Dear Macca I'm complaining

Up till now we've all been straining

As we ran around the racing track to catch that little hare

And this racing near destroyed us

As he always could avoid us

and every time we picked up pace his pace was also there

But our tempers near exploded

When we finally caught this rodent

And then suddenly discovered we'd been take for a ride.

And our long established habit 

of pursuing after rabbit

Was suddenly a laughing stock which hurt our greyhound pride.

We have ordered an enquiry

and by DOG! it will be fiery

As we get the track officials to find out who made the switch.

For our dignity is tattered, 

our self-confidence is shattered

And there’s many in our number saying truly life’s a  - -- - human!

And Macca all the yappin

Is about what now might happen

Will there ever be a rabbit brave enough to run the race

Cause its definitely tyrannical

To be chasing things mechanical

And a pair of knitted rabbit ears is truly a disgrace

So Macca I am pleading

Please take note of our good breeding

People say that it’s a dog’s life – but we’ve now got mental scars

Maybe take us to the courses

Where the lads could chase the horses

Or even off to Bathurst where the boys could chase the cars

In the history of our racing

This would be the most disgracing

It stands out like the proverbial – its as plain as plain can be

Maybe people think its funny

When they substitute the bunny

But to catch that wascally wabbit is our greyhound destiny!

