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PRAISE FOR  MARRYING GEORGE CLOONEY


“This book, this perfect gem, makes me want to stay in a midlife crisis forever. It’s that good! Funny. Delicious. Poignant. Someday I hope to describe a relationship like that—but in the meantime, this book is staying next to me on the night table.”

—CARLA SINGER, TELEVISION AND MOVIE PRODUCER


 


“Amy Ferris is the menopausal David Sedaris.”

—SEAN STRUB, EDITOR AND FOUNDER OF POZ MAGAZINE



 


“I knew that Amy Ferris was a brilliant satirist, but in this marvel of a book she guides us into deeper and deeper considerations of everything that matters: mothers, partners, friendships, work—and the body’s many betrayals. I laughed, but was also moved to tears. Every line was a revelation—read it and your thoughts about your own life will be forever changed.”

—CAROL JENKINS, PRESIDENT, THE WOMEN’S MEDIA CENTER


 


“Prepare to laugh, cry, and not be able to put  Marrying George Clooney down till you’ve read every delicious page. Breathes there a woman of a certain age who can’t relate, especially at 3:00 am.”

—GLORIA FELDT, CO-AUTHOR WITH KATHLEEN TURNER
OF THE BEST-SELLER, SEND YOURSELF ROSES;
BLOGGER AT GLORIAFELDT.COM




 


“I absolutely love this book! Amy tells it like it is, she opens her heart and shares her feelings with no hidden agenda. It is very refreshing. She made me really laugh, and she made me reflect on my own experiences with menopause. I could not put the book down, and I did not want the book to end.”

—DR. SILVIA JIMENEZ KRAUSE, SURGEON, COLUMNIST,
WOMEN’S HEALTH ADVOCATE


 


“Amy Ferris is the most original voice of memory to come along in the last decade.”

—CAROLYN HOWARD-JOHNSON,
MULTI AWARD-WINNING NOVELIST AND POET


 



“Marrying George Clooney takes you for a ride into the wacky, wonderful, marvelously moving mind of a modern menopausal woman. It’s a no holes barred exploration of what makes ALL of us tick . . . men and women! I applaud Ferris’s tenacity, humor, and courage. Raging hormones will never be the same!”

—KRISTI ZEA, DIRECTOR, EVERYBODY KNOWS ELIZABETH
 MURRAY; PRODUCTION DESIGNER, REVOLUTIONARY ROAD,
 THE DEPARTED, GOODFELLAS, AND SILENCE OF THE LAMBS




 


“The profundity sneaks up on you in Amy Ferris’s irresistible little memoir. One second you’re laughing your ass off, because Amy is bitching about her husband’s Cialis-fueled sex drive, and the next you’re crying because she’s curled up on a hospital bed with her dying mother. Ultimately, Marrying George Clooney is so surprisingly radical, because it’s so frickin’ real. You can’t help but see yourself in Amy’s wanderings and wonderings, and even forgive yourself a little in the process.”

—COURTNEY E. MARTIN, AUTHOR OF
 PERFECT GIRLS, STARVING DAUGHTERS



 


“Reading Amy Ferris is about laughing out loud, essential reading for peri to post menopausal women and for those who love them. Amy makes you want to tag her online to share your Mommy & Me dementia stories.”

—JULIE DASH, FILM DIRECTOR DAUGHTERS OF THE DUST,
FUNNY VALENTINES, AND THE ROSA PARKS STORY
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“All you need is a dollar and a dream.”

—New York State Lottery Slogan

 




(And I would add one and/or two, or three,  
great women who believe in you.)






This book is dedicated to:  
JANE DYSTEL 
MIRIAM GODERICH  
and  
KRISTA LYONS






PREFACE

These are my musings.

My journey.

My personal feelings and my experiences.

The view from my window.

 



MY LIFE.

 



My husband has graciously allowed me to share the view—our view. Some friends have graciously asked that I not name them specifically, so I don’t. Others were fine and loved being named, and quite a few names have been changed. But in most incidences, names are not mentioned.

 



And in life, there are often many, many different points of view. I mean, really—how many folks look at the exact same painting or hear a piece of music and see or hear something completely different?

 



I encourage any and all to find a view, from their window, and to please write it all down, share your story, speak your truth.

 



These are my musings from (almost exclusively) the middle of the night.






MIDLIFE


I think it’s safe to say that it usually starts somewhere around forty, forty-five. I AM FIFTY-FOUR. I doubt highly that I will live to a hundred and eight. You never know, though. Someone, somewhere can come up with a miracle pill or some sort of reverse-aging serum. But for right now, I’m hopeful I’ll reach eighty-five. Barring my being struck by a bus at a crosswalk, or shot down by a demented stranger as I stand in line at any post office or a peace rally.

 



I am hopeful.

For some women midlife equals the empty nest; their children have all grown or are growing up, no longer needing them. Some are finding themselves single after  years of marriage or partnerships, divorce, death . . . and/ or unexpected separations. Some, like me, are childless and experiencing the pain of watching a parent disappear right before their eyes from dementia or Alzheimer’s. My friend Amy calls this “Mama-pause.” And for some, it’s the trifecta—the kids are grown, the partners are gone, and the parents are slipping away.

 



So here’s to us: the BOLD, AUDACIOUS, STRONG, GORGEOUS, TALENTED, AND POWERFUL WOMEN who are proving that fifty is fabulous and midlife is no longer a final destination but an express subway stop. We are not just reinventing ourselves—we are in fact reinventing the entire fucking wheel . . . and some, like me, doing it in the middle of the night.






INTRODUCTION

MEN. OH. PAUSE. REWIND.


Imagine this scenario if you will: You’re in the Holland or Lincoln Tunnel—all of a sudden, without a warning, all the lights go out, including all the headlights on all the cars. YOU’RE STUCK. There’s no going forward; there’s no going backward. Complete and utter darkness. And you know in your soul that others are going through the exact same thing—but no one, not one person, gets out of their car. Doors are locked. Windows are rolled up. Seat belts are tightened. Everyone just sits, looking straight ahead, waiting, waiting, waiting. For. A. Light. To. Flicker. At. The. End. Of. The. Tunnel.

 



WELCOME TO MENOPAUSE.

Exit 36B on the highway called Life.

 



Perhaps this is a good time for me to rattle off some of the symptoms of my personal menopausal journey. This journey,  by the way, began with one step. While I don’t consider myself “an exercise type o’ gal,” I have been spinning almost nonstop for the past few years. I have been depressed, anxious, forgetful, lost in a fog, angry, and resentful, with an emphasis on angry. I have been filled with tremendous hope and, in the next unexpected moment, filled with the exact amount of despair. I have cried uncontrollably from my gut, and I have laughed from the depths of my soul. I have felt like throwing my life away, as in literally jumping off a bridge. I have witnessed my body grow one full size while sleeping soundly; I have been able to pull and form my new love handles into the same animal-like shapes that I was once able to create out of balloons. I could continue, but I think you get the idea.

 



IN THE MIDST OF THIS FRESH HELL,

I DECIDED TO QUIT SMOKING. I’m not sure if it was an act of courage or just simply self-destructive behavior. After thirty-two years of smoking, I wanted to stop filling my lungs with tar and nicotine, even though, simultaneously, I was looking for that perfect bridge. For whatever reason, the “clean panty theory” played over in my mind. I could actually hear my mother (and I believe all mothers) saying, “Don’t forget to wear clean panties in case you get into an accident. You may need to be rushed to the hospital.” I simply substituted “clean panties” with “clean lungs.” Dare anyone find me with dirty lungs after I took the plunge off a bridge.

 




So, I quit smoking. Much to my husband’s grand delight, not to mention that of my friends and family, I decided to divorce  the one constant that kept me from experiencing my feelings fully. Every time I would feel anxious, sad, depressed, nervous, bitter, resentful, fearful, and hopeless, I would light up—and almost instantaneously, those feelings would dissolve. Well, actually, in truth they didn’t dissolve—they were simply pushed down to the subterranean level of suppression where they had lived and thrived for my entire adult life. Oh, were they in for a treat! They were about to experience sunlight for the first time.

 



So, not only were my hormones doing a ferocious dance, now my suppressed, discarded feelings were vying for attention.

 



THIS IS THE POINT IN THE STORY WHERE I GET TO INTRODUCE MY HUSBAND. Please raise your hand if any of you have turned into the devil doll on a dime. You know what I’m talking about—that moment when your husband (or wife or partner) says or does something trivial, innocuous, a casual throwaway, and without a moment’s hesitation you respond by burning a hole in their heart with your tongue. And it’s all downhill from there. The only word that comes to mind to describe my behavior is vile. The only word to describe my husband’s reaction is stunned, although I have a feeling that a psychiatrist (not even necessarily a good one) would say that Ken was scared to death of my irrational and unpredictable behavior and staying as far away from me as humanly possible.

 



Along with herbs—black cohosh, peony, passionflower, and a dab of progesterone cream twice a day, I decided to go back to weekly acupuncture treatments. Kathleen, my  acupuncturist, said, and I’m quoting, “I feel a deep seismic shift occurring inside of you, Amy.”

 



Uh huh. So in other words, a 10.5 right on the fault line.

 



Most everyone who knows me knows I am a Buddhist, a practicing Buddhist for over thirty-five years. One of the exquisite tenets of Buddhism is embracing and honoring the “whole” of our lives. Not just bits and pieces, not just “the good” or “the nice” but every inch—head to toe. Buddhism also encourages and teaches that one can find—through inner resolve—the enlightened side to anything.

 



FYI: My mother is not a Buddhist.

 



 



Along with weight gain and mental anguish, insomnia is yet another “side dish” accompanying menopause.

So, late one night while unable to sleep and tossing a coin—heads, Ambien; tails, Ambien—it occurred to me that it was time for me to put into practice what I deeply believe: to (A) TRULY EMBRACE AND LOVE EVERY SINGLE PART OF ME—not just the good and kind and generous but the bad and unattractive and mentally unstable, and to (B) FIND THE ENLIGHTENED SIDE. My mother couldn’t deal with my feelings, wanting me to ignore them, suppress them, hide them, but it was my obligation and responsibility to acknowledge and hold dear the privilege of my very own life.

 



Every single woman I know, without exception, has experienced or will experience some deep inner turmoil or  upheaval because of menopause. It is a part of being a woman. Period. I have known women of great equilibrium to wobble horrifically because they were in the process of dealing with this huge change of life. The good news: Most women credit this hell as the single most profound experience that has enabled them to uncover their own greatness. I can definitely embrace that.

 



And here’s the enlightened side: Menopause is just like couture fashion. Some of it is just really ugly.

 



WELCOME TO MY WORLD. . . .






ONE

GOOGLE & AMBIEN


Okay, so I started with one half of a 5mg and have worked myself up to two full 5mg. Which now equals 10mg, and I still refuse to ask my doctor for a prescription for 10mg, because I don’t want him to think that I’m not completely attached to the notion that I can’t even fall asleep without taking this TINY LITTLE FUCKING PINK PILL, which by the way would be white if I were taking a 10mg. Nothing is helping. NOTHING. I wake up. I STARE. I think. I THINK SOME MORE. I go for another half of a 5mg. I’ve become an addicted menopausal woman. My greatest fear is manifesting. Let me tell you what an addicted menopausal woman looks like at 3:00 AM: SHE LOOKS LIKE ROSEMARY’S BABY FROM INSIDE THE WOMB. I roll over; my husband sleeps soundly, snoring. Sound asleep, snoring. Although he tells me that  morning—that morning at a reasonable hour, like, say, 9:00 AM, he tells me that he, too, was up at 3:00 AM, and guess what . . . that is not true. He has not woken up in my house, because I would see him up at 3:00 AM, if in fact he really were up, which by the way he isn’t, because I am up. He likes competing with me about stuff like this. Honey, I have such a headache. No, no, I have a brain tumor. Honey, baby, I have diarrhea. No, no, no, I have colon cancer. Some couples compete at skiing. Not us. We compete with bodily fluids. He is not up at 3:00 AM. I don’t care what he says, or who he tells. He is not a menopausal woman. I am. I WIN. I am staring at the ceiling, asking myself the most vital of questions: “Hmmm. Another tiny, itsy-bitsy piece of Ambien?”

 



Let me tell you what menopausal women do at 3:00 AM: WE GOOGLE OLD BOYFRIENDS.

 



 




I don’t give a shit if you’re a feminist lesbian living in Vermont on a commune for retired female welders, you will google an old boy friend at 3:00 AM, and you will sit at your computer wondering what life would be like if in fact you had married, and then divorced, that boyfriend. And if that doesn’t quite satisfy your emotional thirst, you begin googling exotic locations, like, say, Belize, Tulum, Scranton . . . and then imagine going to that exotic place with your now husband but running into your old boyfriend, who is with his shiny, brand-new, hot-off-the-conveyor-belt, 2008-model wife, who is in fact young enough to be your illegitimate child if in fact you didn’t have that abortion in 1985. And you look at her and think, “God, she has my eyes.”

 




 



This is what I do at 3:00 AM.


Claire emails me and says I should replace “retired female welders” with “nuns.” Claire has a thing about nuns. I don’t know what kind of thing. I have a notion that it’s spiritually related, although, with Claire, it could be a vendetta. Claire is such a cool, cool sexy woman. She hasn’t a clue how deeply sensuous and stunning and funny—laugh out loud, brilliant, gorgeous, funny—she is. I know it. HOW COME WHEN OTHER PEOPLE TELL YOU HOW BRILLIANT YOU ARE, YOU JUST STARE BLANKLY AND SAY, “REALLY?” Is it that we don’t really believe that people feel that way, and we just want to press them until they bleed, or is it that we don’t believe anyone can feel that way about us, especially when we’re sweating profusely from every pore because a hot flash has decided to enter our vaginal highway and has pushed itself up and out of us. Every single inch can now experience hydration. Perhaps this was something you weren’t thinking would happen in the middle of a dreamy, sexy ultraromantic kind of evening. A six-course meal with champagne flowing endlessly—all in a cozy corner booth at Ouest restaurant, sitting next to the man (or woman) of your dreams—in my case, my husband. Well, baby, think again. MENOPAUSE DOES NOT DISCRIMINATE. I like to think of my midlife crisis as the ultimate punishment for never really wanting to have children.  There were moments, actual hours, that I wanted desperately to have kids—but just as much as I wanted to have children for those few minutes per year, in a rapid moment, that desire would vanish and be replaced by Barneys biannual warehouse-clothing-everything-70-percent-off sale. That’s the god’s (small g—I’m a Buddhist) honest truth. Children vs. Barneys. And this is the payback. You sweat, you scratch, you  itch, and you want to rip your hair out in clumps. “No, no, I’m fine, thank you; I’m just so yes, sad, so sad that I . . . missed . . . the . . . me . . . and the, the . . . the Me & Ro jewelry sale. I can’t even think straight.”

 



This is what happens to menopausal women. We lie about everything. We cover our asses, which, by the way, mysteriously grow at night. But here’s the good news: I can be a Macy’s Day parade float—the other Disney character that stopped getting her period and all her fucking mouse friends abandoned her. You know, the suicidal one, Sylvia Mouse.

 



 



My husband wants to know why I google old boyfriends.

“It’s 3 o’clock in the morning. You’re asleep. Most of those guys, by the way, are . . . dead.” (This is where he looks at me in a strange, almost peculiar way, as if to say, “Dead? Oh really?” So I continue. . . .) “Some have become born-again Christian evangelists. (Completely true.) David, or as he’s now called, Father Brother David, is someone I grew up with, shared (many) a joint with, bought Quaaludes with—is now an Evangelist; he has his own church. He was, by the way, stoned out of his mind every single day. Then he apparently found god, like most folks who are about to be hauled off to prison—they fall to their knees and shout up to the heavens, ‘Jesus, take me! I can see you. I am your child. I will spread your word and make you a ton of money and I will buy a big, big, big church and renovate it with lots of gold inlay and paint it primary colors and I will never, ever—swear to Jesus  Christ my Lord and savior—I swear that I will never, ever smoke weed again.’ And for the record, I never dated David. We were friends. I might’ve slept with him. But sleeping with someone was—is—definitely not the same as a boyfriend. And when you run out of old boyfriends, you google old friends, old neighbors—and sometimes when you’re trying to be really creative, you google alphabetically. And sometimes a big huge surprise pops up . . . one guy . . . turns out became a pretty famous rock ’n’ roll musician and is living in Northern California, and apparently—get this—is now completely, totally deaf. I would’ve never known that if I hadn’t googled him at 3:00 AM.”

 



That’s what I tell my husband, who at this point wonders out loud who he should google. I point to the computer: “I DARE YOU—GO AHEAD, GOOGLE HER.” The minute I make that veiled threat, he gets bored.

 



Which makes me think, who the fuck googles me? Which old dead, deaf boyfriend? I shudder at the thought. And do they know that I’m married—do they know my married name? And the biggest cosmic question: Is the same person that I’m googling, googling me at the same moment—are we googling simultaneously?






TWO

DEAD FATHER


Something else I do in the  
middle of the night.


 



I talk to my father.

 



My father does not answer me.

 



It’s a very one-sided conversation.

 




Mostly I say/ask, “For god’s sake,  
Dad, why’d you die?”







THREE

SPAS


Day spas.  
Weekend retreats.  
Exotic getaways.  
Costa Rica.  
St. Moritz.  
Vermont.  
Maine.  
Vienna, Venice, Rome, Verona.  
Jamaica (man), and Australia.


 



 



 



And what’s almost off-the-charts groovy, when you decide to inquire (online) about a Relais & Chateaux five-star luxury hotel-slash-spa in the South of France: Sometimes, but not always, sometimes the concierge responds instantly. It’s like  IM-ing, except you don’t expect Madame or Mademoiselle Francine when she responds with the “all-inclusive” five-day/ seven-spa treatments per day/per person including high tea and coffee enemas. The all-inclusive price—listing all the amenities—seems equivalent to a yearly salary. I often respond with: “Oh, no, not Hotel—I was trying to find the Hostel Villa Gallici. You know, shared showers.”

 




Then I feel humiliated and embarrassed. I don’t google retreats for a few days. Fearing that the word is out on me. A big red slash going through my name: Impostor. I am a spa retreat/ luxury hotel stalker. I make phony reservations, not unlike when I was a child and called the neighbors asking if their refrigerator was running, and then when they said yes, I howled with laughter and then suddenly screamed, “Well, you better go and catch it!” Much to my horror, I was banished to a week of reading. Phone privileges were taken from me. As I look back at this, what strikes me is not that I made phony phone calls but that I actually thought “Well, you better go and catch it!” was funny.

 



Makes me wonder if there is such a thing as a “Google warning” or the “Google police.”

 



I ASK MY HUSBAND IF WE CAN CHANGE OUR NAMES AND MOVE TO CANADA.

 



He says no.






FOUR

SHOE DATING

I think a lot about “shoe dating” between the hours of 3:00 AM and 5:00 PM.

 




Shoes, one of my all-time very favorite topics, as well as shopping pleasures. That’s called a twofer. I love shoes. I’ve loved shoes my whole life. And in truth, for the first six years of my life I thought my father’s name was Buster Brown. Can you imagine how devastated I was when I found out his name was Sam?

 



My very favorite part of going back to school was back-to-school shoes. Actually, it was my only favorite part of going back to school. While I wasn’t too fond of having to break in  my new shoes, it seemed like an awfully small price to pay to own a new pair of ox-blood, round-toed Weejun loafers. Even now, when I close my eyes and inhale, I can still smell that leather. But this is not about back-to-school shoes, or new Weejuns, so let me get right to the point.

 



It’s about shoe dating. I have often wondered if shoes could pick out a partner. . . .

 



 




For example, do you really think a pair of black Florsheim lace-ups, say men’s size 11, would ever have the courage, the all-out ballsy courage, to ask out a pair of women’s size 9 backless Manolo Blahniks on a date? Hello, Earth to Florsheim, come in, Florsheim—that would go under the category of “ fantasy.” However, I’m pretty sure that coupling a men’s size 10 Merrell with a women’s size 9 Bass or any style of Nike would last about two, two and a half years.

 



A pair of yellow patent with black stitching J.P.Tod’s driving shoes, on the other hand, would never, ever, ever look twice at a pair of Tevas, either in leather or fabric, especially with a pair of socks—although I can imagine, with enough alcohol, a one-night stand, and I can also imagine some kind of weird stalking thing happening. That would go under the category of “restraining order.”


 



And Marc Jacobs would never, not in this lifetime, be caught dead on the same side of the street with any pair of Crocs, regardless of whether one or both feet were planted firmly on the pedals of a Harley Sportster 883. That goes under  the category of “assisted suicide.” And a pair of three-and-a-half-inch black patent pointy Christian Louboutins can catch the eye of a pair of Prada suede chukka boots in about three seconds flat.

 




Sometimes it’s just about plain unadulterated passion—the kind of pairing that often happens in loft-type elevators and/ or smoky jazz clubs. No first names or phone numbers are exchanged, but god’s name is invoked more often in a short period of time than in an entire lifetime of churchgoing. The heels on those shoes are frequently replaced and repaired due to excessive European travel. They are also envied and talked about behind their sling backs. Ever wondered if a pair of Kenneth Cole married a pair of Cole Haans what that hyphenation would look like? It would look like Kenneth Cole-Haan. And that would go under the category of “power couple.”


 



And if Timberland boots dated Rockport shoes, my guess is they would vacation in Maine, probably in Kennebunkport, and somewhere down the road, say in about eight years, there would be a sexual scandal. That would go under the category of “Presidential hopeful.”


 



And let’s not forget Thom McAn, because chances are everyone else will.

 



 



Let me tell you about a pairing I saw in my very own closet: a pair of sexy, sequined, kitten-heeled thongs looking very much like YSL,  standing right next to a pair of good, solid, comfy, sexy, worn-in Frye boots. Two very opposite, strong-willed, smart shoes. Standing toe-to-toe.

 



AND THAT WOULD GO UNDER THE CATEGORY OF “EQUAL FOOTING.”






FIVE

WRITING A NOVELLA


Sometimes, when I really can’t sleep, when nothing,  ABSOLUTELY NOTHING, works at all, I’ ll ruminate (seriously) about writing a novella at 3:00 AM.


 



I bound out of bed, go to my computer, which is in my room, and sit proudly at my desk.

Waiting for a burst of brilliance.

Waiting.

Waiting.

Then . . .

 



A thought. “Maybe I should start writing another novel.” Fuck novella. A novel seems big and bountiful and “Pulitzer”  worthy—a novella seems . . . oh, I don’t know . . . tiny. Okay, maybe not tiny—tiny is not the right word. Thin perhaps? No, no . . . not thin. “Oh, it was such a . . . thin book.” Sounds like a health issue, a little too bulimic. I can see myself right now sitting in front of the Novella Tribunal: Steve Martin, Philip Roth, David Sedaris, Anna Quindlen, and Calvin Trillin.

 



DAVID: Tiny?

 



AMY: Well, not tiny as in small, tiny as in . . .

 



DAVID: Trinket?

 



STEVE: Excussssssse me . . . Shopgirl was a huge, huge bestseller.

 



PHILIP: Adored the movie, despised the book.

 



(All eyes on Philip. A meaning ful pause, then . . . )

 



DAVID: Heterosexual love sells.

 



PHILIP: Heterosexual infidelity sells.

 



CALVIN: Love sells. Period. Love sells in every language.


 



DAVID: Homosexual love does much better in paperback.

 



PHILIP: Hmmmm.

 



CALVIN: Hmmmm.

 



ANNA: Buy foreign.

 



DAVID: Foreign rights?

 



ANNA (extremely agitated): Come on, guys. Wake the fuck up. The U.S. money market is crumbling, right before our eyes, going into the toilet. Place every single penny you have in foreign banks. You’ll thank me.

 



DAVID: Hmmmm.

 



CALVIN: Hmmmm.

 



STEVE: Bullshit. Art. Invest in art. Hockney, Brill, Giacometti, Warhol.

 



DAVID: Hmmmm.

 



AMY: Hmmmm.

 



DAVID: Do I have to give my agent 10 percent?

 



STEVE: You give your agent 10 percent?

 



CALVIN: You have an agent?

 



Foreign markets.

Foreign rights. Art.

 



Heterosexual love.

Heterosexual infidelity.

Homosexual love.

 



I’M EXHAUSTED.

 



 



I don’t start writing a novel or novella.

 



However, I do think about becoming a volunteer at Women for Women International.






SIX


MA, MOM, MOTHER, BEA—  Florida—Part 1


I visit my mom down in Tamarac, Florida, for Mother’s Day weekend. She calls it a “villa.” This is not a villa. It’s a large apartment, attached to another large apartment, with the layout being exactly the same. A selling point—you say “villa,” it gives it more of a mystique. I prefer to call it Varicose Village. I have never in my life seen as many ugly strip malls as I have in one community, each one outdoing itself by exuding less personality than the next. Putrid. Slabs of flat concrete painted drab colors, like putty, or hospital green, or my favorite—calamine pink. This is not a place I will retire to if in fact I ever decide to retire. How do you retire from writing? Do you just shut down the laptop and say, “Okay, done,” or do you put down the ballpoint pen and say, “Bye-bye. I’m into pencils now!”

I WILL NOT BE RETIRING TO FLORIDA.

 



Perhaps Aix-en-Provence, or Belize, or San Miguel, or Costa Rica, but, most definitely, not Florida.

 



I wake up at 3:00 AM, and as I wander out of the “extra bedroom-slash-TV room,” I catch my mother, out of the corner of my eye, sitting in the den. She is all dressed. I sit down next to her on the couch. We don’t say anything for a few minutes; then she turns to me:

 



“When they let him out of heaven, he’ ll come back to me.”
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