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I’m 62. I’m in good shape. The metrics used to mea-
sure health and vitality tell an encouraging story in my 
case. But time is unflinchingly relentless. The universal 
clock never misses a tick. 

My five closest college friends and I maintain an active 
text thread. It’s important and special to me, and I’m sure 
it is for them, too. These guys have done admirable and 
impressive things; raised lovely families; and remain ac-
tive and curious and relatively fit. They/we have access to 
excellent health care and quality food and attractive reac-
tional facilities. But you can’t engineer perfect outcomes 
where physiology is concerned. So, among the six of us 
early-60s-aged American men, there have been three can-
cers and a stroke since our Lehigh years…with each of 
the four affected doing encouragingly well today.

One of the six, John, lives in Wilmington, North Car-
olina, recently relocating after spending his career years 
in Atlanta. John is unceasingly thoughtful and warm. 
Last weekend, Jenna and I connected with John and his 
wife, Bowen, on eastern Long Island at a mini-reunion 
for a group of my graduate school friends. Although John 
wasn’t our classmate, he has grown close to several of my 
Wharton chums; he’s very likeable and open to build-
ing relationships and he can carry on a conversation with 
anyone. I remarked to John that it’s nice that he has em-
braced and been embraced by a friend group that doesn’t 
trace all the way back to our college days. He answered 
simply, “We’re saying yes to everything we can,” explain-
ing his and Bowen’s approach to this season of life. 

John’s attitude is the right one. We – my cohort – can 
travel in relative physical comfort and get around with-
out inducing excessive residual pain. Our schedules are 
more open than they were a decade ago. Our kids have 
homes and lives and families of their own. So, in the last 
few years, various configurations of an assembly of 20, 
plus or minus a few, have met in Italy and imprinted 
some of the most precious memories on our mental files, 
just by being together and sharing time. 

I’m a travel addict. I’d take 10 trips a year if left to my 
own devices and absent the many obligations of my real 
life. As it is, we typically do three or four annual biggish 
ones and a bunch of weekends away. Inevitably, the few 
days just prior to departure fill with stress as we realize 
the things we “must” but haven’t done. Experience has 

taught me, though, that the world will be fine without 
my focus and input for a week or two. Whatever hasn’t 
been completed will be available for revisitation upon our 
return. 

Today is an especially busy day. This magazine requires 
last-minute attention, October work schedules for the 
coffee shop are overdue, preparation to teach tomorrow’s 
class is essential, and I can’t miss my workout...plus, as 
with most days, I intend to cook. We’re going to Greece 
Thursday, which has recently become an every-annum 
thing. This September excursion is the result of a post-
ponement in May. When I’m worried about what I will 
fail to do in the coming 48 hours, I visualize us side-by-
side in a two-seat window-side row on a Delta jet and 
know exactly how great and peaceful that moment will 
feel.  

The underappreciated bonus of travel: The amazing 
gratitude that overcomes you when you return to your 
beloved home. Seeing the world is a wonderful privilege. 
Reminding yourself of the familiar exceptionalism of 
your chosen hometown is a gift that is given again and 
again. 

Technology talk dominates a disproportionate amount 
of public discourse these days. As I tell my students: Re-
lax, this stuff has been around for a long time. I did my 
collegiate senior project in 1986 on artificial intelligence 
and – actually – the world hasn’t been destroyed in the 
40 years hence. There are aspects of technology that are 
undeniably scary, like many things that are unknown or 
we don’t well understand. But there’s the indispensable 
flip side and convenience that we take for granted that 
we wouldn’t undo: Next week, if anyone needs me, I’ll 
have my laptop and a Greek coffee on a comfy couch 
overlooking the boats in Hydra’s port, and I’ll mix a little 
work in with my play. 

Speaking of play…play along with our football pool. 
It’s free and easy to enter and you’ll find it on page 26.

To contact us 
with your ideas, 

responses, letters 
and more, email 

us at mail@
theskinnie.com

Last issue, I mentioned my birthday. I’m not interested in belaboring 
the celebration (although my family made it great), but I can’t avoid 
thoughts of mortality that I didn’t entertain as a younger man. 
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