I remember when I was in high school seeing Lynyrd Skynyrd play “Freebird” when it had only been on the radio for two months.  None of the band members were dead yet, I was close to the stage, and it was a blazing three guitar experience.

To listen to the radio these days you would think I’m STILL in high school. Even now “Freebird” gets a lot of airplay, along with “Smoke On The Water” and anything by Led Zeppelin. Every time I hear them I’m reminded of old Buicks with rebuilt engines that refuse to die.

Recently I experienced my 30-year high school reunion, an adult passage on par with arthritis and divorce. Actually I didn’t attend.  It was two states away and I didn’t want to go unless I had a Pulitzer Prize to rub into everyone’s face. But someone emailed me photographs along with a run down of the evening.

A lot of people had reconstructive surgery because of car accidents and were walking with canes.  A few looked like gaunt scarecrows because of gastric bypass.  Several people had hooked up with a high-school sweetheart from the twentieth reunion and an equal number were divorced having made that mistake at the tenth. 

This all happened about the time our little buddy Bob Denver passed away and the release of the new Rolling Stones Album.  The Stones, like Gilligan, have been around for as long as I can remember, but when I saw an interview with Keith Richards I noticed that he looked a lot like my grandmother before she died.  

As I get older, I find myself focusing more and more on bone spurs and degenerating discs.  Never mind that I’ve had the distinct privilege of living in two centuries and two millenniums.  

It’s hard to accept, but time is like a slow train that eventually catches you.  It isn’t on your side nor will it wait for you.   I just turned 48, and I’m preparing as stoically as possible for my sixth decade.  Hopefully by then I can stop whining and realize what a gift it can be to embrace the present moment. 
