I'm sixty four, you know..
like in that fuckin’ Beatles song.

No Valentine.
No bottle of wine.

Got half my own teeth, though.
And have half my hair left.

Plus, I get a new penis every seven years.
Although it’s never as good as the one before
(starting at 21, that is).

But my prostate is as big as my head,

compromising my bladder,

meaning I have to watch my fluid intake

should I get caught short on a jammed freeway,

or on a long walk,

or during a VR adventure in search of the Lost Pearl.

My paternal grandad died age 40.
My maternal grandad died age 64.
My brother died age 64.

My father died age 67.

= my average life expectancy is 59.

Ergo,

I am six years older than my funeral.
And I have to tell you,

all in all,

I feel just dandy.



