Bankers  

Your pension is not worth the paper it’s on

Your money is not worth a toss

Your savings are dwindling with each passing day

Cos the bankers have stolen taken your dosh
The Bankers have all got their mansions in place

Apartments in New York and Rome

The I’m alright culture is leading the race

And the bankers are taking your home

The CEO’s all get their bonuses paid

Regardless of talent or skill

With one hand on your wallet and holding your nuts

And the other is raiding the till

The City is still playing Russian roulette
With money that doesn’t exist

The numbers go up and the numbers go down

And the cocaine is constantly sniffed

(If they leave us they’ll never be missed)

So they go to the government begging for cash

Of billions of tax payers dough

They get there in jets that are privately owned

Do they pay their taxes who knows

So I’m sick of the arrogance sick of the greed

I bet they all sleep well at night

They play with the numbers and fiddle the books

It seems there’s no justice in sight

The banks are all run by the morally corrupt

You’ll not see them sign on the dole

It’s your hard earned dollar and my hard earned pound

That’s keeping these bankers afloat

