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My matched set of nonagenarians

is almost two hundred years old
and nearing escape velocity.
They are failing to thrive with a vengeance.

They have outlived everyone
except the powers of attorney
for whom they are a source of consternation.

Their constipation is prune-proof.
They scratch where it itches till it bleeds
and call on me to staunch the bleeding.

They can’t recall our earnest conversations.
Adult Protective Services
elicits

their indignation reflex. They ready, aim
and fire
their walkers at the social worker.

Pride goes before their falls.
They hoard.
In their home every room is attic.

Neither odor nor order matters.
Thank goodness you’re here they say
and then berate me.

It’s true.
I don’t know what to do.
I meet the lawyer at the bedside.

I meet the notary at the bedside.
We arrange for the funeral home
to call me at home.

By the end their ashes plus the urn
will weigh more than they did.
The wind always knows what to do.
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