Zambling Bling (Part One)

One Ring to rule them all, One Ring to bind them; One Ring bought at the mall when careless
schmucks can'’t find them.

by Bill Zam

As my wedding anniversary approaches, there’s no need for me to tie a string around my finger;
and no room, with my two rings clanking together as a constant reminder.

The engagement ring is without question the most important indicator of how much a man loves a
woman. If you believe that, | hope you got a p , because there are plenty of women with
rocks three times bigger than my wife’s wh o/ \ their diamonds to scratch obscenities into
the paintjobs of mistresses’ cars. Elin Noggg Nvas reportedly the size of a golf ball,
which is handy now that she’s probabl ck-window backswing to tee off on it.
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Until the next morning, when the adrenaline flOWlfg through my veins became paralytic poison.
Fighting through the pain, | awoke before my wife and gently roused her from sleep to explain
honestly and apologetically what had happened. Ha ha! Of course | didn’t. | snuck out of bed
early to create the appearance that | was completely healthy.

For my next mistake, | began washing dishes at 7 a.m. What wife would not be suspicious of
that? At first | pondered important issues, like what algorithm Dawn uses to calculate “2X
concentrated scrubbing power.” After a few minutes hunched over the sink with increasing
discomfort, however, | wondered if the spray nozzle hose was long enough to hang myself with.

<1 don’t believe in time.” —Hootie and the Blowfish
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That's when | noticed my wedding ring was gone. | quickly pulled the rubber seal off’ the garbage
disposal and fished my hand inside as far as it could go, probably breaking a few bones in the
process and finding nothing but dish scum. This explains why | was caught completely off guard
when a stern voice behind me asked, “Is there something you want to tell me?”

| glanced over my shoulder towards the bright light that was certainly my wife with flames coming
out of her eyes and desperately tried to figure out a way to explain the missing ring,

“You hurt your back again, didn’t you?” she asked.

She hadn’t noticed the missing ring at all! Overjoyed at my good fortune, | bounced upright and

turned around. Stabbing pains shot through m 'ne, making me wonder if | had left a carving
knife protruding from the drying rack, but | p#3Ke8ge anguish. What a gamer.
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The Return of the Ring? Co
the uncut version.

visit www.billzam.com for

* If you think “quickly pulling the rubber off” is offensive, you probably should leave now before the
leather glove part.

* Mortified? Be thankful you didn’t see the version where I fingered the British nanny.
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