Mr. & Mrs. Candidate
Mike Delaney

November 1999

Mr. Candidate

Anything to hide

Better tell us now

And forget your pride

Tell us and avoid the mess

Man, you really should confess

So open up to us

And we won't create a fuss

Well...

I never learned the golden rule

Cheated on tests when I was in school

Never had an honest job

Never been a work-a-day slob

Fondled, fraternized, and cavorted

I inhaled, heck, I even snorted

But I’ll tell you, again and again
I feel your pain.

I feel your pain

But it's such a drain

I'd rather ignore you

I even abhor you

But I need your votes

Your promissory notes

Don't ask me to explain

But I feel your pain
Mrs. Candidate

Can't let you off the hook

Can't cut you any slack

Even with that sexy look

Gotta check you out

Ask you not to pout

Broken any laws?

Tell us all your hidden flaws

Well...

I have to be tough, one of the guys

Not a soccer mom, baking pies

Pretend to be a big sports fan

Be as crass as any man

You focus on my feminine charm

I've got you eating out of my palm 

But I’ll tell you, again and again
I have a brain
I have a brain

I'm not a plain Jane

I'd rather ignore you

I even abhor you

But I need your votes

Your promissory notes

Don't ask me to explain

I have a brain
Well...

Mr. and Mrs. Candidate

Oh God, not another debate

Get off the tube and out of my face

Your negative ads are such a disgrace

I'm sick of all this pain-feeling

Election fever has me reeling

I'm sick of your tired refrain

You're both a pain.

I must complain

You insult my brain

I'd rather ignore you

I even abhor you

You won't get my vote

'Cause you get my goat

I'm sick of your tired refrain

You are a pain
I have a brain
Have I made it plain?

You give me a migraine

Your campaign is in vain

...but I still to write a song about a train

(This is the result of an assignment to write a song inspired by a sentence on page 45 of Hitchhiker's Guide to the Galaxy, "A marvelous presidential quote--absolutely true to form.")

