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MRI day has come my way
Old bones don’t seem to want to stay in place
Big noisy machine is gonna take me down
Old bones are twisted in a permanent frown
Just like the look on my face

Hospital chairs; faded dirty and stained
Colors too strange for me to explain
Hospital carpets all laid down in squares
Wall to wall in eternal despair
Like some kind of dying race

Generic art prints and sandpaper tissues
Faux maple furniture, a laminating issue 
Fluorescent lights; maybe LED
Hospital waiting room; daytime TV
An entertainment disgrace

People stare at the floor; they don’t look at me
I’m waiting to find out what the magnets can see
I wish they’d call me to the big machine
For no other reason than a change of scene
Or so I can get out of this place

MRI day has come my way
Old bones don’t seem to want to stay in place
Big noisy machine is gonna take me down
Old bones are twisted in a permanent frown
Just like the look on my face 
