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I wish I could stay home 

And play my banjo every day 

Trying to sing my blues away 

 earn my pay 

For more time to rest and play 

I know I could complain 

Till that last train comes rolling in 

I wish I could stay home 

And play my banjo every day 

                                 

Some people have real problems 

Some people just love moaning 

With the first world problem blues 

I know I could whinge and toot 

Right through the hoot − of that night owl 

Able−body, able mind 


