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spiritual sustenance for their aging souls. And just as they
have been forced into looking at their own spiritual lives,
I know that I must likewise confront my own spirituality
as I grow older. I have changed and evolved as they
have—perhaps, to some extent, because they have—as I
face the life that God has given me. When my wife con-
fronted cancer five years ago, I had to face once again my
mother’s struggle, which I recalled from childhood: The
wondering, the uncertainty, the questioning of God’s role
in the life of our family. It is a theme that continues to
come back to me as I grow older, as my children grow
and mature, and as my parents face the infirmities that
accompany them along with the blessings of old age.

How shall I prepare spiritually, now that I am in mid-
dle age, to maintain my covenantal relationship with God
into my older years? This is a lesson I must learn from my
parents. I am now at the age they were in my earliest
childhood memories. I know, as did Isaac, that I can't
begin on my own. First, I have to redig and rename the
wells my parents dug—the ones that they dug for them-
selves and for me—before I can attempt to claim any well
as my own, however distant it might be from theirs. I
know that I have to rehearse the spiritual struggle of my
parents. Instead of rejecting it, I must hold it fiercely
within my heart. It’s the only way to make the journey.
And there, just as I remember from my adolescence, will I
find the light on the front porch patiently waiting, beck-
oning me home.

-
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HmB a 55-year old Jewish American woman. If I lived in
Nepal, I would probably be dead by this age. If I lived in
Malaysia, in five years I would no longer be permitted to
drive a car. If I'd grown up in Eastern Europe, I would
likely be feeling “old.” But in America, 55 is still very
much part of middle age, although in some circles I am
already considered a “senior.” I am fortunate in that I do
not yet feel a diminishment of energy or health, but I
have begun to feel a sense of limitation, which helps me
focus and prioritize how I want to spend the years I have
left.

Because my husband, who is twelve years older than
I, has just retired, I am also thinking about my elder
years. This is about a decade earlier than the time many
people begin taking stock of their life and what is left of
it. And yet, my timing makes sense. I am just coming to
the end of menopause, a tumultuous, upsetting period,
which has made my life hell for several years. Might this
not be a natural time, especially for women, to stop and
reevaluate—a preretirement mini-pause connected to our
body rhythms, a built-in urge to reflect on direction/
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redirection, an opportunity to search for the seeds in our
spiritual womb that have not yet fully germinated but
that can still grow and bear fruit? Since this particular life
passage has been so important in my maturing and aging
process, I will pause for a moment to explore its meaning
to me.

MENOPAUSE AS MINI-PAUSE

I live in cycles. My body, my emotions, and my interests
all cycle and recycle. All humans cycle, I believe, but
women especially are tied biologically to these ebbs and
flows. Like it or not, we fill and empty every month, like
the moon, the tides, and breath itself. From the time of
puberty and for decades thereafter, this is a woman'’s bod-
ily rhythm. It ties her to the earth, to the pulse of the uni-
verse. Then something happens. Bodies change;
sometimes they even go berserk. In my own case, instead
of gentle monthly menstrual cycles, I swung wildly be-
tween hot flashes which made me want to strip instantly
in the most inappropriate of places, to hemorrhage-like
periods, which made me fear I would bleed to death. My
body and my emotions, were totally out of control.

Unfortunately, Judaism has no rituals for this transi-
tion, and these troubled waters can be lonely and fright-
ening. Needed is a ceremony, a ritual, a celebratory song
of passage such as the one Miriam sang at the edge of the
Red Sea. Like that song celebrating our passage through
the “sea of blood,” we need to acknowledge our transi-
tion—past the tide-based monthly cycles into crone, sage,
wise-woman.

‘Readings from older women could guide and inspire
us about for the future. Those assembled could share wis-
dom they have received from their mothers, grandmoth-
ers, and other important women in their lives. The loss of
the biological cycle would be acknowledged, and each
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woman would have an opportunity to discuss what this
passage means to her. The ceremony could end with a
group blessing.

In the absence of such a ceremony, I have muddled
through this period on my own. My musings have raised
many questions: What is my task as I move into this later
stage of my life? How do I balance my duties to myself,
my family, and the world? Looking back, in twenty-five
years, will I have accomplished all that I had hoped to
do? How can I remain anchored to my past self and activ-
ities, yet take advantage of this next phase so I can ripen
and continue to grow?

NEW LIMITS, NEW FRONTIERS

As I've grown older, as my body changes, I have become
increasingly aware of my limitations, both physical and
temporal, and my priorities have started to shift. I have
less patience for meaningless tasks and a greater urgency
to express the more creative, artistic, and spiritual parts of
myself and to make space in my life for contemplation. I
feel an increased need for beauty and quiet. I can spend
hours arranging flowers, their delicate scents and sensu-
ous beauty bringing pleasure to the senses and peace to
the soul. Small things give me pleasure and wonder, and
they bring me closer to an awareness of the Divine Pres-
ence. Such was my encounter with a tiny translucent
snail that was tickling my leg as it made its passage across
a stream running through our property. Instead of impa-
tiently brushing it off, I picked it up on my finger and was
rewarded by the sight of an amazing creature no more
than a quarter of an inch long but perfectly formed, with
minuscule feeler horns, which retracted when I gently
touched them with my finger. We looked at each other
for a few minutes and I then deposited it on the bank of
the stream, feeling as though I had received a gift of God’s
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only of difference, but also of the “oneness” of all cre-
ation.

Thus, as I move into what will hopefully be a full last
quarter-century of my life, I am increasingly aware of
being tied to a larger cycle of life and death, generation
and regeneration, birth and rebirth. My current task is to
find my place in this cycle, to cultivate and reap the spiri-
tual seeds that lie within, to continue to reclaim and de-
velop my gifts and talents as fully as possible so that I can
better share with others whatever wisdom and ability I
have.

III. INTERGENERATIONAL
RELATIONSHIPS

===

Children’s children are the crown of the old;
and the glory of children are their parents.:
—Proverbs 17:6
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