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Ink Spots on The Carpet
I wonder what they were writing ‘fore they hit the floor

Was it dull or quite exciting?

Was it something that everybody had been waiting for

And I wonder, how I wonder; when wrapped up in gripping verse 
Could they lose themselves so carelessly like loose change in a purse
Ink Spots on the Carpet

What they were writing ‘fore they hit the floor.
Ink Spots in my pocket

I wonder what they were writing ‘fore they found my crotch.

Was it sexy and inviting
Like a bedpost sitting there begging for another notch

And I wonder, how I wonder, as they were writing down that poem

Could they accidentally blunder and end up all alone
Ink Spots in my pocket

I wonder what they were writing ‘fore they found my crotch.

Is it really such a failure

That they never wrote novel or prayer that people pray

Like a fifty year old sailor

On an ocean with a notion that no potion can wash away

Ink Spots on The Carpet

I wonder what they were writing ‘fore they hit the floor

Ink spots on my fingers

I guess I ought to use a more expensive pen

Just like your love they linger

Reminding me of things that might have been

And I wonder how I wonder if things hadn’t gone to hell

Would this song have ended differently, it’s kind of hard to tell

Ink spots on my fingers

I guess I ought to use a more expensive pen

Is it really such a failure

That they never wrote novel or prayer that people pray

Like a fifty year old sailor

On an ocean with a notion that no potion can wash away

Ink Spots on The Carpet

I wonder what they were writing ‘fore they hit the floor

