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In memory of Robert Pitofsky, beloved friend


To be interested in the changing seasons is a happier state of mind than to be hopelessly in love with spring.

—George Santayana
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Ninety



What Happened

Tell me, what is it you plan to do with your one wild and precious life?

—MARY OLIVER

So while I was writing thank-you notes for the guest towels, the fondue forks, and the other wedding presents;

And while I was mastering Julia’s coq au vin;

And while I was discovering that I had married a man who didn’t believe in entering checks in a checkbook;

And while we were disagreeing about the cost of the couch, the color of the kitchen, being late, and the frequency of sex;

And while we were having babies who immediately transformed us into besotted parents and sleep-deprived wrecks;

(So much for sex);
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And while I was doing carpools in station wagons and polyester, while beaded, bell-bottomed swingers were having a ball;

And while I was being wifely, maternal, professional, and political and wondering what was so great about having it all;

And while he was asking would it really kill me to be nice to his cousin Arnie, to which my honest answer was yes it would;

And while I was asking whether, when he went overnight to Boston and didn’t phone me, he was up to his ears in work—or up to no good;

And while I was going through my what’s-the-meaning-of-it-all-after-all midlife crisis, resolved with some therapy and an eyelid lift;

And while we were deciding if we were ready to make the shift from ski vacations to Caribbean cruises;

And while, when the children were grown up and gone, and he had finally retired, and we were—for better or worse—alone at last;

And while, as the years sped past, we found ourselves listening to more eulogies than symphonies;

And while I drove him to specialists and he drove me to specialists and we kept each other warm when it was cold,

What happened was we got oldish, then older, then even older than that.

And then we got old.



Trading Places

All women become like their mothers.

—OSCAR WILDE
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You can’t read the menu if you don’t bring your glasses.

Nor will your hearing aid work with a dead battery.

I once had these conversations with my mother.

Now my kids are having them with me.

You only should come if you want to come—no pressure.
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