Terry doesn’t work anymore

Never sets foot through the door

Doesn’t go drinking 

gave up on thinking

tea and telly, his life is a chore

He laughs in all the right places

Horror films make him pull faces

Sits up all night

Just telly no light

I put bets on for him at the races

it’s not that he gave up on life

or gave up on me, (I’m his wife)

he isn’t a bum

or a doley, or scum

he used to be sharp as a knife

oh yes, life and soul, that was him

full of verve and vigour and vim

happy and smiling

(he did all this tiling)

but now, well, things are quite grim

now he just sits in despair

knowing he’s going nowhere

reliving that night

he got in that fight

that forced him to live in a chair.

