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To all the plastic surgeons, supplement dealers, human growth hormone salesmen, aerobics instructors, jowl lift specialists, and hair plug experts who inspired us to embark upon this race in the first place.
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Ready, Set, Groan

Ladies and gentlemen, on your mark! Get set, all you middle-aged men and women, because we’re all in this race together (and let’s not discuss who is or is not lost).
But before we begin, there’s something you should know. Men and women approach the subject of aging differently. Our attitudes are worlds apart. Our middle-age behavior, coping skills, and medical complaints are dissimilar. That’s why we, the authors, decided to write this book. Men and women need to have their aging needs addressed independent of each other. It’s time to celebrate our aging differences. Or better yet, whine about them.
The race to the Fountain of Youth isn’t always fair. Just as one side pulls ahead, the other side might see a TV infomercial about some “miracle” vitamin concoction and gain an edge, only to lose it when the other side attends a Botox party. And on and on it goes.
Let’s look at some of the diverse strategies men and women adopt as each of us approach and pass through middle age.
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the Female Team

by Martha Bolton

The way I see it, ladies, this race to the Fountain of Youth is ours to win. Our team is more experienced, more determined, and better funded than the men’s team. Ponce de León, a man, thought he’d found the Fountain of Youth in St. Augustine, Florida. But if he did find eternal health and vitality, where is he today?
Exactly.
The last time I checked, his fountain is a tourist attraction. Nothing more. Other men have tried similar expeditions to various import car lots and hair restoration clinics, searching for the Fountain of Youth. But these, too, were only side trips on this tantalizing journey in quest of the legendary fountain.
But most of us women believe that the Fountain of Youth can’t be found by using MapQuest. Why? Because it’s not a place. It’s an attitude—one that can exist within each of us—that has power to keep us young. The secret of youthfulness is in a positive outlook, self-confidence, adaptability to change, the pursuit of our dreams, and a really good night cream.
But we could be wrong. And since women have never liked backing down from a challenge, we’ll enter this race. After all, if there really is a Fountain of Youth, we have to be the first there to claim it for our side! So, ladies, on your mark…
Get set…
Let’s go!
…right after my nap.



Physical Changes of the Over-Forty Woman


I Am Woman, Where’d I Go?


What over-forty woman hasn’t stood in front of a mirror and succumbed to the temptation of rolling up her forehead and tucking it under her bangs to take off a few years? If we’re honest, we would all admit to doing this. Why do you think big hair is coming back in style? It’s to give us someplace to tape back a few of those birthdays. (I wouldn’t recommend using duct tape, however. The silver tends to show through your bangs.)
Another thing we’d probably admit to, if we’re honest, is watching some of those makeover shows and wondering what it would be like to actually undergo plastic surgery. Does it hurt? Can I afford it? How long is the recovery? And will they still let me in AARP if I look too young?
Some of us don’t stop there. We figure, well, if I’m going under for a face-lift, why not get a different nose while I’m at it? Or a straighter smile, or higher cheekbones, or a more pronounced chin. Perhaps we’d like to add a dimple or two or get our ears stitched back or have a little liposuction on our thighs. Or maybe we’d like to hem that “chin skirt” we’ve started growing since we turned fifty.
I’m not ready for any of that. Not yet, anyway. The main thing holding me back is the fact that plastic surgery is still an invasive procedure. If it was something that could be done, say, in a drive-through lane and I could get on with my day, then I might be more interested. But plastic surgery is a far more complicated order than what can be handled in a drive-through. It’s going to require getting out of the lane and pulling over to the side and waiting, at least until the anesthetic wears off. So I’ll pass for now and leave the makeovers to braver souls. A few of them are doing enough to make up for the rest of us anyway. They’re single-handedly keeping the nation’s plastic surgeons in caviar.
Do you know that statistically more women get plastic surgery than men? The divide between us is shrinking, but women still win this race hands (and whatever else is heading southward) down. Maybe one reason we get more plastic surgery is that we spend a lot more time in front of the mirror than men do. And not just any mirror. We bought into the “need” to have magnifying mirrors. What were we thinking? Sure, it helps when we’re trying to pluck our eyebrows, but a wrinkle magnified thirty times can be scarier than a Stephen King novel! Men know better than to buy magnifying mirrors. They may allow their barber to use one when it’s time for a haircut and he needs help finding what to cut, but a man would never shave with a magnifying mirror. Instinctively he knows it’s not a wise thing to do.
I’ve watched the makeover shows on television. The end results are usually pretty dramatic, but again, it’s the process that holds me back. I think I could make it as far as getting the lines drawn on my face. That much I could handle with a minimum of anesthesia. It would be sort of like looking at model homes and imagining where your furniture would go but never actually purchasing the house. Or like taking a three-sizes-ago dress out of your closet and holding it up to your current body. You know you’re not going to actually get into the dress (not without the Jaws of Life), but you can dream.
So I dream. That’s all. Dream about the possibilities. It’s safe and painless. Dreaming doesn’t involve stitches. Besides, without a magnifying mirror, I’m content to live in my new “loosened-up” skin. It’s comfortable, like an old pair of jeans that has just the right give. It’s still me in there. And like women everywhere, I’ve earned each and every laugh and worry line.
Besides, where does all this making over stop? I watched a show recently about how teenage girls are choosing to have plastic surgery. Not because they were severely injured in an automobile accident or born with some facial disfigurement. They believe they have to have the perfect nose, the perfect smile, the perfect whatever.
But are we losing something with all this “perfection”?
When I was in school, some of the nicest people on campus weren’t the ones with the flawless facial features and perfectly chiseled physiques. They were the average-or even less-than-average-looking kids who had accepted themselves with all their less-than-perfect aspects—and accepted others with their less-than-perfect aspects, too. So maybe stopping at the presurgery lines drawn on my face isn’t a bad thing to do—at least for me, at least for now. Like I said, if they ever make plastic surgery something I can get in a drive-through lane, I might reconsider. But only if I can have fries with that.




Corn Pads Are Just Another Way of Saying Happy Birthday

Corn pads, feet pillows, whatever you care to call them, one thing’s for certain: For years they have not received the respect they deserve. Ever since corn pads first hit the market, most fashion circles have shunned them as inferior accessories. They don’t even get mentioned in the major design showcases, even though you know with all that walking down runways, models have to be wearing them.
I say it’s high time for all that to change and for corn pads to start getting some long-overdue admiration. For decades these little foot cushions have been protecting our feet and helping them heal. They do bring a different look to a dressy sandal, but all in all, corn pads are nothing to be looked down upon. (Okay, maybe we can’t help but look down on them because they’re on our feet, but go with me on this.)
Besides, pillows are in vogue right now. One glance at the latest sofa brochure and you can see that. The more pillows the better. And historically pillows have indicated wealth. Royalty always had plenty of pillows around to lie on while they munched on grapes and turkey legs. That being the case, there’s no telling how many corn pads King Henry VIII might have worn. The high heels men wore in those days had to have given them foot problems, so if they slapped on a foot pillow or two, where was the shame in that?
That being said, there are certain things one should never do with a corn pad. It’s just a respect issue. Here are a few corn-pad taboos:
	Corn pads are not Post-it notes. Do not write memos to yourself on them.
	Large corn pads should never be used as oven mitts. They stick to the pans and don’t provide enough padding to insulate against intense heat.
	Corn pads were never intended to be used instead of Scotch tape in the wrapping of a gift.
	Do not use corn pads to hem your skirt or pants. It isn’t really cost effective, and it won’t last through more than two washings.
	Corn pads are not Band-Aids. It’s overkill to wrap them around a hangnail.
	A corn pad should never be used as electrical tape. Exposing a corn pad to this type of fire hazard is considered corn-pad abuse in nine states.

If you follow the above tips, you and your corn pads should live a long and happy life together. Again, it’s all about respect. And when all is said and done, isn’t that what we women really want?



I’m Not Dead Yet (But Parts of Me Are Fading Fast)

Have you ever gotten out of bed in the morning and realized that only a portion of you was awake? It’s like your eyes opened at eight o’clock, but the rest of you has its snooze alarm set for a half hour later. You try to get out of bed, but every movement makes you feel like you’re Gumby.
I don’t know about other women, but this happens to me every morning. I don’t think it’s a circulatory problem as much as it’s a stubbornness problem. I want to get up, but my legs stubbornly insist on staying in bed. It’s the same willfulness with which they keep walking over to buffet counters after my brain knows I’m full, or walking me back to my car every time I try to sign up at a gym. My legs seem to have a mind of their own.
Other body parts of mine seem to have gotten a mind of their own over the years, too. Here’s the short list:
[image: image]




The Botox Chronicles

A new home-party opportunity is making the rounds these days. I’m not talking about food storage systems or crystal or even home decorating. I’m talking about Botox. It’s a get-together with your friends and a doctor (who says doctors don’t make house calls these days?) where those interested can have the procedure done and surprise their husbands with more than a lettuce crisper. It sounds a little scary to me, though. I would never consider going to my neighbor’s house and having brain surgery over tea. So what’s the appeal of these home Botox parties? Who knows? But I have to admit, if the parties were for one of these next procedures, I might be tempted to throw one myself.
The Underarm Lift
Considering the danger some underarms pose under a wind advisory, this procedure might entitle you to a discount on your insurance policy. It has been estimated that half of the injuries in most hurricanes are the result of severe underarm self-whippings. These can also take place under ceiling fans carelessly adjusted to the highest setting. The underarm lift could be life-saving!
The Knee Pull
My knees look like two cascade valances draped at the midpoint of my legs. Sure, it’s a good place to tuck my identification when I’m at the beach, but the extra flesh can get in the way in other situations, like swimming. I keep thinking a stingray is gliding by when really it’s just my knee skin floating to the surface. True, all this excess skin does give a little extra cushion when you’re down on your knees washing the floor. But at this age, how often do we physically get down on our knees? Probably not very often, because we know that more often than not, it’s a one-way trip.
The Heel Peel
Women frequently get facial peels, but if you really want to defy your age, the heel peel is for you. Nothing shows the wear and tear of life more than our heels. Dry, cracked, rough heels can have us snagging and dragging seaweed down the beach behind us, or scratch our hardwood floors so badly that they have to be sanded down and restained. (Helpful hint: if you can buy a sander, you can save a lot of money between regular heel peels.)
Big Toenail Reduction
It’s a known fact that the older we get, the longer our toenails tend to grow. They can grow to unimaginable lengths (remember Howard Hughes?) and can take on all sorts of interesting shapes (remember Howard Hughes?). Big-toenail-reduction surgery will help you return to those happy days of yesteryear when your feet didn’t look like two deluxe Swiss army knives. You’ll be able to wear open-toed shoes again (we’re talking shoes that were originally intended to be open-toed, not ones where your toenails simply broke through the front).
Tummy Relocation
Not to be confused with the traditional tummy tuck, the tummy relocation is a procedure whereby a surgeon relocates your stomach to another, more suitable area. It’s sort of like moving to a house in the suburbs after you’ve outgrown the downtown condo. After relocating your stomach to a roomier area, you won’t notice the extra pounds nearly as much. For instance, if those surplus ten pounds were hanging off your shoulders instead, you could pass them off as shoulder pads and join a women’s football team.
We all have old photos of us with our stomachs in the place God intended them to be. But over the years, many of us have seen our stomachs slide a bit southward. And not just for the winter, either. The tummy tuck reduces the amount of fat that has deposited itself in the stomach area, but the tummy relocation is about moving it, rather than getting rid of it. With stomachs, just as with real estate, it’s all about location, location, location.
Under-Chin Enhancement
If we’re doomed to have that baggy skin under our chin, why not do something creative with it? In this surgery, the loose skin is either tied and stitched into a nice bow or folded over for a turtleneck look. For those not on a tight budget, pearls and other precious jewels may be added to create a permanent choker and dress it up for more formal occasions.
Chin Separation
Similar to the surgery that separates conjoined twins, the chin separation procedure divides chins that have hung out together for so long the flesh has adhered to itself. Chins have a right to coexist—closely but separately—and this surgery is helping chins all over the world achieve their rightful independence.
Earlobe Tuck
Anyone who has worn heavy earrings for more than twenty years understands the desperate need for this procedure. In an earlobe tuck, the lower portion of the ear—which now hangs like raw pizza dough waiting to be tossed into the air—is rolled under, forming a sort of croissant or cannoli, if you will. This not only keeps the earlobes off the shoulders and out of bowls of soup when the patient is eating, but can also take years off a woman’s appearance.
The Nostril Fence
You know you’re a candidate for the nostril fence when your grandkids start trying to run their Matchbox cars through your nasal passages.
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