
It Is What It Is 
 
 
 
I’ve got a bee in my bonnet, I tell you I need a hand. 
People say ‘It is what it is!’ - what is it, I don’t understand? 
 
Between the showers, between the sheets 
Life’s a compromise. 
 
It’s not a rehearsal, it can be sweet, and we know that it’s for keeps. 
 
If it is what it is, what is it? 
Is this what it should be? 
 
I’m a little contrary, I’m asking, what should it be? 
 
A lady walked past me, she ruffled my hair 
I was looking for something in life, she said ‘it’s rude to stare’. 
 
She me a merry dance, her eyes were clear sky blue. 
She said ‘If you’ve got something for me, then I’ve got something for you.’ 
 
If it is what it is, what is it? 
Is this what it should be? 
 
I’m a little contrary, I’m asking, what should it be?! 
 

 
 
Am I the only one who felt that ‘It is what it is’ become the de facto response to 
everything, during 2019?  
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