
0870 HELL 

 

0870 hell is a bad place to be 

0870 hell brings me down on my knees 

0870 hell right across the sea 

0870 hell as far as the eye can see 

 

Dear Mr. Operator why do you do this to me 

Why do you do this to me, why do you do this to me 

Dear Mr. Operator why do you do this to me 

My friends are all running from me 

 

0870 hell has made me so broke 

0870 hell ain’t no bleeding joke 

All I can afford now is a good old long soak 

The telephone is making me choke 

 

Dear Mr. Operator, was it you or I that just spoke 

You who just spoke or I that just spoke. 

Dear Mr. Operator was it you or I that just spoke 

Everybody has got a sore tongue 

 

India, Liverpool anywhere but near 

Why do you spread confusion, to my little old ear 

Try to understand why I shed a small tear 

I can’t understand you, you are so unclear 

 

Dear Mr. Operator give me some cheer 

Give me some cheer, a little bit of cheer 

Dear Mr. Operator give me some cheer 

I feel like I’m drowning in beer 

 

I finish this rhyme 

In the minimum of time 

So give me a bell 

As clear as a sea shell 

 

Dear Mr. Operator, flip off to hell 

Leave me alone from this big black telephone.  

 

ByeByeByeBye----bye!bye!bye!bye! 


