10th July, 2020
Edition 17

SHORT STORY COMPETITION
David White – commended by Dee Gordon
Sunday Morning
It was a typical Sunday morning for Jeff, except today he had a half-naked dead body in
his bed.
He couldn’t call the police, it was obvious she’d overdosed and he’d supplied the drugs.
Pete, his best pal, would be here soon … he’d sort everything out, he always did.
Jeff paced around the room anxiously waiting not sure whether to clear things, or just
sit and wait.
He heard the car pull up, glanced out of the window to check it was Pete and opened
the door.
Pete entered, and immediately asked “Why’s my wife’s car outside?”

Messages for the milkman:
Please send me a form for cheap milk, for I have a baby two months old and did not know
about it until a neighbour told me.
Please send me details about cheap milk as I am stagnant.
Milk is needed for the baby. Father is unable to supply it.
From now on please leave two pints every other day and one pint on the days in between,
except Wednesdays and Saturdays when I don't want any milk.

Tommy Cooper Quips
So I said to this train driver "I want to go to Paris". He said "Eurostar?". I said "I've been on
telly but I'm no Dean Martin".
So I said to the Gym instructor "Can you teach me to do the splits?". He said "How flexible
are you?". I said "I can't make Tuesdays". But I'll tell you what I love doing more than
anything: trying to pack myself in a small suitcase. I can hardly contain myself.
Now you know those trick candles that you blow out and a couple of seconds later they come
alight again, well the other day there was a fire at the factory that makes them.

I wandered lonely as a cloud
Two metres from the madding crowd
when all at once my name was called to
enter Waitrose hallowed hall.

I phoned my wife again to ask.
She reminded me of this special task:
"I need some flour to bake a cake
with all that cream you made me take".

This was the pensioner’s special hour.
I'd gone to get a bag of flour.
But I forgot when through the door,
what I had gone to Waitrose for.

"Ah yes I recall" I had to lie.
I dared not ask what flower to buy
but then I saw them next the tills
A bunch of golden daffodils

The Waitrose staff are extra kind,
I told them it had slipped my mind.
They asked what else I had forgot,
they clearly thought I'd lost the plot.

Anon

A backward poet writes inverse.
In a democracy it's your vote that counts. In
feudalism it's your count that votes.
When cannibals ate a missionary, they got
a taste of religion.
If you jumped off the bridge in Paris, you'd
be in Seine.

From the Classified Ads in UK Newspapers:
FREE YORKSHIRE TERRIER
8 years old.
Hateful little bastard.
Bites!
FREE PUPPIES
½ Cocker Spaniel ½ sneaky neighbour’s
dog.
COWS, CALVES: NEVER BRED
Also 1 gay bull for sale

From friends in the USA
The Church Ladies bulletins
Thank God for the church ladies with
typewriters. These sentences actually appeared
in church bulletins or were announced at
church services:

Pot-luck supper Sunday at 5:00 PM prayer and medication to follow.
The ladies of the Church have cast off
clothing of every kind. They may be seen
in the basement on Friday afternoon.
This evening at 7 pm there will be a hymn
singing in the park across from the
Church. Bring a blanket and come
prepared to sin.

WARNING
THE FOLLOWING PAGES CONTAIN BLACK HUMOUR ABOUT THE CORONAVIRUS. IF
YOU FEEL THAT THIS IS INAPPROPRIATE, THEN PLEASE DO NOT SCROLL DOWN ANY
FURTHER.

Best wishes,
Ruth and the Team

