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Drinkin‘ coffee, watchin‘ news-tv

Changin‘ channel you don’t want to see

Dyin‘ people at your breakfast table

Gone to office, drivin‘ your new car

Drop the radio complainin‘ ´bout the

Brand-new air-condition – that doesn‘t work

Standin‘ upright like a man

Pay your bills  and doin‘ all you can

To keep the bad bad world outside your home

´comin‘ home, sweet home, to wife and kids 

Walk the dog - a short thought hits your head

That there’s still some work for you - in the garden

Sunday mornin‘ time to hit the church

Holy phrases, songs - you feel the urge

To get back home soon for some Bar-B-Q

Just another mother cryin‘

´bout another child who’s dying

And you’re still sleepin‘ well

´cause it’s far away

You get nuclear protection for the taxes you pay

You get some law and order to keep away

The bastards, livin‘ far – far away

You spend your money for some silicon injections

Shiny cars, social affections

Thanks to good that evil’s far away

Another earthquake, one more killing tide

Daughter’s promnight – lookin‘ like a bride

Starving people – one more steak and french fries

HIV-infected babies

Rusty blades to circumcise

The pride and rights of people – far away

Just another mother cryin‘

´bout another child who’s dying

And you’re still sleepin‘ well

´cause it’s far away
You spend your money for some silicon injections

Shiny cars, social affections

Thanks to good that evil’s far away

You give a f*!? (f*!?) for the whole environment

To keep the jobs that maybe will prevent

You to lead a bastards life – far away
