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Therebuilding little flats.

For singlegirls andchaps.

Madeof timber framesandthermolite.

For fifty granda room,

You canbreaththe airportsfumes,

And listen to the motorwayat night.

With views of the canal,

Doubleglazingfor the smell,

Toxic wasteis burredunderneathyour feet.

Next to residentialboats,

Burning coal insteadof coke,

And TV cameraswatchingeverystreet.�! #"%$�&�'
And ther'll be job's for the boy's,

Lot's of beerandlot's of noise

Spendthe easymoneywhile it lasts.

And whenthe building work is done.

And the yuppieshaveall come.

You canstick your Brighter Brentfordup your arse.(�) *�+�)-,
They'vecloseddown all the yards

that werefull of vansandcars.

The factoriesandthe boatyardshaveall gone.

And all the scruffy looking people,

The onesthey think areevil.

They'velockedthemall awayor moved'emon.
Sobuy while there'sstill time

Sign on the dottedline.

A guaranteedinvestmentis assured.

But who ye'r gon'atrust whenthe boomturnsinto bust.

And the repomanis knockingat the door..!/#0%1�2�3
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Not printed in the interest of good taste but you'll soon pick it up.
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