Gotta Stop
I visited a doctor, just the other day,
He was polishing his dentures, and brushing his toupee,
I helped him find his glasses, and then when he could see,
He took a look, and dropped his crutch, and then he said to me:
You gotta stop doing whatever it is you’re doing that’s been making you do the things you do,
‘Cos you’re getting to an age when the things that you’ve been doing will very soon start catching up with you,

And the next thing that you know, it’ll really start to show, and you’ll find the worry wasn’t worth the wait,

So you gotta stop doing whatever it is you’re doing before the whip comes down and it’s too late.
I visited a therapist the other afternoon,

She was standing on a cabinet, and howling at the moon,

I found her special steno pad, and put it her hand,

And then she hid behind the couch, and issued this demand:

You gotta stop doing whatever it is you’re doing that’s been making you do the things you do,

‘Cos the life that you’ve been living isn’t physically forgiving, and Napoleon is coming after you,

By the time you turn around, you’ll be six feet underground, and you’ll find the problem’s bigger than I said,

‘Cos they won’t be your six feet, and they’ll smell like rotten meat, and the worst of it
 is that you WON’T be dead.
So I pondered their advice, and I found it very nice,

So I thought about it twice, while I ate a bowl of rice,

And with both feet on the ground, I listened for a sound,
And I sent my thoughts around, and this is what I found:
I take each day as it comes.

I can count on one hand all my fingers and thumbs.

And I deal with every fresh distraction

By instantly stopping all semblance of action.

And if you ask me why I’m such a spacey guy,

I hope that you don’t hold your breath awaiting my reply, ‘cos

I never wonder why.

A man came up to me and told me I was an illusion of a person he’d alluded to before,

And I told him I was me, but he said I couldn’t be, ‘cos he doesn’t have delusions anymore,

So I promised I would help him to eliminate confusion, and I gave him a solution that was weird,

But he thanked me anyway, and he wished me a good day, and then he tipped his hat and disappeared.
So now I gotta stop doing whatever it is I’m doing that’s been making me do the things I do,

‘Cos I promised everybody I’d stop all the things I did, but occasionally I still do just a few,
And the other day I did a thing I’ve often done before, and everything appeared to work out fine,

So I can’t stop doing absolutely everything I’m doing, but I gotta find out where to draw the line.
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