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Morn ing comes, a
In the of fice,
My in sides are
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noth er day, I’m on the train, I’m on my way. I
I write code. My sup er vis or, he may know, But
al ways sore; stom ach makes a cons tant roar. My
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wrap my thoughts a round me and I snug gle deep in
I just hear him mum ble, "Well, there goes a noth er

back is near ly break ing and my joints twist ’round in

G C Em

side. Pas sen gers are all like me: they
one." Since his bud get’s cut in half, he
pain. My head’s ach ing all the time,
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nev er lift their heads to see. Weeks have passed and
won’t in sist on liv ing staff. There’s a hir ing
eye sight’s dim ming, knees won’t climb. Seems a lot like
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not a one has men tioned that I’ve died.
freeze this month and he needs this pro ject done.
nor mal life, so I guess I can’t com plain.
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Eve ry bod y that I know Bright ly smiles and
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says, "Hel lo!" They ask when we last vis it ed.
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I don’t think they’ve no ticed that I’m dead.

F C F C

They don’t look in mir rors. They don’t think a head.
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They don’t have a prop er sense of dread.
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I don’t think they’ve no ticed that I’m dead.
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