 Okay, here goes.  (Names have been changed to protect the guilty)

My Grandmother, Trapped on a Ship With Two Old Ladies.

Did you have a good time on your trip?

· Oh, god I don’t even want to talk about it!!

Why? What happened?

· Forget about it. Really.

(Three hours later)

Are you ready to tell me about your trip?

· You wouldn’t believe.  First!  You know they’ve both smoked for 40 years.  Well! I don’t know what is wrong with Sissy!  She always looked like she could walk plenty good to me but now I guess all the smokin’ caught up with her.  We get to the airport and she yells for us to get a skycap to get her a wheelchair ‘cause she can’t walk “one more step!”  I mean, it isn’t like she hasn’t been on the          SON-OF-A-BITCHEN PLANE for the last FOUR HOURS!!  So here I am trying to get them fatasses’ luggage off that big round thing while they stand there looking stupid.  Well, the skycap had to take the wheelchair back, so no sooner did I get one of Sissy’s bags off that conveyer belt, she’s a sittin’ on it.  All I know is that when I turned my back, I here this big crash!  And there she was, Sissy, sprawled out on floor.  I just walked away.  But I know it took THREE PEOPLE to get her up!

HAHAHAHAHAHAH!!!!!!!  That is the funniest thing I’ve ever heard.

(Grandmother doesn’t even crack a smile)

Sorry. Go on.

· So we get on the ship and get to our room. “I’M HOT!!,” JoDean says.  So I open the window. “I’M COOOOOOOLD!!,”  Says Sissy.  So I close the window.  They went on like that for SIX DAYS!!!!

Sounds rough. (Stifling a giggle)

· That’s not the worst part!!  They had butt problems!!!!!

HAHAHAHAH!!!! BUTT PROBLEMS??!!??

· Yea!  “My hemorrhoids hurt!,”  says JoDean.   “You think that’s bad?” Says Sissy. “I’m CONSTIPATED!!!”  So JoDean says “I’ve got some laxative suppositories in my medicine bag.”  Did I mention that they have like a hundred prescriptions!?!  Anyway, Sissy decides to take the suppository. In about 5 minutes we hear her yelling from the bathroom, “I can’t get it to stay up!”  JoDean yells back “Use your middle finger!”  So Sissy takes a laxative and JoDean orders up some preparation H from room service.  Did you know they sent it on the tray with DINNER!?!   Anyway, ‘bout 3 in the morning Sissy’s laxative kicks in.  Let’s just say the smell woke me up!  

HAHAHAHAHAH!!

(Tears are streaming down my face)

· The next day, I wake up to the image of wet underwear hanging over the balcony of our room.  Now it’s JoDean’s turn to get constipated.  And this makes her bitch about her hemorrhoids constantly!  So she orders bran flakes for breakfast.

(I’m on the floor gasping for breath)

· After six and a half days if this SHIT!!!, we pack and get off the boat.  So here they go down the gangplank and Sissy has a sinking spell.  “I just have to sit down!!”  And so she does. Right in the middle of the gangplank!!  I just walked away and acted like I didn’t know them. 

