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Coco'Nut’ Funnies

My friend says his
favorite Star Wars line is,
"Aargh Luke, ye scurvy
dog, | be yer father."
| think he got a pirated
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Recycle
r Fruitcake.
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HELLO DARKNESS, MY OLD FRIEND

I'STOOD UP TOO FAST AGAIN

T TELLING You, THERE'S
NOTHING WORSE THAN BEING
STUFFED WITd CanDY AMD
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Husband: what are all these
&

Amazon packages?

) Me: Ohthat's a gift for the >
homeschool teacher! -
®. H:so..you?

“~ Me: Yep! And this one is for the
kids' chauffeur. This one is for the
# baby's wet nurse. Oh and this is for 77
\ the cleaning lady. -
[ H: So everything is for you? -
O Me: Yep. <%
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| had lunch with 2 of my unmurried
friends.

One is engyuyed, one is u Mistress,
and | have been Married for 20+
yedrs

Do Yeu Kuew Wakt TS 5 77 115 THE
I PaonE Buli 1!

CoNRAD GRe\W To RESEMT
THE FouR CALLING BiRDS
WS TrRuk LoVe GAVE Ta HIM.

We were chutting ubout our relu-
fionships und decided to umuze
our men by ygreeting them dt the
door wedaring d black bra, stiletto
heels and u musk over our eyes. We
ugreed to meet in a few duys to
exchanyge notes.

Banks need to get
better at restocking
these ATMs at

Christmas...

Here’s how it ull went.

My enguged friend : The other
hight when my boyfriend cume
over he found me with d black
leather bodice, tdll stilettos and a
mausk. He saw me und suid, ‘You
are the woman of my dreums ... |
love you.” Theh we mude pussion-
ate love dll night lony.

The mistress: Me too! The other night
| met my lover dt his office and |
wus wedring d ruincout, under it
only the bluck bru, heels und mausk
over my eyes. When | opehed the
raincout he didn’t say a word, but
he started to tremble and we had
wild sex dll hight.

Then | had to share my story: When
my husbund cume home | wus
weduring the black bra, black stock-
ings, stilettos und u mMusk over my
eyes. When he came in the door
and saw Mme, he suid, “What's for
dinner, Zorro?

This is the 5th one I've
been to that has
"Insufficient Funds”

Heu, nice Christmas sweater,
Al T reclly like how your
man-boobs make the
reindeer lock 30/

'T]Em fat but | identify

as skinny

Christmas feare.

As I stepped out of the shower,
T heard someone in my kitchen
downstairs. Knowing that my
wife was out, I grabbed my
1903 heirloom rifle-- which no
longer works-- and crept down-
stairs, forgetting the fact that
I was in my birthday suit.

I came around the corner with
the gun raised, only to find my
wife loading the dishwasher.

"What are you doing?" she
asked.

"I thought I heard an intruder.
I came down to scare him."

Scanning the contours of my
doughy, naked body, she mum-
bled, "You didn't need the gun.”

"So what do you want
for Christmas?"

"Well, lately I've been
really into groceries and
gas. Utilities are cool.

Stuff like that."

Mariah points a claw at another
innocent victim "All | want for
Christmas is... YOU". We look away.
The screaming eventually ceases and
is replaced by the sound of bones
crunching. We can sleep easy, the
Mariah has fed. For now.

All 1 want for
Christmas is to be off
the extended car
warranty call list

%’ lale reindeers lose thei“f!

antlers in winter and
females don’t, so Santa’s
sleigh is actually pulled

by a team of women...
i Of course it is. J
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They gt e for ©=
trespasting, Jrand Mb\
Codfieyand trafficding
whoxes acwss state ||

BLAM, BLAH, BLA . 00 YOU THINE Sy
COULD TALK ABOUT SOMETHING BRSNS
BRING GLUTEN FREES FOR OMCR T

l

| SEXUALLY IDENTIFY AS
A MICROWAVE DINNER,
| AM READY IN FIVE
MINUTES,

LOOK NOTHING LIKE MY

PHOTOS,
AND I'M JUST SATISFYING
ENOUGH FOR YOU TO
WANT ME WHEN YOU'RE
DESPERATE.
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They say every piece of
chocolate eaten shortens
your life by two minutes.

I've done
the math.

Seems I
died in 1537.

A Thege brownies you left out, for Santa— .
they werert, the ones you bought, with
the prescription, were they, Daddy?

A woman, cranky because

her husband was late coming
home again, decided to leave a
note, saying,’I've had enough and

have left you...don’t bother coming
after me” Then she hid under the

bed to see his reaction.

After a short while, the hus-
band comes home and she
could hear him in the kitchen
before he comes into the bed-
room. She could see him walk
towards the dresser and pick up
the note. After a few minutes, he
wrote something on it before pick-
ing up the phone and calling

someone.

“She’s finally gone...yeah I
know, about time, I'm coming to
see you, put on that ...... French
nightie. I love you...can’t wait to
see you...we'll do all the naugh-
ty things you like”

He hung up, grabbed his keys,
and left. She heard the car drive
off as she came out from under
the bed, ... seething with rage and
with tears in her eyes.

She grabbed the note to see
what he wrote. “T can see your
feet. Were outta bread; ... be back
in five minutes.

IF WE WANTED T0 BOLDLY SEND
BILLIONAIRES WHERE
NO BILLIONAIRES HAVE -
BEEN BEFORE.WE
* COULD HAVE JUST. -
SENT THEM T0
-THE TAX OFFICE
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He must

Look! The home
owner haard u5
Cotoling - We's oPouisly
He curlaia

Right, lads. Let's humour Ringo.
This time we'll Ery it with quitars.
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| THE TURNING POINT |

'-M Adam Burke
" @atpburke

| always preferred the English
spelling of "diarrhea" which is
"diarrhoea" because it really
looks like you've lost control of
your vowels.

A woman walks into the down-
town welfare office, trailed by
15 kids.

‘Wow, the social worker ex-
claims, ‘are they all yours?'

‘Yep, they're all mine, ' the flus-
tered momma sighs, having heard
that question a thousand times
before. She says, 'Sit down,
Terry." All the children rush fo
find seats.

‘Well, says the social worker,
‘then you must be here to sign
up. I'll need all your children's
names.’

“Well, to keep it simple, the boys
are all named Terry and the girls
are all named Terri."

In disbelief, the case worker
says, 'are you serious? They're
all named Terry?’

Their momma replied, ‘Well, yes
- it makes it easier. When it's
time to get them out of bed and
ready for school , I yell, Terry!
And when it's fime for dinner,

I just yell Terry! And they all
come a running. If i need fo stop
the kid who's running into the
street, I just yell Terry and all
of them stop. It's the smartest
idea i ever had, naming them all
Terry.

The social worker thinks this
over for a bit, then wrinkles her
forehead and says tentatively,
‘But what if you just want one
kid to come, and not the whole
bunch? '

‘Then I call them by their last
names.’

THAT WAS THE LAST YEAR SANTA
WOLLD FORGET TO BRING M5 GLASSES




