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AsMorelLivePast a Century, 100 Isn't What It Used to Be

By N. R.KLEINFIELD
January 20, 2003

You can't call just anybody old. Not in this age-boom world. People are touchy. White hair, wobbly gait, creased face -
sowhat! It happenstoeverybody. Someonewho is 70 these days no longer feels old, might be runningmarathons, lifting
barbel s, serving as the secretary of defense. Somebody who is 80 thinks of merely "getting up there."

But face facts. Chaim Leon Stobnickis old. He's 100. In afew weeks, makethat 101.

"Comeonin," he said recently with alack of fuss. "Be comforteble." His voice vilrated with enthusiasm. Hepointed to
achair. Metal. Folding.

He had just gotten in himself. He lives alone in a one-bedroom apartment on West 106th Street. He was across the sreet
having lunch, chatting with some of the regulars, at an adult day care program. He is atiny man. He was bundled up in
a snug sweater and plaid flannel pants. It was lrittle out. He doesn't roam far -- to the corner of his street is aout it.
Straying farther leaves him short of breath. Look, he'sold.

"I'm an optimi &t," he sai d. "Maybe it's stupidity these days to be an optimist. But | am. | am a believer. Believing isthe
most impor tant thi ng to be."

He stood up. "Tdl thetruth," he said. "l don't look it, do I? Peopletell meal the time. They think I'm 80."

In this aging world, it remains elusive to live to become 100, but much less eusive. Although small in number,
centenarians are proportionately the city'sfastest-growing age bradket. The country'stoo. Accordingto the 1990 census,
1,455 people who were at least 100 lived inNew Y ork City. The 2000 census identifies 1,787, an increase of nearly 23
percent, with 58 of them 110 or older. Nationwide, 50,000 peopl e are estimated to have madeitto 100, and demographers
project that there might be close to one million in triple digits by 2050. Centenarians here, there, everywhere.

As it happens, the oldest New Yorkers reman among the least viside. Many live in nursing homes and suffer from
dementiaand other debilitating conditions, leaving them heavily reliant on others for life's commonplace tasks. A fair
number of them, though, are clearheaded and robust, and continueto live in their own homes, with a spirited outlook on
life. There's no one way to be 100.

About 80 percent of the oldest New Y orkers are women, better able than men to accomplish a century of living. For
instance, Estelle Warner, who was at her kitchen table, and finished with her morning prayer. At 102, sheis still living
in her own one-bedroom apartment on East 68th Street.

When she was a teenager, she was a dancer in nightclubs. Gangsters, shesaid, were always hounding her to go out, but
that wasn't for her. She didn't caremuch for thelife and became a seamstress, and shewas still working at 90. Returning
from her job one day, she fell and broke a hip. That persuaded her to retire.

Shewas married at 16, but it didn't last long, and she never remarri ed. "Once burned was enough,” she said briskly. She
had a son, who died in 1994. When you live a century, you frequently autlive your children. She has no grandchildren.

A home care worker is always with her. They play copious games of rummy and checkers. She considers television
"useless," except for "Jeopardy!" and "Wheel of Fortune." On weekends, she visits her favorite restaurant, McDonald's,
where she has the Big N' Tasty sandwich and coffee. "Their coffeeis very good,” she said.

She stays away fromthe news. Bad news riles her too much, and there is so much bad news in the world. "I spend most
of my timein bed," she said. "Frankly speaking, it's not easy. T o outlive everybody is not fun.”

Her last close girlfriend died last year, in her late 80's. "It makes you wonder," she said, "how much longer?”

In the course of living a certury, you invariably have notions of why youdid. "l never drank," saidJuliaMorrell, 101. "I
never smoked. | never stayed out late. None of those bad habits. | alwaysweighed 120 pounds. Now | weigh 122. | should



belosing weight, but | must be gaining wei ght."

ElvisPresley posters decorate her room at the Jewish Home and Hospital's nursing home on West 106th Street. She has
an Elvis calendar, an Elvis snapshat. "I liked the way he shook and sang," she said.

Shesat crocheting arobe. She donateswhat she makesto thehome. She has made baby sweaters, adog blanket. Shepl ays
bingo every Tuesday.

She married when she was 19, but her husband has been dead for more than 40 years. He was a box spring maker, and
she worked for 10 years at asilk mill.

"Theworl d, it'sa | different,” she said. "More violence. It was much quieter when | was younger."”

When you reach 100, who says you stop having ideas?

Anna Specht's apartment is compact, and exceptionally neat. Sheis also 101. She livesin the Kittay House, a building
for the elderly in the Bronx. Not long ago, she suggested that residents bring intheir wedding pictures and then seewho
could recognize them. Everyone had alot of fun with that. Not long ago, she learned about a school tax credit available
to her and many other elderly people and passed the word to othersin her building.

Shewasbornin London and cameto Americawhen shewas 2, firstto Massachusetts and then New Y ork. Her father was
a shoemaker. When she grew up, she supervised a shoe factory in Brooklyn. She married. Her husband was a butcher.
They settled inthe Bronx. They had two children. She It her job. "I never wanted to get married,” she said. "l wanted
to be a career woman. But then | got married.”

Her husband died about 40 years ago. Shereturned to work, taking ajob selling novelties at Macy's. After awhile, she
quit, and did volunteer work inthe schools for years.

Sheisafan of Bob Barker and "The Price IsRight." "At least if you watch Bob Barker, your mind hastowork," she said.
"Y ou have to figure out whether they'reright and i f the priceisright.”

What did she think of what's going on in the world?
"Not too hot."
Why has she lived so long?

"If you work hard, they say it'sgood for you," she said. "I worked hard. | got upat 6 o'clodk and | wasthereat 8. Lifeis
how you makeit. Y ou haveto takeit asit comes. I'm not going to mourn about anything. I'm not going to complai nif I'm
sick. | alwaystook life asitcame. | say, 'l fight the devil.' | don't know how long I'm going to fight him, but | fight him."

TheHebrew Homefor the Aged inthe Bronx hasdozens of centenarians,including Lenke Weingarten, 104. Sheattributes
her own [ ongevity to indiff erence. "It's the nonchalance,” she said. "I don't care.”

Sheisfrom Hungary. "My ambi tion was to be apai nter," she said. "But it didn't work out. | got married.” She did manage
some paintings. On the wall hang a selection of them.

Her husband, who wasin real estate and insurance, died along time ago. She kept herself very active, volunteeringin a
hospital until shewas 95. "Then | couldn't walk, so | stopped,” she said.

She doesn't spend much time with other residents. "Theyre 60 or 70," she said. "They're soold. I'm not ol d. I'm ancient.”

On another flooris Fay Fisher, 101, who mentioned that she was abigfan of Will Durant, the populari zer of philosophy.
When something goes wrong, she said, her own philosophy isto ignoreit.

"Whenyou get redly old," she pointed aut, "you have to learn one very important word, and that's ‘cope.’ At my age, you
have to expect alot of things to go wrong. So you have to cope. A lot of people don't learn this. They fall apart.”

Shewasbornin New Y ork, usedto handle correspondenceat Paramount Studios, marriedalawyer, spent her retirement
yearsin Florida, and dealt with her husband's death in 1970.

By now shefeels she has probably put in enough years. "Let me tell you, it's not that great to livetoo long," shesaid. "I'd
rather be dead already. | ve lived my life. After you reach acertain age, the heck withit. I've had it. How much longer can
you live than a hundred? But, let me say this, when my time comes, it will be no regrets.”

Chaim Stobnick had photographs he wanted to show. His father. His seven siblings. All gone.

Hewasbornin Russia, but moved to Pol and with hisfamily. He became an accountant. In 1939, weeks before the Second
World War erupted, he travel ed to Brazil for a vacation. When the war broke out, he was unableto return. "I was going
to stay for 30 days," he said. "l stayed for nearly 30 years."

The vacation saved his life. The rest of his family -- his parents, his six brothers and a sister, as well as his siblings



spouses and children -- al perished, most of them, he believes, in the concentration camps. "I never forget my family,”
hesaid. "I look at the pictures every day. My heart is bleeding every day.” He took out a poem he had written about one
of hisbrothers' being kill ed by the Germans. It was called, "The Death of aHare."

In Brazil, he did very well as a fabric supplier and then a builder. He moved to the United States in 1967 and put his
money into the stock market, whereupon it vanished. "l didn't despair," he said. "I am an enemy of despairing." He
supported himself by visitinghomebound elderly people. He did that for 18 years.

His apartment is spare of furniture but crammed with canvases. For years, he painted as a hobby. He has not painted
recently, but thinks about starting again. Hefavorstill lifes, because he doesnt get out muchto see anythingelseto paint.

He wanted to mention his genes. Good ones, he said. He gave his evidence: a great-great-great-grandfather who lived in
asmall townin Russia. At the age of 100, he gotinto a dispute with a neighbor and needed alawyer. The nearest lawyer
was 50 miles away. He walked the 50 miles.

Never having married, Mr. Stobnick suggested impishly, might have also contributed to hislong life. He got interested
once. He noticed awoman at a company he did business with. He asked a man there to please introduce him. "Sure," the
man said, "Mr. Sobnick, thisis my wife." So much for that.

Hislifeisatidy set of repeating rituds. Every morning, he walks across the street to the adult center, reads the papers,
stays through lunch, and then returns to hisapartment by about 2. He restsfor an hour. Then he reads, listensto classical
musicon hisradio, has some dinner from Meals on Wheel sor fixes some eggs or maybe cheeseand bread. "l dwayshave
something around to eat,” he said. "Not a problem.” Then he turnsin. The next day, it's the same thing. "It continues the
same way, day after day," he said. "The same day."

Hehasall thetimeintheworld,but feelsthereisnoneto wage. "l used to havea TV, but it took up too much of my time,"
he said. "I would watch it two or three hoursaday. So | got rid of it five or six years ago. | prefer to live aquiet life."

Heisexalted to have goneon solong. "Believeit or not, | like to be more than 100," he said. He carried on without much
help until afew months ago, when ahome attendant began coming by four days aweek to do cleaning and shopping for
him.

"I can go to the corner and back, then | havetorest,” hesaid. "I haveto remember | am 100. For thelast threeyears, | have
had to d ow down."

Peoplealways wonder: how many more years? Mr. Stobnick shrugged. "I have no idea," he said. "I don't know how long
I'll live. I just know | want to live. | have alust for life."

For additiond information of Long-Term Care Insurance, Annuities and Lifelnsurance, call Gary L. Crystal at
THE CRYSTAL GROUP, 877.822.5678.



