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To every man who ever sneezed and threw out his back,
 to every woman who had to witness it,
 and to every grandkid who shouted about it in public.


This one’s for you.


And to my dad — proof that male aging is both horrifying and hilarious. Thanks for the material.










  
  
Introduction




There’s a moment in every man’s life when he realizes his body is no longer a temple. It’s not even a house. It’s not even a shed you’d store rusty lawnmowers in. It’s a collapsing shed behind a Walmart—the kind teenagers break into to smoke menthols, spray-paint genitalia on the walls, and maybe lose their virginity on a pile of old tires. The wood is rotting, the roof leaks, and there’s a family of raccoons living in what used to be the pantry. That’s your body now. Congratulations. 

Everything hurts. And you’re dying. Slowly. Pathetically. With all the dignity of a flatulent balloon trying to float out of a car wash, only to get stuck in the brushes and deflate with a sad squeak.

And let’s be honest: nobody warned us what happens when men age. Nobody sat us down in our twenties and said, “Hey, just so you know, in about twenty years your knees will sound like microwave popcorn, your stomach will inflate and deflate like a bad soufflé, and your testicles will hang so low you’ll need a lifeguard chair to keep an eye on them.”

When you’re young, you think getting older means becoming wise. Respected. Distinguished. You imagine yourself with gray at the temples, sipping whiskey by the fire, telling stories your grandchildren actually want to hear. You expect gravitas, like Morgan Freeman narrating his own life.

But nope. The reality? Aging is about waking up to new sounds your body makes—creaks, cracks, snaps, and pops that sound like you’re stepping on a floor made entirely of Rice Krispies. It’s about growing suspicious moles in places you can’t reach with a mirror, hoping they’re nothing but too afraid to Google “skin cancer” at 2 a.m. It’s about digestive pyrotechnics—fireworks that go off inside your colon after you dared to eat cheese on a Tuesday. And it’s about staring in the mirror, pulling at your skin like silly putty, wondering if that lump on your shoulder is new or just the same lump you’ve been ignoring since 2019.

And the worst part? Nobody talks about it. Women have menopause books, podcasts, entire sections at Barnes & Noble. Men? Nothing. No one prepares you for the day your bladder suddenly decides it’s only got a 90-second warning system, or that your ear hair will grow faster than your career. You’re left to discover it all on your own, like some tragic explorer charting new territories of decay.

One day, you’re in your twenties, full of hope, eating tacos at 2 a.m. and waking up without consequences. The next, you’re in your forties, and one slice of pizza at the wrong hour has you moaning like you’ve been stabbed. You sneeze and tear your hamstring. You try to get out of a recliner and pull a back muscle so bad you consider making the recliner your permanent address.

This is the truth nobody told you: aging isn’t dignified. It isn’t graceful. It’s a comedy show written by a sadistic screenwriter with a love for slapstick. And you’re the star.

The Free Pass That Isn’t

I am Michelle Ward. I am the author of The Cheap Therapy  Series of books. And I also have a father. Which means I have witnessed, firsthand, the absurdity of male aging. I grew up with a front-row seat to the show: the groans, the farts, the mysterious groin adjustments, the muttered curses about knees, backs, and “this damn chair.” It’s a tragicomedy that men perform daily without even realizing they’re the stars.

Here’s the thing: women get entire bookshops dedicated to what happens to their bodies. Whole aisles. Whole genres. Menopause. Hormones. Mood swings. Vaginal dryness, for God’s sake. Every woman over forty has heard the phrase “the change” so often it might as well be a Marvel movie. Menopause: Endgame. There are books, podcasts, TED Talks, Oprah specials, herbal teas, and support groups.

But men? Nothing. Absolute silence. The closest thing men get is a sad men’s health magazine at the dentist’s office with some jacked twenty-five-year-old on the cover holding a kettlebell, shouting “Get Ripped at 50!” as if testosterone is just sitting around waiting to be reactivated like Wi-Fi. Meanwhile, actual men over fifty are sitting in their recliners, wondering if they can stand up without making a noise that sounds like a walrus in labor.

Men get told to “man up” while quietly panicking about why their nipples suddenly point south, why their hair is sprouting out of their ears like potted plants nobody ordered, and why their bladder has decided that 3 a.m. is prime time for a piss break. Women wake up with hot flashes; men wake up with a prostate alarm clock.

And that “free pass” men seem to get? The one where nobody talks about their decline? It’s a scam. Because behind closed doors, when they’re alone with their bodies, they’re thinking the same thing women do: What the hell is happening to me?

Why does my back sound like bubble wrap every time I sit down? Why does my nose hair grow faster than my ambition? Why does my metabolism move slower than dial-up internet? Why do I fart every time I sneeze, cough, climb stairs, or slightly adjust my posture in public? Why does every doctor’s appointment end with the phrase “at your age…” which is medical code for “you’re doomed, but we’ll smile while we say it”?

This book is the missing manual. The unspoken handbook. The comedy show no one else is brave (or stupid) enough to write. It’s the truth serum. The laughter prescription. The “you’re not alone” survival guide for every man who’s ever stood in front of the mirror, lifted his shirt, poked at his stomach, and thought, Well, I guess this is me now.

Because yes, every man you know is falling apart too. Your friends. Your boss. Your neighbor. Even that guy at the gym who seems indestructible—he’s probably icing his groin every night and crying in the shower. The absurdity of male aging is universal. The sagging, the popping, the leaking, the random pains that show up for no reason—it’s all part of the ride.

And if you can’t stop it (spoiler: you can’t), you might as well laugh at it.

The Dad Sneeze That Shakes the House

Let’s talk sneezes.

When you’re young, sneezing is a minor inconvenience. A quick puff of air, maybe a polite “bless you,” and then you’re back to living your life. At twenty, you can sneeze while driving, carrying groceries, or mid-make-out without consequences. It’s just a sneeze. A tiny body hiccup. Nothing to report.

By middle age, sneezing is no longer a reflex—it’s a full-body event that requires preparation, execution, and recovery time. You feel one coming on and immediately start bracing like you’re about to eject from a fighter jet. You grip the armrest, bend your knees, whisper a little prayer. Because you know this isn’t just a sneeze. This is the sneeze.

Middle-aged sneezes are violent. They’re tectonic. They register on the Richter scale. You don’t just sneeze—you rearrange furniture, scare the dog, and set off the neighbor’s car alarm three houses down. Somewhere, a seismologist takes note.

And every sneeze carries the risk of collateral damage. Back spasm? Check. Hamstring pull? Absolutely. Pee leak? Odds are good. Herniated disc? Don’t laugh—it happens. One guy I know swears he herniated a disc just from sneezing at a salad bar. That’s not a sneeze, that’s biological terrorism. People in hazmat suits should’ve been involved.

Then there’s the mystery of the double sneeze. You think you’re done, start to relax, and then—BAM! The encore hits. You go down like you’ve been shot. Family members rush in like a SWAT team: “Are you okay?” No, Brenda. I just aged five years in the span of six seconds.

And let’s not forget the dreaded “sneeze-fart combo.” A phenomenon unique to men over forty, where your body decides to multitask. You sneeze, and at the same time, your lower half lets out a trumpet blast so loud it could be used to start a horse race. If you’re in public, congratulations: you’ve just performed a one-man band routine nobody asked for.

Sneezing in your twenties: polite. Sneezing in your forties and beyond: a medical emergency followed by an insurance claim.

How Socks Became Impossible

Another thing nobody warns you about: socks.

At twenty, socks are nothing. You yank them on in half a second, no thought, no struggle. You could do it one-handed while brushing your teeth, texting, and planning your night out. Easy.

By forty-plus, socks become the Mount Everest of clothing. Putting them on is no longer a daily task—it’s an Olympic event that requires grunts, deep breaths, and stretches you haven’t attempted since PE class in 1993. You don’t put on socks anymore. You do battle with them.

You sit down, bend over, and suddenly your stomach is cutting off oxygen to your lungs like a weighted blanket of shame. Your hamstrings scream. Your back feels like it’s been tasered. You wrestle the sock over your heel like it’s a boa constrictor fighting for its life. When it’s finally on, you don’t feel relief—you feel trauma. You need a nap, a heat pack, and possibly a priest. Congratulations, you’ve just survived Sock Pilates.

And heaven forbid you try to put them on standing up. That’s a one-way ticket to falling face-first into the laundry basket, which is officially the least sexy way to die. Imagine the obituary: “Found by family, pantsless, head in a basket of unmatched socks.” That’s not how heroes are remembered.

Some men resort to strategy. They throw the sock on the floor and try to catch it with their foot, like some sad carnival game. Or they sit on the edge of the bed, cross one leg over the other, and attempt to slip the sock on while their hip joint whispers, “Oh no you don’t.” There’s no graceful way. Socks have won.

This is why middle-aged men walk around in sandals, slides, or just barefoot like feral creatures. It’s not a fashion choice. It’s survival. They’re not lazy—they’re traumatized veterans of the sock wars.

Gym Disasters and the Death of the Push-Up

Remember when exercise made you feel alive? Endorphins, sweat, that feeling of accomplishment? Yeah, that’s gone. Now it just makes you feel like you’re one squat away from writing your own eulogy. Exercise isn’t invigorating anymore. It’s a hostile negotiation between your brain, your joints, and gravity.

Push-ups? Forget it. After two, you’re face-down on the carpet, wheezing like a retired walrus, wondering if life alert covers “fitness emergencies.” Sit-ups? Your lower back files a formal grievance with HR, complete with medical evidence and a request for permanent remote work. Jogging? Every step feels like two skeletons fighting inside a metal trash can, and you’re the trash can.

And the gym itself—oh God, the gym. It’s a humiliation arena. You’re surrounded by twenty-somethings lifting weights the size of small cars while documenting their perfect form on TikTok. Meanwhile, you’re over in the corner Googling “how much ibuprofen is too much ibuprofen” and trying not to cry into your protein shake.

The personal trainer comes over, all abs and encouragement, and suggests “modifications.” Which is code for “please stop before you die on my shift, old man.” They hand you a pink two-pound dumbbell and cheer you on like you’re a Make-A-Wish kid. Nothing restores male pride like being told to just do it on your knees.

And don’t even try the treadmill. That machine was designed by Satan. You think you’re doing fine until you look down, realize you’ve been running for exactly forty-seven seconds, and already want to puke. If you push too hard, you don’t just fall—you go airborne. Suddenly you’re a viral YouTube video titled “Middle-Aged Man Meets Gravity.”

Group classes? Even worse. Yoga? Your hamstrings snap like rubber bands while everyone else breathes peacefully. Spin class? You can’t feel your ass for three days. Zumba? You herniate something just trying to figure out where your hips are supposed to go.

At some point, exercise stops being about “fitness” and becomes about survival. You’re not training for summer. You’re training for the next time you have to carry groceries up the stairs without calling paramedics.



Doctor Visits: The New Carnival Ride

The older you get, the more your life becomes a parade of medical appointments. At first, it’s just your GP once a year, quick in-and-out, maybe a blood test if you’re unlucky. But somewhere around middle age, it snowballs. Suddenly you’re collecting specialists like Pokémon. Cardiologist. Urologist. Gastroenterologist. Dermatologist. Proctologist. Every “-ologist” wants a piece of you. You’re not even a man anymore—you’re a walking medical buffet.

And the tests. Oh God, the tests. Every year brings a new way for a stranger in scrubs to humiliate you. They draw blood, scan your organs, listen to your heart, and then tell you, with a straight face, that you “really need to exercise more.” Thank you, Doctor Obvious. I just paid you three hundred bucks for advice I could’ve gotten from a Fitbit.

But that’s just the warm-up.

The older you get, the more invasive it becomes. At some point, your annual check-up stops being a conversation and starts being a medieval dungeon tour. Bend over here. Drop your pants there. Hold still while I shove this camera into a place God never intended a camera to go. You’re lying on a table in a flimsy paper gown, ass in the air, while someone half your age is elbow-deep in your dignity.

And the worst part? They act like it’s normal. Like you should just relax. “You might feel a little pressure,” they say, right before they attempt to discover the lost city of Atlantis through your colon. A little pressure? Buddy, I’m seeing dead relatives right now.

Every exam room comes with a special brand of humiliation. Blood pressure cuff? Sure, just let me roll up my sleeve and reveal the arm flab that waves independently of my body. The scale? Oh, the scale. Nothing like standing barefoot on a device that judges you harder than your mother-in-law. And don’t even get me started on the little paper shorts for ultrasounds. No man has ever looked dignified in disposable drawstring pants.

Then there’s the “routine” prostate exam. Routine for who? Certainly not for me. Somewhere out there, a medical student is practicing on an orange, and I’m the final exam.

And after all this poking, prodding, and probing, the doctor leans back, types a few notes, and delivers the inevitable: “Well, you’re not twenty anymore.” No shit, Sherlock. I didn’t need a medical degree to figure that out—I figured it out when I pulled a groin muscle putting on socks.

You walk out of the clinic, wallet lighter, dignity bruised, and still no closer to immortality. What did you really learn? That your cholesterol’s high, your back’s a mess, your prostate’s moody, and, oh yeah, you should exercise more. Always with the exercise.

In other words: you just paid hundreds of dollars for a man in a white coat to confirm what you already knew—you’re falling apart like a bargain-bin lawn chair.

Flatulence: The Theme Song of Aging Men

At a certain point, farts stop being funny and start being part of your identity. You don’t control them anymore—they’re just… there. They’re not scheduled. They’re not polite. They just appear, like unwanted pop-up ads in the middle of your day.

You shift in your seat and it’s like a trumpet solo in B-flat. You bend over to tie your shoes and a note sneaks out like background music. You cough, and the brass section joins in. Sometimes you sneeze and it’s like your ass is playing percussion in the school marching band.

It’s not just you—it’s all men. Every barbecue, every poker night, every golf trip is really just a symphony of gas. Nobody even apologizes anymore. They just nod, accept it, and keep talking about cholesterol. You can track the timeline of male friendship not by years, but by when everyone collectively stops saying “excuse me.”

Your colon becomes your theme song. And the chorus is always, “Was that me?” Spoiler: yes, it was.

And then there’s the new category of fart: the “sneaky betrayer.” You think you’re safe. You’re standing in line at the grocery store, minding your business, and suddenly your body releases a whisper so quiet you’re sure nobody heard—until the toddler in the cart turns around and shouts, “Ewwww!” Congratulations, you’re the entertainment in aisle five.

Worse yet, some farts carry intent. They’re not just noises—they’re threats. They arrive with heat, with mystery, with the possibility that maybe, just maybe, you’re going to need new underwear. Middle-aged men know the terror of the “gamble fart.” Roll the dice, take your chances. Sometimes you win. Sometimes you lose and suddenly you’re speed-walking home like you’re in an Olympic event.

And God help you if you’re in bed. The older you get, the more your ass turns into a sleep machine. Every night sounds like someone slowly deflating a bouncy castle. Your partner pretends to sleep, but you both know you’re sharing a room with a whoopee cushion possessed by demons.

Flatulence becomes the soundtrack of your existence. Work, home, car rides, sex (yes, even then). You can fight it, but you’ll lose. Eventually, you stop caring. You accept that you’re basically a woodwind instrument now, and life is one long rehearsal for a concert nobody asked for.

Sag, Drag, and the Ball Drop

We cannot, in good faith, write a book about aging men without discussing testicles. Sorry, fellas. You thought they’d be private forever? Nope. We’re airing this laundry—literally, because by this stage, they hang so low you could fold them into the spin cycle.

When you’re young, your balls are high and tight, optimistic little companions ready for action. They’re like two eager Boy Scouts, saluting the flag and saying, “We’re here, we’re ready, let’s do this.”

By middle age, gravity has turned them into weary travelers hitchhiking south. They sag lower every year, dragging behind you like carry-on luggage. By your fifties, they’re practically auditioning for a role in Cirque du Soleil.

One day you sit down on the toilet and there’s a splash. You panic. You hope it’s a fluke. But no. Welcome to the era of scrotal hydroplaning. That’s not toilet water—that’s your dignity drowning. The worst part? You start adjusting how you sit down just to avoid a dunking. You used to lower yourself like a man. Now you hover like a nervous trapeze artist, whispering, “Please, not today.”

And that’s just one half of the nightmare. The other is your plumbing. What used to be a confident, steady firehose is now a sputtering garden sprinkler with unpredictable pauses. Sometimes it starts strong, then suddenly dies halfway like your bladder got distracted. Sometimes it sprays off at a weird angle and hits the wall, like a drunk uncle at a barbecue who’s “got it under control.” Sometimes it takes so long to get going that you start checking your phone to see if you’ll live long enough to finish.

Bathroom breaks become a carnival game. Will it start? Will it stop? Will there be splash damage? Step right up and place your bets.

And heaven help you if you’re at a public urinal. Nothing kills confidence faster than standing next to a twenty-something with water pressure that could cut through sheet metal while you’re dribbling like a sad garden hose on its last summer. You zip up, wash your hands, and mutter, “Still counts.”

This is the unspoken truth of male aging. It’s hilarious. Terrifying. Humiliating. But mostly hilarious. Because at some point, you stop pretending it’s going to get better. You stop Googling “prostate miracle cures” and start laughing at the absurdity of carrying around body parts that double as both trip hazards and toilet accessories.

Welcome to the Ball Drop. Gravity always wins.

If You Don’t Laugh… Well???

Here’s the thing: if you don’t laugh at this, what’s the alternative? Cry? Rage? Buy a Porsche you can’t fit into? Start wearing leather bracelets and pretending you’re into CrossFit when the heaviest thing you’ve lifted all week is a Costco rotisserie chicken?

Men are masters at denial. They limp into work, hunched over, groaning with every step, and insist, “Nah, it’s nothing, just tweaked it at the gym.” No, Steve. You sneezed while pouring cereal. That’s not CrossFit, that’s being over forty. There’s no medal for surviving breakfast.

This book is here to say: stop pretending. Stop suffering in silence. Admit that your nuts are in the toilet, your hairline is playing hide-and-seek, and your colon has the temperament of a moody teenager who slams the door and blasts emo music every time you try to eat cheese. Just admit it. Call it what it is. And then laugh about it. Because if you don’t? Well??? You’ll lose your damn mind.

You’ll spiral into late-night Googling of supplements with names like “Mega Man Strength 9000,” which are just crushed-up dandelions in a jar being sold for $59.95 by a guy named Chad in Nevada. You’ll join weird Facebook groups about “male vitality” run by shirtless boomers in cowboy hats. You’ll convince yourself that taping magnets to your nipples will realign your testosterone.

Don’t do that. Don’t be Chad.

No. Laugh instead. Laugh because it’s all ridiculous. Laugh because we’re all in the same sinking ship—listing to the side, smelling faintly of Bengay, and running entirely on Tums and black coffee. Laugh because there’s something liberating about admitting that your best days are behind you, but at least now you have better stories.

Laugh because everything hurts, you’re dying, and isn’t it kind of freeing to say it out loud? Isn’t it better to be honest? Isn’t it better to shrug, grab the ibuprofen, and chuckle your way through the absurdity of existing in a body that is slowly betraying you in the funniest ways possible?

Because here’s the truth: you can fight it all you want, but gravity always wins. Time always wins. And your balls… well, they definitely always win.

So welcome to Everything Hurts and I’m Dying. Consider this your survival guide, your confessional booth, your comedy special, and your last line of defense against despair. Read it. Share it. Laugh at it. Because if we can’t laugh at the ridiculous decline of the male body… then what the hell is the point?












