The Drop

 

Beneath the constant ticking of the clock

You can here the constant bleating of the flock

Forever unconnected in the crush

Longing for that early morning coffee rush

 

You thought you were heading for the top

Now you're only heading for the drop

So throw me away

Throw me away

Before I drop

Drop

Drop

 

Theres trouble brewing in the grinding mill

Now you're only one step from the window sill

Mistakenly you answer yes once more

And nail your boss's head to the office door

 

You thought you were heading for the top

Now you're only heading for the drop

So throw me away

Throw me away

Before I drop

Drop

Drop

