Half drunk, sat around the lunch table chatting about closing a deal.

A: Sounds good Tom. But, I’d like to take a look at your operations before I commit.

B: Fair enough Dug. Of course, I can get a hell of a good look at a T-bone steak by sticking my head up a bulls ass, but I’d rather take the butchers word for it. 

A: And you guarantee everything you say?

B: You know, I could guarantee you all day long, but we both know a guarantee is only as good as the

A: Sounds good Tom.  man who writes it. I’ll send the contract next week. 

B: Good man.

C: Still the best Tom. 

B: 8 whiskeys, and I can still do it.
