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INTRODUCTION


Welcome to the second volume of The Mammoth Book of Dirty, Sick, X-Rated and Politically Incorrect Jokes, and if you happen to be offended by any of the material in this book can I just say: why the hell did you buy/borrow/steal it? After all, when it comes to the content surely the clue is in the title!


Since the first volume was published in 2005, the thought police have become more active than ever, seemingly intent on creating a joyless world where every prospective joke has to be vetted by a committee composed of Jehovah’s Witnesses, social workers and direct descendants of Oliver Cromwell. Some topics are rightly taboo but often the best way to deal with adversity is to laugh at it. I bet there were some cracking Black Death jokes doing the rounds in the fourteenth century, and would Hitler have been able to wreak such havoc in the Western world if the crowds at the Nuremberg Rally had simply burst out laughing at everything he said? The trouble with today’s self-appointed moral guardians is that they see offence everywhere. Soon the only joke permitted for public consumption will be the one about the chicken crossing the road – provided, of course, that it does not imply criminal neglect by the National Farmers’ Union for allowing domestic fowl to wander unsupervised on the highway or, indeed, that the repeated interrogation of the bird regarding its motive for crossing the aforementioned road does not amount to an infringement of its statutory rights.


So my advice is: enjoy this book while it is still legal.


In the hope that my mentioning their names will not result in their receiving abusive mail from gingers, nuns, nymphomaniacs, Mexicans, lepers, necrophiliacs, sailors, dwarfs, virgins, bankers, wankers, inflatable dolls or any of the other “victims” of jokes in this book, I would like to thank Duncan Proudfoot, my editor at Constable & Robinson, and Howard Watson, copy editor.


Geoff Tibballs




Accidents


Two police officers knocked on the door of a man’s house. “Is this your wife?” they asked, holding up a photo.


“Yes,” replied the man.


“I’m afraid it looks like she’s been hit by a bus,” they said.


“Well, yes,” said the man, “but she’s got a lovely personality.”


A young man was showing off his new car to his girlfriend. As he put it through its paces on country roads, he turned to her and said: “If I do 100 mph, will you take all your clothes off ?” She said it sounded like fun and so he stepped on the gas. When the speedo touched 100, she began to strip off, but, distracted by her state of undress, he took his eyes off the road for a second and crashed the car into a hedge. The girl was thrown clear, unhurt, but all her clothes were trapped in the car along with her boyfriend.


“Go and fetch help,” he yelled.


“I can’t,” she replied. “I’m stark naked.”


Noticing that one of his shoes had also been thrown clear, he pointed to it and said: “Cover your crotch with that and go and fetch help. Please!”


So she picked up the shoe, covered herself with it and ran half a mile to the nearest gas station. “Help me, please!” she cried to the elderly attendant. “My boyfriend’s stuck!”


The attendant glanced down at the shoe covering her crotch and said: “I’m sorry, miss. He’s too far in.”


Did you hear about the man who accidentally swallowed some Lego? – The doctors aren’t too worried, but he’s shitting bricks.


Two guys were sitting at a bar. One said: “My girlfriend’s really upset because the day before her birthday she lost her legs in a car crash.”


“That’s terrible,” said his friend.


“But what about me?” asked the first guy. “I’ve bought her a pair of jeans and I can’t find the receipt!”


We taunt our next-door neighbour by calling him Mr Burns, not because he’s old and looks like The Simpsons character, but because he was involved in a horrific house fire. One day a farmer’s son was out ploughing the field when a terrible accident happened and he lost his right eye. The old farmer was too poor to buy his son a glass eye, so instead he made one out of finely polished oak wood, and hand-painted it.


It was many months before the son was brave enough to venture out in public with his false eye, but eventually he felt sufficiently confident to buy a ticket for a square dance that the farmers had organized for their sons and daughters. That night the boy got dressed up in his best clothes and headed off to the dance, but once there all the girls steered well clear of him and he ended up spending the entire evening alone in a corner.


Then, just as the DJ announced the last dance of the evening, the farmer’s son spotted a girl in another corner who had a harelip. He thought to himself: “There’s a girl who would understand me.” So, throwing caution to the wind, he walked over to her.


“Would you like to dance?” he asked.


The girl replied: “Would I!”


The boy shouted: “Hey, I didn’t call you cuntface, did I?”


A man was walking along the street when he bumped into his old friend Larry.


“Hi, Larry,” he said.


“Don’t ever call me Larry again. From now on you call me Lucky Larry!”


“Why? What happened?”


“Well, I was walking past this house the other day when a piano that was being hoisted up to the third floor came loose from its rope and came crashing down right behind me. A split second earlier, and I“d have been mashed to hamburger. So you call me Lucky Larry.”


The following week, the man bumped into him again and called out: “Hi, Lucky Larry.”


“Don’t ever call me Lucky Larry again. From now on you call me Lucky Lucky Larry!”


“How come?”


“Well, I was crossing the street yesterday when this jerk in a truck came screeching round the corner through a red light and shot right in front of me. A split second later, and I“d have been mashed to hamburger. So you call me Lucky Lucky Larry.”


The next week, the man saw him again and greeted him: “Hi, Lucky Lucky Larry.”


“Don’t ever call me Lucky Lucky Larry again. From now on you call me Lucky Lucky Lucky Larry!”


“Tell me about it.”


“Well, last night I was getting it on with this woman in her apartment. We were on the sofa in her living room when suddenly this huge glass chandelier fell down from the ceiling and hit me right in the butt. I had to go to hospital to have half a dozen stitches.”


“Hang on, you want me to call you Lucky Lucky Lucky Larry because you had to have half a dozen stitches in your butt?”


“Yeah, because if that chandelier had fallen a couple of minutes earlier, it would have busted my head!”


Did you hear about the man who ended up in hospital after getting a vacuum-cleaner hose stuck up his ass? – Doctors say he’s now picking up nicely.


A police officer was called to the scene of a road accident where a driver had run over a morbidly obese American. The officer told the driver: “I have a witness who says the victim stepped slowly out into the road giving you plenty of time to avoid him, yet you ran him straight over.”


“I suppose I could have gone round him,” confessed the driver, “but I wasn’t sure if I had enough petrol.”


When I finished school, I wanted to take all my savings and buy myself a motorcycle, but my mum said no. She had a brother who died in a horrible motorcycle accident when he was eighteen. So she said I could just have his.


A man called his wife from hospital and told her that his finger had been cut off on the building site where he worked.


“Oh my God!” cried the wife. “The whole finger?”


“No,” he said, “the one next to it.”


I read a story about a man who lost a leg after ignoring a shark warning. I bet he’s kicking himself now.


Looking out of his window, a guy saw a group of people gathering around a young man who had come off his motorbike. So he frantically rushed over.


“Out of the way!” he shouted, as he pushed through the crowd.


“Are you a doctor?” one woman screamed.


“No,” he replied. “The idiot was delivering my pizza.”


A trucker staggered into a country pub, looking a bit shaken, ordered a double Scotch, and then downed it in a single gulp. He turned to some of the regulars and said: “I just hit a pig with my truck. Went right through the radiator!”


The old timers had seen it all before and one of them said: “Yep. Same thing happened to me back in ’96. What’cha do is get a hacksaw, saw the legs off, ’n’ pull it out backwards.”


The trucker gulped, said he would give it a go and then went back outside. Half an hour later, looking a bit pale and covered with blood, he returned and said: “Yeah, your idea worked. Now how do I get his motorcycle out?”


My friend stepped on a landmine. I’m helping him find his feet again.


A man was knocked down by a mobile library van. As he lay in the road, screaming in agony, the driver ran up to him and went: “Ssssssshhh!”


A woman was asked to give a talk on the power of prayer to her local women’s group. With her husband sitting in the audience, she recounted how they had turned to God when her husband suffered an unfortunate accident.


“Three months ago,” she began, “my husband Kevin was knocked off his bicycle and his scrotum was smashed. The pain was excruciating and the doctors didn’t know if they could help him. They warned that our lives might never be the same again. Kevin was unable to get close to either me or the children and every move caused him enormous discomfort. It meant we could no longer touch him around the scrotum.


“So we prayed that the doctors would be able to repair him. Fortunately, our prayers were answered and they were able to piece together the crushed remnants of Kevin’s scrotum and wrap wire around it to hold it in place. They said he should make a complete recovery and regain full use of his scrotum.”


As the audience burst into spontaneous applause, a lone man walked up to the stage. He announced: “Good afternoon. My name is Kevin, and I just want to tell my wife once again that the word is ‘sternum’.”


I saved a man who was badly burned in a car crash . . . as a JPEG.


A man walked into a bar with his arm in a plaster cast. “What happened to you?” asked the bartender.


“I got in a fight with O’Reilly.”


“O’Reilly? But he’s only a little guy. He must have had something in his hand.”


“He did – a shovel.”


“Didn’t you have anything in your hand?”


“I did – Mrs O’Reilly’s left tit. And a beautiful thing it was, too, but not much use in a fight!”


I often give my wife flowers and my children teddy bears. Living near an accident blackspot has its advantages.




Accountants


Accountancy: Every Parent’s Worst Nightmare


Dear Sir,


I am writing to you as the parent of a child who became an accountant, in the hope that my story may provide solace and advice to others who find themselves in the same terrible predicament.


At school, Henry (not his real name) was a perfectly normal kid who loved football and had an active dope habit. He hung around with the neighbourhood gangs but never gave us any real cause for concern until one day he suddenly announced that he was kicking dope and mugging old ladies in order to take up accountancy.


Now I’d read that smoking dope can lead to irrational behaviour and crazy experimentation but I’d never dreamed that it would lead Henry into accountancy. Like all parents, I never thought it would happen to me.


We tried everything. We invited his dealer round for tea, we talked to his college principal, we tried forbidding Henry from taking the accountancy course. But nothing worked. We even offered to buy him bags of cocaine for his birthday, but instead he insisted he wanted a briefcase, an umbrella and a ledger book.


We had started to notice marked changes in his personality. He threw out all his ripped jeans, leather jackets and T-shirts and replaced them with three-piece suits. His Nirvana and Metallica CDs were consigned to the garbage bin, replaced by – and my God, it pains me to write these words – easy listening. He had become an accountancy addict. When his mother died three years ago, all he could talk about was the estate duty and whether her coffin might be tax-deductible because she was self-employed and had died at her place of work.


To support his habit, he started auditing during his holidays and staying up all night playing with his calculator. I knew then that it was too late to save him. Soon Henry passed his exam and became a partner in a firm of chartered accountants. He was thereby effectively lost to humanity forever.


It was then that I started Accountants Anonymous, an organization dedicated to helping parents spot early signs of accountancy in their children, because if you are able to nip it in the bud, there is still every chance that your child will go on to lead a normal, productive life.


Watch out for these tell-tale signs:


Personality change. Children who were once dynamic, witty and adventurous suddenly become dull and boring.


They drink copious amounts of tea.


They start stockpiling pens and other items of office equipment.


The only bands they’re interested in are tax bands.


They replace their bedroom poster of J-Lo with one of economist J. K. Galbraith.


They celebrate New Year not on 1 January but at the start of a new tax year.


They become sexually aroused on Budget Day.


If you are worried that your child is on the way to a career in accountancy, there are a number of steps that you can take:


Listen to your child’s explanation about why he wants to become an accountant – and try not to fall asleep while he is talking.


Take him along to a firm of auditors to see for himself the devastating effects that accountancy can have on the human brain.


Encourage him to skip school and get bad marks. If he asks for help with his maths homework, tell him the wrong answers. With most parents, this should come naturally.


Engage him in conversation about non-accountancy topics – such as the advantages of having unprotected sex.


If, even after these measures, you are still unable to prevent your child becoming an accountant, set aside all feelings of shame and disappointment. Don’t be embarrassed to tell your friends and relatives about it. You’ll be surprised how many people will eventually admit under intense interrogation to knowing someone who is an accountant.


Above all, remember: accountancy doesn’t just happen.


What’s the wildest thing a group of young accountants can do? – Go into town and gang-audit someone.


An accountant unexpectedly decided to leave his wife. He left her a note which read: “Dear Marie, I am fifty-seven years old and have never done anything wild in my life. But now I’m leaving you for a stunning nineteen-year-old glamour model. We’ll be staying at the Ritz.”


When he arrived at the hotel, a message was waiting from his wife. It read: “Dear Adam, I, too, am fifty-seven years old. I have followed your example and am staying at the Royal Palace with a nineteen-year-old stud. And I’m sure that as an accountant you will appreciate that nineteen goes into fifty-seven many more times than fifty-seven goes into nineteen . . .”




Adultery


John and Jim were just about to start their regular weekly round of golf when they were approached by a third player whom they had never met before.


“Do you mind if I join you?” asked the stranger.


“Sure,” said John, introducing himself. “I’m John, and I work in HR. And this is Jim – he’s an auditor. What do you do for a living?”


“Actually,” said the stranger, “you’ll probably find this hard to believe, but I’m a hitman.”


“You mean you’re paid to kill people?!” gasped John. “I don’t believe you. You’re having us on!”


“Take a look in my golf bag,” said the stranger.


So John looked in the golf bag and found a powerful rifle with a huge scope attached.


“My God!” exclaimed John to Jim. “It’s true: this guy really is a hitman. This scope is truly awesome. I bet I can see my house through it. Yeah, there’s my wife naked . . . and there’s our next-door neighbour. Wait! He’s naked, too. The cheating bitch and that lying bastard!”


John angrily handed the rifle back to the stranger and asked: “How much do you charge for a hit?”


“It’s £1,000 for every time I pull the trigger.”


“Right,” said John, “I want two hits. I want you to shoot my wife in the mouth to pay her back for all her nagging over the past fifteen years. And I want you to shoot my neighbour in the dick to pay him back for screwing around with my wife.”


The hitman pointed the rifle at the house and carefully lined up his shot through the scope. He continued taking aim for five minutes, by which time John was growing impatient.


“What are you waiting for?” he demanded.


“Hold on a second,” said the hitman, squeezing the trigger. “I’m about to save you £1,000.”


“That wife of mine is a goddamn liar,” said an angry husband to the bartender.


“How do you know?” asked the bartender.


“She didn’t come home last night, and when I asked her where she’d been she said that she’d spent the night with her sister Jenny.”


“What makes you think she’s not telling the truth?”


“Because I spent the night with her sister Jenny!”


Dale came into the pub one evening and saw his best buddy Matt slumped over the bar.


“What’s up?” asked Dale. “I’ve never seen you looking so rough.”


“Woman trouble,” Matt replied.


“Woman trouble?” said Dale. “Anyone in particular?”


“I’d rather not say.”


“Come on, buddy, you can tell me.”


“Okay, Dale, if you must know, it’s your wife.”


“My wife?” said Dale, surprised. “What about her?”


“I think she’s cheating on both of us.”


A husband was late home from work one evening. “I’m sure he’s having an affair,” said his wife to her mother.


“Why do you always think the worst?” said the mother. “Maybe he’s just been in a car crash.”


Sent by his wife to buy cigarettes from the store one evening, the husband found it closed. So instead he went to a local bar to use the vending machine there. Having got the cigarettes, he decided to stay for a quick drink before returning home. As he sat down at the bar, he noticed a beautiful brunette perched on the next stool and began chatting to her. He bought her a few drinks and when the bar closed, she invited him back to her apartment.


Back at her apartment they wasted no time in jumping into bed. After great sex, he looked at his watch and saw to his horror that it was one o’clock in the morning.


“Jesus Christ!” he exclaimed, leaping out of bed. “I had no idea it was so late. My wife’s going to kill me. Do you have any talcum powder?”


The woman looked puzzled but gave him some talcum powder, which he rubbed into his hands. And without further ado he left.


Back home, his wife was waiting for him. “Where have you been?” she demanded. “Do you know what time it is? I only sent you out for a packet of cigarettes but you’ve been gone over four hours!”


“Listen, I’m really sorry, honey,” he said. “I went to the store for your cigarettes but it was closed. So I tried the vending machine at Joe’s Bar and while I was there I met this hot chick and we ended up in bed together.”


“Let me see your hands!” she yelled, and he showed her his hands covered in talcum powder. “You goddamn liar!” she boomed. “You went bowling again!”


A man walked into the pub sporting a black eye.


“How did you get that?” asked his friend.


The man explained: “I was having sex with this woman in her kitchen when we heard a key in the front door. ‘That’s my husband,’ she said. ‘Quick, try the back door.’ ”


“I know I should have left before her husband caught us, but there was no way I was going to refuse an offer like that!”


A little boy asked his dad: “What’s between Mum’s legs?”


His father answered: “Paradise, my son.”


The son then asked: “What’s between your legs?”


His father replied: “The key to paradise.”


The son said: “A piece of advice, Dad: change the lock. That bastard next door has a spare key!”


A husband arrived home from work to find his wife in bed with his friend. Angered by the betrayal, the husband produced a gun and shot him dead. His wife shook her head in despair and said: “If you keep behaving like this, you’ll lose all of your friends.”


Mrs Fortescue-Smythe was unhappy with the way that the maid cleaned the house. Finding a layer of dust on the dining-room table, she decided to reprimand the girl.


The maid responded angrily: “I clean the house better than you and I’m a better cook than you.”


“Who told you that?”


“Mr Fortescue-Smythe. And I’m better in bed than you!”


“I suppose my husband told you that, too?”


“No, the gardener!”


I think my wife is cheating on me. Her nickname for me is “Next”.


A woman picked up a cowboy in a bar and took him back to her place. After they had finished having sex, he told her about his days on the range. “It’s the only life for me,” he said. “In fact, I wanna die with my boots on.”


Hearing a car pull into the driveway, the woman said: “Well, you’d better pull ’em on fast. That’s my husband – the sheriff.”


A man came home with some hot gossip. “You know our janitor?” he told his wife. “The word is that he’s slept with every woman in this apartment block except for one.”


The wife said: “That’ll be that stuck-up bitch at number twenty-seven. Nobody likes her.”


A woman was at home one afternoon when she heard a knock at the door. She answered it and a man asked her: “Do you have a vagina?” She immediately screamed and slammed the door in his face.


The next afternoon, there was another knock at the door and she answered it to find the same man standing there. Again he asked her: “Do you have a vagina?” So she slammed the door in his face.


That evening, she told her husband about the sinister caller. The husband came up with an idea. “I’m going to take tomorrow off work,” he said, “and when this guy calls, you keep him talking so that I can confront him.”


“Okay,” agreed the wife.


Sure enough, the following afternoon there was a knock on the door and the wife answered it.


The same man was standing there. “Do you have a vagina?” he asked.


“Yes, I do,” replied the wife.


“Good,” said the man. “Then tell your husband to stop shagging my wife.”


A man arrived home and found his wife in bed with his best friend. He shouted at his wife: “You whore, you’ve cheated on me! Pack your things and get out. I never want to set eyes on you again!”


Then the man turned to his best friend and said: “And as for you . . . bad dog!”


Ken complained to his friend Jerry that all the excitement had gone out of his marriage.


“That often happens when people have been married for ten years, like you,” said Jerry. “Have you ever considered having an affair? That might put a bit of life back into your relationship.”


“No, I couldn’t possibly do that,” said Ken. “It’s immoral.”


“Get real,” said Jerry. “This is the twenty-first century. These things happen all the time.”


“But what if my wife found out?”


“No problem. Be upfront. Tell her about it in advance.”


Overcoming his initial misgivings, Ken plucked up the courage to break the news to his wife the next morning while she was reading a magazine over breakfast. “Honey,” he began hesitantly, “I don’t want you to take this the wrong way . . . and please remember that I’m only doing this because I truly, truly love you, otherwise I would never dream of it . . . but I think maybe . . . just possibly . . . having an affair might bring us closer together.”


“Forget it,” said his wife, without even looking up from her magazine. “I’ve tried it, and it’s never worked.”


Little Johnny’s mother had been away for five days at a convention, and when she arrived home she was eager to hear about his week.


“One night,” said Johnny, “we had a terrible thunderstorm, and I was scared. So Daddy and me slept together.”


“Johnny,” interrupted the family’s Swedish blonde au pair, “don’t you mean Daddy and I?”


“No,” said Johnny. “That was Thursday. I’m talking about Tuesday night.”


A man was cleaning his car one morning when a neighbour came over and said tearfully: “My wife’s just told me she’s been having an affair with Alex the mailman.”


“What? That fat ugly fucker I see every morning outside your house?”


“Yes,” laughed the neighbour, cheering up.


“Why would Alex the mailman want to shag that?”


A wife arrived home late from work one evening in a badly dishevelled state. “Where have you been?” asked her husband.


“I didn’t have enough money for the bus fare home,” she answered. “So I had to give the bus driver a blow job.”


“But you’re two hours late,” he went on. “It couldn’t have taken you that long!”


“I know, but then the ticket inspector got on . . .”


Two married women neighbours were talking about their new mailman. One said: “He’s very handsome, punctual and always dresses so smartly.”


“And so quickly, too,” added the other.


A woman went to the pub sporting a black eye.


“How’d ya get that?” asked the bartender.


“From my husband,” she replied.


“But I thought he was out of town,” he said.


“So did I!” she said.


A little girl was upset when she came down one morning to find her pet cat lying on the floor with its legs in the air.


“I’m afraid Smokey is dead,” said her father.


The girl wiped away her tears and asked: “But Daddy, why is Smokey lying with his legs in the air?”


Thinking on his feet, the father replied: “Because that way it’s easier for Jesus to come down, take hold of Smokey’s legs and carry him off to heaven.”


The little girl was satisfied with the explanation and the father went off to work. But when he came home in the evening, she ran sobbing to the door.


“Daddy! Daddy!” she cried. “Mummy nearly died this morning.”


“Why? What happened?” asked the father anxiously.


“Well,” said the little girl, “soon after you left for work, I found her lying on the floor with her legs in the air. She was shouting ‘Jesus, I’m coming, I’m coming’, and if it hadn’t been for the mailman holding her down, Daddy, she would definitely have gone.”


Starting the car for the long trip back into the city, Jim and Kev said goodbye to their best mate, Bazza.


“Thanks for putting us up for the weekend, mate,” said Jim. “The food was great, the booze and dope were superb, and I really enjoyed fuckin’ your wife.”


At the first petrol stop, Kev turned to Jim and said: “I hope you weren’t serious about enjoying fuckin’ his wife!”


“No,” Jim confessed, “I can’t say that I enjoyed it, but I didn’t want to hurt Bazza’s feelings!”


Looking for a bit of rough, a posh married woman picked up a builder in a bar and took him back to her place for a bout of energetic sex over the coffee table. No sooner had they finished than she heard a car pull up outside. “Oh no!” she said, peeking through the curtains. “It’s my husband. He’s home early!”


“Shit!” exclaimed the builder, grabbing his jeans. “Where’s the back door?”


“There isn’t a back door,” she gasped.


“Okay,” said the builder. “Where would you like one?”


A man arrived home carrying a bunch of flowers. “Okay, what have you done now?” asked his wife suspiciously.


“I slept with your sister,” he replied.


“What?!” she screamed. “And you think a lousy bunch of flowers will make me forgive you?”


“What are you on about?” he said. “They’re for your sister.”


A jealous husband hired a private detective to check on his wife’s movements. The husband demanded more than just a written report – he wanted a video of his wife’s activities. A week later, the detective returned with a tape and sat down to watch it with the husband. As the tape played, he saw his wife meeting another man. He saw the two of them laughing in the park. He saw them enjoying themselves at an outdoor café. He saw them having a playful fight in the street. He saw them dancing in a dimly lit nightclub.


When the tape ended, the distraught husband said: “I can’t believe this!”


“What’s not to believe?” asked the detective. “It’s right up there on the screen. The camera never lies.”


The husband replied: “What I mean is, I can’t believe my wife is so much fun!”


“Mummy,” asked the little girl, “is our au pair bionic?”


“Heavens, no!” said the mother. “What made you think that?”


“Well,” said the girl, “it’s just that I overheard Daddy telling Uncle Bob that he screwed the arse off the au pair last night.”


A guy told his buddy: “Last night I confessed to my wife that I had cheated on her four times over the past year.”


“Hey, that was a brave thing to do.”


“Well, I believe that honesty is the most important thing in a relationship. Besides, now we won’t have any secrets between us when she comes out of the coma.”




Airplanes


Two airplane mechanics from Houston were regular drinking buddies. However, thick fog one Friday night meant they were unable to get into town for their weekly drinking session and were left stranded in the hangar instead. The only liquid on tap there was jet fuel, but although it sounded revolting they decided to give it a try.


They each drank four pints of jet fuel and slept it off. In the morning, one guy woke expecting a massive hangover, but he felt surprisingly good. However, there was no sign of his buddy. Just then the phone rang. It was his buddy.


“How are you feeling?” asked the voice on the other end of the phone,


“Fine.”


“Well, whatever you do, don’t fart.”


“Why not?”


“Because I’m in St Louis!”


After a small airplane crashed in the middle of the desert, the pilot and co-pilot wandered around for days in search of something to eat. Finally the co-pilot produced an axe and announced: “I’m so hungry, I’m going to chop off my dick and eat it.”


“Don’t do that,” the pilot urged. “Just think of your girlfriend.”


“What’s the point?” said the co-pilot. “At this rate I’ll never see her again anyway.”


“I don’t mean it like that,” said the pilot. “It’s just that if you think of her first, hopefully there will be enough for both of us.”


An airplane crashed into the Pacific and the only two survivors, a man and a woman, made it to an uninhabited island. They were almost instantly attracted to each other, and their love made their situation bearable as they built a large hut, cultivated food, and tamed some wild goats and pigs as livestock.


But about a year later, shortly after the birth of their child, the man began to get homesick. He went on and on about how he’d like to be back in the city, sitting at a ball game, drinking beer and eating a hot dog. Finally, his obsession got so strong that the woman couldn’t stand it anymore. One day, he came back from collecting water to find that she had made a chair for him out of bamboo. “Just like a ball-park seat,” she said. “Sit.”


Surprised, he sat down. She disappeared for a moment before returning wearing a hat and shouting: “Get your beer, ice cold beer!”


She handed him a cup. He took a sip and said excitedly: “This tastes great. What is it?”


She replied: “I’ve been experimenting for months until I got the perfect recipe using wild rice and fruit. I cooled it in the lagoon.”


“That’s amazing,” he said. “But . . .”


“I know,” she said. She left the hut, and then returned, shouting: “Hot dogs, get your hot dogs!” She handed him a bun.


He took a bite and asked: “How did you get this?”


She hesitated for a second, and then answered: “Well, I hope you’re not turned off, but that hot dog is really a pig’s penis.”


To her delight, he said: “So, who cares what part of a pig I eat? It tastes like the real thing. Honey, I can’t believe you’ve gone to all this trouble for me. You really are the most amazing woman. And how did you get this delicious yellow mustard?”


“Oh, that,” she said. “That’s baby shit.”




Alcohol


My wife says she doesn’t like me when I drink. Unfortunately that’s the only time I like her.


A man went to a doctor and said he had a problem making love. “My dick is too small,” he told the medic.


The doctor examined him and said: “Yes, I see what you mean. Tell me, what beer do you drink?”


“Budweiser,” replied the man, bemused by the question.


“That explains it,” said the doctor. “You don’t want to drink those weak beers like Budweiser – they shrink things. You want to drink Guinness – that makes things grow.”


Two months later, the man returned to the doctor with a big smile on his face. He said: “Doc, I want to thank you for all you’ve done.”


“I take it you now drink Guinness?” asked the doctor.


“No,” said the man, “but I’ve got my wife drinking Budweiser.”


Alcohol does not make ugly people attractive. It makes it so you could care less that they’re ugly. (Doug Stanhope)


One bitterly cold winter, a man told his drinking buddy: “I’ve started cooling my beer outside on the front doorstep.”


“What made you think of doing that?” asked the friend.


“As a matter of fact, I got the idea from the old lady next door – she’s been doing the same with her milk bottles.”


A married couple were shopping in the supermarket when the husband picked up a crate of Budweiser and put it in the trolley.


“What do you think you’re doing?” asked the wife.


“They’re on offer – only $25 for twelve cans,” he explained.


“Put them back,” she demanded. “We can’t afford it.”


A few aisles later, she picked up a $50 jar of face cream and put it in the trolley.


“What do you think you’re doing?” asked the husband indignantly.


“It’s my face cream,” she said. “It makes me look beautiful.”


He said: “So do twelve cans of Bud and they’re half the price!”


I once saw an English guy in Glasgow trying to order a pint of lager and lime, and the barman went: “We don’t do cocktails.” (Frankie Boyle)


Sitting alone in an upmarket restaurant, a gentleman asked a waiter to take a bottle of expensive Chablis to an attractive woman who was dining at another table. The waiter took the Chablis to the woman and said: “This is from the gentleman at the table by the window.”


Without looking at the sender, she studied the bottle for a moment and then decided to send a note of reply. The waiter, who was lingering for a response, took the note from her and conveyed it to the gentleman. The note read: “For me to accept this bottle, you need to have a Mercedes in your garage, a million dollars in the bank, and seven inches in your pants.”


After reading the note, the man decided to compose one of his own in return. He folded the note, handed it to the waiter and instructed him to return it to the woman. It read: “For your information, I have a Ferrari Maranello, a BMW Z8, a Mercedes CL600, and a Porsche Turbo in my garages, plus beautiful homes in California, Aspen, Colorado and Miami. There are over $20 million in my bank account. But not even for a woman as beautiful as you would I cut three inches off. Send the bottle back!”


Beer vs Vagina


1   Beer is always wet. Vagina needs a little work. One point to BEER


2   Warm beer tastes awful. One point to VAGINA


3   A really cold beer is satisfying. One point to BEER


4   If after taking a swig of your favourite beer you find a hair between your teeth, you may vomit. One point to VAGINA


5   Ten beers in one night and you can’t drive home. Ten vaginas in one night and you don’t want to drive anywhere. One point to VAGINA


6   If you have a lot of beer in a public place, your reputation may suffer. If you eat any vagina in public, you become a legend. One point to VAGINA


7   If a cop stops you and you smell of beer you may get arrested. If you smell of vagina he may buy you a beer. One point to VAGINA


8   Too much beer and you’ll think you can see flying saucers. Too much vagina and you’ll think you’ve seen God. One point to VAGINA


9   Pulling off a beer bottle label is boring. Pulling off panties is fun. One point to VAGINA


10   If you have another beer, the first one never gets pissed off. One point to BEER


11   You can always be sure if you’re the first one to open a bottle or a can. One point to BEER


12   You always know how much beer is going to cost. One point to BEER


13   Beer doesn’t have a mother. One point to BEER


14   Beer never expects to be hugged for half an hour after you drink it. One point to BEER


15   Beer with yeast in it still tastes rather nice. One point to BEER


FINAL SCORE: BEER: 8 VAGINA: 7




Alzheimer’s


My friends have recently been teasing me about my Alzheimer’s. The joke’s on them, though. I don’t have a toaster.


A woman received a phone call from her husband’s doctor, who told her in a state of panic: “I’m afraid we’ve made a terrible mistake. We mixed up your husband’s test results. He’s either got Alzheimer’s or AIDS.”


“What shall I do?” wailed the woman.


The doctor thought for a moment and suggested: “Send him out for a walk. If he comes back, don’t sleep with him.”


I cried as my nan called my brother an ambulance today. Her Alzheimer’s is getting worse.


“Who’s been eating my porridge?” said Father Bear.


Mother Bear sighed and poured him another bowl. Life was tough for her now that her husband was suffering from Alzheimer’s.


A young man went to visit his old grandma. As soon as he walked in, she said: “Oh, Bert, is that you?”


Knowing that she tended to get a bit confused in her old age, he explained patiently: “No, Nan, Granddad died twenty years ago. It’s me, Simon.”


She carried on: “Oh Bert, how I’ve missed you so!”


“Nan! Granddad is dead! I’m your grandson!”


“Come over here, so I can give you a big passionate kiss.”


“I’m not him, you daft bitch!”


“Now, bend me over the kitchen table and take me from behind, the way you used to when we were courting.”


“Oh, Mabel, I’ve missed you so much!”


They say you never get a second chance to make a first impression – unless you work in an Alzheimer’s hospice. (Patrick Monahan)


My uncle came out of the closet yesterday. He’s not gay, but he’s got Alzheimer’s, and he thought it was the car.


Three elderly Alzheimer’s patients attended a memory test at their local hospital. The doctor asked the first old man: “What is two times two?”


“A hundred and seventy-eight,” replied the old man.


The doctor turned to the second old man and asked: “What is two times two?”


“Thursday,” replied the second old man.


Finally the doctor asked the third old man: “What is two times two?”


“Four,” answered the third old man.


“That’s right,” said the doctor, impressed. “How did you get that?”


“Easy,” said the third old man. “I subtracted 178 from Thursday.”


Polly put the kettle on, Polly put the kettle on, Polly put the kettle on. Polly has Alzheimer’s.


A boy confided to his school friend: “My poor grandmother has had Alzheimer’s for nine years now. But I guess I should be grateful for the £10 I get for my birthday every week.”


A comedian landed a gig playing at a home for Alzheimer’s patients. They liked his first joke so much that he told it over and over again, forty-one times in all.


After the show one old lady went up to him, with tears of laughter running down her face, and said: “I just don’t know how you remember them all.”


What’s the best thing about Alzheimer’s? – You meet new people every day.


They say laughter is the best medicine, but my granddad has Alzheimer’s and we’ve been laughing at him for years, and he hasn’t got any better.


A ninety-year-old man was sobbing his heart out in the street. Seeing his distress, a young man asked him what the problem was.


“I’m in love with a twenty-one-year-old girl,” wailed the old man. “She’s beautiful with a fabulous figure, she’s kind, caring, she’s a fantastic cook and we have amazing sex three times a day, every day.”


“So why are you crying?”


“I’ve forgotten where we live!”


Knock, knock.


Who’s there?


Richard.


Richard who?


Richard fights back the tears as he realizes his mother’s Alzheimer’s is getting worse.




Americans


Back in the 1980s, an American, a Mexican and an Italian robbed a bank, and escaped with a haul in dollars, pesos and lira.


Back at their hideout, the American distributed the money in three even shares: “1,000 dollars for me, 1,000 pesos for you, 1,000 lira for you . . . 1,000 dollars for me, 1,000 pesos for you, 1,000 lira for you . . . 1,000 dollars for me, 1,000 pesos for you, 1,000 lira for you . . .”


As the counting continued, the Mexican whispered to the Italian: “I can’t stand Americans, but you have to admit they are fair.”


What’s worse than being captured by the Taliban? – Being rescued by the Americans.


A study predicts nearly half of all Americans will be obese by 2030. But with a little American ingenuity I bet we can get there by 2025. (Stephen Colbert)


In New York City, a Scotsman and an American were discussing how far each could make a dime go. They agreed to meet up again a few days later to see who had got the most out of a dime.


The Scotsman revealed how he had bought a cigar with his dime. He had smoked one-third of the cigar the first day and saved the ashes. He smoked another third the second day and saved the ashes. On the third day, he smoked the final third and again saved the ashes, and on the fourth day he gave the ashes to his wife to use as fertilizer on her roses. He told the American proudly: “How’s that for stretching a dime!”


The American said: “Very good, but I got you beat. I bought a Polish sausage for a dime, and the first day I ate half of it. On the second day, I ate the other half. The third day, I used the skin for a condom, and the fourth day I took a shit in the skin and sewed it back up. The fifth day, I took it back to the butcher and told him it smelled like shit. He agreed with me and gave me my dime back!”


A Canadian bought a new car but returned to the showroom the next day complaining that the radio didn’t work. The salesman explained that the radio was voice-activated. “Watch this!” he said. “Nelson!” The radio replied: “Ricky or Willie?” “Willie!” he continued – and “On the Road Again” came from the speakers.


The Canadian drove away happy and, for the next few days, every time he said, “Beethoven”, he’d get beautiful classical music, if he said, “Beatles!” he’d get one of their biggest hits, and so on. He was so pleased and impressed with his car.


Then one day, he was driving through Montreal when a carload of teenagers ran a red light and nearly smashed into his new car, but luckily he managed to swerve in time to avoid them. As they drove off, he yelled, “Assholes!” . . . and immediately on the radio the American National Anthem began to play.


An English visitor to the United States was taken by a work colleague to his first football game, one that was also being screened live on TV. Afterwards his host family asked him whether he had enjoyed it.


“Not really,” he admitted. “I found it boring. It was all very stop-start. Every thirty seconds or so, the referee would blow his whistle, and the game would then take a few minutes to resume.”


“Well, you know why that is?”


“No.”


“Snack breaks for the audience.”


What do you call an elevator with a group of slim, quietly spoken, intelligent people inside? – A lift.


The United Nations carried out a worldwide survey. The only question was: “Would you please give your honest opinion about solutions to the food shortage in the rest of the world?”


The survey was a total failure. In Africa they didn’t know what “food” meant. In Eastern Europe they didn’t know what “honest” meant. In Western Europe they didn’t know what “shortage” meant. In China they didn’t know what “opinion” meant. In the Middle East they didn’t know what “solution” meant. In South America they didn’t know what “please” meant. And in the USA they didn’t know what “rest of the world” meant.


An American walked into a London pub and asked for a Budweiser. The barman said: “You’re American, aren’t you?”


“Sure am,” said the American. “How could you tell? Was it the drink I ordered or my accent?”


“Neither,” said the barman. “It’s just that you’re the fattest bloke I’ve ever seen.”


Did you know most Americans pray before they eat? Can you imagine praying eighteen times a day? (Stewart Francis)


A police officer in London pulled over a driver who had been weaving in and out of the traffic. He approached the car window and said: “Sir, I need you to blow into this breathalyser.”


The man reached into his pocket and produced a doctor’s note. On it was written: “This man suffers from chronic asthma. Do not make him perform any action that may leave him short of breath.”


The officer said: “Okay, then, I need you to come and give a blood sample.”


The man produced another letter, which read: “This man is a haemophiliac. Please do not cause him to bleed in any way.”


So the officer said: “Right, I need a urine sample then.”


The man produced a third letter from his pocket. It read: “This man is an American. Please don’t take the piss out of him.”




Animals


What do you do if you come across a lion in the jungle? – Wipe it off and say you’re sorry.


Two American sociologists were attending a conference in Egypt. Having accidently left their watches at their hotel, they had completely lost track of the time. So when they spotted an old camel herder sitting on a stool by the side of the street next to his camel, they decided to ask him the time.


The old man calmly reached beneath the camel, raised its testicles, held them in his hands for a few moments and announced: “Eleven forty-five.”


The sociologists thanked him and went on their way, and over lunch they told their colleagues about the amazing camel herder who could tell the time simply by feeling the camel’s testicles. Was it some little-known Arab tradition, they wondered.


Later that day they saw the old man again, still perched on a stool beside his camel.


“Excuse me,” they said. “Can you tell us the time?”


As before, the old man reached beneath the camel, raised its testicles, held them in his hands for a few moments and declared: “Five twenty.”


“That’s incredible,” said one of the sociologists. “Can you show us how you are able to tell the time just from the touch of the camel’s testicles?”


“Very well,” said the old man. “Squat down next to me. Now grasp his balls gently and lift them up to his belly.”


“Okay,” said the sociologist, following his directions to the letter. “What now?”


“Well,” said the old man, “if you look through the gap where his balls were, you can see the clock tower.”


Why do elephants have four feet? – Because they’d look silly with only six inches.


An elephant in the zoo called across the fence of his enclosure to the camel and said: “Hey, camel, why are your tits on your back?”


“I don’t know,” said the camel. “Why is your dick on your face?”


A guy just back from a safari trip to Kenya recounted his experiences to a friend. “It was one hell of a trip, I can tell you. On the second day, I was out in the jungle when I suddenly heard a noise about fifteen feet away. I turned round to see this huge lion sizing me up for dinner. I froze for a second, then ran for my life. The lion bounded after me. He was almost at my shoulder when he slipped and I managed to edge ahead. But seconds later he had caught me up again and I could feel his hot breath on the back of my neck. He was just about to pounce but luckily for me, he slipped again.


“In the distance I could see this house and so I ran for it as fast as I could. But as I got close, the lion caught up again and was almost on top of me when he slipped for a third time. That enabled me to escape into the house and to slam the door in the lion’s face. It was a really close shave!”


“Hey! That’s some story,” said the friend. “If I’d been in that situation, I would have shit my pants.”


The guy said: “What do you think the lion kept slipping on?”


I recently adopted a whale and a monkey from an animal charity, which is all very well. But one day I’m going to have to be the one who explains to them why they don’t look like each other. (Mark Restuccia)


What did Santa call the reindeer with an injured leg? – Dinner.


Three old men – Ted, George and Tom – were sitting on a park bench debating what the meanest animal in the world was.


Ted said: “The meanest animal in the world is the hippopotamus, because it’s got such huge jaws. One bite and you’re gone!”


George shook his head and said: “No, the hippopotamus may be mean but he’s a pussycat compared to an alligator. An alligator’s got attitude, and one bite from those teeth, followed by the death roll, and you’re gone!”


Tom thought for a moment before saying: “As a matter of fact, you’re both wrong. The meanest animal in the world is a hippogator.”


Ted and George laughed. “What the hell’s a hippogator?” they asked. “There’s no such creature.”


“A hippogator,” explained Tom, “has got a hippo head on one end and an alligator head on the other.”


“Wait a minute!” interrupted Ted and George. “If he has a head on both ends, how does he shit?”


“He doesn’t,” said Tom. “That’s what makes him so mean.”


I took my young daughter on a trip to see her favourite farm animals and she did nothing but cry all day. Before we left I had to apologize to the abattoir staff.


They can see every man’s bald spot and down every woman’s blouse. That’s why giraffes are always smirking. (Conan O’Brien)


What do you get if you insert human DNA into a goat? – Banned from the petting zoo.


A guy walked into a bar with his pet monkey. The monkey immediately snatched handfuls of olives, limes and peanuts and started eating them. Then it grabbed the cue ball from the pool table, stuck it in its mouth and swallowed it whole.


The bartender complained about the monkey’s behaviour, but the owner said: “I can’t stop him. He’ll eat anything that’s lying around.”


Two weeks later, the man and the monkey were back in the same bar. The monkey immediately snatched a maraschino cherry from the bar, stuck it up its arse, pulled it out and ate it.


“Did you see what your monkey just did?” asked the bartender. “It put a cherry up its butt, pulled it out and then ate it. That’s gross!”


“I know,” said the owner. “You see, he still eats anything that’s lying around but ever since he ate that cue ball, he measures everything first.”


What do you get when you cross an elephant with a kitten? – A dead kitten with an eighteen-inch asshole.


How many mice does it take to screw in a light bulb? – Two. But how did they get in there?


A bear needed to go for a poop in the woods. As he squatted down behind a large bush, he found a rabbit doing the same.


“Hey,” said the bear. “Do you have trouble with shit sticking to your fur?”


“No,” said the rabbit.


So the bear picked up the rabbit and wiped his arse with it.


Squirrels: nature’s speed bumps.


A man was sitting in a bar with his dog. After a few minutes an attractive woman came in and began to make a fuss of the dog. The man told her that his dog possessed a unique talent – it could perform oral sex on women. The woman was initially horrified but after a few drinks she started to become intrigued by the idea and suggested that perhaps the dog could demonstrate its special trick on her.


So they all went to her apartment, where she took off her clothes and lay on the bed in anticipation. The man stood next to the dog and gave the command: “Okay, boy, go get it.”


The dog didn’t move an inch.


The man issued the command again, but the dog remained motionless. He tried a third time, but still the dog did nothing.


Finally in exasperation, the man said: “Okay, boy, I guess I’ll have to show you one last time . . .”


“I’m not a racist. Some of my best friend is black,” said the zebra.


Twelve guys decided to take a trip through the Sahara Desert, so they went to the Arab camel-hire post to buy some transport. The Arab told them it was 1,000 dinars per camel, which they said was too expensive as it would work out at a total of 12,000 dinars. So they decided to hire just the one camel, which they would all ride, sitting on the beast from head to tail.


Riding like this, they set off into the desert, but after a mile or so, the camel started staggering under its heavy load. It could hardly take another step. The first guy, the one on the camel’s snout, turned to the second man and said: “I guess the camel is fucked.” The second turned to the third and relayed: “I guess the camel is fucked.” The third passed it on to the fourth and so on, until the eleventh man turned to the twelfth, who was sitting on the camel’s very end, and said: “I guess the camel is fucked.”


“So what do you want me to do?” said the twelfth. “If I pull it out, I’ll fall off!”


Why do hippos mate in the water? – Have you ever tried to keep a fanny that big moist?


I love animals, but I like eating ’em more. Fun to pet, better to chew. (Jim Gaffigan) A polar bear was out driving in the wilds of Canada when his car broke down. He pushed it for twenty-five miles to the nearest town, where he took it to a garage.


While the mechanic tried to fix the car, the polar bear went to a supermarket to cool down after all the exertion. With no members of staff around, he wandered over to the freezer and proceeded to eat several boxes of ice cream. In doing so, he completely lost track of the time and had to hurry back to the garage, his face covered in ice cream.


The mechanic walked towards him, shaking his head, and said: “Looks like you blew a seal.”


“No,” said the polar bear, “it’s just ice cream.”


A contest was being held at the circus with a £1,000 prize being offered to the first person who could make the elephant nod his head up and down. Dozens of people tried and failed. Finally, a little old man walked over to the elephant, grabbed his balls, and squeezed as hard as he could. The elephant roared in pain and tossed its head up and down. The old man collected his prize money and departed.


The next year a similar contest was held using the same elephant, the only difference being that this time the winner had to make the elephant shake its head from side to side. Again dozens tried and failed. Finally, the same little old man who walked off with the prize money the previous year, appeared. He walked up to the elephant.


“Remember me?” he asked.


The elephant shook its head up and down.


“Want me to do what I did to you last year?”


The elephant shook its head back and forth violently. The old man walked off again with the prize money.


A young circus assistant was on his first day of training to be a tiger tamer. The trainer was telling him what to do. “Firstly, if the tiger growls, move back slightly. Secondly, if the tiger keeps growling, and moves towards you, move back a little more. Thirdly, if the tiger is still growling and advancing on you, throw a load of shit in its face.”


The assistant asked: “But what if there is no shit to throw?”


“Don’t worry,” said the trainer, “if a tiger is advancing on you, there will be!”




Anorexia


Why did the anorexic cross the road? – There was a strong breeze.


What do you call an annoying anorexic that gets under your skin? – A splinter.


My girlfriend is a blonde anorexic. I’ve stuck with her through thick and thin.


What do you get when you hang a bunch of anorexics next to each other? – Wind chimes.


Why do art teachers in elementary schools hire anorexics to model for their students? – Because kids can only draw stick figures anyway.


My anorexic friend died doing what she loved. Starving.


Why do anorexics scream during sex? – Because you’re breaking their bones.


How do you find a lost anorexic? – Tell your dog, “Fetch!”


Why do rock bands prefer anorexic groupies? – Because there will always be a spare set of drumsticks around just in case.


In these difficult times, my friend has had to tighten her belt, but that’s anorexia for you.




Art


The curator of a famous American art gallery commissioned an artist to create a painting depicting General Custer’s last thoughts. For six months, the artist kept his work a closely guarded secret, so its unveiling was eagerly anticipated. But when the big day came, the curator was horrified to see the result. Instead of a spectacular battle scene, the painting showed a large lake with fish leaping from the water. Bizarrely, the fish had halos around their heads. Meanwhile, on the shore of the lake hundreds of Indians were fornicating.


The curator was furious. “What on earth is this supposed to be?”


The artist said: “You asked for a painting representing Custer’s last thoughts. Well, this is it. Custer was thinking: “Holy mackerel! Where did all those fucking Indians come from?’ ”


I’m taking an art class and the nude model quit. Because I like to finger-paint. (Wendy Liebman)


An art class teacher had asked his students to sketch a naked man from memory. As he walked round the class looking at the drawings, he noticed that an attractive girl student had sketched the man with an erection.


“No,” said the teacher. “I wanted it the other way.”


The girl said: “What other way?”


A couple went to an art gallery. One painting was of a beautiful, naked woman with only a little foliage covering her private areas. The wife thought the picture was in bad taste and moved on quickly, but the husband lingered, completely transfixed.


“What are you waiting for?” she called out.


“Autumn,” he replied.


The thing about glitter is if you get it on you, be prepared to have it on you forever. Glitter is the herpes of craft supplies. (Demetri Martin)


A world-famous artist was visiting Rome painting landscapes and portraits. A nobleman requested an audience with the artist, which was granted.


The nobleman said: “Sir, I will give you 1,000 pieces of gold to paint my mistress nude.”


The elderly artist stated that he did not do that type of work as his moral standards would not allow it.


The nobleman returned a week later and said: “Sir, I know that you are an honourable man but my mistress is very impressed with your work. I will give you 5,000 pieces of gold if you will paint her nude.”


Once again the artist refused, stating his moral code as an excuse.


A month later, the nobleman returned and said: “Sir, I will give you 10,000 gold pieces to paint my mistress nude.”


The artist thought for a while and said: “Come back tomorrow and I will give you my answer.”


The nobleman arrived bright and early the following day. He repeated his offer – 10,000 gold pieces to paint his mistress nude.


The artist said: “My wife gave me permission to paint your mistress nude, on one condition.”


“Certainly, sir,” said the nobleman. “Name it.”


The artist said: “I must keep my socks on as I suffer from arthritis.”




Australians


Backpacking in Australia, a young Englishman found himself with time to kill in a remote outback town before the next leg of his journey. With over two hours until his bus was due, he decided to call in to the town’s only hotel for a beer and something to eat.


As he walked in, every head at the bar turned to stare out the stranger. The silence was deafening until one of the regulars stood up and announced: “I hope you’re not a pervert, because perverts aren’t welcome in this town.”


“No,” said the young man, “I assure you I’m not. I’m just waiting for my bus.”


He ordered a beer and a burger, and after his meal needed to use the toilet, particularly with the prospect of a seven-hour bus ride ahead. So he asked the bartender where the toilet was.


“The dunny’s out the back,” growled the bartender, “and don’t make a mess!”


Venturing outside, the young man was horrified to see that the toilets were nothing more than two pits piled high with festering poop. One pile was six feet high, the other four feet high. Bracing himself, he climbed to the top of the smaller pile and did his business. As he climbed down, the guy from the bar appeared and grabbed him around the throat.


“I knew you were a pervert!” he snarled. “You were in the ladies!”


Two Australian men were sitting on a rocky ledge above a quiet beach, with a rope going down into the sea and a little Chinese guy frantically trying to climb up it. While they were sitting there a passing priest called over and said: “God bless you, my children. I am so proud to witness Christianity at work, helping a fellow man in his hour of need.” With that, the priest continued on his way.


One Australian looked at the other and said: “Who the fuck was that?”


“Oh,” said the other, “that’s Father O’Brien. He knows all there is to know about the Bible.”


The first guy said: “Well, he knows fuck all about shark fishing!”


A wealthy American woman finally decided that at the age of sixty-two it was time she got married. She was very specific about her future husband, and wanted a man who had never before had sex with a woman. During months of searching, she took out personal ads in newspapers and magazines all over the world, and eventually found a man who met her criteria – a guy who had lived his entire life in the Australian outback.


After a brief correspondence, they got married in Miami. On their wedding night she went to the bathroom to freshen up but when she returned to the hotel bedroom she found her new husband standing naked in the middle of the room with all the furniture piled in a corner.


“Why have you moved all the furniture?” she asked.


“Well,” he replied, “I may never have been with a woman, but if it’s anything like screwing a kangaroo, I’m gonna need all the room I can get!”


You Know You’re Australian If . . .


•    You think Woolloomooloo is a perfectly reasonable name for a place.


•    You get old-age concessions at forty-five for having survived the killer wildlife.


•    When you hear that an American “roots for his team”, you wonder how often and with whom.


•    You’ve ever had a crush on your neighbour’s sheep.


•   You believe that cooked-down axle grease makes a good breakfast spread.


•   You know at least a dozen women called Kylie.


•   Your idea of foreplay is, “You awake?”


•   You feel the need to apologize if you go to a bar and order a non-alcoholic drink.


The United States government funded a study to determine why the head of a man’s penis is larger than the shaft. After ten months and at a cost of $500,000 they decided that the head is larger than the shaft in order to give the man greater pleasure during sex.


The Italian government also funded a study to find out why the head of a man’s penis is larger than the shaft. After nine months and at a cost of $400,000, they, too, decided that the head is larger than the shaft so that the man can experience greater pleasure during sex.


Dissatisfied with these findings, the Australian government conducted their own study. After two weeks and at a cost of $40.55 plus six cases of beer, they concluded that the head of a penis is larger than the shaft to prevent the man’s hand flying off and hitting himself in the forehead.


On his second day in Los Angeles, an Australian tourist got lost and ended up in gang territory. He was soon ambushed by a group of young thugs who threatened him with a knife.


“Have you come here to die?” sneered one.


“No, mate,” said the Aussie. “I came here yesterday.”


I love the irony that you get in Australia. They sell Steve Irwin DVDs on Blu-ray. (Daniel Sloss)


An Australian wedding reception was in full swing, but one of the guests, Joe, had been delayed and arrived late. When he finally reached the hotel, his mate Stewie was just leaving the party.


“I wouldn’t go in there if I were you, mate,” warned Stewie. “There’s bound to be trouble. They’ve run out of beer and the best man has just rooted the bride.”


So Joe decided to turn back towards his car but just as he was about to leave, another guest came out of the hotel and shouted: “Don’t go, fellas. Everything’s sorted. There’s another keg on the way and the best man has apologized.”


An Aussie guy approached a pretty woman on the beach and said: “Will you have sex with me?”


“No,” she replied firmly.


“That’s a shame. Well, would you consider lying down while I have some?”


Differences between Australians, Brits, Americans and Canadians


Aussies: Dislike being mistaken for Brits when abroad.


Canadians: Are rather indignant about being mistaken for Americans when abroad.


Americans: Encourage being mistaken for Canadians when abroad.


Brits: Can’t possibly be mistaken for anyone else when abroad.


Americans: Drink weak, pissy-tasting beer.


Canadians: Drink strong, pissy-tasting beer.


Brits: Drink warm, beery-tasting piss.


Aussies: Drink anything with alcohol in it.


Americans: Seem to think that poverty and failure are morally suspect.


Canadians: Seem to believe that wealth and success are morally suspect.


Brits: Seem to believe that wealth, poverty, success and failure are inherited.


Aussies: Seem to think that none of this matters after several beers.


Americans: Are flag-waving, anthem-singing, and obsessively patriotic to the point of blindness.


Canadians: Can’t agree on the words to their anthem, in either language, when they can be bothered to sing them.


Brits: Do not sing at all but prefer a large brass band to perform the anthem.


Aussies: Are extremely patriotic about their beer.


Brits: Are justifiably proud of the accomplishments of their past citizens.


Americans: Are justifiably proud of the accomplishments of their present citizens.


Canadians: Prattle on about how some of those great Americans were once Canadian.


Aussies: Waffle on about how some of their past citizens were once Outlaw Pommies, but that was okay so long as they could hold their beer.


Two Sydney construction workers, Bazza and Bruce, were on the roof of a twenty-one-storey skyscraper. Bazza turned to Bruce and said: “Mate, I need a piss, and the lav’s down on the ground.”


Thinking quickly, Bruce suggested: “Why don’t you stand on the end of a plank and piss off the edge? The winds will disperse the liquid and no one will be any the wiser. I’ll stand on this side of the plank to stop you falling off.”


Bazza agreed that it was a good idea, and so he stepped out on to the plank to do his business, while Bruce stood on the other end.


Then suddenly the lunch horn sounded, and Bruce instinctively walked away, leaving Bazza to plummet downwards.


Two months later, an Englishman, a Frenchman and an Australian were sitting in a London pub arguing about which country’s men pulled out all the stops to pursue beautiful ladies. The Englishman boasted: “Lads, we treat our ladies like queens, we take them out to dinner, a movie, maybe even to a club, before we pop home for a kiss and cuddle.”


The Frenchman scoffed: “Mon ami, you ’ave no idea. We French, we woo our ladies, we treat them to fine wines and chocolate, to roses and dancing. We romance them like no other countrymen in the world.”


Having quietly listened to the other two, the Australian finished his pint, leaned forward and said: “Mates, you two know nothing. We Aussies do the most to chase woman. Case in point: I was walking through Sydney a couple of months ago when I spied these two beautiful lasses. Well, not being one to hang about I made my way in their direction. At that point I was surprised by the sheer dedication of another of my countrymen, as he came flying out of the air, dick in hand, screaming ‘Cuuuunt!’ ”




Automobiles


What do you call a man with a car on his head? – An ambulance.


A car broke down on the highway. The driver pulled over to the side of the road and jumped out of the vehicle. Then he opened the trunk and pulled out two men wearing trenchcoats. The men stood behind the car, opened up their coats and began exposing themselves to oncoming traffic. The result was a horrific pile-up.


A police officer soon arrived on the scene and surveyed the wreckage. He yelled at the car driver. “Why the hell did you put those two perverts at the side of the road?”


“My car broke down,” he explained, “and I was simply using my emergency flashers.”


My driving instructor told me: “Never brake if there’s an animal in the road.” I’m not sure that mounted policeman agrees.


I got flashed by a speed camera on my way home. So that’s three more points on my wife’s licence. (Jack Dee)


Why should the roof on a convertible car be called a foreskin? – Because when you pull it back, it reveals the bell-end underneath.


Two paramedics arrived at the scene of a car crash. The driver of the car was sitting in his seat, screaming hysterically.


One of the paramedics tried to calm him. “Take deep breaths and pull yourself together.” Pointing at a girl lying unconscious by the side of the road, the paramedic added: “Be grateful that at least you haven’t gone through the windshield like your passenger. She looks in a really bad state.”


Still crying uncontrollably, the driver yelled: “You haven’t seen what’s in her mouth!”


What’s the difference between a porcupine and a stretch limo? – The porcupine has pricks on the outside.


A little old lady was driving her VW beetle along the road when, without warning, it suddenly ground to a halt. She got out, went to the front of the car, and raised the hood. While she stood there looking, another elderly lady pulled up, also in a VW Beetle, and offered some assistance.


“What’s wrong?” the second old lady asked the first.


“I seem to have lost my engine!”


“Oh! How lucky! I just happen to have a spare in my trunk!”


What’s the difference between eating pussy and driving in fog? – When you’re eating pussy you can see the asshole in front of you.


I was driving along the highway last week when I saw a sign that said: “Turnoff, 500 metres.” Sure enough, 500 metres further on, standing by the side of the road was my granny, wearing no knickers, lifting up her dress.


I actually got pulled over once for driving in the diamond lane. Cop said to me, “You know you have to have more than one person in the car to drive in the car pool lane.” I said, “Check the trunk.” (Doug Benson)




Babies


Nervously pacing up and down a hospital corridor, a man waited as his wife gave birth to their first child. After a long and difficult labour, the doctor came out and told the man that he was now the father of a baby boy.


The man was overjoyed and rushed in to see his wife, who drowsily handed him the new arrival. Seeing how tired his wife was, he asked the midwife whether there was anything he could do to help and, aware that he wanted to be part of things, she suggested that he take the baby into the next room and bathe him.


A few minutes later, the midwife popped her head round the door to see how he was getting on. She was horrified by what she saw: he had two fingers firmly lodged up the baby’s nose and was dragging the infant through the water in figures-of-eight.


“Good God, man!” she shouted. “That’s not how to bathe a newborn baby!”


“It bloody well is,” he replied, “when the water’s this hot!”


My mother tried to kill me when I was a baby. She denied it, of course. She said she thought the plastic bag would keep me fresh.


There were three unborn baby boys in a woman’s stomach, and they were discussing what they would like to be when they were older.


The first one said: “I want to be a plumber.”


The others laughed at this and asked: “Why a plumber?”


He replied: “So I can fix the pipes in here; it’s kinda leaky.”


The second baby said: “I want to be an electrician.”


The others laughed at this and asked: “Why an electrician?”


He replied: “So I can get some lights in here; it’s dark!”


The third baby said: “I want to be a boxer.”


The others roared with laughter and asked: “Why in God’s name do you want to be a boxer?”


He replied: “So I can beat the hell out of that bald guy who keeps coming in here and spitting on us!”


All babies look like Renée Zellweger pushed against a glass window. My friend insisted on showing me a picture of her new baby. I said at least he’s not a twin. (Joan Rivers)


A man was sitting on a bus when a beautiful young mother sat down next to him and started breastfeeding her baby. The baby was reluctant to take it, so the mother said: “Come on, eat it all up or I’ll give it to this nice man here.”


Five minutes later, the baby was still not feeding properly, so the mother repeated: “Eat it all up or I’ll give it to this nice man here.”


At this, the man said: “Listen, love, will you make your bloody mind up? I should have got off four stops ago!”


A girl gave birth and told one of her ex-boyfriends that he was the father.


He was not convinced. “You were seeing plenty of men behind my back. How do I know this baby’s mine?”


“He’s got your characteristics,” she said.


“Huh!” he scoffed. “Like what?”


“He was premature.”


Which sexual position produces the ugliest children? – Ask your mother.


A young couple had been living together for two volatile years. He was happy going down to the pub every evening with his mates, but she began to feel broody, so one day she asked him: “When are we going to have a baby?”


He put down his bottle of beer, looked her in the eye and said: “What about all the shit and piss, the vomit, the smell, and the screaming in the middle of the night? Is that the sort of environment you want to bring a baby into?”


Little Timmy had just got a little sister. His father came home from the hospital to fetch Timmy so he could visit his new sister for the first time. While driving to the hospital, the father decided to break some news to the boy.


“Timmy,” he said, searching for the right words. “Your sister . . . she isn’t . . .”


“Yes, Dad?”


“Well, she isn’t . . . like other girls . . .”


“Is something wrong with her, Dad?”


“Well . . . er . . . you’ll see, okay, you’ll see.”


Finally they arrived at the hospital, and as they rode in the elevator up to the ward, the father again tried to raise the difficult subject.


“Timmy, your sister . . . well . . . she . . .”


“Yes, Dad?”


“Well . . . she . . . oh, you’ll see, okay, you’ll see.”


They stepped out of the elevator and into a room full of little cute and cuddly babies.


“Dad,” said Timmy eagerly, “which one is my sister, which one, which one?”


The father replied hesitantly: “Your sister is not in this room . . . you see . . . when she was born . . . well . . . she . . . you’ll see, okay, you’ll see.”


They entered the next room. There were only two babies there, and both were missing one leg.


“Dad,” said Timmy. “Is one of these my sister?”


Swallowing hard, the father replied: “Well . . . actually . . . it’s none of these . . . you see . . . it’s even wor— Well . . . you’ll see, okay, you’ll see.”


They stepped into the next room, where there was one just baby, with both legs missing.


Timmy asked nervously: “Dad, is that my sister?”


“Well, Timmy . . . no . . . because . . . well . . .” The father paused, wiped his forehead with a handkerchief, and then continued: “You’ll see, okay, you’ll see . . .”


They stepped into the next room, where there was a baby with no legs and no arms and one ear missing.


Pointing at the poor baby, Timmy asked softly: “Dad, is that my sister?”


The father replied: “Well . . . unfortunately . . . oh, you’ll see, okay, you’ll see . . .”


The father dragged Timmy into the next room, and there was just one head – no arms, no legs and no body. Timmy raised his little finger, pointed trembling to the little head, and asked: “Dad, is that my sister?”


With tears running down his cheek, the father said: “No, it’s even wor— Your sis— Oh . . . you’ll see, okay, you’ll see.”


They went into the next room, and there, on a red silk pillow lay one solitary eye – no arms, no legs, no body, no head, no nothing, just one, single, eye.


Timmy didn’t know what to think. He lifted his trembling arm, pointed to the eye and sobbed: “Dad, is that my sister?”


“Yes,” said the father, by now in floods of tears. “That is your sister.”


Timmy thought for a second and then asked tenderly: “Can I wave to her?”


“There’s not much point,” said the father. “Unfortunately, she’s blind.”


You have to change a baby’s diapers every day. When those directions on the side of the Pampers box say, “holds 6–12 pounds” they’re not kidding! (Jeff Foxworthy)


Gazing adoringly at his new son lying in the cot, a husband said with a cheeky grin: “He’s quite big down there, isn’t he?”


“Yes,” said the wife. “But at least he’s got your eyes.”




Bankers


A consultant surgeon asked a doctor: “Have you told the banker in bed number eleven that he only has a week to live?”


“Yes, I have,” replied the doctor.


“Damn!” said the consultant. “I wanted to tell him!”


What’s the difference between a guy who lost everything in Las Vegas and an investment banker? – A tie.


A local charity office realized that it had never received a donation from the town’s leading banker. So they called him, hoping to get a contribution. “Our research shows that out of a yearly income of at least £750,000, you haven’t given a single penny to charity. Wouldn’t you like to give back to the community in some way?”


The banker replied frostily: “First, did your research also show that my mother is dying after a long illness, and has medical bills that are several times her annual income?”


Embarrassed, the charity caller mumbled: “Um . . . no.”


“Or,” continued the banker, “that my brother, a disabled veteran, is blind and confined to a wheelchair?”


The charity caller began to stammer out an apology but was interrupted as the banker’s voice rose with indignation. “Or that my sister’s husband died in a car accident, leaving her penniless with three children?!”


The humiliated caller said simply: “Sorry, I had no idea.”


“So,” barked the banker, “if I don’t give any money to them, why the hell would I give any to you?”


How do you save a banker from drowning? – Take your foot off his head.


A city banker was involved in a terrible car crash. The entire side of his Porsche was ripped away, along with his arm. When a police patrolman arrived on the scene, the banker was in a state of shock. “My car! My car!” he wailed.


Seeing the banker’s injuries, the patrolman said: “Sir, I think you ought to be more concerned about your arm than your car.”


The banker looked down in horror at where his arm used to be and screamed: “My Rolex! My Rolex!”


What’s the difference between a banker and an onion? – You cry when you cut up an onion.


A man had been found guilty of pushing a city banker off the roof of a twelve-storey building. The judge said: “Quite frankly, I am appalled. In all my years on the bench this is the most flagrant disregard for human life I have ever had the misfortune to witness. In passing the most severe of sentences I can only hope to protect society from any further endangerment, but before I announce my judgement I would just like to ask you one question: Did it not occur to you that you could have hit somebody?”


A wife opened the fridge at breakfast one morning and said to her husband: “Michael, where have the eggs gone?”


The husband replied: “You know the city banker who’s moved in next door? I gave them to him last night. I wanted to let him know how welcome he was.”


“All twenty-four of them?” she asked.


“Yes, take a look at his windows!”


Did you hear about the banker’s wife who had “severe penalty for early withdrawal” tattooed on her thigh?


A man went into a bar with a tiger and said: “Do you serve bankers?”


“Of course we do,” said the bartender.


“Excellent. That’s a beer for me and a banker for the tiger.”


A senior banking executive arrived for work in a brand-new BMW. One of the young bankers couldn’t help admiring it. “Nice car,” he said.


“Well,” said the executive, “work hard, put the hours in, and next year I’ll have an even better one.”


A banker was knocked down and killed by a truck outside my house yesterday. I thought, “Wow, that could have been me.” Except I can’t drive a truck.




Bars


A horse walked into a bar. The bartender said: “Why the long face?”


The horse said: “One theory is that in our early ancestors the skull lengthened so that when grazing, our eyes were positioned above the grass, thereby enabling us to spot oncoming predators.”


“So it’s not because you’re unhappy, then?”


“Goodness me, no!” exclaimed the horse. “It’s an evolutionary feature.”


Then the horse did a massive dump on the floor.


A guy was chatting up a girl in a bar. He said: “You remind me of my little toe.”


“Ah,” she said. “Is that because I’m small and cute?”


“No, it’s because I’ll probably end up banging you on the coffee table.”


While sitting at a bar, a guy glanced across the room and saw a pretty young woman waving at him and mouthing “hello”. But he was puzzled because he couldn’t place her. So when he had finished his drink, he went over and asked her: “Do you know me?”


“I think you’re the father of one of my kids,” she replied.


He started to panic. His mind raced back to the only time he had ever been unfaithful to his wife and he blurted out: “My God, are you the stripper from my bachelor party that got me so aroused I had to lay you right there and then on the pool table while all my buddies sprayed whipped cream on us?”


“No,” she replied calmly. “Actually, I’m your son’s math teacher.”


Chat-up line in a bar: “Does this rag smell like chloroform to you?”


A woman and her husband were out having a few drinks in a bar. As they were discussing different drinks, she remembered a new cocktail she had heard about and begged her husband to try one.


After a little persuasion, he relented and allowed her to order the drink for him. The bartender subsequently placed the following items on the bar: a salt shaker, a shot of Baileys and a shot of lime juice.


The husband looked at the ingredients quizzically and the woman explained: “First you put a bit of salt on your tongue. Next you drink the shot of Baileys and hold it in your mouth. Then finally you drink the lime juice.”


So the husband, trying to please her, went along with it. He put the salt on his tongue – it was salty, obviously, but okay. He drank the shot of Baileys – smooth, rich, cool, very pleasant. He thought it was quite a good drink – until he drank the lime juice.


At one second, the sharp lime taste hit. At two seconds, the Baileys curdled. At three seconds, the salty, curdled taste and mucous-like constituency hit. At four seconds, it felt as if he had a mouth full of catarrh. This triggered his gag reflex, but being manly and not wanting to disappoint his wife, he swallowed the now foul-tasting drink.


After finally choking it down, he turned to his wife and said: “My God, what do you call that drink?”


She smiled at him and answered: “Blow Job Revenge.”


A guy walked into an empty Montana bar and ordered a beer. As he approached the bar, he noticed a table about six foot by four foot with some lines marked six to ten inches from one edge. Next to each line there were initials. So he asked the bartender: “What are all those marks on that table?”


“It’s a game the locals play,” said the bartender. “They pull out their dicks, stretch them as far as they can and mark a line.”


Well, this guy was hung like a horse and reckoned he could beat all the lines on the table, so he asked: “Can I have a go?”


“Sure,” said the bartender.


So the guy pulled out his dick and it was a clear winner by about three inches. He started to mark his line down when the bartender said: “No mate, the locals start from the other side.”


A man walked into a bar with an octopus. He perched the octopus on a stool and announced that it was the smartest octopus in the world. “This octopus,” he boasted, “is a musical genius. In fact, I’m so confident of his ability that I will pay £100 to anyone here who can find a musical instrument that my octopus can’t play.”


A man stepped forward with a guitar. The octopus picked it up and played better than Jimi Hendrix.


Another customer produced a trumpet. The octopus picked it up and played better than Louis Armstrong.


Then a third man handed the octopus a set of bagpipes. The octopus looked bewildered.


“Ha!” exclaimed the challenger. “You can’t play it!”


“Play it?” said the octopus. “I’m going to fuck it as soon as I get its pyjamas off!”


A thirteen-year-old girl walked into a bar and demanded of the bartender: “Give me a double Scotch on the rocks.”


“Do you want to get me into trouble?” asked the bartender, incredulous.


“Maybe later,” said the girl. “Right now, I just want the Scotch.”


A man walked into a bar and said to the barman: “Anything but a pint of Stella.”


“What’s wrong with Stella?” asked the barman.


“I had fifteen pints last night and woke up fucking skint.”


“Well,” said the barman, “I suppose fifteen pints would leave you a bit short.”


“No, you don’t understand. Skint is the name of my Jack Russell.”


A sexy young woman walked up to a bartender and purred: “May I speak with your manager?”


The smitten bartender was eager to be of service. “Can I help you?” he asked.


“Well, it’s kinda personal.”


“I’m sure I can help,” he insisted.


She smiled and slipped two of her fingers suggestively into his mouth. He was instantly turned on and began sucking them.


Then she leaned forward and whispered in his ear: “Tell your manager there’s no toilet paper in the ladies’ restroom.”


A man wanks into a bar. The bartender says: “Sorry, we don’t serve your typo in here.”


An attractive woman was standing at the bar when she turned to the man next to her and purred: “I love the strong silent type.”


Thinking he was being chatted up, he replied: “You mean a man like me?”


“No,” she said moving away. “Farts – like the one I’ve just done.”


Three guys were sitting in a bar talking about the scariest sound they’d ever heard.


The first said: “My car broke down on a level-crossing one night, and I heard this train coming down the track. I was so scared I thought I was going to have a heart attack on the spot!”


The second said: “I was skiing in the mountains last winter, and suddenly I heard this sinister rumble getting nearer and nearer by the second. It was an avalanche. I was so scared all the snow around me was brown!”


The third said: “I remember when I was down in Houston. I picked up this chick in a bar and she took me back to her penthouse flat. Just when I started giving it to her, the door was kicked in. ‘Shit!’ she screamed. ‘That’s my husband!’ So I climbed out the window on to this six-inch ledge. Just then the husband reached out of the window and grabbed my balls in his right hand.”


“Hang on,” interrupted the first guy. “What’s that got to do with the most frightening sound you ever heard?”


“Well,” said the third guy. “Have you ever heard a bloke trying to open a straight razor with his teeth?”




Bestiality


Five men were stranded on a tropical island. The only female around was a gorilla that lived on the other side of the island. After a month, the sexual frustration was so great that one of the men, Wayne, announced: “I’m so horny, I can’t bear it anymore!”


So he grabbed a bag and stormed off to the other side of the island, closely followed by his four friends. They managed to catch the gorilla and each guy grabbed an arm or a leg while Wayne put the bag over the gorilla’s head. He then climbed on top of the gorilla and started to have sex with her.
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