
In the Eighties
(After Listening to a Rabbi Talk About Aging)

-By Edith Chevat

They Say:  Think of it as a new chapter, 
an adventure

They say: Make a bucket list and check 
it off

They say:  You no longer have to 
produce.  Sit.  Enjoy.

They are 40 or 50, maybe 60.

They don’t know.

They say:  Enjoy!  As if the mind is 
gone,

As if what I like, I can still do.

They don’t know that producing is what 
keeps me alive.



They say:  Don’t!

Don’t fall.

Don’t go out in the cold or rain.

Don’t stand on ladders.

Don’t stay out too late.

Don’t for all the things that keep me going.

They don’t say:  Do.

They don’t say we will help you do.

They struggle to make believe I haven’t 
changed,

They are afraid.

They remind me to take my cane;

They help me get a cab;

They see me strain up the stairs.

They don’t know what to do.

I want someone to make me breakfast

And do the dishes afterward.

I want to be in Norway on the first day 
of summer,

I want company;

I want help;

I want to dwell in possibilities.



They write books on the art of aging, 

on how to grow old,

But they don’t know.

That the knees hurt;

The back aches;

The energy flags.

They see a grandmother sitting in a rocking 
chair, knitting.

I knit, I have a rocking chair, I am a 
grandmother.

But I am not that grandmother.

I am still me, what I was, and what I am.

Younger women say I am an inspiration.

They bring their babies, their works in progress, 
for blessing.

But who will inspire me?  Who will bless me?

I hold on to an image of Annette, who taught 
until a week before her death at 97:

Hers was a quiet easy death, in her own bed,

The kind I hope for,

But not yet.


