Birthday Blues

Another year of age,

The battle to stay in shape I wage.

My youthful preoccupation with the ladies

Is now replaced with fearing Hades.

Another year more physical decline,

The years catching up for drinking too much wine.

Another year wiser,

My days of sleeping gone, now an early riser.

More candles on the cake,

Chores to fill my day the ingredients I bake.

Wrinkles on my face

To the bathroom now I race.

Pains in the strangest places

Erupting gases spoil social graces.

Wild parties with my friends

Replaced with prayers to make amends.

No convertible rides with delight

As graying hair is now my plight,

But I must be thankful for plentiful locks

And still as tall within my socks.

That perfect vision is in the past

Who’s seen my glasses or had ‘em last?

Why can’t I remember anything?

It’s on the tip of my tongue’s the song I sing.

With each passing year I sit in reflection

Of wasted youth and mistakes in repetition.

If I had it to do over again

Would I waste it all in sin?

No one will know what he or she would do

Life memory’s gone, in that next round it’s all brand new.
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