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It certainly is encouraging to see municipal libraries reaching out to 

seniors with various programs to teach one how to use the 

ubiquitous computer. If one wants to stay abreast of one’s 

grandchildren, it’s time to get into the game.  

 

In fact, tiny cell phones now have replaced laptop computers. They 

are more powerful than our original large computers. And the phone 

part seems to be the last item utilized in a vast array of apps. “Apps” 

is jargon that you must memorize when little Johnny says, 

“Grandma, what apps do you have on your cell phone?” If you want 

to be perceived as cool, you better have at least $50 worth of games 

and other diversions available on your phone.  

 

If you have an Apple phone, you are off to the races. Apple has so many apps that even Johnny 

won’t be able to keep up. Apps are starting to replace people, which may be a good thing. I went 

into the Apple store the other day and asked for a “doctor app.” The clerk looked puzzled, which 

you never see at Apple stores. They are always so young and clever and happy and they say 

things to you like, “No problem,” “Piece of cake,” etc. Somehow, I vaguely recall using the latter 

phrase, but Miriam won’t let me near cake anymore, even verbally. 

 

I said, “Look, my doctor is 76, and says he is retiring. I need an app to replace him.” The kid was 

amazing. I now have a blood pressure app, a “regularity” app, and apps for most of my vital 

organs. Can you believe that Apple has liver apps?  They are amazing. I left the store feeling 

rather good about my health until I remembered that even Steve Jobs, co-founder, chairman, and 

chief executive officer of Apple, in the end was indeed mortal.  

 

Once you get your new cell phone, you will be pleased to discover that you can now store 

pictures, music, memos, send someone a text message and even noisily disrupt a play at Shaw 

thereby, earning the animosity of those seated near you. Also, as a bonus, when you get to the 

store and forget why you are there, you can immediately call home and get instructions.   

  

“Miriam,” I’m at the ice cream shop,” I might say. “Do you know why I’m here?” She will 

promptly suggest, “Don’t make another move. I know it’s hot, but you can do this. I want you to 

turn your torso right and left, and determine where the exit door is located. Now, I want you to 

look straight at that door. Do not let your eyes wander off to ice cream or cones or people who 

are enjoying ice cream products. Now, get out the door, and walk across the street and pick up 

the vegetables that I need. They are printed on a piece of paper in your right pant pocket. Move!” 

And with that, I’m back on track, but always easily derailed.   

 

The problem, of course, is that these little powerhouses can become addictive. When I’m 

enjoying lunch with someone and they are simultaneously conversing with their butcher, their 

plumber and even their hair stylist while working in some small talk like, “You don’t mind, do 

you? I have to get our toilet unplugged,” well, yes, I do mind. 

 

The neat thing about being a senior is that we have learned to go with the flow. 

No, this has nothing to do with your urinary problems. It means being able to 

adapt to situations. After all, that’s why we are still around. I had a good laugh 

when reading Reader’s Digest the other day. It seems that with this technology 

buzz, senior citizens have taken to texting with great gusto. They even have their 

own vocabulary: BFF: Best Friend Fainted; BYOT: Bring Your Own Teeth; 

CBM: Covered by Medicare; FWB: Friend with Beta-blockers; LMDO: 

Laughing My Dentures Out; GGPBL: Gotta Go, Pacemaker Battery Low! And my favourite 

spring text - GLG: Go Leafs, Go.  


