THE SICK SONG

My temperature is rising




it just passed 39

That last cough might have bruised a lung

but ‘part from that I’m fine
My glands are swollen twice their size

and phlegm is leaking out

My spleen just left the building

but I can do without

Baby, baby, you’re the love of my death

In your honour I breathe my last breath

My last convulsion, dedicated to you

Drawn to the light by this beautiful flu

My temperature is rising

My blood is running cold

I’m shivering between the sheets

My stomach tries to hold

the remnants of my breakfast

Delirious with flu

Unlike Mr. Celsius

I just passed 42

Baby, baby, you’re the love of my death…

Aspirin and vitamins

Doc says may be smart

Ritalin and ketamine

Tranquillizer dart
