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Coco‘Nut’ Funnies
A woman, cranky because her 
husband was late coming home 
again, decided to leave a note: “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 husband 
comes home and she could hear 
him in the kitchen before he cam-
eos into the bedroom. She could 
see him walk towards the dresser 
and pick up the note... After a few 
minutes he wrote something on it 
before picking up the phone and 
calling someone... “She’s finally 
gone... yeah I know, about bloody 
time, I’m coming to see you, put 
on that sexy French nightie. I love 
you... can’t wait to see you... we’ll 
do all the naughty 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... “I can see your 
feet. We’re outta bread: be back in 
five minutes.”

After nearly 50 years of marriage, 
a couple was lying in bed one 
evening, when the wife felt her 
husband, begin to massage her in 
ways he hadn’t in quite sometime.

It almost gave a ticklish sensation 
as his fingers began at her neck 
and move down past the small of 
her back.

He gently stroked her shoulders 
and neck, gradually working his 
hand down and stopping just 
above her stomach.

He then proceeded to place his 
hand on her left inner arm, work-
ing down her side, passing gently-
over her buttock and down her leg 
to her calf.

Then, he proceeded up her thigh, 
stopping just at the uppermost 
portion of her leg. He continued 
in the same manner on her right 
side, then suddenly stopped, rolled 
over and became silent.

As she had become quite aroused 
by this caressing, and proceeded 
to ask in a loving voice, ‘Honey 
that was wonderful. Why did you 
stop?’

He responded: ‘I found the re-
mote.’

There I was sitting at the bar star-
ing at my drink when a large, 
trouble-making biker steps up 
next to me, grabs my drink and 
gulps it down in one swig.

“Well, whatcha’ gonna do about 
it?”, he says, menacingly, as I 
burst into tears.

“This is the worst day of my life,” 
I say. “I’m a complete failure. I 
was late to a meeting and my 
boss fired me. When I went to the 
parking lot, I found my car had 
been stolen and I don’t have any 
insurance. I left my wallet in the 
cab I took home. I found my wife 
with another man and then my 
dog bit me.”

“So I came to this bar to work up 
the courage to put an end to it 
all, I buy a drink, I drop a cap-
sule in and sit here watching the 
poison dissolve; then you show 
up and drink the whole thing! But 
enough about me, how’s your 
day going?”

Tried to pull up my sleeve
and accidentally punched
myself. It's okay I've had it
coming for some time now.

If you take a 
social media 
sabbatical, don't 
announce it.
Just make your 
last post some-
thing fun, like        
"I wonder if 
there's a bear in       
this cave?"

Last time I was
someone’s type

I was giving blood.

“What a rip-off!”
SARCASM AND STUPIDITY MEET 

AT THE ELEVATOR.


