
Weâ€™re at the Beach, Have Some Pun!

Description

At the time this is published, we should be living it up with our family at the beach North Carolina.
Weâ€™re visiting the Outer Banks for the first time and, since Iâ€™m writing this before ever seeing
the area, Iâ€™m hoping weâ€™re loving the area. As long as we follow the rules, all should be well.

Our plans are minimal; play in the sand (attempting to build a sand castle) and ocean, eat good
seafood, and enjoy time together. Simplicity is bliss when it comes to travelling with a toddler as well as
when youâ€™re at the beach and just want to relax. Weâ€™re not ones to go crazy planning things,
that almost seems to add stress when there should be none!

While Iâ€™m gone, I just thought Iâ€™d share a few puns to make you laugh (or groan) since Iâ€™m
sure all 5 of my followers are having pun withdrawals. And we all know, 7 days without puns makes one
weak. Letâ€™s start with a beach related pun.
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Hopefuly, with the help of our safe sunscreen, that wonâ€™t be us. As for my Uncle Paul the math
teacher, spending time at the beach will just make him a tangent. Go ahead, groan it out, thereâ€™s
more where that came from!

Vandalism is just a stoneâ€™s throw away.
The starving mathematician joined a free lunch program, itâ€™s the binomial distribution.
Math teachers just have a lot of problems.
The difference between a hippo and a zippo is that oneâ€™s really heavy and the other is a
little lighter.
The man called someone a watering hole, but he meant well.
The drinking club lost its members since the liters did a pour job.
After repeated fatal accidents to his flock of sheep, the farmer was able to bring some back
to life each time, but they were all rams. I guess ewe only live once.
My blind friend saves a ton of money on his electric bill, but he never sees the savings.
The greedy dyslexic desired fame so bad that he said heâ€™d sell his soul to Santa.
There was a major theft at the upholstery factory. Luckily, everything was recovered.
The pianist locked up and started singing because he couldnâ€™t find the key.

Have a great rest of the week!
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