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Passing by the janitor in the hall,
Who cleans your piss when it hits the floor.
He told you his name, but you don’t recall.
And when he’s behind, you won’t hold the door.

The waiter gets no tip this time, same as last.
She’s the best there is, but she’s black.
You make up a story about her fast—
Now the manager won’t have her back.

The teacher who saved your son from failing
Got no reward for her time and trouble.
You didn’t thank her, now it’s smooth sailing,
And none exist outside your high class bubble.


