Nibbling on left-over cake, watching the sun set,
All of the junk piled up in the shop,
Working on this old thing, watching the back door swing,
More new sales computers makes my blood boil.

Chorus:

Wasting away again at Tony Rendaville,
Searching for my lost shaker of salt,
Some people claim that Robbie Round-glasses is to blame,
But I know it's Tony's fault.

Don't know the reason that I stayed here 30 seasons,
With nothing to show but some old broken down junk,
It was a real beauty, a state-of-the-art cutie,
How it's lasted so long I haven't a clue.

(chorus)

Blew out my flip-flop, broke my new laptop,
Hurt my back again and had to stay home,
But there's booze in the blender,
And soon it will render,
That frozen concoction that helps me hang on.

(chorus)

Yes, some people claim that Tony Renda's to blame,
Because I stay,  I know it's my own damn fault. 

