The Athlete – Then and Now.

Of giant strength his shoulders square


And towering inches tell,

Through neck and breast and biceps bare


His sinewy muscles swell:

As oak erect, with limbs as lithe


As willow ‘neath the shade, 

His massive frame a form of might


To marvelling eyes displayed.

Within the wide arena’s arc


He’s ringed by men of brawn,

Great men who’ve made their envied mark


On many a list and lawn;

These hefty stalwarts strive in turn


The champion’s crown to claim,

But contest long and dour and stern


Has notched no victor’s name.

Our hero’s best surpassed at length,


He grasps the heavy weight

To make with all his summoned strength


One final effort great;

When twice the missile tense he’d swung, 



His eyes like brilliants blaze

As forward far its mass he flung


To wondering men’s amaze.

While shout and cry triumphant rent


The noonday with his name

My  feeble cheer I proudly lent


The chorused wild acclaim;

Time passed away; his steps had paced 


A path apart from mine,

Nigh fifty rushing years had raced


Down life’s acute incline.

When once again that grand athlete


Of great days long ago,

That matchless man ’twas mine to meet – 


But, wasting winters, oh!

So shrivelled, shrunken, grey and worn!


So bent his broken frame!

A sight for gods and men to mourn,


Oh, false and fleeting fame!

