
 

The Alternative 
 

Four old men, awaiting zoom leader, cheerily lament aging’s travails.  Each has his 
story:  still kicking, got no complaints, nothing’s fatal except life itself.  Henry 
quips, “better than the alternative,” drawing mumbles of affirmation.  Except 
George: “I’m not so sure.”  Awkward pause.  Chuckling, we move along.  I’m 
curious about George. 
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