
Unmoored 
  
For the first few days at sea, I felt slightly detached, not really one with my well-heeled, 
well-aged shipmates. I fancied myself more aligned with my younger, backpacking-
broke-through-Europe, self. But one’s counterparts, in whatever setting, can be a mirror, 
one which will eventually reflect who you really are. 
  
Our itinerary called for boarding in Barcelona, Spain and disembarking in Reykjavík, 
Iceland two weeks later with half a dozen ports of call in between. If not the trip of a 
lifetime, then close. We had long been targeted by cruise ship ads on PBS Masterpiece 
Theater: plummy-accented Brits intimating that we were deserving of this extravagance, 
that it was time we claim our rightful berth among this manifest of refined explorers. And 
so, with a “Can’t take it with you,” shrug, we signed on. (Yes, we did opt for the posh, 
“port-out, starboard-home,” state room). 
  
Think of this particular cruise ship as a four-star hotel perched atop a gleaming white 
hull the length of a city block, immaculately maintained and offering an embarrassment 
of amenities: luxury staterooms and lounges, gourmet food around the clock, and an 
obsequious staff and crew in a ratio of 1 for every 2 guests. Our fellow “explorers” were, 
as mentioned, boomers deposited by the tides on the far shore of life’s scrum with 
assets ample enough for a trip such as this. 
  
Once anchors had been raised, the ship’s and our own, our floating adult community 
became a great equalizer. Whatever stations and titles passengers held on dry land 
were little in evidence here. Men who might have signaled status with bespoke business 
suits, white physician’s coats, or black judge’s robes seem a little unsure how to present 
themselves; Golfing attire? Hiking shoes and tactical pants? Jeans and tennis shoes? 
The women are more adept at revealing caste by carriage, handbag, or hairstyle. The 
men also seem a little slower-moving than their spouses, probably due to athletic 
injuries from glory days gone by or from decades in demanding careers. A step or three 
behind their partners, they defer the pace and destination in an unspoken 
acknowledgment of their gradual de-alpha-ing. 
  
After a few days of these aloof observations, I begin to suspect that I might be missing 
out on some of the fun. I turned my gaze inward and asked, “Why this remove, this 
pretense of 'otherness'?” After a bit of pondering, I landed on a plausible answer; in my 
non-vacationing life, that is to say 95% of it, I interact with many people of many 
different ages, thus I selectively, deceptively, imagine myself a member of a younger, 
more vital, demographic. But here, having only those of my chronology to compare 
myself to, I have to admit it--I am them and they are me. 
  
Miriam, my partner of many years, does seems to have a quicker step than I, to be 
more determined and decisive. My wardrobe is a hodgepodge of business casual and 



hiking wear. And despite my smug, tissue-thin assumptions of physical and mental 
superiority, I am slouching along right in the middle of this geriatric pack. 
  
The on-shore excursions are telling. I do not strike out adventurously on my own, I sign 
up for the tours and dutifully fall in behind a guide holding up a sign on a stick--a 
“lollipop” as they call it. (And what better enticement forward for those in their second 
childhood?) All that is required is that I do my damnedest to keep up. My younger self 
would have been appalled. 
  
There is a certain relief in acknowledging reality, in letting down pretenses, and not 
having to be “that guy” anymore. The days of making big decisions are behind me and 
the days of little abdications are here. So be it. 
  
And really, why would I forsake those who have been my tribe, my boomer-bulge 
buddies, for as long as I’ve passed through this life? We marched shoulder to shoulder 
through the golden1950s, grade school, high school, the cultural and sexual revolutions, 
the Vietnam era, all of it. I can’t renounce them now--now when we need each other 
most. We are the only ones who know the perils and perks of “70 something.” Soon 
enough we will all be carvings on a tombstone or ashes in an urn so why not enjoy each 
other’s company in the oceangoing here and now? 
  
And so, for the rest of the trip, point me in a direction of a “lollipop” and I will follow 
obediently, observing works of art and architecture and marveling at the timeless 
achievements of visionaries infinitely greater than I. Back on board, you’ll find me 
chatting up my dinner-table mates and later, at the bar, clinking gin and tonics with the 
old guy next to me as we exchange diagnoses, brag about grandchildren, and yuk it up. 
  
My shipmates, my people. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


