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Fa la la la – fa la la la la la la

Fa la la la – fa la la la la la la

Fa la la la – fa la la la la la la la

Well there are people who work
And slave their lives away

They work filthy jobs that make them sweat

They’re cleaning bathrooms

In restaurants everyday

Their faces with liquid regret

Their lives are grimy and gritty

Shameful and shitty
Aching with desire for something new
Well how much lower could they be?
They could be as low as me
I couldn’t envy them more than I do
I hate this place – and you too
I really hate the life that I chose
I hate this place – and you too
Believe me or stick it up your nose
Fa la la la – fa la la la la la la

Fa la la la – fa la la la la la la

Fa la la la – fa la la la la la la la

(bridge)

Oh you can be sure that I’m safe and secure 
Near a window with a nice view of the town

And I get my pay even if I sleep all day
Or spend my work day scarfing donuts down

But I’d gladly trade my life for squalid third world strife

Living on a measly buck a week

I’d live in poverty forever, if you promised me I’d never
Have to hear that boss or see another geek

Fa la la la – fa la la la la la la

Fa la la la – fa la la la la la la

Fa la la la – fa la la la la la la la

Well there are people with bosses who

Are spying prying jerks

They tell me how their skin just crawls
Always watching waiting baiting
It drives them berserk
It feels like there are eyes inside the walls
They’re unfulfilled and unhappy

It’s so creepy and so crappy

They feel like they’re working for voyeurs
So I’m ashamed for you to see
What a loser I must be
‘Cuz I’d gladly swap with them for their employers

I hate this place – and you too
I hate everything both far away and near
I hate this place – and you too
Believe me or stick it in your ear

(like 2nd half of the verse)

The place is clean and air-conditioned

That has to be admitted

And the work isn’t much of a chore

But if I burned it to the ground,

I think I still could be acquitted

If I introduced the jury to the man I’m working for

Yes, I hate this place – and you too
I’d leave but like these engineers I haven’t got a spine

I hate this place – and you too
Believe me or stick it where the sun don’t shine
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