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Verse 1
Why is life like it is? He loves his wife and kids/
But gave half his life so his family can live/
He looks in an empty fridge/ and ignores it after/
Turning his attention to climbing his corporate ladder/
And soon the sun will rise/and his day already started/
He gives the wife a kiss and he leaves the apartment/
Complete with his tie and suit/ he drives the commute/
In gridlock he arrives late, ready to try an excuse/
He works up a sweat just hoping for his pay off/
He works through his day off/ just to avoid the layoffs/
All morning/ he wished for financial freedoms/
Warning himself to not bite the hand that feeds him/
But the hours murder/ with his keyboard and cursor/
He works away his life with hopes to go further/
He pretends and plays the part of the exec type/
but wants to take off this noose we call a neck tie/
Chorus
I walk the lonely street (a day in the life of…)
I watch the people pass me by (just a day in the life of)
I used to smile and say hello (right)
I guess I was just a happy guy (a happy guy)
Verse 2
He walks through the door/ too tired for rapport
He needs space as he drops his briefcase to the floor/
It’s a chore just to bury himself in the couch/
His burden is heavy and he carries them with a slouch/
His wife greets him/ with a kiss and shows a grin/
Their night is short cause he took work home with him/
He says he missed her/ as she fed him dinner/
He just wants to be with her/ but he’s the bread winner/
So he has to spends his time/ on a hunt for blunders/
Forced to work on reports/ he’s crunching numbers/
His wife feels like making love but cries instead/
He misses his kids cause they went right to bed/
His eyelids are heavy/ and he looks twice his age/
Yet he works steady/ wishing for a nice escape/
so he goes for a walk/ cause life has him trapped/
he turns to walk away and life stab him in the back/ 
Verse 3
It’s just another few hours just another sleepless night/
Just another underpaid project to keep him from his wife/
Another assignment done in silence/
Another deadline on a report that was done in confinement/
He’s tired of the face pace tired of the sad face/
That greets him after hours of being stuck in the rat race/
He’s tired of not knowing where he’s headed/
He’s tired of corporate edits because he never gets the credit/
But he continues his walk and it’s getting late now/
He wants to go home see his kids and lay down/
Tomorrow will be another day and after that the same/
Chalk up today as a day with no change/
But he hates his job more than he hates being alive/
And if you saw him on the street he’s just that happy guy/
He works to show love for his family cause they need it/
Not knowing when he arrives to work he’ll find his pink slip/

