DYING OF A DISEASE

     A nervous Jewish man sat upon a chair looking at his doctor with solemn looks. He was expecting the worst.

     “I’m sorry, sir. You have been diagnosed with a serious type of cancer. I think you only have 6 months to live,” his doctor broke the bad news.

     The man exited the doctor’s office to meet his son who was waiting outside. “Well, what is it?” the son asked, practically knowing the answer by looking at the features on his father’s face.

     “Well, son, we Jews celebrate the good things and the bad too. Well, things are not so good at the moment. I’ve been diagnosed with cancer and have about six months to live. So let’s head to the nearby pub for a couple of drinks,” the man replied to his disheartened son.

     And so they went and ordered a couple of drinks. As they drank, a few of the man’s friends came by and asked why where they celebrating.

     “We Jewish celebrate the good and the bad. I have been diagnosed with AIDS and I have only 6 months to live. So, cheers.”

     His friends gave their condolences and had a drink together. After they left, the man’s son turned to his father and asked “Pops, I thought you were diagnosed with cancer. Why did you say you were diagnosed with AIDS?”

     “Well, son, I making sure that none of them are going to sleep with your mother when I’m gone.”

