The Art of Graceful Aging
By

Bayne Grubb
As I walked down the hallway, semi-perpendicular,

I made a strange comment to no one in particular.

I said, “I recall once being almost six-feet-tall.
    Then I started shrinking, when it was I don’t recall.”
I heard no one respond, since I was here at home alone,
So I kept on talking to myself, till I thought I heard the phone.

I picked it up and answered, but a dial tone was all I got.

Not only am I shrinking, but my hearing’s also shot!

I made my way to the bathroom, but forgot why I was there,

So I went back to the living room, to my easy chair.

     I tried to change the channel, with what I thought was the remote.
When I saw it was the cordless, I said, “Wake up, you old goat!”
I thought it might be refreshing to take a short brisk walk,
So I started down the street as my neighbors began to gawk.

The kids next door went running to their daddy and their mama.

Then I realized I’d left the house, wearing my pajamas!

The memory lapses aren’t so bad.  So far I’ve not been hurt,

Although I sometimes answer to the name of Tom or Curt.

At least I know my last name’s Grubb, no matter what I’m called,
And I don’t waste money on Rogaine, just ‘cause I’m three-fourths bald!

I take my medication and my vitamins faithfully,
Hoping it will help me to grow old more gracefully.

I always thought my “golden years” would really be quite nifty,
But I’m getting mixed results ….and I’m only in my fifties!!!
