Oh, SCAT

We've all been down, this road before,
You squeeze your cheeks ‘till blue.
They try to tickle, they try to tease,
And ask, “Number one or number two?”

There you are in line again,
And the door’s nowhere in sight.
You dance a jig and hold your breath
And cross your legs real tight.

What to do when you got to go
And where to put it at.
Have no fear the answer is here,
Behold, the portable SCAT.

It's self-contained and filled with air,
Just lift a cheek and try.
This toilet seat will go with you
Even when you fly.

The pump, the tubes, the bags all work
Together in harmony.
The suit can only, have so much room;
That has been, the mystery.

No need to worry about the time
When poo gets to the gate.
Just flip the switch, pump up the SCAT,
There is no need to wait.

The SCAT provides a safe escape
Of all your bodily functions.
It's sucked away without a care
Don't worry about eruptions.

It also gives sweet confidence
To every astronaut.
Whether in a chair or floating around
Carry on without second thought.

In air, on land and even the sea
No matter the habitat
Strap it on and feel secure
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