Memory Gone

A young man is walking through the park when he sees an old man sitting on a park bench, crying his eyes out.

“What’s wrong, are you OK?” he asks.

“No” sobs the old man. “It’s my birthday today. I’m 79-years-old and I got married last week.” “Well, that sounds great, you should be very happy.”

“I am. My wife is wonderful. She’s 25 and the prettiest girl in town.”

“Aah,” says the man sympathetically. “I suppose you may be having some trouble in bed?” 

“Oh, no, we enjoy great sex, that’s no problem.”

“Then I can’t see what’s wrong. It all sounds ideal to me. Why are you crying?” 

“I can’t remember where I live.”

