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barbed-wire fence. One soldier says "l wish it was Mary."
Another says "l wish it was Anne." But the country boy
says "l wish it was dark."™

Jl wish the ten bucks and monogrammed tweezers which
the college is paying me were: a Rolls Royce, eighty-foot
yacht, private country club, thousand square miles of
virgin woods around a steelhead river, Tfifty million cash,
the island of Oahu, and all the girls | ever wanted. But
as they say, "If wishes put legs on sheep, we"d all be
hairy babies."

A DEPRAVED CLOCK

Overnight, a clock stops telling time and starts show-
ing dirty movies. Its owner — afraid he"s overslept —
wakes next morning to a scene of perversion.

"Well, there are three anuses, six vaginas, and three
erect penises, which must mean it"s 12 o"clock; and since
one penis is black, that must mean it"s night, so | can go
back to bed," reasons the man. "But first | should discuss
with my wife -- my dearest friend and confidant — the
secret need which caused her to buy this lewd clock."

"Fool!" his wife greets his arrival in her bedroom.
"That was your boss. You"re fired for lateness."

"What was my boss? And how can | be late, when its
12 o"clock at night?" He pulls the clock from under his
robe (where he®s modestly hidden it) and shows it to his
wife, who shrieks in horror.

He looks and sees one white vagina with one donkey
penis half-embedded.

"1:30 in the afternoon! It"s taken me half a day to
walk Ffifty feet!" shrieks the man, grabbing his head as
if it might bounce away.

"As your job goes, so go I, pervert," his wife hisses,
bolting out the door in her pajamas. "Expect my lawyer."

Wringing his hands, the man collapses on his wife"s
bed. Mate and job both gone, possessions soon to follow.
His sole consolation the depraved clock — interesting,
he notices, now that his wife is gone. Sighing, he
settles back to watch Deep Throat Meets the SM Fetishist
AC-DC Nymphomaniac Lemur.

"I"m glad they"re gone,” he whispers minutes later,
amazed at the tingling zipping through his spine. "I™m
glad they"re gone!" he roars, suddenly seeing life as a
voluptuous girl reaching around to unsnap her bra just
for him.
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