
A resident’s voice… About Being A Senior
At twenty-three
When my dance card was filled
And by my beaus
I was thrilled
My grandma sat me down to say
It wouldn’t always be this way.
The time would come
When I’d grow old
And my youth, in a moment,
Would grow cold.

I laughed at her at twenty-three
But I wonder now what’s happened to me.
I look in the mirror
And what do I see?
A silver-gray head staring back with glee.

My teeth aren’t real, I must admit,
And in my chair I sit and knit.
I’ve got some arthritis in my knees
But the twinkle in my eye
Always seems to please
And these liver spots that you see
They’re only the freckles
I had at twenty three.
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