On Sunday afternoon, 
as the church was letting out, 
the Vicar said for fun -- diddley-um, 
I bet I've had more women than you. 
And the Curate said: You're on! 

We will stand by the gate 
as the women walk by, 
and this shall be our sign: 
You ding-dong for the women you've had, 
and I'll bing-bong for mine. 

There were ding-dongs. 
There were bing-bongs. 
There were more bing-bongs 
than there were ding-dongs. 
Until at last, a woman walked past, 
and the Curate said ding-dong. 

Just a minute, said the Vicar, 
there's a mistake here! 
That is my wife 
I do declare! 

I don't give a bugger

I've still been there. 

Dinga-donga, dinga-donga, dinga-donga …


Ding-Dong!
