"Nobody's That Old"

Check-In 

Opening Reading 

Seventy - Kahlil Gibran 

The poet youth said to the princess, "I love you." And the princess answered, "And I love you too, my child." 

 
“But, I am not your child. I am a man and I love you." 

And she said, "I am the mother of sons and daughters, and they are fathers and mothers of sons and daughters; and one of the sons of my sons is older than you." 

And the poet youth said "But I love you.;" 

It was not long after that the princess died. But ere her last breath was received again by the greater breath of earth, she said within her soul "My beloved, mine only son, my youth-poet, it may yet be that some day we shall meet again, and I shall not be seventy." 

Discussion Questions: 

We are told that ours is a youth oriented society. Articles are written about Boomers having difficulty accepting their aging processes. Yet, there are older people who are happy with their years. 


1. 
Where do you fit on the spectrum of decades? 


2. 
How have you dealt with some of the landmarks, i.e. 20s, 30s, 40s 

3. Was there a time in your life when you felt too young? 

4. What have you learned that makes you comfortable with your current decade? 

5. If you were to write a self-help book on this topic - addressed to your children and grandchildren, what would you be sure to include? 

Closing Reading: 

The Old, Old Wine - Kahlil Gibran 

Once there lived a rich man who was justly proud of his cellar and the wine therein. And there was one jug of ancient vintage kept for some occasion known only to himself. 

The governor of the state visited him, and he bethought him and said, "That jug shall not be opened for a mere governor." 

And the bishop of the diocese visited him, but he said to himself, "Nay, I will not open that jug. He would not know its value, nor would its aroma reach his nostrils." 

The prince of the realm came and supped with him. But he thought, "It is too royal a wine for a mere princeling.” 

And even on the day when his own nephew was married, he said to himself, "No, not to these guests shall that jug be brought forth." 

And the years passed by, and he died, an old man, and he was buried like unto every seed and acorn. 

And upon the day that he was buried the ancient jug was brought out together with other jugs of wine and it was shared by the peasants of the neighborhood. And none knew its great age. 

To, them, all that is poured into a cup is only wine. 

