radar 
and could detect even the tiniest floret. She resorted to 
elaborate methods of extraction, leaving plates resembling 
an archaeological dig site. Eventually, I surrendered to the 
power of mac and cheese, because a well-fed child, albeit on 
pasta, is a happy child. 

As Karen's car hummed to a stop, she concluded with, 
"I just think you might have done things differently, Mom." 

I chuckled as I hung up the phone. Karen, with all her 
advice, had turned out just fine. She was happy and healthy, 
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and that was what mattered. Sometimes, the quirks and 
chaos of family life are the best parts of parenting. I sipped 
my coffee, content in the knowledge that we had survived it 
all, broccoli and bedtime battles included. 
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Hide-and-Seek Champion 
I fell asleep and still won 

Last Saturday, my living room transformed into a 
battlefield, of sorts. My grandchildren were visiting, and as 
usual, chaos came with them. They are bundles of energy 
wrapped in sticky fingers and loud giggles. This time, they 
decided it was the perfect day for a game of hide-and-seek. 

I was assigned the noble role of seeker. Armed with my 
bifocals and trusty walking stick, I was ready to take on the 
task. Off they went, scattering like squirrels in the park. I 
gave them the obligatory count to twenty, though I suspect 
they started hiding around number five. 

Once I started the hunt, I found myself checking the 

usual spots. I looked behind the curtains, under the dining 
room table, and even inside the coat closet where my old 
raincoat seemed to be hosting a secret meeting with a family 
of dust bunnies. But no grandchild was to be found. 
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The search continued, and after a while, I realized that 
my couch was calling me. There is something about the soft, 
inviting cushions that makes it impossible to resist. I decided 
to sit "just for a moment." Well, you know how these things 
go. That moment stretched into a delightful nap. 

When I woke up, I was greeted by the afternoon sun 
streaming through the window. I squinted at the clock and 
realized I had been asleep for an hour. Panic set in as I 
remembered the game. I was certain my grandchildren had 
given up and moved on to some other adventure, possibly 
involving ice cream. 

I shuffled out to the backyard, expecting them to be 
there, but instead, I found them still crouched in their hiding 
spots, stifling giggles and whispering loudly. It turns out 
they had been watching me through the window, waiting for 
me to continue the game. 

As I pretended to seek them out with renewed vigor, 
they jumped out from behind the bushes and declared me the 
"Hide-and-Seek Champion." My surprise nap had 
apparently been an unintentional winning strategy. Everyone 
laughed, and I took a bow, enjoying my new title. 

Later, as we all sat around the table devouring peanut 
butter sandwiches, my daughter leaned over and whispered, 
"You know, Dad, you are the only person who can fall asleep 
and still win a game." 

And she was right. It was a victory well earned. 
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Trying to Babysit With One Good Knee 
And zero memory of how to do it 

There I was, standing in the doorway of my daughter’s 
house, gripping my cane like it was a lifeline. My daughter, 
Susan, had asked if I could babysit for the afternoon. How 
hard could it be? I had raised four children, after all. But as 
she rattled off instructions like an auctioneer, my mind 
became as blank as my husband’s face during the credits of 
his favorite game show. 

The door shut behind Susan, leaving me with two very 
lively grandchildren, Ben and Emily. My immediate thought 
was that perhaps I should have requested a refresher course 
in babysitting. Ben, the seven-year-old, zipped past me like 
a small tornado, his sneakers squeaking against the 
hardwood floors. Emily, four years old and with the curiosity 
of a cat, was already poking at my cane, as if it held magical 
powers. 
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As I settled onto the couch, my knee creaked louder 
than the old floorboards. Ben decided that now was an 
excellent time for a game of hide-and-seek. He vanished 
upstairs before I could protest, leaving me to hobble after 
him. Emily, seeing my dilemma, took my hand in her small 
one, her expression as serious as a tiny school principal. “Do 
not worry, Grandma,” she said. “I will help you.” 

With Emily as my guide, we navigated the house, 
which seemed to have grown since my last visit. I found Ben 
behind the shower curtain, giggling like a madman. I 
pretended to be surprised, though frankly, I was just grateful 
he had not chosen to hide under a bed. Getting down there 
with this knee would have required a rescue team. 

Snack time was next. I remembered that children like 
snacks, but I had forgotten what they liked to snack on. 
Fortunately, Ben was quite vocal about his preferences. 
“Goldfish crackers!” he declared, as if it were a royal decree. 
I found the box, but the top shelf seemed farther away than 
ever. Emily, resourceful as always, fetched a stool. Together, 
we managed to retrieve it, though I nearly toppled over in 
the process. 

As the afternoon wore on, I realized that babysitting 
was much like riding a bicycle, if the bicycle had sprouted a 
third wheel and forgot to tell you. When Susan returned, I 
was not just seated on the couch. I was firmly planted. The 
children were fed, entertained, and most importantly, still in 
one piece. 

Susan thanked me, her eyes twinkling. I waved her off 
with a laugh, remembering all the times I had done the same 
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for her. Watching them drive away, I felt a warm sense of 
accomplishment. Babysitting with one good knee might 
have been challenging, but it was the kind of adventure that 
made for a wonderful story over coffee. 
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When Your Grandchild Names the Cat 
Grandpa 

And the vet gets confused 

Let me tell you about the day my granddaughter, Lily, 
named her new kitten Grandpa. Yes, you heard me right. 
Now, I love being a grandparent. There is always a good 
story to share over a cup of coffee. 

The day of the naming, I was sitting in my favorite 
recliner when Lily burst through the door with a fluffy ball 
of mischief wrapped in her arms. "Grandpa, meet Grandpa!" 
she announced gleefully. I glanced around, bewildered. 
Surely, she was not talking about me. But there it was, a tiny 
tabby kitten blinking up at me with eyes as wide as saucers. 

"Lily," I said, trying to keep a straight face, "why on 
earth have you named the cat after me?" 

"Because he is wise and has whiskers just like you!" she 
replied, as if this was the most logical reasoning in the world. 
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Mind you, the kitten did have a pair of impressive 
whiskers, but I was not entirely convinced about the wisdom 
part. 

Fast forward a few weeks, and it was time for the 
kitten's first trip to the vet. I offered to drive since Lily was 
too young, and I figured she might need some moral support. 
As I walked into the vet's office with the kitten, the 
receptionist looked up and asked for the name of the patient. 

"Grandpa," I replied, trying not to smirk. 

She looked at me, puzzled. "The cat's name, please." 

"Yes, the cat's name is Grandpa," I repeated, trying to 
stifle a laugh. The receptionist shook her head, amused but 
slightly baffled. She scribbled something on a clipboard, 
probably wondering what kind of family names a kitten after 
their grandfather. 

After a brief wait, we were ushered into an exam room. 
The vet, a charming man with a stethoscope that seemed 
larger than the kitten, walked in. "So, I hear we have 
Grandpa in today," he said, smiling. 

"Yes," I nodded. "But do not worry, I am feeling fine. 
It is the furry one over there that needs the check-up." 

The vet chuckled and went about his examination. All 
was well, except for a few attempts by the kitten to escape. 
It seemed Grandpa was not fond of being poked and 
prodded. 
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On the drive home, Lily chatted excitedly about how 
well Grandpa behaved. I glanced at the rearview mirror and 
saw the kitten snuggling in her lap, purring contentedly. 

As we pulled into the driveway, I thought about how 
lucky I was to have a granddaughter who saw me as someone 
worthy of naming a kitten after. And, in a way, I was 
flattered. After all, it is not every day you get to share your 
name with someone who can climb curtains and chase laser 
pointers with such enthusiasm. 
  



40 
 

Building IKEA Furniture Together 
A true test of family love 

Let me tell you about the time my daughter insisted we 
build an IKEA bookshelf together. She claimed it would be 
a bonding experience. I claimed she was overly optimistic. 

The day began with my confusion over the assembly 
instructions. They resemble an art project more than 
practical guidance. No words, just tiny men with heads 
shaped like marshmallows trying to be helpful. I am 
convinced these marshmallow men are mocking me with 
their cheerful faces. 

My daughter, bless her heart, spread every single part 
across the living room floor. To my eye, each piece looked 
like it could belong to a different piece of furniture entirely. 
I dared to say that one plank bore a striking resemblance to 
a ski, but my daughter did not appreciate the observation. 
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"Mom," she said, with the patience of a kindergarten 
teacher, "pass me the hex key." I knew she was testing me. 
A hex key sounds suspiciously like a secret password, not a 
tool. After a brief scavenger hunt, I found it hiding under the 
instruction booklet. It is a peculiar little thing that resembles 
an Allen wrench that has lost a bit of weight. 

As we began assembling the bookshelf, I discovered 
that my eyesight and the screws were not getting along. Each 
screw seemed to have a mind of its own, hopping out of my 
hands like grasshoppers. My daughter, meanwhile, was a 
whirlwind of efficiency, navigating the confusing diagrams 
with ease. I simply handed her tools and offered moral 
support, such as, "If that shelf ends up upside down, we can 
call it modern art." 

After what felt like an eternity, or perhaps just an hour, 
the bookshelf began to take shape. It stood there, slightly 
unsteady, much like me after a long walk. My daughter 
declared it a success, and I agreed, although we both knew it 
could topple with an enthusiastic sneeze. 

In the end, the bookshelf stood proud, well, as proud as 
an IKEA bookshelf can manage. It was slightly crooked, but 
it was ours. My daughter and I laughed, and I realized that 
perhaps she was right. It had been a bonding experience, 
even if it did test my patience more than my knitting ever 
would. 

As we admired our handiwork, I turned to my daughter 
and said, "Next time, let us bond over a jigsaw puzzle." She 
laughed and gave me a hug. We both knew that puzzles, at 
least, come with fewer parts and more words. 
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I Do Not Know, Ask Grandpa 
The family expert on things I have never heard of 

Every Saturday morning, my home transforms into a 
lively, bustling hub of family activity. The grandkids come 
over, and the air fills with the aroma of pancakes and the 
sound of children arguing about whose turn it is to use the 
swing in the backyard. It is pure chaos, but I would not have 
it any other way. 

Last Saturday, my granddaughter Lily approached me 
with a question. She is a curious eight-year-old with an 
endless list of things she wants to know. She stood before 
me with a serious look on her face and asked, "Grandpa, how 
do they get the ships inside those little bottles?" 

I paused, trying to remember if I had ever known the 
answer. I could feel the pressure mounting as her eyes 
widened with expectation. I was Grandpa, the all-knowing 
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sage of obscure knowledge, or at least that is what they 
believed. 

I chuckled, stalling for time. "Well, Lily," I began, 
pretending to stroke my chin thoughtfully. "That is a very 
good question. You see, it is quite a complicated process that 
involves... uh... tiny tools." 

Lily seemed unimpressed, her little forehead crinkling. 
"Mom said you would know," she persisted. 

"Ah, yes," I replied, retreating into my time-honored 
strategy. "I do not know, ask Grandpa." 

Lily frowned in confusion. "But you *are* Grandpa." 

The whole family, listening in from the kitchen, burst 
into laughter. I had unknowingly given away my secret 
weapon, the ability to redirect to my past self when stumped. 

My son, David, walked in with a stack of pancakes. 
"Dad, do not tell me you have been using the 'I do not know, 
ask Grandpa' line again." 

Guilty as charged, I nodded sheepishly. "Well, it 
worked for years with you, did it not?" 

David shook his head, laughing. "It did. But now we 
have the internet, Dad. You cannot get away with it 
anymore." 

Later, when the excitement died down, I found Lily on 
the couch, googling how ships get inside bottles. She looked 
up and grinned. "Grandpa, it is all about folding the sails 
down and pulling strings! Can you believe it?" 
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I winked at her. "See, I told you it was complicated!" 

In the end, I realized that while I might not always have 
the answers, the fun is in discovering them together. And that 
is what a family is for. 
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The Birthday That Would Not End 
Balloons, frosting, and emergency laundry 

Let me tell you about the most unforgettable birthday 
party I have ever hosted for my dear little granddaughter, 
Lily. Her sixth birthday was supposed to be a simple family 
gathering, but somehow it turned into what I fondly call "The 
Birthday That Would Not End." 

11It all began with the balloons. I had decided to fill our 
living room with colorful balloons to create a festive 
atmosphere. My husband, Harold, had the bright idea of 
using an old helium tank he found in the garage. As it turns 
out, the tank was indeed a relic. We ended up with balloons 
at various stages of deflation, giving the room a slightly 
lopsided look. But Lily, bless her heart, thought they were 
hilarious and spent most of her time running around, 
giggling as she bopped them around. 
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Then there was the cake. Oh, the cake. My daughter 
assured me she would bring a store-bought one, which 
sounded perfect. However, she called at the last minute to 
say she could not make it in time and suggested I quickly 
whip one up myself. I should have known better. The 
frosting decided to misbehave, cascading down the sides like 
an overzealous lava flow. Lily thought this, too, was the best 
thing ever. She took a big swipe of it with her tiny finger and 
promptly declared it the "best tasting cake ever." Well, at 
least someone was happy. 

Things got interesting when I tried to clean up Lily's 
frosting-covered dress. We had a quick break in the 
festivities for some emergency laundry. I threw the dress in 
the wash, only to realize I had forgotten to check Harold's 
pockets on his last gardening adventure. Out came the 
washer filled with confetti-like shreds of tissues. Lily, 
amused by the now-polka-dotted dress, strutted around 
proudly, showing it off like it was high fashion. 

By the time the party began to wind down, I was feeling 
quite frazzled. But Lily, with her frosting face and balloon-
waving arms, hugged me tight and said, "Grandma, this was 
the best party ever!" And just like that, all the chaos seemed 
worth it. 

That night, as Harold and I sank into our chairs, 
exhausted but happy, we could not help but laugh at how 
everything had turned out. You see, sometimes, the best 
memories are made when nothing goes according to plan. 
And so, as we reminisced over our cups of tea, I knew this 
birthday was one that would linger in our hearts forever. 
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When the Twins Used Me as a Jungle Gym 
And I pretended to enjoy it 

It was a sunny Saturday afternoon, and I was sitting 
comfortably in my favorite armchair, which had grown to fit 
me like an old shoe. The twins, Lily and Leo, were visiting, 
and I was bracing myself for their usual whirlwind of energy. 
I volunteered to watch them while their parents enjoyed a 
rare date night. Little did I know that I was about to become 
the main attraction, the star of the jungle gym. 

The moment the twins entered the room, I could see 
mischief sparkling in their eyes. Lily, with her curly hair 
bouncing, declared, "Grandpa, you are going to be the 
mountain today!" I laughed, thinking it was just one of their 
games. Little did I realize that I was about to become their 
personal amusement park. 

"Alright," I said, trying to sound enthusiastic, "I am 
ready. Let’s climb the mountain!" 
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The twins squealed with delight and began their ascent. 
First, Lily clambered up my knee, using my shins as 
footholds. Leo followed, determined to outdo his sister by 
reaching my shoulders first. I had forgotten how pointy little 
elbows and knees could feel. It was like being gently jabbed 
by enthusiastic woodpeckers. 

As they climbed, they giggled and chattered, inventing 
stories about how they were explorers on a great expedition. 
Meanwhile, I was trying to maintain my composure, hoping 
my face did not betray the discomfort creeping up my back. 
I thought to myself, "Who needs a massage chair when you 
have grandchildren?" 

Suddenly, Lily shrieked, "Look out, Leo! An 
avalanche!" Both promptly tumbled down my legs, landing 
in a fit of giggles on the carpet. I took a deep breath, grateful 
for the brief respite. 

"How about a snack break, explorers?" I suggested, 
hoping to redirect their energy towards the cookie jar. The 
twins enthusiastically agreed, and I hobbled to the kitchen, 
feeling more like a mountain goat than ever before. 

As we munched on cookies, Leo looked up at me with 
wide eyes. "Grandpa, you are the best mountain ever!" he 
exclaimed. My heart melted faster than the chocolate chips 
in our hands. Despite the aches and the unexpected workout, 
I would not trade these moments for anything. 

Later, as I watched them drift into a peaceful nap on the 
couch, I realized the truth. Being a human jungle gym might 
not have been on my agenda, but the joy it brought to those 
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little faces was worth every creak in my bones. And, as I sat 
back in my trusty old armchair, I smiled, knowing that these 
are the days that make life grand. 
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A Grandparent's Guide to Field Trips 
Do not volunteer unless you are ready to sprint 

Imagine, if you will, a world where the bravest souls 
are not the ones climbing mountains or crossing oceans, but 
the courageous grandparents who volunteer for a school field 
trip. This is a tale of one such hero, my neighbor, Harold. 
Harold, bless his heart, decided to accompany his grandson 
Timmy’s second-grade class to the local zoo. Little did he 
know he was about to embark on a true test of endurance. 

Now, Harold used to run marathons in his younger 
years. He had medals for every mile conquered. However, 
he quickly discovered that chasing after a herd of seven-
year-olds required a different kind of stamina. Harold’s 
adventure began at the zoo entrance where, armed with a 
backpack full of snacks and a sunhat the size of a satellite 
dish, he felt prepared. The teacher, Mrs. Jenkins, handed him 
a list of names. It looked innocent enough at first glance. 
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The moment the gates opened; however, it was as if the 
children had been launched from a slingshot. They scattered 
in every direction with the speed of caffeine-fueled squirrels. 
Harold took a deep breath, adjusted his orthopedic sneakers, 
and jogged after them. His marathon medals jingled faintly, 
a distant reminder of his past glory. 

By the time Harold reached the reptile house, he was 
beginning to question his life choices. He found Timmy and 
three other children pressed against the glass, noses flat 
against the python exhibit. Harold was just about to 
congratulate himself on a successful regrouping when a 
shriek echoed from the direction of the penguin pool. It 
seemed little Lucy had dropped her stuffed penguin over the 
railing. Harold sprinted, dodging strollers and ice cream 
cones, his knees protesting with each step. 

The rest of the day followed in this manner. Harold 
dashed from the lion’s den to the butterfly garden, from the 
snack bar to the gift shop. He soon found that his new arch-
nemesis was not age or arthritis, but the elusive combination 
of one child’s lost shoe and another’s urgent need for the 
restroom. 

As the sun began to set, the children were finally 
corralled back onto the bus, and Harold sank into his seat 
with a weary sigh. He glanced at Timmy, who was already 
asleep, clutching a toy snake. Exhausted but victorious, 
Harold muttered to himself that he might just stick to 
marathon stories for his glory days. After all, sprinting 
through a zoo with a pack of children was a feat of its own. 
Harold chuckled, knowing he had earned another medal in 
the grandparent hall of fame. 
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Reading the Same Book 47 Times 
With all the same mistakes 

I have a confession to make. I have read the same book 
47 times. And each time, I manage to make the same 
mistakes. You would think by now I would know exactly 
what happens on page 83, but somehow, I am always 
surprised. 

It started innocently enough. My granddaughter, Emily, 
gave me a mystery novel for my birthday. She said it was the 
best book she had ever read and thought I would love it. I am 
not entirely sure if it was the book or the way she beamed 
with pride when she handed it to me, but I was determined 
to read it. 

The book, "The Case of the Disappearing Diamonds" 
by some author with a name I can never remember, has 
become my most-read book. Every time I pick it up, it is as 
if I am meeting the characters for the first time. I have come 
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to love that feeling of greeting old friends whose names I 
keep forgetting. There is Detective Winston, who is always 
sipping tea, and the ever-suspicious Mrs. Plum, who tends to 
her roses with a bit too much enthusiasm. 

Now, here is where it gets interesting. Every time I get 
to the part where the butler is sneaking around in the garden, 
I convince myself he is the guilty party. I wag my finger at 
the book, muttering, "Aha, I knew it!" But two pages later, I 
was proven wrong. Again. It is always the maid with the 
mysterious past. 

One would think that after 47 readings, I would 
remember these details. But the truth is, I enjoy getting it 
wrong. There is something delightful about experiencing the 
twists and turns as if they are brand new. It is like being on 
a roller coaster that you know will drop, but you still scream 
every single time. 

My family finds this endlessly amusing. Emily likes to 
tease me, offering to write down clues on sticky notes, which 
she places throughout the book. Of course, by the time I 
reach the notes, I have forgotten their purpose and think, 
"What a strange thing for the author to include!" 

I am determined to read it a 48th time. Perhaps I will 
finally remember who the culprit is without flipping back to 
check. But then again, maybe I will not. And that is perfectly 
fine by me. After all, there is nothing wrong with a little 
mystery in life, especially when it is wrapped in the love of 
family and a book you never grow tired of. 
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Trying to Keep Up at the Playground 
Can you push me again? How about no? 

It was a sunny Saturday afternoon when my 
granddaughter, Lily, decided that Grandma should join her 
at the playground. The invitation felt more like a royal 
decree than a request. I had been enjoying a good book in the 
shade, but how could I resist her big brown eyes and that 
gap-toothed smile? 

So, there I was, standing in the middle of the 
playground, surrounded by a sea of children. I had forgotten 
how noisy playgrounds could be. The slides were shrieking 
with glee, the swings were creaking, and the merry-go-round 
spun with reckless abandon. I thought to myself, "I survived 
raising three kids. Surely, I can handle an afternoon with one 
grandchild." 

Lily bounded towards the swing set, tugging my hand 
with surprising strength. "Push me, Grandma!" she chirped, 
her pigtails bouncing with every step. I took a deep breath, 
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planted my feet firmly on the ground, and gave her a gentle 
push. She soared upwards with a giggle, and I wondered if 
perhaps I still had the touch. 

"Again!" she cried, and again I pushed. With each push, 
my enthusiasm waned. My arms started to feel like noodles, 
and my back reminded me that I was no longer the spry 
young woman who used to swing her own children into the 
sky. 

"How about we try something else?" I suggested, 
hoping to distract her. Lily was having none of it. "Higher, 
Grandma! Higher!" she insisted, laughing as she flew up 
again. 

Just then, the swing next to Lily's creaked ominously. 
A wiry boy with a grin that spelled trouble was climbing 
onto it. He looked at me with a mischievous glint in his eye. 
"Race you, Grandma!" he shouted. I laughed nervously, 
hoping Lily would not take this as a challenge. 

But Lily, competitive as ever, shouted back, "Grandma 
can push me faster!" I thought about all the things my knees 
had survived, from chasing toddlers to surviving a yoga class 
that one ill-fated time. Yet here I was, contemplating a swing 
race. 

Now, I am not one to back down, but there is wisdom 
in knowing when to stop. I leaned down to Lily and 
whispered, "How about we go get some ice cream instead?" 
Her eyes lit up, and she nodded vigorously. It was a victory 
achieved by sugar diplomacy, but a victory, nonetheless. 
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As we walked together towards the ice cream stand, I 
smiled, knowing I had outsmarted the playground. I might 
not be able to swing push like I used to, but I sure knew how 
to navigate a sweet escape. 
  



57 
 

I Said No Cookies. So, They Asked Grandma 
The eternal grandparent loophole 

Last Saturday, my daughter brought the grandkids over. 
I had barely put the kettle on when I heard the soft padding 
of little feet heading straight for the cookie jar. Joshua, the 
older one, had mastered the art of stealthy cookie retrieval, 
while Lily covered as lookout. 

Their mother, my daughter, has been on a health kick 
lately. She is always talking about kale and quinoa, which I 
suspect are not even real foods. Before the kids arrived, she 
had pulled me aside and said, "Mom, please, no cookies 
today. They have been bouncing off the walls all week." 

I nodded, but deep down, I knew how hard it is to refuse 
those little faces. The children knew it too. They waited until 
their mother was out of earshot before executing their plan. 
Joshua tugged on my sleeve and asked, "Grandma, can we 
please have a cookie?" 
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I hesitated, remembering my daughter's request, but 
then Lily chimed in with those big brown eyes. "Please, 
Grandma? We will be very good." 

It is a fact of life that grandmas are biologically 
programmed to cave in under such pressure. I sighed and 
said, "All right, just one each." Joshua’s face lit up like a 
Christmas tree. Lily clapped her hands in glee. 

I had just reached for the cookie jar when my daughter 
walked back in. Her eyes narrowed. "Mom?" she said in that 
warning tone she used to use as a teenager. 

I quickly switched gears. "I was just showing them 
where the cookies are NOT," I explained, waving my hands 
dramatically over the jar. 

The kids quickly caught on to the game. "Yes, Grandma 
was just showing us," said Joshua, nodding seriously. 

"You were just telling us about the importance of 
saying no to cookies," added Lily, clasping her hands behind 
her back. 

My daughter crossed her arms and looked at us, one 
eyebrow raised. "Is that so?" she said. 

"Absolutely," I replied, nodding earnestly. "In fact, it is 
a valuable life lesson." 

My daughter shook her head and chuckled. "Alright, 
since it is educational, they can have one." 
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As the kids scurried off with their cookies, my daughter 
sighed but smiled. "You know, Mom, I thought I was the 
parent here." 

I laughed, pouring us both a cup of tea. "You are, dear. 
I am just the fun one." 

We settled into our chairs, watching the kids devour 
their treats, and I thought to myself, some loopholes are 
simply meant to be. 
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Teaching Them to Ride a Bike (Again) 
I wore the helmet this time 

Last Saturday, my grandson Tommy decided it was 
high time I taught him to ride a bike. Now, I had taught my 
daughter to ride years ago, but I had forgotten just how many 
moving parts were involved in the whole process. Not to 
mention how many moving parts I had grown over the years, 
each with a mind of its own. 

Tommy showed up at the park with a shiny new 
bicycle, a helmet clutched in his small hands. He was 
bouncing with excitement. I, on the other hand, was more 
interested in the little bench under the large oak tree, where 
I had planned to read this new mystery novel with a flask of 
tea. 

"Grandpa, will you teach me?" he asked, looking up 
with those wide eyes that always put me in a bind. How 
could I say no? 
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I agreed, but only after securing the helmet on my own 
head. I figured it was best to be safe. After all, any family 
member who witnessed me falling off a bike after all these 
years would never let me live it down. Besides, my daughter 
had insisted I wear the helmet, citing some article she had 
read about seniors and safety. Who was I to argue? 

We started with the basics: balance, steering, avoiding 
small dogs that might dart out unexpectedly. Tommy 
wobbled a bit, but soon he was gliding like a little duck on a 
pond. I tried to jog along beside him, but my knees protested 
loudly. I must say, it felt as if my knees were performing a 
symphony of creaks and pops. 

"Faster, Grandpa!" Tommy shouted. My heart raced, 
but I obliged, pumping my arms like a wind-up toy. 

Naturally, the moment came when I had to demonstrate 
something fancy. You know, a trick from my youth. I 
mounted the bike, adjusted my helmet, and started to pedal. 
At first, I felt like a kid again, the wind in my face and the 
joyful spirit of freedom. But then, the handlebars had their 
own ideas. I veered left suddenly, nearly knocking over a 
trash can that was minding its own business. 

Eventually, I landed in a bush. It was more of a graceful 
descent than a fall, really. Tommy laughed so hard he nearly 
toppled over himself. 

As we walked back home, Tommy squeezed my hand. 
"Thanks, Grandpa. That was the best. Can we do it again 
next week?" 
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I smiled, despite the leaves stuck in my hair. "Of course, 
but next time, you wear the helmet." 

It seemed I had learned one thing about teaching kids 
to ride bikes: they rediscover freedom, and we rediscover our 
youth, just at a slightly slower pace. 
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When My Grown Son Asked for Advice 
And I gave it twice 

The other day, my grown son, Mark, called me up. He 
asked if he could come over because he needed some advice. 
This was quite surprising, you see. Mark is a successful 
business consultant, and I am, well, a successful crossword 
puzzle solver. But as a mother, I relished the chance to be 
wise for a change. I brewed some tea and awaited his arrival. 

When Mark finally showed up, he had a look of 
befuddlement that reminded me of the time he tried to feed 
the dog using a spoon when he was five. He sat down at the 
kitchen table, which was already cluttered with my knitting 
supplies and yesterday's grocery list. 

 

"Mom," he began, looking very serious, "I am thinking 
of buying a new car. Do you have any advice?" 
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Now, I know a thing or two about cars. I once owned 
the same car for twenty years until it became more rust than 
vehicle. So, I told him, "Mark, you should always look at the 
safety features. Airbags are a must. And I hear they have 
backup cameras now, which sound very useful." 

Mark nodded, jotting down notes like a diligent student. 
It was a proud moment for me. He then asked if I had any 
other tips. I had not finished my first cup of tea, so I was still 
full of ideas. 

"Well," I continued, "always remember to check the 
trunk space. You never know when you will need to fit in a 
couple of folding chairs for an impromptu picnic." That 
seemed to make an impression on him, and I silently 
congratulated myself on being so practical. 

Feeling quite accomplished, I watched as Mark 
prepared to leave. But as he reached the door, I had a sudden 
thought. "Wait, Mark," I called after him. "I forgot one more 
thing. Make sure the car color hides dirt well. I suggest gray. 
You know how bad your memory is for car washes." 

Mark chuckled, probably remembering the state of his 
current car. With a grateful hug, he promised to keep 
everything in mind. 

After he left, I sat back down and realized I had given 
the same advice twice. First, I mentioned safety, and then I 
went on about cleanliness. The details might have changed, 
but I suppose the message was the same. 

I laughed at myself, thinking how age can make you 
repeat yourself. But then again, maybe Mark needed to hear 
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it twice. I felt satisfied, knowing I had done my best. And 
who knows? Perhaps I will get a thank you ride in a shiny 
gray car with ample trunk space someday. 
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The Sleepover Survival Guide 
Flashlights, snacks, and a prayer 

Last Saturday, my life took a rather adventurous turn 
when my daughter asked if I could host a sleepover for my 
twin granddaughters, Lily and Emma. I had not had a 
sleepover in years, not since the days when my hair was less 
silver, and I could touch my toes without making alarming 
noises. 

As soon as the girls arrived, Lily insisted on showing 
me how to use her new battery-operated flashlight. It was a 
contraption with more buttons than my television remote. 
She instructed me, "Grandma, you just press here, and it 
turns into a disco light!" I was impressed yet slightly 
concerned. Disco lights? Flashlights used to be simple. You 
turned them on, and they lit up. 

Emma, on the other hand, had a backpack filled with 
what I assumed were enough snacks to feed a small army. 
She pulled out chips, cookies, and something called "fruit 
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leather" which was not leather at all, thankfully. I made a 
mental note to Google that later. I had stocked up on raisins 
and nuts, thinking those would suffice. Silly me. 

After a small feast, we settled into my living room. The 
girls wanted to play a game called "Truth or Dare." I was not 
sure what treacherous territory they were leading me into, 
but I was up for it. Lily dared me to sing my favorite song 
from my teenage years. I launched into my rendition of 
"Rock Around the Clock," complete with dance moves. The 
girls giggled uncontrollably, and I had to admit, it felt good 
to get the old bones moving. 

As bedtime approached, the girls changed into 
matching pajamas and set up their sleeping bags on the living 
room floor. I adjusted my recliner, which has been my refuge 
since I got it as a retirement gift. Suddenly, Lily and Emma 
stood up and announced it was time for "The Prayer." This 
was new. A prayer at a sleepover? 

Emma took my hand and said, "We pray Grandma will 
survive this sleepover." Well, that was unexpected. I joined 
in, amused and touched by their playful concern. We ended 
the prayer with a giggle, each of us secretly hoping the 
morning would come without a hitch. 

The night was filled with whispered giggles and the 
occasional thud as one of them rolled off her sleeping bag. 
As I drifted off to sleep, I realized that maybe I needed a 
survival guide of my own, but the laughter was worth every 
moment. 
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The next morning, as I poured cereal, I reflected on the 
night. Surviving a sleepover at my age was a victory, and I 
filed it away as a cherished memory. After all, what is family 
if not a mix of flashlights, snacks, and a little prayer? 
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Three Generations, One TV Remote 
Chaos, confusion, and closed captions 

Picture this: a cozy Sunday afternoon in my living 
room. The sun is peeking through the lace curtains, and the 
smell of my famous oatmeal cookies fills the air. This is our 
weekly family gathering, with three generations crammed 
onto my floral couch. My daughter Sandra sits with her feet 
neatly tucked under her, scrolling through her phone. My 
teenage grandson, Jason, lounges like a cat that has 
misplaced its spine. And then there is me, perched on the 
edge of my seat, holding the TV remote like it is the Holy 
Grail. 

Our mission is simple: to find something to watch that 
pleases everyone. But as anyone with a family knows, this 
task is anything but simple. I press the "On" button with 
great ceremony. The TV blinks to life, and the chaos begins. 

"Grandma, can we watch that new superhero movie?" 
Jason asks, his eyes lighting up at the thought of capes and 
explosions. 

I glance at the list of channels. "Well, dear, I think 
channel 742 might have that, but I am not sure." 

Sandra chimes in helpfully, "Maybe we should watch 
that new cooking show. I hear it is quite good." 

I click the remote with the authority of an air traffic 
controller directing planes. The screen flashes, and suddenly 
we are watching the weather channel. I click again, but 
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instead of superheroes or soufflés, we find ourselves 
engrossed in a nature documentary about sloths. 

"Look, those sloths are moving faster than we are," 
Jason teases, earning a chuckle from Sandra. 

I try again, determined to find something less 
zoological. Another click, and we land on a black-and-white 
film. The captions are on, and for some mysterious reason, 
they are in Spanish. 

"Grandma, I did not know you spoke Spanish," Jason 
jokes, nudging me playfully. 

I grin, waving the remote like a wand. "I am as 

surprised as you, dear!" 

Finally, after several attempts and a few accidental 
radio stations, I managed to find a gardening show. It is not 
quite what anyone wanted, but the gentle British narrator 
talking about roses soothes us all. We settle in, and I let out 
a contented sigh. 
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"Well, at least we all learned something today," I say, 
as the narrator extols the virtues of compost. 

Sandra nods, her eyes closing in relaxation. Jason is 
already drifting off. I smile to myself, thinking that while the 
remote may have a mind of its own, it is these moments 
together that truly matter. Sometimes, it is not about what 
you watch, but who you watch it with. 
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Technology Is Trying to Kill Me 
Modern tech from a senior's point of view: voice assistants, 

autocorrect, smartphones, Zoom, etc. 
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Alexa, Stop Judging Me 
The smart speaker with sass 

One chilly Wednesday morning, Margaret found 
herself staring at the little black cylinder on her kitchen 
counter. It was an Alexa smart speaker, a gift from her eldest 
son, Tom, who had insisted it would make her life "easier 
and more modern." Margaret was skeptical. In her day, a 
coffee pot was high-tech. 

The trouble began after breakfast. Margaret shuffled to 
the counter and said, "Alexa, play my favorite radio station." 
The device whirred, and suddenly, the kitchen was filled 
with the dulcet tones of the local oldies channel. Margaret 
smiled and swayed to the music, feeling, for a moment, like 
she was back at the high school sock hop. 

But Alexa had other plans. "Margaret," it announced 
with a disapproving tone, "you have not taken your morning 
walk yet." 
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Margaret blinked in surprise. "How do you know that?" 
she retorted, feeling oddly guilty. There was no response, of 
course, just the crooning of Elvis as Margaret pondered the 
all-knowing cylinder. 

Later that day, with a book in hand and a cup of tea by 
her side, Margaret was just settling into her favorite armchair 
when she heard a familiar voice from the kitchen. "Margaret, 
you have overstepped your daily sugar intake." 

Margaret sighed. "Alexa," she called out, "stop judging 
me." She could almost sense a digital eyeroll from the 
speaker. 

The next morning, Margaret's curiosity got the better of 
her. "Alexa, what do you know about me?" she asked, 
tentatively. The speaker was silent for a moment before it 
responded, "I know you enjoy breakfast at precisely 8:00 
AM and you have a weakness for blueberry scones." 

Margaret chuckled. "Well, you are not wrong," she 
admitted. "But could you keep the judgment to a minimum? 
I am doing my best." 

A few days later, Margaret was at her weekly bridge 
game with her friends, sharing stories about their escapades 
with technology. "I swear that thing is judging me every time 
I skip my walk," she said, shaking her head. Her friends 
laughed in agreement, each sharing their own tales of smart 
speakers gone rogue. 

As Margaret returned home that afternoon, she glanced 
at Alexa and said, "Alright, Alexa, how about a truce?" The 
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smart speaker remained silent, but Margaret felt a sense of 
understanding. 

"Alexa, play my favorite radio station," she said, 
settling back into her armchair. The music started, and 
Margaret chuckled to herself, feeling like she had made a 
new, if occasionally judgmental, friend. 
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How to Crash a Zoom Call in 4 Easy Steps 
A guide to unmuted mayhem 

Imagine a sunny Tuesday morning, the kind where the 
birds are chirping and you are already on your second cup of 
coffee. You are feeling adventurous, so you decide to join 
your first ever Zoom book club meeting. With your laptop 
balanced precariously on a stack of old National Geographic 
magazines, you are ready for the digital age. Or so you think. 

Step one of crashing a Zoom call is to try joining with 
your camera off. You squint at the screen, clicking things 
that say "video" but achieving nothing. Your camera remains 
stubbornly off, and now everyone else is a blurry rectangle. 
You consider fetching your glasses but decide against it. You 
are already ten minutes late. 

Step two involves audio. You are certain you are muted. 
You feel a sense of relief because that means nobody can 
hear you talking to your cat, Buttons. But then, Mrs. Jenkins 
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from across the street shouts through the speakers, 
"Margaret, we can hear you perfectly!" You realize that 
instead of muting, you have somehow increased the volume 
of your microphone. Buttons looks up at you, unimpressed. 

Step three is the chat feature. You notice a little button 
that says "Chat" and think, "Ah, I will quietly participate this 
way." However, you type your book thoughts into the wrong 
box and accidentally send a message to the entire group. 
Now everyone knows you did not finish the book because 
you were too busy watching that new gardening show. Mrs. 
Jenkins gives you a knowing look through her screen. 

The grand finale, step four, is a masterpiece of chaos. 
You attempt to change your background to a lovely seaside 
scene but instead end up with a giant, pixelated picture of 
your own face. Your likeness fills the screen, and Mrs. 
Jenkins chuckles, "Margaret, you have never looked better." 
You laugh too, because really, what else can you do? 

By the end of the call, you have accidentally unmuted 
yourself several times, shared your thoughts with everyone, 
and given the group a good look at your morning hair. As 
the meeting wraps up, you wave at the screen, unsure if 
anyone can see you but deciding it does not matter. You have 
not mastered Zoom, but you have certainly made it 
memorable. 

With a sigh of relief, you close your laptop. Buttons 
jumps onto your lap, purring in the way only a content cat 
can. You think, perhaps next time, you will host the book 
club in person, with tea and cookies. But for now, there is 
always another cup of coffee waiting. 
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The Great Password Hunt 
My life in sticky notes 

One sunny Tuesday afternoon, Doris decided it was 
time to tackle the Great Password Hunt. It had been on her 
to-do list for weeks, right between "sort the sock drawer" and 
"find out why the basement smells like pickles." She sat at 
her kitchen table, armed with a cup of chamomile tea, a pen, 
and a stack of sticky notes in various colors. 

Doris had a system, you see. Every time she created a 
new password, she scribbled it on a sticky note. These sticky 
notes ended up on the fridge, under the toaster, or 
occasionally in the pocket of the coat she wore when she met 
her bridge club. They were everywhere, except where she 
needed them. 

As Doris began her search, she started with the most 
logical place, the junk drawer. It was an archaeological dig 
of rubber bands, expired coupons, and, of course, sticky 
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notes. She extracted a yellow one: "Facebook Password: 
FLowers123" with the L and O crossed out. Next, a pink 
note: "Email Password: CatLADY22." Doris chuckled, 
remembering how she had convinced herself that using a 2 
instead of an E was practically hacker-proof. 

The hunt continued under the couch cushions, where 
she found a blue sticky note with the password for an online 
gardening forum. It read "RosesR3d" with a doodle of what 
might have been a tulip. Doris realized she had written it 
during a particularly boring episode of a gardening show. 
Her mind wandered, and suddenly, she was inspired to 
doodle instead of memorize. 

After an hour, Doris had a colorful pile of sticky notes 
but was still missing the holy grail: the password for her 
online banking. She glanced at her cat, Mr. Whiskers, 
lounging on the windowsill, blissfully unaware of the chaos 
around him. 

Then it hit her. She had stored the banking password in 
her "safe place", the cookie jar. Marching to the kitchen 
counter, she retrieved the jar, opened it, and there it was. A 
green sticky note read: "Bank Password: N0CooKIEs4Me!" 

Doris sat back down at the table, satisfied. As she 
sipped her now lukewarm tea, she felt a sense of triumph. 
The Great Password Hunt was complete. She decided a 
system update was in order. From now on, she would keep 
all passwords in one notebook. She picked up a fresh sticky 
note and wrote a reminder to buy a notebook. She stuck it to 
the fridge, smiling at her own predictability. Sometimes, the 
hunt was the real reward. 
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Why I Cannot Find the Any Key 
Keyboard confusion and denial 

Let me tell you, I have been around the block a few 
times. I remember when a phone was something you dialed 
on the wall and not something you lost in the vegetable 
crisper. But nothing has baffled me quite like my computer’s 
command to "Press the Any Key." 

It all started one afternoon when I was trying to get onto 
the Internet to look up a recipe for zucchini bread. I had the 
zucchinis lined up like little green soldiers on my counter. 
They were ready for action. But my computer had other 
plans. 

There it was a small message on the screen: "Press the 
Any Key to continue." I squinted at my keyboard. I saw keys 
with letters and numbers, even a strange one that looked like 
a house. But an "Any" key? Nowhere to be found. 
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I decided to call my neighbor, Hank, who fancies 
himself a bit of a computer whiz. He came over, wearing his 
usual Hawaiian shirt, looking like he had just returned from 
vacation. Hank peered over my glasses at the screen and 
chuckled. He said, "Oh, you just press any key." 

I insisted he show me which one was the "Any" key. I 
pointed out the letters: A for apple, B for banana, C for 
carrot. All of them accounted for, but none that said "Any." 
Hank laughed so hard I thought he might need a glass of 
water. 

He pressed the space bar and, just like magic, the 
computer obeyed. I could not believe it was that simple. 
"Why do they not just say, 'Press the space bar'? It would 
save a lot of confusion," I muttered. Hank just patted my 
shoulder and said, "Consider it a computer mystery." 

That evening, I shared my tale of the elusive "Any" key 
with my book club. We laughed until the tea went cold. 
Margaret told us how she once tried to swipe a banana 
instead of her phone to answer a call. We all agreed that 
technology was out to get us. 

As I lay in bed that night, I thought about how life used 
to be simpler. But then, without these little challenges, what 
would we laugh about at book club? I suppose there is a 
certain charm in chasing after zucchini bread recipes, one 
"Any" key at a time. 
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When the Remote-Control Wins 
And I just wanted to watch the news 

Every evening, right after dinner, I like to settle into my 
recliner and watch the news. It is part of my routine. I have 
my slippers on, and the remote control is in its designated 
spot on the armrest. I own a newfangled smart TV, and I 
have concluded that the remote control is plotting against 
me. 

I was ready for the evening news, but the remote had 
other plans. I reached over to press the power button, but 
nothing happened. I pressed it again, and the TV blinked to 
life, only to display a menu filled with options I did not 
recognize. I was not trying to order a movie or adjust the 
thermostat. All I wanted was the news. 

I pressed the power button again, thinking I could start 
over. This time, the TV turned off altogether. It was as if it 
was toying with me, playing a game of hide and seek. I 
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pressed the power button once more, twice. The TV sprung 
to life and then, inexplicably, switched to a Spanish 
telenovela. I do not speak Spanish, but I must admit the 
dramatic music and expressive acting were captivating. 

At this point, my neighbor, Edna, called. She is a dear 
friend who lives down the hall and calls whenever she senses 
TV trouble. "Is it happening again?" she asked, and I could 
hear her chuckling. I admitted it was and explained my 
predicament. Edna suggested I look for the manual. I had not 
seen that since the day I bought the TV, but I thanked her for 
the advice. 

As I rummaged through the drawer filled with old 
takeout menus and batteries of questionable age, I realized 
the manual was nowhere to be found. I decided to take a 
different approach. I gingerly pressed the button labeled 
"Home." The screen filled with even more options, but one 
looked promising. I aimed carefully and pressed the button 
marked "Live TV." 

It worked. The news was on, and I felt a sense of 
triumph. The anchor was already discussing the weather, but 
I had made it. I settled back into my recliner with a sigh of 
relief. 

In that moment, I realized the remote control had not 
won after all. Or perhaps it had let me win, just this once. 
Either way, I watched the news, and that was all that 
mattered. I glanced at the remote, which seemed to smile 
back at me, and I could not help but smile too. 
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Accidentally Googled Myself 
And found someone with my name in prison 

Let me tell you about the time I accidentally googled 
myself. It was supposed to be a simple task, just a little 
curiosity on a quiet Sunday afternoon. I had only recently 
learned how to use that little magnifying glass icon on the 
computer that lets you look things up, and I was feeling quite 
pleased with myself. My grandson showed me how to do it 
last Thanksgiving, and I decided it was time to put my skills 
to the test. 

Typing my name into that little white box felt so 
official. I hit the enter key and waited for the magic of the 
internet to reveal all sorts of interesting facts about me. 
Perhaps I wanted to see if I had made a mark on the world 
outside of my bridge club and volunteer work at the library. 
Or maybe I was just hoping for a flattering picture to pop up. 

Instead, what I found was an article titled "Local Man 
Arrested in Bizarre Caper." Now, I am quite confident I have 
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never been involved in anything bizarre, at least not 
intentionally. My idea of mischief is sneaking an extra 
cookie when the grandkids are not looking. So, naturally, I 
clicked on it. 

Lo and behold, there it was: my name plastered across 
a rather unfortunate mugshot. There was no mistaking it. My 
name, in bold letters, alongside phrases like "elaborate 
scheme" and "caught red-handed." I sat back in my chair, 
sipping my chamomile tea and wondering if I had somehow 
wandered into an episode of one of those crime shows my 
sister loves. 

Apparently, this other version of me had attempted to 
steal a freezer full of ice cream. The plan involved a 
shopping cart, a hastily constructed ramp, and a getaway 
bicycle. I must admit, it was almost impressive in its 
absurdity, and for a moment, I felt a strange sense of kinship 
with this fellow. At least he had ambition. 

After a good laugh, I clicked away, making a mental 
note to tell the story at the next book club meeting. I 
imagined the look on Betty's face when I told her about my 
criminal alter ego and decided it was worth the effort of 
learning how to print the article for proof. 

In the end, I decided to stick to safer internet pursuits, 
like looking up recipes or watching cat videos. Technology 
may be confusing at times, but it certainly knows how to 
keep life interesting. And while I may not have a crime spree 
to my name, I certainly have a new story to share with my 
friends. 
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Autocorrect Is Not My Friend 
Especially when texting the pastor 

Let me tell you about the time I nearly caused an uproar 
in our church group chat, all because of autocorrect. I have a 
smartphone, which my grandson insisted on buying for me. 
He says it keeps me connected with the world. I say it keeps 
me connected with my mistakes. 

Last Tuesday, I was trying to organize a bake sale for 
the church. Our pastor, Reverend Moore, is a dear man who 
loves chocolate chip cookies. I figured raising money for the 
new hymn books by selling cookies could not go wrong. 
Well, I was wrong. 

I opened the group chat and carefully typed, "Let us all 
bake cookies for God." Or at least, I thought I did. My phone, 
in its infinite wisdom, decided I meant something entirely 
different. What I sent was, "Let us all bake cookies for cod." 
Yes, cod. The fish. 
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Within minutes, my phone started buzzing like a 
confused bee. My friend Helen replied first. "Does cod eat 
cookies now?" she asked. I could almost hear her cackling 
from two blocks away. Then Margaret chimed in with, "Do 
we need tartar sauce for that?" 

I tried to correct my mistakes. I really did. But every 
time I typed "God," my phone insisted on replacing it with 
"Cod." It was as if it had a mind of its own, determined to 
make me the church’s first fish baker. 

Reverend Moore sent a polite message saying, "I am 
not sure if the cod will appreciate our cookies, but the 
congregation will surely enjoy them." I could sense the 
twinkle in his eye, even though the screen. 

Finally, I called my grandson. "Jimmy, this autocorrect 
is possessed," I told him. He laughed so hard I thought he 
might choke. After he caught his breath, he explained how 
to turn off autocorrect. I followed his instructions, tapping 
here and there like I was trying to crack a safe. 

The bake sale went ahead without any further fishy 
mentions. I made sure to bring an extra batch of chocolate 
chip cookies for Reverend Moore. But the story of my 
autocorrect adventure spread through the church faster than 
a gossip chain. Now, every time we gather, someone 
inevitably asks if there is any cod to be fed. 

At least it gives everyone a good laugh and reminds us 
of all that technology, much like me, is not perfect. If we can 
chuckle about it, I suppose I will keep my smartphone. If it 
remembers that God is not cod. 
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Bluetooth and Other Fictitious Creatures 
It is connected to what? 

Let me tell you about the day I tried to conquer the 
Bluetooth monster. You know that mythical creature that 
promises to connect your gadgets wirelessly. I had just 
bought a pair of those fancy wireless earbuds because my 
grandson insisted, they were a life changer. He said, 
“Grandma, you will love listening to your swing music while 
you garden.” I believed him. 

So, there I was, sitting at the kitchen table with my 
smartphone and earbuds. The instructions were no help at 
all. They were written in a tiny font that required my 
strongest pair of reading glasses, the ones that make me look 
like an owl. I read something about making sure Bluetooth 
was on. I remember thinking, “On what? The phone? The 
earbuds? The universe?” 

I poked around the phone settings, and finally, the 
elusive Bluetooth appeared. There was a button that said 
“Pair.” I pressed it, expecting something miraculous. 
Nothing happened. My phone still did not recognize those 
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earbuds. I could almost hear the little device sighing in 
exasperation at my efforts, like a teenager rolling their eyes. 

I thought maybe a cup of tea would help clear my mind. 
While waiting for the kettle, I decided to have a word with 
the phone. “Listen here, you,” I said, holding it up as if it 
could understand human speech. “I have cooked 
Thanksgiving dinner for a family of twelve using only one 
oven. I have survived three years of bridge club drama. I will 
not be defeated by you.” 

After my tea, I tried again. I sat back down, took a deep 
breath, and tried to channel my inner tech guru. I hit the 
“Pair” button once more, this time with conviction. 
Suddenly, I heard a small beep. It was the earbuds. I nearly 
fell off my chair. 

Music started playing in my ears, a lively swing tune 
that made my heart soar. I did a little jig around the kitchen, 
earbuds securely in place. I felt like I had discovered fire. I 
was invincible. 

Later, at my weekly book club, I shared my Bluetooth 
adventure. We all laughed until our sides hurt. Margaret said 
she still had trouble with her automatic garage door. Helen 
confessed she accidentally ordered ten pounds of bananas 
online. 

In the end, we agreed that technology is like a feisty 
grandchild. It keeps you on your toes and sometimes pushes 
you to your limits, but it can bring unexpected joy too. 
Especially when it lets you listen to swing music while you 
garden. 



90 
 

Help! My Face Is a Filter! 
The time I turned into a dog on video call 

Let me tell you about the day I became a talking dog. 
No, I was not in a sci-fi movie. I was on a video call. 

It all began when my granddaughter, Lucy, insisted that 
I join the family Zoom call. "Everyone is doing it, 
Grandma," she said. So, armed with my trusty tablet and an 
instruction sheet that looked like it could launch a rocket, I 
set off to conquer the world of video chats. 

I sat at my kitchen table, surrounded by notes and sticky 
tabs. With a deep breath, I clicked on the link Lucy had sent. 
After a series of mishaps and a brief interlude where I 
somehow turned my screen upside down, I finally saw 
familiar faces smiling back at me. 

"Hello, Grandma!" Lucy waved enthusiastically. "We 
can see you!" 

I was about to reply when I noticed something peculiar 
on the screen. Where my face should have been, there was a 
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fluffy white dog. It had big, floppy ears and a tongue that 
hung out in a way that was undignified. A moment of 
confusion passed before I realized the truth: I had become a 
digital dog. 

Panic ensued. I pawed at the screen, trying to swipe 
away the canine filter with my index finger. My son, Mike, 
was laughing so hard he had tears streaming down his 
cheeks. "Mom, you are barking up the wrong tree!" he 
howled, clearly enjoying himself. 

"How do I fix this?" I asked, though my voice came out 
as a series of woofs and barks. My daughter-in-law, Carla, 
attempted to help, saying, "Do not worry, it is just a filter. It 
is supposed to be fun." But I was not feeling particularly 
amused. 

Lucy's face appeared closer to the camera. "Just 
embrace it, Grandma," she giggled. "You always said you 
were as loyal as a golden retriever!" 

After some fiddling, probably involving a magic wand 
I was unaware of, the filter finally disappeared. My human 
face returned, looking a little flushed but otherwise intact. 
Everyone, including myself, had a good laugh. It turned out 
to be the highlight of the call. 

After we wrapped up, Lucy sent me a text. "That was 
pawsitively the best call ever," it read. I could not help but 
chuckle. Who knew technology could be so entertaining? 

Now, every time I see a dog in the park or on TV, I give 
a little wink and think, "I have been there, buddy." 
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My Watch Told Me I Am Lazy 
Fitness trackers with an attitude 

I bought myself one of those fancy fitness trackers for 
my wrist. My granddaughter said it would help me keep fit. 
She is always looking out for me, bless her heart. I thought 
it might be nice to have a little encouragement, maybe a 
gentle nudge to go for a walk now and then. 

Well, I think this watch has a mind of its own. It is 
supposed to be tracking my steps, but it seems to have taken 
on the role of life coach. The other day, I was sitting on the 
couch, enjoying my afternoon tea and a crossword puzzle. 
Suddenly, my wrist started buzzing like a swarm of bees. I 
nearly dropped my cup. When I looked, the screen flashed a 
message at me, "Time to move!" as if I was glued to the 
couch for eternity. 
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I decided to humor it and stood up. I shuffled to the 
kitchen for more tea. Surely that would satisfy the tiny 
tyrant. I sat back down, quite pleased with my 
accomplishment. Then, it buzzed again, announcing, "You 
can do better!" I could hardly believe it. My own wrist was 
heckling me. 

I decided to take a stand. I went for a walk around the 
neighborhood. It was a lovely afternoon, and I waved at Mrs. 
Jenkins who was tending to her roses. I even stopped to chat 
with Mr. Thompson about his tomatoes. When I returned 
home, I checked the watch. It showed a measly few hundred 
steps. I was baffled. How could that be? 

Determined to outsmart this contraption, I began 
swinging my arm while sitting in my favorite chair. My cat, 
Whiskers, stared at me as if I was losing my mind. Despite 
my best efforts, the watch remained unimpressed. "Try 
harder!" it blurted out once again. I was starting to feel like 
I was living with a particularly persistent personal trainer. 

Finally, I decided to take it off. I placed it on Whiskers, 
who was lounging on the windowsill. As she jumped down 
and began her graceful stroll, I watched in amusement as the 
step count skyrocketed. My furry friend was now the family 
fitness champion. 

As I sipped my tea, I realized maybe it was not about 
the steps after all. I enjoyed a nice walk, caught up with 
neighbors, and even shared a laugh with Whiskers. I might 
be lazy, but I am also happy. And as far as I am concerned, 
that is what matters the most. 
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Who Put a Camera on My Doorbell? 
And why is it recording the mailman? 

I have always thought my doorbell was just supposed 
to ring when someone pressed it. That is how it worked for 
the first seventy-three years of my life. Then, last Thursday, 
I discovered otherwise. My daughter, Susan, who is as tech-
savvy as a squirrel with a nutcracker, decided to buy me a 
new gadget. It looked like a regular doorbell at first, but it 
was anything but. 

I discovered this when I heard a strange voice echoing 
from my front door. Naturally, I thought the mailman had 
finally taken to talking to my begonias. I shuffled over, only 
to find the mailman looking around, bewildered. 

"Hello, Mrs. Jenkins?" he said, looking directly at my 
doorbell. 

"Yes, it is me," I replied, squinting suspiciously at the 
gadget. 
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The mailman, who has delivered my mail with the 
speed of a sloth but the precision of a surgeon for twenty 
years, was not sure what to make of it either. 

 

"Why is there a red light on this thing?" he asked, 
jabbing a finger at the doorbell. 

That was when I realized. Susan had installed one of 
those new-fangled video doorbells without my knowledge. I 
could almost hear her saying, "It is for your safety, Mom." I 
suppose she thought the mailman might one day deliver a 
package of mischief. 

After that, each day became entertainment. There was 
the time when the doorbell recorded the neighborhood cat, 
Mr. Whiskers, as he attempted to scale my flowerpots. Then, 
there was the classic "Dash and Drop" act my teenage 
neighbor performed when delivering cookies he had burnt. 

That doorbell captured everything, including my 
morning routine as I peered outside in my fuzzy robe, hair 
curlers and all, to collect the newspaper. I never thought my 
fashion sense would be analyzed by a piece of technology. 

One afternoon, I called Susan. "Did you know this 
doorbell records everything?" I asked. 

She laughed. "Yes, Mom, it is supposed to make you 
feel secure." 

"Well, it makes me feel like I am under surveillance," I 
replied, trying to sound stern while stifling a giggle. 
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In the end, I decided to embrace my new doorbell. I 
waved to it every morning, just in case it wanted some 
company. Who knew? Perhaps one day it will deliver a 
riveting documentary about the life and times of Mrs. 
Jenkins. Until then, I would keep my curlers tidy and my 
begonias pruned. You never knew who was watching, after 
all. 
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I Ordered Socks and Got a Toaster 
Adventures in online shopping 

I decided to try online shopping for the first time last 
week. My grandson David said it was easier than going to 
the store. He set me up with one of those accounts and even 
showed me how to use something called "two-day shipping." 
I thought it sounded like magic, groceries and new socks 
arriving at my door. 

Well, I needed new socks because somehow all mine 
have holes in them. I suppose they are well-loved. I sat down 
at the computer, clicked on the little shopping cart icon, and 
found a lovely set of socks. They had cheerful stripes and 
polka dots. Perfect for adding a bit of fun to an old lady's 
wardrobe. 

I was quite proud of myself for figuring it all out. I even 
managed to put in my credit card details without waking 
David up from his afternoon nap on the couch. Two days 
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later, true to their word, a package arrived on my doorstep. I 
tore into it like a child on Christmas morning, only to find a 
toaster staring back at me. 

This was not just a toaster. It was one of those fancy 
ones with buttons and settings I had never seen on my old 
toaster. My old toaster had a simple lever and a dial. This 
one looked like it could launch a spaceship. I stood there, 
puzzled, with the toaster in my hands, wondering how my 
socks had taken such a metallic turn. 

I called David in a bit of a panic. He was very amused. 
I could hear him laughing through the phone. He said the 
internet must have had a little hiccup. He came over to help 
sort it out. As we sat at the table, the toaster and I became 
friends. I read the manual, which was no small feat, mind 
you. It turns out it can toast bagels, English muffins, and 
even defrost things. I had no idea my kitchen needed such 
technology. 

Later that afternoon, David sorted out the sock 
situation. Those cheerful socks arrived with an apology from 
the company. I kept the toaster, though. Every morning now, 
I have a perfectly toasted bagel. I pretend the toaster and I 
are sharing a secret. It is funny how something so small can 
add a little joy to my morning routine. 

So now, I tell everyone that I ordered socks and got a 
toaster. It is a story that brings laughter to our senior center 
coffee gatherings. Technology may be trying to trip me up, 
but sometimes it gives me just the right surprise. 
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Voice Texting with a Sinus Infection 
Send goat medicine was not the plan 

Last Tuesday started innocently enough. I woke up with 
a sinus infection that made my head feel like it weighed 
about a hundred pounds. This was not my first rodeo with 
sinus trouble, so I knew the drill. Rest, fluids, and some 
medicine from the pharmacy. 

I thought I would be clever this time and use my 
smartphone to send a voice text to my daughter, Maggie. My 
voice, however, sounded like a foghorn in distress. I picked 
up my phone, held down the button, and croaked, "Maggie, 
I have a sinus infection. Could you please bring me some 
sinus medicine?" 

Well, my phone had other ideas. A few seconds later, I 
received a text back from Maggie that read, "Mom, why do 
you need goat medicine?" Confused, I looked at my phone. 
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Sure enough, it had turned my request for "sinus medicine" 
into a demand for "goat medicine." 

I am not sure if Maggie thought I had finally lost my 
marbles or if she was just going along with the ride. But bless 
her heart, she texted back, "Mom, I did not even know you 
had a goat." 

I took a deep breath and tried again, this time 
enunciating as clearly as my stuffy head would allow. "Sinus 
medicine," I said slowly. My phone gleefully informed 
Maggie that I now required "bonus medicine." At this point, 
I was considering giving up and trying to power through the 
day with herbal tea and stubbornness. But Maggie, ever the 
good sport, was already on her way over. 

When she arrived, she had a mischievous grin on her 
face, as she handed me a stuffed toy goat and a bottle of 
herbal supplements labeled "Bonus Strength." We both burst 
out laughing, which turned into a coughing fit for me. 
Maggie sat down, and we had a chuckle over how 
technology always seemed to have its own sense of humor. 

Eventually, Maggie did get me the proper sinus 
medicine, after some manual texting and a quick trip to the 
pharmacy. As she left, she patted the stuffed goat on its head 
and said, "You might want to keep this around, Mom. Just in 
case your phone decides you need it again." 

I sat back in my chair, sipped my tea, and thought to 
myself that I would not trade these moments for all the sinus 
relief in the world. At least not today. 
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FaceTime with My Ear 
And I waved the whole time 

The other day, I decided to attempt this thing called 
FaceTime. Yes, the very same FaceTime that all the 
grandkids are on about. They make it sound as natural as 
breathing. I figured, how hard could it be to see and speak to 
my friend, Edith, on the screen of this tiny device they call a 
smartphone? 

I sat down at the kitchen table with my coffee, and I was 
ready. Edith was expecting my call. I tapped on her name in 
the list of names my granddaughter helped me put in the 
phone. It rang and rang, and then suddenly, her face 
appeared, looking slightly confused. 

"Hello, Edith!" I shouted, just in case she could not hear 
me properly. I always say it is better to be safe than sorry. I 
waved enthusiastically. Her expression turned from 
confused to downright bewildered. 

"Hello? Who is this?" she asked, peering at the screen. 
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"It is me!" I replied, waving even harder, as if my hand 
had a mind of its own. "It is Martha!" 

"Martha? All I see is a pink blob and a ceiling fan," 
Edith said. I could hear her squinting. Edith is one of those 
people who squints over the phone, as if it helps her see the 
voice better. 

Realizing something might be amiss, I lowered the 
phone and caught a glimpse of my reflection. Well, it turns 
out I had been Face Timing with my ear. My ear was having 
a lovely conversation with Edith, and I had been waving at 
absolutely nothing. I adjusted the phone, praying I did not 
hang up in the process. 

"There you are!" Edith exclaimed with relief. "I thought 
I was talking to some kind of Martian." 

I laughed, feeling my cheeks warm with 
embarrassment. "Well, Edith, you know you can always 
count on me to explore the final frontiers of technology." 

We both chuckled, and I promised to practice a bit more 
with the FaceTime before our next call. Maybe next time, I 
will even manage to keep my whole face in the frame. 

After we said our goodbyes, I sat back and sipped my 
coffee, imagining how silly I must have looked. But you 
know what? It was a pretty good conversation once we got 
past my ear. And that is just another day in the life of a senior 
trying to keep up with this high-tech world. Sometimes, a 
little laughter is the best connection we can make. 
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When Siri Joined the Conversation 
Uninvited and very opinionated 

My friend Edith and I were sitting in her sun-drenched 
kitchen, sipping our afternoon tea, when the strangest thing 
happened. You must understand; Edith is a bit of a 
technophobe. She still refers to her smartphone as "that little 
nuisance," but she keeps it around because her grandson 
insists. "Edith," he says, "you need it for emergencies." Of 
course, he did not specify whose emergencies. 

We were discussing the latest mysteries from our book 
club when Edith's phone, which lay innocently on the table, 
suddenly lit up. A voice interrupted our chatter. "I do not 
think that is a good choice," it declared. 

We both jumped. Edith looked around, wide-eyed, as if 
a small ghost had nestled in the sugar bowl. "Who was that?" 
she asked, bewildered. 
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I peered at the phone. "I believe it is Siri," I said. "She 
seems to have joined our conversation." 

Edith leaned closer to the phone as if trying to figure 
out where exactly Siri was hiding. "Well, I did not invite 
her," she said, a bit huffy. 

I chuckled and took another sip of tea. "Maybe she just 
wanted to add her two cents about the latest plot twist." 

Edith shrugged. "I do not need any more opinions on 
Agatha Christie except yours," she said firmly, pointing her 
teaspoon at me. 

We tried to resume our conversation, but apparently, 
Siri was not finished. "Did you know," the voice piped up, 
"that 'The Murder of Roger Ackroyd' has a surprising 
ending?" 

Edith glared at the phone. "Do you mind? Some of us 
have not read that far." 

I laughed. "You know, Edith, they call these things 
smart for a reason." 

She rolled her eyes. "Smart is one thing. Nosy is quite 
another." 

Just as Edith decided to turn the phone off, her cat, Mr. 
Whiskers, leapt onto the table. In the process, he knocked the 
phone onto the floor. It landed with a thud, and Siri abruptly 
went silent. 

"Well," Edith said, picking up the phone and checking 
it for scratches, "perhaps Mr. Whiskers had the right idea." 
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As we settled back into our chat, I could not help but 
think how amusing it was that technology could be both 
helpful and maddening at once. Edith looked at me with a 
twinkle in her eye. "Next time, maybe we should invite 
Alexa too. She might bring cookies." 

We both laughed, and I promised to bring extra cookies 
next week, technology-free. 
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My Phone Thinks I Am in Finland 
GPS has gone rogue 

You will not believe what happened to me last week. I 
swear, sometimes these newfangled gadgets have minds of 
their own. I was sitting in my kitchen, sipping on a nice cup 
of chamomile tea, when I decided it was time to head over 
to the library for my weekly book club meeting. I grabbed 
my trusty smartphone, a device that is anything but smart, if 
you ask me, and opened the maps app. I like to use it to see 
if there are any road closures or construction detours on my 
route to the library. 

Much to my surprise, the app told me that I would arrive 
at my destination in about 14 hours. Fourteen hours! My 
library is in the next town over, not on the other side of the 
planet. I squinted at the screen, brought it closer to my eyes, 
and there it was: my phone thought I was in Finland. Yes, 
Finland! Apparently, I had been magically transported to the 
land of saunas and reindeer without even leaving my kitchen. 
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I tried to convince my phone that I was, indeed, still in 
my cozy little house in New Jersey. I poked and prodded at 
the screen, but it was as stubborn as my old cat on bath day. 
So, I decided to take matters into my own hands. I grabbed 
my old-fashioned paper map from the glove compartment, 
yes, I keep one in there, just in case, and decided to take the 
scenic route. 

On the drive, I kept chuckling to myself, imagining 
what kind of adventures I could have in Finland. Perhaps I 
would meet Santa Claus or learn how to say, "Where is the 
bathroom?" in Finnish. But deep down, I knew I would miss 
my book club meeting far too much. 

When I finally arrived at the library, only 20 minutes 
late, mind you, my friends were already deep in discussion 
about the latest mystery novel. I told them about my little 
Finland fiasco, and we all laughed so hard that I nearly 
spilled my coffee. Mary, who always has her knitting with 
her, joked that she might have to knit me a pair of mittens in 
case my phone decides to send me to the Arctic Circle next 
time. 

We never did find out why my phone thought I was in 
Finland. But now, every time I pull it out, I cannot help but 
smile. Who knew that technology could be such an 
adventure? 
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I Thought That Was a Game, Not My Bank 
App 

Tap, swipe, and oops 

Oh, you would not believe the trouble I got myself into 
last week. You see, my grandson Jason is always telling me 
I should try to keep up with technology. He means well, 
bless him, but I am more comfortable with my old crossword 
puzzles. Still, when he showed me how to download a game 
on my phone, I thought, why not give it a try? 

The game involved tapping and swiping little colorful 
blocks. It was oddly satisfying. Before I knew it, I was 
swiping with both hands. I felt like a young whippersnapper. 
The next thing I knew, I was the high scorer. I could almost 
hear Jason cheering me on in my head. 

Then came the oops. You see, I got carried away a bit 
with all the tapping and swiping. My phone buzzed, and I 
realized I was no longer in the game. I had somehow tapped 
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myself right into my bank app. The screen was filled with 
numbers that were not part of my game. 

Of course, I thought it was still a game. There were 
buttons that said "Transfer" and "Withdraw." I figured it was 
a new level. So, naturally, I tapped "Transfer." I imagined 
myself as the reigning champion, transferring troops or 
treasure to win the day. 

Not long after, I got a call from the bank. A very polite 
young man named Steven told me that I had just transferred 
fifty dollars to someone named "Savings." Now, I may not 
be a tech whiz, but I know that is not a game character. My 
face turned red like my favorite geraniums. 

Steven helped me undo the whole thing. He was patient 
and walked me through every step. I told him it was my first 
time playing the game called "Banking." He chuckled and 
assured me it happens more often than I would think. I ended 
the call feeling a bit sheepish but relieved. 

Later, when I saw Jason, I told him about my adventure 
with "that new banking game." He laughed so hard, he nearly 
spilled his coffee. He said I had just invented a new sport for 
seniors. We both had a good laugh over it. 

So, I learned a valuable lesson: games and bank apps 
are not the same thing. But really, who knew banking could 
be so thrilling? As for me, I will stick to my puzzles and 
leave the high stakes tapping to the young folks. 
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Why Did My Microwave Ask Me for Wi-Fi? 
Smart appliances, dumb questions 

You will never believe what happened to me last 
Tuesday. There I was, minding my own business in the 
kitchen, when I decided it was time to heat up a nice bowl of 
soup for lunch. My daughter, Julie, insisted on buying me a 
new microwave for my birthday last month. Apparently, it is 
the latest and greatest model. All sorts of bells and whistles. 
Personally, I would have been happier with a new jigsaw 
puzzle, but who am I to argue with modern technology? 

So, I pushed the button to open the microwave door, 
and the screen lit up with all sorts of colorful displays. I 
thought to myself, "Well, that is certainly fancy." As I placed 
my bowl inside, the microwave suddenly started asking me 
questions. "Connecting to Wi-Fi," it said in a cheerful tone, 
as if it were inviting me to a party. Then it asked, "Please 
enter your Wi-Fi password." 
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Now, I have been around the block a few times, and 
never has a microwave asked me for Wi-Fi. I stood there, 
staring at that screen like it was speaking another language. 
I said out loud, "Why on Earth does my microwave need Wi-
Fi? Is it planning to send an email?" 

Determined to solve this mystery, I called Julie. "Hello, 
dear," I said, "you will never guess what your gift is up to. It 
is asking me for Wi-Fi. Does it need to check its social 
media?" 

Julie laughed. "Mom, it is a smart microwave. It can 
download recipes and you can control it from your phone." 

"Well," I said, "I just want to heat my soup, not join a 
cooking club." 

Julie suggested entering the Wi-Fi password anyway, 
so I rummaged through my drawer of important papers. You 
know the one, it has everything from last year's tax returns 
to that coupon for free coffee that expired in 2015. I finally 
found the password on a sticky note and reluctantly entered 
it into the microwave. 

The microwave beeped a few times, and then my soup 
started to spin. Success! I felt like I had just conquered a 
small country. I finally sat down to enjoy my lunch, feeling 
triumphant yet slightly puzzled. 

As I ate, I thought to myself: if this is what microwaves 
are like now, I can only imagine what the toaster might ask 
for next. Perhaps it will want to join the neighborhood watch. 
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I Thought I Was Watching a Movie, It Was a 
Live Meeting 

And I was in my bathrobe 

You know, when I retired, they said life would slow 
down. Well, they clearly did not account for the modern 
invention that is video conferencing. Let me tell you about 
the time I found myself in a rather surprising situation. 

Last Tuesday, I was ready for a cozy morning. I have 
just brewed a pot of my favorite vanilla-flavored coffee. I 
settled into my armchair, still wearing my pink, fluffy 
bathrobe, and glanced at the clock. It said 9:58 AM. Perfect 
timing, I thought. I was eager to watch a documentary 
recommended by my grandson. He had shown me how to 
watch it on my laptop, and I was feeling quite tech-savvy. 

I opened my laptop and clicked on the link he had sent 
me. A screen popped up, and I saw a bunch of little squares 
with people in them. They were all talking, and I thought, 
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my, how realistic this documentary is, like I am part of a 
virtual town hall meeting! The topic was something about 
local wildlife, which seemed plausible for a documentary. 

As I sipped my coffee, I noticed some of the people in 
the squares were waving. I chuckled, thinking how polite it 
was for the documentary to greet its viewers. Then, a voice 
boomed, "Hello, Edna! Are you there? We can see you!" 

I nearly dropped my cup. The realization hit me like a 
cat jumping on a counter. This was not a documentary. It was 
a live video meeting, and I was very much a part of it. 

There I was, in my bathrobe, with bed hair that would 
have made a bird's nest look tidy, and these people could see 
me. I scrambled to remember what my grandson told me. 
"Find the camera button!" I muttered. My fingers fumbled 
over the keyboard like they were learning to play piano for 
the first time. 

Finally, I found the camera icon and clicked it, turning 
my camera off. I sighed with relief, my cheeks still warm 
from embarrassment. I heard someone say, "Edna, if you are 
there, do not worry. We have all been there!" 

The rest of the meeting was a blur. I spent it hidden 
discreetly behind my laptop screen, nodding occasionally, 
though I had no idea what was being discussed. 

When it was over, I shut my laptop and laughed. I 
thought, well, Edna, there are worse things in life than 
attending a meeting in your bathrobe. At least now I am 
ready for Hollywood. Or perhaps, just ready for a second cup 
of that delicious vanilla coffee. 
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Trying to Program the Thermostat 
I miss the dial 

Every morning, I would shuffle to the thermostat with 
my trusty cardigan draped over my shoulders. It was my 
morning ritual, adjusting that gold old dial thermostat. I 
knew just the right spot to nudge it for the perfect 
temperature. It was like a game of Price Is Right, only if you 
won, the prize was a comfortable living room. 

Then one day, my daughter, who insists on upgrading 
my life as if it were an old phone needing updates, decided 
that I needed a "smart" thermostat. She installed it with the 
enthusiasm of a kid setting up a new toy. Afterward, she 
handed me the instruction manual, which was as thick as the 
dictionary. 

"Do not worry," she said with a smile. "It is easy. You 
will just talk to it or use your phone." 
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Talk to it? I talk to my plants and occasionally to the 
television, but a thermostat? I raised an eyebrow and nodded, 
still clutching my trusty cardigan. Day one with the new 
thermostat was... interesting. I approached it cautiously and 
said, "Thermostat, make it warmer." Nothing happened. I 
tried again, a bit louder, as if it were hard of hearing, 
"Thermostat, make it warmer!" Still nothing. Maybe it was 
shy. 

On the third day, I decided to tackle the manual. I sat at 
the kitchen table, armed with a magnifying glass and a cup 
of strong coffee. The instructions spoke of "Wi-Fi" and 
"apps." I thought apps were something you ordered at a 
restaurant. After an hour of squinting and muttering, I 
managed to connect the thermostat to my phone. I felt like a 
tech wizard. 

My triumph was short-lived. The temperature seemed 
to have a mind of its own. One moment, I was in a sauna, the 
next, I considered fetching my winter coat. I half-expected 
the thermostat to start playing music or ordering groceries 
without my permission. 

Finally, I called my daughter. She walked me through 
the settings with the patience of a saint. We even laughed 
when I told her I missed the days of the simple dial. "You 
know, the dial never talked back," I said. 

Now, when I walk by the thermostat, I give it a little 
nod. It and I have reached an understanding. I still miss the 
dial, but I am learning to embrace my new talking 
thermostat. After all, life is about adapting... even if it means 
making peace with technology one button at a time. 
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Health, Wellness, and Slightly 
Invasive Procedures 

Funny doctor visits, exercise misadventures, and age-
related indignities 
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Colonoscopies and Other Spiritual Adventures 
A journey within 

So, there I was, perched on my recliner, when the phone 
rang. It was my doctor's office. The cheerful voice on the 
other end told me it was time for my routine colonoscopy. 
Routine, they called it. I felt more like I was being 
summoned to a secret society initiation. 

The day before the procedure, I was instructed to drink 
what I now refer to as The Elixir of Cleansing. If you have 
ever tried it, you know it is like consuming a gallon of liquid 
regret. I spent the day near my bathroom, which became my 
Fortress of Solitude. During those hours of intimate 
reflection, I discovered that bathroom tiles have intricate 
patterns that can be quite mesmerizing. 

On the big day, my husband, Frank, came along for 
moral support, or as I like to call it, comic relief. We arrived 
at the clinic, and I changed into a gown that was a cross 
between a cape and a tablecloth. Frank, never one to miss an 
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opportunity, took a picture, promising it was for "our 
memories." I shudder to think who else might see it. 

As I lay on the gurney, the nurse with the kind eyes 
assured me the sedative would soon have me floating away. 
I told her I hoped it was somewhere with a nice beach. Frank 
chuckled and reminded me not to go chasing cabana boys. 

The next thing I knew, I was waking up, feeling as 
refreshed as a well-watered houseplant. The doctor appeared 
and announced that everything looked good. I was delighted, 
of course, though the pictures he offered to show me 
resembled abstract art. I politely declined, suggesting he 
hang them in a gallery instead. 

On the drive home, Frank teased me about my 
temporary amnesia. Apparently, I had kept asking if I could 
keep the hospital gown. I assured him it was merely my 
newfound appreciation for fashion. 

As we settled back into our cozy home, I found myself 
grateful. Sure, the preparation was a bit like a spiritual 
journey through the bowels of enlightenment, but it was a 
small price to pay for peace of mind. Over a cup of tea, I told 
Frank I would do it all over again in ten years. He raised an 
eyebrow and replied, "Let us aim for a beach trip first." 

And with that, we clinked our mugs together, toasting 
to health, humor, and the adventures that keep us young at 
heart. 
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The Zumba Fiasco 
My hips lied to me 

Let me tell you about the time I decided to try a Zumba 
class. I had heard from Edna at bridge club that it was all the 
rage. She said it was a great way to stay fit and have a bit of 
fun. So, naturally, I thought, why not? My hips were feeling 
spry, and I had a new pair of sneakers that were begging to 
be shown off. 

I arrived early, trying to look as inconspicuous as a 
seventy-two-year-old in bright pink sneakers could. The 
room was already buzzing with other enthusiastic 
participants, most of whom seemed to be half my age. As the 
music started, a lively tune that took me back to my disco 
days, I felt a surge of confidence. My hips, however, had 
other plans. 

The instructor, a young woman with boundless energy 
and the flexibility of a rubber band, began with some simple 
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steps. "I can do this," I thought, with a determination only 
matched by my fear of public embarrassment. The first few 
minutes were manageable, but as the tempo increased, so did 
the chaos. My hips, which had previously assured me of their 
cooperation, decided to go rogue. 

I zigged when I should have zagged, and my hips 
seemed to have a mind of their own. They wobbled, they 
wiggled, and they even attempted a move I can only describe 
as "the confused windmill." I could see Edna in the corner, 
attempting to stifle her laughter with a towel. It was like 
watching a scene from a slapstick comedy, only this time, I 
was the star. 

The class continued, and I did my best to keep up. I tried 
to copy the instructor's graceful moves, but my hips were 
determined to do the hokey pokey. By the end of the session, 
I was both exhausted and exhilarated. 

As we cooled down, the instructor came over and gave 
me a pat on the back. "You did great," she said with a smile 
that was kind enough to melt my embarrassment. I looked 
around and saw other participants smiling too, some giving 
me thumbs up. It was then I realized that my Zumba fiasco 
had brought a bit of joy to everyone. 

Later, as I limped my way to the car, I chuckled to 
myself. My hips might have lied to me, but they had also 
given me a story to tell. And as I drove home, I decided that 
maybe a little chaos now and then was not such a bad thing 
after all. 
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My Fitbit Shamed Me 
Zero steps is still a number 

Let me tell you about the day my Fitbit shamed me. It 
all started on a lazy Tuesday morning. I had just settled into 
my favorite armchair with a cup of chamomile tea and a 
novel I had been meaning to read. The morning sun was 
streaming through the window, and I felt quite content. 

I received the Fitbit as a gift from my daughter. She 
insisted it would motivate me to stay active. "You will love 
it, Mom," she said. "It counts your steps and everything!" At 
first, I was intrigued by this tiny contraption. I wore it 
religiously, checking my steps as if they were messages from 
a distant universe. 

But on that fateful Tuesday, as I sat there, my Fitbit 
buzzed angrily on my wrist. I glanced at the little screen, and 
there it was, a message in tiny judgmental letters: "Zero steps 
today. Keep moving!" 
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Zero steps was still a number, was it not? I was quite 
proud of my ability to remain so perfectly still, a feat not just 
anyone could achieve. I chuckled to myself, thinking it was 
ridiculous that a tiny machine was telling me what to do. 
Meanwhile, the cat, Whiskers, regarded me with a lazy eye 
from his perch on the sofa. He seemed to understand the art 
of stillness quite well. 

Determined to prove this contraption wrong, I decided 
to take a walk. I put on my sneakers, cringed at how they 
squeaked with every step, and set out to the mailbox. I waved 
at Mrs. Thompson across the street, who was watering her 
petunias. She had given up on technology after her toaster 
stopped working last year. 

When I returned, breathless from my mailbox 
expedition, I checked the Fitbit. It now displayed a 
triumphant 257 steps. I felt like I should receive an award. 
Perhaps a medal that read "Champion of Short Distances." 

That evening, I settled back into my chair, pleased with 
my achievements. My daughter called to check in, and I 
regaled her with the tale of my Fitbit shaming. She laughed 
and said, "You are a step-counting legend, Mom." I told her, 
"Do not worry, tomorrow is another day for zero steps." 

In the end, I decided the Fitbit could stay. It was a 
reminder that life was a series of small steps, sometimes 
even from the armchair to the mailbox. And as far as I was 
concerned, zero steps was still a perfectly respectable 
number. 
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I Thought It Was a Vitamin 
Reading labels is important 

I had always prided myself on my ability to keep up 
with the latest health trends. My children often teased me 
about my kitchen cupboard, which was filled with an 
impressive array of vitamins and supplements. I liked to 
think of myself as a bit of a health aficionado, even if my 
eyesight was not what it used to be. 

Last Tuesday, I was out shopping at the local pharmacy. 
As I wandered the aisles, my eyes landed on a bright purple 
bottle. The label promised vitality and energy. I thought, 
"Just what I need to keep up with my grandkids." So, without 
much more thought, I put it in my basket. 

The next morning, I took my new vitamin, confident 
that I would feel sprightly in no time. But as the day went 
on, I began to feel a little off. My stomach was doing 
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somersaults that would have impressed an Olympic 
gymnast. By evening, I realized something was not right. 

Determined to solve the mystery, I fished the bottle out 
of the recycling bin and squinted at the label. It was not a 
vitamin at all. It turned out, I had bought a bottle of 
something called "Super Colon Cleanse." I had inadvertently 
turned my digestive system into a high-speed train. 

I decided to call my friend Martha. She always knows 
what to do. When she picked up, I could barely get the words 
out through my laughter. "Martha," I said, "I thought I 
bought vitamins, but I am on my third trip to the bathroom 
in an hour." 

Martha cackled so loudly that I had to hold the phone 
away from my ear. "Oh dear," she said after catching her 
breath, "you might want to read the labels a bit more closely 
next time." 

We laughed until tears streamed down our faces. I could 
hardly believe my mix-up. But as I sat there, waiting for yet 
another bathroom trip, I realized that this was just another 
chapter in the grand adventure of aging. 

The next day, I returned to the pharmacy. This time, I 
brought my reading glasses and spent a good twenty minutes 
scrutinizing every bottle. I may have made a mistake, but I 
was determined not to make the same one twice. 

As I left the store, I thought about how life at this age 
is full of surprises. Some are delightful, while others are 
slightly embarrassing. But if nothing else, they all make for 
a good story to share over a cup of coffee. 
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Stretching Should Not Sound Like That 
The morning symphony 

Every morning in the sleepy town of Maplewood, as the 
sun peeked over the horizon and warmed the kitchen 
windows, Harold Thompson began his daily routine. Harold 
was a man of habit. He liked to start each day with a series 
of gentle stretches before tackling his usual tasks of feeding 
the cat, checking the mailbox for catalogs, and preparing for 
his afternoon nap. 

On this Tuesday morning, Harold shuffled into his 
living room, wearing his favorite plaid bathrobe and slippers 
that had seen better days. He settled onto his trusty yoga mat 
with the grace of an old cat stretching after a long nap. His 
joints, however, had different plans. 

As Harold reached up to touch the ceiling, well, more 
accurately, as far as his shoulders would allow, his body 
issued a sound that could only be described as a combination 
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of Rice Krispies and an old screen door. Snap, crackle, pop 
went the symphony of aging joints. Harold could not help 
but chuckle. "Well, Harold," he said to himself, "you might 
just be the next great percussionist, if only symphonies 
needed a creaky door soloist." 

Next, he attempted the classic toe-touch, a move that he 
remembered being able to perform with ease several decades 
ago. As he bent forward, a chorus of protesting vertebrae 
joined in. "Whose idea was it to put my toes so far away?" 
he grumbled. The attempt was more of a nod toward his toes 
than an actual touch. 

Undeterred, Harold decided to give his neck a gentle 
twist to the right. As he turned, a loud crack resounded 
through the room. It was a noise he had come to expect, 
though it still surprised him each morning. "I suppose that 
was my way of letting the neighborhood know I am up and 
about," he mused. 

After completing his routine, Harold sat back on the 
mat, breathing heavily, but feeling accomplished, 
nonetheless. Stretching may not have been the silent affair it 
once was, but it certainly set the tone for his day. A 
cacophony of creaks, cracks, and pops was simply the 
morning symphony of a life well-lived. 

As he rose to head into the kitchen, Harold paused to 
look at his reflection in the hallway mirror. He gave himself 
a wink. "Keep up the good work, Maestro," he said with a 
grin. And with that, Harold, the conductor of his own 
delightful morning orchestra, happily shuffled off to make 
his coffee. 
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Senior Discounted, But Emotionally Damaged 
The price of aging 

Frank Wilkins never thought he would be the kind of 
person who eagerly awaited his senior discount. Yet there he 
was, standing in line at the pharmacy, clutching his coupon 
book like it was the last ticket to an all-you-can-eat buffet. 
His daughter, Linda, had been teasing him for months about 
how he had turned into what she called a "bargain-hunting 
machine." 

"Why pay full price when you have lived long enough 
to get a good deal?" Frank would say waving his coupon 
book is like a battle flag. 

On this Tuesday, Frank was more excited than usual. 
He had a doctor's appointment for a procedure he was sure 
was entirely unnecessary. A colonoscopy, they said. As if he 
did not know his own insides by now. 

"Frank, it is like the plumber checking your pipes," 
Linda explained. "You want to catch the leaks before they 
become a flood." 
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He shook his head, not convinced but too tired to argue. 
He had survived wars, teenagers, and a spouse who insisted 
on reorganizing the kitchen every other month. He could 
handle this. 

The waiting room was a sea of gray hair and reading 
glasses. Frank settled into a chair with a sigh, pulling out a 
well-worn copy of Reader's Digest. Across from him, a 
gentleman was napping with his mouth open, his hearing aid 
squealing faintly. It was a symphony of senior life. 

When the nurse called his name, Frank shuffled down 
a hallway that seemed to stretch on for miles. The gown he 
had to wear was a masterpiece of poor design, flapping open 
at the back with every step. He clutched it with one hand, 
while clutching onto the last bits of his dignity with the other. 

The procedure itself was as undignified as advertised. 
However, Frank found small satisfaction in knowing that his 
senior discount applied, which he made sure to point out to 
anyone who would listen. 

Later, as Frank sat in the recovery room sipping on his 
complimentary apple juice, he considered the irony. He had 
saved two dollars on groceries but felt emotionally 
overdrawn. Yet there was something oddly comforting about 
it all. Like a badge of honor that showed he had made it this 
far, with a few laugh lines and a smattering of gray hair to 
prove it. 

On the way home, as Linda drove and chattered about 
her latest yoga class, Frank gazed out the window. He 
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thought to himself, "Well, maybe the price of aging is not so 
bad after all. It is just a different kind of adventure." 

And with that thought, he settled back into his seat, 
smiling as the familiar streets of his neighborhood rolled by. 
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The Annual Checkup That Got Too Personal 
Boundaries, please 

Every year, just like clockwork, I would shuffle into Dr. 
Finnegan's office for my annual checkup. You know the 
type; he has hair that refuses to cooperate and a tie that is 
perpetually crooked. I went this year with the same optimism 
I always had, which is to say very little. 

The waiting room was decorated in that unique style of 
outdated pamphlets and faded wallpaper. I took my usual 
spot next to a rubber plant that had seen better days. Soon, 
the nurse called my name, and off I went, shoes squeaking 
on the linoleum floor. 

Dr. Finnegan greeted me with his trademark half-smile, 
which I suspected was his attempt at looking both cheerful 
and concerned. He flipped through my chart as if it were the 
latest thriller novel. We started with the usual questions. 
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“Any new allergies, Ethel?” he asked, eyes still on the 
chart. 

“Only to mornings, doctor,” I replied. He chuckled 
politely, which I appreciated. 

Then came the moment when things turned from 
professional to slightly personal. He looked up with a 
twinkle in his eye. “Ethel, how are things, you know, in the 
romance department?” 

I blinked, taken aback. Romance was not usually on the 
agenda at these meetings. “Well, unless you count my cat, 
Mr. Whiskers, I am afraid not much is happening.” 

He nodded as though this was all perfectly normal. 
“Social connections are important for health at our age,” he 
advised. 

He carried on with his examination, tapping my knees 
with that little hammer. “Reflexes like a teenager’s,” he 
remarked, although that might have been an exaggeration. 

Just when I thought the conversation could not get any 
stranger, he leaned in and asked, “Ethel, how is your 
digestion?” 

“Let us just say that my internal plumbing is as 
temperamental as the weather,” I answered. We both 
laughed, and for a moment, I thought maybe this checkup 
was more entertaining than I had anticipated. 

As we wrapped up, Dr. Finnegan scribbled something 
in his illegible handwriting. “You are in good shape, Ethel. 
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Just keep doing whatever it is you are doing,” he said with a 
wink. 

I left the office that day feeling more amused than 
invaded. As I walked past the rubber plant on my way out, I 
patted its droopy leaves. “See you next year, my friend,” I 
whispered. 

Back home, I told Mr. Whiskers all about the visit. He 
purred, unimpressed, which I took as a sign that he, too, 
preferred simple pleasures over probing questions. And 
maybe that was the best prescription of all. 
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That Time I Tried Goat Yoga 
The goats were not impressed 

Let me tell you about the time I decided to try goat 
yoga. It was one of those ideas that sounded better over 
afternoon tea. Marge swore by it. She said, "It is the perfect 
mix of exercise and animal therapy." She even convinced me 
by mentioning how cute the goats were. I thought, why not? 
A little exercise never hurts anyone, and since when has a 
goat been anything but adorable? 

I arrived at the farm, yoga mat in hand, feeling quite 
optimistic. It was a crisp morning, the kind that makes you 
feel alive but also makes your joints a little creaky. As I 
unrolled my mat, I noticed a group of goats nearby, 
munching on grass, not paying a bit of attention to us. They 
were small, with mischievous eyes and little bell collars that 
jingled as they moved. 

Our yoga instructor, a young woman wearing a smile 
and a pair of pants that I swear had more holes than fabric, 
welcomed us and started the session. I was doing my best to 
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follow along, though I admit my downward dog looked more 
like a collapsed tent. Then came the moment I had been 
waiting for. The goats were supposed to interact with us. I 
pictured a delightful scene of a goat nuzzling my hair or 
perhaps daintily perching on my back. 

However, the goats had other plans. As I stretched into 
what I thought was a decent cobra pose, one of the goats 
came over. I held my breath, ready for my moment of animal 
therapy. The goat sniffed my ear, flicked its tail, and turned 
away, unimpressed. It trotted off to join its companions in a 
patch of particularly tasty-looking grass. I lay there, face 
down on the mat, feeling slightly rejected. 

The rest of the session went much the same. The goats 
seemed more interested in their snacks than in forming any 
bond with us yogis. I did manage a wobbly tree pose, which 
is no small feat when your knees sound like a bowl of Rice 
Krispies. At one point, I noticed that the goats had 
completely disappeared. They had wandered over to a sunny 
spot where they promptly settled down for a nap. 

As I rolled up my mat at the end of the class, I could not 
help but laugh. I realized that no matter how many yoga 
poses I attempted, the goats were not interested in exercise 
or enlightenment. They simply wanted a good meal and a 
sunny nap. In the end, I suppose I learned more from the 
goats than they did from me. Sometimes, the best exercise is 
to just enjoy the world around you and perhaps find a nice 
sunny spot to nap. 
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I Sneezed and Pulled a Muscle 
New personal record 

Let me tell you about the time I set a new personal 
record. It was not in a marathon or a triathlon, but in the fine 
art of sneezing. That is right. At seventy-two years young, I 
managed to sneeze and pull a muscle. It is an achievement 
worthy of its own trophy, if you ask me. 

It happened on a Tuesday. The day started like any 
other. I had my usual cup of coffee while reading the 
newspaper, still in my robe and slippers. Everything was 
peaceful until my nose decided it was time for excitement. 
You know the sneeze is coming when there is that telltale 
tickle, slowly building like a drumroll. 

I braced myself, clutching the newspaper with the 
intensity of an Olympic athlete preparing for a sprint. And 
then, it came. The sneeze to end all sneezes. It was powerful 
enough to scare the cat off the windowsill. But as I sneezed, 
I felt a sharp pain shoot through my side. It was as though I 
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had been poked by an invisible finger of fate, reminding me 
of my age. 

I stood there, frozen, part of me still in disbelief. I had 
pulled a muscle. From sneezing. When my daughter called 
later that day, I explained the incident. "You did what?" she 
asked, stifling a laugh. I could imagine her shaking her head 
on the other end of the line. "We should start calling you the 
Sneeze Champion," she quipped. 

The following week, I found myself at the doctor’s 
office. It was a room filled with other champions of age-
related indignities, each with their own remarkable stories. 
One gentleman shared how he had injured his knee while 
trying to catch a fly with a swatter. Another lady had recently 
twisted her ankle during an enthusiastic round of chair 
aerobics. 

When it was my turn to see Dr. Stevens, he listened 
patiently as I recounted my heroic tale. He nodded, 
maintaining a straight face, though I could see a twinkle of 
amusement in his eyes. "Well," he said, "I can prescribe a 
mild pain reliever, but please try to sneeze with caution in 
the future." 

Leaving the office with my prescription and a 
newfound sense of accomplishment, I decided that aging 
might come with its share of peculiar records, but they were 
mine to celebrate. After all, it is not every day one becomes 
the Sneeze Champion. As I headed home, I could not help 
but chuckle, thinking of the stories I would one day tell my 
grandchildren. There is pride in every sneeze, pulled muscle 
and all. 
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I Joined a Gym for the Smoothies 
Priorities in order 

I joined a gym for the smoothies. There, I said it. I know 
it might seem odd to some but hear me out. You see, it all 
started one afternoon when my friend Edna invited me over 
for coffee. She had just joined this fancy new gym and could 
not stop talking about it. But it was not the treadmills or the 
yoga classes she was gushing over. No, it was their 
smoothies. 

"Margaret," she said, "you have not lived until you have 
tried their Mango Tango smoothie. It is liquid sunshine that 
makes the treadmill tolerable." Now, I am not one to rush 
into anything strenuous, but I am a bit of a sucker for mango. 
So, I found myself at the gym the very next day. 

Walking into the gym, I tried to look like I belonged. I 
nodded at a young fellow who looked like he could bench-
press my Buick and made my way to the juice bar. I had 
barely settled into a barstool when a chipper young woman 



138 
 

asked if I was ready to place an order. "I will have a Mango 
Tango, please," I said with all the confidence I could muster. 

While I waited, I watched people on those elliptical 
machines. They were all moving in ways that seemed both 
impressive and exhausting. One woman in a neon pink tank 
top was pedaling so fast, I was convinced she might take off 
like a helicopter at any moment. 

My smoothie arrived, and let me tell you, Edna was 
right. It was a tropical paradise in a cup. I sipped happily, 
feeling quite pleased with my decision. That is when a 
particularly enthusiastic trainer approached me. "Hello 
there! New member, I see. Would you like to try a class?" 

I panicked and blurted out, "Does it involve sitting?" 
He laughed and said there was a chair yoga class starting 
soon. Figuring what could hurt, I agreed. It turns out chair 
yoga is not as relaxing as it sounds. We were bending and 
stretching in ways that made my joints creak like an old ship 
in a storm. But I did manage a half-decent downward dog 
from the safety of my chair. 

As the class ended, I noticed I felt quite accomplished, 
all without spilling my smoothie. I realized then that maybe 
joining the gym was not such a bad idea after all. I might 
even try the treadmills. Someday. But for now, I will stick 
with the Mango Tango. After all, they say health is all about 
balance. 
  



139 
 

My Doctor Googled My Symptoms While I 
Watched 

Very reassuring 

I found myself sitting in the exam room, my legs 
dangling off the edge of the examination table like a couple 
of stubborn tree branches. I wore one of those gowns that 
leave you feeling more exposed than a turtle without its 
shell. The paper crinkled beneath me, reminding me of 
wrapping paper after Christmas morning. My doctor, Dr. 
Harper, had been my trusty physician for years, but today 
was going to be something special. 

I had come in with an unusual set of symptoms. My left 
knee was making a sound like someone was crunching 
cereal, and there was an odd twinge on my backside that felt 
like a cat was kneading it. Naturally, I was curious. I had 
spent some time on the internet trying to diagnose myself, 
which was a bit like trying to read War and Peace under a 
streetlamp in the middle of a snowstorm. 

Dr. Harper entered with his usual cheerful demeanor. 
He had a face that looked like it should come with a pipe and 
a cardigan. After listening to my list of complaints, he 
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nodded thoughtfully and turned to his computer with the air 
of an artist about to create a masterpiece. I watched as he 
opened a web browser and typed my symptoms into a search 
engine. 

For a moment, I was stunned. My doctor, the man who 
held my medical history in the palm of his hand, was 
Googling my symptoms. I felt a bit like a kid discovering 
that Santa Claus outsourced toy production. He must have 
seen the look on my face because he chuckled and said, 
"Even doctors need a little internet assistance sometimes." 

He began reading aloud the possible causes: arthritis, a 
pinched nerve, or perhaps a condition so rare it did not even 
have a name yet. Each suggestion was punctuated with an 
"Hmm," a sound that filled me with less confidence and 
more amusement. 

Finally, Dr. Harper closed the browser with a decisive 
click. He turned to me and declared, "Well, Mrs. Thompson, 
it seems you are simply getting older." 

I could not help but laugh. I had suspected as much. We 
both knew that aging came with its own set of mysteries. Dr. 
Harper handed me a prescription for a mild pain reliever and 
suggested some gentle stretching exercises. As I left his 
office, I felt a sense of camaraderie with my doctor. After 
all, we were both navigating the complexities of modern life, 
one internet search at a time. 

As I walked out, I decided that I would bring him a nice 
cardigan next Christmas. It seemed only fitting for a doctor 
who googled with such style. 
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Hot Flashes and Cold Shoulders 
Temperature chaos 

It was one of those days when the weather was just as 
confused as I was about my own internal climate. You know 
the type, when the forecast says "mild," but your body feels 
like it is hosting a tropical vacation and an Arctic expedition 
simultaneously. My friend Marge had called and insisted we 
go to the new yoga class for seniors at the community center. 
She said it would help with the "inner equilibrium." I had no 
idea what she meant, but I figured it was worth a try. 

The instructor was a sprightly young woman named 
Bree. Of course, she was wearing one of those sleek fitness 
outfits that made her look as if she were about to star in a 
commercial for green smoothies. Meanwhile, Marge and I 
had settled on our yoga mats, which we were secretly hoping 
came with built-in heating pads. 
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Bree guided us into a position she called "Downward-
Facing Dog." It sounded simple enough. However, as I bent 
over, my glasses slipped down my nose, and I had the sudden 
sensation that my reading glasses might end up in another 
zip code. 

While I was fumbling to keep both my balance and my 
glasses, the hot flash hit. It was as if someone had turned on 
a furnace inside my skin. I could almost hear the sizzle like 
bacon on a Sunday morning. Just as I was contemplating 
fanning myself with a yoga block, Marge leaned over, 
whispering, "I think I just felt a draft from Antarctica." 

We both erupted into giggles that echoed through the 
quiet room. The other class members, who were mostly 
managing their poses with more grace than we were, glanced 
over with knowing smiles. Marge had her arms wrapped 
around herself like a burrito, and I was tempted to join her in 
a synchronized shiver. 

After what felt like an eternity, Bree announced it was 
time for "Shavasana," which was essentially lying flat, trying 
not to fall asleep. As I reclined, I finally felt a wave of calm. 
The sudden coolness of the ground was a relief, and Marge 
stopped shivering long enough to mumble something about 
putting an electric blanket on her Christmas list. 

When the class was over, we gathered our things. 
Marge and I exchanged a look, a silent agreement that while 
our bodies might be unpredictable, our friendship was as 
steady as ever. We left the community center, our laughter 
trailing behind us in the crisp air, ready to tackle whatever 
temperature chaos awaited us next. 
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I Miss the Days When Aches Had a Reason 
Now they just appear 

I remember the days when every ache and pain had a 
reason. A reason you could point to and say with confidence, 
"This is why I am hobbling around like a wounded penguin." 
Those were the days of adventure and mishaps, when I could 
proudly recount how I had twisted my ankle hiking or 
strained my back lifting a box labeled "Too Heavy for What 
You Think You Can Do." 

These days, however, I wake up with creaks and groans 

that seem to have appeared out of nowhere, much like that 
extra piece of cake on my plate. Take last Thursday, for 
example. I woke up and immediately realized I had a crick 
in my neck. Now, I would love to tell you that it happened 
because I was practicing some new yoga pose or perhaps 
from a spirited game of tennis. But no. My neck had decided 
to act up because I had slept. 
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I shuffled into the kitchen, rubbing my neck, and there 
was my husband, Harold, already sitting at the table with his 
trusty crossword. He looked up and nodded towards me, 
"Neck, huh?" 

"Yes," I replied. "Apparently, I have offended the 
pillow gods again." 

Harold chuckled, then winced. "I should not laugh. I 
sneezed this morning and something popped in my 
shoulder." 

In the old days, we would have had grand stories to 
share with friends at the café. Instead, we now sit around 
sharing tales of how everyday activities, like sneezing or 
reaching for the remote, have become our new extreme 
sports. 

Determined to find some humor in all this, I decided we 
should have some fun with it. I stood up and announced to 
Harold, "From now on, we shall award points for creativity 
in our aches." 

"Is that so?" he asked, raising an eyebrow. 

"Ten points for any pain caused by sleeping," I 
declared. "Five points if it is from sitting too long, and 
twenty if you can hurt yourself doing nothing at all." 

Harold considered this for a moment. "What about 
unexpected twinges from eating dessert?" 

"Thirty points," I replied. "And a bonus if it is from 
chocolate cake." 
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We spent the rest of the morning tallying our imaginary 
points, chuckling at the ridiculousness of it all. What can I 
say? Growing old may bring its share of aches and 
unexplained pains, but at least with a little humor, and a lot 
of chocolate cake, we can still rack up a good score. 
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A Wellness Retreat or a Cult? Still Not Sure 
Too much kale 

Every Tuesday morning, my neighbor Mildred and I 
meet for coffee and a little gossip at the Cozy Bean Café. 
Last week, Mildred arrived with sparkles in her eyes and a 
brochure waving in her hand like she was fanning a fire. 

"Marjorie," she announced with great enthusiasm, "we 
are going to a wellness retreat!" 

I raised an eyebrow as I glanced at the brochure. 
"Wellness Retreat for Seniors: Rejuvenate Your Mind and 
Body," it boldly declared. The background was a serene 
image of a lake and some wildly flexible people who could 
not possibly be over sixty-five. I squinted at them 
suspiciously. 

Mildred leaned closer. "They say it is a transformative 
experience. Yoga, meditation, and lessons on plant-based 
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living." She paused for dramatic effect. "And unlimited 
kale." 

I am not one to shy away from new experiences, so I 
agreed. After all, what is the worst thing that could happen? 
I could get a little more flexible, perhaps. 

The retreat was a mere hour's drive away. We arrived 
at a charming woodland setting that looked plucked from a 
yoga magazine. As we entered, we were greeted by an 
enthusiastic young man named Leaf. I kid you not, his name 
was Leaf. 

Leaf handed us each a green juice that smelled vaguely 
of lawn clippings. "Drink up," he chirped. "It is full of vital 
nutrients." 

Mildred and I exchanged a look but dutifully sipped. I 
must admit it was not the worst thing I had ever tasted. 

Our first session was a yoga class led by a woman who 
appeared to be made entirely of rubber. I managed to get 
myself into a pose that resembled a pretzel, though I am not 
sure it was intentional. Mildred attempted a headstand, 
which ended with her toppling into a pile of cushions. We 
laughed so hard we nearly toppled again. 

Later, we learned about the benefits of kale. It was 
everywhere. Kale smoothies, kale salads, and kale desserts. 
By the second day, I started to wonder if kale was not a 
vegetable but a way of life. 

After three days of stretching, meditating, and 
consuming more kale than I had in my entire life, I felt 
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lighter. I was not sure if it was the meditation or just the 
absence of my usual meatloaf. 

As we left, Leaf hugged us and offered us a small potted 
kale plant as a parting gift. Mildred and I waved goodbye, 
our new leafy friend sitting proudly on the dashboard. 

On the drive home, I turned to Mildred. "So, a wellness 
retreat or a cult?" 

She chuckled. "As long as they do not make me wear 
robes next time, I am in." 

We both laughed, knowing we had just found our new 
Tuesday adventure. 
  



149 
 

My Medical Chart is Judging Me 
The paper knows too much 

I found myself sitting in the overly bright office of Dr. 
Patel, my local GP, who seemed far too young to have a 
medical degree. It was my annual check-up, an occasion I 
approached with the same enthusiasm as tax season. As I 
waited, I flipped through a three-month-old magazine, only 
half-reading an article about a celebrity whose name I did 
not recognize. 

Then Dr. Patel entered, waving a stack of papers. 
"Good morning, Mrs. Winters," he said with far too much 
cheer for 9 a.m. "Let us see how you are doing." 

He opened my medical chart, and I swear it let out a 
sigh. It was as if the paper was alive and had grown weary 
of my yearly litany of minor ailments. Dr. Patel began 
reading aloud, and it felt like my life was being narrated by 
a particularly judgmental aunt at Thanksgiving. 
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"Blood pressure is a bit high," he noted, as if I had not 
indulged in a late-night snack of salted caramel ice cream the 
night before. He moved on to cholesterol. "Still elevated. 
Have you been following the diet plan I gave you?" 

I had every intention of following it, but those 
intentions always seemed to evaporate when faced with a 
fresh loaf of sourdough bread. "Mostly," I said, which I 
hoped sounded convincing. The chart, however, seemed to 
rustle disapprovingly. 

Dr. Patel continued to list my various transgressions. 
There was my negligible exercise routine. "Walking to the 
mailbox does not count as exercise, Mrs. Winters," he 
chuckled. My chart seemed to echo his laughter, a thin 
crinkle that was just a bit too smug for my liking. 

Finally, he reached the section on my weight. I braced 
myself. "It appears you have gained a few pounds," he said 
kindly, though the chart seemed to be shaking its figurative 
head. It had become my paper nemesis, an all-knowing 
parchment that chronicled my weaknesses with unwavering 
precision. 

As Dr. Patel scribbled notes, I realized something. My 
medical chart knew everything. It knew about my fondness 
for afternoon naps that stretched into evening, my weakness 
for chocolate, and my reluctance to embrace kale as a life 
choice. It knew, and yet, it remained a silent companion on 
my journey through the land of senior hood. 

I left the office with a new resolve. Perhaps the chart 
was not judging me after all. Maybe, just maybe, it was 
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rooting for me in its own paper-thin way. As I exited, I 
waved to the receptionist and decided that tomorrow I would 
finally take that yoga class. Or possibly, at least, I would 
drive past the yoga studio with a smile. 
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Good Times, Bad Memory 
Everyday forgetfulness and classic senior moments 
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The Mystery of the Missing Coffee Cup 
Where did it go? 

Margaret stood in the middle of her cozy kitchen, 
staring at the empty countertop where her favorite coffee cup 
used to sit. It was a cheerful mug, bright yellow with tiny 
daisies painted around the rim. She bought it years ago 
during a trip to the farmer's market with her granddaughter, 
Lily. It brought her joy every morning, and now it seemed to 
have vanished into thin air. 

Margaret scratched her head, trying to retrace her steps. 
She distinctly remembered pouring her morning coffee, 
taking a deep whiff of the rich aroma, and then turning to 
open the curtains. But what came next? Had she 
absentmindedly put it somewhere odd again? 

She began her search in the usual spots. She peered into 
the refrigerator, a place where items frequently migrated 
when her mind wandered. But there was no coffee cup 
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nestled among the leftover meatloaf and pickles. She 
checked the microwave, just in case she had decided it 
needed a quick reheat. It was empty, just like the rest of her 
cupboards and shelves. 

The living room was her next stop. Margaret inspected 
every corner. She lifted the couch cushions and chuckled at 
the sight of a dozen lost pens and her old knitting needle, but 
no mug. Her cat, Whiskers, watched with mild interest from 
his perch on the armchair, probably wondering why humans 
were so perplexing. 

Margaret paused, recalling the time her glasses had 
gone missing, only to find them perched on her head. But 
this time, she was sure the cup was not hiding on her person. 

Feeling slightly exasperated, she wandered out to the 
garden. The autumn sun was shining, and the leaves danced 
lazily in the breeze. She often took her coffee outside when 
the weather was nice. And there, on the edge of the birdbath, 
sat her beloved yellow mug, right where she had left it after 
getting distracted by a particularly feisty squirrel earlier. 

Margaret laughed at herself, a warm chuckle that 
startled the nearby birds. She picked up the mug, grateful for 
the feeling of it in her hands again. As she sipped the now 
lukewarm coffee, she decided it might be time to start 
keeping a list of where she set her cup down each morning. 

After all, life would be dull without a little mystery, and 
who needed a detective when you had a good sense of humor 
and a sunny garden to cheer you up? 



155 
 

I Have Been to That Town... I Think 
Memory fog 

Last Tuesday, Barbara decided to plan a day trip. She 
was feeling adventurous, or at least as adventurous as you 
can feel at seventy-two. The weather was nice, and she 
wanted to take advantage of it. As she sipped her morning 
coffee, she announced to her husband Harold, "Harold, we 
are going to that charming town. You know the one with the 
lovely antique shops and the bakery with that divine apple 
pie." 

Harold, who was reading the newspaper, looked up 
over his glasses. "Which town is that dear?" he asked. 

Barbara paused. This was the part she had not quite 
worked out. "Well, I cannot remember the name right now, 
but I know I have been there. It has a big fountain in the 
middle of the square. And there was that shop with all the 
old clocks. Do you remember?" 
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Harold scratched his head. "That sounds familiar. 
Maybe it is Brooksville?" he suggested. 

Barbara shook her head. "No, not Brooksville. But there 
was a bridge. I remember a bridge with the most beautiful 
view." 

"Maybe it is Fairfield?" Harold offered, thinking of the 
bridge there. 

"Fairfield? Yes, that might be it," Barbara said, feeling 
more confident. "Put on your best walking shoes, Harold. 
We are going." 

A few hours later, they arrived at Fairfield. It was 
indeed a lovely town, but something was not quite right. 
There was no big fountain, and the clocks in the shop were 
digital and modern. Barbara felt a bit flustered. "Well, this is 
not it," she admitted. "But as long as we are here, let us find 
a place for lunch." 

They sat down at a charming little café, and Barbara 
ordered the chicken salad. As she took her first bite, a wave 
of nostalgia hit her. "I remember this taste," she exclaimed. 
"This is the same chicken salad as that other café!" 

Harold chuckled. "Well, Barbara, maybe you have not 
been to the other town after all. Perhaps you have always 
been coming here." 

Barbara laughed, realizing the truth. "You are probably 
right, Harold. It was Fairfield all along. I suppose the 
memory fog can be thick sometimes." 
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As they strolled back to the car, Barbara linked her arm 
with Harold's. "Next time, we will just enjoy the drive and 
see where we end up. Sometimes, the best journeys are the 
ones with surprises." 

Harold smiled. "I like surprises," he said. And with that, 
they headed home, their hearts light and spirit high. 
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Walking Into Rooms for No Reason 
The door frame erased it 

One sunny afternoon, Marjorie found herself standing 
in the middle of her kitchen. She had a misplaced sense of 
purpose, much like a detective in a mystery novel who had 
just discovered a crucial clue. However, this was no mystery 
novel, and Marjorie's clue seemed to have vanished like the 
morning mist. 

She tapped her chin thoughtfully, looking around at her 
familiar surroundings. The cheerful yellow curtains swayed 
gently by the open window, and the refrigerator hummed a 
comforting tune. But none of this gave her any hint as to why 
she had entered the room. 

Marjorie decided to retrace her steps. She walked back 
to the living room where she had been comfortably sitting, 
knitting a scarf that had somehow grown longer than 
necessary. The ball of yarn lay on the floor like a tiny, 
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colorful pet. She picked it up, contemplating whether she 
needed to make another trip to the yarn store or if she just 
needed to make shorter scarves.  

Suddenly, she remembered. She had been thinking 
about making a cup of tea. Satisfied with her memory's 
return, Marjorie made her way back to the kitchen. But as 
soon as she crossed the threshold, the thought slipped away 
again. It was as if the doorway had a special power to erase 
her intentions. 

Marjorie chuckled to herself. She decided this was a 
perfect opportunity to practice mindfulness, something her 
granddaughter had mentioned. She stood in the middle of the 
kitchen, took a deep breath, and focused on the present. The 
kettle was still on the stove, untouched. The tea canister sat 
patiently on the counter. 

And then it hit her, tea! She had wanted to make a cup 
of tea. 

With a sense of triumph, Marjorie filled the kettle with 
water and set it to boil. As she waited, she allowed herself a 
moment of contentment. She might forget why she entered 
rooms, but she never forgot how to enjoy a good cup of tea. 

Later, as she sat in her favorite armchair, sipping her 
well-earned brew, she thought about the quirks of aging. 
Perhaps it was like a treasure hunt, where the prize was 
rediscovering your intentions. She laughed softly, knowing 
that even if she forgot again tomorrow, she would eventually 
find her way back to a pot of tea. After all, some things, like 
a good cup of tea and a giggle at oneself, never got old. 
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Did I Not Just Do That? 
Deja vu or senior moment? 

The morning sun peeked through the blinds as Harold 
shuffled into the kitchen. It was time for his daily ritual: the 
perfect cup of coffee. He took out the kettle, filled it with 
water, and set it on the stove. As the kettle began to hum its 
familiar tune, Harold glanced at the calendar hanging on the 
wall. Tuesday, it read. Ah, Tuesday, a day like any other. 

Once the kettle whistled with enthusiasm, Harold 
poured the hot water into his trusty ceramic mug. The aroma 
of his favorite instant coffee, Extra Bold Delight, filled the 

room, bringing a sense of comfort. He sat at the kitchen 
table, with a satisfied smile on his face. He took a sip, 
savoring the robust flavor. 

"Do not forget to feed the cat," he reminded himself 
aloud. Harold's tabby, Whiskers, was lounging by the 
window, pretending to ignore him. With a nod, he rose from 
the table and headed for the pantry. He reached for the 
familiar bag of cat food and paused. 



161 
 

The bag was already on the counter, open. A single 
scoop lay beside it. Harold stared at the scene for a moment, 
puzzled. Had he already fed Whiskers this morning? He 
glanced at his feline companion, who returned the gaze with 
an expression of innocent anticipation. Whiskers was 
notoriously good at acting starved, even moments after a 
meal. 

"Did I not just do that?" Harold muttered to himself. He 
chuckled and shook his head. Maybe he would just give 
Whiskers a little more, to be sure. Better safe than sorry, or 
should he say, better fed than forgotten. 

With Whiskers contentedly munching away, Harold 
returned to his coffee. But as he reached the table, he paused 
again. A steaming cup sat there already, half full. Or was it 
half empty? He could never decide on that one. He picked 
up the mug, examining it like a detective in a mystery novel. 
"Another déjà vu moment, or am I losing my mind?" he 
wondered aloud. 

Harold sat down again and took another sip from his 
freshly brewed mug. Or was it the old one? He gazed out the 
window, watching the world go by, a soft breeze rustling the 
leaves. It was just another Tuesday, after all. 

With a chuckle, Harold realized that life was like his 
morning coffee, sometimes you forgot if you had already had 
a cup, but you enjoyed it all the same. As he finished his 
coffee, Harold decided that these little forgetful moments 
were simply a part of the charm of getting older. After all, 
he thought, life would be dull if we remembered everything 
the first time. 
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The Time I Found My Phone in the Freezer 
It was very cold 

Well, let me tell you about the time I found my phone 
in the freezer. It was a Tuesday morning, and you know how 
Tuesdays are. They are not quite the beginning of the week 
with all the pep and motivation, and they are not quite the 
end when you can smell the weekend. Tuesdays are just 
there, waiting for something to happen. 

That Tuesday, I had decided to start my day with a brisk 
walk. So, I put on my sneakers and my favorite old 
sweatshirt that has seen better days. I grabbed my phone to 
track my steps. I am quite proud of keeping up with 
technology, you know. My grandson set it all up for me, and 
I occasionally remember to charge it. 

Off I went, enjoying the cool morning air and waving 
to Mrs. Peterman, who was out with her little dog that barks 
at everything, including leaves. After my walk, I felt so 
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invigorated that I decided to reorganize my kitchen shelves. 
I will admit it was more of an attempt to find that missing 
Tupperware lid that has been playing hide and seek for 
weeks. 

Now, somewhere between rearranging the cans of peas 
and deciding to defrost a chicken for dinner, I realized I 
could not find my phone. I checked my pockets, the counter, 
under the pile of mail, and even behind the toaster. Nothing. 
It seemed to have vanished into thin air. 

I tried to retrace my steps. I knew I had it on my walk. 
The only logical place left was the freezer. Why would a 
phone be in the freezer, you ask? Well, I ask myself the same 
thing from time to time. Sure enough, when I opened the 
freezer door, there it was, right next to the peas and a slightly 
confused bag of blueberries. My phone was as cold as a 
winter's day and probably just as surprised to be there. 

I laughed so hard I nearly dropped it again. I suppose I 
must have placed it there while rummaging for dinner ideas 
and forgotten all about it. I have heard of people misplacing 
their glasses, but this was a new one for me. 

In the end, my phone survived its icy adventure, and I 
survived another day with my classic senior moment. It is 
these little quirks that remind me to embrace the joys of 
aging, one laugh at a time. And I still did not find that 
Tupperware lid. 
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Why I Have Three Sets of Keys and Still 
Cannot Find One 

The key paradox 

So, the other day I found myself standing in the middle 
of my living room, spinning like a top. I had three sets of 
keys jangling in my pockets, yet I could not find a single set 
that opened the front door. You would think with three sets, 
I would have options. Instead, I had chaos. 

Let me explain how this came to be. My original set of 
keys, the one with the little rubber duck charm, is forever 
missing in action. It is probably off on some grand adventure 
beneath my sofa or snuggled up with the dust bunnies under 
the bed. I keep telling myself it will turn up eventually, like 

a cat that wanders too far from home. 

Meanwhile, I was given a second set by my daughter, 
Lily. She got tired of me calling her for the spare whenever 
I misplaced that first set. This second set has a charm shaped 
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like a tiny Eiffel Tower, because apparently, I am a world 
traveler in the realm of lost keys. 

Now, the third set is my own creation. I pieced it 
together from old keys I dug up in drawers. There is one from 
my first apartment, one from an unknown source that makes 
a nice jingle, and what I believe is the key to a long-forgotten 
storage unit. I call it my "backup to the backup." It is more 
decorative than functional, like a bracelet of mystery keys. 

That morning, I was ready to meet my friend Helen for 
breakfast. I checked my purse, then my coat pockets, and 
then the kitchen counter. There they were, all three sets, yet 
none of them seemed familiar. My own house key had 
become a stranger. I tried one key after another, like a 
magician pulling rabbits from a hat. But the door stayed 
firmly shut. 

I called Helen to let her know the universe was 
conspiring against me. She laughed and said she would be 
over with her spare. Yes, even my friends have spare keys to 
my house. When she arrived, she was holding a bright red 
key. "You gave this to me last Christmas," she reminded me 
with a chuckle. I had completely forgotten. 

So, there you have it. Three sets of keys and I still could 
not find one that worked. But at least I got a good laugh and 
breakfast with a friend. And maybe next time, I will 
remember which set is mine. Until then, I am enjoying the 
mystery. 
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The Grocery List I Left on the Counter (Again) 
Every single time 

Every Tuesday morning, like clockwork, I embark on 
my grand adventure to the local grocery store. It is a trip that 
should be simple, but somehow always turns into a quest. 
You see, every single time, I manage to leave my grocery list 
sitting on the counter at home. I even put it right by the fruit 
bowl to remind myself, as if the apples might say, "Marjorie, 
do not forget us!" But alas, they remain silent, and I forget. 

This Tuesday was no different. I arrived at the grocery 
store, pushed my glasses up my nose, and reached for my 
list. My hands came up empty. With a sigh, I stared at the 
vast aisles and tried to conjure my memory. Milk was always 
on the list, of course. So, I shuffled over to the dairy section, 

grabbed a carton, and then pondered what else I might need. 
I decided to let my feet guide me, wandering wherever they 
pleased. 
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I found myself in the cereal aisle, standing before an 
array of brightly colored boxes. I remembered my grandson 
was visiting soon. He loves those chocolate puffs, so I tossed 
a box into the cart. Next, I drifted to the produce section. 
Bananas seemed like a good idea, and maybe some 
tomatoes. I picked up two of each, hoping the number would 
magically align with the lost list. 

As I wheeled my cart past the bakery, the smell of fresh 
bread lured me in. The baguettes looked particularly 
appealing, so I added one for good measure. By the time I 
reached the checkout, the cart was filled with an assortment 
of items I was certain I needed. As the young cashier rang 
up my purchases, I spotted a magazine with a headline about 
memory exercises. I chuckled to myself and added it to the 
pile. Perhaps it would offer some new strategies that I had 
not already forgotten. 

Back home, I unloaded my bags, feeling quite 
accomplished. Yet as I set the baguette on the counter, my 
eyes landed on that familiar piece of paper. There it was, 
mocking me with its pristine, untouched perfection. I 
laughed and shook my head. On the list were eggs, bread, 
and carrots, none of which I had bought. I did not mind, 
though. I had chocolate puffs and a magazine. In my book, 
that counted as a successful trip. 
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I Called My Grandchild Every Name But 
Theirs 

The name shuffle 

Well, let me tell you about the time I tried to call my 
granddaughter by name and ended up summoning the entire 
family tree instead. It was a sunny Saturday afternoon, and 
my daughter, Linda, had brought little Emma over for a visit. 
Emma is my youngest grandchild, sweet as pie and sharp as 
a tack. 

Now, I was sitting in my favorite armchair, the one that 
creaks like an old ship every time I move. Linda was in the 
kitchen, rustling up some sandwiches, while Emma played 
on the living room floor with her dolls. The scene was 
perfect, except for the fact that my memory had decided to 
take a day off. 

I wanted to tell Emma that her shoe was untied. Simple 
enough, right? I opened my mouth and what came out was, 
"Sarah, your shoe is untied." Emma looked up, puzzled. 

Sarah is my neighbor's cat. I chuckled and tried again. "I 
mean, Molly, your shoe is untied." Molly is my eldest 
granddaughter, who is currently studying abroad. 

Emma giggled, clearly entertained by my confusion. 
She has a laugh that sounds like a wind chime. Not to be 
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defeated, I took a deep breath and said, "Oh, you know what 
I mean, Benny." Benny is my son, and last I checked, he has 
never worn pink sneakers. 

By this time, Linda had come back into the room, 
holding a tray of sandwiches and trying her best not to laugh. 
"Mom, are you summoning everyone on the family tree?" 

I joined in on the laughter and decided to give it one last 
try. "Alright, alright. Daphne, your shoe is untied." Daphne 
is my sister, and she has not worn shoes with laces since the 
'60s. 

Finally, Emma stood up, her little face shining with 
amusement. She walked over, her shoe still untied, and said, 
"Grandma, I think you mean me." 

I nodded, a bit embarrassed but mostly amused at 
myself. "Yes, Emma. That is exactly who I meant." 

We all had a good laugh, and I tied Emma's shoe for her 
while she told me stories only a five-year-old can dream up. 
Later, as we sat around the table with our sandwiches, Linda 
said, "You know, Mom, maybe it is time for some name 
tags." 

I just smiled and raised my sandwich in a toast. "As 
long as I still know what I am eating, I think we will be just 
fine." 

And that, my dear friends, is how I spent a lovely 
afternoon with my granddaughter, calling her by every name 
but her own. Oh, the joy of getting older! 
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Wait, What Day Is It? 
Calendar confusion 

Every Tuesday, Margaret and her friends gathered at 
the local community center for their beloved knitting club. It 
was a weekly highlight, sharing laughs and comparing the 
latest grandchild stories while the needles clicked away. Last 
week, however, Margaret experienced a classic moment of 
senior confusion that her friends had chuckling for days. 

The morning started like any other. Margaret brewed 
her favorite Earl Grey tea, poured herself a generous bowl of 

raisin bran, and sat down with her trusty planner to double-
check her schedule. Her cat, Whiskers, provided moral 
support by curling up on the nearby chair, occasionally 
swatting at the pen as Margaret jotted down notes. 

Margaret glanced at the calendar hanging on the kitchen 
wall, a cheerful collage of flowers she had bought at the 
dollar store. Her eyes skimmed over the dates, but something 



171 
 

felt off. Was it Tuesday? She had an uneasy feeling that she 
had already gone to the knitting club yesterday. Was it 
possible she was a day ahead or, heaven forbid, a day 
behind? 

Determined to solve the mystery, Margaret decided to 
call her friend Betty. Betty was the best organized of the 
group and could always be counted on to keep track of the 
days. Margaret dialed her number, listening as the phone 
rang. 

"Hello, Betty," Margaret said, trying to sound 
nonchalant. "I was just calling to see what you thought of 
yesterday's knitting club meeting."  

"Yesterday's meeting?" Betty sounded puzzled. "Margaret, 
dear, today is Tuesday. The meeting is this afternoon." 

Margaret felt a wave of relief wash over her. "Oh, thank 
goodness! I thought I might have missed it." 

Betty chuckled warmly. "You are not alone. I once 
showed up for my dental appointment a week early. Sat in 
the waiting room wondering why everything seemed so 
quiet." 

They shared a laugh, and Margaret felt her spirits lift. 
After hanging up, she grabbed her knitting bag, which was 
already packed with yarn and needles. She could not wait to 
see everyone and tell them about her little mishap. 

That afternoon, as she settled into her favorite seat at 
the community center, Margaret felt grateful for these 
moments. Her friends teased her lovingly about the mix-up, 
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sharing their own tales of memory blunders. It was a 
reminder that aging came with its quirks, but it also came 
with understanding friends who turned every mishap into a 
shared joke. 

As the needles clicked in harmony, Margaret thought 
with a smile, "Wait, what day is it? Ah, who cares, as long 
as there is laughter." And so, another delightful Tuesday 
unfolded, wrapped in yarn and friendship. 
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I Lost My Glasses On My Head 
Classic 

It was a Tuesday morning when Martha decided to 
tackle the crossword puzzle in the newspaper. She had her 
routine: a cup of decaf coffee in her favorite mug that said 
"World's Okayest Grandma," a pad of paper for scribbling, 
and her trusty reading glasses. Well, she thought they were 
trusty. 

As she sat in her cozy kitchen nook, the sun streaming 
through the gingham curtains reminded her it might be time 
to wash them. "Soon," she promised herself, as she always 
did. Martha peered down at the puzzle and realized 
everything was a blur. She patted her cardigan pockets, 
feeling for her glasses. No luck. Next, she checked the 
kitchen table, but it only yielded an assortment of half-
finished crossword puzzles from previous weeks. 

With a sigh, she pushed back her chair and began the 
search. The living room was a good place to start. She looked 
under the sofa cushions, finding an old peppermint from the 
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Christmas before last. She decided it was best not to taste it. 
The glasses were not in any of the usual places, like on top 
of the television or on the bookshelf next to her collection of 
ceramic owls. 

She moved on to the bedroom, where her cat, Whiskers, 
lounged on the quilt, indifferent to Martha's plight. "You are 
no help," she muttered to him. She remembered she had read 
a novel in bed the night before, so she checked under the 
pillows and on the nightstand. Still nothing. 

Feeling a bit miffed, Martha retraced her steps to the 
bathroom. She looked in the medicine cabinet, then checked 
the laundry basket, thinking maybe she had tucked them in a 
pocket by mistake. Desperation called for drastic measures. 
She even looked in the refrigerator. No, no glasses, but she 
did find the leftovers from last night's meatloaf. 

After what felt like an hour of searching, Martha sat 
back down at the kitchen table, ready to admit defeat. As she 
reached up to massage her temples, she felt something 
perched on her head. There they were. Her glasses were 
nestled comfortably in her hair the whole time. 

She chuckled, a warm laugh that echoed through her 
cozy home. "Oh, Martha," she said to herself, "you are quite 
the character." She slipped the glasses down to her nose and 
picked up her pencil, ready to conquer the crossword puzzle. 
With the new perspective, the clues seemed clearer, just like 
the day. 
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I Forgot My Password While Resetting My 
Password 
Full circle 

Last Tuesday was my designated "get things done" day. 
I had a list as long as my arm and a fresh pot of coffee to fuel 
me. First on the list was resetting the password for my email 
account. It seemed easy enough. I have reset it countless 
times before, after all. 

I sat down in front of my laptop, adjusted my glasses, 
and sipped my coffee. The computer screen glared at me like 
an impatient teenager. I clicked the "Forgot Password" link 
and followed the steps. I typed in my usual secret answer, 
which, truth be told, is no longer a secret. Everyone knows 
my first pet's name was Buster. 

The system asked me to enter a new password. This is 
where things went awry. I decided to be creative, something 
fresh and memorable. I typed in "Buster2023!" and felt a 
sense of accomplishment. Then I promptly forgot what I had 

typed. I sat there staring at the screen, completely blank. 
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No problem, I thought. I would just reset it again. So, I 
began the process anew. I once more clicked "Forgot 
Password" and answered Buster's call. When it came time to 
enter a new password, I pondered for a moment. I needed 
something even more memorable. 

After a moment of inspiration, I typed 
"CoffeeMorning22". I was certain this time I would 
remember it. Except, as soon as I finished typing, I was 
distracted by a memory of forgetting my coffee in the 
microwave yesterday. My brain switched gears, and the 
password slipped away like a sock in the dryer. 

I laughed out loud. There I was, stuck in an endless loop 
of password purgatory. I felt as though I had become a living 
example of one of those internet jokes that say, "I forgot my 
password while trying to reset my password." 

Deciding I needed a break, I pushed back my chair and 
walked over to the kitchen window. The garden, with its riot 
of autumn colors, was a welcome sight. I took a deep breath 
and smiled. Perhaps, in the grand scheme of things, my email 
password could wait. 

Returning to my list, I crossed "reset password" out 
with a flourish. I wrote "call grandchildren" instead. They 
were much better at passwords anyway, and I knew they 
would enjoy helping me. After all, they could use another 
funny story about Grandma. I chuckled to myself, knowing 
that aging, with its quirks and forgotten passwords, was just 
another part of the adventure. 
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The Time I Sent the Same Birthday Card Twice 
Extra love 

You know, there comes a time in every senior's life 
when memory starts playing tricks, and I am not just talking 
about forgetting where you put your keys. This is about the 
time I sent the same birthday card to my best friend, 
Margaret, not once, but twice. Of course, I had to make it 
extra special. 
 

It all began one sunny morning in April. I was enjoying 
my oatmeal with just the right amount of brown sugar when 
I remembered Margaret's birthday was next week. I have 
known Margaret for over fifty years, and she is the kind of 
friend who appreciates a good laugh. So, I went to the local 
card shop and found the perfect card. It had a picture of two 
old ladies sitting on a park bench, knitting, with the caption, 
"Just like wine, we get better with age." Inside, it read, "But 
at least wine does not forget where it parked the car." 
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I chuckled all the way to the cashier, thinking how 
Margaret would love it. The following day, I popped it in the 
mail, feeling quite pleased with myself. 

Fast forward a month, and I was having my usual coffee 
at the kitchen table when I came across my "important dates" 
calendar, you know, the one with the big flowers on each 
page. I noticed Margaret's birthday was marked again for the 
following week. Panic set in. Had I forgotten to send her a 
card? I could not remember, and heaven forbid I call her and 
spoil the surprise. 

Off to the card shop I went, determined to find 
something equally delightful. Imagine my surprise when I 
spotted the same card on the rack. I thought, why mess with 
perfection? I bought it again, filled it out, and sent it on its 
way, feeling a bit like I was playing a joke on myself. 

A few days later, I received a call from Margaret. 
"Well," she said, trying to suppress her laughter, "I see you 
must really like that card!" 

Turns out, Margaret got a kick out of receiving the same 
card twice. She said it was just the kind of thing we would 
do when we were younger, like the time we both wore the 
same dress to the church picnic and pretended it was 
planned. 

So, there you have it. Even a little memory mix-up can 
bring an extra dose of joy. And from now on, I will mark my 
calendar in pencil. Just in case. 
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I Could Swear I Already Told You This 
Repeat performance 

Oh, you have got to hear about my latest adventure. I 
call it "I Could Swear I Already Told You This." 

Last Thursday, I was at the senior center for our weekly 
bingo bash. You know how it is. a little bingo, a little gossip, 
and a lot of decaf. I sat next to my good friend, Margaret, 
who was knitting a sweater for a grandchild while keeping 
one eye on the Bingo cards. She has always been a multi-
tasker. 

As I was settling in, I had this fabulous story burning a 
hole in my memory. It was about my trip to the supermarket 
earlier that week. I had managed to use three coupons on a 
single item, and the cashier looked at me as if I had 
performed magic. I could not wait to tell Margaret about it. 

I leaned over and said, "Margaret, you will not believe 
what happened at the store." She gave me that friendly nod 
of hers, which is just an invitation to keep talking. So, I told 



180 
 

her the whole story, complete with exaggerated hand 
gestures. 

Just as I was finishing, Margaret looked at me with a 
knowing smile. "You do realize you told me this on Tuesday, 
right?" 

I blinked at her, my mouth open like a fish out of water. 
"I did?" I asked, trying to recall Tuesday's activities. I 
vaguely remembered coffee and a lot of laughter. 

Margaret nodded, her knitting needles clicking away. 
"Yes, right before we played bridge. You were just as excited 
then." 

Well, I laughed. What else could I do? It was like that 
time I wore two different shoes to church. Sometimes, you 
just must embrace the chaos. 

The bingo caller announced the next number, and the 
chatter in the room picked up. Undeterred, I said, "Well, did 
I mention the part where I got the last box of tea on sale?" 

Margaret chuckled. "No, you left that part out. Maybe 
it is a good thing you told me again." 

We both laughed, and I reached for my bingo card. 
Sometimes, these little repeats are not so bad. They give you 
a chance to refine the tale. After all, who does not love a 
good story, even if they have heard it before? 

As the afternoon wore on, I decided that if Margaret did 
not mind a repeat performance, neither did I. Repetition is 
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just another word for practice, right? And practice makes 
perfect stories. 
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Putting Things in A Safe Place (That I Never 
Find Again) 

Too safe 

I once put my spare house keys in a safe place, and they 
have been lost in that fortress ever since. You see, it all 
started with a set of earrings that belonged to my 
grandmother. Family heirlooms, very special. One morning, 
I decided it would be wise to keep them in a safe spot. I chose 
a small porcelain box on the top shelf of the guest room 
closet a place I was certain nobody would think to look. 

Several weeks later, I planned to wear those earrings to 
a bridge club meeting. I headed straight to the guest room, 
opened the closet, and realized I had hidden them so well I 
could not even find the box. I stood there, blinking at the 
shelves, wondering if I had dreamt the whole thing. After a 
thorough search, which involved moving every box, hat, and 
one very confused cat, the earrings remained elusive. 
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In my quest, I rediscovered a scarf I had been missing 
since 1997, an old photo album, and a pair of shoes I thought 
I had donated. But no earrings. Deciding this was a task for 
another day, I went back to the bedroom and found a brooch 
that was an adequate substitute, although not as charming. 

The real trouble came when I misplaced the spare house 
keys. After a particularly brisk walk, I had locked myself out 
of the house. My neighbor, Edna, saw me through her 
kitchen window and waved. I smiled widely and waved 
back, pretending that standing on my porch without keys was 
the most natural thing in the world. 

I shuffled to the backyard, hoping a window might be 
open. No such luck. That is when I remembered the spare 
key. I confidently approached the hide-a-key rock I had 
cleverly placed in the garden. It was not there. I had moved 
it for security reasons, but where had I moved it to? 

I finally admitted defeat and called my daughter, who 
arrived with her own set of keys. As she let me in, she gently 
suggested I make a list of these safe places. I nodded, 
pretending to agree. But I knew a list would be another item 
I would hide away, far too safely to ever find again. 

And so, I embrace the mystery. It is a scavenger hunt of 
life. I may not find what I am looking for, but I often find 
something even better. Like that tin of cookies, I hid last 
Christmas. If you ever pop by, you can be sure I will have a 
sweet treat to share. 
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My Brain Is on Shuffle Mode 
Random access memory 

Last Thursday morning, I found myself standing in the 
middle of the kitchen, staring at the refrigerator like it was a 
mysterious artifact from some ancient civilization. My mind 
was on shuffle mode again, playing its favorite game of 
“Why Am I Here?” 

Ah, the joys of senior life. Sometimes I think my brain 
is like that old cassette player I have in the attic, randomly 
switching tracks without warning. One minute, I am 
confidently making a grocery list, and the next, I am trying 
to remember why I am holding a spatula in one hand and a 
phone charger in the other. 

It all started after breakfast, when I decided to bake an 
apple pie. Granny Smiths were on sale at the market and I 
could not resist. I gathered everything I needed, or so I 
thought, and was ready to preheat the oven when I realized 
the cinnamon was missing. Off I went to the pantry, only to 
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find myself distracted by a box of crackers that seemed to be 
calling my name. I took a moment to enjoy a couple of them, 
and then promptly forgot about the cinnamon. 

Back in the kitchen, I noticed my phone blinking with 
a new message. My friend Edna, bless her heart, had sent me 
a text asking what time we were meeting for lunch. Lunch! 
I quickly replied, trying to sound organized: “Same time as 
always, Edna, see you at noon!” Proud of myself for 
remembering, I looked up and wondered, “Now, where was 
I?” 

I decided to make a cup of tea to clear my thoughts. As 
the kettle boiled, I opened the fridge to find something to 
nibble on. There it was the half-eaten apple pie from the last 
time I made one. At that moment, it dawned on me that I was 
supposed to be baking a new pie. And I still needed that 
cinnamon. 

Realizing I had just completed a full circle of 
forgetfulness, I burst out laughing. My cackling must have 
startled the cat, who eyed me suspiciously from his perch on 
the countertop. I finally found the cinnamon in the pantry, 
hiding behind a jar of olives, and returned to my baking. 

Later, as I sat with Edna, enjoying our lunch, she asked 
if I had remembered to bring my famous apple pie. Of 
course, I had completely forgotten. But we had a good laugh 
over it, and that was the best part. I suppose life on shuffle 
mode has its perks. It always keeps things interesting. 
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Tales from the Past 
Nostalgic but hilarious tales from youth, family history, and 

days long gone 
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When Seatbelts Were Optional 
Living dangerously 

Let me take you back to a time when the most 
dangerous place to sit in a car was not the back seat, but right 
between your parents in the front. Yes, I am talking about 
those days when seat belts were optional, and so was good 
judgment. 

Picture this: It is 1965, and our family is packed into 
our old station wagon, the one with the faux wood paneling 
and the questionable smell coming from the back seat. My 
mother, whose driving made a roller coaster seem like a 
carousel ride, was at the wheel. She had a talent for chatting 
and turning around to discipline us kids simultaneously, 
never quite noticing the road signs zipping by. 

My father sat in the passenger seat, doing what he 
called navigation, but what really looked like a lot of 
enthusiastic gesturing and muttering. The maps unfolded 
across his lap could not have been more confusing if they 
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had been written in hieroglyphics. But in his mind, he was 
Magellan, charting a course through the suburban 
wilderness. 

My siblings and I sprawled in the back, far from any 
adult supervision. My brother, Timmy, had a knack for 
annoying me without even trying. He would poke and prod 
until I was ready to declare a sibling civil war. My sister, 
Ruthie, sat quietly with her nose in a book, oblivious to the 
chaos that was both inside and outside the car. 

There was no air conditioning, so the windows were 
rolled down, and the wind whipped through the car like a 
small hurricane. It was fine until the wind caught Timmy's 
bubble gum wrapper and sent it flying out the window. With 
the wrapper went my father’s patience. He spun around, his 
finger wagging like an out-of-tune metronome, while my 
mother’s driving turned more unpredictable than ever. 

After what seemed like an eternity, we arrived at 
Grandma’s house. We tumbled out of the car, glad to be on 
solid ground. Grandma greeted us with lemonade and 
cookies, and her hugs felt like a reward for surviving another 
trip. 

As we sat on the porch, sipping lemonade and licking 
cookie crumbs from our fingers, the car adventure was 
already becoming the stuff of family legend. And as I think 
back on those days, I realize that while seat belts were 
optional, love and laughter always buckled us in tight. 
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Our Car Had No A/C and We Liked It 
Windows down, hair up 

Back in the day, our family car was a 1972 Ford Pinto. 
It was bright orange and looked like a pumpkin on wheels. 
The thing about that car was it had no air conditioning. Not 
a lick. But we liked it that way, believe it or not. 

Summer days were a bit of an adventure. Picture this: 
July in the Midwest, where the air is practically thick enough 
to slice. We piled into the Pinto, my brother Benny and I in 
the backseat. As soon as the doors closed, the inside of that 
car turned into a sauna. My mother would swat at the 
dashboard, muttering about the heat as if it was a surprise 
every time. 

We had a system, though. All four windows went down 

immediately. Benny and I each took a side and cranked those 
windows open as fast as our little arms could manage. We 
would lean our heads out like golden retrievers, letting the 
rush of wind take away any sensible thoughts of discomfort. 
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Mother always wore her hair up in a scarf, the ends 
flapping like flags as she drove. She said it was to keep cool, 
but I think it was so she would not have to deal with the 
inevitable tangles later. 

Father had this theory that driving faster made it cooler. 
So he would zip down country roads at a pace that made the 
tires squeal on corners. The faster we went, the louder Benny 
and I would cheer. We would have our arms out the 
windows, pretending to surf on waves of humid air. 

We never got where we were going quickly. Father had 
an uncanny knack for finding the longest detours known to 
man. But we did not mind. Those detours took us past 
cornfields and creeks. Benny and I would make up stories 
about the cows we saw, giving them names and 
personalities. Bessie the cow had a flair for drama in our 
tales. 

When we finally arrived at our destination, usually a 
relative’s house or a summer fair, we would tumble out of 
the car, windblown and grinning. We looked like we had 
been through a tornado, but it was the happiest kind of 
messy. 

Today, when I ride in a car with air conditioning, I think 
of that old Pinto. There was something special about those 
days. We did not have the comfort of cool air blowing, but 
we had laughter, adventure, and a family that knew how to 
have fun with what they had. And really, what more could 
anyone ask for? 
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Learning to Drive on a Hill... in Reverse 
Character building 

Let me tell you about the summer I learned to drive, 
which was quite a feat considering I did so backwards on a 
hill. Now, this was back in 1958, a time when cars were large 
and gas was cheap. My father owned a massive blue Ford 
Fairlane, a beast of a machine that felt more like a ship than 
a car. 

That summer, my father decided it was time I learned 
to handle the Fairlane. He envisioned his daughter cruising 
confidently down Main Street, waving to neighbors. What 
he got, instead, was me facing uphill, in reverse, in the 
church parking lot. 

My father’s idea of teaching was to let me figure things 
out. He would say, “Experience is the best teacher.” So, one 
sunny June afternoon, he parked the car at the base of the hill 
behind St. Mark’s Church and handed me the keys. 
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“Drive up to the top,” he said with a wave of his hand. 
“And do it backwards.” 

I stared at him, certain he had lost his marbles. But he 
insisted, saying that if I could conquer the hill in reverse, I 
could drive anywhere. He did have a point, though I 
suspected he just enjoyed watching me struggle. 

I climbed into the driver’s seat, adjusted the rearview 
mirror, and took a deep breath. I shifted into reverse and 
gingerly pressed the gas pedal. The Fairlane lurched 
backward, and I jerked the steering wheel as if it might bite 
me. The car rolled a few feet before slowly beginning its 
ascent. 

The power of physics quickly made itself known as the 
car began to roll back down the hill - in the wrong direction. 
I heard my father chuckling from the sidelines, enjoying 
himself far too much. Determined to prove him wrong, I 
nudged the gas pedal again. The Fairlane roared to life and 
began to climb. 

With a firm grip, I carefully maneuvered the car. I 
imagined myself an intrepid explorer, boldly charting 
unknown territory. The car swayed like a drunken sailor, but 
it moved upward. I was so focused on the mirror that I hardly 
noticed when the car finally leveled out at the top of the hill. 

“Not bad,” my father said, clapping his hands. “Next 
time, you will be parallel parking.” 

I laughed, more relieved than triumphant. That day, I 
realized if I could drive a Ford Fairlane uphill in reverse, I 
could tackle just about anything. Even parallel parking. 
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Church Potluck Disasters 
Casserole roulette 

When I was a young woman, the highlight of our 
church calendar was the annual potluck. It was the social 
event of the season, rivaled only by Christmas Eve service, 
but with more Tupperware. The entire congregation would 
gather in the fellowship hall, which smelled like old hymnals 
and fresh coffee. Everyone brought their best dish, hoping to 
be the culinary star of the evening. 

These events were a delightful gamble, a culinary 
adventure I like to call "Casserole Roulette." You see, the 
trick was to make it through the evening without discovering 
something unidentifiable on your plate. I remember one 
year, someone brought a dish that looked like it belonged in 
a biology class instead of on a dinner table. We later found 
out it was Aunt Mabel's infamous Jell-O salad. Her secret 
ingredient was canned peas. There was always something 
green, jiggly, and mysterious in her dishes. 
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My mother was known for her tuna noodle casserole. It 
was a classic, dependable like a good set of tires. However, 
that year, Mrs. Thompson had decided to try a new recipe. It 
had all the makings of a culinary catastrophe. She featured 
canned pineapple, tuna, and crushed potato chips on top. I 
remember seeing the dish and thinking it looked like a 
tropical shipwreck. 

As we lined up, armed with mismatched plates and 
forks, I overheard whispers of brave souls who dared to try 
Mrs. Thompson's creation. Some claimed it was not half bad 
if you liked surprises. Others discreetly buried their servings 
under napkins. At the end of the night, there was still a 
generous helping left, and Mrs. Thompson took it home with 
a smile. I suspect it was destined for her cats, who were less 
discerning than her human audience. 

That evening, we also witnessed the infamous dessert 
swap. Mrs. Jenkins accidentally switched her famous lemon 
bars with Miss Greta's experimental prune brownies. The 
mix-up led to some puckered faces and a few unexpected 
dashes to the restroom. 

As the evening wound down, folks left with full bellies 
and hearts. We laughed about the culinary missteps and 
praised the triumphs. In the end, the potluck was never really 
about the food. It was about community, laughter, and the 
shared experience of wondering what was in that Jell-O 
salad. As I recount this story over coffee, I realize that those 
potluck disasters were deliciously memorable moments that 
brought us all together. 
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Dancing with the Wrong Twin 
An honest mistake 

You know, when I was a sprightly young thing, I had 
quite the adventure at the Spring Fling Dance back in 1958. 
This was back when rock and roll was all the rage, and we 
all thought we were the next big dance sensation. The gym 
was all decked out with streamers and balloons, and the 
smell of punch and popcorn filled the air. I remember 
wearing my favorite polka dot dress, the one with the twirly 
skirt that made me feel like a movie star. 

Now, there were these identical twin brothers at our 
school, Sam and Stan Richardson. They were the talk of the 
town because you could not tell them apart if your life 
depended on it. Both had slicked-back hair, charming grins, 
and matching blue blazers. The only difference was that Sam 
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had a little freckle on his right ear, but who looks at ears 
when you are dancing? 

That night, I had my heart set on dancing with Sam. I 
had been admiring him from afar for weeks. As the band 
played our favorite tunes, I finally saw him standing by the 
punch bowl. I took a deep breath, put on my best smile, and 
marched right over. I tapped him on the shoulder and asked, 
"Would you like to dance?" 

He flashed a grin, and off we went. We jived and 
twirled to the music, and I felt like the queen of the dance 
floor. I marveled at how light he was on his feet and thought 
it was the best dance of my life. As we caught our breath, he 
leaned in and said, "You know, I have always thought you 
were the cutest in your class." 

My heart did a little flip-flop. As the music wound 
down, I finally worked up the courage to check for the 
freckle. Oh, my stars! There was no freckle on his ear. I was 
dancing with Stan, not Sam. I felt my cheeks turn the color 
of ripe tomatoes. 

But Stan just laughed and said, "Do not worry. This 
happens all the time. Sam always gets the girls, but I am glad 
you picked me tonight." 

We both laughed, and I relaxed a bit. We ended up 
having a grand time, and you know what? Stan was a better 
dancer anyway. I might have set out for Sam, but I ended up 
with unexpected fun and a story to tell for years to come. 
And that is how I learned to never underestimate a dance 
partner based on a freckle. 
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The Phone Was on the Wall and We All Shared 
It 

No privacy 

Ah, the old days of the wall-mounted telephone. It hung 
in our kitchen like a sacred relic. It had a long, curly cord 
that was forever tangled, and a rotary dial that made a 
delightful whirring sound when you spun it. The phone was 
a cheerful yellow, possibly the color it became from years of 
accumulating dust and nicotine from my father’s ever-
present pipe. 

In our house, we all shared that phone. Privacy was as 
rare as a day without rain in April. My mother insisted on 
installing it there so she could keep an eye on us while she 
performed her kitchen symphony of clanging pots and pans. 

We had a rule: no call should last longer than three 
minutes. But, of course, my teenage sister, Betty, found 
creative ways to stretch that limit. She would start a 
conversation about algebra with her friend Mary and 
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promptly shift to discussing the latest rock 'n' roll sensation. 
Mom would be stirring a pot of soup, one eye fixed on the 
clock and the other on Betty, who was oblivious to the world 
while twirling the phone cord around her finger. 

Then there was my dad, who approached the phone like 
he was defusing a bomb. He would bark his last name into 
the receiver, as if expecting the person on the other end to be 
shocked into silence by his authoritative tone. He preferred 
to have his conversations after dinner, when the house was 
relatively quiet. "Relatively" being the operative word, as the 
sound of him bellowing into the phone was anything but 
quiet. 

And me? I was the youngest, and thus had the least 
seniority. My most frequent calls were to friends about 
school projects or organizing a Saturday game of baseball. I 
would have to stand on tiptoes, stretching the cord to its 
limit, while my brother would make funny faces to distract 
me. That always ended with me doubling over in laughter 
and hanging up, much to my mother's chagrin. 

There was that one time I accidentally dialed a wrong 
number and ended up talking to a woman in Missouri about 
her prize-winning apple pie recipe for a full five minutes 
before my brother yanked the phone from my hand. 

When they finally installed another phone upstairs, it 
felt like we had won the lottery. Yet, somehow, the house 
seemed a little quieter and less lively. We did not gather 
around the phone like we used to. I sometimes miss those 
days, tangled cords and all. They were filled with chaos, 
laughter, and a fair amount of soup. 



199 
 

Grandma's Cooking Could Kill (But We Ate It 
Anyway) 

Love and antacids 

When I think of Grandma's cooking, I think of love and 
antacids. Picture it: a typical Sunday at Grandma's house in 
the 1970s. The whole family gathered around her dining 
room table, eagerly awaiting the culinary adventure she had 
conjured up. My brother and I always took bets on what 
might happen first: the food arriving at the table or the sound 
of my father's stomach preemptively groaning. 

Grandma had a talent. Not for cooking, mind you, but 
for enthusiasm in the kitchen. She carried out her culinary 
experiments with the zeal of a mad scientist. Take her 
infamous "lasagna surprise." I use the term "lasagna" loosely 
because, in Grandma's world, any layered dish could qualify. 
One time it involved sliced potatoes, canned sardines, and 
what I can only describe as a suspiciously green sauce. 
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The kitchen was her laboratory, and we were her 
willing guinea pigs. "It will put hair on your chest," she 
would declare with a twinkle in her eye. I was ten years old 
when I realized I did not want hair on my chest. But there 
was no arguing with Grandma, especially not on Sundays. 

My brother and I once discovered her secret recipe 
book while sneaking around the kitchen. It was a worn 
notebook filled with exotic ideas like "cottage cheese curry" 
and "hot dog stroganoff." We decided to keep this discovery 
to ourselves. Some things were best left a mystery. 

Every meal was an adventure, with a side of nostalgia. 
As we sat down to eat, the adults would swap stories about 
the old days. Dad would recall how Grandma's cabbage rolls 
once cleared an entire picnic out of the park. Uncle Joe 
would remind us of the time someone mistook Grandma's 
green bean casserole for a centerpiece. Those tales were 
always served with the laughter that followed. 

Despite the menu, we ate with gusto, armed with our 
trusty antacids. My brother and I would giggle and grin as 
our parents bravely took each bite. The food might have been 
questionable, but the love was undeniable. 

As the years passed, I realized it was never about the 
food. It was about being together in Grandma's kitchen, 
surrounded by the aroma of something truly unique. Today, 
I remember those Sundays dearly, with a smile and a full 
bottle of antacid in my cupboard, just in case. 
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Playing Outside Until the Streetlights Came On 
The original curfew 

Let me take you back to a time when the only curfew 
we knew was the streetlights. It was a magical period when 
time was measured not by watches or smartphones, but by 
the slow sinking of the sun. My friends and I would roam the 
neighborhood like a pack of wild explorers, with bicycles as 
our noble steeds. 

I remember one summer evening. My best friend, 
Eddie, had just learned a new trick on his bike. He called it 
“The Great Leap.” It was essentially a jump off the old 
wooden ramp we had fashioned out of leftover planks. 
Eddie, with as much flair as a ten-year-old could muster, 
would soar a good foot off the ground. We all watched in 
awe, convinced he was the next Evel Knievel. 

Our makeshift playground was the vacant lot at the end 
of Maple Street, right next to Mrs. Henderson’s rose garden. 
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Mrs. Henderson was the unofficial neighborhood watch, 
always peering out from behind her floral curtains. She was 
quick to remind us that the streetlights were our cue to return 
home. 

That evening, as the sky turned a golden hue, Eddie 
decided to attempt The Great Leap one last time before the 
lights flickered on. He pedaled with the determination of a 
champion. Unfortunately, he forgot to account for the fact 
that lunch had included two extra slices of pie. Mid-air, the 
laws of gravity took a firm hold. Eddie landed in a less-than-
graceful heap, right into Mrs. Henderson’s prized rose 
bushes. 

Mrs. Henderson rushed out, just as we were trying to 
extricate Eddie. She was not pleased, her voice echoing 
across the lot. Eddie, covered in rose petals and slightly 
scratched, looked like a hybrid between a garden gnome and 
a frosted cake. 

The streetlights finally blinked to life, their soft glow 
signaling the end of our adventures. We helped Eddie to his 
feet, and with Mrs. Henderson's stern instructions ringing in 
our ears, we pedaled home. Eddie, ever the trooper, declared 
he was fine but insisted he now had a floral arrangement for 
a backside. 

We laughed all the way back, promising each other that 
the next day would hold even grander escapades. Mrs. 
Henderson watched us from her porch, a hint of a smile 
tugging at her lips. As I climbed into bed that night, I thought 
about how wonderful it was to be a kid with nothing but a 
bike, a setting sun, and the freedom of summer nights. 
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My First Job Paid in Sandwiches 
Delicious wages 

Let me take you back to the summer of 1957. I was 
fifteen, filled with wild dreams and a fresh haircut that my 
mother said made me look like a respectable young man. 
One day, while lounging on the porch with nothing but time 
on my hands, I heard my mother shout from the kitchen. "Get 
a job, Alan," she said, with her apron covered in flour. "You 
need to learn responsibility." 

I wandered into town, where I stumbled upon a little 
sandwich shop called "Guido's Deli." The sign, slightly 
crooked, was missing a light bulb or two. It was owned by 
Mr. Guido himself, a jovial man with a mustache that could 
rival any walrus. 

"Do you need help?" I asked, trying to sound more 
confident than I felt. Mr. Guido’s eyes sparkled. "Yes, boy! 
Can you make a sandwich?" 

I nodded enthusiastically. How hard could it be? I had 
seen my mother make hundreds. Mr. Guido hired me on the 
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spot. The pay, you ask. A sandwich for every hour I worked. 
And thus began my career in the sandwich arts. 

My first task was to slice the tomatoes. Easy, right? 
Except that I had never used a knife sharper than a butter 
spreader. My first tomato looked like it had been through a 
woodchipper. Mr. Guido patted my back and said, "You will 
get better, kid." 

As the summer sun poured in through the shop 
windows, I learned the art of the perfect sandwich. I learned 
that mustard is a powerful but unpredictable ally and that 
lettuce must be crisp, not wilted. Each hour, I was paid in a 
sandwich, all of which I ate with gusto. 

One afternoon, Mrs. Henderson, the town’s most 
particular customer, walked in. She ordered a pastrami on 
rye with very specific instructions. I concentrated harder 
than I did in math class. When I presented her with the 
sandwich, she took a bite, nodded, and said, "Not bad, kid." 

By the end of the summer, I was as much a part of 
Guido's Deli as the pickle jar by the cash register. I had 
developed a love for sandwiches and the stories told over 
them. I learned more than just how to wield a knife. I learned 
patience, customer service, and that sometimes, the reward 
is more than just money. 

Even now, when I make myself a sandwich, I think of 
that summer, the summer I was paid in delicious wages. It 
was my first taste of responsibility, with a side of pickle. And 
let me tell you, it was the best payment a fifteen-year-old 
could ask for. 
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We Survived on Tap Water and Packaged 
Bologna 

Simpler times 

I remember the summer of 1953. It was the year my 
cousin Bobby and I decided we were going to live off the 
land, or at least what we thought that meant. We were 
determined to spend two weeks on his family's farm. Our 
plan was simple: we would drink water from the tap and 
consume packaged bologna sandwiches. In our minds, this 
was the height of rugged survival. 

The farm was not much more than a small patch of land 
with a couple of cows and a chicken or two. But to us, it was 
the vast and wild frontier. We thought we were like pioneers, 
except with much better sandwiches. Each morning, we 
would rise with the sun and head to the kitchen. There, we 
would carefully unwrap slices of bologna and lay them on 
slices of white bread. The bread was so soft, it practically 
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folded in half just by looking at it. We would gulp down tap 
water, pretending it was some mystical elixir. 

By day three, the novelty began to wear thin. Bologna 
is not as exciting when it is the only thing on the menu. But 
we were committed. We were adventurers. Or maybe we 
were just two kids who could not admit they were tired of 
bologna. 

I will tell you; nothing makes you appreciate a good 
home-cooked meal like two weeks of processed meat. On 
day seven, Aunt Millie took pity on us. She invited us into 
the kitchen; her apron dusted with flour. She was making 
apple pie. The aroma was heavenly. Bobby and I looked at 
each other, then back at the pie with eyes wide as saucers. 
Aunt Millie just laughed and said, "You boys look like you 
could use something besides bologna." 

We broke our vow that day, and I have no regrets. That 
pie was worth every ounce of pride we set aside. We 
devoured it, and for the first time in a week, we felt human 
again. Of course, that did not stop us from telling everyone 
we knew about our survival adventure. We might have left 
out the pie part. 

Now, when I think back on those days, I chuckle. We 
were not exactly rugged outdoorsmen, but we were 
determined. The memory is as sweet as Aunt Millie's pie. 
And every time I see a package of bologna, I cannot help but 
smile. It was a simpler time, indeed. 
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How We Took Family Road Trips Without 
Losing a Sibling 

Barely 

When I was a child, family road trips were as common 
as mosquitoes at a summer picnic. We had an old station 
wagon, the kind with wooden panels that made it look like a 
rolling shed. My father had a knack for packing, and 
somehow, he managed to squeeze luggage for six people, a 
cooler full of sandwiches, and the occasional stray shoe into 
that car. 

Our journeys were not measured in miles but in hours 
of sibling squabbling. I am the middle child, which meant I 
was always stuck between my older brother, Brian, who 
never met a road sign he did not want to read aloud, and my 
younger sister, Sue, who was a screamer. Sue had a voice 
that could cut through the engine noise like a hot knife 
through butter. 
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My mother had an arsenal of strategies to keep the 
peace. She would hand us each a bag of snacks and a handful 
of crayons. The idea was that we would color it quietly. 
However, the crayons usually ended up stuck in the 
upholstery or melted into artistic blobs on the rear windows. 

Our trips always involved detours that my father called 
"scenic routes." These routes were, often, long stretches of 
cornfields broken only by the occasional silo. Father would 
wax poetic about the beauty of American farmland while we 
children silently prayed for a bathroom break. 

Speaking of bathroom breaks, those were a strategic 
operation. My mother had a rule: when one of us had to go, 
we all had to go. This was not just for efficiency. it was a 
tactical move to avoid multiple stops. Inevitably, someone 
would realize they needed another break about five minutes 
back on the road, which significantly lengthened our trip. 

The real adventure began when my father decided to 
navigate without a map. His confidence was misplaced at 
best. One memorable trip to the Grand Canyon took us, 
inexplicably, through a town called Cowlick. We never saw 
the canyon, but we did get to experience the thrill of being 
lost in a place with three cows for every person. 

Despite the chaos, we never lost a sibling, although 
Brian may have wished he could disappear once or twice. In 
the end, those road trips were like life itself: messy, 
unpredictable, and filled with laughter. Now, when my 
siblings and I gather around the table, we do not just recall 
the chaos. we cherish it. After all, the best memories are 
often the ones that were the most tangled in the making. 
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Back When Phones Had Cords and TV Had 
Rabbit Ears 

The good old days 

Back in the days when phones had cords and televisions 
had rabbit ears, life had its own peculiar rhythm. I remember 
a particular Saturday afternoon in 1965 when my cousin 
Louise came over to help me rearrange the living room. We 
were determined to create a “modern” space, which was all 
the rage back then. 

We started by dragging the massive console television 
across the shag carpet. It was a two-person job. Louise 
grabbed one end while I took the other. We quickly realized 
that the rabbit ears needed adjusting after the move. Louise 
was a good six inches shorter than me, so she stood on her 
tiptoes, squinting at me through her cat-eyeglasses as I 
fiddled with the antenna. "Now?" I shouted from behind the 
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set. Louise, with her hands on her hips, barked back, "A bit 
more to the left. No, your other left!" 

Just as we got the picture to stop rolling, the telephone 
rang. I scurried over to answer it, promptly forgetting I was 
tethered by the cord. The phone, a lovely shade of avocado 
green, promptly yanked itself off the table and clattered to 
the floor. Louise laughed so hard she nearly toppled over the 
coffee table. "Graceful as ever," she said with a grin. 

The call was from my mother, who wanted to know if 
we planned to join the family for dinner. "We’ll be there," I 
assured her, rubbing my toes where the phone had landed. 
As I hung up, Louise and I decided to take a break from our 
decorating fiasco. We made a snack of Ritz crackers and 
Velveeta, a gourmet treat in our minds. 

Just then, the TV picture went wild again, dissolving 
into nothing but snowy chaos. Louise and I exchanged looks. 
We knew what this meant. It was a clear sign that the 
universe was telling us to call it a day. 

As we sat back, munching on our cheesy crackers, I 
realized something important. None of the craziness 
mattered. Not the crooked antenna or the tangled phone cord. 
What mattered was the laughter, the company, and the 
stories we would share for years to come. 

And at that moment, I knew that even during chaos, life 
was pretty darn good. Louise popped another cracker in her 
mouth and chuckled, “Next time, let us try rearranging the 
kitchen.” I laughed, thinking of all the places we could get 
stuck or tangled there. 
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That Time I Got Stuck in a Beanbag Chair 
Send help 

Picture this: it is 1972, and bell-bottoms are all the rage. 
My college roommate, Marge, has just acquired a bright 
orange beanbag chair. It looked like a cheerful pumpkin, 
inviting us to sink into its plush embrace. 

I had never sat in a beanbag chair before. They were the 
latest craze, and I wanted to see what all the fuss was about. 
I took a running leap and flopped onto it with the enthusiasm 
of a youthful gazelle. Unfortunately, I forgot that beanbag 
chairs are not known for their stability. I sank deeper until I 
was cocooned in it like a butterfly in an oversized chrysalis. 

Marge was laughing so hard that she nearly spilled her 
Tab cola all over her corduroy pants. I should have known 
then that this was a doomed venture. I tried pushing myself 
up, but the beans shifted beneath me with a mocking rustle. 



212 
 

It was like wrestling with an eager puppy that did not want 
to stay put. 

"Do not just stand there, Marge," I huffed, my arms 
flailing like a windmill in distress. "Help me out of this 
thing!" 

She composed herself, wiped her eyes, and attempted 
to pull me out. Unfortunately, all she managed to do was fall 
backward onto her bed, collapsing in another fit of giggles. 
The more she laughed, the more I felt like a turtle stuck on 
its back, helplessly waving limbs in the air. 

Desperate times called for desperate measures. I 
decided to roll. I rocked side to side, and eventually, gravity 
and sheer determination did their work. I rolled right out of 
that chair and onto the floor with a resounding thud. My 
dignity was nowhere to be found, but at least I was free. 

Marge and I laughed until our sides hurt, and we never 
looked at that orange beanbag chair the same way again. We 
put it in the corner and made it a handy spot for guests to 
drop their coats. 

Now, years later, whenever I see a beanbag chair, I give 
it a wary glance. I may be older and wiser, but my days of 
acrobatic chair maneuvers are long gone. Instead, I stick to 
the comfort of a good, old-fashioned armchair, one that does 
not try to swallow me whole. 
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Our Halloween Costumes Were Made of 
Aluminum Foil and Hope 

DIY magic 

Back in the good old days of my youth, Halloween 
costumes were an exercise in creativity and sheer optimism. 
I remember one October evening when my friend Nancy and 
I decided to tackle the holiday with little more than rolls of 
aluminum foil and a sprinkle of hope. 

You see, our parents believed that spending money on 
costumes was a waste. "Be resourceful," my mother always 
said, which I suspect was code for "I am not giving you a 
dime for this." So, there we were, in her kitchen, staring at 
the pantry's less than inspiring contents. 

Nancy had an idea. "We can be robots!" she 
proclaimed. It was the 1950s, and robots were all the rage. 
Mind you, neither of us had seen an actual robot, but we had 

a vague notion that shiny was the way to go. We fetched a 
roll of aluminum foil and got to work. 
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We wrapped ourselves with more enthusiasm than skill. 
The foil crinkled and tore at every move. The lengths we 
went to should have earned us engineering degrees. We 
wrapped our torsos, legs, and arms, leaving spaces to bend, 
although not as freely as we had hoped. It was a delicate 
dance of maneuvering and mending as we taped the foil back 
in place each time it betrayed us. 

The pièce de résistance was a pair of colanders we 
found in the kitchen cabinets. They made perfect helmets, 
lending us an air of culinary sophistication. Of course, we 
overlooked the minor detail that aluminum foil conducts 
electricity, but luckily for us, it was a dry evening. 

We waddled our way to the neighborhood, our metallic 
armor shimmering under the moonlight. Never had two 
robots looked more in need of a tune-up. Our neighbors were 
amused. Mrs. Henderson even went back inside to fetch her 
camera, capturing our shiny selves for posterity. 

As we made our rounds, collecting candy in 
pillowcases, the foil began to droop. By the time we reached 
the last house, we resembled wilted tin wraps rather than 
shiny robots. But oh, the joy of it all! We laughed until our 
sides ached and our costumes hung like deflated balloons. 

To this day, whenever I see aluminum foil, I chuckle at 
the memory of two hopeful girls trying to become robots. 
We may not have looked like the real deal, but the laughter 
and spirit of that Halloween night made us feel like stars in 
our own little sci-fi adventure. 
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I Thought I Was Cool in Bellbottoms, And I 
Was Wrong 
Fashion regrets 

Oh, let me take you back to a time when the world was 
a colorful parade of questionable fashion choices. It was the 
1970s, and I was convinced that I had found the pinnacle of 
cool. Bellbottoms. Yes, those wide-legged wonders that 
could make a gentle breeze turn into a gale. I remember the 
day I bought my first pair. The fabric was a shade of electric 
blue that could probably be seen from outer space. In my 
mind, I was a vision of confidence and style. 

The first time I wore them, I paired them with a paisley 
shirt that had more colors than a box of crayons. I strutted 
down Main Street like I was on a catwalk in Paris, not the 
sidewalk of our quiet little town. The bellbottoms flared 
dramatically with each step, and I imagined heads turning in 
admiration. I think they were turning to stifle laughter. 
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I wore those bellbottoms to the senior prom. I thought 
they gave me an air of rebellious charm. My date, Margaret, 
wore a lovely pastel dress that flowed like a gentle stream. 
We must have looked like a clash between a rainbow and a 
garden party. As we slowly danced, my bellbottoms caught 
on a chair leg. Down I went, bringing Margaret with me. We 
landed in a heap, her laughter ringing in my ears. It was a 
grand entrance to the floor, albeit not the kind I had 
imagined. 

But you know, Margaret did not care about the fall. She 
said it made the evening memorable. Still, the incident stuck 
with me. Over time, those bellbottoms became less about 
style and more about survival. They had a knack for 
attracting every puddle, grass stain, and curious dog in town. 
I began to wonder if they were less a fashion statement and 
more a fabric conspiracy against me. 

Eventually, the bellbottoms retired to the back of the 
closet next to a tie-dye shirt that never quite saw the light of 
day again. Looking back, I might have been wrong about my 
level of coolness. But I am grateful for the memories and 
laughter those bellbottoms brought. They taught me that 
sometimes it is the missteps and spills that create the best 
stories. 

So, here is to bellbottoms, awkward dances, and 
youthful confidence. Even if I was wrong about being cool, 
I was not wrong about having a good time. And that, my 
friend, is something worth celebrating. 
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Retirement Life (Or Something Like 
It) 

Exploring hobbies, aging friendships, travel, and the joy of 
doing less 
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The Great Camping Trip of '07 
Never again 

Let me tell you about the Great Camping Trip of '07, a 
tale that has become lore among my friends and me. We 
thought it would be a grand adventure, a return to nature, a 
chance to relive our youth. We were wrong. 

The idea sprouted during one of our weekly coffee 
meetups. Harold, inspired by a television show, suggested 
we should all go camping. "We used to love it," he said with 
a gleam in his eye. So, we dusted off our old gear, packed up 
our oversized RV, and set off with more optimism than 
sense. 

Our destination was Pine Lake, a lovely site we 
remembered from our younger days. What we did not 
remember was how far it was. The drive took nearly seven 
hours, with Harold behind the wheel narrating stories we had 

heard at least a dozen times before. Our sides ached from 
laughter and the occasional eye roll. 

Upon arriving, we set up our tents with the speed and 
grace of sloths. I had forgotten how many pieces a tent had. 



219 
 

After wrestling with stubborn poles and renegade zippers, 
we finally had our campsite. It was then that Doris 
remembered she had forgotten the bug spray, a crucial error 
we would come to regret. The mosquitoes at Pine Lake are 
as large as small birds and twice as vicious. 

By the time night fell, we were too tired to cook the 
gourmet meal we had planned. Instead, we feasted on peanut 
butter sandwiches and lukewarm lemonade. We laughed and 
told stories by the fire, that is until Harold's snoring reached 
harmonica levels, sending woodland creatures scurrying for 
safety. 

Sleep that night was scarce. The ground was hard, and 
the night was colder than we had anticipated. Around 3 a.m., 
we heard the ominous rumbling of thunder. We lay there, 
hoping it would pass. It did not. Rain poured down and, 
somehow, found its way into every tent. We spent what was 
left of the night huddled in the RV, wrapped in damp 
blankets, sipping tea from travel mugs. 

The next morning, soggy and sleep-deprived, we 
decided to cut the adventure short. We packed up at 
remarkable speed, having had enough nature for one 
lifetime. On our drive back, we laughed until our sides hurt, 
vowing never to camp again. 

Yet, as we shared our soggy tales over coffee later, each 
story somehow became funnier than the last. The Great 
Camping Trip of '07 had, against all odds, become a 
cherished memory. And that, dear friend, is how we learned 
that some adventures are best enjoyed in memory, from the 
comfort of a warm chair. 
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Why I Joined a Ukulele Band 
Midlife musical crisis 

I never thought I would join a ukulele band at 68, but 
then again, I never thought I would prefer oatmeal to bacon 
either. Life is full of surprises, and sometimes you find 
yourself strumming a four-stringed instrument in a church 
basement with a group of retirees. 

It all started when my friend Doris mentioned her 
knitting group was turning into something called a "ukulele 
circle." I laughed so hard I nearly dropped my slice of lemon 
pound cake, but Doris was serious. She insisted the ukulele 
had saved her from boredom and given her a reason to get 
out of her polyester slacks. I figured if Doris could do it, so 
could I. Besides, how hard could it be? It has only four 
strings! My late husband had more on his banjo. 

The first practice was an eye-opener. I walked in and 
was greeted by a mix of retirees in Hawaiian shirts and 
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sneakers. The room smelled faintly of lavender and Bengay. 
My ukulele, which I had borrowed from my grandson, was 
covered in stickers from some cartoon I had never heard of. 
I tried to act nonchalant as I took my seat and glanced at the 
sheet music. I could not read a single note. 

Our leader, a sprightly gentleman named Harold, had 
more enthusiasm than a dog at a bone convention. He 
assured us we would have fun, and I thought, "Well, I have 
nothing to lose except my dignity." Harold started off with 
"You Are My Sunshine." I was three beats behind the entire 
time, but everyone seemed too busy having fun to notice. 

By the third week, I learned how to tune the ukulele 
without asking for help. I also learned to appreciate how 
everyone had their own unique strumming style. Edna, with 
her arthritic fingers, took a full five minutes to start 
strumming, but when she did, it was with the determination 
of a marching band drummer. Bert, who had hearing aids, 
strummed as though he was playing an electric guitar at a 
rock concert. It was a symphony of delightful chaos. 

I have to say, joining this ukulele band has been one of 
the best decisions I made in retirement. Sure, we sound like 
a group of cats who found a stash of catnip, but we have a 
wonderful time. We laugh more than we play, and I have 
made new friends who understand the joy of rediscovering 
life in unexpected ways. Who knew a midlife musical crisis 
could be so tuneful? 
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Confessions of a Bad Golfer 
More swings, fewer hits 

Let me tell you about my adventures in golf, an 
endeavor I embarked upon when I retired and discovered my 
love for colorful visors and plaid pants. I imagined myself as 
the next Arnold Palmer, striding across the green with 
confidence. The reality, however, was more about finding 
unique ways to lose golf balls and discovering muscles I 
never knew existed. 

My golfing journey began at the local course, which is 
only slightly less challenging than the Himalayas. On my 
very first day, Fred, my neighbor and seasoned golfer, kindly 
offered to show me the ropes. As we stood on the first tee, 
Fred gave me some advice. "Relax," he said. "Just swing 
naturally." That sounded easy enough, but when I took my 
first swing, my ball shot over to the neighboring fairway, 
where it surprised an unsuspecting squirrel. In hindsight, 
perhaps a pre-swing prayer might have helped. 
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On good days, I might hit two out of ten balls cleanly. 
On other days, I mostly performed a curious dance of 
swinging and missing. My club would whoosh through the 
air dramatically with no satisfying thud to follow. It was like 
trying to swat an invisible fly. Fred assured me this was 
perfectly normal for beginners, but I could see the twinkle in 
his eye each time he tried to stifle a chuckle. 

The highlight of my golfing misadventures happened a 
few weeks in. I was on the fifth hole, which had a 
picturesque pond. I liked to call it a "ball magnet." As I stood 
there, attempting to focus, I heard a loud kerplunk. I looked 
down to see I had managed to hit everything but the ball, 
which remained stubbornly on the tee. The pond claimed 
another of my golf balls, and I made a mental note to buy 
them in bulk. 

Despite my lack of skill, I kept returning to the course. 
There was something delightful about those early mornings, 
the smell of fresh-cut grass, and the company of other 
retirees who were equally enthusiastic about swinging and 
missing. We shared stories, laughed at each other's fumbles, 
and celebrated the occasional lucky shot. 

In the end, I might not have become the next Arnold 
Palmer, but I did gain something more valuable: a 
community and a hobby that provided endless amusement. 
My swing might never be perfect, but my aim at laughter is 
always spot on. And that, my friends, is a hole-in-one. 
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Gardening with Vengeance 
War on weeds 

Let me tell you about the day I declared war on the 
weeds in my garden. You see, retirement does strange things 
to a person. After years of corporate meetings and deadlines, 
I found myself with time on my hands and a burning desire 
to grow the perfect tomatoes. Or at least try to. 

It all began one sunny morning when I decided to tend 
to the garden. I had a freshly brewed cup of chamomile tea 
in one hand and a brand-new pair of gardening gloves in the 
other. The gloves were a thoughtful gift from my daughter, 
who knows my tendency to misplace things. She had even 
attached a big, bright pink tag to them, just in case they 
decided to wander off. 

The garden looked innocent enough at first glance. But 
as I stood there, surveying my small patch of land, I realized 
the weeds had staged a hostile takeover. They were 

everywhere, like uninvited relatives at a family reunion. And 
so, I began my mission with gusto. 

I armed myself with a trusty old trowel that I had found 
in the garage. It was a bit rusty, but I figured that just added 
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character. I knelt and started pulling weeds with the 
determination of a seasoned warrior. One weed at a time. I 
won. 

But then, the weeds fought back. I pulled and tugged, 
yet they clung to the earth like stubborn children refusing to 
leave the playground. Sweat dripped down my forehead, and 
my knees began to protest. I could almost hear them creak. 
And somewhere behind me, a bird chirped as if to mock my 
efforts. 

Just as I was about to concede defeat, my neighbor, 
Doris, appeared at the fence. She leaned over and chuckled. 
"You know, Helen," she said, "the secret to beating weeds is 
to pretend they are not there. They hate that." 

We shared a laugh, and I realized she might be right. 
Perhaps it was time for a truce. I sat back on my heels and 
surveyed the battlefield, now looking more like a minor 
skirmish than a war zone. I could live with that. 

In the end, I decided that weeds were just 
misunderstood. A few dandelions never hurt anyone. They 
might even be pretty if you squint. So, I stood up, brushed 
off my knees, and decided it was time for a new hobby. 
Perhaps knitting would be less combative. 

I went inside, leaving the weeds to their victory. As I 
sipped my now lukewarm tea, I promised myself that next 
time, I would make the weeds work a little harder for their 
win. But for today, I was content to let them have the last 
laugh. After all, retirement is about doing less, right? 
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Bingo Rage Is Real 
Do not mess with my cards 

Every Tuesday at precisely 3:00 PM, the residents of 
Sunny Meadows Retirement Community gathered in the rec 
room for the most sacred of ceremonies: Bingo. It was a 
tradition steeped in anticipation and the smell of freshly 
brewed decaf. Under the watchful eye of Marge, our fearless 
Bingo caller, there were no disruptions allowed. 

I arrived early, as usual, clutching my lucky purple 
dauber and the sturdy canvas tote that housed my Bingo card 
collection. These were not just any Bingo cards. Each one 
had been handpicked over the years, blessed by lucky 
charms like when I found a four-leaf clover in my tomato 
patch. 

My friend Harold shuffled in late, as he often did, with 
his hair slightly askew and a wrinkled shirt that looked as 
though it had been napped in. Harold waved a hello and 
settled next to me, plunking down his cup of tea with such 
force that I feared for the safety of my cards. 

As Marge began calling out the numbers, "B-12... I-
22..." a peaceful calm settled over the room. It was short-
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lived. Just as I was one number away from the coveted 
Bingo, Harold leaned over to show me a picture of his 
granddaughter’s latest painting, jostling my neatly arranged 
cards. Chaos ensued. Cards slipped off the table like a 
waterfall of paper, and my purple dauber went flying into the 
abyss under Harold’s chair. 

With the reflexes of a cat, albeit an arthritic one, I 
lunged forward, narrowly avoiding knocking over Mrs. 
Jenkins’ walker. "Harold," I hissed, "you have upset the 
balance of the Bingo universe!" Harold looked bewildered, 
as if he had just been informed that decaf was, in fact, not 
real coffee. 

Amidst the scramble, Marge continued, oblivious to the 
chaos at table three. "N-31," she called, her voice carrying 
the weight of impending victory. A collective gasp erupted 
as I managed to restore my cards to their rightful place, but 
alas, the damage was done. My moment of glory had slipped 
away like the last piece of lemon meringue pie at dessert. 

Just as I was about to surrender to defeat, Harold leaned 
in and whispered, "At least you are a good sport." I chuckled, 
the tension melting away. "Next time, Harold," I replied, "we 
will put your granddaughter's artwork on display after 
Bingo." 

As the game wrapped up and we shuffled to the exit, I 
patted my cards reassuringly. They would live to play 
another day. And Harold, well, he promised to bring a 
picture frame next time. We both agreed that keeping the 
drama on the cards was a far better plan. 
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The Cruise That Tried to Kill Me 
Rough seas ahead 

I should have known better when my son gifted me a 
cruise for my 75th birthday. "You deserve a little adventure, 
Mom," he said. I expected a quiet, relaxing sail. I had visions 
of gentle waves, soft breezes, and perhaps a towel folded into 
the shape of a swan on my bed. What I got felt more like a 
slapstick comedy on the high seas. 

The trouble began on the second day. As I emerged 
from my cabin, the ship tilted. I grabbed the wall for dear 
life, thinking perhaps I had forgotten my morning coffee. 
No, it was just the ship deciding to practice its impersonation 
of a seesaw. My friend Edna, ever the optimist, chirped, "I 
read this morning that it is just a patch of rough sea." Edna 
has always had a knack for understatement. 

At breakfast, my oatmeal had ideas of its own. It leaped 
from the bowl just as I tried to take a bite. I found it rather 
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hard to appear dignified with oats on my glasses and my 
neighbor's orange juice in my lap. Edna just laughed and 
handed me a napkin. She said it was good to keep me 
humble. 

The captain announced that the weather was going to 
be a bit unfriendly. A bit? Chairs slid across the deck like 
they were at a tango contest. Determined to enjoy my cruise, 
I joined the art class. My masterpiece? A Picasso-esque 
rendition of the ocean. The art teacher assured me that the 
tilt added character to my work. I told her it was more like a 
testament to survival. 

That evening, dressed in my finest, I attempted the 
grand dining room. The maître d', with a twinkle in his eye, 
suggested the chicken, claiming it could not escape the plate. 
I appreciated his confidence. The server brought my soup. I 
watched it slosh around like a toddler in a rain puddle. By 
the time dessert arrived, I felt like the last survivor of a 
custard battle. 

As we finally docked, I wobbled off the ship, more 
penguin than graceful swan. My son greeted me with a smile 
and asked about the adventure. I told him, "If I wanted to be 
tossed around like a salad, I would have joined a roller 
derby." 

Despite the unexpected misadventure, I chuckled all the 
way home. It was good to know that even in retirement, life 
could still be unpredictable. Perhaps that is the real 
adventure. Edna and I agreed. Next time, we will try bingo 
night at the community center. At least there, the only thing 
moving would be the falling bingo balls. 
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My Book Club Is Just Snacks Now 
We gave up pretending 

You know, our book club started with the best of 
intentions. We were going to read the classics, explore new 
authors, and have deep, meaningful discussions about 
themes and characters. This was our plan. Just a group of 
spry seniors keeping our minds sharp after retirement. 

We managed to read one book that first month. 
Something by one of those Brontë sisters. Of course, none of 
us could remember which sister it was or the name of the 
book by the time we met up. It was the one with the moors 
and the brooding guy, I think. Anyway, we tried. We really 
did. But, as it turns out, the snacks were far more interesting 
that day. 

Helen brought her famous deviled eggs. The kind with 
a bit of paprika sprinkled on top. They were gone before we 
even located the book’s cover, which had somehow slipped 
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between the couch cushions. You know how that goes. Then 
Lucy made her lemon bars, and well, we completely lost 
track of the discussion, if there ever was one. We were too 
busy debating whether we should have tea or coffee with the 
sweets. 

By the second month, the books were more of a 
suggestion than a requirement. Martha showed up with a 
platter of mini sandwiches, cut into perfect little triangles. 
She even remembered the crusts, which seemed like a lot of 
effort for a book club more interested in her chicken salad 
recipe than in literary analysis. We swore we would get back 
to talking about books next time. 

Month three was a turning point, really. Clara brought 
a cheese platter that was a work of art. There were at least 
five different kinds of cheese, plus grapes and little fancy 
crackers. We stared at it in silence, and then someone 
suggested maybe we should just start calling it what it was: 
a snack club. After all, no one had even bothered with a book 
this time. We voted, with a show of hands and mouths full 
of brie, to officially abandon any pretense of reading. 

So now, every second Thursday of the month, we haul 
our treats to Clara’s living room. We chat about 
grandchildren, the weather, and occasionally try to 
remember what book we were allegedly reading last. There 
are no pressure, just good company and good food. And 
honestly, I think we are all better for it. We may not be 
expanding our literary horizons, but we sure are enjoying 
ourselves. 
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I Tried Birdwatching but Got Distracted by the 
Snacks 
Priorities 

Last Tuesday, I decided to give birdwatching a try. My 
friend Margaret got me into it. She said it was a peaceful way 
to enjoy nature. I thought to myself, "Why not? I could use 
some peace." So, I pulled on my most comfortable sweater, 
grabbed a pair of binoculars I found in the attic, and headed 
to Sunny Meadow Park. 

Sunny Meadow is a lovely place. There are benches 
scattered around, a small pond, and trees that look perfect for 
bird nesting. It was a sunny morning, the kind that makes 
you feel like you are in a postcard. I settled onto a bench with 
a clear view of the pond. Now, here is where you could say 
my priorities got a bit mixed up. 

See, Margaret had given me a list of birds to spot, along 
with a book to identify them. But she also mentioned 
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something about bringing snacks. "You will thank me," she 
said with a wink. Margaret knows me well. 

I had packed a small cooler with some of my favorites. 
A nice wedge of cheese, crackers, and a few of those 
delightful little chocolate cookies that I pretend are for my 
grandchildren. I spread them out on the bench beside me like 
I was setting up for a picnic. 

I raised the binoculars to my eyes, peering through them 
with determination. I must admit, I saw more blurs and blobs 
than actual birds. It was not long before I heard a rustling. 
My heart skipped a beat. "A bird," I thought. But when I 
turned, it was a squirrel, eyeing my cookies like they were 
gold. 

I could not help but laugh. The cheeky fellow had the 
audacity to come right up to the bench. I tossed him a small 
piece of cracker. He took it and scampered off, probably to 
tell his friends about the easy target he had found. I could 
just imagine a line of squirrels forming, waiting for their 
share. 

By the end of the morning, I saw more squirrels than 
birds. I had also gone through most of the cheese and all the 
cookies. I figured I would tell Margaret that birdwatching 
was surprisingly filling. 

As I packed up to leave, I spotted a bright red cardinal 
perched on a nearby branch. It was beautiful and striking. I 
paused, enjoying the moment. I guess I did spot a bird after 
all. But between you and me, next time I might just skip the 
binoculars and bring more cookies. 
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Pickleball Injuries and Other Acts of Bravery 
Battle scars 

Last Tuesday, I joined my friends for a game of 
pickleball at the community center. It was supposed to be a 
spirited morning of gentle exercise, but as it turns out, 
pickleball is a contact sport. At least it is when played by our 
group of seventy-somethings who have questionable depth 
perception and a tendency to overestimate our athletic 
abilities. 

I arrived at the court with my paddle in one hand and a 
thermos of decaf in the other. My friend Marge was already 
there, stretching in a way that suggested she was preparing 
for the Olympics rather than a friendly pickleball match. She 
wore a headband that read "Pickleball Queen" and those 
neon yellow sneakers that can be seen from outer space. 

We started with a warm-up, which quickly devolved 
into a heated debate over the rules. Roger insisted that the 
kitchen was the area near the net, while Bert argued it was 

the place where Marge kept her cookies. Finally, we agreed 



235 
 

that it did not matter because none of us had any intention of 
stepping close enough to the net to care. 

Once we sorted that out, the games began. I was 
partnered with Bert, who had recently replaced his hearing 
aid batteries and was now hearing things that possibly no one 
else could. Every time the ball came near, he swung his 
paddle with the vigor of a man half his age, often missing 
the ball by several inches. The ball, however, did not miss 
me. 

I took a direct hit to the shin, the impact surprisingly 
painful for a game named after a vegetable. Marge suggested 
I wear her kneepads for extra protection, but I declined, 
figuring I would rather look valiant with my battle scar than 
bulky like an overzealous roller derby hopeful. 

By the end of the session, we had collected enough 
injuries to start our own league: the Pickleball Veterans 
United. Roger limped slightly from an overambitious lunge, 
Bert sported a bruise that looked remarkably like a map of 
Hawaii, and I had my now infamous shin mark. 

We ended the morning with coffee and Marge’s 
cookies. As we sat there, swapping exaggerated stories of 
our on-court heroics, I realized the true joy of retirement life. 
It is not about achieving perfection or avoiding bruises. It is 
about embracing the laughter and camaraderie that come 
with every awkward swing and misstep. 

We raised our cups to another day of pickleball bravery. 
After all, what is a little shin pain when you have a group of 
friends who make every day feel like a victory? 
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The Retiremet Gift I Cannot Figure Out How to 
Use 

Instructions unclear 

I recently received a retirement gift that has perplexed 
me to no end. The gift itself was very thoughtful, a bright 
orange widget with several buttons, switches, and a small 
screen. It was from my dear friend, Helen, who claimed it 
would help me "embrace the digital age". I thanked her 
profusely, though I had no idea what it was supposed to do. 
It came with a manual, but the print was so small, I had to 
dig out my old magnifying glass, which I last used to read 
on the back of a cereal box sometime in the 80s. 

1Each morning, I make myself a cup of tea and stare at 
the widget as I try to divine its purpose. Perhaps it is a new 
kind of radio? I press the buttons, expecting to hear Bing 
Crosby’s smooth voice, but instead, a series of beeps sound, 
followed by complete silence. Maybe it is a high-tech 
paperweight, or a futuristic alarm clock? I set it by my bed, 
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but it has not awoken me once. It simply sits there, glowing 
eerily in the dark, like some futuristic nightlight. 

One afternoon, I invited my neighbor Phil over for 
coffee. Phil is always boasting about his new gadgets, so I 
thought he might have some insight. I slid the widget across 
the table to him and watched his eyes squint in a mix of 
curiosity and concern. 

"You are sure it is not a fancy coaster?" Phil suggested, 
setting his mug on top of it. Nothing happened, aside from a 
fresh ring on the screen. He picked it up again. "Perhaps it is 
a digital calendar?" 

Phil and I spent a good hour trying every conceivable 
function. We turned it on, off, sideways, and upside down. It 
beeped, buzzed, and at one point, even played a short melody 
that sounded suspiciously like a jingle from a TV 
commercial. When we attempted to connect it to the internet, 
it gave up completely and went dark. 

Defeated, Phil handed it back to me. I placed it on the 
windowsill, where it has since served as an excellent cat toy. 
My tabby, Whiskers, bats at it with great enthusiasm. As for 
me, I have decided to repurpose the magnifying glass for 
Whiskers’ entertainment as well. It turns out that chasing 
reflected light keeps both of us quite engaged. 

I still have no idea what that widget is supposed to do, 
but I have decided that it is the thought that counts. And who 
knows, maybe one day it will surprise me, just like 
retirement itself. 
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Every Day Is Saturday (Until I Need the Bank) 
Then it is Sunday 

There is a certain magic in retirement. Every day feels 
like Saturday. You wake up when you want, sip your coffee 
slowly, and decide if you want to tackle that jigsaw puzzle 
or go for a leisurely walk. I have even taken up painting, 
though my last masterpiece looked suspiciously like a 
smudge of colors fighting for attention. But then again, it is 
my art and I call it "Creative Chaos." 

My friend Carol, who lives down the street, likes to 
remind me that this serenity gets an abrupt jolt whenever we 
need to do "official" things. Take going to the bank, for 
instance. "Every day is Saturday," Carol says, "until you 
need the bank. Then it is Sunday." 

She is right. The other day I needed to deposit a check. 
You remember checks, do you not? Those little slips of 
paper that are like IOUs from a bygone era. Anyway, I had 
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this check and I thought, "I will just pop by the bank." I slid 
into my most comfortable shoes, the ones my husband 
affectionately calls my "bank slippers," and made my way 
there. 

Now, in my defense, all days feel the same when you 
are retired. As I parked my car, a realization hit me. The 
parking lot was eerily empty. I got out of the car, anyway, 
hoping perhaps there was a holiday I had forgotten or maybe 
a surprise bank party I was not invited to. I peered through 
the glass doors. The lights were off, and the only sign of life 
was a lone plant struggling to survive under the fluorescent 
lights. It was Sunday. 

I stood there, check in hand, shaking my head and 
chuckling at my own befuddlement. I could almost hear 
Carol's voice in my ear, laughing with that contagious cackle 
of hers that starts with her toes and ends with a snort. 

As I drove back home, I made a mental note to add 
"check calendar" to my list of daily activities, right there next 
to "feed the cat" and "ponder the universe." I also decided 
that the following week I would invite Carol for coffee. We 
would have a good laugh about my latest escapade. 

And you know, as I settled back into my cozy chair with 
a cup of tea, I realized every day might be Saturday in 
retirement, but that is what makes it so delightfully 
unpredictable. Each little mix-up just adds a splash of joy to 
this colorful, albeit slightly confusing, chapter of life. 
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RV Life: Rolling Chaos with Cupholders 
Adventure awaits 

Imagine it: a glistening RV, parked snugly in your 
driveway, as if it were a giant metallic promise of adventure. 
That is what Harold and Sylvia Harmon saw when they first 
laid eyes on their new home on wheels. Retirement had 
unfurled its wide-open road, and they were ready to tackle 
it, one cupholder at a time. 

Their maiden voyage began on a sunny Tuesday 
morning. Harold was at the wheel, brimming with 
confidence. Sylvia, his trusty navigator, clutched the map 
with the determination of a hawk. They had decided on a 
manageable trip to Lake Serenity, just 50 miles away. What 
could possibly go wrong? 

As they set off, their golden retriever, Barkley, settled 
into the back, eyeing the wide-open spaces with skepticism. 
Sylvia had packed enough snacks to sustain a small army, 

and Harold had optimistically stocked the RV with five 
different fishing poles, none of which he knew how to use. 
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The first sign of trouble was subtle. It was a peculiar 
noise, somewhere between a squeak and a groan, that echoed 
throughout the RV. Sylvia suggested it might be the sound 
of Harold's decisions catching up with them. Harold, not so 
convinced, decided to investigate. This involved pulling 
over at a rest stop and searching every cabinet until Sylvia 
found him triumphantly holding a rogue rubber chicken that 
had somehow slipped into their luggage. 

As they neared Lake Serenity, the GPS decided to test 
their patience. It directed them down a winding road that 
seemed better suited to a goat than an RV. Harold bravely 
maneuvered the behemoth vehicle as Sylvia clung to her 
seat, offering colorful commentary on their predicament. 
They eventually emerged victorious, albeit slightly frazzled. 

Finally, they arrived at the campground. Harold 
expertly parked the RV, a feat that felt akin to threading a 
needle with a rope. Sylvia set up their folding chairs while 
Barkley, ever the adventurer, promptly fell asleep in the 
shade. 

As the sun set, they sat side by side, sipping instant 
coffee from mismatched mugs. Harold looked at Sylvia, his 
partner in chaos, and grinned. They both knew that the 
beauty of RV life was not just in the destinations, but in the 
delightful disorder of the journey. 

In the end, they discovered that adventure was not about 
the perfect trip. It was about laughing at the detours and 
finding joy in rolling chaos with cupholders. And maybe, 
just maybe, learning how to use one of those fishing poles. 
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I Took a Painting Class and Painted the 
Instructor 

Artistic license 

Last Tuesday, I decided to spice up my retirement life 
by enrolling in a painting class. You see, my friend Doris 
had raved about it. She said it was the best way to spend an 
afternoon, right after napping and finding where you left 
your reading glasses for the umpteenth time. So, there I was, 
in the small art studio housed in our community center, ready 
to unleash my inner Picasso. 

Our instructor was a sprightly fellow named Harold. He 
had a ponytail that suggested he was holding onto his youth 
more tightly than I held onto my purse during a sale. Harold 
began the class with a flourish, gesturing towards a lovely 
landscape scene on a canvas. The plan was to replicate it. 
Easy enough, I thought. After all, how hard could painting a 
few trees and a sunset be? 

We gathered our supplies, which included brushes, 
paints, and thick smocks that looked like they had seen more 
spills than a clumsy waiter. I took my seat near the front, 
mostly so I could hear Harold over the persistent hum of 
tinnitus. 
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Harold began to guide us step by step. "Now, add a 
touch of blue for the sky," he said, demonstrating with a 
gentle stroke of his brush. I dipped my brush in blue and 
went to work, glancing back and forth between my canvas 
and his. 

Maybe it was my bifocals or perhaps the way Harold 
waved his arms around as he spoke, but somehow my brain 
got its wires crossed. My sky started looking a bit more like 
Harold's shirt, which was a vibrant plaid, rather than a serene 
shade of azure. His animated movements grew more 
pronounced, and suddenly my brush was following him 
instead of my intended landscape. 

Before I knew it, my canvas had transformed into an 
abstract portrait of Harold himself. There he was, right next 
to my attempted sunset, with a plaid shirt and all. When I 
realized my mistake, I could not help but chuckle. I painted 
the instructor instead of the scenery. 

Harold noticed my work. He paused and studied my 
masterpiece, a grin spreading across his face. "I must say, 
that is quite the interpretation," he said, clearly amused. The 
rest of the class erupted in laughter. 

At the end of the session, Harold came by and signed 
my unofficial portrait. "This might be my finest likeness 
yet," he quipped. 

I left the class with a painting I had not intended and a 
smile I could not shake off. Life is full of surprises, and 
sometimes they are as colorful as a plaid shirt in a senior's 
painting class. 
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My Friends Keep Moving to Florida 
The great migration 

I have a confession to make. My social circle is 
shrinking faster than the grandkids' interest in my stories 
about "the good old days." You see, all my friends are 
migrating south, and it is not just for the winter. They are 
heading to Florida, leaving me here to fend for myself 
against the northern winds and those never-ending local 
taxes. 

It all started innocently enough with my friend 
Margaret. She visited her sister in Boca Raton, and next 
thing I knew, she was sending me postcards with palm trees 
and flamingos. She called her life there "paradise" and said 
she had never felt so young. She must have forgotten the 
humidity that does wonders for one's hair, if you like the 
frizzy look. 

Then it was Bob and Harriet’s turn. They sold their 
house in record time and moved to a retirement community 
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with a golf course. Bob, who has always been more 
comfortable with a remote control than a nine-iron, claimed 
he was suddenly an athlete. I suspect he is more proficient at 
using the golf cart than the golf club. 

They all tell the same tale. Sunshine every day. Bingo 
nights that are thrilling beyond belief. Neighbors who throw 
spontaneous potlucks, though I suspect the spontaneity ends 
with the menu consisting of casserole or Jello salads. Do not 
even get me started on the shuffleboard. I tried it once and 
ended up tangling my feet in ways that would impress a yoga 
instructor. 

But here is the thing. I got it. The allure of the Sunshine 
State is strong. I almost joined them last winter when my 
driveway turned into an ice rink. The only thing that stopped 
me was my cat, Mr. Whiskers, who took one look at my 
packed suitcase and sat on it, refusing to budge. 

So, while my friends are basking in warm breezes, I 
find myself making frequent visits to the local coffee shop. 
The barista, young enough to be my grandchild, has taken to 
calling me "the one-woman show." I like to think it is 
because of my charm and wit, not because I keep ordering 
odd combinations of coffee and forgetting what I asked for. 

As for Florida, maybe I will visit. I can already picture 
myself on a lounge chair, sipping something with a tiny 
umbrella. But for now, I am content with my cozy home, my 
resolute cat, and the occasional postcard from my friends. 
After all, someone needs to remind them what they are 
missing every time the temperature here climbs above 
seventy degrees. 
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Learning Spanish from Telenovelas, With 
Mixed Results 
Muy dramatico 

Elaine had always been one for adventures, even if they 
were mostly of the armchair variety. Her latest escapade 
began when she decided to learn Spanish. Not from a class, 
mind you, but from the vibrant world of telenovelas. Her 
friend Marge had suggested it over their weekly bingo game. 
Marge had said, "It is like learning by osmosis, Elaine. You 
will pick up the language without even realizing it!" 

Armed with this enthusiastic, if not slightly dubious 
advice, Elaine tuned into her first episode of "Pasiones de 
Amor." Immediately, she was swept up in the drama. Even 
though she understood only a handful of words, the heartfelt 
sighs, tearful confessions, and dramatic pauses spoke 
volumes. Soon, her afternoons were filled with tales of 
forbidden love and complicated family trees. 

Elaine found herself repeating phrases around the 
house. "¡Ay, caramba!" she would exclaim when she 
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misplaced her glasses, which was often. "Mi amor," she 
would coo to her cat, Mr. Whiskers, who responded with a 
nonchalant flick of his tail. 

One afternoon, Elaine decided to test her newfound 
skills. The ladies from her book club were coming over, and 
she thought it would be a delightful surprise. As the group 
settled in with their tea and scones, Elaine welcomed them 
with, "Bienvenidas, mis amigas!" 

The ladies looked at one another with raised eyebrows. 
Marge grinned, clearly in on the secret. "Oh, Elaine, your 
pronunciation is like music to my ears," she said with a 
laugh. 

Feeling encouraged by her friends' reactions, Elaine 
decided to go further. She attempted to summarize the latest 
episode of "Pasiones de Amor" in Spanish. Unfortunately, 
her vocabulary was limited, and her storytelling skills even 
more so. What began as a thrilling tale of intrigue quickly 
devolved into something about "the brother of the sister who 
loves the doctor but also has a secret cow." 

The room erupted into laughter, and Elaine blushed, 
admitting, "I may have lost something in translation there." 

But that was the beauty of it all. The ladies spent the 
rest of the afternoon trying to piece together what Elaine 
meant, giggling like schoolgirls. And while Elaine might not 
have become fluent in Spanish, she had discovered 
something even more valuable: the joy of embracing life's 
little absurdities with friends who cherished her for them. 
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As she waved goodbye to her friends that evening, 
Elaine resolved to keep watching her telenovelas. After all, 
if nothing else, they gave her and Mr. Whiskers something 
to look forward to every day. 
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Things That Only Happen to Me 
Outrageously specific, bizarre, or unlucky situations (based 

on true stories... probably) 
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The Turkey That Attacked the Mailman 
Neither rain nor fowl 

I always knew my mailbox was in a dangerous 
neighborhood, what with the squirrels that throw acorns at 
me every morning, but I never imagined a turkey would join 
the fray. You could say it all began with Thanksgiving 
leftovers that somehow found their way into the compost 
heap in my backyard. 

Now, I am not saying I am the best cook in Pine Tree 
Lane, but there were some particularly dry bits of turkey that 
had to go. I could hear my neighbor, Gladys, saying, "You 
are not supposed to put meat in there, Elsie," with her know-
it-all voice, but what are leftovers for if not to experiment 
with? 

It was Tuesday morning when the chaos began. I was 
sipping my morning tea while watching the sun climb over 
my rose bushes. That is when I saw him: a turkey, prouder 
than a rooster who just won at the county fair. He had a chest 
puffed up like he owned the place. I was not too worried until 
I noticed him pecking at the mailman. 

George, our mailman, is the fearless type. He once 
waded through a thunderstorm to deliver a package of 
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knitting yarn I had been eagerly waiting for. But today, it 
was not raining or snow stopping him. It was a feathery 
menace with a vendetta. 

I rushed outside, armed with nothing but my walking 
cane and a shrill whistle that could wake the dead. "Shoo, 
you bird!" I yelled, waving my cane as if I were fencing with 
an invisible opponent. The turkey paused, tilted its head, and 
then continued its relentless assault on poor George's 
uniform. 

George was doing an impressive two-step dance, trying 
to avoid the turkey's beak while holding onto my stack of 
coupon flyers. It looked like a bizarre waltz, the kind you 
might see at a wedding after everyone had a bit too much 
punch. 

Eventually, I managed to distract the turkey with a 
leftover slice of bread from breakfast. It worked like magic. 
The turkey forgot all about mail and vengeance and strutted 
off to nibble on the bread, clucking triumphantly. 

George handed me my mail with a shaky smile. "Elsie, 
next time you plan on inviting wildlife over, do give me a 
heads up." 

I laughed and apologized, promising him a turkey-free 
delivery next time. As I watched him hurry down the street, 
I could not help but chuckle. It seems that in my golden 
years, even my leftovers have a story to tell. Though I might 
be a little older, life still finds ways to keep things exciting. 
And who would have thought a turkey would become the 
talk of Pine Tree Lane? 
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That Time I Locked Myself Out... in a Towel 
Newspaper retrieval gone wrong 

It all started on a perfectly ordinary Tuesday morning. 
I had just finished my shower and wrapped myself in my 
favorite plush towel, the one the color of soft lavender. The 
bathroom mirror was fogged over, and my glasses were 
resting somewhere near the sink, but that did not matter. I 
was focused on retrieving the newspaper before the 
neighbor's dog, Rufus, mistook it for his latest chew toy. 

In hindsight, I should have at least put on slippers. But 
I thought, how hard can it be? Just a quick dash to the porch 
and back. So, I opened the door just a crack to peek outside. 
The coast was clear. I took a deep breath, adjusted my towel, 
and slipped out, my bare feet tingling on the cool cement. 

The newspaper lay tantalizingly close. I executed a 
quick tiptoe maneuver, grabbed it like a champion, and spun 
back to the front door. That is when I heard the soft click. 
Oh, the sound of doom. The door had swung shut behind me. 
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There I was, standing on my porch in a towel, clutching 
the newspaper, and realizing with horror that I was locked 
out. I glanced around, hoping no one was witness to my 
predicament. But of course, that was when Mrs. Henderson 
from across the street emerged to water her azaleas. 

I attempted to smile, nonchalantly waving the 
newspaper as if it were perfectly normal to greet the morning 
in such a state. Mrs. Henderson squinted, then waved back 
with her pruning shears. "Good morning! Lovely day is it 
not?" she called. I nodded vigorously, too afraid to move an 
inch lest the towel slip. 

With no hidden spare key (why did I never think of 
that?), I had to improvise. I carefully sidestepped to the back 
of the house, hoping the neighbors had returned to their 
crossword puzzles. But my luck held true. As I rounded the 
corner, Mr. Jenkins was out with Rufus, who barked 
excitedly. I patted Rufus with my free hand, attempting to 
maintain dignity while juggling a newspaper and a towel. 

Finally, I spied salvation, a slightly open window, left 
ajar for the morning breeze. With as much grace as I could 
muster, I pushed it open and hoisted myself through, landing 
in a heap on the living room floor. 

I lay there for a moment, grateful for the carpet and the 
solitude, then burst into laughter. Later, as I sipped my 
coffee, I thought, well, that is one way to start the day. And 
just like that, I decided to invest in a spare key, and a robe 
with better coverage. 
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Why I Cannot Go Back to That Grocery Store 
The incident 

Let me tell you about the time I swore I would never set 
foot in Millie’s Market again. It started like any ordinary 
Tuesday. I needed eggs, milk, and a new crossword puzzle 
book. You know how I love those puzzles. Millie’s was just 
around the corner, and I thought I could pop in and out in no 
time. 

As soon as I walked in, I was greeted by that friendly 
young cashier, Jake. He is always so cheerful. He asked me 
about the weather and told me his grandmother had just 
bought a new cat. I nodded politely and made my way to the 
dairy aisle, trying to remember if I needed anything else 
besides the eggs and milk. 

Now, here is where things took a turn. I noticed the 
store had moved all the shelves around. Who does that 
without warning? Where the eggs should have been, there 
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were now towers of canned peas. I found the milk, but the 
eggs were nowhere in sight. So, I decided to ask the 
manager, who was at the time stacking yogurts with such 
intensity you would think they were gold bricks. 

With a smile, I asked him about the eggs. He gave me 
a strange look and said, "They are right behind you." As I 
turned around, my purse decided to take on a life of its own. 
The strap caught on the corner of the yogurt display, and 
before I knew it, dozens of yogurts were rolling across the 
floor like a dairy stampede. 

I stood there, mortified, as the manager sighed and 
grabbed a mop. I tried to help, but he insisted I just move 
along. So, I shuffled to the checkout, feeling like everyone 
in the store was staring at me. Jake was there, still cheerful, 
and said, "Do not worry, Mrs. Thompson, it happens to the 
best of us." 

Now, here comes the cherry on top. As I was paying, 
my keys slipped from my hand and fell right into the bagging 
area, getting wedged between a jar of pickles and a bag of 
flour. Jake had to fish them out for me, and by then, I was 
ready to leave town altogether. 

So, you see, my dear friend, this is why I cannot ever 
go back to Millie’s Market. The yogurt saga has become the 
stuff of legend in our little town. Perhaps one day I will 
venture back, but for now, I think I will get my eggs and milk 
elsewhere. 
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Yes, That Was My Denture 
Smile and wave 

So, there I was, minding my own business in the 
community pool on a sunny Tuesday morning. Picture this: 
a bunch of us folks floating around like happy ducks, our 
pool noodles keeping us buoyant while we gossiped about 
the latest neighborhood drama. I was sharing a story about 
my grandson's new obsession with collecting bottle caps 
when the unthinkable happened. 

As I was mid-sentence, laughing at my own joke, I felt 
it. A slight shift in my mouth, and before I knew it, my 
denture made a break for freedom. It slipped out of my 
mouth with the grace of a synchronized swimmer and sank 
slowly to the bottom of the pool. 

Now, if you have never seen a pool full of seniors react 
to a loose denture, let me paint you a picture. There was a 
moment of silence followed by a collective gasp. I just stood 
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there, chest-deep in water, a bit shocked but mostly amused. 
"Yes," I sighed with a smile, "that was my denture. You can 
stop looking around." 

My friend Edna, who was floating nearby, burst into a 
fit of laughter. "Well, Rose," she giggled, "I always knew 
you had a way of making a splash." 

As the laughter spread, Henry, the lifeguard who looked 
like he had been working at the pool since it opened back in 
1960, ambled over. "Do not worry, Rose," he said, grinning 
ear to ear. "I will fetch it for you." He jumped in with a splash 
that rivaled a cannonball and began his rescue mission. 

Meanwhile, the rest of us decided to make the best of 
the situation. "Come on, wave and smile," Edna suggested. 
So, there we were, waving at the amused onlookers, looking 
like contestants in a very peculiar pageant. 

After a short while, Henry emerged triumphantly from 
the water, holding my runaway denture like a prized catch. 
We all cheered, and I thanked him profusely, giving the 
denture a good rinse before popping it back in. 

As we settled back into our pool party, Edna leaned 
over and whispered, "Next time, Rose, you should charge for 
entertainment." We both chuckled, knowing that in a life full 
of little mishaps, sometimes all you can do is smile and 
wave. 

And that, my friends, is how I became the star of our 
Tuesday morning water aerobics. 
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The Parrot That Knew My Secrets 
Big beak, bigger mouth 

I always thought my life was ordinary until I acquired 
a parrot named Buster. It started when my granddaughter, 
Lily, decided I was lonely and needed company. She gifted 
me a bright green parrot with a beak large enough to crack 
walnuts and a voice like a megaphone. Buster, she said, 
could keep me entertained. 

Now, I have always loved birds in theory. Their 

cheerful chirping is delightful, but Buster was no ordinary 
bird. Within a week, he had picked up my habit of muttering 
under my breath. I am sure you can imagine my surprise 
when he greeted me one morning with, "Earl, you left the 
milk out again." I nearly spilled my coffee. 

Living alone has its perks. The biggest one is chatting 
to myself without judgment. But Buster had other ideas. He 
seemed to have a knack for remembering all the little things 
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I wished he would forget. I did not mind so much when he 
repeated my grocery list, but trouble came when he picked 
up on other, more sensitive disclosures. 

My neighbor, Gladys, came over one afternoon for tea. 
We were having a lovely chat about her tulips when Buster 
suddenly piped up from his perch, "Earl, you need to buy 
new socks. Holes, holes, holes!" He bellowed with such 
enthusiasm that I could only blush and nod while Gladys 
chuckled. 

The real turning point was when my bridge group came 
over. You know how bridge nights go. There is always one 
person who keeps everybody else waiting. It was my turn to 
fetch snacks from the kitchen, and Buster, with impeccable 
timing, shouted, "Earl, tell them to hurry up! You are 
missing your show!" 

Of course, I tried to shush him, but Buster had found 
his calling. He recounted every grumble and gripe I had 
uttered in his presence. Fortunately, my friends were good 
sports about it. They laughed until tears streamed down their 
faces, and I could not help but join in. 

As I sat there, surrounded by laughter and good 
company, I realized something. Buster was not just a big 
beak with a bigger mouth. He was a mirror, reflecting my 
own quirks back at me. In truth, I had never felt more heard. 

So, if you find yourself talking to your pet like an old 
friend, just remember. They might be listening more closely 
than you think. And if you are lucky, like me, they will make 
your life a little more colorful. 
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The Day I Mistook a Stranger's Car for Mine 
Same color, different owner 

Let me tell you about the morning I made quite the 
spectacle of myself at the grocery store parking lot. I had just 
finished a lovely bridge game with the gals at the community 
center and was feeling particularly spry. Little did I know, 
my day was about to take a turn. 

You see, I drive a delightful little blue sedan. It is not 
new by any means, but it is reliable and gets me from point 
A to point B without much fuss. On this day, the parking lot 
was a sea of blue vehicles. It seemed like every car owner in 
town had decided to buy a blue sedan that week. 

As I walked towards my car, I noticed it was unlocked. 
I thought to myself, "Well, that is odd. I am sure I locked it." 
But my mind was already preoccupied with remembering if 
I had milk in the refrigerator or if I needed to pick some up. 
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I opened the door and sat down, pleased with myself for 
getting in and out of the store so quickly. 

I sat there for a moment, trying to remember where I 
put my grocery list. That was when I noticed something 
peculiar. The seat felt different. The steering wheel was 
suspiciously shiny, and the radio was blasting country music. 
Now, you must understand, this was not my car's usual 
decor. I prefer classical music, and I am certain my seat is of 
a lived-in quality. 

Before I could fully comprehend my predicament, an 
elderly gentleman appeared at the driver's side window, 
looking just as confused as I felt. He tapped gently on the 
glass and gestured for me to roll it down. I was obliged, 
feeling a bit like a deer caught in headlights. 

He chuckled and said, "Ma'am, I believe you have 
mistaken my car for yours." I looked around, and sure 
enough, right next to this car was another blue sedan, my 
blue sedan, with a bumper sticker that read, "I brake for 
bingo." 

I laughed and apologized, explaining that it had been 
one of those days. The kind stranger was understanding, and 
we had a good chuckle as I made my way to my own vehicle. 
As I drove home, I thought about how life has a funny way 
of keeping us humble and entertained all at once. And really, 
what is life if not a series of amusing little stories to share 
over a cup of coffee? 
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How I Ended Up in a Conga Line at the DMV 
It just happened 

You will not believe what happened to me yesterday at 
the DMV. I went in for a simple license renewal. I thought it 
would be a quick in-and-out, but then again, when has the 
DMV ever been quick? 

I arrived promptly at 9:00 AM, fueled by strong coffee 
and a hopeful heart. The line snaked around the building 
twice. I sighed and joined the queue of weary souls clutching 
their paperwork like lifelines. We shuffled forward inch by 

inch, a slow-moving train of senior citizens and those 
unfortunate enough to need our services. 

After standing for what felt like an eternity, I finally 
made it inside. The air conditioning blew like a winter 
blizzard, chilling me to the core. The DMV’s signature scent 
wafted through the air, a potent mix of old paper and 
government-issued despair. 
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As I waited, I struck up a conversation with the woman 
next to me. Her name was Doris, and she was there to 
register her new mobility scooter. She was a lively sort, full 
of stories about her grandchildren and their TikTok dances. 
I nodded along, not entirely sure what a TikTok was, but 
delighted by her enthusiasm. 

Suddenly, a commotion broke out at the front. The 
power went out. Computers blinked off, lights flickered, and 
the bored hum of the DMV came to a standstill. The staff 
assured us the issue would be resolved shortly, but we all 
knew how that would go. 

Doris, sensing a captive audience, decided to lighten the 
mood. She began to hum a catchy tune, and before I knew it, 
she grabbed my hand and started a conga line. Yes, right 
there in the DMV! Now, I have never been one to dance in 
public, but something about the absurdity of it all was 
charming. 

To my surprise, others joined in. Before long, a dozen 
or so seniors were snaking through the aisles, step-kick, step-
kick, laughing like a high school reunion. The DMV staff 
watched in bemused silence, and for those few minutes, the 
place transformed from a bureaucratic purgatory into a lively 
social event. 

Eventually, the power returned, and we all returned to 
our places in line, slightly embarrassed but also oddly 
rejuvenated. When it was finally my turn, the clerk smiled at 
me, a genuine smile, and said, “I hope you got that dance out 
of your system.” 
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I left with my renewed license and a story that would 
make the grandkids laugh. Who would have thought that a 
trip to the DMV would lead to my starring role in a senior 
citizen conga line? Life, as they say, is full of surprises. 
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I Clogged the Toilet at a Pastor's House 
Prayers were said 

Let me tell you about the time I clogged the toilet at the 
pastor's house. Yes, it happened, and no, I will not be living 
this one down any time soon. It all started on a Sunday 
afternoon potluck. You know the kind where everyone 
brings their best dish, hoping to hear compliments while 
secretly judging Betty's potato salad. 

I had just polished off my third helping of baked beans. 
They were particularly delicious, courtesy of Mrs. 
Henderson, who has been perfecting her recipe since 1978. 
Feeling a gurgle in my stomach, I excused myself to the 
restroom. Now, the pastor's bathroom is something of a 
legend. It has the kind of wallpaper that makes you feel like 
you are trapped in a field of peonies. I suspect his wife chose 
it to encourage a quick exit. 
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After a few minutes and a small paperback's worth of 
reading material, I flushed the toilet. That is when the trouble 
began. Instead of a gentle swirl, I was met with a rising tide 
of water and, well, other things. Panic set in. I could feel my 
face turning the shade of a ripe tomato as I desperately 
searched for a plunger. No such luck. 

I considered my options. I could either make a run for 
it or confess my sins. I chose the latter. I shuffled out of the 
bathroom, my eyes downcast, and mumbled my predicament 
to the pastor. His eyes widened, but to his credit, he remained 
remarkably composed. 

Together, we embarked on a rescue mission. He, armed 
with a plunger he retrieved with surprising speed, and I, 
fervently praying for divine intervention. I had never been 
more sincere in my petitions. After a few tense moments and 
more huffing and puffing than I care to admit, we heard the 
blessed sound of a successful flush. 

The pastor patted me on the shoulder, a small chuckle 
escaping his lips. "It happens to the best of us," he said with 
a warm smile. I nodded, grateful for his understanding, 
though I suspected he would be repeating this story at church 
for years to come. 

As I returned to the party, I overheard someone say that 
prayers had been answered today. Indeed, they had. I learned 
a valuable lesson that day: never underestimate the power of 
prayer, or a good plunger. And perhaps next time, I might 
consider passing on the baked beans. 
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The Mystery of the Beeping Sound (It Was Me) 
Medical device surprise 

Last Tuesday started like any other day at the Sunrise 
Senior Center. The aroma of freshly brewed coffee mingled 
with the scent of lavender air freshener in the common room. 
The clickity-clack of knitting needles provided a soothing 
rhythm as Edna, Martha, and I settled into our usual spots 
for our morning chat. 

It was about halfway through discussing Martha's new 
grandchild photos when it began. A beeping sound, faint but 
persistent. At first, I thought it was the microwave in the 
kitchen. You know how those things always sound like they 
are about to launch into space. But no one was near the 
kitchen, and the beeping continued. 

Edna, who is always sharper than her knitting needles, 
suggested it might be an alarm clock. We all nodded, 
agreeing that alarm clocks are a common enemy. We hunted 
around the room, checking every nook and cranny. We 
found three forgotten knitting projects, one half-eaten cookie 
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(courtesy of Martha, who sheepishly reclaimed it), but no 
beeping alarm clock. 

The beeping continued, taunting us. It was a slow beep, 
one that could drive a person to the brink. We called in Tony 
for maintenance. Tony is a good sport and has the patience 
of a saint. He checked the smoke detectors, the wall outlets, 
even the potted Ficus for hidden gadgets. Still, the beep 
persisted. 

At this point, I was beginning to wonder if I was hearing 
things, but the others assured me they heard it too. We 
regrouped at the coffee table, determined to solve the 
mystery. It was then that I noticed something odd. Every 
time the beep sounded, Edna's cat, Mittens, twitched his ears 
and glared at me. I shrugged it off as feline fickleness. 

Finally, Tony asked if anyone had recently acquired 
new gadgets. We all shook our heads, except for me. A light 
bulb flickered on in my brain. The new gadget! I 
remembered the doctor had insisted on a heart monitor last 
week. I had forgotten about the thing, neatly tucked under 
my cardigan. I was the source of the beep! 

As I sheepishly revealed the monitor, laughter erupted. 
Edna nearly spilled her coffee, and Martha's giggle was 
contagious. Even Tony chuckled as he headed back to real 
work. 

We all agreed the morning needed a good laugh, even 
if it was at my expense. I have promised to keep better track 
of my gadgets, but knowing me, another mystery is just a 
beep away. 
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The Time I Waved at a Mannequin for Too 
Long 

Very friendly 

You know how the brain sometimes takes a little longer 
to catch up with reality? Well, let me tell you about the day 
mine went on vacation. 

It was a Thursday, and I had decided to take a leisurely 
stroll through the grand old mall. I could have gone for that 
brisk walk my doctor keeps suggesting, but I figured a stroll 
was close enough, especially if it involved browsing through 
the department stores. 

As I wandered through the women's section, admiring 
floral blouses that seemed to have blossomed overnight, I 
saw a familiar face across the aisle. It was a friend of mine, 
or so I thought. She stood there, poised and perfectly still. I 
waved eagerly with the kind of enthusiasm that only a senior 

with time on her hands can muster. It was a big, sweeping 
wave, the sort that could summon a taxi in New York City. 

Except, there was no response. My friend was not 
waving back. She was remarkably still, even for someone 
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who might have been lost in thought. So, I waved again, 
adding a cheerful "Hello there!" for good measure. I thought 
perhaps she did not hear me. You know how hearing aids 
can be tricky sometimes. 

But nothing. Not a flicker of recognition. Just a blank 
stare and an unsettling stillness. My mind was beginning to 
whirl. Could she be upset with me? Did I forget her birthday? 
Or worse, did she not remember me at all? 

It was then that the realization dawned upon me, as if a 
gentle breeze had finally stirred my memory. My friend was 
not ignoring me. She was not even a friend. She was, in fact, 
a mannequin. The poor thing had been dressed in a sensible 
cardigan and slacks, looking every bit like someone who 
might share my love for the early bird special at the diner. 

I looked around, hoping nobody had witnessed my little 
lapse in judgment, but a kind sales associate was 
approaching. She smiled a knowing smile, the kind that said, 
"You are not the first, and you will not be the last." 

I laughed, a warm chuckle that bubbled up from deep 
within. I waved one last time at my silent friend, thanking 
her for the unexpected moment of joy. As I continued my 
stroll, I decided that perhaps I should take my walks outside 
from now on. 

And so, that is the story of the time I waved at a 
mannequin for far too long. It is a reminder that life is full of 
surprises, even in the predictable aisles of a department 
store. 
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Words of (Dubious) Wisdom 
Life has a funny way of keeping us on our toes, even 

when those toes have a few corns and prefer orthopedic 
shoes. As I reach this grand stage in life, I find myself 
chuckling at the daily adventures aging brings – from the joy 
of waking up to a new day (with all the parts mostly 
working) to the challenge of remembering exactly why I 
walked into the kitchen. Every moment has become a part of 
a rich tapestry of oddities and joys. And you know what? I 
wouldn't trade those odd moments for anything, because 
each one has given me a reason to smile, laugh, and learn. 

 

One of the great surprises about growing older is that 
inside, I often still feel like a kid – until I catch a glimpse of 
that senior citizen in the mirror and realize it's me. Aging is 
full of these little reality checks and comedic twists. My 
knees might creak like a rusty screen door when I stand up, 
providing a lovely soundtrack to my morning. Sometimes 
my back even decides to go out on the town without me. Yet 
there's a strange and wonderful freedom in not having to take 
myself too seriously. After all, when you've lived this long, 
you've earned the right to be a bit eccentric. So, if I want to 
eat dessert before dinner or wear socks with sandals, who's 
going to stop me? In fact, I've learned the grandkids find my 
questionable fashion choices hilarious – bonus points for 
making the youngsters laugh! 
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Through the chapters of this book, we've shared a 
hearty laugh at just about everything: technology troubles, 
medical mix-ups, family follies, and those sneaky senior 
moments that creep up on us. Remember when I confessed 
to accidentally texting the electric kettle, or when I showed 
up to a Zoom call with the camera pointing up my nostrils? 
Good times. Lesson learned: never underestimate the value 
of a tech-savvy grandchild on speed dial. We also giggled at 
the health adventures – like mastering the art of blinking 
innocently at the doctor when they ask if you're exercising 
(does walking to the fridge count?). And who could forget 
the family tales – the holiday gatherings where the gravy 
inevitably ended up on the dog, or the time I tried to teach 
my grandkids how to do the twist and nearly twisted myself 
into a pretzel. 

 

Along the way, I’ve picked up some dubious lessons 
worth sharing. For instance, I learned that selective hearing 
can be a senior’s best friend – especially when Aunt Mildred 
starts asking about your love life. I discovered that every 
ache and pain tells a story (even if that story is just "you 
probably shouldn’t have tried to re-enact your old dance 
moves"). I realized that a good sense of humor is like a 
comfy pair of pants: it might stretch a bit over the years, but 
it never goes out of style. Most importantly, I learned that 
laughter truly is the best medicine – and it's one prescription 
we can refill endlessly without pesky insurance approvals. 

 

Looking back, it's clear that getting older isn’t just 
about the gray hairs or the extra candles on the cake. It’s 
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about embracing the whole journey – the missteps, the 
triumphs, the belly laughs, and the teary-eyed chuckles of 
reminiscence. It's about knowing that life will always find a 
way to surprise you, no matter your age. You might misplace 
your glasses (only to find them on your head), or call one 
grandchild by another’s name (hey, at least I got the family 
right!). But you also get to experience the magic of seeing 
your family grow, the relief of finally saying what you really 
think (because what have you got to lose?), and the simple 
pleasure of a quiet morning where everything is exactly 
where you left it. 

 

Through all these pages and punchlines, one thing 
has been constant: the joy of sharing a laugh. If any of these 
anecdotes made you smile in recognition or laugh out loud, 
then my mission here is complete and my heart is full. We've 
been on this journey together – navigating the wild and 
wacky world of aging – and I'm so grateful you stuck around 
for the ride (seat belts and all). 

 

Now, as a parting gift from me to you, I've compiled 
some essential (and not-so-serious) tips and wisdom nuggets 
to carry forward. Think of them as your cheat sheets to life 
in the fun lane, the kind of advice you won't find in any self-
help book (for good reason!). Read on, laugh on, and 
remember: if we can face the march of time with a grin, then 
we're doing something right. 
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10 Ways to Survive a Family Reunion 
1. Stake Out Your Comfort Zone: Arrive early and 

claim the comfiest chair in the room. You’ve earned 
the right to sit while the younger folks scramble for 
folding chairs. Plus, from your throne you get a 
prime view of all the action – and an easy escape 
route to the dessert table. 

2. Employ Selective Hearing: When the family gossip 
starts rolling or someone asks why you still don’t 
have a smartphone, just smile and nod. Pretending 
you can't hear the awkward questions is a time-
honored survival tactic – and honestly, at our age, 
who's to say we aren't half-deaf anyway? 

3. Carry Bribes (Also Known as Cookies): A pocket 
full of candy or cookies can work wonders. Need the 
grandkids to settle down? Bribe them with a sweet 
treat. Want to divert Uncle Bob from another long 
political rant? Offer him a cookie. Treats are your 
secret weapon for peacekeeping. 

4. Master the Art of Storytelling: Have a few 
hilarious old stories ready to go. When things get dull 
(or too intense), regale the room with that classic tale 
of how you outran a cow in 1953 or the infamous 
“exploding turkey” Thanksgiving story. If nothing 
else, you'll confuse the younger generation into 
silence. 

5. Volunteer Strategically: Offer to help in the kitchen 
right when the conversation turns into a topic you'd 
rather avoid. Suddenly, doing the dishes or checking 
on the roast in the oven becomes a heroic escape. Just 
say, "Oh, sorry, I'd love to chat about my will, but 
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this gravy won't stir itself!" and scurry off with a 
smile. 

6. Leverage the Little Ones: When cornered by a 
particularly nosy relative, casually call a grandchild 
over. Nothing redirects attention like an adorable 
five-year-old showing off a silly dance or reciting the 
alphabet at full volume. While they're oohing and 
aahing, you can quietly slip away to refresh your 
drink. 

7. Flatter and Distract: Compliment cousin Mary's 
overly salty casserole like it's the best thing you've 
ever tasted or ask your fashionista niece about her 
new shoes. People love talking about themselves – a 
few kind words can steer the spotlight off you and 
onto something else. Meanwhile, you sit back and 
enjoy the show. 

8. Have an Exit Strategy: Blame it on your 
"medication schedule" or an "early bedtime," but 
have a polite excuse ready to gracefully exit when 
you've had enough family bonding. No one argues 
with doctor’s orders or the need for beauty sleep – 
especially when you've been beauty-resting since 
1975. 

9. Embrace the Chaos: Accept that at least one drink 
will spill, two people will start arguing about 
something that happened in 1984, and the toddler 
will take off his pants in the middle of the living 
room. It's not a real reunion until something absurd 
happens. When it does, just laugh – these are the 
moments that become family legends. 

10. Remember the Purpose: Amid the noise and 
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nonsense, take a moment to look around at your 
gathered family. All these crazy, lovable people exist 
because two folks fell in love (and maybe went a 
little nuts) a long time ago. Surviving a family 
reunion is easier when you remember it's really about 
love and connection – wrapped in a hilarious, messy 
package. 

Top 5 Senior Superpowers 
1. Selective Hearing: Consider this the power to tune 

in to what truly matters – and tune out the rest. 
Whether it's ignoring a spouse's request to take out 
the trash or choosing not to hear the door-to-door 
salesperson, your ears now have a highly refined 
filter. Use this power wisely – or mischievously, if 
you must. We won't judge. 

2. Nap-Anywhere Ability: Move over, superheroes – 
we can fall asleep anywhere, anytime. Couch? 
Porch swing? In the middle of a boring lecture? No 
problem. This superpower comes in especially handy 
when you want to avoid doing something – you can't 
be expected to mow the lawn if you're suddenly 
dozing in your chair, right? 

3. Senior Discount Radar: Like a sixth sense, you can 
sniff out a 10% off deal from across town. Early bird 
special at the diner? You were there at 4:59. Half-
price Wednesdays at the movie theater? Already got 
the tickets. It's not just a bargain, it's a victory. Saving 
money is practically your caped-crusader calling. 

4. Time Travel Storytelling: With a mere sentence, 
you can transport listeners back to a time when 
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telephones had cords and kids played outside 
unsupervised. "Back in my day" is your magical 
phrase. Sure, the grandkids might roll their eyes 
when you start reminiscing, but for a few minutes, 
you've got a captive audience journeying to 1965. 
That's real power. 

5. Fearless Honesty: Ever notice how a superhero 
never minces words? Neither do you. At 70-plus, 
you’ve unlocked the ultimate superpower – saying 
what you truly think. Whether it’s giving frank 
fashion advice ("That haircut looks like a 
lawnmower attack, dear") or calling out nonsense 
when you see it, your filter is practically non-
existent. And the best part? You’ve earned the 
respect – and sometimes mild fear – of those around 
you for it. 

You Know You’re Over 70 When... 
1. You spend 15 minutes looking for your glasses... and 

then find them perched on your head. 
2. The cashier gives you the senior discount without 

even asking for ID – and you're not sure whether to 
be proud or slightly offended. 

3. You have a favorite recliner, and heaven help the 
poor soul who tries to sit in it when you’re around. 

4. You start telling a story at dinner and your 
grandchildren finish it for you – they've heard that 
one enough time to earn a storyteller badge. 

5. 9:00 p.m. feels like the middle of the night, and if the 
phone rings after that, your first thought is, "Who on 
earth is calling at this ungodly hour?!" 
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6. Organizing your weekly pillbox feels oddly 
satisfying – it's like completing a tiny jigsaw puzzle 
where the prize is not forgetting your cholesterol 
meds. 

7. Your back goes out more often than you do. (Yoga 
and gentle stretching aren’t just for hippies anymore 
– they’re for survival!) 

8. Your favorite tunes have conveniently migrated to 
the "oldies" radio station, and you catch yourself 
saying, "Now this is real music." 

9. Dinner at 5:00 p.m.? Don't mind if you do – beat the 
rush and be back home in comfy pajamas by 7. It's 
not an early bird special, it's just efficient dining. 

10. You’ve started at least one sentence this week with 
"Back in my day..." – and you absolutely loved being 
able to share that bit of history, even if the kids did 
smirk. 

Thanks for Laughing With Me 
Thank you, dear reader, for coming along on this joy-filled 
jaunt through the ups and downs of getting older. Your 
willingness to laugh with me—at the silly, the sentimental, 
and sometimes the downright absurd—has been the greatest 
gift. 
 

As we close this chapter, I hope you carry with you 
the reminder that no matter what age life finds us, a good 
laugh and a good friend (or book) can make everything a 
little brighter. 

 
Thanks for laughing with me. And never forget to 

keep still laughing through it all. 
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Now comfortably over 65 (and still not entirely sure 

how that happened), Marc Seffelaar has spent a lifetime 
collecting stories, some hilarious, some humbling, and most 
somewhere in between. With a sharp eye for life’s 
absurdities and a heart full of appreciation for every wrinkle, 
creaky joint, and forgotten password, he’s turned aging into 
an art form—and a comedy routine. 
 

A parent, grandparent, and unofficial tech support for 
half the family, Marc has a special talent for getting locked 
out of accounts, accidentally starting Zoom calls, and 
laughing at it all. He firmly believes that humor is the best 
medicine (though he’s also on three real ones, just in case), 
and that a good laugh shared with someone else is the best 
way to stay young at heart. 

 
Still Laughing is his love letter to everyone who’s 

ever wondered why the microwave needs Wi-Fi, or how 
their phone ended up in the freezer. If you've ever looked for 
your glasses while wearing them or waved at someone who 
turned out to be a mannequin—welcome. You’re among 
friends. 
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