donating my body to science

As the magician

Hid the rabbit

And

The world drank another cup of water,

He pulled a white lab rat from his trouser pants

T show his gal at the jazz show.

A good, virile girl with

A nice sense of humor 

Tensed slightly

And

Flicked a 

‘what the Christ is the matter with you’

look.

He shoved the 

Mouse back into his pocket as the tuba man farted and

The drummer escaped

Into the blue lights 

Of a smokin’ solo.

After the show,

They went out for a smoke and some talk.

Immediately 

The gal asked,

“What’s the story with

the mouse?”

“Well,”

he began with a laugh.

“I’ve decided to donate my body to science.

So, I carry this mouse tonight hoping that someone will do the same for me before I leave

To the sciences.”

