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  INTRODUCTION




  Senior moments—those disastrous episodes of lunacy when common sense vanishes, your memory deserts you and you can’t remember your own name or what day of the week it is—come in all shapes and sizes, and alarmingly can strike at any age. Of course, you might put the phenomenon down to the stress of modern-day life and the fact that we are now having to cope with careers as well as bringing up a family, shopping in mega malls, entertaining friends and relatives, arranging foreign vacations, and throwing dinner parties, but this isn’t the case at all. Senior moments have plagued man for centuries; we can trace the trend as far back as the sixteenth century, and there are certainly examples of them having occurred well before this date too, only I can’t seem to find the piece of paper I noted them down on.
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  Just as senior moments are not confined to a specific age group, neither are they any respecters of class or intelligence. The world-renowned scientist Albert Einstein not only lost his wife, but he also succeeded in misplacing a check for $1,500, which had been awarded to him by the Rockefeller Foundation. For months, Einstein had used the slip of paper as a bookmark, then misplaced the book itself. Accountants at the Foundation, realizing that he hadn’t cashed the first check, cancelled it and wrote another one out to him. Einstein, meanwhile, having forgotten all about the first check, wrote back confusedly, “What is this for?”




  Even prime ministers and presidents are not exempt from having the odd senior moment. George W. Bush is renowned for his terrible way with words, and Ronald Reagan was always making dreadful bloopers—frequently forgetting the name of the country he was visiting. Another U.S. president who seemed to have problems remembering things was Dwight D. Eisenhower, who, in 1953, created a new government department called Health, Education and Welfare—otherwise known as HEW. Eisenhower, however, could never remember the full meaning of the abbreviation and was often heard referring to the department as that of Health, Welfare, and Whatnot.
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  Among the many professions that figure in this collection are doctors, dentists, vets, lawyers and teachers, but perhaps the stupidest people—the people for whom one should really feel most pity—are the apparently large number of thieves, robbers and general law-breakers out there who fail to use the brains they were born with. Imagine falling asleep in the middle of a shop you’ve just robbed . . . or leaving your cell phone behind in a bank you have just held up at gunpoint. There is little hope for characters such as these, and jail is obviously the best place for them.




  Although senior moments can occur at any age, it is during the decline of life—when you’re losing your hair, your teeth and your eyesight all the while putting on weight and discovering you’ve acquired a nice collection of varicose veins—that they start happening frequently. The cause of senior moments can boil down to physical health or rather a lack of it, hence a large number of anecdotes in this volume are about not only the medical profession, but also, sadly, funeral parlors and cemeteries. Of course, dying and death are not laughing matters, yet who cannot laugh at the one about the man who suffered a heart attack while fetching a cabbage from his vegetable patch? “Oh my god, that must have been terrible!” exclaimed a neighbor to the dead man’s wife.




  “Yes, it was,” the wife replied.




  “So what did you do?”




  “Opened a can of peas instead.”




  Indeed, if you are going to suffer the indignity of a senior moment, one sure-fire way to cover up your embarrassment is to use humor.




  There are numerous coping strategies when it comes to preventing your nearest and dearest from dragging you off to the local lunatic asylum. Perhaps the best method of all is to create a diversion. Forgotten where you put the car keys? Scream suddenly and point through the window to a distant spot at the bottom of your garden or street. Tell your spouse/daughter/son-in-law that they must investigate what is going on as a matter of urgency. Tell them that you can smell smoke/see flames/hear screams/any other suitably melodramatic occurrences. Once they have left the premises, you are free to search the house in peace, without the horror of people mocking you. If, however, creating a diversion doesn’t work, lying is a perfectly honorable alternative. You’ve lost your glasses and some bright spark points out that you are wearing them on top of your head? Tell them that you weren’t in fact looking for those glasses; you were searching for your reading glasses, your sunglasses, glasses into which to pour orange juice, but do not, on any account, resort to divulging the bitter truth.




  If all of the above fail miserably, you can always take refuge in the fact that—like Sigourney Weaver in Alien—“you are not alone.” Thousands of people suffer from senior momentitis every year and most, if not all of them, live to see another day. Hopefully none of us will repeat these experiences, but what is absolutely without doubt is that we will all grow older and fatter at some point and, although dieting might see to the spare tire around your waist, and a visit to the plastic surgeon might remedy laugh lines, sagging breasts and drooping eyelids, what cannot so easily be put right is the fact that we all do inane things. The only real hope any of us have is that, through reading a book such as this, and laughing at other people’s mistakes, we can find comfort in numbers because, from vicar to viceroy and from poet laureate to Oscar-nominated actor, we’ve all fallen victim to the curse of senior momentitis . . .




  —Shelley Klein, 2007




  OH BABY!




  We have all stood in front of the X-ray machine at the airport, uncertain which of our possessions to offer up. Do I hand over my computer? Will the X-rays affect my digital camera? In December 2006, at Los Angeles International Airport, a fifty-six-year-old grandmother was obviously suffering from a senior moment when she decided to place her one-month-old grandchild in the monitoring tray and push the infant through the machine. Security staff were horrified when they caught sight of the baby’s outline on their computers, quickly pulling the child out. No harm was done, except perhaps to the grandmother’s pride.




  HUNGER STRIKES
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  An elderly couple is sitting watching television when the old man decides that he is hungry for some ice cream.




  “Darling, I’m going to head to the kitchen and get myself a dish of ice cream. Do you want some, too?”




  “Yes please, sweetheart, sounds good. But you better write down what you’re going out there for or else you’ll forget,” replies his wife.




  




  “I will not!” retorts the old man. “In fact, tell me what you want on it and I’ll remember that, too.”




  “OK,” says the old lady, “I’ll have chocolate sauce on mine. But I’m willing to bet you will forget.”




  The old man heads out to the kitchen and disappears for about twenty or thirty minutes. Finally he emerges, carrying a plate of scrambled eggs.




  “See, I told you you’d forget!” exclaims the old woman triumphantly.




  “What do you mean? What did I forget?” demands her husband.




  “You fool,” says the old dear. “You forgot my bacon!”




  SENIOR PRAYER




  Grant me the senility to forget the people I never liked anyway, the good fortune to run into the ones I do, and the eyesight to tell the difference, amen.




  FLUCK IT!




  Not a lot of people know that the English film actress Diana Dors was actually called Diana Fluck. When the blonde bomb-shell was asked by her hometown to open their annual fête, the local vicar was called upon to introduce her to the crowd by her real name. Naturally, the vicar was somewhat nervous as the big day approached, and his nerves grew and grew until finally the moment was upon him. According to local legend, the vicar concluded his introductory speech with the words, “And now, here she is, the woman the whole world knows as ‘Diana Dors,’ but whom we will always remember as our own Diana Clunt . . .”




  STAGE PRESENCE




  The internationally famous film actor Dustin Hoffman is perhaps best known for his roles in The Graduate and Midnight Cowboy, but he once took to the stage in Arthur Miller’s Death of a Salesman, in which he played the part of Willy Loman. Frank Rich, theater critic for the New York Times, must surely have been suffering a chronic senior moment when he wrote in a review: “I was overwhelmed by the tragic smallness of Dustin Hoffman’s Willy.”




  

    “Age doesn’t matter, unless you’re a cheese.”




    —Billie Burke, actress


  




  WHAT’S IN A NAME?




  An elderly gentleman was invited to the house of an old married couple he was friendly with for dinner one evening. He was impressed by the way that the husband called his wife by many endearing nicknames: “honey,” “sweetheart,” “petal,” “love,” “precious,” “darling,” among many others. The couple had been married for over fifty years, but were clearly still very much in love. When the wife was in the kitchen, the man leaned over and said to his host, “I must say, I think it’s wonderful that, after all these years, you still call your wife by these loving names.” His host sighed. “I have to tell you the truth,” he said. “I forgot her name about ten years ago.”




  SPEECH THERAPY




  The following is an example of how a senior moment can affect the high and mighty just as easily as common folk:




  One day, George Salmon, a 19th-century Regius Professor of Divinity at Trinity College, Dublin, brought with him to church a sermon that he had already preached to his congregation the year before. Undaunted by this oversight (or just too ashamed to admit that his memory wasn’t as good as it once was), he is said to have explained the repetition away by reasoning that at least half the congregation was probably not present when he had first preached the sermon, and therefore the words would be brand new to them; that a quarter of the congregation, despite having heard it before, would probably not mind hearing it a second time; and that the final quarter of the congregation who had heard it the first time, would no doubt not remember they had and therefore, like the first quarter, would not mind hearing it again.




  Now that’s how to dig yourself out of a mess!




  

    “You’re only young once, but you can be immature all your life.”




    —Charles E. Scoggins, writer


  




  UNIVERSITY CHALLENGE




  The annual Oxford/Cambridge Boat Race is one of the most famous sporting events in the world. Commentating on the event in 1949, John Snagge uttered the immortal words: “I don’t know who’s ahead—it’s either Oxford or Cambridge.”




  ’TIL MEMORY LOSS DO US PART




  Blonde movie star Doris Day was walking in Beverly Hills one day when she was stopped by a man. Thinking that he was a fan, Day greeted him politely and continued on her way.
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