Days of Wine and Hot Flashes

She thought of love
bodies strong and youthful.
She thought of intimacy
at her tender age of fifty.
An age when all is deemed
as dead.
Too late to dream
to bear children
to love
have a man.
Her friends tell her
[bookmark: _GoBack]Mattie, you need to stop acting a fool.
What would people say
you up here eyeing those young men
like some teenager.
Act your age.
I act too old for my own age.
The body is not slender
the breasts are not perky.
But the heart
Oh....the heart sings of joy.

Warm summers
Honeysuckles in the air.
She dreams of strong hands
that gently caress the bare back.
The heart beats
breathing quickens
The hands pull her closer.
Feel the heartbeat
Feel the warm sweat
Her body quivers
The heart smiles
Her friends say
So let's forget all this nonsense.
They leave
satisfied that she is back in line.
She looks at the plane ticket.
Football ticket in hand.
Look out you defensive linemen
Grandma is on her way.
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