The Management

Five long years of suffering and strife

“Get me a fork!  Get me a knife!

I don’t like my drink, my dinner’s not hot!”

Somebody puked on the floor and made a big spot

A spot that I slipped in and now have to clean

Right after I kick out this drunk making a scene

Oh God!  I love my job!

You can’t have it, it’s mine!

Call me royal “Mr. Manager”, you waitressing swine

Cause I’m king of the castle, ruler of all I survey

Working millions of hours for not so much pay

But I don’t do it for the money, I like to boss people around

And talk down to them, and scold them, and make them all frown

Cause they are my slaves, and I am their master

Give me five more years of tyrannical disaster!!!

We can take it, we’re men

Born to get circumcised (ouch), and then die

That’s why we’re so miserable and why we make you cry

But we’re nice to the customers, with smiles and good cheer

Friendly service, good food, complimentary beer

The two sides of the green horned manager monster

That’s Buddy, and Jay, and that’s what we love em’ for

They like to be good, they like to be bad

They like to make some people happy, and make some people sad

But the only thing I can say for sure from my heart

Is I hope you’ll be around a lot longer

Cause I’d miss ya’ll.

