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Once upon a time....There are two nunswalking through a forest.
One of them is known as Sister Mathematical (SM) and the other is
known as Sister Logical (SL). It is getting dark and they are still far
away from the convent.

SM: Have you noticed that a man has been following us for the
past thirty-eight and a half minutes? I wonder what he wants.

SL: It’s logical. He wants to rape us.

SM: Oh, no! At this rate he will reach us in 15 minutes at the most.
What can we do?

SL: The only logical thing to do of course is to walk faster.

SM: It’s not working.

SL: Of course it’s not working. The man did the only logical thing.
He started to walk faster too.

SM: So, what shall we do? At this rate he will reach us in one
minute.

SL: The only logical thing we can do is split up.You go that way
and I’ll go this way. He can’t follow us both.

So the man decided to follow Sister Logical. Sister Mathematical
arrives at the convent and is worried what has happened to Sister
Logical.

Moments later, Sister Logical arrives.

SM: Sister Logical! Thank God you are here! Tell me what
happened!

SL: The only logical thing happened. The man couldn’t follow us
both, so he followed me.

SM: Yes, yes! But what happened then?

SL: The only logical thing. I started to run as fast as I could and he
started to run as fast as he could.

SM: And?

SL: The only logical thing happened. He reached me.

SM: Oh, dear, what did you do?

SL: The only logical thing to do. I lifted my dress up.

SM: Oh, Sister! What did the man do?

SL: The only logical thing to do. He pulled down his pants.

SM: Oh, no! What happened then?

SL: Isn’t it logical, Sister? A nun with her dress up can run faster
than a man with his pants down........
(And those of you who thought it would be dirty, shame on you!!)

Paddy opened the morning
newspaper and was dumbfounded
to read in the obituary column
that he had died. He quickly

phoned his best friend Murphy.

”Did you see the paper?” asked
Paddy. “They say I died!!”

”Yes, I saw it!” replied Murphy.
“Where are you callin’ from?

“Well, Mrs. O’Connor, so you want a divorce?”
the solicitor questioned his client. ”Tell me about
it. Do you have a grudge?”

”Oh, no,” replied Mrs. O’Connor. “Shure now, we
have a carport.”

The solicitor tried again. “Well, does the man beat
you up?”

”No, no,” said Mrs. O’Connor, looking puzzled.
“Oi’m always first out of bed.”

Still hopeful, the solicitor tried once again.

”What I’m trying to find out are what grounds you
have.”

”Bless ye, sor. We live in a flat - not even a
window box, let alone grounds.”

”Mrs. O’Connor,” the solicitor said in considerable
exasperation, “you need a reason that the court
can consider. What is the reason for you seeking
this divorce?”

”Ah, well now,” said the lady, ”Shure it’s because
the man can’t hold an intelligent conversation.

Julius Caesar walked into a bar. He said to the bartender,
“I’d like a martinus.”

The bartender, a little confused, says,“Don’t you mean a martini?”
Caesar replied, “If I’d wanted a double, I would have asked for it.”

Ten things you can say when playing
Golf that won’t get you arrested.

10. Nuts... my shaft is bent.
9. After 18 holes I can barely walk.
8. You really whacked the hell out

of that sucker.
7. Look at the size of his putter.
6. Keep your head down and

spread your legs a bit more.
5. Mind if I join your threesome?
4. Stand with your back turned

and drop it.
3. My hands are so sweaty I can’t

get a good grip.
2. Nice stroke, but your follow

through has a lot to be desired.
1. Hold up... I need to wash my balls first.


