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  Introduction

  Throw away your cardigan, your practical shoes, your fish oil pills, and Maalox. There’s much more to life after retirement than playing golf and looking after the grandkids. Get back in touch with your inner rascal and get going.

  Every day, eight thousand Baby Boomers across the U.S. turn sixty-five1 and start the rollercoaster ride into retirement, joining the thirty-eight million who are already retired.2 This is a journey that can all too often become filled with empty days, boredom, and loneliness, as older Americans struggle to redefine and re-launch themselves.

  I say “just say no” to slowing down and growing stodgy! I’ve written The Rogue’s Road to Retirement for all you rebels, raconteurs, and roués out there (you know who you are!) who don’t want to grow old gracefully . . . who want to grow old the way you grew up—raising hell and having fun.

  I am an eighty-two-year-old husband, father, and grandfather who has traveled a colorful (and mischievous) path after retirement and become an avowed believer in the philosophy that—with the right attitude and the right game plan—you can prevent yourself from becoming yet another aging, cranky, overweight couch potato. In fact, I believe you can make your retirement years the best—and the most fun and meaningful—time of your life. My advice? Follow the three Rs:

  •   Recharge Your Batteries. Get off your duff, get a new passion, and get back in the game. You were never boring before you turned sixty or seventy. Why start now?

  •   Record Your Memories. Write down your greatest hits for your grandchildren and the generations beyond, and not just your moments of glory, but also your moments of mischief-making. Let’s face it! They’re the ones you’re most proud of anyway!

  •   Revel in What Should and Can be the Best Time of Your Life. Reflect, make peace with growing older, and make the most of each day.

  Told through a series of madcap adventures (think Mr. Magoo meets a graying, leather-clad Malcolm Forbes on his motorcycle), The Rogue’s Road to Retirement is designed to inspire seniors everywhere to keep trying new things until you find your passion. In my case, that’s meant landing a part in a TV commercial for Pepsi doing the polka, starring in an MTV video with folk rock artist Joan Osborne, and swanning around writers’ conferences throughout my seventies and eighties, among other geriatric flights of fancy.

  The Rogue’s Road to Retirement will also show you how to take stock of your fondest memories and defining moments, celebrate your youthful indiscretions, and reclaim the bad boy or girl within.

  Finally, The Rogue’s Road to Retirement will help you to reflect on, and savor, the sweetness of growing older, which can include such victories as always getting a parking spot after you’ve finally succumbed to getting a handicap sticker; holding your grandchild for the first time and reveling in the fact that you are no longer the baldest member of your family; watching in amazement as your kids take you out to dinner—and actually pick up the tab for the first time in their lives; and being able to ignore people anytime you feel like it just by pretending you’re hard of hearing. What did you say? Sorry, I can’t hear you!

  The Rogue’s Road to Retirement is about looking back while pushing forward. It’s a funny, poignant, universal guide to retirement and aging—dedicated to anyone like you or me who won’t give up and won’t grow old without a fight.

  

  1   AARP http://www.aarp.org/personal-growth/transitions/boomers_65/

  2   Social Security Administration http://www.ssa.gov/news/press/basicfact.html


  Chapter 1

  The Second Stage of No—Surviving Turning

  Seventy

  The Second Stage of No! When I neared seventy more than a decade ago, I was rudely awakened by a new set of rules. Not since I was a child were there so many dos and don’ts. With a hip replacement operation looming, a physical scheduled every twelve weeks, regular eye checkups for glaucoma, skin cancer harvests at least twice a year, and a PSA check every six months, I was constantly being told to pop pills, drip drops, lose weight, exercise, and not drink. (OK, maybe I cheated a bit on the last one.) The list seemed endless. Dorothy, my ever-loving wife, became the enforcer.

  A few weeks before the big day, my seventieth birthday, my right eye began to blur. I had to face the music. I made an appointment to see a specialist in New York City for May 13 at 11:00 a.m., despite my lack of mobility resulting from arthritis in several joints, and a wonky left hip, right knee, and right ankle from various football and skiing mishaps. Walking was and is not a pretty sight for me most days.

  At the time, 9/11 was still laser sharp in everyone’s memories, and the thought of traveling forty-eight miles into the city for any reason was daunting. All of my working life—more than four and half decades—had been spent commuting to Wall Street before sunrise on the Long Island Railroad. Now retired, I viewed the trek as a necessary, but giant, imposition. Excuses for putting off my eye check-up were easy . . . procrastination the order du jour.

  When the dreaded day arrived, Dorothy dropped me off to catch the jitney into the city and reminded me to behave, keep my eye (the good one) on the time, and come right home after the appointment as we had a dinner date that night. The traffic was light, and there was no stress, other than my nagging need to hit the men’s room. My plumbing had been slightly rearranged during a successful prostate removal at Sloane Kettering, so anything over an hour usually became agonizing! Finally, the jitney deposited me at Second Avenue and Seventy-Ninth Street, three doors from the doctor’s office. I checked my watch, much more aware of the time than I had ever been before I retired, despite the fact that now I had no real place to go. Time elapsed: one hour and fifteen minutes.

  Preliminary screening and testing completed, I was ushered into an examination room. Moments later the doctor appeared, reviewed the test data, and proceeded with the exam. I looked down at my watch. One hour, thirty minutes since departure.

  Not bad, not bad at all, I thought. I’d be home in time for a late lunch. But then the doctor motioned for me to stay seated. We had a few things to discuss.

  The news was not good. Not only had the pressure gone up in my right eye, my left eye was also diagnosed with glaucoma. Our discussion was followed by a gentle but firm lecture on follow-up discipline (it had been over a year since my last appointment). I left kicking myself. Although the condition could be treated, I had taken an unnecessary risk by delaying my appointment, and the disease could still compromise my eyesight if I wasn’t more careful. I was shaken by the news.

  I exited the office armed with two new eye drop prescriptions and decided to take the train home to Long Island. I hailed a cab. The day was overcast and dreary, the traffic snarled, and my pupils dilated. “Penn Station, please!” On the way across town, I reflected. In a few days, I’d be seventy. I had glaucoma in both eyes, a skin condition, a blood pressure condition, a cholesterol condition, no prostate, and constant underlying pain that radiated every which way when it rained. Just then it started to rain. As my son liked to say, “Dad, if you were a horse, they’d shoot you!”

  “Cabby, take me to 44th and Vanderbilt instead,” I implored, knocking insistently on the plastic partition. To hell with Penn Station! The doctor’s admonitions were fading fast! The driver turned around and sped off to the Yale Club, my home away from home during my working days.

  At least I’d get to see some of my old buddies. I hadn’t been to the Yale Club since the previous summer. Much to my chagrin, the new second floor bartender informed me that his predecessor Ozzie had, after twenty-five years of fine service and friendship, retired the previous year. The new bartender also informed me that one of my old pals had died suddenly (heart attack), one was recently admitted to a hospital uptown (liver flapping from cirrhosis caused by a lifetime of single-malt Scotch and steak), and another was so crippled with arthritis that he rarely came in. This news added to my malaise.

  I quickly ordered a short glass of amber liquid over ice for fortification and headed to the computer monitor in the hallway to check the market, drink in hand. The color red accompanied all of my ticker symbols. My mood now matched the lousy weather. I’d seen enough and moved to the lounge, grabbing the New York Times sports section (the only part worth reading in that paper anymore, in my opinion) from the table. I settled into one of the comfortable, oversized, overstuffed chairs. I’d check the Stanley Cup results, finish my drink, and be off. No need to feel guilty, I told myself. It’s not like anyone’s watching.

  The adult beverage temporarily alleviated my dour mood, but just temporarily. Elapsed time: two hours, thirty minutes, or so I thought—my eyes still blurred from the doctor’s drops.

  I hailed another cab for Penn Station. The driver was a talkative young guy from Lebanon. I told him of my experiences there in 1956 as a young Navy Lieutenant Junior Grade (j.g.) visiting Beirut on a destroyer. As I reminisced about the ancient city of Baalbek, the belly dancers, the Kit Kat Club, and the beautiful beaches, I found my mood starting to improve. Dorothy had given me $63 in the a.m. I’d spent $18 on the jitney, $8 on the first cab, another $8 or so on the second taxi, so I figured I should have plenty left for a slice of pizza at Penn Station. When I reached into my pocket to pay the driver, I pulled out four singles. God knows where I lost the balance. The meter read $7.50. What should I do? (This was back before NYC taxis accepted credit cards.) I told the cabby, “It’s been a bad day. I’m losing sight in one eye.” This was a slight exaggeration, but desperate times require desperate measures. “I’ll be seventy this week, and I’ve somehow lost all my money. Please give me your address, and I’ll send you the balance.”

  He responded, “No. Not necessary. Please remember just because of 9/11 not all Arabs aren’t bad. I’ve enjoyed this conversation, I’m from Beirut!”

  Armed with an American Express card and otherwise empty pockets, I exited the cab. The “Hall of Fame” bar in the basement of the LIRR terminal across from the track beckoned.

  I worked out a game plan: I’d order a drink, overpay the chit on my Am Ex by $10.00, add a handsome tip, ask for the difference in cash so I could pay my train fare, and be on my way. I ordered a drink from the gruff but familiar bartender and explained my strategy. “We don’t do that anymore. By the way, there’s a minimum credit card purchase!” Now I had a drink, an open tab, and still no money. The bartender chimed in, “Try the ATM machine five store fronts down.”

  “Great.” I limped down to the machine, dragging my left leg behind me. The store guard came to the rescue, but nothing worked. “What’s your PIN number?” he asked. How should I know? What’s a PIN number? “I don’t use these things—my wife only gave it to me for emergencies.” Another failed mission!

  I did a “walk of shame” back to the “Hall of Fame.” The “friendly” bartender advanced me 25 cents. I dialed home to Dorothy on the thirty-second phone. “Hi. Eye news not all good,” I stammered. “I somehow lost most of the money. I’ll be on the 2:27 p.m. to Bay Shore . . . Have to talk quick.”

  “What’s wrong with your eyes?” Dorothy grilled me. “You lost the money? George? George?!” Thirty seconds were up. Click.

  I closed out the Am Ex bill. Why not use up the minimum? I thought as I ordered another Scotch. “Make it a double.” Time elapsed: Who knows at this point? All I know is, I want to go home.

  I headed for the train. I’d missed the 2:27 p.m. With no change in my pocket, there was no way to call home again. I hobbled onto the 3:10 p.m. on track eighteen. The pushcart bartender on the platform recognized me. “Long time no see. How’s retirement?”

  I thought quickly, “Well, I’ll be seventy on Thursday . . .”

  “Oh, you better have this.” He handed me a gin and tonic, saying, “Happy Birthday. Don’t be a stranger. Great to see you.”

  I boarded the train with empty pockets, a G&T, and the New York Times sports section I purloined from the Yale Club lounge and chose a one-seater at the far end of the car. Before long, the conductor made his way up the aisle. He was a tall, pleasant-looking, middle-aged guy in a neat uniform, well-groomed and efficient. Before he could ask for my ticket, I blurted out, “This has been a terrible day. I’ll be seventy the day after tomorrow, my eye doctor just told me that I am going blind in both eyes (I built upon my earlier exaggeration), I’m arthritic in three joints, I’ve lost all my money, I’ll gladly pay by credit card . . .” I rattled on.

  The conductor interrupted me. “Are you Irish, Red?”

  “Yes.”

  “Happy Birthday. When you change at Jamaica, go to the last car and ask for Ray. Tell him Jim said you’re okay. He’s a good friend. You should be fine.” My luck had changed, finally.

  At Jamaica, Ray was nowhere to be found. Instead, there was a thin, grumpy-looking female conductor walking up the aisle like she was on a mission. The way most of the day had gone, they’d probably stop the train and throw me off at Massapequa, the next stop. She somehow sensed my anxiety and asked if everything was okay. I proceeded to relate my now well-rehearsed and increasingly embroidered tale of woe (from treatable glaucoma to tin cup and cane in less than four hours). I worked up the nerve and was just about to ask her if she knew Jim or Ray when she looked at me knowingly and said, “Take care of your eyes, Sugar, and take care of yourself.” She patted me on the cheek like I was a baby or a blank-eyed nursing home patient. Still, I was one step closer to home.

  One more hurdle to go. I checked my watch again. The numbers on the dial were still fuzzy from my dilated eyes (and the G&T!). Dorothy had now been waiting an extra thirty minutes—or was it fifty? The train stopped. I spotted the old Buick station wagon with my long-suffering wife at the wheel. I blended in with the crowd so she wouldn’t see me stumble, circled around the rear of the car, and gingerly opened the passenger door, ready to launch into my now memorized litany of aging woes. Luck once again prevailed. Dorothy was too concerned about my eyes to ask me where the hell I’d been. The thorough debriefing about my afternoon adventures would take place at a later date. For now, I was home at last. Thank God.

  So, you see, the Second Stage of No hasn’t been so bad, after all, and turning seventy—and even eighty—hasn’t been as traumatic as I expected. (In fact, now that I’m eighty-two and counting, seventy seems positively jejune.)

  Current time elapsed: Eighty-two years, eight months!


  Chapter 2

  Old Dogs, New Tricks? Finding a Raison d’Être

  in Retirement

  I retired from Wall Street in 1995 in my mid-sixties and immediately became clutter in my own house. The animals had a hard time adjusting. My wife seemed to be everywhere. I’d come down in the morning and find our cats Willie and Charlie asleep on both chairs in the den. Rosie, our Heinz ’57 poodle-terrier-whatever-look-alike, lay sprawled on the couch. It took a little doing, but I’d finally dislodge one of them and settle down, coffee within reach, remote in hand, paper at the ready. Peace at last—at least for a few brief moments. But then my reverie would be interrupted by the sound of the dreaded vacuum cleaner propelled by a stern-faced wife determined to eradicate every trace of me. Was this my house, or was I just a guest? Does this go on every day? I wondered.

  My frequent suggestions and ideas on improved efficiency—a better way to stack the dishes and sort cupboards, for example, or a strategically revamped schedule for shopping, cleaning, and trips to bank and dry cleaner—all fell on deaf ears. This wasn’t Wall Street. I wasn’t in charge. Keeping busy became the order of the day. I volunteered for several boards, the chamber of commerce, and the business improvement district. I also chaired the redevelopment committee of downtown Bay Shore, our then-hometown on Long Island. I even tried my hand at elective office, unseating the incumbent Lonelyville, Fire Island Fire Commissioner in a resounding thumping: twenty-one votes for me, six votes for him. This was quite an honor, since the four-street-wide town where we spend our summers has no firehouse and no firefighting equipment (we lease from neighboring Fair Harbor). However, I had a shiny new badge to show for my victory, which was a big hit with my four young grandchildren.

  My existence became very sterile. I was again unfulfilled, as I had been during my days as a trader. “Time on My Hands” became my theme song. I had to do something.

  Trump I Wasn’t

  A friend of mine in real estate suggested that I take the licensing exam and join her firm. I put the decision off for several weeks, discussed it with Dorothy, and decided to give it a try. I signed up for the course and started classes. This should be easy compared to Wall Street. How hard could it be? Plus, I’d make some bucks along the way. Don’t kid yourself as I did. To do it right, you need courses in survival and hand-to-hand combat to go along with the certificate.

  The local real estate scene was dominated by schools of tough, ferociously smart young women who were superhumanly working while raising families and volunteering on multiple boards and committees—all without breaking a sweat. I fondly called them “piranhas in pumps,” a phrase I am sure they would have considered a compliment. This group was not about to make room willingly for a part-time, power-grabbing male retiree.

  I completed the course and was given a desk at one of the more successful brokerages in our area. I meet people easily—conversation has never been a problem for me—and I had years of experience in sales. I took readily to my new pursuit.

  I got off to a fast start with four big listings in the first six weeks. The paperwork and the handholding of clients didn’t bother me, but splitting the first five commissions with my trainer did. The broker also took a cut. After a short while, associating day to day with the “piranhas” and watching my hard-earned commission checks slashed into pieces took its toll.

  To make matters worse, shortly after starting my new endeavor, I was diagnosed with prostate cancer and operated on at Sloane Kettering five months later. The third day after the seven-hour operation, I was lying in my hospital bed, still groggy from the morphine, when the phone rang. I fumbled for it.

  “Hello, George. This is Gretchen (name changed to protect the guilty). How are you doing? Remember your listing on Plymouth East Street? I sold it for you, partner.” As sick and woozy as I felt, I knew the word “partner” could only mean trouble. My instinct proved to be correct. Gretchen took half my listing commission and the whole commission from her side of the transaction. It occurred to me that if I had died on the table, it would have simplified the paperwork, and she could have had all the money. I’m sure that thought crossed her mind more than once as well!

  By the time I had recuperated, the little fish with the big teeth had cannibalized the rest of my listings, and I was forced to share more income with those who had little or nothing to do with producing it. “Team” was a word foreign to their vocabulary. The real estate scene left me cold; Donald Trump I wasn’t. I didn’t work all my life to hate what I was doing in retirement. Plus, I knew I had dodged a bullet. Although my PSA was back to zero, I had no desire to waste precious time with the piranhas. Besides, as I soon realized, I had other fish to fry.

  Lights, Camera, Action!

  A storm-tossed late-August trip on the ferry to Fire Island planted the seed for my next big post-retirement adventure. There I was, sharing the rain-drenched top deck with an attractive redhead. The weather was so bad that her husband wasn’t there to greet her. The best course of action, of course, was to ride out the storm at the one bar in town, where I ordered a pitcher of margaritas.

  “What do you do?” Nancy asked me from across the table.

  “I’m retired.”

  “You have a distinctive look. Did you ever think about doing commercials?”

  “Who, me?” Her question surprised me. I was flattered, but I didn’t show it. “I’m an ex-jock. Art galleries and museums are not my bag. I don’t even think I know what ‘creative’ means!”

  Our verbal joust continued. We soon realized we were neighbors, with nearby cottages in our little village of Lonelyville. I suggested we arrange a dinner with our respective spouses. We swapped names and numbers. The weather cleared, so we drained the pitcher and departed for our homes.

  Several days later, the phone rang. “George, this is Nancy. Take down this number. My friend Anne is a professional photographer. Get your headshots done. I’ll help you with the agents.”

  After a near seven-decade drought, my creative juices had begun to flow.

  The next morning I called Anne and made an appointment to meet her the following Tuesday at her apartment on Central Park West. She suggested that I wear a light blue or white open neck sports shirt, jeans or chinos, and a light sweater. She also asked me to bring a dark blue business suit, button down shirt, and a regimental tie.

  When I arrived at her apartment, Anne offered me a cup of coffee and proceeded to outline the shoot. It would entail two different sessions, one with me in sports clothes and one in business attire, taken at several locations in the park.

  Anne gathered her cameras and tote bag filled with extra film, water bottles, and wipes. I picked up my suit bag. We left the apartment and headed for the park across the street from her building. The time was mid-August, the temperature was ninety degrees, and the air was heavy and steamy. Fortunately, the first location was in a shady area with a large rock in the background. Anne posed me in several positions, suggesting attitudes, some serious, and some smiling. We talked as she clicked. We moved to a higher, more open spot that was rocky with no underbrush, and then finally to an open field. At each location the posing, coaching, and clicking were repeated. Anne knew her stuff.

  After about an hour, we took a break. Anne handed me a towel and wipes for my face and water to drink. There I sat, shirt off, with sweat from my brow and shoulders rolling down over my abdominal protuberance, which was once washboard firm. Chippendales was certainly not an option for me now.

  I dried off and changed into my white shirt and tie, combing my hair using a mirror that Anne provided. Several gawkers appeared, and I found myself playing to the crowd with visions of the red carpet dancing through my mind.

  We retraced our steps using the same locations in reverse for another hour of posing and clicking. Finally Anne said, “George, that’s it. We’re done.”

  A week later, the proofs arrived by registered mail, ninety-six of them to be exact, with a note from Anne suggesting that Dorothy and I select two, one of me in sports clothes, the other in the business suit. The winnowing process took three days. I was already beginning to feel like a star.

  True to her word, Nancy provided me with the phone number of a photo shop uptown on Sixth Avenue for the copies and enlargements, and a copy of the Ross Report, which is an alphabetical listing of theatrical agencies and agents.

  A week later, armed with a hundred copies of each pose and a list of suggested agents, I busied myself stuffing twenty manila envelopes with headshots and handwritten notes asking for help as a newcomer to the industry.

  Soon after, I was in New York for a meeting and decided to hand deliver one of the envelopes to an agent nearby. Direct contact between aspiring actors and agents is a definite no-no, but I decided to do it anyway. I wondered what a real, live agent looked like and accepted the risk.

  I rang the bell. The office was uptown on the West Side. Much to my surprise, the owner greeted me warmly, introduced himself, and thanked me for dropping by. Beginner’s luck!

  By the time I got home that night, the agent had called and left a message. “George, I have an audition for you. Report to Studio 5 at 5:30 p.m. tomorrow. Confirm by phone before 10:00 p.m. Dress in casual working clothes. You will be trying for the part of a cook in a fast food restaurant.”

  I was flabbergasted. I didn’t get the part, but a routine began to unfold involving long lines of actors trying for the same gig, slating (where actors identify themselves on camera and give the names of their agencies), short auditions, some with lines to read or memorize, a lot of waiting, and ample doses of rejection.

  More auditions followed for various parts, including a bartender, an army sergeant, a policeman. All I had to show for it was one callback. My years on Wall Street were good preparation for the rejection that followed. But as long as I was learning, the time and effort were worth it.

  One dreary December morning, the phone rang. “Hi George, it’s Suzy.” I had somehow landed not one but three agents by this point. “Can you make a 4:30 p.m. call? Dress casual. You’ll be trying for the part of a football coach. This will be a print commercial for Sports Illustrated, if you get it. Good luck.”

  I felt good about this one. The studio was on Twenty-First Street near Sixth Avenue. The receptionist buzzed me in and directed me to Studio C. I counted eleven actors facing each other in a hallway outside a closed door. From time to time, the door opened and a no-nonsense woman named Penelope appeared with a clipboard for signing in. I filled out my space and handed the clipboard back to her. The door opened again. Out strode two huge guys talking animatedly. One of them glanced at me and said off-handedly, “Hi, coach!” The other one wearing a baseball cap on backward looked directly at Penelope and said out loud, “Penny, looks like we’ve got our coach.”

  I was ushered right in. Two attractive young women were standing behind a large camera. Several bright lights were focused on a fold-down chair. A big “X” was marked on the floor with white tape in front of the chair. I was given the following instructions: “George, stand on the ‘X,’ look into the camera, and say your name. Now turn left. Now right. Now look at me. Smile. Thank you. Good luck!” I soaked up the attention. I was back at Penn Station in under an hour and headed home. The phone rang at about 8:30 p.m.

  “George! It’s Suzy. Congratulations, coach, you got the part. Monday morning report to Baker’s Field, Columbia University.” She gave me directions. I was like a kid on Christmas Eve. Stardom became a surging blip on my radarscope.

  Monday finally came. Baker’s Field in late February can be very cold, particularly when the north wind blows in off the Hudson. This day was overcast and piles of unmelted snow dotted the field. The wind was chilly and biting. I entered the stadium looking for Cindy, one of the producers. She found me first. I followed her under the stands to an office heated by an electric radiator. The theme of the shoot was a spoof on Gatorade by a competing sports drink called All Sport. The tagline was “Guess what happens to ‘ALL’ the leftover Gatorade?”

  Cindy gave me two sets of everything. I wondered, Why two? But I was about to find out! The red caps had a white “A” on the brim, for All Sport, and so did the warm-up jackets. Black pants, white polo shirts, and cleats completed the outfits, along with clipboards and whistles.

  I dressed in the locker room, leaving my costume change and own clothes in the locker marked “Coach.” Suddenly, a sensation came over me, one that long since been dormant. It was unmistakable—pre-game jitters. How was I going to do?

  The wind was blowing as I walked onto the artificial turf. Cindy pointed out a young guy in a down parka holding a bullhorn.

  “Check in with Jamie; he’s your director. I’ll catch up with you later.”

  “George, we’ll be shooting over there.” Jamie pointed to the bench on the fifty-yard line. The rest of the cast was gathering. My two buddies from the audition joined seven other equally large guys all in uniform. Among them was an active New York Giant defensive end and several retired NFL veterans.

  I joined the uniformed cast members milling around the fifty-yard line, tossing a football back and forth and chatting. They were a friendly, playful bunch. As I approached, one of them threw me a perfect spiral. I caught the football in my hands and threw it back, not so perfectly.

  “Not too bad for an old guy,” the passer taunted.

  “Places!” Jamie bellowed through his bullhorn.

  The wind began to pick up. All of a sudden, the glitter of the stadium and the excitement of playing catch with real-live pros wore off, and my nerves kicked back in. The pretty young producer and the equally attractive makeup girl fussed over me. My red cap with the white “A” for All Sport was cocked at just the right angle. The whistle lanyard around my neck was tucked under the collar of my red jacket, and the producer fussed with the collar of my white sport shirt, making sure it wasn’t stuffed into the jacket. She told me to hold the clipboard in my left hand and make sure to look up over it and slightly to the left on command. The makeup girl dabbed my face with powder. Similar minor corrections were repeated to the actors posing as football players.

  We lined up with me in front, the tallest of the players behind me, and the rest spread on either side according to height. In front of us were three sets of cameras mounted on wheeled platforms, boom mikes, and a number of technicians milling around.

  “Places!” We did a walk-through. I remembered to look up and a little to the left, then waited. Then two burly linemen simulated dumping an orange cooler of Gatorade over my head. Wait a minute, I thought.

  “Places . . . and . . . action!”

  “Hey, Red, are you ready?” From behind me came the voice of one of my friendly tormentors.

  The mystery of why two sets of everything was solved abruptly. The shoot was a reenactment of the familiar ritual—the winning couch doused with Gatorade from a large orange vat by two burly linemen. Suddenly the sticky goo washed over my head and cascaded down my neck, trickling down my back under my shirt, settling in my nether region. Even my shoes and socks were saturated. I made squishy sounds when I moved. To make matters worse, after each dousing my “buddies” slapped and patted me on the back to make sure my discomfort was complete, laughing between takes.
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