Tehsha's Lunch

By John T. Wurzer

A riverboat rolls by; Tehsha sips a diet coke

Reads the morning paper, thinking life is just a joke

Haunted by a vision that she gets most every night

Of a thousand angry dentists who discuss her overbite

And a sacrificial stewardess, with her cattle prod in hand

On a one-way flight to Hades, flying through the Promised Land

While the pilot plays stud poker with a one armed man from mars

The sun comes up, but still you look outside and see the stars

The plane begins to spiral down, and crashes in a vat

Inside some ancient brewery, while Tehsha's getting fat

The dentists leave the airplane; the stewardess rides a cow

The pilot shoots the man from mars; the devil just says wow!

The luggage, it exploded, and Tehsha's heart went pop.

All she's wearing are her panties and a see through halter-top

She starts running through the brewery and calling for a bus

But she's followed by a ragman, who says, "You're one of us"

She can only find a ski lift, so she takes it and escapes

To find herself at lunch, buying compact discs and tapes

A riverboat rolls by; Tehsha sips a diet coke

Reads the morning paper, thinking life is just a joke

