Waiting Around For The Big One
When I was a child, I resolved to remember that death was coming,
I resolved not to waste the limited time of my life,
But then they assured me, to wait till tomorrow was no big difference,

They settled me down, and another night went by.
All through the night, I’m waiting around for the big one,
To boogie on down with a message from out of the sky,
Everybody’s sitting here waiting around for the great big one,

Just waiting around for the big one to come on by.
They told me they had a position where I could at least break even,

They told me they knew it was “not exactly in my line”,

But what could I do? At least it was something to keep me going,

I sighed, I signed, and another week went by.
So I’m working away, and waiting around for the big one,
To boogie on down with a message from out of the sky,

Everybody’s sitting here waiting around for the great big one,

Just waiting around for the big one to come on by.
She told me she needed some time alone to think things over,

If I could be patient, she’d sort herself out in time,
And the fall became winter, and spring turned quietly into summer,

“Oh no!” I cried, and another year went by.

Too soon, too soon, they can see that I’m there on the deathbed,

And they say it’s apparent to all that I just didn’t try,

That I was aware all along, and I could have done something,

But I say “It’s okay, here it comes…here comes the big one.”
Look at me, I was waiting around for the big one,
To boogie on down with a message from out of the sky,

Everybody’s sitting here waiting around for the great big one,

Just waiting around for the big one to come on by.
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