It's Not Fair

Waiting at the station for the 9:29,
The speaker shouts out, "Delay!
Take the next train, it's not fair."

Took the bus, thought it would get me there,
| heard a rumor the driver was dead,
It's not fair.

Arrived at the office three hours late,
The boss said, “This is it, you're out."
It's not fair.

A mortgage to pay, a wife, and a Bern to care for,
It's not fair.

Desperate times, I'm now on the street,
My wife left me, now life is incomplete,
Destitute, it's not fair.

Down on my luck, | fear for the worst,
| end up in a psychiatric ward.
It's not fair.

One ray of hope, my wife takes me back,
On one condition: | don't look back.

The postman arrives one sunny morn,
A letter for me, | wonder what,
A cheque for millions from the lottery,

I look to the heavens and shout,
"IS THIS FAIR?"



