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	A Word

	 

	Old is not an obscenity. Old is not a slur.

	Old is a magnificent tree that

	has stood for two hundred years

	and doesn’t care what anyone thinks

	of its bent branches and its weathered bark.

	Old does not deny its age or

	claim to be what it is not.

	Old is beautiful, sublime, honorable and wise.

	
 

	 

	Introduction

	 

	It’s been three years since I first published this thin collection of columns, and several more since I started writing  them. ‘The Big Six-Oh’ is now ‘The Big Six-Seven,’ which tells you how long I’ve been penning these—if penning is even a thing these days. I’ve been using a keyboard myself for thirty years, and a typewriter before that. (If you’re not sure what a typewriter is, a quick online search can answer that, complete with archival photographs.) I’m older now, not much wiser, a little bit thinner, and still possessed of a skewed way of looking at it all. I hope you’ll enjoy these columns, each with a short new introduction. I believe a sense of humor is essential to survival, and I’m still here. It merits further study … Mark

	 

	LIFE DOES ITS BEST TO AMUSE us, and it’s up to us to have a sense of humor about it all. What’s not funny about waking up one morning and being unable to extend your arm? The one with a dominant hand at the end of it. The one you use to do pretty much everything, including writing an introduction to a book about how ridiculous life can be. If that doesn’t have you in stitches, wait till the MRI results and the surgery you’re convinced you’ll need in two weeks if you expect to ever use your limb again. No one has told you you’re headed to see a surgeon, you just know it. The way you know anything without evidence: because your mind tells you it must be so. That’s where I found myself recently, so I thought I’d better get moving and gather these columns into a book before I’m blind in one eye, confused more often than not, and limited to the use of one arm and one leg—dealer’s choice. It’s all projection of the worst kind. None of it has been verified by a doctor or physical therapist, and in all likelihood it’s more my imagination than any grave prognosis, although the part about my arm is true. I just haven’t had the second MRI yet, or talked treatment options with the orthopedist.

	Hopefully this gives you some idea of the tone of this book. At 63, I’ve realized my options are often to either laugh or cry, and I’ve always preferred laughing. It’s a sense of humor that helped me survive all these years—that and a burning curiosity. If I’d died, at someone else’s hand or my own, I would never have known what tomorrow brought, or next month or next year. It’s been my intense desire to see what happens in the movie of my life that explains my continued presence in it. Where’s the fun in walking out halfway through? Spoiler alert: we’re all going to die! So why not enjoy the show from the opening credits to the last? I have yet to wish I’d gone to see something else, or lived some other life, or not had the starring role in my own.

	One Thing or Another is a column I started several years ago for my own enjoyment and to amuse the handful of email subscribers who open my newsletter (humility is a virtue for the most part). I always planned on collecting them into a book when I had enough of them, and here we are.

	I hope you’ll find yourself smiling a few times, if not laughing out loud. And I certainly hope you’ll recognize many of your own experiences in mine. We really do have more in common than not, and an aging body is, with some notable exceptions, the same for us all. Blood is red, bones are white, wrinkles are wrinkles. 

	Life is full of ups, downs, and sideways. We fall. We get up. We laugh. We cry.

	It’s always ... One Thing or Another.

	 

	Mark McNease

	 

	 

	 

	
 

	 

	1.

	 

	Cooler Heads (Hello September)

	 

	September arrives once again. I wasn’t a summer person when I first wrote this, and at this point in my life I never will be. I prefer the option of putting a sweater on to taking another piece of clothing off—there’s only so much of that to remove. The cool air of a fast-approaching autumn feels good on my skin and on my mind. Waking up with the windows open and a comfortable breeze blowing in is like opening my eyes to a new and exciting day. And so it shall always remain. 

	 

	I’M NOT A SUMMER PERSON, and when my time comes to buckle up and speed away from this crazy planet on whatever form of transportation the afterlife provides, I will depart having never liked the hot season. I tell myself it’s my Viking blood, although I can’t claim to have any. Ancestry holds no interest for me whatsoever—and I’m adopted, so whose ancestors would I research anyway? 

	I’m not alone in my preference for seasons. Most people have their favorites, and at least one they put up with because they have no choice. For me it’s when we’re closest to the sun and farthest from a parka. When June arrives in earnest I know the humidity can’t be far behind, and with it the heat that amplifies its discomfort. If you’ve ever wondered what meteorologists mean when they offer the ‘feels like’ temperature, it’s the moisture, the dew point, that awful stickiness only a powerful air conditioner can neutralize, and only when you stay inside. Walk out the door on a hot, humid summer day, and that refreshing coolness is forgotten in an instant. Ovens are dryer, and at least you can make dinner with them. Speaking of ovens ... don’t. When summer is blazing, my rule at home is no cooking that requires heat of any kind. It’s possibly the best thing about those record-setting hot temperature days. 

	I’m not a beach person, either. I go because my husband enjoys it, and a walk on a nice boardwalk is some consolation when you can fry an egg on the sand. It’s also usually cooler at the beach. Provided I’m tucked under the shade of a large umbrella, I can get through it. Always with a sunburn the next day. Always feeling fried.

	Our garden also offsets the unpleasant aspects of summer. I was a big city dweller for many years. Creating and sustaining a sizable vegetable garden is one of the things I consider an accomplishment since we adopted the country life. 

	The good things about summer for me are the things that lessen its severity: swimming pools, powerful air conditions, closed car windows with icy air blowing in my face, and the extra light from long summer days. But there are reasons I welcome the cooler weather, and somewhere around mid-September I begin to trust that the worst of the heat is gone. Soon the scarecrows will be out. The leaves will fall in ever-greater numbers, treating us to a display of colors unique to parts of the country where seasonal change is this distinct. I’ll bring out the sweaters and sweat shirts, and eventually the long johns. And I’ll dream of it getting warm again so I can stop shivering in the cold. But for now, as summer politely steps aside for fall, I’m enjoying my favorite time of year.
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