"The Nothing Man"

itting, Waiting, Nothing in my head.
itting, Waiting, Might as well be dead.

he old man across the street
e’s staring back at me.
ooking in a mirror of past
hat he used to be.

sit here and watch the sky
he days go by without me.
don’t know who I am

r who I want to be

chorus:
'm the Nothing Man
angin in Nothing Land
riting my Nothing Plan
oing Nothing.

go to work at eight a.m.
at lunch right around noon
don’t really like my job

hope I can quit soon

go home at 5 p.m.
urn on the T.V.
here I hang with the pecople I see
ho I, want to be.
P
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