Talking in your sleep

It’s dangerous to talk in your sleep, as my neighbour found out.

When in bed with his wife he was having a restless night and as he tossed and turned he kept repeating 

‘Eva, darling’, when his wife’s name was Joan.

When he came down to breakfast in the morning he expected breakfast on the table as usual but the table was bare.

After asking what was going on he was told by his wife of his murmurings overnight.

She insisted on knowing who Eva was.

“You kept on saying ‘Eva, darling’, over and over again.” She said. “Who is she?”

He knew that he had to think of something quick.

“Eva Darling is the name of a runner at Ascot,” he said.

His wife accepted this explanation.

Thinking that all was well he happily breezed through the day’s work, but on getting home he found that the expected tea wasn’t forthcoming.

“Not again!” he moaned. “And what is the reason this time?”

“Your racehorse rang this afternoon,” he was told.

