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Coco‘Nut’ Funnies
Pat 80 and Mick 87, were 
sitting on a park bench one 
morning. Mick had just fin-
ished his morning jog and 
wasn’t even short of breath.

His 80-year-old friend was 
amazed at his stamina and 
asked him what he did to 
have so much energy.

Mick said, “Well, I eat rye 
bread every day. It keeps 
your energy level high and 
you’ll have great stamina with 
the ladies.”

So, on the way home Pat 
stopped at the bakery. As 
he was looking around, the 
saleslady asked if he needed 
any help. Pat said, “Do you 
have any rye bread?”

She said, “Yes, there’s a 
whole shelf of it. Would you 
like some?”

He said, “I want five loaves.”

She said, “My goodness, five 
loaves! By the time you get to 
the 3rd loaf, it’ll be hard.”

Pat replied, “I can’t believe 
everybody knows about this 
but me!!”
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Cruising 
         past 92!!

Credence: Who’ll stop Lor-
raine?
Johnny Nash: I can see 
clearly now, Lorraine is gone.
Toto: I blessed Lorraine 
down in Africa.
Adele: I set fire to Lorraine
Barry Manllow: I made it 
through Lorraine.
Eruption: I cant stand        
Lorraine.
Lorraine: Knock it off.

Make sure 
your kilt is
short enough 
to do a
jig, but long 
enough
to hide your
Lucky Charms!

Happy St. Patrick's Day!

An elderly Irish woman of ad-
vanced age visited her doctor to 
ask his advice on reviving her 
husband’s lagging libido.

‘What about trying Viagra?” asked 
the doctor.

“Not a chance,” she said... “He 
won’t even take an aspirin.”

“Not a problem,” replied the doc-
tor. “Give him an “Irish Viagra.”

“What’s this Irish Viagra?” 

“You drop the Viagra tablet Into 
his coffee. He won’t even taste It. 
Give it a try and call me in a week 
to let me know how things went.”

A week later she called the doctor, 
who asked her about the results.

“Oh, faith, bejaysus and begor-
rah!” she exclaimed. “T’was hor-
rid! Just terrible, doctor!”

“Really? What happened?” asked 
the doctor.

“Well I, I did as you advised and 
slipped it into his coffee and the 
effect was immediate. He jumped 
straight up, with a twinkle in his 
eye! With one swoop of his arm, 
he sent cups and tablecloth flying, 
then ripped me clothes to tatters 
and took me then and there on the 
tabletop! Twas a nightmare, I tell 
you, an absolute nightmare!”

“Why so terrible?” asked the doc-
tor, “Do you mean the sex wasn’t 
good?”

“It was the best I’ve had in 25 
years! But sure as I’m sittin’ here, 
I’ll never be able to show me face 
in Starbucks again!”

Gallagher opened the morning 
newspaper and was dumbfounded 
to read in the obituary column that 
he had died. He quickly phoned his 
best friend, Finney.

‘Did you see the paper?’ asked Gal-
lagher. ‘They say I died!!’

‘Yes, I saw it!’ replied Finney. 
‘Where are ye callin’ from?’

It’s better 
to grow old 

with
a sense of

humor 
than to

grow old
with 

no sense
at all

I do all my own 
stunts, but never 

intentionally

Not to get technical...but 
according to chemistry, 
alcohol is a solution.


