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Coco‘Nut’ Funnies My son is taking part in a
social experiment. 

He has to wear a
Bernie 2020 t-shirt

for 2 weeks and see how
people react. So far he's

been spit on, punched and
had a bottle thrown at him!

I'm curious to see what
happens when he goes

outside.

CAJUN PREGNANCY

Way down in Louisiana, Bou-
dreaux’s old lady had been preg-
nant for some time and now the 
time had come. So he brought 
her to the doctor and the doctor 
began to deliver the baby.

She had a little boy and the doc-
tor looked over at Boudreaux 
and said, “Hey, Boudreaux, you 
just had a son! Boudreaux got 
excited by dis, but just then the 
doctor spoke up and said, “Hold 
on! We ain’t finished yet!” The 
doctor then delivered a little 
girl. He said, “Hey, Boudreaux, 
you got yourself a daughter too! 
She a pretty lil ting.”

Boudreaux got kind of puzzled 
by this and then the doctor said, 
“Hold on, we still ain’t got done 
yet!” The doctor then delivered 
another boy  and said, “Bou-
dreaux, you done had yourself 
another boy!”

When Boudreaux and his wife 
went home with their 3 chil-
dren, he sat down with his wife 
and said, “Mama, you remem-
ber dat night what we run out of 
Vaseline and we had to use dat 
dere Tree-in-One Oil?”

His wife said, “Yeah, I do!”

Boudreaux said, “Man, it’s a 
good thing we didn’t use no 
WD-Forty.”

8 year old: I feel like 
you’re always making up 
rules and stuff.
Me: Like what?
8 year old: Like if we don’t 
pick up our room a portal 
will open and take us to 
another dimension.
Me: Well that’s what hap-
pened to your older broth-
er
8 year old: What older 
brother?
Me: exactly.

Accidentally stepped on my 
husband’s foot:

“Sorry.”
Accidentally stepped on

my dog’s paw:
“Oh my God, I’m so SORRY!

Are you ok buddy?
I’m SO, SO sorry.

I didn’t mean to hurt you.
I LOVE you. You want a treat?

You’re the best boy,
yes you are.”

Husband: I want you to
have this bracelet. It
belonged to my Grandmother.
Wife: Why does it say
“Do Not Resuscitate”?

A CLASSY WAY TO CALL 
SOMEONE A BASTARD

A guy was getting ready to tee 
off on the first hole when a 
second golfer approached and 
asked if he

could join him. The first said 
that he usually played alone, but 
agreed to the twosome.

They were even after the first 
few holes. The second guy said, 
“We’re about evenly matched, 
how about playing

for five bucks a hole?” The first 
guy said that he wasn’t much for 
betting, but agreed to the terms.

The second guy won the re-
maining sixteen holes with ease. 
As they were walking off num-
ber eighteen, the second guy

was busy counting his $80.00. 
He confessed that he was the 
pro at the neighboring course 
and liked to pick on suckers.

The first fellow revealed that he 
was the Parish Priest.

The pro was flustered and 
apologetic, offering to return 
the money. The Priest said, “You 
won fair and square and I

was foolish to bet with you. You 
keep your winnings.”

The pro said, “Is there anything 
I can do to make it up to you?”

The Priest said, “Well,  you 
could come to Mass on Sunday 
and make a donation.  And, if 
you want to, bring your

Mother and Father along, I’ll 
marry them.”

The IRS decided to audit Grand-
pa, and summoned him to the 
IRS office. The IRS auditor was 
not surprised when Grandpa 
showed up with his attorney.
The auditor said, “Well, sir, you 
have an extravagant lifestyle and 
no full-time employment, which 
you explain by saying that you 
win money gambling. I’m not 
sure the IRS finds that believable.”
“I’m a great gambler, and I can 
prove it,” says Grandpa. “How 
about a demonstration?”
The auditor thinks for a moment 
and says, “OK. Go ahead.”
Grandpa says, “I’ll bet you a 
thousand dollars that I can bite 
my own eye.”
The auditor thinks a moment and 
says, “It’s a bet.”
Grandpa removes his glass eye 
and bites it. The auditor’s jaw 
drops.
Grandpa says, “Now, I’ll bet you 
two thousand dollars that I can 
bite my other eye.”
The auditor can tell Grandpa isn’t 
blind, so he takes the bet.
Grandpa removes his dentures 
and bites his good eye. The 
stunned auditor now realizes he 
has wagered and lost three grand, 
with Grandpa’s attorney as a wit-
ness. He starts to get nervous.
“Want to go double or nothing?” 
Grandpa asks. “I’ll bet you six 
thousand dollars that I can stand 
on one side of your desk, and pee 
into that wastebasket on the other 
side, and never get a drop any-
where in between.”
The auditor, twice burned, is cau-
tious now, but he looks carefully 
and decides there’s no way this 
old guy could possibly manage 
that stunt, so he agrees again.
Grandpa stands beside the desk 
and unzips his pants, but al-
though he strains mightily, he 
can’t make the stream reach the 
wastebasket on the other side, so 
he pretty much urinates all over 
the auditor’s desk.
The auditor leaps with joy, real-
izing that he has just turned a 
major loss into a huge win. But 
Grandpa’s attorney moans and 
puts his head in his hands.
“Are you OK?” the auditor asks.
“Not really,” says the attorney. 
“This morning, when Grandpa 
told me he’d been summoned for 
an audit, he bet me twenty-five 
thousand dollars that he could 
come in here and pee all over 
your desk and that you’d be happy 
about it.”


