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You gotta feel bad, you gotta feel bad,

You gotta feel bad for Piñata Boy;

Gettin’ hit with that stick.

You gotta feel bad, you gotta feel bad,

You gotta feel bad for Piñata Boy;

Gettin’ hit with that stick.

When he came out of the womb,

The doctor looked at him,

Said “Holy crap, your son is made of Mexican maché.”

The kid spit out a candy bar, a lollipop and some dimes.

You gotta feel bad, you gotta feel bad,

You gotta feel bad for Piñata Boy;

Having his skin be pastel.

You gotta feel bad, you gotta feel bad,

You gotta feel bad for Piñata Boy;

Being hung from that rope.

And trying to get a date

Is easier said then done,

For every girl he meets is trying to get some candy out of him.

And if their love won’t work, they will try to use a baseball bat.

You gotta feel bad, you gotta feel bad.

You gotta feel bad, you gotta feel bad.

