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(Wallace singing)
It’s another day here; in the morning we appear

And we burrow ourselves in the desks and the shelves

Of the cube farm

Waiting for the chance in the mighty corporate dance

Where we hope we will find our place in line
Out of the cube farm

(Megan singing)

It’s another day here, just like any other year

Everyone cramped tight under artificial light
In the cube farm

Where I work and I slave while I could misbehave
But I sit and I work while some butt kissing jerk

Puckers up and gets out of the cube farm

(Wallace and Megan)

We have been here for many a long year
Waiting for the “then”, that always coming “when”
But we always hear the sound of “next time round”

Maybe one day it’ll go our way

(Gavin singing)

It’s another day now and I don’t know how
We manage to survive – barely keep ourselves alive
In the cube farm

It’s hard to disguise that my eyes are on the prize

I’ll cajole and hobnob ‘til I have the boss’ job

And I’m out of the cube farm

(Cindy singing)

It’s another day now and I’m here to disavow

Every rumor and lie told of me and this guy

In the cube farm

So we work every night with the doors shut tight

But I hope you comprehend that he’s really just a friend
At least on the floor of the cube farm
(Gavin and Cindy)

We’re in this place this temporary space
Wheelings, dealings, hiding our feelings
Waiting for the dream where we are the regime

One day thus it’ll be about us

(Wallace)

We don’t really mind the low-budget seating
(Megan)

We don’t really mind the stale recycled air
(Gavin and Cindy)

And we don’t even mind the dull all-morning meeting

(Wallace, Megan, Gavin, and Cindy)

But the one thing we can do without is waiting, waiting

Waiting for someone we work for

To give a dead flying rodent’s derriere
(Ronan singing)

It’s another day here always living with fear
Like a pot of molten lead hanging over my head

In the cube farm

If I fumble if I stumble if my nerves finally crumble
If I trip, lose my grip, then I’ll get the pink slip
And be escorted out of the cube farm
(Neville singing)
It’s another day here as a slacker engineer
And this place is a mess, but I couldn’t care less
In the cube farm

I play guitar all day and I sip on my latte
But as long as my old lady is the boss’ sister Sadie
I’ll always have a home here in the cube farm

(Everyone)

Here is where we give most of the time we live

To our own bewitchment, not to our enrichment

Each of us running from some pathetic martyrdom
(Wallace)

Hiding from commotion
(Megan)

Stifling emotion

 (Gavin)
Waiting for promotion
(Cindy)

Looking for devotion

 (Ronan)

Running from demotion
(Neville)
Moving in slow motion
Maybe one day it’ll be more than just okay
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