Fisher Nuts
I should be the last one to honor Mr. Fisher.  He’s coming between me and my Howard.  What with all these new Fisher nuts, pretzels and cheese balls – that’s all he talks about.
You know, in the middle of the night, I hear “pssssst!”  

I think my Howard wants me.  

No such luck.

He just opened another can of Fisher Nuts!

Can you sue a peanut for alienation of affection?
