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			“YOU SEEM SO CALM.”

			I kept hearing this, even though at my core, I was unsettled. 

			Both friends and strangers have lobbed this random comment my way over the past few years. For most of my life, I was never a calm person, at least on the inside. I dressed the part of “guy in control”—always put together. I may have navigated the day with a certain amount of sartorial confidence, but I was a host for stomach knots, sweaty nerves, and Tums-popping nights. My brain was like a Jiffy Pop of anxiety. I spent many sleepless nights watching time tick away on the clock. 

			You seem calm.

			Yes. I’d even said that to myself….

			When did “calm” happen? How did it happen? When did I shift? 

			When did my husband start getting jealous of my ability to fall asleep and stay asleep?

			When did clarity begin to outweigh confusion?

			When did I stop squandering time and emotion on friends who served up no nutritional value? 

			When did my essence evolve from closeted insecurity to visible calm?

			I wasn’t running my life like a race. I wasn’t calculating the value of every decision as a deposit into some amorphous idea of happiness. 

			Idling in summer traffic, hoping to get to a movie in Sag Harbor on time, a friend noted, “You really are…much calmer.” 

			“You’ve said that before.”

			“Yeah. And direct. You’re much more direct.”

			With focused scrutiny and reflection, I offer up: “Could be that shit I hear at yoga.”

			If this shift is real, it is because I’ve transformed with the emotional, physical, and spiritual codes of my Amagansett yogis. I didn’t just hear them; I felt them. And that’s in spite of the Kevlar-strength cynicism I developed as a Catholic school boy.

			 

			In the midst of a pointless week in the bleakness of late November, 2020, I start constructing the year-end review I always give myself. I ruminate on next year’s goals.

			ME: I’ve been thinking a lot about how often in life we need to change, evolve, reinvent, rethink, rebrand, or reimagine life as we live it. 

			OLD ME: Don’t!

			ME: Don’t what?

			OLD ME: Write a book.

			ME: I never said anything about writing a book.

			OLD ME: Remember, I always know what you’re thinking.

			ME: You know, you could be more supportive.”

			OLD ME: “Supportive of what?”

			ME: “Well, you could at least listen to my idea.”

			OLD ME: “The great gay novel?”

			ME: “No. Hanya Yanagihara already did that. More like a book about rethinking your life.”

			OLD ME: “Like self-help?”

			ME: “No—hopefully funnier than self-help.”

			OLD ME: “Yet another humorous essayist?”

			ME: “I refuse to participate in this negativity.”

			That night, at 3:47 am to be exact, my inner critic woke me up in a snit demanding to be heard: 

			OLD ME: “Stop right now! You can’t write a book about yoga, so don’t even think it.”

			ME: Why not? 

			OLD ME: Yes, you practice yoga, but no one would look at you and say, “Yogi.” You’ve never had a top knot. You’re not lean. You’re not that flexible—physically or emotionally. You’re not a plant-based person. And you were raised Catholic, so you’re more superstitious than spiritual.

			ME: Lots of people have commented on how calm I appear to be.

			OLD ME: People on Trazodone are calm too.

			ME: “You’re exhausting to be around.”

			OLD ME: “Calm—so what? But really, are you happy? Be honest,” old me challenges with a snide sense of superiority.

			ME: “I think I am….”

			OLD ME: “Not new-sweater happy, but really happy?”

			I sense the old me is jealous of the new me.

			ME: “I’m not even thinking it’ll get published.”

			OLD ME: “Then why?”

			ME: “Just for me. I’m doing it for me.” 

			OLD ME: “Fine. Write your book. What else are you and every other self-involved creative person going to do during this lockdown?”

			ME: “Your negativity definitely goes in the threat quadrant of my personal SWOT analysis.”

			OLD ME: “Sorry—I’m a strength. A robust inner critic will always be your best editor, saving you from the bad ideas made possible by our privilege….”

			ME: “I get it. I read Caste and White Fragility….” 

			OLD ME: “So, you know luck of the draw worked really hard for you? You’ll be fresh meat on social media. You ready for that?”

			ME: “Avoidance is never a winning strategy.”

			OLD ME: “It is in dodgeball. And Instagram comments.”

			ME: “If we weren’t the same person, I’d never talk to you again.”

			I don’t know how many how-to books the world needs, but I do know there’s an endless supply of people looking for solutions and shortcuts to solving their shit.

			There’s advice everywhere. Friends, colleagues, Instagram gurus, and therapy apps offer a bounty of interesting, provocative, and insightful easy-does-it strategies for just about every human condition. Lots of us collect inspiring tidbits from grandmothers, favorite teachers, or random waiting room conversations. 

			People love to share their stories, both their dramas and their victories. 

			Maybe you had an enlightening encounter with a New Zealander while enduring a travel delay at LAX? Or a random but meaningful exchange with a Jill Sander addict in a Barney’s dressing room? (Back when there was a Barney’s.) Or what about an “OMG me too!” heart-to-heart moment in Starbucks with a stranger who, in the moment, felt like a newfound forever-friend? There can be wisdom in these moments, but those insights are often lost to the speed of life.

			 

			We, the people, are living longer. To thrive, we can’t just run in place for the rest of our lives. We job jump and career change more frequently. We shift behavior and expectations with the constant parade of technological innovations. We quickly developed the language of emoticoms so we can communicate at the speed of text. Climate crisis demands that we rethink how we live in the world. We must evolve, seemingly on a daily basis. It’s what our species has always done. It’s why we can walk upright, play pickleball, and navigate life with a latte in one hand and a phone in the other.

			Reinvention is a tool for survival. It’s how businesses evolve to sync with dynamic markets. It’s how brands maintain cultural relevance. And at those moments when life gives you lemons—when you feel stuck in who you are today—with thoughtful choices and a strong sense of self, the next you is waiting to show up and take your place.

			I’ve enjoyed a huge internal shift—a downshift. I no longer live at the speed of life. I live in the world with different energy. I think, feel, respond, and react in a lower gear.

			I didn’t have to quit or change anything.

			I didn’t do a workshop or find myself at a spiritual retreat.

			No ayahuasca for me. 

			No psychedelic-assisted therapy, although I’m intrigued. 

			No time with a psychiatrist.

			I didn’t read a here’s-the-trick-to-life book. 

			I’ve spent no time with a transformative podcast.

			I am more patient, but have no time for bullshit.

			I’m more accepting, but have no interest in a waste of energy.

			I sleep better. I now know that being well-rested is heaven on earth.

			What happened?

			It’s definitely the shit I heard at yoga!

		

	
		
			“YOU’RE NOT REALLY RELAXED, ARE YOU?”

			INT. JACK’S COFFEE, AMAGANSETT — A MID-WEEK MORNING, 2015

			I had recently left my job as Global Creative Director of Maybelline NY. It was a job I wanted to quit from day one. Beauty is not a pretty business. But today, I’m living my fantasy, the one I carried with me walking to work every day of my marketing career: a morning without the anticipation of any number of glitches that ad people elevate to “fucking disaster!” 

			I settle in with an email-free latte. No client stress. No ticking clock. 

			ME

			(to me, mind racing)

			 

			You’re not really relaxed, are you?

			No. And I have a whole day of nothing!

			You’re not used to nothing.

			And I’m not sure I want to get used to nothing.

			An unknown number flashes on my phone.

			ME

			Let it go to voice mail. Probably another offer to spend three nights in a Marriot of my choice.

			It’s February, but it doesn’t feel like winter. It’s a February day pretending to be March 30. I, too, feel like I’m not in the right season of my life. 

			ME

			It’s another perfect day to review my entire life and neatly organize all of my regrets.

			I conclude a warp-speed assessment of the past couple of decades with a breathtaking question.

			ME

			Was I really ever where I was supposed to be?

			Yeah, now I’m a guy in a coffee shop with nothing to do. You’re like a has-been in your own life. 

			Now what?

			Uncertainty—it’s that thief in the night. It creeps into the beds of everyone I know and steals our sleep…if we haven’t taken a gummy. I know because I’ve asked.

			“Now what?” 

			This simple question drives, haunts, and paralyzes everybody at some point in their life. It’s often asked when staring down one of life’s unexpected twists: a relationship crash, a painful loss, or a health setback. Maybe you hear that wretched hiss of the air leaking out of your career balloon. 

			“Now what?” can crush your energy on a landmark birthday, whether you’re thirty or fifty or seventy. The person who you were is not who you are in the moment. These are moments to assess if you really are who you want to be. If the past feels better than the present, then you need to change that. “Now what?” moments can nudge you forward into the next phase of life and the next phase of you. 

			Maybe you’re one of the lucky ones who can counter with, “What if I did everything right?” 

			Let’s be honest, there are very few of you. Even if you’ve executed a perfectly crafted plan, waking up happy isn’t guaranteed. You may, at some point, wonder if there is a plan B. Or if plan B should have been plan A. This book may reaffirm your current happiness or help you find the next you. I mean, if you did everything right, you should be happy…right? You are happy, aren’t you? 

			Now what?

			This played in my head like a Taylor Swift bridge waiting to be written. 

			Think this through. 

			I’ve been there before. I had a career bomb. A medical scare. I’ve been broke. I lost half my stuff in an earthquake. 

			Throughout our lives, as our big and small worlds shift, tumble, grow, and change, we need to respond, not just react. 
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			I didn’t want a whole new life, but I wanted my life to feel new to me.

			I didn’t want to turn back time, but I didn’t want to feel the weight of aging.

			As I shed the skin of my old life, I didn’t know who I was going to be. 

			I needed to see myself so I could be myself.

			With shifts in career and energy, our purpose and passions can become ghosts.

			With Botox, Fraxel, and CoolSculpting, you can fight the physical droops and blobs that haunt you in the mirror. I just wish my dermatologist could laser away the emotional sagging that comes with age. 

			Jack’s Coffee was pretty chill that morning. It was just me. The barista was held captive by her phone. I savored that last foamy sip of my latte. I left in silence—except for the screaming inside my head: Now what, now what, now what?

			Headed to my car, I walked past a yoga studio. In the dim light, there was a forest of people holding themselves in tree pose. I felt like an intruder. I fled, as if I’d done something wrong. 

			I started the car and looked in the rearview mirror. The me I saw did not reflect my harried confusion in this moment. The me in the mirror knew something I’d yet to realize. 
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			By the time the world screeched to halt in 2020, I’d been rewired by the tidbits of philosophy that bookended each class.

			I started to write them all down. I needed to feel productive. 

			Then I decided to shape it into a more coherent presentation. 

			My “professor self” then said, “Give it personality. Always infuse your writing with a bit of you.”

			I hadn’t planned on writing a book, but I wound up with this one.

			So, for all those people who don’t go to yoga, I decided to catalog all of the tidbits that might help them settle into a deeper shade of bliss.

			Change is good.

			I suspect there’s something in here for everyone, even the lucky person who loves themself and everything about their life.

			One suggestion: Every time you pick up this book to read another chapter, start with the sound of “om.” I love the possibility that whenever someone on a plane, train, beach, or public bench opens this book, they fill their space with those primordial vibrations—a sound proven to promote calm and relaxation.

			Let me ask this question for you: “Who are you, Michael? Why should I listen to you?”

			Excellent question. There’s a whole chapter about me at the end of the book. You can read that anytime you want to. But first, a tell about my true value as a colleague and friend.

			INT. SAN AMBROES, MADISON AVENUE — 8:52 a.m. 

			A former boss stares across the table; it’s the same bit of wonder and confusion that a child has assessing if this Santa Claus thing is for real. 

			FORMER BOSS

			How do you do it?

			ME

			Do what?

			FORMER BOSS

			Get people to like you?

			A careful silence.

			The clients…they all seem to like you.

			ME

			Oh—that’s easy. I listen.

			An unnerving thought to a man who never stops talking. 

			In that moment, I discovered my true superpower: listening. 

			Clients love being heard. And don’t we all?

			While the rest of my species has dramatically increased their response time, steamrolling their way through conversation, I’m like a rabbit in the wild, always on high alert listening for the sound of predators.

			In his book, Outliers, Malcolm Gladwell asserted that practicing a skill for ten thousand hours makes you an expert. Of course, the context is more about violinists and computer programmers, but, in short, I’ve put in ten thousand hours as a GBF (gay best friend), helping others work through the various dramas of every stage of life. I also teach branding and marketing at Parsons School of Design. In my first class of every term, I sum up the talent and job of a marketer with one slide:
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			I’ve put in my ten thousand hours as a brand strategist, analyzing the needs and desires of consumers in just about every slice of their life. As a marketer, you have to anticipate the future. Your holy grail is being where consumers are going before they get there. 

			Even though I don’t have social media notoriety or a notable podcast, I listen intensely to the current howl of our culture. 

			Now, navigating the physical and emotional shifts of my sixties, I watch and listen more intently to people of all ages who get trapped in a stare down with the devil of uncertainty. I have an ongoing and often annoying dialogue with myself, interrogating why we do what we do and why we might feel what we feel. 

			So as you read this book, you can be sure that I listened with ears wide open to the shit I’ve heard at yoga. It’s good stuff.

			And so, my book begins….

			Finally, right?
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			FROM THE MOUTH OF YOGIS

			The shit I’ve heard in class.

		

	
		
			“SO, I SAID TO MYSELF, ‘SHUT UP!’”

			When I first started yoga, I didn’t pay attention to the teachers’ “welcome, yogis, blah, blah, blah.” These three minutes of inspiration, philosophies, and bits of wisdom always played like a cliché scene in a bad episode of Seinfeld. Yes, there are bad episodes of Seinfeld—season one was not good. Since I was using yoga to replace running, I impatiently indulged the spiritual musings, anxious to get to the exercise portion of the practice. I kept thinking, What is this shit?

			I tried different teachers. They all had an opening monologue. 

			When are they going to stop talking!? I wondered. 

			After about ten classes, I accepted that I was “in the room” and that the class wasn’t going to change simply because my inside voice was chanting, “Let’s go let’s go let’s go.” One day, while sitting in a facsimile of a relaxed pose, I was busy cataloguing the active grievances in my life. A breeze lifted the almost-weightless, gauze-like purple curtain, providing a glimpse into the leafy tranquility of Amagansett Square. A little girl, so small she still wobbled as she ran, chased after a puppy. Yes, a puppy! Was I living inside a Hallmark card designed for a special grandma? I punched back at the cynicism: Why couldn’t something that cute, that simple, that playful, happen in real life?

			I began to search my memory bank: Was there ever a moment like that in my childhood? Did the wobbly little me ever chase a puppy through the vibrant greens of a late spring day? Probably not. My father never trusted dogs. He was afraid of them. He could yell at his children and know for certain they would cower; he was always afraid a dog might bite back. 

			I learned early on to take my joy where I could find it—in my case, cuddly sweaters. Transfixed by that little girl in gigglish pursuit of her baby lab, my mind slowed, as if someone eased their foot onto the brakes of my thought processor. Accidentally, I heard softly spoken guidance floating through the room. 

			ME (silently, to myself): Shut up and listen. 

			Something about squirrels in my head? Wait—was that an unexpected whiff of relevance? My mind downshifted. A prick of curiosity. I was finally “in the room.” I was “present.” Settled. Was I on my way to some sort of om-infused enlightenment? A soft wave of laughter moved through the room—a nod to the collective recognition of a truth? My curiosity was piqued. Everyone seemed to be glowing just a bit. What did I miss?

			The next class, I showed up with my ears on. I embraced active listening. I came with the expectation of being lifted by the power of magical, mystical insights. If there was gold to mine in the opening monologue, that gold was going to be mine. I had my hands in prayer position and I was all set to get rich quick.

			Some of what I heard began to resonate. It was shit I needed to hear. I was learning a new language, not for communicating with others, but as a way of connecting with myself. A way of being in the world. My world. 

			The physical benefits of yoga are different than the benefits of a six-mile run. Yoga stretched my body; changed my posture; and built strength, stamina, and balance. However, it’s the little “spiritual bits” that helped shape who I’ve become. They’ve strengthened the equally important emotional muscles: patience, calm, acceptance, and confidence. There is less noise in my head, so I’m more present in my life. I’m more at ease with uncertainty.

			Hey, reader, did you just roll your eyes? That’s okay.

			Just a few years ago, if you told me you were “more present in your life,” you would have heard my eyeballs hit the back of my head. I don’t roll my eyes anymore. That doesn’t make me a better person, but it makes me a happier person. I’m much calmer than my pre-yoga days. We’ve all heard the saying, “If I knew then what I know now….” Well, this “shit” I picked up at yoga is exactly the shit I wish I knew then. 

			So stay with me. Shut up and listen. Not to me, but to what I heard and learned along the way to “namaste.”

			 

		

	
		
			“THERE ARE SQUIRRELS RUNNING AROUND INSIDE YOUR HEAD.”

			Cynicism is my strongest muscle, but when I heard this squirrel thing, I thought, I have to remember that!

			All through the sun salutations and downward dogs, I kept thinking squirrels, squirrels, squirrels, but of course, as soon as I left class, I immediately forgot what I was supposed to remember. 

			I arrived at my next class determined to reap the rewards of active listening. Walking through the parking lot, I was being my own best coach: Be more present. More conscious.

			There was a scrum of ponytails and leggings waiting for the previous class to empty the room. I amuse myself, You’ve arrived at the Church of Lululemon.

			My teacher stepped outside for a big inhale of fresh air just as I reached the door. Opportunity—take it.

			ME: “Last week…you said something about squirrels?”

			TEACHER: “The squirrels running around in your head.” 

			ME: “Yes!”

			TEACHER: “They make you nuts.”

			ME: “Yes! So, it’s not just me?”

			TEACHER: “Nothing in this world is ever just you.”

			ME: “Mic drop!”

			This is said way too much, but this truly was a mic drop! 

			Squirrels running around in my head! It is the perfect metaphor. They’re the reason I feverishly bit my fingernails my entire life. In really anxious times, I should have had hyperbaric oxygen therapy to remedy the damage I had done to my fingers. Having this new image of devil-eyed squirrels careening around my psyche, I suddenly felt less nuts (pun intended).

			Squirrels! Who doesn’t love a little anthropomorphism? Turning my unnamed emotional twisters into bushy-tailed cartoons somehow reduced their power over me. Squirrels can scratch your eyes out, but for the most part, they run up a tree as soon as you get too close.

			A week before, when the yogi mentioned those “squirrels,” there was a room full of recognition.

			I couldn’t imagine that other people also juggled multiple balls of angst inside their heads. 

			I couldn’t imagine other people woke up in the middle of the night wanting to rewrite conversations they had earlier that day.

			Could it be that other people idling at eight-lane intersections were also reliving moments of regret from twenty years ago?

			Aha! I wasn’t alone. At least when I was at yoga. 

			I wasn’t swimming in anxiety. When I was at yoga.

			I was learning. At yoga.

			 

		

	
		
			“EVERY TIME YOU JUDGE YOURSELF, YOU BREAK YOUR OWN HEART.”

			Truth. You know it when you hear it.

			“I see lots of head nods around the room. We all do it, right? We spend too much time telling ourselves we don’t measure up to something. To someone. What? Who?”

			I wanted to raise my hand. I wanted to share. I wanted to tell the whole class, “I get into bed every night regretting something stupid and unintentional I said to someone that day.”

			My heart breaks every time I replay my foot-in-mouth moment of the day. 

			 

			If you’ve never seen the 2001 French film, Amelie, you might want to check it out. Or you can just google the scene where Amelie melts. Type “Amelie melts” into your browser. It’s a five-second clip. When I heard, “Every time you judge yourself, you break your own heart,” I melted just like Amelie. That simple truth unlocked every muscle that allegedly made me strong. I’ve lived my whole life breaking my own heart. I had an “Amelie melt” almost every day. 

			Most people are never as good looking as they want to be. As popular as they hope to be. Very few have everything they’ve ever wanted. Our judgment of ourselves is the cruelest and most crippling energy we face. It is emotional cancer. Just like smoking, it’s a nasty habit and, it’s time to quit it.

			And about that, there’s nothing more to say. 

			With the collective recognition of the yoga class, I felt better knowing it wasn’t just me. Why do we think that we’re the only ones who are broken? Self-improvement is a $10 billion business. That’s a lot of people who, at some point, looked in the mirror and said, “You’re _______.” (Fill in the blank with your own self-defeating assessment of you.) We all have those moments when we bully ourselves. 

			I’m not suggesting we turn into affirmation robots, but it’s time to muzzle our internal critics. In writing this, I realized I never go to bed thinking about some stupid something someone else said or did. I only critique myself. Logically, that’s probably true for others. I can assume that no one else is giving a second thought to the stupid thing I said at dinner. In truth, half the people weren’t really listening to me; they had their own squirrels running around in their heads. 

			I am my biggest obstacle. 

			I am my harshest critic. 

			Criticism is good if you learn from it. But if, in the process, you just break your own heart, then that’s a bad habit to break.

			Hopefully, this book puts you in sync with who you are in your life and where you want to go in the near future. If you stop breaking your own heart, perhaps this will be your final investment in self-improvement.

			 

		

	
		
			“ARE YOU AN EX-SOMETHING, OR ARE YOU YOUR NEXT SOMETHING?”

			I said this to myself one day as if the yogi within suddenly found his voice.

			Two days prior, I’d finished a class and had a coffee with a few fellow yogis. I barely knew them, so it was a lot of getting-to-know-you chatter. 

			I find that when meeting people at this grayhead stage in life, many people want me to know who they were—before they moved out of the city, before they retired, before they were divorced…before now. 

			I can sense it—they felt more vital, valuable, and interesting in their pasts. They were quite fond of their ex-self. That’s not a bad thing, unless they also wished they were living in the past. 

			You are not who you were.

			You are who you are right now.

			The people you meet today will never share your past. To connect with life today, we need to keep writing our story. 

			 

			My friend Laura in Santa Fe has thrown herself into a painting collective. The focus is portraiture. It’s clearly evident: She was a painter in a previous life. In her portraits, the soul of the subject radiates from the center of each canvas. Laura’s identity shifted overnight. Just three years ago, she was an advertising creative director. The people who meet her now meet an artist. In fact, they meet an exceptional artist, which begs the question: “Laura, why did you spend twenty-five years in advertising?” 

			Laura is now effortlessly happy. 

			She’s exactly where she wants to be.

			She’s not an ex-something. She’s her next something. 

			I googled, “Why do people fear change?”

			Google told me: “We fear change because the outcomes are unknown. Our brains are designed to find peace in knowing. When we don’t know what will happen, we make up scenarios and, in turn, create worry. Humans find it hard to move on when something known comes to an end.”

			Fear of the unknown is a formidable enemy.

			Since our early days on two feet, we worried about what was around the bend, hiding in the bushes or coming over the horizon. Predators take many forms; evil spirits, angry gods, and hostile invaders kept us on our knees in prayer. Lions, tigers, and bears are always out to get us. It is in our DNA to proceed with caution. 

			Whether you’re forced into a significant change personally or professionally, don’t think about what you’re leaving behind. 

			Don’t spend time being what you’re not.

			Hollywood is littered with has-beens—people who got stuck in who they were. Has-beens present an age-inappropriate image, a desperate attempt to hold on to that defining moment from thirty years ago. They were the promising young things, the breakthrough talent, the glowing ingenues and dreamy-eyed studs. Every year, there’s a new it-list and A-list. The industry is desperate to crown the next Julia Roberts. Every two years, there’s a coronation of this generation’s James Dean. The movie industry was built on the kings and queens of ka-ching. Smoldering good looks always excite the business. But there’s not much work for the wrinkly, bloated, dry-aged action star with oddly colored hair. 

			Success and failure in Hollywood both demand answers to the question, “What’s next?” How do you follow up a mammoth success? How do you dig yourself out of failure? What’s next for you when you’re too old to be the cute, hot, sexy, studly, or boffo-box-office version of you? Longevity is so rare. The A-list is short, and even that list gets culled every year. The Meryls and Toms are the unicorns in the business. That’s why we love a comeback story; comebacks are our pop-cultural reassurance that even if our light has dimmed, our story isn’t finished. The people who find their way to long careers have to dig deep and take chances. 

			I put Jessica Lange in the Brand Reinvention Hall of Fame. Look at Tootsie and Frances; her ethereal beauty almost masked her talent as an actress. When you’re that beautiful, the whole world notices when age begins to steal your youth. Sadly, in our culture, age can make you less rather than more of who you are. But not Jessica. She transformed into a commanding presence. Her talent said, “Don’t look at me, watch me,” and we’ve been treated to a gallery of complex and breathtaking characters. Today, we don’t think of Jessica Lange as the girl trapped in King Kong’s desire. Now, when Jessica enters a scene, she leaves the past behind. Jessica’s power and appeal are rooted in her talent. Her allure isn’t a reflection of who she was, it’s fueled by who she is right now.

			Knowing what’s “now” is how you discover what’s next.

			 

		

	
		
			“HE STARTED YOGA AT EIGHTY-FIVE?!”

			I’m still new to yoga. Every teacher has something unique to offer that makes a difference in my practice. I check out another studio. There’s only one familiar face in the room. We nod at each other as if we’ve been caught cheating on our favorite yogi. We were settling in with mats, blocks, and straps, looking out at a perfect day. There was a guy walking across the lawn, heading our way with a yoga mat rolled under one arm. I blurt out to no one specifically, “Is this guy coming to yoga?”

			“Yep,” the woman behind me answers. 

			“He’s, like, a hundred?”

			“Eighty-eight. Yeah—he started three years ago.”

			“He started yoga at eighty-five?!”

			“Yep.”

			“No! Really?”

			“His wife died…. She’d been sick…a long time. He did everything—the chores, the meds, the nursing—just to keep her at home.”

			Underneath the silence, I heard my heart break.

			“Can he…actually…?”

			“Yes. He moves slower than everyone, but he lands every pose.”

			There’s more to this story. There’s more to everyone’s story. Over time, I got bits and pieces. He talked in bits and pieces. 

			He and his wife had been young and sparkly-eyed. Ocean swimmers—much more challenging than laps in a pool. No kids—but that was their choice. They were each other’s everything. They didn’t need anything else. They had an easy togetherness, accumulating buckets of happiness over sixty-seven years.

			Gardening.

			Puzzling over puzzles.

			Inhaling books until their eyes cried for rest.

			They didn’t travel the world because they kept going back to the same place: Italy. Italy had everything they wanted in one place: history, art, music, mountains, and, of course, food. In Italy, they could also swim for hours in glorious shades of blue-and-green water. 

			There were eight inches of snow in the Dolomites when they were hiking at the end of June. Imagine, snow in June. Shorts in a snowstorm. That was a day. 

			One day, maybe ten years ago, his wife couldn’t find the car keys. The freezer isn’t the first place you look when your keys have gone missing, but that’s where her keys were. They had a good laugh about it. It was a funny story to tell. “Senior moment” became a familiar refrain.

			But then the television remote wound up in the oven. 

			Water left running in the kitchen. 

			Groceries left in the car overnight. Fifty-six dollars’ worth of shrimp gone bad. 

			She sat quiet at a birthday dinner with friends. But she always was the quiet one, wasn’t she? But he knew she wasn’t just being quiet; she seemed lost. He looked into her eyes but couldn’t see the woman he’d known all those years. 

			Then, long silences. “Nothing to say?” answered with a smile.

			Then there was the call to police:

			“Our Volvo’s been stolen. From the parking lot.”

			“Where, ma’am?”

			“Here. It was right here. In the parking lot.”

			“Where, ma’am? What parking lot?”

			She can’t find her answer.

			“What parking lot, ma’am?”

			“Groceries…”

			“IGA?”

			“No. The other one.”

			“Stop & Shop?”

			The Volvo was home; she’d forgotten that she’d driven the truck that day. She’d planned to stop by the nursery for spring plantings. 

			The decline accelerated into a steady and determined downward spiral. He devoted years to watching over her every waking moment. He attended to her every need. 

			Diminished strength. 

			Shaky hands. A drink of water required a sippy cup. 

			The creeping loss of his one true everything blanketed their last five years together. Every day, he woke up to a fog of mourning. Life became a cave of agony—a tug-of-war, hoping for the end while praying for a few more “good days.” He waited to see that smile one more time—that smile they shared decades ago when they first recognized each other as their forever-and-evers.

			Without warning, the moment came. Even if you know it’s coming, you can’t prepare for it. Your other half…gone. 

			The end. That final moment lingers in the room.

			You want to rewind, even to just two minutes ago. To say, “My love,” just one more time. 

			The survivor doesn’t know how to take their next breath. They’re suspended in a soundless vacuum. And yet the silence is deafening.

			“What happens now…?”

			There is a to-do list that comes with someone’s passing. 

			There are rituals and calls with friends and family. 

			He remembers the day, staring at her toothbrush and wondering when or if he even could get rid of it. 

			“It’s not something to keep, is it?” 

			That seems odd—keeping an old toothbrush—but not if this is your story. If you’re ever him, hopefully, the day will come when you wake up ready to tackle the question for yourself.

			“Now what?” 

			There’s either going to be a “something next” or an even more painful nothing.

			So this dude got up one day, got in the truck, and drove to a yoga studio. 

			The young woman at the front desk—she had the look and spirit of Kate Hudson in Almost Famous—met his mournful stare with her smiling eyes and wondered, “Hi, are you here to do yoga?”

			“I heard yoga might be good for me.”

			“Yoga can be great for you.”

			And, so it began. The first day of the rest of his life. Even though it made me really nervous, the dude could do a headstand. For the record, I can’t; I have an overdeveloped sixth sense of possible and probable injuries waiting for me in any and all inversion poses. But this guy, decades older than me, had nothing in his way. Maybe that’s what happens when you get that old. You stop worrying about dying, because you don’t want to waste any living you’ve got left. 

			That afternoon, I walked my dog, Cookie, on the beach. It was early November, but it felt like September. I thought about the old dude upside down in a headstand.

			The muscles between my eyes relaxed. I felt a smile. It was a moment of emotional Botox; if I could have seen myself, I’m sure I didn’t look a day over forty-nine.

			I said to Cookie, “Hey, girl, look at this day! Just about everybody we know is stuck in some endless meeting, looking out the window and wondering where else they could be on this spectacular day.”

			I had a flash—an inkling about writing a book. Hmm…a new focus. New purpose. A desire to be creative again. Not a creative ideation about the uniqueness of a mascara brush or a heated debate about infinitesimal adjustments to a TV spot. For me, crafting ad copy was like playing with the pieces of a formulaic puzzle. It requires clever wordplay. “Creative” for me means conjuring something from nothing. I wanted to get back to that version of me that wrote plays, sketches, and scripts, wrestling with my imagination to craft something worthy of your attention. But in this moment, this flash about writing again was easy to ignore.

			 

			Every time I see the old dude, I remind myself that the answer to “now what?” is best answered in the right now. Age should never define us, limit us, or excuse us, and at a certain age, there is no long-term plan or consequences. It really is about right now. Surely, an upside down eighty-eight-year-old has to be the international symbol for “never too late.”

			Never too late for absolutely anything.
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