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Two sure signs you’re getting old:  You require math to verify your 
own age; and, you can’t seem to do anything without evoking a sense 
of nostalgia. 

As I’m typing, I’m testing my theory. The first precept holds. How 
old am I? My initial instinct – 54. Checking the numbers – I was 
born in 1964, it’s 2019 now…from ‘64 to 2000, that’s 36 years; ’00 
to 2019, another 19; 36 plus 19…55. I’m 55, not 54. Arithmetic is 
more trustworthy than memory. But for belt-and-suspenders certain-
ty, I steal a glimpse of my reflection in the home office mirror. A silly 
move, since I look like I’m 100 at this instant, not that I’m sure what 
I expect to see when I think 55.

Per the Oxford English Dictionary, nostalgia is “a sentimental long-
ing or wistful affection for the past, typically for a period or place 
with happy personal associations.” The famous reference book offers 
a usage example: “I was overcome with acute nostalgia for my days in 
college.” As time passes, unremarkable moments that a young man 
would navigate without taking special note become milestones worth 
deep contemplation, their metaphoric flavor – bittersweet. 

Oxford’s illustration is timely to me. This past weekend, like the 
weekend to come, takes me back to my college days. I went to a foot-
ball game last Saturday and I’m returning for another in a few days. 
Day trips to Pennsylvania from New York City, where my younger 
daughter now lives. I remain psychically connected to my alma ma-
ter. My father went there, too. My core group of lifelong friendships 
were formed there; they sustain me – often silently across many miles. 
But until recently, the student version of me felt contemporary, like I 
was just as much of that time as I am of today. Arithmetic, like it did 
above, has stolen the last of this illusion from me. 

As I sat in the season seat that I’ve had since the stadium was built 
(two years after my graduation), that which was once novel and ex-
citing is suddenly common and quaint. I turn to Larry. “This place 
opened in ’88, right?” 

He confirms it to be so. 

“Eighty-eight to 2019, that’s 21 years,” I say, with intonation 
suggesting a really long time. I pause briefly, and Larry appraises me 

with a quizzical stare. “Wait,” I correct myself, “It’s actually 31 years.” 
Which hints, unsympathetically, at the number 50, given my tenden-
cy to round up. 

The night before the game last week, I visited my daughter at her 
apartment. Like her father, she was hell-bent for the Big Apple as soon 
as she stripped off her cap-and-gown. The 8-by-8 living/dining room, 
shrunken by necessity as it donated the other half of itself to a false 
wall and my daughter’s bed, somehow accommodated more than a 
dozen of us, though for only 15 minutes for me. She had a big night 
and full life ahead of her, and I was ready to distract myself with food. 
So I strolled to Little Italy, where my own father had introduced me 
to New York. On the way, the walk-up where my wife lived with two 
of her friends from school when I met her. Only one of the three still 
lives today. 

I ordered calamari and scungilli with medium sauce, just like I did 
the first day of work at my very first job. I sat at the counter solo, a 
faded remnant of the wide-eyed 22-year-old me. The bar is granite 
now, not linoleum, and it’s moved from the corner of the restaurant 
to the interior-back. Long gone – Mouse and Victor, the cook/servers 
in white t-shirts, pants and soda-jerk paper-and-net hats who collect-
ed neighborhood daily-number chits as diligently as they passed out 
plates. I grabbed the check and approached the register. Mikey was 
sitting there, perhaps he hasn’t moved since 1986. 

He’s wearing the same suit as during out first encounter. I hand 
Mikey my American Express. A lot has happened since my Platinum 
was Green. Mikey takes the card, but his hand is shaking wildly. For a 
minute, he tries to insert it in the chip reader, to no avail. He beckons 
to the only other soul in the joint besides us two – a young Guate-
malan that Mikey incongruously calls “Joe.” Joe grabs Mikey by the 
wrist and steadies the shakes. Joe takes the card and completes the 
transaction, and I nod to Mikey for what I’m sure will be the last time. 

Up the block, I sit for a cannoli. I daydream (at night) of the boxes 
of Italian pastries my invincible dad brought home a few times a year.  

Back past my wife’s way-back apartment again, and then my daugh-
ter’s, before returning to my hotel. “This isn’t mine anymore,” I say to 
myself. “Maybe it never was.” 
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