






S
E

A
T

T
L

E
 W

E
E

K
LY

 • J
U

LY
 2

3
 —

 2
9

, 2
0

1
4 

17

dering if I have enough time on my parking meter 
before I rush off to the next event, which I won’t 
be fully present for. This is unacceptable.

It really is just a simple mathematical equa-
tion: Figure out what you like to do, then spend 
a majority of your time doing it. Sacrifices will 
have to be made. This may mean watching 
fewer episodes of The Daily Show or skipping 
my friend’s kid’s 4th birthday party, but some-
thing’s got to give. I like putting on a suit and 
writing in bars, so I’ve added it to my iPhone’s 
calendar. Repeat three times a week. Oh, and 
fucking Star Anna. Repeat.

The Younger Girlfriend
Though I’ve chosen to spend the bulk of my 

life as a single man, when it comes to love, I’m an 
optimist. I enjoy being in relationships, and think 
people can be more fulfilled when sharing their 
lives with a significant other. It’s also often an 
energy-sucking, expensive, stressful pain-in-the-
ass. Which brings me to my current love life. 

I am in love, with a gorgeous and talented rock 
star named Star Anna. Star and I have dated for 
almost nine months, and are a unique and oddly 
paired couple. The first thing people notice (aside 
from Star’s hair, which is often pink or platinum 
or blue) is our age difference; she’s 28, and, as 
we all know, I’m nearly fucking 50. The reason 
this matters is not 
because she and I 
have wildly differ-
ent cultural refer-
ences, interests, or 
social mores, but 
because there’s a 
cliché about older 
men dating younger 
women which often 
gets in the way of 
what is otherwise a nice coupling. To be honest, 
I don’t give a rat’s ass what people think, though 
I do hope she’s not embarrassed when some kid 
jokingly calls me her Dad on Facebook.

I think where couples with a significant age 
difference run into trouble is related to maturity. 
No one wants to date someone prone to hissy 
fits, hysterics, and immature outbursts. Luckily, 
Star puts up with mine. 

More and more adults are finding themselves 
single and living alone at my age. According to 
the Census Bureau, the percentage of one-person 
households has grown over the past 40 years 
from 17 percent in 1970 to almost 30 percent 
today. That’s a combo of people getting married 
later in life (five years later than in the ’70s); 
getting divorced at a higher rate; enjoying their 
newfound freedom; and in my case, all of the 
above. It also probably has something to do with 
the ease of accessing online porn. 

The U.S. birthrate is also falling, and is currently 
at its lowest in American history. A recent Pew 
Research report showed not only that the fertility 
rate has dropped 9 percent over the past five years, 
but that childlessness has risen in every racial 
and ethnic group. (About one in five American 
women now end their child-bearing years without 
rugrats, as compared to one in 10 in the 1970s.)

Without kids of my own (my ex-wife has 
twins from a previous marriage, whom I am close 
to)—and with a vasectomy to make sure there 
aren’t any unplanned towheads in the future—it 
is quite possible I’ll die alone. I don’t mention 
this for sympathy, but because much of ponder-
ing “the end game” has to do with what we want 

to leave in this world, and to whom. I want to 
leave a mark—and excess cash to friends, lovers, 
and Friends of the Earth. 

While I respect the hell out of Star as a 
singer, a poet, and a strong, sexy rock-’n’-roll 
goddess, I have a great deal of fear around our 
relationship—make that any relationship. I’m 
set in my ways. My house is all neat and tidy, 
and she’s . . . not. She’s young . . . and I’m not. I 
grew up on Mercer Island in a well-to-do Jewish 
household, and she was raised in a rusted-out 
school bus on the wide-open plains of Ellens-
burg (really). Shockingly (to both of us), we just 
fit: We’ve got similar warped senses of humor; 
we are both jealous and creative, loyal and 
strong-willed; and, most important, we love one 
another and want to make the relationship work. 

Unbeknownst to me, being able to tap into 
heart-wrenching and painfully deep places for 
creative pursuits can often spill into real life. (Go 
figure.) While my writing has a range some-
where between Neil Simon and David Sedaris, 
her songwriting is more on the Nina Simone/
Elliott Smith spectrum. “Please don’t lose faith in 
my love; I can do better next time,” she has writ-
ten. “My world comes tumbling down, shakes 
me awake and aware. Skies open up like heaven 
fell through, endless and stretched to no end.” 
Star’s desperately dark valleys sometime consume 
her; maybe—just maybe—this is where my expe-
rience can help. 

In The Mill on the Floss, the great scribe 
George Eliot said, “The middle-aged, who 

have lived through their 
strongest emotions, but 
are yet in the time when 
memory is still half-pas-
sionate and not merely 
contemplative, should 
surely be a sort of natural 
priesthood whom life has 
discipled and consecrated 
to be the refuge and the 
rescue of early stumblers 

and victims of self-despair.”
Since we began dating, Star has quit smoking, 

started making more eye contact, and cheered up 
considerably. “We don’t have to figure it all out 
right now,” I tell her during anxious moments. 
“We’ve got time.” And I know this . . . because 
I’ve lived a long time.

This isn’t to say we don’t have our challenges. 
A few nights before Thanksgiving last year, Star 
gave me a preview of the outfit she’d be wearing 
to dinner with my family—a lovely, conservative 
ensemble, covering the tattoos that so beautifully 
adorn parts of her body. Everything seemed per-
fect, until she showed up on Thanksgiving having 
dyed her hair green the night before. If opposites 
attract, we’re fusing into one solid diamond. 

A Second Opinion  
(From the Same Guy)

I returned to my doctor’s office and went over 
my lab results with Dr. Harrington. All was well, 
given the fact I was fucking old.

“All your indicators are looking good. Choles-
terol levels are good. Blood pressure is where it 
needs to be. If you dropped 10 pounds, you’d feel 
much better. Get some more exercise, and watch 
what you eat.” 

But what about the cambozola, doc! And the 
cheesecake!?

“You can have cheesecake now and again, just 
don’t eat a giant slice. If you’re craving cheese, 
buy those remnants they have at the Market. 
But lay off the bread, the pasta. Having a bagel is 
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like eating a donut. Would you eat a donut every 
morning?” No comment.

“It’s more about your attitude. The more you 
fight the current, the worse it gets. Ride the wave. 
As you get older, you won’t be as strong or as fast. 
But for a 70-year-old to lament that he’s not 30 
is depressing. Your question should be, ‘How am 
I doing for 50?’ Your benchmarks should be secu-
rity and happiness and love and financial security 
and passion. Happiness with where you are.”

And what if I get cancer? Or bird flu?
“Fear is a lousy motivator. We’re screening 

for cancers. You’re going to get a colonoscopy.” I 
make a face. “A lot of that’s homophobia, by the 
way. You’re not having sex with a man; he’s put-
ting a camera up your ass.”

I suggested that at my age there were indeed 
plenty of things to worry about. Like Alzheim-
er’s. Or terrorism. 

“Look, worry can paralyze a person, or worse, 
have them do the wrong things: taking excessive 
vitamins or unnecessary supplements. Guys come 
in here begging for testosterone pills. They’re the 
equivalent of breast implants for men! You don’t 
need to worry about giving up gluten or any of 
that crap. What you should worry about is wor-
rying too much. Depression. Anxiety. Yes, you 
need to start paying some attention to your body 
now that you’re 50. Make intelligent decisions. 

“Think of all the years you aren’t in control! The 
first 10 years you’re barely making it, someone is 
feeding you and telling you what to do and wip-
ing your ass. The next 10 years you can’t drink, 
everything’s illegal, you don’t have your own house 
or job. The 10 years after that, you don’t know 
enough to do anything that well. Now, at 50, you 
should be celebrating. It’s an achievement!”

And Back  
to the Therapist

“You have a career you enjoy, and are finding 
success as a writer. You’re in good health. You’re 
dating a 28-year-old, so obviously there are peo-
ple who don’t see you as old,” Christa summa-
rizes in our final session. “You yourself said you’re 
‘on a roll.’ So what exactly is the problem?”

I sat for a long time staring at the stuffed 
animals and building blocks in the corner 
of Christa’s office, and thought about all I’d 
learned. I realized how fortunate I am to have 
my life. To have my health. To be in love. To be 
financially and spiritually at ease. In the end, 
after all the counsel and guidance, I didn’t want 
to move to Africa for perspective; I didn’t need 
to be convinced I might live another 50 years, 
or that my best days lie ahead. Call it vanity or 
narcissism or fear, but I just had an issue with 
the number; it wasn’t that I felt old—just the 
opposite. I didn’t want to sound old. 

“OK,” Christa says, putting her practical 
thinking cap on. “I get it. There’s been a stigma 
about asking women their age, and in your own 
way, you don’t want to deal with that. So don’t.” 
I wait for the caveat. “Just say something like, ‘I 
have to tell you, I feel 35.’ Say you aren’t a num-
ber—or even that you’re hung up on numbers. 
Say that you are feeling incredible about your 
life or career and all the amazing things you’ve 
done—and that you’d love to talk about that. Say 
your life is about other things—and that you’re 
feeling kick-ass.” And when they ask me my 
biological age? “Tell them you lost count.”

Funny how in the end, it took a child therapist 
to make me feel young again. E
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