Dog Spit March

I've got dog spit on my spectacles,

And it's put me in a doggerel kind of frame of mind,

And if these lyrics aren't respectable,

It's all because of the plot the dog's behind.

There's no-one I can blame besides myself, now.

I shouldn't have gotten down so near the floor,

But at least I've learned my lesson, for I know now

The reason that nobody's writing this kind of song anymore.

Whatever you do! Whatever you say!

I'm going to tell you anyway!

I've got dog spit on my spectacles,

And it's put me in a doggerel kind of frame of mind,

And if these lyrics aren't respectable,

It's all because of the plot the dog's behind.

O this particular dog was just a friendly type,

And he's legally liable for the lick my lenses got,

So I took out my handkerchief and gave my specs a wipe,

But now it's perfectly clear I must have missed a spot.

Whatever you say! Whatever you do!

There's something I'm going to say to you!

I've got dog spit on my spectacles,

And it's put me in a doggerel kind of frame of mind,

And if these lyrics aren't respectable,

It's all because of the plot the dog's behind.

So here I've gotten to the final verse now,

The point that separates the dogs from men,

But at the risk of sounding quite perverse now,

I think I'm going to visit the dog again.

The song goes on! It never can stop!

Unless someone threatens to call a cop!
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