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THE WIG
Customer: Sally

Husband: Norman

  Waitress: Anything else madam?

Customer: No, thank you. I’m waiting for somebody. 

(Later…)
Norman: Hello dear.

     Sally: Norman! It’s half past five! What time did we arrange to meet here?

Norman: I know, I know dear; but I’ve just been to the hairdresser.

     Sally: Really? It looks the same.

Norman: Does it? He said I was losing my hair.

     Sally: Losing your hair? (laughs)
Norman: Yes. He said it was all dying.
     Sally: Dying? (laughs again)
Norman: Yes. He said I needed special treatment.

     Sally: Special treatment! (goes into paroxysms of laughter)
Norman: Sally! 

     Sally: (Tries to control herself) Yes, dear
Norman: Sally, this is serious.

     Sally: Norman, don’t you remember?

Norman: Remember what Sally?

     Sally: You’re wearing a wig!  (reaches over and removes wig)

