The Problem…..!

Thousands of years past

Man walked biped as must.

Before he knew his God

And in his realm he bode

He wandered the planet

For no clear intent.

Since time began

Man, the wandering pagan

Settled down in clans

Elixir concoction he then began

Thereby extended his life span

Albeit a giant leap
Although not too steep

It became his for keeps.

Mindful of insignificant gain,

We remain,
That he has thus far obtained

Using his formidable brain.

However fast, man walks ran or flies

How hard he coerces other animals to obey

Come old age and decay

Like ragged trousers

Man comes to fray.

Needless to say,

Come night or day

For a miracle, he prays
When the thought of attending 

Basic urges

Do emerge, 
To the very spinal core

His Fears surge.
Then and there

The first causality,

Damaged with impunity

Is then his dignity.
To  this very day,

no science has technology -

That provides immunity

To infinity

Granting life continuity –
Despite the rage

Nothing has come to assuage

The problem of old age.
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