The scene: A barren wasteland, devoid of all life, meteoric debris is scattered about. Slowly two people crawl from the wreckage – they look at each other.
He:  Man, look at all these corpses. Hey! You’re not dead. I like that in a girl.

She:  What’s going on?

He: Apparently, we’ve been bombarded by unidentified plot-driving objects. 

She: But how? Why?

He: I imagine this must benefit Halliburton in some way. If there is a Halliburton after all this.

She: What should we do?

He: Well, at the end of the world, it’s traditional to Just Do It.   So baby, can I get in your Old Navy jeans?
She: These aren’t Old Navy.  These fine pants from Levi Strauss have endure the profusion of meteoric fragments to which we’ve been subjected

He: But can they withstand the lovin’ of a man who’s known as the King of Beer?
She: Really, I’m not that kind of girl. What will people say?
He: [makes dying noises]

She: good point. So . . . . What’s in Your Wallet?

He: Why do you ask?
She: Well, as the last two people who can repopulate Smallville, we owe it to ourselves to guard our health.

Put a condom on your cock

Boost your sex self-worth

Take good care of yourself

The last man on earth

Use a rubber every day

So you don’t get ill

Take good care of yourself

Last in Normalville

Take care with yours and mine ooh-ohh

Sixty-nine ooh-ooh

Is just fine ooh-ooh

Don’t get a pain and ruin your pee-pee

[He pulls a condom from his wallet & dances while she scat sings]

Take care with yours and mine ooh-ohh

Sixty-nine ooh-ooh

Is just fine ooh-ooh

Don’t get a pain and ruin your pee-pee

Stay away from HIV

You big silly dope

Take good care of yourself

You’re our only hope

She: Is that a Procter & Gamble product?

He: No, I got it in a box of General Mills cereals;  Trix is for fuckbunnies, not silly kids. So what do you say, baby, should we create the next generation of Normalvillians?
[They exit or go behind something, commence heavy breathing]

He: Oh yeah baby, It’s the real thing!
She: I’m Lovin’ It 

He: Oh man, you’re as sweet as The Taste of the Rockies
She: It’s everywhere you want to Be
He: Look out sweet thang, cuz You’ve got mail
She: That’s it?

[She reenters, rather disgusted looking]

She:  You know in that fifteen minutes, I could have saved 15% on my car insurance.
-END-
