26th June, 2020
Edition 15

CINEMA
There is going to be a drive in cinema set up in Garons Park at the end of July which will
be showing three films over three consecutive nights: July 31, Aug 1 and Aug 2. The films
will be Grease, Bohemian Rhapsody and The Greatest Showman. They will be shown on a
huge LED screen and the park can accommodate 150 cars, all two metres apart. If
successful, there will be further films shown in August.
To book visit: https://www.sunsetdrivein.co.uk/

SHORT STORY COMPETITION
Joe Berry – commended by Dee Gordon
Man’s Best Friend
My wife said “You can’t let him talk to you like that; sort him out!”
He was six foot, six inches tall and well built. I am five feet four inches. After a gulp of
beer I went towards the bar. This awful man was shouting at the barmaid.
He was drunk and making a scene. As I got closer to him I tripped over a dog and went
head first into this hulk of a man. He hit the ground. He yelped like a puppy, yelling
‘Don’t hurt me” and ran out of the pub. I was a hero.

Tommy Cooper quips:
"Man went into a bar, he only had one arm. Guy sitting next to him said 'Hey, you've got your sleeve in my
drink', man replied, 'There's no (h)arm in it' "
So I was getting into my car, and this bloke says to me "Can you give me a lift?" I said "Sure, you look
great, the world's your oyster, go for it.'
Two fat blokes in a pub, one says to the other "your round." The other one says "so are you, you fat
bast**d!"
D'you know, somebody actually complimented me on my driving today. They left a little note on the
windscreen, it said "Parking Fine." So that was nice.

Messages for the milkman:
Milkman, please could I have a loaf but not bread today.
Please cancel milk. I have nothing coming into the house but two sons on the dole.
Sorry not to have paid your bill before, but my wife had a baby and I've been carrying it
around in my pocket for weeks.
Sorry about yesterday's note, I didn't mean one egg and a dozen pints, but the other way
round.

These friars were behind on their belfry payments, so they opened up a small florist
shop to raise funds. Since everyone liked to buy flowers from the men of God, a
rival florist across town thought the competition was unfair. He asked the good
fathers to close down, but they would not. He went back and begged the friars to
close. They ignored him. So, the rival florist hired Hugh MacTaggart, the roughest
and most vicious thug in town to "persuade" them to close. Hugh beat up the friars
and trashed their store, saying he'd be back if they didn't close up shop. Terrified,
they did so, thereby proving that only Hugh can prevent florist friars.
Mahatma Gandhi, as you know, walked barefoot most of the time, which produced
an impressive set of calluses on his feet. He also ate very little, which made him
rather frail, and with his odd diet, he suffered from bad breath. This made him (Oh,
man, this is so bad, it's good)... A super calloused fragile mystic hexed by halitosis.
And finally, there was the person who sent ten different puns to his friends, with the
hope that at least one of the puns would make them laugh...No pun in ten did.

WARNING
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Best wishes,
Ruth and the Team

