Mission Impossible

Here's a little tale to show what kind of luck I've got,

It's true as well I swear it, and I wish that it were not.

I'd got this brand new girlfriend, so I'm eager to impress,

and then this little incident which caused me such distress.

First I'll have to tell you that I've got false teeth you see,

I hadn't told her this, and nor would you if you were me.

So, two days before our date I had this little snack,

and I bit into an apple and felt the damn things snap.

Just like that. Three teeth fell out, Oh God Oh No Oh Hell!

and then to make it even worse I swallowed one as well.

Where's the glue? What can I do ? Oh my vanity!

How can I mend  my face in time? I mustn't let her see!

I suppose I must postpone the date, no way can I hide this gap,

and what about the swallowed one? I'll have to get it back.

I went to bed wondering what I should do for the best,

It takes weeks to get some new one's made, God I'm so depressed.

The following day I phoned her up, the  half plate feeling loose,

I told her I was sorry and I lisped out an excuse,

Then came the bit I dreaded, but I had to do it now.

I had a shit and looked for it. I can't tell you how.
It wasn't there I tell you! and I've still got this gap.

No sign of the shine of this tooth of mine, just a pile of crap.

Sifting it, this pile of shit, not breathing, sorting through it,

Not much fun but a job well done, and someone's got to do it.

Next morning I felt better, I'll tell you why, because,

I repeated the grizzly business, and this time there it was.

Sorting through my pile of pooh, which had once been my dinner,

A pile of shite, - then a bit of white! and there my tooth did glimmer.

I thought that if I'm clever, no one would detect it,

but first I think it shouldn't stink, I'd better disinfect it.

With superglue I set to, with care and great precision,

I mustn't make a grave mistake and be the object of derision.

Get it right. Glue it tight. Wipe off the excess,

This is fun, nearly done. Nobody would guess.

No not yet! Must let them set. Don't be in a hurry,

If you do it too fast the job won't last, and you know you'll only worry.

OK now lets try them on. Great! That's really neat.

The only problem I can see is that I mustn't eat.

I must say they look OK. Of that there is no doubt.

Yeah! Go on! Phone her up! Let's go and try them out.

"Hello darling, How are you? Me? I'm feeling great.

Dinner for two? No thank you. I already ate."

The evening passed, and then at last, she smiled and then she said,

"Will you stay the night? I thought you might." And so we went to bed.

We got undressed and into bed and then we started kissing,

Didn't think of my tooth and that's the truth, didn't notice one go missing.

We cuddled and we kissed and were having a good time,

then "Heavens Above! I'm sorry love, yes, I'm afraid that's mine."

I suppose it could have been much worse, - the thought just has me writhing,

It was only a kiss when my tooth went amiss,

- What if I'd been muff diving?
