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ALSO BY JACK GARDNER
‘WORDS ARE NOT THINGS’
‘IWISH IWAS THE PERSON I’'M PRETENDING TO BF’



No lumps, no cough, no pain, no bleeding

No loss of balance, sight or feeling

The worrying scratch on the hand is healing
The prospect of just one more day appealing

But we all know that one day a sign will be there
A strange tasting cough, a mole with hair

Pain so acute simply impossible to bear

We all say the same thing, why me? It isn’t fair

And what is the point of prolonging an already wasted life
Apart from not giving the divorce

to the vengeful and much hated wife
what happens when Ebola and West Nile virus are rife
and what if I've got to go under the knife?

Better to go now before painful symptoms arrive
A fifth floor multi story car park parapet dive
but what are the chances, | might just survive
As the song says you don’t want to be alive

not when you’re twenty five
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