The Aluminum Years

Knee-deep in rust, 

Erratic pulse,

Unruly blood pressure,

The wrong kind of morning stiffness.

Uncontested chance steers my 

Use-at-your-own-risk,

Rent by the hour,

Soon-to-be remains. 

The good news:

Now and then,

My mind plays a tune from the Fillmore,

Or was it Winterland? 

If I remember correctly, 

Hope once sounded like this.

Should my Amazon order arrive in time, 

I will strut with my electric cane. 

