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Donna Johns, President; Georgia Hilbert, Vice President, Secretary, Treasurer, Reporter,
Editor, Printer, Mast Head Creator, Publisher, and Membership Chairperson

Our apologies.

Upon awakening after her fall, our president was diag-
nosed with an affliction described as “e.e. cummings
syndrome“ in which she could no longer find or use the
shift key with only one hand. - Ed.

a message from the president:

glitsie, ditsie & klutsie bring you the holiday edition of

old hags & sagging bags

like humpty dumpy, klutsie had a great fall. her tale is
different though, as all the kings’ men will soon put
klutsie together again.  meanwhile, ditsie is doing all
the work in bringing you a fun  filled year end issue.

all praise to our sweet editor, a lady of many talents and
charms.  enjoy this issue and join us with happy
thoughts for a wonderful year ahead.

Aging Gracefully
A Christmas tree is like a ‘lil
black dress. Think about it a
bit. A tree is a simple beauty
that can stand alone and be
admired. A tree has symmetry
and graces. A ‘lil black dress
is a simple beauty that can be
worn alone and be admired. A
‘lil black dress has symmetry
and grace and enhances the

wearer.

Because of its simple beauty a tree can be embellished
and turned into a showpiece of glitz and glamour. Its
graceful shape supports ornaments, tinsel, garland and
lights. The finished product is very different yet never
takes away from the charm of the original. Topped
with a star, the tree now says, join me in celebrating
the season.

A ‘lil black dress can be enhanced with belts of silver
or gold, necklaces of diamonds or pearls, comple-
mented by earrings of matching glamour. Add silver or
gold shoes, a fashionable hairdo and you have a vision
in holiday joy. The figure made slim by the basic
blackness, attractive by the sparkling jewelry.

Both say Happy Holidays.

However, there the similarity ends. The tree is rele-
gated to at most a month long season of celebration,
and then, disappears. But, the ‘lil black dress goes on.
Its return to the closet is temporary, and always ready
for the next holiday or special occasion. Do you have a
‘lil black dress?

Notes From The Edi-
tor’s Desk

Christmas is here so the boss
ordered a Christmas issue.
Then, as if planned, she con-
veniently broke her arm leaving
us to do all of the work. In
spite of the inconvenience we
were able to put together an
issue. An issue of fluff, except
for page two. Well, I have to

toot my own horn, don’t I? I have to thank Gerard
Koskovich, of OutWord who made my attempt at being
an author understandable.

We hope you enjoy this issue and want to welcome a
new author and contributor, Carol Leigh, who with her
husband, .Sandy, is trying to form a Tri-Ess chapter in

Northern Michigan. We enjoy reading
her writing and hope you will, too.
Maybe if we encourage her, she will
agree to become a regular columnist.
Like Ann Landers, maybe?
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Looking for Images of Transgender
Older Adults On Film, in Print and on

the Web: Do They Exist?
Newsletter of the Lesbian and Gay Aging Is-
sues Network  OUTWORD

by Georgia Hilbert

The Zen Buddhist question “What is the sound of one
hand clapping?” comes to mind when searching for images
of transgender elders in the media. At times the task seems
almost futile. With the exception of the character Ber-
nadette in The Adventures of Priscilla, Queen of the Des-
ert (Australia, 1994)—a film that appears from time to
time on the cable Bravo channel—and limited release
films such as Pashke and Sophia, a 30-minute documen-
tary by Karin Michalski about a  woman in her sixties who
lives as a man with her female partner in a rural village in
Albania, transgender elders are almost invisible. In fact, if
it were not for films such as these, transgender elders
might as well not exist on film. There is, of course, the
recent HBO movie Normal (March 2003), in which Roy
Applewood tells his wife on their 25th wedding anniver-
sary that he wants a sex-change operation. But the charac-
ters, played by Tom Wilkinson and Jessica Lange, are only
middle-aged, not old. Moreover, images of transgender el-
ders in printed media seem to be even more difficult to
find. Where, then, can we find images of transgender eld-
ers? Or do they exist at all?

Sometimes, the press cannot completely disregard
elders—such as when Dr. Vanessa Hemingway, née Greg-
ory, the third child of author Ernest Hemingway, died on
Oct. 1, 2001. However, they can, it seems, disregard
whether elders are transgender. Almost without exception,
the media altered or ignored facts concerning Ms. Hem-
ingway’s gender. According to the Winter 2001–2002 is-
sue of The IFGE Newsletter, “Most of the news services
who reported the story continued to refer to Ms. Heming-
way with masculine pronouns and by her birth name, dis-
regarding her transition.” I found that to be true: I located
numerous references to Ms. Hemingway in which she was
referred to by her masculine name, with masculine pro-
nouns and even identified as  male, despite the acknow-
ledgement that she had undergone reassignment surgery.
Even the German-language Crossdresser Guide, where the
only photograph of her as a woman was found, referred to
her using her masculine name and masculine gender. If
Ms. Hemingway had not been the child of a famous
author, no doubt her death would have been ignored com-
pletely.

As can be expected, news and photos of transgender elders
are reported and printed in LGBT media. In fact, it is
typically only through such media that one can find any
information about older transgender people. Yet even in
the transgender press, including such publications as TG
Tapestry, Transgender Community News and The Femme
Mirror, the emphasis seems to be on the young and photo-

genic rather than on the old. There are exceptions. The
Transgender Aging Network provides an e-mail news list,
and the newsletter Old Hags and Sagging Bags regularly
contains reports and sometimes photos of elders. But eld-
ers are the focus of these publications, so they can be ex-
pected to contain such.

A search of the Internet for images of transgender elders
seemed an exercise in futility. The results of one search
using only the term transgender revealed 685 hits, many
of which had little, if anything, to do with transgender or
transgenderism. Of the 685, only one, an obituary for a
person  who had just passed 50, could truthfully be iden-
tified as referring to an older transgender person. Since
the best sources of images and news of transgender elders
are through transgender   organizations—and news and
images are relatively limited even in those—we wonder
what has happened to the elders. They seem to have dis-
appeared. The reasons are probably varied. One could be
that older people are less likely to “step out” in public,
and, when they do, they tend to attract less attention.

In fact, this invisibility may be the answer after all. One
of the most desired attributes of a transgender person,
young or old, is to pass as the gender of  choice. Elders,
having had for the most part decades of experience in
disguising themselves and remaining in the background,
are masters at disappearing. Moreover, one of the charac-
teristics of aging is that the older we grow,  the more the
genders blend—gender differences seem to disappear. If it
were not for size, dress and a disappearing hairline, we
wouldn’t necessarily know whether we were seeing  an
old man or an old woman. In short, it often does not take
much for an old man to be transformed in  appearance to
an old woman, and vice versa. Perhaps, then, some of the
pictures we see of old men and old women or some of the
people we pass on the street or see in the shopping center
are actually transgender people who are passing as they
wish to: innocuously and invisibly.

Georgia Hilbert, 74, is a lifelong cross dresser who edits
the newsletter Old Hags and Sagging Bags, as well as
The Sooner Belle, the official publication of the Central
Oklahoma Transgender Alliance (COTA). Visit the
COTA website at www.ren.org/ra.l/cota/c_o_t_a.htm.

Key Web Resources

The International Federation for Gender Education (TG
Tapestry) www.ifge.org/

Old Hags and Sagging Bags
www.geocities.com/georgia_hilb/ohsb.htm

Renaissance (Transgender Community News) www.ren.
org/

The Society for Second Self  (The Femme Mirror)
www.tri-ess.org/

The Transgender Aging Network
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A “Rose” By Any Other
Name

by Carol Leigh, Nu Lambda Pi

Names. A rose by any other name
would smell as sweet. “Rose.”
Now, that’s a good name. Have you

ever wondered how CD’s pick their names? I have.
Most of us don’t have the luxury of “picking;” our
names. They were given to us at birth and the best we
can do is modifying it to some form of nickname.

So, just how do CD’s select their names? Have you
ever met one named Bertha? Agnes? Mabel? Hilde-
gard?  Somehow those “roses” are just not as sweet.
There are mental images we have to go with names.
The mental image most CD’s have of themself is not
the image conjured up by these names.

However, there are names that bring about very attrac-
tive and appealing images of womanhood that are still
not commonly used. Have you known of any Sami’s?
Billi’s? Jerri’s? These are all extremely beguiling im-
ages, but alas, the super sensitivity of most CD’s will
not allow for names that are derived from masculine
forms of a name.

What would you name yourself if YOU could? Hum.
Interesting question. At my less than 5’5” frame, I
would like a name that subliminally indicates height.
Even better if that height was accompanied with “wil-
lowy.” Let’s add a few more qualities that would look
good on me. How about blonde? And maybe 28 years
old? I think an ideal name would be “Tawny.” It even
sounds like she would have soft, wide eyes! Oh yes, I
like Tawny already!

But does Tawny go with my last name? If I am going to
create an image, I want the whole thing to work. I have
known Amber Brown’s and Kelly Green’s. Someone
was thinking with those! A gal whose last name was
Leer was named Chrysta Chanda. (Say that one out
loud!) A last name of Jones doesn’t get it. Something
exotic, deeply intense, and revealing. How about Tawny
Dinarius? From the Greek, it is exotic and foreign
sounding. And speaks of money! Tall, willowy, blonde,
young, foreign and rich. I think I like it.

Now, I can’t change my name to Tawny Dinarius, but
continuing the thought, what if we, GW’s, were to
change our name to masculine names to go with our

CD? Something that indicates strength, self-
assuredness, power. Names the media might suggest
include Hoss, Big Joe, and Harry. (Well, I guess Harry
is not necessarily one that I would particularly select.)
I sure can see myself as Duke, but definitely not
Prince.

While this is written in jest, we all know that the is-
sues Tri-ESS addresses are serious, legitimate, and
worthy of earnest self analysis. However, is there
nothing in life, regardless of how serious, that cannot
be enhanced if we can only learn to laugh with it and
see the humor. Humor offers us a safe way to look at
things that might otherwise appear threatening. If we
can learn to laugh at ourselves, and see the humor that
presents itself, we will all be healthier, happier indi-
viduals. Humor allows us to have a perspective that
freshens and not only enlightens, but lightens the bur-
dens we bear. And a smile is the most attractive article
of clothing anyone can wear! It hides wrinkles, takes
off years, and makes us beautiful.

On second thought, I think you can just call me -

Tangerine!
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Something Different
I put my watch on my right wrist.  Nothing special, of
course, except that I had worn it on my left wrist for
over 70 years.  I did it for a reason. I did it to see how
many people noticed the change and equally important,
how many made comments.  My first experiences were
my own.  I never realized how large the face of the
watch was.  Nor did I realize how massive the metal
band was. I couldn’t help but look at the watch and
wonder why I had never noticed these things before.
These two items were sure to draw attention to the
change I had made. I felt uncomfortable. Here it was a
minor thing, a minor change in my appearance and yet I
felt that the change made me very conspicuous.  What
happened was a surprise.

I went to a neighborhood gathering and expected folks
to ask my why I was wearing my watch on my right
wrist. And why such a big watch? Wasn’t I right
handed and one always wears the watch on the left?  To
my surprise, and to a degree, my disappointment, not
one friend or acquaintance made notice of the change.
To compound the problem, my wife of over 50 years
never noticed or paid any attention to the change either.

The truth is it was no big deal.  No one noticed no one
cared.  The uneasy feeling was all mine.  It was mine
because I knew of it, I knew what I was doing, and it
was different for me and only me. The episode re-
minded me of the first times I went out in female attire.
I knew what was inside.  I knew what I was wearing
was different. I knew and thought everyone else would
notice it as well.  Like the watch episode, the same
thing happened. I didn’t get noticed because people had
their own agendas and thought patterns.  I would have
had to wear a sign that said “Hey, look at me,” before I
would have gotten any attention.

It proved that human nature is human nature.  Each one
of us has an agenda; each one of us has things on his or
her mind that precludes anything else. Each of us is
rather self centered and what others do is hardly no-
ticed.  The next time you feel nervous or self concerned
about going out dressed, think about the watch.   Let it
help you turn a nervous time into a wondrous experi-
ence.

Donna

IF I HAD MY LIFE TO LIVE OVER
- by Erma Bombeck (Written after she found  out she

was dying from cancer.)
I would have gone to bed when I was sick instead of pre-
tending the earth  would go into a holding pattern if I wer-
en’t there for the day.

I would have burned the pink candle sculpted like a rose be-
fore it melted  in storage.

I would have talked less and listened more.

I would have invited friends over to dinner even if the carpet
was stained,  or the sofa faded.

I would have eaten the popcorn in the ‘good’ living room
and worried much  less about the dirt when someone wanted
to light a fire in the fireplace.

I would have taken the time to listen to my grandfather
ramble about his  youth.

I would have shared more of the responsibility carried by my
husband.

I would never have insisted the car windows be rolled up on
a summer day  because my hair had just been teased and
sprayed.

I would have sat on the lawn with my children and not wor-
ried about grass  stains.

I would have cried and laughed less while watching televi-
sion and more  while watching life.

I would never have bought anything just because it was prac-
tical, wouldn’t  show soil, or was guaranteed to last a life-
time.

Instead of wishing away nine months of pregnancy, I’d have
cherished every  moment and realized that the wonderment
growing  inside me was the only  chance in life to assist God
in a miracle.

When my kids kissed me impetuously, I would never have
said, “Later. Now go  get washed up for dinner.”

There would have been more “I love you’s.” More “I’m sor-
ry’s.”

But mostly, given another shot at life, I would seize every
minute...look  at it and really see it ... live it ... and never

give it back.

Stop sweating the small stuff. Don’t worry about who
doesn’t like you, who  has more, or who’s doing what. In-
stead, let’s cherish the relationships we  have with those who
do love us.

Let’s think about what God HAS blessed us with. And what
we are doing each  day to promote ourselves mentally,
physically, emotionally, as well as  spiritually. Life is too
short to let it pass you by. We only have one shot  at this and
then it’s gone.

I hope you all have a blessed day.

At our ages, when we go to bed on Christ-
mas night, visions of Sugar Prune Fairies
dance in our heads!
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A Woman should ...

A WOMAN SHOULD HAVE...

one old love she can imagine going back to... and one
who reminds her how far she has come...

A WOMAN SHOULD HAVE...

enough money within her control to move out and rent
a place of her own even if she never wants
to or needs to...

A WOMAN SHOULD HAVE...

something perfect to wear if the employer or date of her
dreams wants to see her in an hour...

A WOMAN SHOULD HAVE...

a youth she’s content to leave behind...

A WOMAN SHOULD HAVE...

a past juicy enough that she’s looking forward to retell-
ing it in her old age....

A WOMAN SHOULD HAVE...

a set of screwdrivers, a cordless drill, and a black lace
bra...

A WOMAN SHOULD HAVE...

one friend who always makes her laugh...  and one who
lets her cry...

A WOMAN SHOULD HAVE...

a good piece of furniture not previously owned by any-
one else in her family...

A WOMAN SHOULD HAVE...

eight matching plates, wine glasses with stems, and a
recipe for a meal that will make her guests feel hon-
ored..

A WOMAN SHOULD HAVE...

a feeling of control over her destiny...

EVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW...

how to fall in love without losing herself...

EVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW...

how to quit a job, break up with a lover, and confront
a friend without ruining the friendship...

EVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW...

when to try harder... and when to walk away...

EVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW...

that she can’t change the length of her calves, the
width of her hips, or the nature of her parents...

EVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW...

that her childhood may not have been perfect...but its
over...

EVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW...

what she would and wouldn’t do for love or more...

EVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW...

how to live alone... even if she doesn’t like it...

EVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW...

whom she can trust, whom she can’t, and why she
shouldn’t  take it personally...

EVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW...

where to go...be it to her best friend’s kitchen table...
or a charming inn in the woods... when her soul needs
soothing...

EVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW...

what she can and can’t accomplish in a day...a
month...and a year...
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Justification and Rationale
By Carol Leigh

Recently I asked why JoEllen (her femme name) was
so interested in finding a pair of elbow length gloves
in shocking pink. After all, she doesn’t have a shock-
ing pink gown, nor does she go anyplace where el-
bow length gloves are appropriate. The answer I was
given was, “She’s a CD. You can’t just ask a cross-
dresser to justify anything. They just can’t do that!”
We both had a laugh, and then I got to thinking about
it. It’s true. You can’t ask a crossdresser to justify
anything.

Recently I was told that my crossdresser needed new
breast forms. “Why is that?” I had the audacity to
ask. My response was that the ones she has are “too
big.” Well, I can certainly understand that! After all, I
have spent the majority of my life complaining about
the same thing. But to go out and simply purchase a
smaller pair...I don’t have that option. Nor do I have
the option of several pairs to swap around to make a
particular outfit look better. I think I could justify
“smaller boobs” based on health factors, but the jus-
tification I got from my CD-ing hubby was just that
“hers are too big.” Another one I love is the justifi-
cation for more than one wig. Wait just a minute
here. I have one head, and it has one hair style and
one color. I wear it everyday. I have to make sure
that it is appropriate for whatever my activity is going
to be. But “she” can justify that she needs a shorter
one for sporty outfits, an “up-do” for fancy balls, and
a mid length one for day wear. Oh, and yes, the ash
blonde does go so much better with the blue 3-piece
dress than the Sunset Red one! Give me a break! This
is a CD-er’s justification for buying multiple wigs?

I heard another one recently. A girlfriend of mine re-
ceived some cast-off’s from the CD-er’s wardrobe.
When presented with these, my friend innocently
asked if they no longer fit. What did this dear hubby
say to his wife? “They have a flaw and “she” would
never wear anything that wasn’t perfect.” But he
could justify giving them to his wife! Do you see
what is wrong with this picture? The wife was want-
ing to justify why the clothing was being donated.
The husband’s justification was flawed....as well as
the clothing!

Maybe this is the crux of the difficulties wives have
in accepting the crossdressing in their lives. They are
looking for justification and rationale where none ex-
ists. And the crossdresser is looking to escape the
justification and rationale that dictates his everyday
life. He wants to do this “just because it feels good,”

and she is asking why do you want to do that? She is
looking for the justification and rationale of wearing high
heels when she knows that they are uncomfortable. He is
looking for the experience without the need for justifica-
tion and rationale. She’s dying to get out of that skirt and
into a comfy jogging suit. He just “wants” to feel a silky
slip against smooth nylon legs. She just can’t shed the
need to justify....and the CD-er cannot justify the desire,
let alone the behavior.

Can any of us justify why we like the taste of a creamy,
drippy ice cream cone on a hot day? Or the soft pink of
a fading sunset over the lake? The spicy scent of spring
warmed lilacs? Do we have to justify those things? No,
they just are. They need no justification, no rationale.
We wives need to understand that, truly, the crossdresser
cannot justify why she feels the way she does. She can-
not explain why she feels the need to wear feminine ap-
parel. She cannot justify the behavior. And we need to
accept that...just as we can not justify all our likes and
dislikes. There is not a crossdresser out there that would
not tell us “why?” if they could. But they can’t. Most of
them have struggled with this for years. They have seen
therapists. They have read tons of literature. But no one
can tell them “why?”

Let’s learn a little from this and allow ourselves, both of
us, to feel free to express a desire, a want, without hav-
ing to justify it. Hum...I don’t need it, but I sure would
like to have a new diamond ring. No justification. No
rationale. No feelings of frustration at having to make
excuses. That feels pretty good. Wouldn’t we all feel just
a little better if we could remove the stigma of justifica-
tion and rationale?
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If Dr. Seuss Were a Woman!
I’m glad I’m a woman.
Yes I am, yes I am.

I don’t live on Budweiser,
beer nuts and Spam.

I’m not so egotistical that I think I have no imperfec-
tions.
I won’t drive to hell before asking directions.

I act nice at parties, don’t act like a clown;
And I know how to put the darn toilet seat down.

I won’t grab your boobies; I won’t pinch your butt.
My belt is not hidden beneath my beer gut.

I don’t go around readjusting my crotch;
Or make sure my headboard bears each hard-earned
notch.

I don’t belch in public; don’t scratch my behind.
I’m a woman, you see - I’m just not that kind!

I’m glad I’m a woman; So glad I could sing -
And thrilled I’m not covered in shag carpeting.

Hair won’t grow from my ears, Or cover my back.
And when I bend over, you can’t see my crack.

I don’t live for golf, or to shoot basketball.
I don’t swagger and spit like a Neanderthal.

I’m a woman, by chance. And thankful I am!
I’m so glad I’m a woman, not a man. Yes I am!

Walkin’ ‘Round in Ladies’ Underwear

Lacy things, the wife’s been missin’,
Didn’t ask, for her permission,
I’m wearin’ her clothes,
Her silk pantyhose,
Walkin’ ‘round in ladies’ underwear.

In the store, there’s a teddy,
It has straps, like spaghetti,
It holds me so tight,
Like handcuffs at night,
Walkin’ ‘round in ladies’ underwear.

In the office there’s a guy named Melvin,
He pretends that I am Murphy Brown,
He says “Are you ready?” I say “Whoa man!,
Lets wait until the wife is out of town.”

Later on, if you wanna,
We can dress, like Madonna,
Put on some eye shade,
And join the parade,
Walkin’ ‘round in ladies’ underwear.

Lacy things,   missin’,
Didn’t ask,    permission,
I’m wearin’ her clothes,
Silk pantyhose,
Walkin’ ‘round in ladies’ underwear,
Walkin’ ‘round in ladies’ underwear,
Walkin’ ‘round in ladies’ underwear.
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Twas the nite before Christmas

Twas the nite before Christmas, and all thru the house
I was making my plans to look more like my spouse

I carefully laid out my very best clothes
My bra and my panties, my slip and my hose

My stockings weren’t hung by the chimney tonite
They were on me instead, feeling sensually tight

My dress was of velvet, a burgundy red
And on my long nails a new polish was spread

With makeup and jewelry, hi heels on my feet
I was looking so sexy and feeling so sweet

When out in the yard there arose such a noise
That I sprang from my bedroom, forgetting my poise

The moon on the snow with its brilliant white glitter
Reminds me of lace to set my heart a-twitter

When what to my long-lashed eyes should appear
But a person in red with a sleigh and reindeer

But I couldn’t tell, was it a ‘he’ or a ‘she’
The one with the pack was dressed somewhat like me

There in the sleigh was this ‘cutsey’ old flirt
With a white wig and makeup, a red blouse and skirt

The reindeer were sparkling, with rhinestones and pearls
And their antlers in ribbons, so they all looked like girls

When s/he stepped from the sleigh, to my eyes were re-
vealed
Her knee-hi black boots with their seven-inch heels

Santa just blushed, but I stood there and smiled
And said, “Hello, my dear, can you stay for awhile?”

“Well you finally caught me”, he said with a pout
“At this time on Christmas, folks are seldom about.”

“I don’t go enfemme very often at home,
Mrs Claus doesn’t like it, so I do it alone.

“So when I give out goodies to make others smile
“I like to feel pretty and femme for awhile.”

“So I ride off dressed up, from my hi-heels to wig,

“On Christmas eve night while I’m doing my gig.”

I said, “Don’t worry Santa, your secret is safe
Why don’t you come in and just freshen your face.”

We sat and we talked and vented our passion
For feminine frills and the latest new fashions

We finally parted with a hug and a kiss
S/he said, “I must go now, or some children I’ll miss”

I went to my party and had a great time
With music and laughter and good food and wine

But when I returned and looked under my tree
I found some new pretties from sweet Santa to me

Lacy panties, a bra and a soft satin blouse
Perfumes and some candles to light up my house

But it wasn’t the goodies that swept away my blues
It was knowing that Santa was a cross dresser too

So next time don’t judge all the people you meet
By what they are wearing when out on the street

For in being oneself, there’s no ‘wrong or right’
Merry Christmas to all and to all a good night

by Fran

This goes around every Christmas, but
it’s still cute. … Thanks Carolyn

According to the Alaska Department of Fish and
Game, while both male and female reindeer grow
antlers in the summer each year, male reindeer drop
their antlers at the beginning of winter, usually late
November to mid-December. Female reindeer retain
their antlers until after they give birth in the spring.
Therefore, according to EVERY historical rendition
depicting Santa’s reindeer, EVERY single one of
them, from Rudolph to Blitzen, had to be a girl. We
should’ve known. ONLY women would be able to
drag a fat-ass man in a red velvet suit all around the
world in one night and not get lost.
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If I were ol’ Santa,
you know what I’d do
I’d dump silly gifts
that are given to you.

And deliver some things
just inside your front
door
Things you have lost,
but treasured before.

I’d give you back
all your maidenly vigor,
And to go along with it,
a neat tiny figure.

Then restore the old
color
that once graced your
hair
Before rinses and
bleaches
took residence there.

I’d bring back the shape
with which you were
gifted,
So things now suspended
need not be uplifted.

I’d draw in your tummy
and smooth down your
back
Till you’d be a dream
in those tight fitting
slacks.

I’d remove all your
wrinkles
and leave only one chin,
So you wouldn’t spend
hours
rubbing grease on your
skin,

You’d never have flashes
or queer dizzy spells,
And you wouldn’t hear
noises
like ringing of bells.

No sore aching feet
and no corns on your toes,
No searching for specta-
cles
when they’re right on your
nose

Not a shot would you take
in your arm, hip or fanny,
From a doctor who thinks
you’re a nervous old
granny.

You’d never have a
headache,
so no pills would you take,
And no heating pad needed
since your muscles won’t
ache,

Yes, if I were Santa
you’d never look stupid,
You’d be a cute little chick
with the romance of a
cupid.

I’d give a lift to your heart
when those wolves start to
whistle
And the joys of your heart
would be light as a thistle.

But alas! I’m not Santa,
I’m simply just me,
The matronest of matrons
you ever did see,

I wish I could tell you
all the symptoms I’ve got
But I’m due at my doctor’s
for an estrogen shot.

Even though we’ve grown
older
this wish is sincere,
Merry Christmas to you
and a Happy New Year!

If I were Santa
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Little Jade arrived on Dec
15 at 10:07 PM.  She
weighed in at 8 lbs 5 oz
and is 21” long.  She is the
most precious baby ever
born. She has already
shown signs of great intel-

ligence, warmth and charm by choosing me as her
grandparent.  Oh yes, she does have a Mom and Dad
but they are only her parents. It is grandparents that
really provide the proper affection.

I had planned to write an article for this issue but
Jade is my first grandchild and she needs my atten-
tion.  She is mine to cherish and to spoil. I hope you
will share my happiness and realize it is a question of
priorities.

Kristina


