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Introduction
the glass is half empty
I can tell you tons of different stories about the ones who bear the burden of years, but which side of the coin should I tell? The elegant and beautiful side or the side that bears the bare reality? Some are confirmed optimists, some are pessimists. I usually am an optimist but things that I have seen remind me of the empty half of the glass. This is neither Okinawa nor Philadelphia; this is Turkey and our senescence is different! 

Camel’s back is broken now, and we cannot keep talking about nice things to not to dishearten people. I keep thinking of William Somerset Maugham. The young medicine student in late 19th century could not have known that he would live 91 years as the average life expectancy was 40 years.   

When he penciled his novel about poverty in stinking, insanitary streets of London, the high society was highly disturbed by this encounter with the bare reality of poverty. Sometimes it feels safer to ignore rather than to face the reality. Yet, the number of elders who feel guilty of the sins that they did not commit is incredibly high. With this paper I will sin by disrobing the senescence, and so in my own senescence I will now this was my sin that I am paying for. 
I have learned 3 million years in 12 years, and i will tell it to you in half an hour
As he is answering my questions, two year-old Selma, his granddaughter kisses Mr. Muammer (82) and giggles. “I have never been scared of working, but growing old is hard. One cannot catch the world renewing itself daily” as Mr. Muammer tells this, the anti-smoking campaign on the television in the background distracts my attention. Mr. Muammer does not go out in winter. Because “My lungs cannot tolerate the filthy air of the city” he says. He looks at his little grand daughter with love as he tells this. This is February 2009, and the room inhabited by three generations is filled with silence, tranquility and happiness. A retired public employee spent all his life in Ankara. He never smoked but his lungs cannot function anymore. 

It is highly probably for Selma, to witness the 22nd century. All studies agree at this: Lifespans are getting longer and women live longer lives. Unaware of this, little Selma listens carefully to her grandfather. “It is too late for us, but what kind of a senescence waits for this little child? It was the fate of our generation to age under unsafe circumstances. I don’t want my grand child to have the same fate with me.”
Mr. Muammer too, sees the half empty part. Whether knowingly or not, he utters an important concept of Gerontology. His words about aging being the fate of a particular generation, and about each generation aging in accordance with the circumstances of the era, shows that he is aware of the process that we call reverse aging as well as senescence. 

Most people think I am a “scientist of elderlies”. Yet I explore and explain aging rather than senescence. Senescence shows me the results of the aging process. This is the only way to show the confirmed optimists the truth about aging. It is not my job to draw pictures of a happy senescence. M job is to bring forth the reality beneath the pink pictures of senescence so that problems are seen and solved.  

This is why my priority is the socio-cultural level of aging rather than the biological. Not only human beings but also aging has a biography. If you are the one of the every 100 people that does not have economical problems, or the one of every 1000 that does not have health issues, or the one of the 10000 that unfortunately does not have an elder in their family, you may feel like your time is wasted reading this paper. For all the rest I want to remind you of words of Granny Hatice: “Read me thoroughly so that I won’t repeat”. She too, saw aging as a “generation problem”. Her answer to my question about senescence still echoes in my mind, “The heart does not age, son!” 

As she passed away in 2009, there was a fridge as old as her in her apartment. I will tell you the story of it later. But before that, let us take time to visit a house in Sivas, and listen to Uncle Hüseyin (78). He says: “There are at least one of us in every house, but no one knows us.” He sips his tea and continues: “Look at me, I can hardly walk. I have not been like this. I used to be a young and handsome man once. Yet the life does not go in the way it was planned to go. I tell my children and grand children this: Be careful! First years carried me, now it is my turn. I carry them.”  

As I was heading to interview the first elder, I knew I would be introduced to a huge sea of experience. But I did not know it would be this deep. I have listened to experiences of 3 million years within 12 years, and I will try to squeeze them all here in this article that can be read within half an hour. I do not know how many million atoms are within a drop of water, throughout my professional life 25 years of which I have spent in Turkey, I have listened to experiences of 35000 elders. With 1517 of them I am in constant communication. I cannot tell you about every life I have known, yet I can tell you about a few of them. 
Senescence: ailment and care dependence
No one knows about the 105 year old man who was born in 1907, the same year with John Wayne. He passed away in March 2012. Wayne passed away in 1979. If he live in ancient Rome, he would have been called “of the ones God forgot on earth”. While Wayne lived in the city of Sun, even ants could not live where this man lived. 

I saw him being forgotten, his pride broken. Institutes of social services “could not help” him although they tried hard. His physical condition was very good-except one problem- in spite of his age. He only wanted to visit a mosque, but he was not provided with an adult diaper. 

He was to perform his ritual prayers at home, as he was too embarrassed to go out. His pride was broken in the last years of his unworthy life. Yet, cultural and social studies, medical and technological developments improved life and health conditions of old people. On the other hand, these improvements are valid for the industrial countries. As they are happy for the “good” years they have earned, elders in Turkey grieve for their lost years. 
Is senescence a disease?
87 year old illiterate Mrs. Fatma lives in her son’s apartment. Looking at me with her dark large eyes, she says “I used to be the herbalist of the village. Oh, how can you know what a herbalist is...? Today there are doctors. There were doctors back then, but they never came to our village. It is not easy to carry your diseased to the city on the back of a donkey. They used to visit me for cure. I used to cure them with my herbs that I collect from mountains. None of the broken bones knitted wrong. All are healthy! They too are old now. They used to respect me. The children brought to me when they have quinsy now talk to me in baby language. They speak out and syllabify words when talking to me, as if I am retarded.” This woman is right, but there is something she misses. Loss of bodily functions in the process of aging is an expected and natural phenomena. Yet, we cannot assume senescence as “disease”. Senescence is for everyone, diseases are seen in a part of the society. Because there is not cure for senescence, but disease can be cured. 

Changes in a person’s body and nervous system cause increase in health problems in senescence. As the body ages, it is harder for it to adapt the environment. Cell renewal becomes harder. The skin gets thinner, bones and heart get weaker. Brain mass decreases. Yet these do not happen on the same level and speed for everyone. Physiological properties of two people of the same age are different. 

We studied the health conditions of the elders by exploring the reasons of death of elders between the years 2006 and 2011. In this period 439 of the elders died. Most of them lived in South East Anatolia. The second largest group lived in East Anatolia. When the effect of life conditions on health is considered it is obvious that, although senescence increases the risk of death, it is not the only reason. Japanese people with their long lifespans do not have different genes; they simply have different life styles and different living conditions. Today, it is agreed that human beings may live 125 years. In Turkey, on the other hand, the average lifespan is 70 years. Half of our life glasses are empty and behind this scene is the problematic life conditions. 

Care dependence is not just a medical problem. It is a problem related to daily life activities. These are the routine activities independent of culture, like eating and bathing. So, not all diseased are care dependent. Not all care dependent individuals are diseased. 

94 year old aunt Kamuran I met in Denizli said “I do not know, do you?” when I asked her what senescence is. In spite of problems, she was happy at her house. Her son sent her to a nursing home in Cyprus, thinking that she would be happier there. She fell and her pelvis was broken in the nursing home. She continues her life as an unhappy person. She needs temporary nursing. Yet, most of the elders will be in need of nursing permanently. They need help in daily activities. Type of this help is not related to their age. Thus, care dependency is not a health problem; it is about “conditions related to special needs”.  Medical help makes up only a part of these special needs. 

“i will celebrate my mother’s death”
Not expecting the shocking words she would soon tell me, I feel the vibrations of exhaustion and frustration in her hands holding mine with a motherly compassion. As the tears fall down to her cheeks, lips of this 68 year old woman opens to tell: Gözlerinden “I will celebrate the day my mother will die.”  

This woman loves her mother, but she says “I beat my mom, but I cannot tell her I am sorry”. The words flow out of her mouth like a flood. Frustration, depression, and feelings of guilt all mixed up in her. She is alone, but she is not the only one in this condition. Like every woman looking after her Alzheimer mother, she is burdened with problems. She has six siblings; they sent the money they accumulate among themselves to this woman every month via bank transfer. 
“They tell me that I deserve a place in heave, but none of them volunteers to share it with me.” The number of remorseful women looking for her mother’s death, who beats their mother is unknown in Turkey. A sentence draws my eye as I am looking through the scientific (!) report published by DPT: “It is understood that Turkish culture elders are always protected.” 
And I think of elephants. With confused feelings, I think of the person who penned this report. S/he sure believes in what s/he writes, maybe thinks of her/his own mother or grand mother and assumes this picture as the picture of all elders in Turkey. 

Education, health and profession are important, but the better life conditions one has, the better s/he needs to prepare her/himself for senescence. The more probable it is to reach advanced age, the more possible it becomes to be care dependent in senescence. Most of the individuals who have poor quality of life escape the disasters of care dependency in senescence by dying earlier. The increase in medical opportunities is not meaningful unless there is an increase in the level of life quality too. Lifespan gets longer, but life is stripped from the quality living. The last period of the long lifespan is spent in clinics, hospitals or nursing homes.  
Senile man with broken ribs
We are on the skirts of Murat Mountain with Muhammet. He looks towards the mountain as if searching for his father. “We are saved, both him and us” he says. Two years ago, when I first saw his father, he was sitting under the mulberry tree with his pajamas. He was tied to the tree with a rope. Then, pointing his Alzheimer father, Muhammet asked me, “is this contagious?”.  

Muhammet did his best to look after his father, he washed him, and he changed his diaper. His wife did not help him with his father’s condition. Two weeks ago I visited the village once more. The village head-man told me that Muhammet’s father passed away, so I decided to head for his house to pay condolences visit. “How did he die? His condition was not so bad...” I asked, and thus he explained with embarrassment. It turned out that his wife hit the old man with a shovel and broke his ribs. 

Why did the woman hit her father-in-law with a shovel? Muhammet buried his face between his knees and told: “Three weeks before his death, he attacked my 14 year old daughter. My father... I did not expect this from him. Running to my daughter’s scream, my wife saw my father naked, hugging my daughter from her back. My wife was in amok. She grabbed the shovel and hit....”
Muhammet did not believe what he was told. önce buna inanmamış. But his daughter agreed what her mother was telling. “When I arrived home, my father was lying on the floor, naked... barely breathing.” Yet his economical condition did not let him take his father to doctor. That August was incredibly hot. They tied the Alzheimer man to the tree trunk and went to a wedding party. “He was sitting under the tree when we came back. I went to him to give him his food and water. As I got closer, I realized he was death.” and he added: “we all are saved. Both him and us..”. 

Muhammet wanted me to answer one question that he was “very curious” about: Pointing the mulberry tree, “Sir, my father used to look to the skies from between those two branches. Do you thing he saw something up there?”  No one could know what the man saw, but everyone can see that the life he lived was not a good one. Muhammet and his wife are not to be blamed. Legends of the ones who are proud with their tradition of protecting and respecting their elders can be proved wrong with thousands of these kind of examples. It can be proved that the era of legends of the senescence is already over. 
Houses with smell of urine and feces 
It is winter. Windows are opened only for a few minutes. There is no bathroom in the house, not to mention an air conditioner. Anyone who needs to use bathroom does so by wearing a jacket and going out to use a hole from mediaeval times. All I want is to get out of this place. The smell is unbearable. Once it was the smell of early deaths that used to emanate from the villages and cities, now from the outdated houses of the ones who celebrate the longer lifespan it is the smell of urine and feces that emanates. 

Neither houses nor the lives of elders are desirable. Their lives and houses are filled with violence, neglect and abuse. If they have money, if they are healthy then they are respected. But if they are poor, diseased and if they have dementia, some of them are even put on the street. Once babies were left in front of mosques; now it is elder. Last year, in Antalya nine elders that were left in front of mosques were taken care by governmental institutions. 

This is the first time I have ever seen a house in such a condition. This is terrifying, the house is miserable. But the couple aged 88 and 96 do not expect help, they do not accept help. Misery and wisdom married in this shanty. The toilet is outside. No electricity. No water. Such houses are thought to be in the Eastern regions of Turkey, but this one is in Nazilli, one of the richest regions. 

House for poor elders is a shelter: Grandfather Katip who says, “I go out for an hour and quickly come back to my home” dies at the cafe he walks to everyday. 

We determined that elders live in the same house for 22,3 years on average. These individuals, most of who age with their houses, shared same streets with their neighbors, spent their lives in the same places, life long relationships were built under these circumstances, but we as a society failed to befriend our elders. An elder’s house is not an architectural structure but a citadel that protects her/him. When they are suggested to rent or sell their houses they give emotional responses. Most of them are happy with their houses. But when they are asked to evaluate their houses, in which they spent 20 hours daily, in accordance with concrete criteria like bathroom, toilet, warm water and heating systems, we encounter different picture. 
She will be happy to see her mother’s tombstone
“I did not know that tombstones are so valuable,” says the woman who lost her roots. She was working and looking at her mother alone. She explains that she looked after her father, and when he died, her mother fell sick. She avoided marriage to look after her parents. As many other women looking after their elders, she too does not complain, she accepts this as her “duty”. 

“I left office two hours earlier that day. Something was telling me to run to my mother, to hug her. But the door was shut. I kept knocking on the door... But no one opened it for me (…) I rang every single door in the building (…) but no one saw her … I couldn’t find my mother. I left the apartment just like my mother who silently left. I left the city. I have been searching for her since that day. I couldn’t find her body. I did not know how valuable a tombstone is, I did not know, I just did not know.” 
No one ever told her about Alzheimer’s disease! They told her that the disease is slow paced, that her mother will have memory, speech and mental loss. But they did not tell him that she would not be able to find her home again if she leaves. “Your mother has Alzheimer’s disease” she was told. But she was not informed about how this person should be cared. There are 600.000 individuals with dementia in Turkey, half of them are Alzheimer. 100.000-120.000 individuals face the disease annually. Their number increases as the lifespan increases. In 10 years more people can seek happiness in tombstones because of the lack of institutions taking care of these individuals as the number of people suffering Alzheimer’s disease is estimated to reach 1 – 1,5 million. 

It is not only the physical body that dies. Care dependency may create a social dead. As we talk with 76 year old Mr. Haldun, he says, “My weak body cannot carry me anymore. I frequently fall sick. I have become a care dependent man. I need others. I have three children, I stay at their apartments, and they take turns to host me.  They send me to each other like a ball. I am waiting to die. I am longing for the moment I will leave earth. If, then years ago, someone told me that I will be thinking this way, I would have laughed at them. But today, I even find myself considering suicide. If I was not a believer, I would not have hesitated for even a moment.” 

Mr. Haldun is not alone in his regret, frustration and disappointment. He fell sick a few years later than his wife’s death, and in the end he became care dependent.  His condition signals the fact that family relations are loose and that care dependence might turn old aged individuals into social death people.  
Old Age Marriages
He realized how important his wife was for him as he aged
Uncle X from Gaziantep suddenly changes the subject: “Now I realize that I had ignored her for years. Now I look after her...” he says looking at his wife with compassion. The old woman turns to him and replies, “You used to be a strict man when you were young. You became more and more compassionate as you aged. Now I love you more...”
This condition is called Crossover effect in gerontology. This means, gender roles are slowly crossed over in senescence. In younger ages, social roles of women and men are shared differently. These roles are more distinguished in traditional societies. For instance in Turkish society, which carries its traditions and modern way of life at the same time, social roles of women and men are strictly distinguished. When Mrs. Emine (65) from Diyarbakır was asked if she had a profession, she answered that she was a “housewife”. More than 15 million women has the same answer. “housewifing” is the largest sector in Turkey. “Housewives” do not ask for money, they clean the house, they cook, wash, and give birth. And she ages in this way. She is not good with money issues. And she is penniless in senescence.    

But as we age, capabilities of both genders change. Men become more emotional, while women gain practical capabilities. Thus, gender roles overlap in senescence. This man’s words bear fear. Men fear losing their wives as they age. His increasing emotional capabilities create a depth of emotions that is unknown for him, thus he starts realizing how important his wife is. 

We met Mr. Kemal from Kayseri when he was 79 year old. He had two stents in his body. He had been living alone since his wife’s death. When I asked, “Are you not scared of falling down from these stairs?” he replied: “My wife used to ask me the same. Then she couldn’t climb up them. I am not scared of the stairs” he suddenly stopped, squeezed his lips between his fingers. Then he said: “I have not told anyone, but I will tell you. You know, it is terrible to be alone. Days feel like weeks and months. At some nights I wake up five times. I listen to the darkness and I keep telling myself this: he who does not believe he is a passenger in this life, does not believe that he is already travelling on the path. Even a little daisy or a drop of water is a passenger. Kim Seasons and thus spring are passengers too! Have you ever known a winter who decided to stay? Everyone in this universe is a passenger. Loneliness is bearable only by God, we human beings need each other!”
He is angry at his dead wife
Uncle Hasan, hardly seeing me behind his broken glasses advised: “If you ever curse a man, wish his wife’s death.” This 78 year old man, was not able to see the colors of life even when his eyes were good. “My school life lasted only two years. People hardly went to school back then. My father did not have enough money. I started working when I was a child. Now I depend on everyone.”

His humorous attitude in spite of the cruel poverty he was suffering, attracted me. I liked him on the first sight. He was such a loving, playful, content and happy. 

Six months after our interview, Uncle Hasan’s son called me to tell that his father killed himself. His son found his body hanging on the rope. He asked me “why did my father do this?”. Why did Uncle Hasan kill himself? I thought about our conversations. I had to listen to his words better. I had to sense the frustration behind his words: “I used to tell my wife to arrive home before me, but to die after me “he said. And added “She always listened to me, followed my advices... She was always home before me. But she did not keep her last promise. I am upset with her. She died before me.” He tried to hide his tears. 
Dying Roots of the family tree 
It is said that family is of parents and children. Old aged individuals are not included in the family. Aunt Emine made a more eloquent definition: “I am a plane tree, my children are my branches.”  Can there be a more proper definition of family tree? But the roots of the tree are infested by worms. The praised concepts of family and family life have their roots back in 20th century and it is not known whether they will endure or not. 

Should we accept the fact that old aged individuals’ family centered lives signal their happiness? Or is it a sign of dependence of old trees of their branches? 

Some of the leaves do not want to share the roots of the old plane tree; some people know that some of their neighbors beat their parents, but they cannot do anything about the condition. Some of the old aged individuals broke the silence and told that they were victims of violence, negligence and abuse. Aunt Feride quickly whispered to me as her daughter in law left the room: “Son, is there a nursing home in this city?” When I asked “are you not happy here?”, she whispered back “How can I be happy, son...they steal my money, my daughter in law beats me, she yells at me in front of everyone”.
In order to understand 105 year old Grandpa Mustafa’s life we need to learn about relationships within his family. An illiterate man without any income has nowhere to take refuge in but his family. “He is an ungrateful son, but I shall hold on. What if he kicks me out of his house? who would look after me? He drinks, he gambles... such a disgraceful child. He tried to beat me, but my daughter in law saved me.…” his voice trembled, he could not continue.   

The inevitable relationship of the roots and the leaves increases dependence to each other. I knew a 95 year old woman whose name I will keep to myself. She told me that she used to wash dead bodies, and cooked for the deceased. Back then, she was called “the acorn” she does not know the reason. She has a good posture, but years have worn her out. She has a marked accent and her 22 year old grandson translates the words she does not know. She says with a proud voice, “they used to respect me, they used to call me `khanum agha`, they used to watch their actions when I was around. Now they want to watch my actions. They say I should not slurp my toothless mouth, I should look carefully with my unseeing eyes, I should listen to very carefully with my unhearing ears.” 

Nevertheless, most of the old aged individuals are happy with their family relations. But the number of the ones who utter their discontent is so high to be ignored. Family, for these individuals means violence, negligence and abuse. The family lost its interest in its drying roots, inevitable relationships increased. They seek for a “private space” in order for the family to become a center of love, tolerance and solidarity. 

Because we cannot assume an old aged individual who is not beaten does not face violence. Violence is not only beating; spiritual violence, sarcastic speech, not cooking for the person, denying person his/her pills, not to take the person to the toilet, and many more violent behaviors victimize and silence old aged individuals. Families who apply violence, negligence and exploitation to their old aged members act respectful in society. Conflicts within the family are not reflected on the outside life. There are taboos hidden behind the concept of “respect to elders”. Senescence sometimes is reminiscent of an old building, attractive on the outside yet crumbling on the inside. 
Greetings to the social state 
Colorful roads for colorless lives 
We prefer to stay blind to the negative perceptions about physical conditions of old aged people. WE come across with negative perspectives, labeling and behavior everywhere. There are countless examples about this, but I encountered the most striking one on the report titled “Condition of Old Aged Individuals in Turkey and National Action Plan on Aging”: 

Aging, according to the report is “physical and spiritual devolution of the person”. I have presented some examples encountered in the aging process, but I never utilized these examples to define aging process as devolution of physical and spiritual condition. I do not know the age of the writer, but if he means what he wrote, he should be very careful. What is even more interesting for me is the word “plan”. 

A plan about what? It is appalling that this word is mentioned in this “scientific” report of ancient perspective. The danger increases in today’s society where people want to believe in anything labeled as “scientific”. I regard this report as a product of the thought that marginalize old aged individuals from the society. The “professor” (a doctor), offers 50 cm wide red paths for elders who cannot see well. She says she wants to “help” elders and support their inclusion in the society. 

Her perception of old aged individuals is not naive but dreadful. I remember the red paths she mentions from Germany: bike paths! Of the 7,4 million old aged people, a few millions have sight problems! If the suggested “caution` is taken streets will be full of elders lined up on red lines. And everyone will take turns in walking within the red path.  

We need to construct senescence not by coloring the roads but by coloring the lives, we need to see unhappy individuals as well as the happy ones, we need to provide people with successful aging as it is a life long process, and we need to help them not by “painted paths” but by platforms of Gerontology. We need to construct ways of taking action for the senescence. 
Kings of Poverty 
Dirt on his patched trousers sparkles. Showing the hole under his shoe he says, “I split my blood pressure pills into two so that they would not quickly finish.” Uncle X lives in a single room house with his son and daughter-in-law. He puts the mask of a happy person as he says, “Thanks God we have a room to live in” He is proud as he says “I have built this house with my own hands thirty years ago”. He tries to straighten to show his pride, but soon the content mask on his face gets a painful expression. This man is one of the millions of “head of the family”. He knows that he is the head of the poverty indeed. He tries to support his unemployed son and his family with his small pension. 

Now let me tell you the story of Grandma Hatice’s story with the fridge as I promised above: On the almost wrecked wall of her house in Nazilli, just next to the door which seems to have been blue once, is a fractured photo frame. It is not the woman on the photo that interests me, it is the calf next to her. 

To answer my curiosity, she tells: “I have always wanted a fridge. I couldn’t, as I have not money. One day, as I was alone at house, I decided to by a fridge-although I was penniless. This would be the first fridge of my life... I swore that I will offer sacrifice if I managed to by a fridge. I was young and strong then, I was 70. I collected money. 15 years to buy the fridge, and 3 years to buy the calf. I bought the fridge and kept my promise. This is the story of the calf on the photo.” 
She would not think she would be 103 years old when she actualized her dream. If we did not meet Mrs. Hatice, this story would have been buried down with her in the year 2009. A life of a century was spent in poverty. But she had never given up trying, she accepted her fate, she did not protest the government.“I would do anything for my country, I am sure she would have bought me a fridge and make me live in better circumstances if she could.” 
A Not So Important Question: Are Our Pensions Guaranteed?
As he says, “When I was young I thought that money was the most important thing in life; now that I am old I know that it is,” Oscar Wilde does not express his love for money, but he emphasizes the importance of economical safety. 

Financial safety today, is provided by pensions. Aging societies frequently debate over whether pensions are stable and safe. But this question is not so important for old aged individuals, as three of every four elders are not retired. On the other hand, it is a vital question for young and middle aged citizens. Pensions are not god given, it is provided by employed people. And unemployment is a great crisis. 

Aging is not the reason for poverty. People age in poverty. We need to detach poverty from senescence. Old aged individuals without any income make up the majority in every region. The welfare is not shared by majority of  old aged people. It seems poverty is fate of the old aged. We live in a country with a large population of old aged individuals. Our death is guaranteed, but not our pensions. 

Everyone can become dependent of their family when they age. We need to understand aging and its results to prevent history from repeating itself. We need to understand that when an old aged person dies, a huge library burns down. 
Illiterate, but can tell the book backwards
“My grandfather used to read us picture books backwards. He used to start telling the book from the end, as he learned writing and reading in Arabic. All books lost their mysteries. We always knew the end of the story first. When we told him to tell the story from the beginning, ‘I only tell from backwards, if you want it otherwise, go find someone else to tell it’ he sued to say. We did not have television, but we had our grandfather. We still learn from our grandfather who used to fragment stories under the candle light.” 98 years old Fadlun died in 2007, in the very year we met him. 66 years old Mehmet Agha, his “little” grandson, told us the above story. He says he cannot read to his grandchildren, as “TV replaced their grandfather”.
There are also elders in Turkey, though in few numbers, who have ten times more money then they used to have when they were younger. It is not hard to find them, as they live in  distinguished neighborhoods. None, on the other hand, told that they are ten times happier than they used to be. I visited 91 years old Mr. Ahmet, a wealthy and healthy retired businessman who seems fit for his age in his luxury apartment in Samsun. He showed me his well decorated apartment. He lives there alone. Housework is done by a lady help. He has a car and a 24/7 driver. “I spent my business life in Istanbul. I worked till I was 78, then I handed the business to my son and moved here with my wife. She passed away four years ago. My money did not help me find a skilled nurse for my wife. Me and my children tried to look after her. I have everything, but I know that not every old aged individual have my opportunities.”  
As I asked him to inform me about senescence, “sorry, I cannot help you. I do not feel old” he replied. Even I was surprised with this answer, although I have spent last 20 years of my life working with old aged people. Old aged individuals with financial sufficiency, good health, and independence generally have strong morale. Mr. Ahmet is one of the few. Most of them though, live in small apartments with many others. The ones who are stuck in small apartments like canned sardines do feel the hardships of senescence. Almost 46%  share their living space with 5 people. 

87 year old woman told me with a smiling face, “Son, a person can smile at whatever age she might be, if she adjusts the conditions. Maybe this is not written in your books”. I met Mrs. Selime, a former primary school teacher, in Antalya. She faced the cold face of faith many times. Her painful story started in Adana, and she moved Antalya 20 years ago. She lives alone since her husband’s death. Her son was electrocuted because of a fridge. Two weeks later, her other son was shot: “This is life, you fall and you get up...”she says. 

Then her two grandchildren died of thalassemia.  “Vural and Müzeyyen’s image never leave my mind. Losing them was harder than losing my children” she says. We did this interview in the year 2007. I decided to visit her again, as I was writing this. But the tall woman I met, was now a small elder. 

It was as if the bed was too big for her. I met her daughter. She moved Antalya when her mother fell sick. She divorced her husband who said “I don’t want to deal with your confined mother”. She is 68. She found a nurse as she needed help for looking after her mother: “She is supposed to help me, but she does not do anything at all. She does not know anything about caring. But no one was able to find a professional caregiver”  she says. 

It is determined that old aged people are generally not content with their lives as the answers to the question “Evaluating your life generally, how happy are you with your life?” signal. On the first survey conducted in 2006, the number of the participants who were hopeful about the contentment with life made up the majority. In the survey conducted in 2010 the expectation was changed, and pessimism increased. 

Contentment with life is a result of many factors. The most important factor for old aged individuals is “health”. To keep the good help increases the contentment with life. It is a surprise that the help and support from family members is the second most important factor. This data signals the alteration in the expectations of the old aged individuals. It is also seen that income level is not as effective as other factors for the contentment with life. 

The fact that the “spare time” is the least uttered expectation shows that old aged individuals face problems in finding activities for their spare times. 29,6% are pessimistic about future. They have anxieties about health, income and care dependency. Especially in East and South East Anatolia, old aged individuals are pessimist about the future. But the picture is not better for other regions. Most of them cannot do anything to change their conditions. Desperation, frustration and insecurity are widespread. 
We do not see our history
“He stopped right in front of us with his car. He said, ‘my children are tired, so not give them cold sherbet and water, or they would fall sick’. All İzmir was on the streets that day. It was our soldiers walking on the streets now. İzmir embraced them with compassion. I was a little girl on the shoulder of my father. Atatürk’s voice still echoes in my mind. He was a handsome man, elegant... I admired him as soon as I saw him. I was 7.” Value of old aged individuals is related to the oral history that they can transmit to the next generations. We collected many information from the ones who talked experiences. I have never read the passage that I gathered from the life of the woman from Izmir in books. 

Her memories of the “first” September 9 revived as Aunt Naciye told us the independence day of Izmir. She was telling her story eloquently. She was one of the millions of elders. She had diabetes, and was on pills to regulate her blood pressure. Just like many other elders. She lived on the pension of her dead husband. She lived alone, and her apartment was as clean as new. She ornamented the house with lacework made by her. AS I was listening to her, I was trying get smaller to avoid defile her beautiful apartment. 

Aunt Naciye spent the last week of her life in her son’s apartment. One morning she did not wake up from her sleep. In her wallet was a photo of Ataturk, cut from a newspaper. 
Our supports shall be in accordance with the conditions of the society that the person lives in, with the relation between his/environment and to protect his/her independence. Unless we understand this, we will not be able to make the aging society smile. A few days before her death, Granma Hatice told me: “I am a history soon to fall on earth. Read me thoroughly so that I would not repeat.” 

It is our fate to age, but senescence is not an inalterable fate! It needs new designs. We can save senescence from becoming an ill fate. The Social Nursing Insurance that I have suggested in 2006 may  be the first step, and we can leave a beautiful heritage to the next generation. 

