TOMORROW: THE PROCRASTINATION SONG

The job’ll get done

Tomorrow,

There’s no point

In bringing yourself sorrow

Today

There’ll be lotsa time 

Tomorrow

Put your worries

On a wheelborrow

To roll away

When hard jobs

Cause you sadness,

Just make them go

Away

Oh…

The job’ll get done

Tomorrow

Nothing better suited than 

Tomorrow,

Come what may.

Tomorrow, tomorrow,

I love ya’,

Tomorrow,

You help me enjoy today
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