More Books and Then “Ah, Bright Wings!”

“Slip sliding away, slip sliding away,” Paul Simon sings.
“You know the nearer your destination, the more you’re slip sliding away.”

Slip Slidin’ Away. This phrase is, of course, the opening line to one of Paul Simon’s most beautiful but most melancholy songs. Is that what happens when we retire? Sometimes it feels like it.

Standing and singing in the Sunday morning worship service at First Presbyterian Church, I felt odd, unstable, tippy. I sat down and tried to regain my composure. I didn’t. Instead, I felt myself slip slidin’ away, slip slidin’ away . . . ay . . . ay. In short, I was collapsing into unconsciousness. 

Marj and three nurses in the congregation hovered over me, one nurse arguing with two nurses over whether I should be kept sitting or be laid out on the pew. The two nurses won and I relaxed lying down. One nurse could find no heart beat, but, not to worry, I came to, arguing that I didn’t want the ambulance that had been called, that I wanted to go home so I could watch the Bears lose. I lost that argument and was carted out by the paramedics. The next day, after a battery of tests, I returned from the hospital with doctors and nurses puzzled about why I had been slip slidin’ away, slip slidin’ away . . . ay . . .ay. I was released with a slight change in medicine.

