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Somethlng To Complaln About I’'m alsjtraight middle-class white man

Ebdim
John Flanagan Able—body, able mind
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. And yet I'll find something to complain about
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A I’ll find something to complain about
I wish I could stay home

And play mK banjo every day 7
But there’s always somethinﬁ 71:0 complain about

Instead I’'m back here at the coal face

Trvi D ol bdim
rying to sing my blues awa
ying A g my Y. B A

‘Cause there’s always something to complain about

When I’m broke I’m only hoping for more work to

carn mg;) ay

‘Cause there’s always something to complain about
When I'm working I’m just wishing
D Ebdim

For more time to rest and plgy
A ~E A
There’s always something to complain about

D7
I know I could complain

Till thaé %ast train comes rolling in
]éut In truth I know I'm happier darlin’

Than I’ve ever been

A7
I wish I could stay home
And pl ll)) j 5 oelim
nd play my banjo every da
play K y y YE7 A
But there’s always something to complain about

A A7
Some peopE: have real problems A A7 B7

They don’t get to pick and choose o e

There’s always somethin7g to complain about .
A A

Some peolgle just love moaninl_:%)d_
im

With the first world problem blues A D . D7 E7
There’s always something to complain about cee see el
L4
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I know I could whinge and toot A7
RiBg;lt through the hoot — of that night owl Ebdim F#m
I know there’s nothing wrong . o I
E7 [) [

I’m just a dog that loves to howl
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