Lick and Tell
By Dan Yates


If information’s power, how much would you spend
to take a glimpse inside the head of man’s best friend?
Everyone who owns a dog has secrets they won’t tell.
Only Fido knows how bad your feet can smell.

Each morn when we arise our guard is still in bed.
Should we stub our big toe, what words will fill King’s head?
Perhaps he’ll wink an eye, or maybe raise an ear,
all the while he’s hearing those words he can’t unhear.

Don’t forget that evening you were full of food and talk,
thinking he can wait another hour for his walk.
You came through the front door, saw the havoc Max did wreak
by the actions he had taken since he couldn’t speak.

You take Daisy to the dog park for her Sunday run.
Frisbees, balls and friends, an afternoon of fun.
When it’s time to take a break, you need not beware,
she won’t share you dancing in your underwear.

I guess we have been blessed, both the old and young,
knowing man’s best friend has a silent tongue.
We love them one and all, I guess it’s just as well
for us to know that dogs will never lick and tell.




