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My wife and I 
recently spent a 
week in Hilton 
Head for a 
combination 

convention and vacation. 

It was a beautiful spring week with 
temperatures in the mid-70s and bright, sunny 
skies. The residents told us the past two weeks 
had been nothing but rain and storms, so we 
were happy about our timing. 

Anyone who has been to Hilton Head knows 
that there is no shortage of good restaurants. 
So my wife found us some fabulous eating 
establishments to try. The food at each one 
was very good, and we can hardly wait to go 
back. 

However, one thing my wife isn’t too crazy 
about is exercising. There are all these trails 
for walking and biking so that one can get all 
the exercise he or she needs to use up all the 
extra calories one usually consumes on 
vacation. And we had no excuse not to get out 
and do it. The weather was perfect, we had all 
the time we needed, and the scenery was 
absolutely beautiful. Hilton Head has done 
such a good job of keeping blight off the 
island. 

But just because we weren’t biking doesn’t 
mean that a whole lot of other people weren’t. 
There were so many bicyclists riding during 
the day that when I was driving I had to 
constantly keep my eye out and be prepared at 
any moment to slam on brakes to avoid hitting 
someone. 

This is what I noticed: Pre-teens, teenagers 
and millennials were pretty good at staying out 

of the way of cars. They would ride on the 
pathways for such purposes and would stop at 
crossings and look both ways before 
proceeding. People who look more like me -- 
people with gray hair and wrinkles — seemed 
to pay no attention to such things. 

One lady even pulled out into the middle of a 
four-lane street full of traffic and stopped! I 
don’t know if she was trying to kill herself, 
but that was a good way of doing it if she was. 

There’s an old saying that one never forgets 
how to ride a bicycle. But there is no saying 
that one doesn’t get pretty bad at it as he or 
she gets older. 

My 79-year-old sister went on a 17-mile bike 
ride and fell four times before it was over. We 
may not forget how to ride a bike, but our 
skills do deteriorate as we age. 

I believe the same can be said for our 
investing ability. As we age, retire and move 
on to other interests in our lives, having a 
good and honest financial advisor may be one 
of the best relationships we can make. 

If you’re not quite as good at making financial 
decisions as you once were, it may be time to 
interview some people to help you with that 
decision-making process. 

And a certified financial planner may be your 
best bet to find a good fit for you. You can 
find most of the certified financial planners in 
our area by logging on 
to www.letsmakeaplan.org. 

I’ll bet you can find someone just right for you 
at that website. 


