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Dedication


To Julie Andrews, a great lady who had the taste and discretion not to reveal our extremely hot sexual affair.


To my wife, an extremely understanding or unobservant woman.


Oh, and to Shakespeare. It is a bittersweet moment to surpass one’s hero, but if Bill were alive, I’m sure he would take it pretty well.


Denunciation


To all those who doubted me: eat it. You know who you are. I would name you, but I am still toying with the idea of hiring various hoodlums to find you and thrash you; and I don’t want the cops to have an obvious link when this happens. I will make an exception in the case of Charlotte Rampling, who, unlike Julie Andrews, blabbed to everyone about her fling with me, including the story about the time I could not get the handcuffs off after she swallowed the key on purpose, which she thought was a hoot. The Hotel Manager of the InterContinental, the litigious maid who discovered me, and her subsequent Counsel thought otherwise. Thanks a bunch, Rampling. Consider yourself named; although semi-protected by the fact that I have just publicly mentioned you. And I know how you think; do not attempt to stage an accident to make it look like I did it, Charlotte, you couldn’t stage a convincing revival of ‘No, No, Nanette’ let alone a convincing hit and run.









FOURWORDS by MAX GILLIES, AM


Quadruple. Quartet. Mixed-Doubles. Quatro.


Sincerely,


Max Gillies









CHAPTER 1


Senior Moments


CONGRATULATIONS ON BEING A SENIOR! OTHER PEOPLE, LIKE James Dean and Buddy Holly, got nowhere near your achievement. And congratulations on purchasing this book, or at least stealing the copy of somebody who did.


What is a ‘Senior Moment’? It can be as simple as forgetting your own address the moment you hop in a taxi, or as complicated as actually being able to remember each of Elizabeth Taylor’s husbands. (Which is more than she could do. Married one twice by mistake. Welsh chap, handsome, drank like a fish, it’s on the tip of my tongue… damn.)


Anyway, a ‘Senior Moment’ is a sign that Father Time is getting way too familiar with you. Here are a few you might recognise:


It’s a ‘Senior Moment’ when…


It’s a Senior Moment when you can remember being told the King was dead (George, not Elvis).


It’s a Senior Moment when you still say ‘Colour Television’. And you still watch television on a television.


It’s a Senior Moment when you ask your travel agent why they don’t have any travel packages to Ceylon. (And no direct flights to Rhodesia, either.)


It’s a Senior Moment when you realise that you have to do five hours of yoga before you’re flexible enough to do one hour of yoga.


It’s a Senior Moment when you’re halfway through a brilliant John Wayne impression and realise that none of the young people in the room know who John Wayne is and just think you’ve had a stroke.


It’s a Senior Moment when you have to explain to someone what liquid paper was. And what carbon paper was. And what a newspaper was.


It’s a Senior Moment when to you ‘WW’ means the start of a war, not an internet address.


It’s a Senior Moment when you realise you’ve stopped worrying about dying from a drug overdose and started worrying about dying from a drug under-dose.


It’s a Senior Moment when you know who Danny Kaye is but you think Kanye West is part of a country in Africa.


It’s a Senior Moment when you realise it used to be the policemen who looked young, now it’s the Prime Ministers.


It’s a Senior Moment when you realise that your wardrobe has become ironic. You’re not back in fashion, but you’re hip. (And ironically, you now have an artificial hip.)


It’s a Senior Moment when you know that the Ink Spots were a singing group and an indication of poor penmanship.


It’s a Senior Moment if you can remember when Martina Navratilova said she liked guys and Jim Nabors said he didn’t.


It’s a Senior Moment when you still eat starch in the morning and use it on your shirt, too.


It’s a Senior Moment when you can remember the only time you used to see a tattoo was when you were watching Hervé Villechaize on Fantasy Island.


It’s a Senior Moment when you boast about doing it three times a night and you’re just talking about getting up to pee.


It’s a Senior Moment when you go bird watching with binoculars and you watch actual birds. (Although sometimes you still keep an eye out for the rare window-framed Red-Headed Strumpet).


So, these are all unquestionably Senior Moments. But what is the Senior Moments book, I rhetorically hear you ask? Well, you should have thought about that before you bought it. Other options are available. I hear The No. 1 Ladies’ Detective Agency is pretty good, but it’s too late for that now.


This book is a simple instructional guide and aide de memoire (don’t panic, this is all the French you will get in this thing) for all Seniors on how to negotiate their way easily through Senior Life. So sit back, relax and have a read. Or stand up, be anxious and have a read. Or don’t read it at all, what do I care? I’ve already got my cut of the royalties, happened as soon as the back of this tome blipped passed the scanner, you can burn the damn thing if you like. (Not recommended if purchased on Kindle.)









CHAPTER 2


Senior Moments at Christmas


CHRISTMAS COMES BUT ONCE A YEAR, ALTHOUGH AS A SENIOR you could swear it happened six months ago and you will swear if you hear Paul McCartney singing ‘(Simply Having A) Wonderful Christmastime’ again, which you will, sometime in the next five minutes. Sir Paul may well be a melodic genius on par with Mozart, but when it comes to writing Christmas songs he is rubbish. (Of course, if Mozart smoked the amount of weed Sir Paul does then we’re guessing that The Marriage of Figaro may well have ended up sounding like the theme to The Magic Roundabout on Mogadon, too.)


Ten Signs You Know You Are Having a Senior Christmas




	You can remember when children had a ‘Christmas Present’, singular.


	You can also remember when all the shops, no exceptions, used to close on Christmas. (No, hang on, that was called ‘Sunday’.)


	You still instinctively sit at attention at the start of the Queen’s Speech.


	
You set the Plum Pudding on fire. (Not intentionally, but if you run into the dining room quickly guests will think you are ‘maintaining tradition’.)


	You insist on Bing not Bublé.


	You are the only person qualified to do currency conversions when ‘A Christmas Carol’ is being read. No, a shilling was a good tip for carrying the largest turkey in the window. Now, if it was tuppence…



	You keep trying to find out which TV station is showing the Morecambe and Wise special. (Or at least that Christmas episode of The Good Life where Margot plays charades.)


	If anyone writes ‘Xmas’ you let them know ‘Xactly’ how irritating that is.


	You never, ever say ‘Happy Holidays’. This isn’t about being happy, it’s Christmas.


	Somebody will give you a book by Peter FitzSimons. Don’t fight it, it is now compulsory that everyone over 65 must be given at least one.





A Senior Christmas will usually involve your annual trip to Church. The Minister will of course “Welcome many familiar faces, (pause) and some new ones”. No, he is not making a crack about your facelift, he is trying to make you feel guilty about only coming once a year. Well, so does Santa and everybody loves him. Get on with the children’s Nativity Play and the full choir doing ‘O Come, All Ye Faithful’, that’s what we came for.


As Senior Church Veterans know, apart from ‘All Things Bright and Beautiful’, Christmas Carols are the only upbeat Hymns ever written, which is probably the reason they are only allowed out once a year for fear the congregation might cheer up and stop coming. There is not a dud amongst them and they are great fun even for non-singers to have a go at with gusto:


‘The Holly and The Ivy’, ‘God Rest You Merry, Gentleman’ and ‘We Wish You a Merry Christmas’ are all belters and almost as good as proper songs. (Although we do question the latter’s obsession with obtaining ‘Figgy Pudding’. Have you ever tried Figgy Pudding? Dreadful. It tastes like Figs.)


Between Carols you will have to listen to the usual insights from the Minister using their special Christmastime Playschool Presenter Voice in case we miss the point, i.e. “A lot of people think that Christmas is about Holidays, or Family or Turkey or Presents. But it isn’t. (short pause) Do you know what Christmas is really about? (long pause)… Jesus!” Try to look surprised or at least nod thoughtfully, after all it’s Christmas and one should be nice to Ministers, too.


(We would point out that the Three Wise Men also thought Christmas was about presents – Gold, Frankincense, and Myrrh to be precise. Useless presents for a baby, by the way. Wise they may have been, Appropriate Shoppers they were not.)


Christmas Lunch: If still in charge of culinary matters, Seniors should not get inventive with Christmas Lunch; stick to Dry Roast Turkey, Wet Compensatory Gravy and a Ham. That’s what the punters want and you should give it to them or next year you will not be able to thwart your Daughter-in-Law’s dream of taking over and you will be relegated to Pudding Prep.


For the love of God do not be influenced by British Cooking Shows and ‘try something different’. Christmas is about everything being the same, we are not at home to Mr Difference on the 25th of December. Oh, and on no account try ‘mixing it up’ with a ‘Saucy Seafood Yuletide Feast’. Nigella can get away with this sort of thing because she wears tight Christmas sweaters and hypnotises anybody who might even dare say boo to her. You can’t, so don’t.


The Turkey: Every Senior has their own sacred turkey cooking recipe, it is a Family Tradition, reaching back into time immemorial (or 1978 to be exact when you copied Margaret Fulton’s recipe out of The Australian Women’s Weekly and pretended it was from your grandmother). Do not get neurotic about the Turkey. We have known Seniors who rise shaking with fear at dawn to continue the 4th round of re-basting before being dragged reluctantly back to bed as they scream the word ‘MOIST’. This would have been sexy in your twenties, as a Senior it is a sure sign you are losing it.


Relax, it makes no difference; no matter how early you begin preparations, the Turkey will be served at least 45 minutes late, and it will be dryer than the Gobi Desert on a particularly brutal summer afternoon. Nevertheless, your nearest and dearest will be so sloshed that extravagant compliments will flow from them as generously as the Sav Blanc and Champers is flowing into them.


Christmas With Vegans: They can just eat Brussels Sprouts and lump it. Honestly, at least the Vegetarians eat the Mashed Potato, which is also lumpy but actually tastes nice. (And don’t sulk, Vegans; Christmas is not a time for Martyrs, that is Easter.)


Mysterious Foreign Boyfriend: Every Senior Christmas will feature the late addition of a surprisingly good-looking youth in their twenties from Denmark, Sweden or Spain who is courting one of your great-nieces. (Or great-nephews, we are hip, Daddy-O.) They are perfectly harmless and will remain silent throughout the entire meal. Do not try to make conversation or it will go like this:


You: So, Björn, I suppose Christmas is very different in your country?


Endless Pause


Björn: Yes.


End of Conversation


The Mysterious Foreign Boyfriend may shriek mildly as you bring in the lit Christmas pudding, but other than that he has limited entertainment value and will be happiest if treated as an ornament.


Wearing Silly Christmas Hats: Nobody is too big, too ‘grownup’ or too Senior to not wear a Silly Paper Crown Hat after pulling a cracker at Christmas Lunch. Even the Queen does it, and she has a Real Crown and wears Silly Hats practically every day. Don’t be a Stuffy Senior, put it on and read aloud the Cracker Joke like a sport. Where did Napoleon keep his armies? Up his sleevies. (Admit it, you smiled.)


Christmas Presents: A Senior Code Guide


As a Senior you are now ‘difficult to buy for’. This could be solved by the simple method of handing you cash, but for some reason your relatives never seem to think of this obvious solution. All Seniors inevitably receive a few terrible gifts; please employ the following Senior Codes in a suitably thrilled tone of voice to deal diplomatically with the disappointments.


‘Wherever did you get this?’ = Am returning tomorrow, name the shop at once


‘How did you know?’ = That this would displease me


‘Well, that is something!’ = This is a physical object


‘I just saw this the other day!’ = But I did not buy it for obvious reasons


‘Did you make this yourself?’ = No professional would take responsibility for this


‘This is unique!’ = Only a madman would have made more than one


‘So thoughtful!’ = You did this deliberately, didn’t you?


When it comes to presents, Seniors should be on the lookout for the following two recent disturbing phenomena:


1. ‘Secret Santa’: The secret is that your family can’t be bothered to buy you presents anymore. Secret Santa, my foot. Cheap Claus more like it. Look, we all knew the real Secret of Santa when you were children: it was us! We bought your presents, got no credit and had to chew on a carrot to pretend to be Rudolph. The least you could all do now that you have an independent income is to fork over for a pair of socks or a Celebrity Autobiography once a year.


2. ‘A Donation has been recently made in your name’: Oh, really? A curse has been very recently made using your name. It’s Christmas! Give me my bloody present! You can give a Goat to some family overseas in your own time. (Why, one wonders, is it always a Goat? Is it a Merry Christmas for the Goat, being flown overseas to be used as a Goat Slave by some selfish family in Uganda? That Lonely Goatherd that Julie Andrews used to sing about will be even lonelier now as they stand high on the hill.)


Come to think of it, many Seniors will have noticed that the previously unheard of ‘Goat Cheese’ has been popping up recently on menus, be they airline or restaurant. Whether the Cheese is made from the actual Goat itself or from its milk is difficult to determine by the taste alone, which is revolting. We would rather have a second serve of Figgy Pudding.


Anyway, we suspect that all these unwanted Charity Goats and the Ugandan Cheese Industry are the reason behind this four-footed fromage fright, another sad case of unintended consequences that could have been avoided if you’d ponied up with a proper present. (And if you give a Pony to somebody next year, it had better be me.)


Senior Warning – Regifting: This is a tempting but dangerous practice for Seniors, as you often forget who gave you the unwanted gift in the first place. I know of one case of two Senior Sisters who have been exchanging the exact same copy of The Guernsey Literary and Potato Peel Pie Society for sixteen Christmases running.


Christmas Films


Every Senior has an obligation to make all younger relatives watch the following Senior Classics at Christmas time or it simply will not be Christmas. Viewing is permitted up until the end of Boxing Day:


White Christmas: with Bing Crosby, Danny Kaye and Rosemary Clooney. (And Vera-Ellen, but her nephew was not George Clooney so nobody can remember her name.) This film is indeed a Very White Christmas – the sole black character is a bartender – but it does do better than that other Christmas staple, Holiday Inn with Bing and Fred Astaire, which features an entire blackface number with no actual black faces in it. (Let us pray they never colourise the thing, it’s barely getting away with broadcast at the moment.)


The plot of White Christmas is simple: Bing must sing ‘White Christmas’ at least three times before a) the movie finishes and b) Danny mugs himself to death. No, it is a charming film that holds up wonderfully and you would have to have a heart of stone not to tear up at the end when (spoiler alert) the dignified but broke old General, Dean Jagger, is surprised by all of the men he once commanded in WW2, so Bing can sing ‘White Christmas’ once again as it snows at last. Then Dean Jagger does a killer version of ‘Jumping Jack Flash’ and the movie is over.


It’s A Wonderful Life: One of the very few Christmas films to begin with an attempted suicide (an especially surprising act as ‘(Simply Having A) Wonderful Christmastime’ was not written until 1978 and there is no way Jimmy Stewart could have heard the song once, let alone 4,000 times, which is usually the tipping point).


Actually, a good third of this classic film consists of Jimmy Stewart snapping at his children, complaining about how stupid everyone in town is, and glaring at his spouse. This makes the film Eternally Relatable but the beauty of the conclusion breaks every Grinch and reminds you to cheer up because everything could be a lot worse. For instance, you could be watching Jingle All The Way with Arnold Schwarzenegger, which your grandson was just given on VHS. That was a bloody Black Christmas indeed.


The Great Escape: Not strictly speaking a Christmas Movie, but what the hell. (If you haven’t seen it before, don’t get too attached to anybody except Steve McQueen or James Garner, trust us.)









CHAPTER 3


Inspiring Seniors


EVEN THOUGH SOCIETY AND YOUR G.P. BOTH THINK YOU ARE past it, you can still draw inspiration from other Seniors close to your ever-advancing age who managed to shine bright well into their twilight years.


Methuselah: Lived to the age of 969. Good innings at any time, but especially so considering this was before Medicare. Kept in shape and did not look a day over 600 when he left us. One only hopes that Methuselah was in the right Industry Based Super Fund, or those last few centuries on just the pension may have been a bit tight.


Dame Olivia de Havilland: Made it to the age of 104! This woman was in Gone with the Wind and dated Errol Flynn, and was still breathing in 2020! (Of course, a lot of girls ‘dated’ Errol, and many of them are still suspiciously young, but she did it when he was in peak Robin Hood form.)


Also, stopped speaking to her sister Joan Fontaine at the Academy Awards in 1942 and they both kept up the snit until Joan carked it in 2013. Now that is Senior Grudge Holding at its finest. Dame Olivia allowed herself a brief sotto voce ‘So there!’ as the casket was lowered, but we regard both sisters’ non-speaking streak as intact. When Dame Olivia passed on she was the all-time winner of the ‘My God, Was She Still Alive?’ award.


Frank Lloyd Wright: World’s greatest architect who designed and built the Guggenheim at age 91. Not on his own, he had a couple of brawny Brooklyn fellows with hard hats helping with the non-circular bits, but still impressive. Plus, Simon and Garfunkel sang that song about him. No, not ‘Mrs Robinson’, think harder. No, not ‘Bridge Over Troubled Water’, he was an architect, not an engineer. You’ll figure it out. So long!


Agatha Christie: Best-selling writer in history apart from Shakespeare and his murder mysteries were easy to figure out (it was usually Macbeth). Still writing annual bestsellers up until her death at the age of 86. We are not saying quality did not decrease ever so slightly; in her last few books, Hercule Poirot used to gather all the suspects together in the drawing room and ask everyone if they had seen his keys.


Still, Dame Agatha gave it a red hot go all the way, she even pre-wrote two books to be published after her death! J.D. Salinger only managed one novel when he was alive. Lazy sod.


Jane Fonda: Hanoi Jane has always been a divisive figure but one must admit that she has kept her figure. The woman is in her early 80’s and still has the same waistline that she did in the early ’80s. We now regret throwing out our Jane Fonda Workout VHS Tapes; there was obviously something in it.


Ms Fonda currently gets arrested on a weekly basis while in Washington to protest on behalf of the environment. This may sound silly, but it does help fill out her Fridays and, as Seniors know, this is one of the pre-weekend dead zones that is always a bit dull.


Winston Churchill: Became Prime Minister of England for the first time at age 74. Not really, he was 64, just looked older because he smoked like a chimney and drank like a fish. But he still managed to beat Hitler, didn’t he? Churchill used to drink the alcoholic equivalent of a bottle of Scotch every day throughout World War II and he only took the cigar out of his mouth during Question Time. Tell that to the wet-behind-theears, straight-out-of-med-school ‘physician’ when they say you can only have half a glass of medicinal red wine.


Grandma Moses: She started painting at the age of 78, plus she was the grandmother of Moses (from the Bible).


The Rolling Stones: Okay, they haven’t released a really good album since Some Girls in 1978 but they are STILL ALIVE. And that, as you know, is the primary aspiration of all Seniors. (We know Brian Jones is not still alive, but aquatic accidents do not count.)


The Queen: Has had the same job for 65 years and her children have still not managed to get her to sell her house and move into a sensible retirement home. Plus, still married to Phil the Greek who, believe you me, makes your husband look like Gandhi when it comes to good behaviour.


Pablo Picasso: Painted right up until the day he died at age 91 (including inside the lid of the casket; that man had a work ethic). Yes, some of the noses on his paintings did look a bit odd, and like you we also secretly prefer Claude Monet, but still he had a damn good innings.


Harper Lee: At the age of 89, released a sequel to To Kill a Mockingbird 55 years after the original classic. She showed everyone that you are never too old to disappoint your fans. Honestly, Harper, Boo Radley could have written a better followup than this. Still, she finished the thing, which is more than you’ve done with that childhood memoir you keep muttering about. Get on with it.


Joan Collins: Age indeterminant. Despite being held together entirely by wigs and make-up and the fact that she has not done anything since Dynasty got cancelled in the late 1980s, Dame Joan has got it going on and is still glamorous and amorous. The woman acted with Bette Davis in 1955, had Warren Beatty as a toy boy before you even knew who he was and co-starred with Bob and Bing in a ‘Road’ movie; how is she still alive and looking this good?


Whether it is due to a pact with the Devil or an unerring eye for quality plastic surgeons, every Senior must dip their lid to Dame Joan. She has taken Zsa Zsa Gabor’s mantle of the Sexy Senior who is surprisingly super famous for reasons most people can’t quite remember.









CHAPTER 4


Senior Moments in Medicine


BEFORE YOU EVEN HAVE A CHANCE TO BE MISDIAGNOSED, THE Senior must get an appointment. This used to be an easy matter, believe it or not, Youngsters; the Doctors actually used to come to your house! They also used to ask for ‘hot water and towels and plenty of it’, which in retrospect makes us think they may have just been stopping in for a quick bath. Anyways, those days are gone. Nowadays, to see a physician, you have to follow one of the two basic medical Restaurant Models:


The Deli System: Turn up at the Medical Centre and take a number. There is no way on earth to know how long you will be waiting, in fact a performance of Waiting for Godot is often shorter and makes more sense than the G.P. when you get to the end.


You used be able to roughly work out how many people were ahead of you, but now each Medical Centre is cunningly set up like an elaborate French Farce, with a series of doors opening and closing at random times with a Doctor stepping out for a second and saying ‘Mr Tibbit?’ in a tone of gentle, coaxing enquiry like a batman waking up a mildly important General during the Great War. If no answer is given, the door shuts and is not re-opened. What happened to Mr Tibbit? Was there a Mr Tibbit?


It is best not to think of such things, instead spend your time wisely by examining your fellow waiting patients and diagnosing them by appearance. (Yeast infection for Blondie, croup for Infant, kidney trouble for Twitchy.)


The Fully Booked System: All private medical practices behave now as though they are extremely Fashionable Restaurants. Each Doctor you enquire after is ‘fully booked until next Friday’; this news delivered in a tone of faint surprise that you would have the nerve to ask in the first place. As your rash is not occurring next Friday but is happening now, which is this Monday, you, putting on your best Worried Senior Voice are reduced to begging for any availability to the Medical Maître D’ who, after a sigh, might ‘just be able to squeeze you in’ at the time of maximum inconvenience to your own life.


Whether you arrive at the Deli or the Fully Booked, you will notice one Waiting Room perennial is now strangely missing: the Reader’s Digest. We used to look forward to a bit of literary slumming at the G.P. by gobbling up this extremely digestible volume, which assumed a reading level of Age 8 and employed writers who were apparently 11.


Each volume was at least two years out of date, and some were decades old, meaning you could read articles like ‘What does the future hold for Princess Grace?’ and experience the morbid thrill of being able to see the future. No subject, person or book was too complicated to be condensable into five well-illustrated miniature pages by the Reader’s Digest.


Its scope was breathtaking: a single issue from 1977 contained the articles ‘After Brezhnev: A Succession Crisis?’, ‘The Beguiling World of Little Known Marsupials’, ‘First Aid for Ailing Marriages’, ‘Do you have a Space Age Mind?’ and ‘Search for the Missing Tomcat’. (Strangely enough, the Tomcat was found in the Kremlin and briefly succeeded Andropov after he dropped off, which happened a lot to Russian leaders in the ’80s. One wonders where Putin was located during this suspicious time.)


Reader’s Digest also had regular features like ‘Life’s Like That!’ (made-up stories sent in by readers), ‘Laughter: the Best Medicine!’ (not true, penicillin wins in a walk), and of course ‘WordPower’ (presumably a gentle hint to the staff to consult a thesaurus occasionally).


Sadly, Reader’s Digest is no longer being read in waiting rooms, being replaced by rather too well thumbed copies of Woman’s Day and New Idea. These publications are hardly likely to be interested in searching for any missing Tomcat, unless it is dating at least one Kardashian. Vale, Reader’s Digest, we hardly knew and barely read ye.


As Seniors grow older they must learn the important art of:


How to Lie Responsibly to Your Physician


There is a delicate balance to be observed here: you want to tell enough porkies to be able to keep getting the good pills, but not so many lies that you end up getting the good casket.


Obviously, your G.P. knows that you are going to lie, they expect nothing less from all their patients. In much the same way as when you are pulled over by the RBT and asked ‘Have you had anything to drink earlier this evening?’ and you say ‘I had a beer earlier’, both you and the Police Officer know this is not the full story. Unfortunately for you, the Copper has a breathalyser that can show that you did indeed have a beer, followed by six others in quick succession.


The G.P., unless they have an MRI machine and a lie detector test in their office (always a bad sign, but common in the Cuban Health System), has no such precise methods to demonstrate your fibs, but the Senior should still be on guard. Your Doctor will also lie almost constantly to you; this is known as ‘Bedside Manners’ and is important if G.P.s want return punters so they can keep giving the Medicare machine a good thrashing.


Please study this typical Senior Medical Exchange with our Senior Euphemism Translator to guide you through:




Doctor: And how is your alcohol consumption going? = You look like W.C. Fields.


Senior: Well, I drink socially now and again. = I am drunk now and I will be again soon.


Doctor: How many drinks would you say you have on an average night? = If you could still speak coherently on an average night. Seriously, Rudolph’s nose does not glow as bright as yours. If I lit a match right now my stethoscope would melt.


Senior: Ah… (pause for pretend thought) probably about three or four. = I fall asleep after my third bottle of wine.


Doctor: Well, you might want to think about taking it a little easier over the next month. = Ray Milland’s hands shook less in The Lost Weekend. So did Kate Hepburn in her last two decades.


Senior: (cheerful) I’ll do that. = I will think about it. I will also think about opening the batting for Australia. The latter is more likely.


‘Check-up’ dispensed with, we can then renew our prescriptions and begone.





If Seniors are actually sick, rather than just pill shopping, the following G.P. Translator should be memorised:


Doctor: I think this might be a matter for a specialist = I have no idea what is wrong with you.


Doctor: There has been a lot of this going around = I have no idea what is wrong with most of my patients.


Doctor: I’d like to run some further tests = I still have no idea what is wrong with you.


Doctor: Do you have any allergies? = Is your skin always this dreadful?


Doctor: I think your sedentary lifestyle is having an adverse effect = You are fat.


Doctor: We might just have a look at your blood pressure = Like Brando fat towards the end. I am surprised you could fit through the door.


Many G.P.s become informal Specialists themselves, i.e.:


The Mole People: These are G.P.s who become increasingly obsessed with having every single mole, bump, or ‘dark circular pattern’ cut off your body because they are ‘just a bit concerned’. It’s no good pointing out that the dark circular pattern in question is your left nipple, once the Mole People have their scalpels set on you, you will be sliced and diced until they are happy, which is never, as at best they are ‘slightly concerned’, especially about that dot on your right pinkie.


Some Doctors become so devoted to the cause that in their spare time they go through old copies of The Wind in the Willows with scissors and carefully cut out every time the word Mole is mentioned. (Makes it a better book, actually Ratty and Toad are the stars of the show. Apart from ‘Hang Spring Cleaning!’ Moley never says anything memorable or helpful and generally gets in the way. By the way, Ratty, that spot on your right wrist, is that new? Mmm. I think we’d better book you in for next Wednesday 10 am. I’m just a bit concerned.)


House Calls: The process of the Doctor deciding what to call his Beach Houses after cutting off all those suckers’ moles.


Chiropractors: Chiropractors are frowned upon by many Doctors, probably because these Doctors have sore backs and are grumpy. You’d be grumpy too if you spent seven years at Medical School only to see some back cracker horn in on your turf and earn easy dough from treating patients like play-dough and giving them a few whacks about the back and neck (which is secretly what Doctors would like to do to many Senior Patients who waffle on with ‘what’s new’ for fifteen minutes before coughing up their symptoms).


Physio: Like massage parlours without the fun bits. After your ‘Physio Session’, you will nod at various stretches shown to you on pieces of paper which you promise you will do at home. Seniors do many things at home – mainly napping and gardening – but no Senior in history has ever followed instructions from a Physio. If the Physio said ‘Go home, make a martini and watch Some Like it Hot’ we might consider it, but as yet this contingency has not arisen.


Holistic Healers: Oh dear. We know Doctors can be patronising but there is no need for Seniors to fly straight into Fairy Land and have mystical herbs with healing properties blown at you by some hipster hippy at surprisingly high prices. (To be fair, they were probably price marked when Healer was high.) Didn’t we go through this before in the ’60s on communes, except then the drugs actually worked and the music was better?


Half of their ‘treatments’ seemed to be cribbed from a chapter of The Magic Faraway Tree in the first place. Well, we can’t stop you wasting your money, the purchase of this book proves that already, but do not come crying to us if you can’t get the lavender smell out of your bedroom pillows because of some alleged ‘aura daubings’.


Homeopaths: Holistic Healers who are well dressed and have actual office space, instead of a bit of a garden divided by wind chimes.


Christian Science: The oxymoron is the giveaway, isn’t it? Strictly speaking, this is not medical treatment, it is not doing anything deliberately, which is eerily similar to what you are doing as you sit in the waiting room of the bloody Medical Centre for 55 minutes. So who is the smart one here, really? Doris Day was a Christian Scientist, looked fab, made it to 97 and could still belt out ‘Sentimental Journey’ and ‘The Deadwood Stage’ at a moment’s notice. Makes you think.


Senior Moments in Hospital


Being Seniors, we sometimes have to visit the Real Doctors at the hospital. This can often be a frightening experience and we advise all Seniors to imagine that the Doctors are speaking in the voice of Cary Grant, which will make their medical advice more reassuring. For instance, if Cary Grant said ‘I’d like to keep you overnight for observation’, this would be a flattering thing to hear. Obviously, the voice doesn’t have to be Cary Grant, you can imagine Mae West, Diana Rigg or Groucho Marx; these decisions must be made on a Senior by Senior Basis.


The most important thing to remember for the Senior in Hospital is never be rude to a Nurse. These people watch One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest as an instructional video and are not to be trifled with, especially when you would quite like some trifle for dessert please, Nurse, instead of the sub-standard ‘tiramisu’.


The not too terribly well hidden secret of hospitals is that you almost never see a Doctor anywhere near them; they are run from pillar to post by the Nurses, who also do all the injecting, strapping, feeding and washing. (Well, if you had just worn a bib as requested while eating your trifle, these steps would not have been necessary.)


Hospital Visitors: Far more painful than any treatment you receive in the Hospital itself. After your visitors observe the view from the window, tell you how much their parking cost and ask the seemingly obvious question ‘So, how are you?’ (Here is a clue, Genius, I am in a hospital), the awkward silence will then begin. It is very hard to make faltering conversation with someone who is already wondering whether their 45-minute parking ticket will be enough. Do not put up with it. Just tell them that your sponge bath is about begin and have them begone.
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