
Jaws of Death 
 
 
I’m bored to death. 
Not tickled to death. 
 
Sick to death, 
in the grip of death, 
I’m done to death. 
 
Like death warmed up at death’s doorstep, 
I dice with death in a fight to the death at the dance of death, 
up against the wall of death, as I look death in the eye, 
as it gives me the kiss of death. 
 
In my brush with death I die the death. 
It’s a death trap these jaws of death. 
 
A death knell. 
A death blow. 
 
It’s a fate worse than death; 
by a thousand cuts, 
by committee, 
by chocolate. 
 
In at the death this living death will be the death of me. 


