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Sermon Notes St Mark's Anglican Church  

South Hurstville 

Pentecost 23 

5 October 2008 

Preacher: The Reverend Chris Albany 

Rector 

Readings:  Isaiah 5.1-7;  Psalm 80.7-15;  Philemon 3;  Matthew 21.33-46 

 

Growing Old or Growing Young 
 

On Thursday we had the funeral service here of one of the residents of Mary Andrews Village, South 

Hurstville (MAV) for the past 6-7 years, Dorothy Rice. At the service Dorothy’s granddaughter 

Carolyn shared some reflections with those gathered about her grandma. What she said was very 

moving, so much so that I want to share part of it with you. Not just because it was inspirational but 

also because it addresses an important issue that most of us as we grow older are or will be faced with. 

The decision to move from our own home into some sort of supported accommodation such as ILU at 

MAV or hostel or nursing home care. A decision that in my experience most people do not get right in 

terms of its timing – so often people delay that move until it is forced upon them by illness or accident 

and so they often make the move with great difficulty, often with a sense of resentment and associated 

depression. Not so Dorothy.  

 

Carolyn told us that in the year 2000, three generations of women went on a road trip to Victoria. 

Dorothy, Carolyn’s grandma, Carolyn’s mother Jean and Carolyn. She said “It was a holiday that I will 

forever fondly recall. About three-quaters of our way through this journey, we visited a little historical 

town whose name I no longer remember. And in that little town, we visited a tiny old schoolhouse that, 

as far as museums go, was fairly impoverished. It contained the usual assortment of bric a brac from 

times past. It was here that I found a little poem that captured my imagination; in part, it went like this: 

 

“Who will take Grandma? Who will it be? 

All of us want her- I’m sure you’ll agree. 

Let’s call a meeting- let’s gather the clan. 

Let’s get it settled as soon as we can. 

In such a big family there’s certainly one, 

Willing to give her a place in the sun. 

Strange how we thought she’d never wear out, 

But see how she walks- it’s arthritis no doubt. 

Her eyesight is faded, her memory is dim, 

She’s apt to insist on the silliest whim. 

When people get older, they become such a care, 

She must have a home, but the question is where?” 

 

At the time we laughed about this little poem, I joked that this would not be a question we’d need to 

ask. In my mind, I rewrote the lines: What will we do with Grandma, is a question we’ll never ask, 

she’s planned out her long life’s journey, right to the very last.  

 

Our Grandma knew exactly how the autumn of her life should go. Determined not to have her life 

dictated by some uncontrollable twist of fate, Grandma decided when the time to give up the 
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independence and autonomy of living in her own home would occur. She would not leave it to others to 

sort her affairs, pack her things and make the decisions; she would not be a burden on her family. 

 

 A couple of incidents let her know the time was drawing near so Grandma took the bull by the horns, 

so to speak. After great deliberation and a thorough examination of the possibilities, Grandma decided 

that Mary Andrews Village would be the place for her. This would be home in her final years. With 

such a momentous decision made, when the time came, she packed up the home she’d lived in since 

1937, the home she’d raised her children and grandchildren in, the home she’d shared with her 

husband for 47 years and made the move. I assisted in this endeavour and, as we excavated our way 

through the strata, the cupboards, the boxes, the relics of life; we uncovered the rich history that was 

the accumulation of a lifetime spent in a single family home. I was deeply impacted by the bravery it 

took, the great strength I knew it would require to leave behind that house that held precious memories 

and ghosts of the past in every corner. I was impressed by Grandma’s wholehearted commitment to 

embrace her new life. This was one of the life lessons Grandma taught me. 

 

So, to Mary Andrews Village, where Grandma found new friends, new hobbies and a new way of living. 

Grandma lived by example and I saw how Grandma accepted old age with grace, dignity and a 

continued zest for living. She didn’t view this change as an end of anything, it was a world of new 

opportunities, of new beginnings, there was much to admire in the way that she accepted change and 

always made the most of it, this was another of Grandma’s life lessons. Her pursuit of artistry in her 

later years is an example of this.”   

 

Dorothy took up painting in the Art Group at MAV and two years ago at the MAV Art Show I bought 

this bright and cheerful painting done by Dorothy. It has been hanging on our dining room wall and 

will continue to be a constant reminder of her – she joined in everything including shuffle board 

becoming part of the MAV state champion team when past 90 yrs of age. A wonderful example of 

someone having the wisdom to accept the need for letting go of some independence rather than 

clinging to it fiercely too long and in away that ultimately is uncreative. Of being able to be involved in 

the choosing where to go and then still being active and well enough to enter fully into the next phase 

of life.  

 

Carolyn finished what she had to say as follows: 

 

To close, 94 years this grand old lady travelled her life’s journey, she would not want us to be sad at 

her passing. I choose to celebrate her life. She lived a long and fine one, she seized every day and lived 

it to the fullest. She was one of the best people I will ever know. I have been proud to call myself 

granddaughter and I am proud to know that parts of her will continue to live through me. I will miss 

grandma because I loved her, I admired her and she was my friend. She was Grandma. 

 

If my grandchildren can say something like that when I do then I’d be happy. I’d have done some 

things right. 

 

It reminds me of a Poem that some of you may of heard before. Its called Growing Old or Growing 

Young. Listen carefully it’s not a denigration of old people as some people mistakenly think – rather it  

speaks of two ways of growing old – Dorothy’s way or another much less creative way. It was written 

by Stan Stewart chaplain to a large aged care complex in Perth. 

 

 

 



 3 

Growing old  

Is an attitude of mind.  

 

At first it may be thought that growing old  

     Has to do with the number of years  

A person has lived.  

But, this is not true.  

      Some people are old at twenty  

  And some are still growing young  

             At ninety and beyond  

To grow old  

Is to resist change  

And to see in every new situation, a threat,  

              An enemy to be subdued,  

To grow old is to become fixed and stiff.  

 

To grow young  

Is to see in each change  

An invitation to adventure,  

To grow young is to remain flexible  

           And ever willing to adapt.  

 

To grow old  

Is to think 

“There is nothing more to learn,”  

or “There is nothing more I want to learn",  

        And to treat as a tiresome bother  

   Anything which demands new thought.  

 

To grow young  

     Is to know 

There is so much to learn, 

And to say "I will learn as much as I can", 

               And to grasp with gratitude, 

Each opportunity 

To learn some new thing, 

 

To grow old  

Is to grow distant from other people..  

It is to share little of myself  

       And to expect nothing in return, 

               To hide my feelings 

And to retreat from the feelings of others.  

 
To grow young  

Is to seek closeness with others.  

It is to give affection readily  

And to seek it in return,  

Never for a moment pretending  

That life can be lived with satisfaction  

Without the warmth and closeness of human friendship.  
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To grow old  

Is to hold a grudge  

And to never forget a bygone wrong doing  

             But to cherish and nurture it  

Until the feelings of hurt and dislike  

              Grow hard as steel,  

As permanent as granite.  

 

To grow young  

         Is to quickly forgive  

  And to permanently forget,  

And to build and rebuild  

              Friendships  

      That easily survive the stormy seas  

             Of conflict and disagreement.  

  

                         To grow old 

Is to lose hope  

    In a personal future  

And a worthwhile world.  

   It is to allow scepticism  

           To permeate all aspects of life  

     And to allow cynicism's cold shadow  

                  To envelope the heart.  

 

To grow young  

      Is to live in the glow of eternal hope  

  For personal life and the life of the world.  

It is to expect that great things and good  

                     people lie ahead  

   And to allow the warmth of optimism  

              To brighten up the heart  

And to energise the spirit. '  

To grow old or to grow young  

           Is to a large degree,  

A personal choice.  

 

This choice waits for us  

Around every comer of life.  

It is there in every new situation. 

In all of the changing scenes of life 
Whether they present themselves 

As pleasurable or painful.  

 

Growing old is easier  

      But, it is a path  

That leads to sour places.  

Growing young takes constant effort  

              But, it is a path  

That 1eads to the sweetness of life.  

 

Which will I choose today?  

 

Does this has something to do with it?   Jesus said, “I tell you unless you turn around and become like 

children, you will never enter the kingdom of heaven.” Matthew 18.3 

_____________________________________ 


