
      


Mistah Spot

There is a man called Mistah Spot, it seems he travels quite a lot,

For every place that I have gotten, he's already been.

Perhaps he wears a strange disguise, for every one I ask denies they've seen him,

But they recognize him when I start to clean.

They always say: "You Mistah Spot! You Mistah Spot! You Mistah Spot!"

I have to tell them: "No, I'm not: I'm only 'Mister Me'".

I'd say their recognition's poor, but it's a fact I can't ignore,

I always get mistaken for a man I've never seen.

It might be when I start to mop a floor, or wipe a counter-top,

No matter what, the people stop and tell me what they see.

They always say: "You Mistah Spot! You Mistah Spot! You Mistah Spot!"

I have to tell them: "No, I'm not: I'm only 'Mister Me'".

They say my eyes are failing, or my mind is growing dim,

And shake their heads when I reply: "You don't mean me, but him".

So now I search the whole world 'round, and scan the skies, and scour the ground,

But to this day, I've never found the man who looks like me.

And though I fear I seek in vain, each time I wipe a window pane or mirror,

He appears again

To all the people who complain,

And call me mad when I explain

The story of the little man

who seems to have a secret plan

To make the people think the worst,

And every time he gets there first,

And turns the trick so many times

You'd think I must run out of rhymes,

But I can still add one or two

To make this stanza bother you

And turn this text into a tome

That lasts until the cows some home,

And when they do, they'll mark the floor

Which I must mop, and then once more

The people will decree:

They'll always say: "You Mistah Spot! You Mistah Spot! You Mistah Spot!"

And still I'll tell them: "No, I'm not: I'm only 'Mister Me'".
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