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When elderly couples have sex, does the male yell out, “Whose your granddaddy?”  Is he doing it to be sexy or because he can’t remember himself?…Women are so insecure.  Why is it when they hear you spoke to your ex, the first words out of their mouths are:  “Did you tell her you have a girlfriend?”  Is this really necessary?  I mean maybe when a woman runs into her ex, the first words out of her mouth are “uh uh, you ain’t getting’ none of this anymore cuz I got a new man now!”  Men are of a different sort.  While it can be cool to make the ex suffer a bit by knowing we got over her, we don’t always feel the need to tell her right up front.  We want her to want us back, and to drool over us, and beg us to take her back, and tell us how good we were in bed, and, um, nevermind…Have you ever wondered what a dog would say if they could speak?  I would love to ask them if their ass really tastes that good?…A football player at Oregon State University, along with two accomplices, was pulled over by the police for speeding and driving his pickup truck erratically.  When the office approached the truck he noticed there was a ram in the bed.  When asked how the ram got there, the player responded that he found it on the side of the road and was returning it to its owner.  Since the ram had no tags to identify if, the officer asked how the player knew to whom the ram belonged.  The player had no answer.  After some spiffy police work, it was discovered that the ram was stolen from the animal research facility on the campus.  Apparently, the facility was doing research on whether rams can have homosexual experiences in the wild.  Now, I am all for research and even more so for research in the animal kingdom, but I have two issues with this.  One, how can they simulate the wild in a research lab?  Its like picking up a girl on your Schwinn bike and telling her it’s a Harley.  Second, WHY?  What possible good could come from it?  Any lonely farmer will tell you sheep are compliant in the wild.  You get them up against the edge of a cliff and they will back into you.  Okay, forget I wrote that.  Word has it that the police went to the research facility to see if any other sheep were missing but they kept falling asleep while counting them…I am sure everyone is tired of hearing about Terry Schiavo.  Now that she has passed away, the fight over her legacy will begin.  I will not bore you with my views on it, but what the hell was Jesse Jackson doing there?  Did he think he might find a woman he hadn’t impregnated yet?…I recently went to the zoo and observed a very common, but somewhat disturbing event.  I was there during what appeared to be a school field trip.  As anyone who visits zoos can attest, animals can do some pretty outrageous things at the wrong times.  At the lion’s den, a lion was lounging with four of his lionesses.  Apparently, the urge to merge overtook him and he tried to mount one of the lionesses.  Whoever said the lion is the king of the jungle was a fool.  The lioness simply rolled over on her back and proceeded to kick the king of the jungle in the face several times until he gave up and lay back down.  At least I don’t feel so bad for striking out all those years.  Hell, if the king of the jungle can’t get laid on demand, what chance do I have?  All of these festivities occurred in front of the amazed eyes of a gaggle of 10-year olds.  “Mommy what is he doing?”  The mother just clamped a hand over the child’s eyes and said, “Go ask your father.”  As the little boy ran off, I heard the mother mutter, “As if he would know.”  Damn, you women are harsh…Recently several major league ballplayers were called before Congress to testify about steroid use.  Former slugger, Mark McGwire, refused to answer any questions.  Instead he simply stated, “I am not here to discuss the past.”  WHAT?  How come no one told me that was a sufficient answer to a question about possible misdeeds?  Where the hell was THAT answer when I was kid?  “Eric, why are you an hour past your curfew?”  “Gee dad, I’m not here to discuss the past.”  Or what about, “Eric, is that beer I smell on your breath?”  “Schnerkle fizzit mooch pooty woop.” (Translation:  I am not here to discuss the past.”)  I’ll bet Bill Clinton would have loved to have known about this new and, apparently, totally acceptable answer to Congressional inquiries.  “Mr President, did you have sex with Monica Lewinsky?”  “Mr. Starr, I am not here to discuss my past with that woman, Miss Lewinsky.  I am totally not prepared to hear my son say it to me.  I think I might kill him if he ever does.  Of course, at my trial I will have the perfect response to any questions about my motives.

