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INTRODUCTION


It’s official now: I’ve reached old age.


How do I know?


Not long ago, I filled out a customer satisfaction survey. They always include a section – AGE GROUP. I checked the last box. You know, the one that starts with some unreal number and ends… well, where does it even end? With a + sign!


There it is, in black and white (or white on black, depending on your device settings).


Now I’m officially in the "last box."


And yes, I know aging is a natural part of life, not some rare diagnosis that only a few grandmothers in the neighborhood have. But still, it feels strangely unreal.


How quickly life slips by. One moment, you’re rushing around like crazy, driven by work, family, and responsibilities, and the next, you realize that the person staring back at you in the mirror looks wrinkled and gray—and maybe even a bit wiser.


They say wisdom comes with age (though I would’ve gladly accepted it in my twenties). Now it arrives with all sorts of "small" bonus features, like knee pain and reading glasses that always seem to be on a table in another room.


This whole aging thing feels like some sort of dream.


Maybe the very fact that it all feels so unreal is a sign that we’re living amidst something vast and mysterious. We are part of something we don’t fully understand. That faint sense of something beyond might just be an invitation to trust deeply in something permanent and great, and that even when everything feels strange, it’s still okay.


Whatever the case, here I am, in the last box. And surprisingly, I find it also feels liberating as well.
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THE AUTUMN OF LIFE


THE DAYS GROW SHORTER, WISDOM GROWS DEEPER


Aging! We all think about it sometimes, and even when we don't, we’re still experiencing it.


It may feel as though we’re sinking into the dullest phase of our lives. But what if it’s like a great series that only gets better with each episode?


Life is like creating a beautiful work of art. In the beginning, the brush may move hastily, and the colors may smudge. Over time, and with experience, the painting gains depth and clarity.


In the morning, when we wake up and every joint creaks like a popcorn kettle, it can only mean one thing: we’re popping popcorn to enjoy the best episode of the series of life.


It’s like autumn—the leaves fall, and the air grows cooler. Suddenly, we find ourselves appreciating woolen socks and tea more than disco lights and neon-colored cocktails. By the way, it’s much cheaper and requires less effort too.


In the autumn of life, everything quiets and matures. Now it’s harvest time! It’s time to gather the fruits of life into our basket and admire how they’ve ripened. All those experiences, mistakes, and successes—how differently we begin to value them. And best of all, they’re truly ours—not the neighbor’s apples we might envy.


Life isn’t a competition where the person with the most at the moment of death wins.


When you learn to enjoy the little things, like silence and moments spent with yourself, you begin to realize that the "winner" wasn’t the one who achieved the most, but the one who truly lived before the final whistle.


In the end, less is more. All the extras are just unnecessary weight. Those who understand this before the journey ends, discover that it was always about how many moments they consciously lived, not how many things they managed to accomplish.


And the best part? When you realize there’s no need to worry about what the future holds, you might be surprised by how many “here and now” moments each day contains. Life begins to resemble a slow-motion movie, and suddenly all the little things—a sunset, the rustling wind in the trees, those strange moments when you open the fridge but can’t remember why—start to feel like exactly what life is meant to be.


Life is already perfect, but we often stare at it like an unfinished painting, waiting for something more. Why wait for spring when autumn is already in full splendor? The truth is, we don’t need to strive for more. Less is more—and what we have is enough.


Less is more—and, in the end, only a few things truly matter.


This moment contains everything we need.


We can truly live right now.
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