I collect suicide notes.  Most aren’t so much notes as rants.  Many are lyrics.  Almost inevitably, they are bad lyrics.  I think you have to be a little removed from events to relate them clearly. This one was from high school.  Pete really liked this one.  I think he liked being included in the lyrics.  How often does a friend go to the trouble of writing a thoughtful suicide note for their best friend?  That’s the kinda guy I am.

Poor Pete, Poor Joe

The whole world’s a fucking show

No laughter, no fun

Applause behind a loaded gun.

There are a lot of times I almost died but I have never actually tried to kill myself.  I do think about it every day, but after all these years it seems obligatory, a habit like bathing or putting on your socks.  I think about it, decide that realistically my life will never get better, face up to the fact that every day I get older, fatter, slower and duller, acknowledge that my death would have little negative impact on the world and then I don’t die.  Every day.

My lack of motivation seems to actually be a defense mechanism.  Lucky me, if I actually had the hootspa to get off my butt and do something, it would probably end up in my death.  Big high equals big low.  If I know anything, I know this.

