Democratic Deficit Blues





(Bob Murray)
Oh I woke up this morning,

I had the Democratic Deficit Blues.

Oh I switched on my trannie,

And I listened to the news.

But there was nothing there to cheer me,

I’ve got the Democratic Deficit Blues.

Well the main man said he’d take stock,

He said he’s listen to our views;

He really made it sound like,

He might have something we could use,

So they flit the Grand Committee,

But that don’t cure my Democratic Deficit Blues.

You can get yourself sick,

By catching flu, or overdoing the booze.

You can do your head in,

Abusing solvents and glues.

But we try to be the antidote,

To those fatal Democratic Deficit Blues.

We sit here at The Vigil,

Drinking café fumé, and stating our views.

We can always watch the boy racers,

As on Regent Road they cruise.

We’re happy folk, but discontented,

Cos we’ve got those Democratic Deficit Blues.

There’s ultramarine and there’s cobalt,

And all sorts of different hues,

But the Saltire and the sky above us,

They’re the Glorious Blues,

And the country they are over,

Has got the Democratic Deficit Blues.

Oh I woke up this morning,

I got the really-made-a-mess-of-it, Democratic Deficit Blues.

I said I woke up this morning,

I’ve got the really-made-a-mess-of-it, can’t-make-any-sense-of-it, Democratic Deficit Blues.
I’ll say it again. I woke up this morning,

I’ve got the really-made-a-mess-of-it, can’t-make-any-sense-of-it, nemo-me-impune-lacessit, Democratic Deficit Blues.

