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So, you thought you could get rid 

of me, huh? Well, not really. 
Because I’m back and filled with 

beans. That means there’s an 

explosion awaiting in my butt. 
Until then, let’s start with a 

palindrome. This is what 

Barack’s dog said to him. 
“Obama, I am a Bo.” 

 

Or, you can anagram Barack 
Obama to what happened when a 

sheep attacked a sheepdog. 

“Baa! Bark! Coma.” 
 

Bar rock, oh, bomb uh. 

 
-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-= 

Well, Holly win is almost upon 

us. That’s when Holly wins the 
title of “Most Annoying Cat 

Ever.” She is so fat, when she 

jumps down on the floor, it 
registers a 7.2 on the Richter 

scale. I’d hate to experience a 
190.5 on the Richter scale. That 

must have been what happened 

when Mr. Richter stepped on the 
scale and weighed himself. And 

Holly win is when you get candy. 

Well, if you’re a kid. Adults are 
not allowed to go trick-or-

treating. I don’t know why, 

though, because I want candy. 
Stressed out because you don’t 

have a Holly win costume and 

you need to go out for Holly 
win? Here are some last-minute 

costume ideas. 

 
A Mummy. 

What to do: Roll yourself up in 

toilet paper. 
 

The Headless Man. 

What to do: Cover your head 
with your shirt. 

 

The Armless Man 
What to do: Put your arms in 

your shirt. 

 
The Legless Man 

What to do: Cut your legs off. 

 
That last one might be a little 

painful, but well worth it for the 
shock value. Holly will win the 

award for stupidest cat ever on 

October 31. 

I think, therefore I M. 

 | 
M 

said the letter M. 



I think. Wherefore I am? 

 
I’ll tell you. “Wherefore” doesn’t 

mean “Where,” it means “Why.” 

So when Juliet says “Wherefore 
art thou, Romeo?” she’s not 

asking where he is, she’s asking 

why must he be a Montague. 
 

The meaning of life. Why are we 

living? Why am I living? Is there 
existence after death? Does 

Heaven exist? Does Hell exist? I 

knew a man who shot himself 
because he wanted to see what 

happened after he died. Idiot was 

supposed to tell me what he saw 
but he kept quiet. I guess dead 

men tell no tales. What’s worse 

is he didn’t shoot himself, I shot 
him. Well then why didn’t I go to 

jail? I have a notarized paper that 

gave me permission to shoot him.  

Well, the government shut down. 

And then it unshut down. So 

does that mean it shut up? I wish 
Barack would shut up. His 

internet site for Obamacare 

registration also shut down. 
Nobody can log on to it. I tried 

logging on to it. I put my name 

as Adolf Hitler. I put my 
occupation as “Poland.” I didn’t 

get very far. The thing crashed. 

On my head.  

Daffynition: 

miniscule – a small college. 
 

 

I am so old, my license plate 
number is 1. OK, I lied. But my 

license plate number is 1. I got a 

personalized license plate that 
reads “1.” Why? Because when I 

drive my Model T down the 

street, people will look and go 
“hey! That guy has the very first 

license plate!” My model T fits 

me to a T. 
 

 

 
 

 

 
Henry Ford made the first Model 

T back in 1066, just after the 

battle of Hastings. Her name was 
Ford because she was president 

Gerald Ford’s sister in law. 

Henry got all mad that she had a 
girl’s name so she invented the 

car, and then paid William the 
Conqueror to run over her. And 

that’s how Henry Ford died. 

That’s the truth. Especially when 
you are crazy. Remember, if you 

want to write me an e-mail, 

please e-mail the Oregon Mental 
Hospital. 


