The Fifty Bone





There’s a bone in the body I’ve been learning about,


It’s a genuine bone, there can be no doubt,


You’re born with it, and it’s really nifty,


But it breaks in half when you turn fifty.





You go through life, feeling fine,


But the bone still breaks when it hits its time,


It doesn’t much matter what you do,


When it finally catches up to you,


Whether you’re working, or whether you’re playing,


All of a sudden, you’ll start saying:





“I can do that,


I can still do that,


I can’t do it anymore.”





It works the same way as the Roundabout Bone,


When your kid brother gets to spin all alone,


And the Monkeybar Bone that splits in two


When your upside-down-hanging days are through


Dead of night, or break of day,


Sooner or later you’re bound to say:





“I did that,


I used to do that,


I don’t want to do it anymore.”





And it makes you feel like you want to yell,


But who can you talk to? Who can you tell?


The twenty-year-old is inclined to doubt it,


While the eighty-year-old just says “tell me about it”


January or July,


One fine day you’ll join the cry:





“I can do that,


I can still do that,


I can’t do it anymore,


I did that,


I used to do that,


I don’t want to do it anymore,


It used to be easy,


Just give me a minute,


Owww…”
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