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You're standing right there, at the refrigerator 
Why does my request, set you off 
I just asked for a beer, I didn't know it'd be a detonator 
That'd trigger you to blast me as a goof off 
Your problem is, you don't watch enough teevee 
Or you'd know there's lot of bucks to be had 
Just doin what I do best, it's called realiy tv 
And it's much more than just a fad.   
 
So please don't yell and call me lazy 
Or criticize my lyin' still 
You should praise all the ways I'm 
Trying my best to win, American Idle.   
 
Locomotion, makes me dizzy 
That's what I try hard to avoid 
I use slow-motion when I must get busy 
Though no motion at all keeps me overjoyed. 
So would you mind fetchin' me a cold one 
You see, this one is gettin' kind a light 
And it's quite enough work, to just lift and hold one 
In fact, I've worked up an appetite. 
 
But don't get upset and call my lazy 
Yellin' might cause my beer to spill 
Don’t forget the cheese, when you bring that nacho plate please 
I’ll need all my strength to win, American Idle.   
 
It takes years of practice to get this darn thing down 
And I know you want me to succeed 
You'll be so proud when I wear that golden crown 
The king of all who underachieve 
 
But don't get upset and call me lazy 
I hate it when your voice gets so shrill 
It might cause me to do something hasty 
And ruin my chances to win, American Idle.   
I'm a shoo-in to win, American Idle 
That’s I-D-L-E, American Idle. 


