
I Hate the Piano 
 
When I grow older, what will I be 
‘Cause I’m starting to hope for anything but me 
I play music, it’s what I’ve always done 
So maybe I’ll just be a musician 
 
What if my hands get cold and I just play like this 
What if I don’t want to be the piano man  
And it’s too late to get out of it 
 
I cut my hair like Judith Durham so that I could be a star 
If I wear long dresses like her, will I be hidden or go far 
My name could be in Hollywood down that long and winding road 
But that carnival is over and I’m living in a world on my own 
 
What if my hands get cold and I just play like this 
What if I don’t want to be the piano man  
And it’s too late to get out of it 
 
Oh, I’m sick of Hallelujah and its perfect fourths and fifths 
I’m done with minor falls and key changes are too quick 
Why is it… 
So hard to be someone I’m not 
Maybe I’m not meant to be a musician at all 
 
Oh ohh 
 
I’ve started writing things that no one would listen to 
But isn’t the whole point of song, that I do it all for you 
Don’t you like what I do 
 
Why is it so hard to be someone I’m not 
Maybe I’m not meant to be a musician at all 
 
But little bit, by little bit, by little bit, by little bit 
Oh, I hate how it sounds but you won’t know 
How much I hate this… 
How I hate the piano.  
 
 
 
 


