So now I’m 59
By Holly Lisle
I turned 59 yesterday. As you get older, your birthday goes
from being the high point of your year to something you give a
wary sidelong glance as it whips by.
You back away a little. Birthdays start reminding you of all
the people who aren’t around anymore to celebrate them with
you — grandparents and parents and siblings and friends.
So to have an amazing birthday — that’s an unexpected grace
note in your life, something you don’t expect anymore.
My amazing birthday started when Matt and I walked a tiny
distance to a local bakery in our new town and bought a bunch
of very NOT keto celebratory stuff.
Then we drove to Gnadenhutten, where I showed Matt and Joe the
three houses I’d lived in when I lived there — one on Cherry
Street when I was three or four, one on Spring Street when I
was five to six, and one on Tuscarawas Avenue when I was seven
(before we moved to Alaska).
Showed them my school, which was the elementary and high
school when I lived there, but which is now apparently just
the high school.
Finding places you lived when you were very small is
challenging — but while Gnadenhutten has gotten a bit bigger
(and is still a lovely town), I was able to locate both the
Spring Street and Tuscarawas Avenue houses.
The one on Cherry Avenue is kind of iffy, because I was around
three or four when I lived there, and I remember the place
only because the lady who lived downstairs from us (and from
whom my parents rented the upstairs) had these gorgeous tucked
red velvet pillows that she would let me touch when I went to

visit.
And because that house was the place where I got my mouth
washed out with soap when my rideable Yogi Bear threw me to
the sidewalk, and I loudly called him a goddamned bear.

I have tended to wax philosophical in some of my past birthday
posts. And I don’t do them that often, because birthdays when
you’re an adult are usually just another day.
But here’s the thing…
Yeah, I’m getting older, and getting older carries with it the
sure knowledge that you’re pushing toward an ending, and you’d
prefer that to remain a long damn way in the future.
But at 59, I’m down a minimum of a hundred pounds and a max of
around a hundred thirty from the most I ever weighed. I
stopped weighing myself when I hit 231, but I kept gaining
weight while increasing another whole WalMart X size. So I
don’t know exactly how much weight I’ve lost. I know it’s a
lot.
My blood pressure, blood glucose, and overall health are
superb.
I no longer have a parathyroid tumor, and am still clear of
tongue cancer. We’ll ignore the fact that I have a cold today.
And I now live in Ohio.
As you get older, birthdays stop feeling all that special. But

this one — this one was spectacular.
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