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“It’s positively nauseating the way he goes

on and on about his mythical exploits,
always having to be the centaur of

attention.”



My friend Rory went out with Alice on
their first and last date. He was
talking about the beautiful northern
lights but went on about them for five
hours. It was a case of a Rory bhoring
Alice.

- M. E. Kabay
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S0, THESE THREE LITTLE MICE ARE
BLIND AND THE FARMER'S WIFE COMES
ALONG AND CUTS OFF THEIR TAILS
WITH A CARVING KNIFE!? WHO WRITES

THIS STUFE STEPHEN KING? "



Rubes By Leigh Rubin
RubesCartoons.com

leigh@rubescartoons.com

© 2023 Leigh Rubin!

creators.com




'F"‘

"
v

= e S e |
L I G oo n | e 14
¥ 1 - - 1 - 1 : ..h
| B am,__, Goldom Books, .~ (L

F ol

[

L ; ’-r \ ' r 1
w2 e ¥

~_yand Godzilla |

-
.

=)

) E

"ﬁ 4 ;Q.-r 4

- Destro




.

“I swear, if he says, ‘It's better to be busy
than bored’ just one more time ...."
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A German tourist is driving down the
Interstate in Ohio at 140 mph. The
Highway Patrol officer pulls him over
and says she has to search his car.
She finds a piece of raw, bloody meat
in the trunk. The tourist says, "Oh ja,
das ist mein spare veal."

- Prairie Home Companion



"I need to buy some
boards there, Sven."

"How long you want
‘em, Ole?"

"Long time. I'm
building a house, ya
know."

- Prairie Home Companion




Found an extra pair of boots at the
worksite so | decided to give my boss a
heart attack




A pancake, a fried
egg. a bowl of cereal
and a cup of coffee
walk into a bar.

The bartender says,
"Sorry, we don't
serve breakfast

here."
- M. E. Kabay



I needed information about candles and so
I went to Wickipedia.




"Okay, Mr. Hook. Seems you're trying to decide
between a career in pirating or massage therapy.
Well, maybe we can help you narrow it down."



Horse-drawn
carriages were
popular in the 19th
century, but you
hardly ever see
horses drawing
anything these days.

Why is that??



Why did the cows return
[ X L]
to the marijuana field?
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It was the pot calling the cattle back.
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Some nut on TV says rubbing coffee
grounds on your naked body will get
rid of cellulite. Apparently you can't
do this in your local coffee shop. And
now the cops are here.
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I drove my Chevy to the levy while | was drinking whiskey & rye.




Ole is hiking in the mountains
when he slips on a wet rock and
falls over the edge of a 200
metre cliff. He's hanging onto a
ledge looking into the deep fjord
below him - certain death - and
his hands start to perspire. He
yells out, "Is anybody up there?"

He hears a deep voice ringing out
over the fjord. "I'm here, Ole.

It's the Lord. Have faith. Let go
of that ledge and I will save you."

Ole looks down and up and says
"Is anyone else up there?"

- Prairie Home Companion



Ole came home from work one afternoon and
found Lena sitting naked on the edge of her
bed.

“Lena, why are you sitting there with no clothes
on?" he asked.

She answered, "Oh Ole, I have no clothes to
wear."

"Don't be silly, you've got lots of clothes to
wear!" said Ole, going over to her closet. He
flung open the door and said, "See? Here's a
blue dress, here's a yellow dress, here's Sven,
here's a polk-a-dotted dress...."

- Prairie Home Companion




“Here’s the last entry in Carlson’s journal:
‘Having won their confidence, tomorrow
| shall test the humor of these giant
but gentle primates with a simple
joy-buzzer handshake.’”




A Priest was being honored at his retirement dinner after 25
years in the parish. A leading local politician and member of the
congregation was chosen to make the presentation and to give a
little speech at the dinner.

However, he was delayed, so the Priest decided to say his own
few words while they waited:

"I got my first impression of the parish from the first
confession I heard here. I thought I had been assigned to a
terrible place. The very first person who entered my
confessional told me he had stolen a television set and, when
questioned by the police, was able to lie his way out of it. He
had stolen money from his parents, embezzled from his
employer, had an affair with his boss"s wife, taken illegal
drugs, and gave VD to his sister. I was appalled. But as the
days went on I learned that my people were not all like that
and I had, indeed, come to a fine parish full of good and loving
people.”...

Just as the Priest finished his talk, the politician arrived full
of apologies at being late. He immediately began o make the
presentation and gave his talk:

“I'll never forget the first day our parish Priest arrived,” said
the politician. "In fact, I had the honor of being the first
person to go to him for confession.”




Lena was competing in the Sons of
Norway Swim Meet. She came in last in
the 100-yard breast stroke and she
went to the judges. "Oh say, I don't
vant to complain, but I tink those other
girls ver using dere arms!"

- Prairie Home Companion




An insurance-salesman from a big city
is visiting a ranch on his holiday and is
walking around the corral when he
meets one of the older hands feeding
the horses. He walks over and strikes
up a conversation.

"How long have you worked here?" he
asks.

"25 years," the ranch-hand says.
"Ever had any accidents?"
"Nope, none at all."

"Really?" says the visitor. "Not a single
problem in 25 years?"

"Well," says the cowboy, "I did get bit
on the hand by one of the horses

once."

"Doesn't that count as an accident?"
asks the insurance man.

"Nope," says the ranch-hand. "He bit
me on purpose."

- Prairie Home Companion



The other night I was invited out for a night with
"the girls." I told my husband I'd be home by
midnight, "I promise!" Well, the hours passed and
the margaritas went down way too easily. Around
3am,a bit loaded, I got home - just as the
cuckoo clock in the hallway cuckooed three times.
Quickly, realizing that my husband would probably
wake up, I cuckooed another three times, and
then another six times. I was really proud of
myself for coming up with such a quick-witted
solution to avoid a possible conflict with him.

The next morning, my husband asked me what
time I got in, so I said, "Midnight!" and he didn't
seem at all irritated. Whew! I got away with that
one!

Then he said, "We need a new cuckoo clock." I
asked him why, and he said, "Well, last night our
clock cuckooed three times, then said 'Oh shit,'
cuckooed four more times, cleared its throat,
cuckooed another four times, giggled, cuckooed
twice more, and then tripped over the coffee
table and farted."



Descartes when he realized that
people who don’t think also exist







Recently discovered in Disney’s vault:
Steamboat Willie versus the Quacken.



WHY | GOT DIVORCED

Last week was my 40th birthday, but my wife didn't wish me a happy birthday that morninc
My parents forgot and so did my kids. | went to work and my colleagues didn't wish me a
happy birthday. As | entered my office, though, my secretary said, "Happy Birthday, Boss!"
Then she invited me out for lunch. We had a lovely snack and to my astonishment, she
invited me to her apartment. When we got there, she asked, "Do you mind if | go into the
bedroom for a minute?” | said that was fine, and she came out five minutes later with a
birthday cake, my wife, my parents, my kids, my friends and my colleagues all yelling,
"SURPRISE!!!" while | was waiting on the sofa naked.
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f times?

times or was it the worst o
It could scarcely have been both.”

would make up your mind, Mr. Dickens.

“I wish you
Was it the best of



There was a Roman
emperor who never
aged after he turned 19.
His name was
Constant Teen.
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 What's the circumference

of the Earth? Who wrote "\,
"The Odyssey" and "The

| Iliad?" What's the average

¥ rainfall of the Amazon




Ole and Sven go on a fishing trip up in Canada and come
back with only three fish. Sven says, "The way I figger it,
Ole, each of them fish cost us $400."

Ole says, "Well, at dat price it's a good ting we didn't
catch any more of them than we did!"

- Prairie Home Companion
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One night at the SETI Institute



A well-dressed frog enters the bank and goes up to a teller, whose
nameplate shows that she is Patty Whack.

"Miss Whack," he says,"l would like a $300,000 loan for my
holiday."”

Patty looks at the frog in disbelief and asks his nhame. He says he is
Kermit Jagger that that his dad, Mick Jagger, knows the bank
manager.

Patty explains that he will need to secure the loan with some
collateral.

“Sure,” says the frog. "l have this.” He produces a tiny porcelain
elephant an inch tall and perfectly formed.

Patty explains that she has to consult the bank manager. She finds
her and says, "This frog called Kermit Jagger claims his dad knows
you; he wants to borrow $300,000 with fA/s as his collateral!” She
holds up the tiny elephant and says, "l mean, what in the world is

this?"

The bank manager says, "It's a knicknack, Patty Whack. Give the
frog a loan. His old man’'s a Rolling Stone."

- M. E. Kabay



My Grandad was a WWII veteran.
In just one day during the Battle
of Britain, he destroyed 8 German
aircraft killing 32 Nazi aviators.

Easily the worst mechanic the
Luftwaffe ever had.
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Why, Grandma, what a ¢hrange fa¢-
emnation you have for my dog'¢ Lutt.




"Excuse me, Kate, may I come in? I've something to tell ya."
"Of course you can come in - you're always welcome. But where's
my husband?"

"That's what I'm here to be tellin' ya, Kate. There was an
accident down at the brewery...."

"Oh lerd, nol" eries Kate. "Please don't tell me...."

"I'm sorry Kate. Patrick is dead and gone."

"Finally she locked up. "Hew did it happen?"

"I+ was terrible, Kate. He fell inte a vat of Guiness Stout and
drewned."

"Oh my dear Jesus! But you must tell me true, did he at least go
quickly?"

"Well, ne, Kate... no. Not really. Fact is, he got out three times
to pee.”

- Prairie Home Companion



“RAPUNZEL, RAPUNZEL! ... LET DOWN
YOUR HAIR!”




When it's windy and you're wearing the
straw hat you got at a dollar store.




Ole finally gets a cell phone and on his way home on the freeway, he
calls up Lena and says, "Oh Lena, I'm calling you from the freeway on
my new cell phone."

Lena says, "Be careful, Ole, because on the radio they said some nut is
driving the wrong way on the freeway!"

Ole says, "One nut? Heck, there are hundreds of them!"

- Prairie Home Companion



To get the bus to

Hogwarts, please
run directly
at this sign
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IRISH MATH TEST

An Irishman wants a job, but the racist foreman won’t hire him until he must pass a little
math test.

Here is your first question, the foreman said. “Without using numbers, represent the
number 9.7

“Without numbers?” The Irishman says? “Dat is easy.” And proceeds to draw three trees.

“What’s this?” the boss asks. — R

“Have you ain’t got no brain? Tree and tree plus tree 1 1 1

makes 9” says the Irishman. b/ b/ ﬁ
/ / /

“Fair enough,” says the boss. “Here’s your second
question. Use the same rules, but this time the number is 99.”

The Irishman stares into space for a while, then picks up
the picture that he has just drawn and makes a smudge
on each tree... “Ere you go.” \J
g ik

The boss scratches his head and says, “How on earth do

you get that to represent 997”

“Each of da trees is dirty now. So, it’s dirty tree, and dirty tree, plus dirty tree. Dat makes
992

v — ﬂ il '\-'—-—\
The boss is getting worried that he’s going to actually [ 4

have to hire this Irishman, so he says, “All right, last l _I %
question. Same rules again, but represent the number
100.”

The Irishman stares into space some more, then he pricks up the picture again and makes a
little mark at the base of each tree and says, “Ere you go. One hundred.”

The boss looks at the attempt. “You must be nuts if you think that represents a hundred!”

The Irishman leans forward and points to the marks at the base of each tree and whispers,
“A little dog come along and poop by each tree. So now you got dirty tree and a turd, dirty
tree and a turd, and dirty tree and a turd, which makes ONE HUNDRED!”

G



Sigrun didn’t know which made her
more irritated: Thorfinn stealing her
miniskirt, or that it fit him so well...
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JANE AUSTEN BOARD GAME

© John Atkinson, Wrong Hands

nobleman tuns out lucky neighbour
to be a scoundrel Psl-uow)s' too much
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HAS BLOWN THE the Ball)
FAMILY FORTUNE.
GO FIND A | I
sent to live with
HUS X
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© Tohn Atkinson, Wrong Hands « qocomics.com/wrong-hands « wronghandsl.com



Judith with the Head of Holofernes
Cristofano Allori (Firenze 1577-1621)

"S’IT fmf}r, there :r a man at the deer whe
wishes to ?eafto the fequftfe
frouseheld.

512‘::} cff borrow it 7




An Englishman, a Frenchman,
a Spaniard and a German

are all watching a street
performer do some

excellent juggling.

The juggler notices that the
four gentelmen are moving
around trying to see him
better, so he stands up on a
large wooden box and calls
out, "Can you all see me
better now?"

They answer in unison,
lIYeslI lIouilI IISiII IIJa.II

- M. E. Kabay
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An airline pilot wrote that on this particular flight
he had hammered his ship into the runway really
hard. The airline had a policy which required the
first officer to stand at the door while the
passengers exited, smile, and give them a "Thanks
for flying our airline." He said that, in light of his
bad landing, he had a hard time looking the
passengers in the eye, thinking that someone would
have a smart comment. Finally, everyone had gotten
off except for a little old lady walking with a cane.

She said, "Sir, do you mind if I ask you a question?"”
"Why, no, Ma'am," said the pilot. "What is it?"

The little old lady said, "Did we land, or were we
shot down?"

- M. E. Kabay



PEARLS BEFORE SWINE BY STEPHAN PASTI

HEY, PIG, WHERE WERE YOU? || DRIVING MY \{ THESE HEAVY RAINS ARE ( GOAT, NEIGHBOR
CHEVROLET CAUSING FLOOPING EVERY- BOB, STEVE LEVY
TRUCK ALL WHERE, $0 IM CHECKING AND HIS FAMILY.

am

QVER TOWN. ON THE HOMES OF PALS
WHO ARE QUT OF TOWN.

LComy Fearls

BYE BYE MR, CARTOONING
GUY.
Fo I ke

aceilod

2
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MY FAVORITE DROVE MY CHEVY TO |-
 ANCHOR ON , THE LEVYS, BUT THE LEVYS |-
SPORTSCENTER BOBS LIVING ROOM WAS DRY
NERE FRIENDS 21 | CARPET WAS WET _
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“The fuel light’s on, Frank! We’re all going to
die! ... Wait, wait. ... Oh, my mistake—that’s
the intercom light.”



Ole and Sven are fishing in a rented boat but can't catch a
thing. Ole says, "Let's try a bit furder downstream." So
they do, and they catch their limit right away. On the way
home, Sven says, "I marked da spot where we caught dose
fish right dere in the middle of da boat, Ole, so we can get
back dere right away next time." Sven says, "You stupid -
how do you know ve vill get da same boat next time??"

- Prairie Home Companion



[t'e more ¢reative than a
phony ¢tomach ache, bub you
¢tall have tio go tio ¢ehool.

WOU'ONNVZIZ  pPLW0D0IUBTZLY /WMo 0eqare ]




In Las Vegas there are more Catholic Churches
than casinos. Not surprisingly, some
worshippers at Sunday services will give casino
chips rather than cash when the basket is
passed. Since they get chips from many
different casinos, the churches have devised a
method to collect all the offerings, then send all
their collected chips to a nearby Franciscan
monastery for sorting, and then the chips are
taken to the casinos of origin and cashed in. -
This is done by the chip monks.
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MURDER OR SUICIDE?

For those of vou who were unable 1o attend the awards dinner during the
annual [American Acaderny of Forensic Sciencesf meeting in San Diego, you
missed a tall tale on complex forensics presented by AAFS President Don
Harper Mills in his opening remarks. The following is a recount of Dr. Mills'
story:

On March 23 the medical examiner
viewed the body of Ronald Opus and
concluded that he died froma
gunshot wound of the head caused

I

by a shotgun. Investigation to that
point had revealed that the decedent
had jurnped from the top of a ten

stoty building with the mtent to commit suicide. (He left a note
indicating his despondency.} As he passed the 9th floer on the
way down, his life was mterrupted by a shotgun blast through a

window, killmg him instantly.

Neither the shooter nor the decedent was aware that a safety net
had been erected at the 8th floor level to protect some window
washers, and that the decedent would not have been able to
complete hus intent to cormmit suicide because of this.

4

e —

Ordinarnly, a person whe starts into motion the events with a
suicide mtent ultimately commits suicide even though the
mecharusm might be not what he intended. That he was shot on
the way to certain death nine stories below probably would not
change his mede of death from suicide to homicde, but the fact
that his sumaide intent would not have been achieved under any
circumstance caused the medical examiner to feel that he had
hormicide on his hands.

Further investigation led to the
discovery that the room on the 9th
floor from whence the shotgun blast

ernanated was occupied by an elderly

man and his wife.

He was threatenmg her with the shotgun because of an
mnterspousal spat and became so upset that he could not hold the
shotgun straight. Therefore, when he pulled the trigger, he
completely missed his wife, and the pellets went through the

window, strking the decedent.

When one mtends to kill subject A, but kills subject B in the
atternpt, one is guilty of the murder of subject B. The old man was
confronted with this conclusion, but both he and his wife were
adamant in stating that neither knew that the shotgun was loaded.
It was the longtime habit of the old man to threaten his wife with
an unloaded shotgun. He had no mtent to murder her; therefore,
the killing of the decedent appeared then to be accident. That is,
the gun had been accidentally loaded.

But further investigation tumned up a witness that their son was
seen loadmng the shotgun approximately six weeks prior to the fatal
accident. That investigation showed that the mother (the old lady)
had cut off her son's finandal support, and her son, knowing the
propensity of his father to use the shotgun threatenungly, loaded
the gun with the expectation that the father would shoot his
mother. The case now becomes one of murder on the part of the

son for the death of Ronald Opus.

Further investigation revealed that the son became increasingly

despondent over the fallure of Tus atternpt to get his mother

Sy

murdered. This led him to
jump oft the ten-story building
on March 23, only to be lulled
by a shotgun blast through a
9th story window.

~

The medical examiner closed
the case as a suicide.

Kk

Here's how Dr Mills explained his involvement with the story in a
1997 interview:

I rcade wp the story in 1987 to present at the meeting, for
entertainment and to illustrate how if you alter a few smalf facts you
greatly alter the legal consequences. In 1994 someone copied it on fo
the Internet. I was told it had already garnered 200,000 enguiries
on the Net. In the past twe years I've had aronnd 400 telephone
calls about it — Lbrarians, journalists, low students, even law
professors wanting lo incorporate i inte fext books,

https:/lwww.snopes.com/fact-check/1994s-most-bizarre-suicide/
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F- . z There was a house painter named Smokey MacGregor who was very

interested in making a penny however he could, so he often thinned down
his paint to make it go a wee bit further. As it happened, he got away with
this for some time, but eventually the Baptist Church decided to do a big
restoration job on the outside of one of their biggest buildings.

Smokey put in a bid, and, because his price was so low, he got the job.
Smokey set about erecting the scaffolding and setting up the planks, and
buying the paint and, yes, | am sorry to say, thinning it down with water....

Well, Smokey was up on the scaffolding, painting away, the job nearly
completed, when suddenly there was a horrendous clap of thunder, the
sky opened, and the rain poured down washing the thinned paint from all
over the church and knocking Smokey clear off the scaffold to land on the
lawn among the gravestones, surrounded by telltale puddles of the
thinned and useless paint. Smokey was no fool. He knew this was a

judgment from the Almighty, so he got down on his knees and cried: "Oh,
G-d, Oh G-d, forgive me; what should | do?"

From amid the thunder, a mighty voice spoke...

'Repaint !! Repaint !! And thin no more !!"

- M. E. Kabay



| threw 5 shoes, 3 broom whacks
and half a can of Raid extra power

Turns out it's a hair clip



THE ARGYLE SWEATER BY SCOTT HILBUR

WEeLL, THERE GoES THE 4 DRoP The HAT,
THIRD PoPE Tms MONTH . PoNT FF!

- VATI\CAN C\TY 1S TeRRoRZED, AGAIN,
“ Ll BY THe ONe-EYED, ONE- HORNED,

NIV FLYWG PURPLE PAPAL EATER.




ODHY We ceLeBRATe THe JOINING ToeeTHe
OF THIS DISH AND THiS SPOON!




Imagine you're traveling and
opening your passport at the
airport and boom!!!.... [&] [a] j&|




ARGHEOLOGISTS
UNGOVER CACHE

OF PENCILS BELONGING 0 &
WILLIAM SHARESPEARE 3=

A spokesperson for the
dig said: "They're so 3"
badly chewed at the ===
ends, we can't tell if

they're 2B or not 2B." ﬂ_@ﬂ !mij——-

BUY DUR POCKET-ROCKET PUN BOOK w o™
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"Mrs Johnson, I need to speak with you about
your son. I discovered him playing doctor with my
daughter!”

"Well, it's only natural for children that age to
explore their sexuality in the form of play."

"Sexuality?! He was trying to remove her
appendix!"

- Prairie Home Companion



“Well that’s how it happened, Sylvia. ... |

kissed this frog, he turns into a prince, we

get married, and WHAM! ... I’m stuck at
home with a bunch of pollywogs.”




ESTABLISHING PRIORITY

A captain notices a light in the distance, on a
collision course with his ship.

He turns on his signal lamp and sends, “Change
your course, 10 degrees west.”

The light signals back, “Change yours, 10 degrees
east.”

The captain gets a bit annoyed. He signals, I'm a
U.S. Navy captain. You must change your course,

The light signals back, “I'm a Seaman First Class.
You must change your course, sir.”

Now the captain is angry. He signals, “I'm an
aircraft carrier. I'm not changing my course.”

The light signals back a final message: “I'm a
lighthouse. Your call.”

- M. E. Kabay
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My very first pure bread dog. He just loafs
around the house all day. Maybe he has a
yeast infection. | have no dough left to spend
on him. At first | thought he was the greatest
thing since sliced bread., but he's so kneady.
Can't get him to rise in the morning. If he
doesn't smarten up, he's toast.




Yesterday I was at Costco buying a large bag of Purina dog chow
for my loyal pet, Necco, the Wonder Dog, which weighs 191 Ibs. T
was in the check-out line when a woman behind me asked if I had
a dog.What did she think I had an elephant? So because I'm
retired and have little to do,on impulse I told her that no, I
didn't have a dog, I was starting the Purina Diet again. I added
that I probably shouldn't, because I ended up in the hospital last
time, but that I'd lost 50 pounds before I awakened in an
intensive care ward with tubes coming out of most of my orifices
and IVs in both arms. I told her that it was essentially a Perfect
Diet and that the way that it works is, to load your jacket
pockets with Purina Nuggets and simply eat one or two every
time you feel hungry. The food is nutritionally complete so it

| works well and T was going to try it again. (I have to mention

| here that practically everyone in line was now enthralled with my
| story.) Horrified, she asked if I ended up in intensive care,
because the dog food poisoned me. I told her no, I stopped to
pee on a fire hydrant and a car hit me.

I thought the guy behind her was going to have a heart attack
COMPLETE ESSENTIALS he was laughing so hard.

Costco won't let me shop there anymore. Better watch what you
ask retired people. They have all the time in the World to think
of crazy things to say. Forward this (especially) to all your
retired friends...it will be their laugh for the day!

- Gordon Drysdale
On his Facebook page, 2021-07-07



A man's car radio finally stops working, so he
goes into an electronics shop and buys a
replacement. The sales clerk says, "This is the
latest model; it's voice-activated, so you just
tell it what you want to listen to and the
station changes. It even accesses the internet
if you have something very specific you want."

The man has it installed and starts driving.
"Classical," he says, and an NPR station comes
on with a Mozart symphony. "Rock," he says
and it switches to a station playing AC/DC.
Then an idiot driver goes by really fast and
cuts in front of him, so he yells, "Stupid!" and
the radio starts playing an interview with
Tucker Carlson.
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Hi, I've forgotten
what room I'm in.
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By Ben Lansing
& Susie MacNelly

1 KNOW IT'S WRONG, BUT 1
START DRINKING AS SOON AS
THE KIDS ARE IN SCHOOL...
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e
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DOES THAT MAKE ME
A BAD TEACHER?




Sven says, "O Ole, you
should be more careful
about pulling down your
window shades. I saw
you and Lena making
love last night."

"Ha, the jokes on you,

Sven! I wasn't home last
night!"

- Prairie Home Companion
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Just got off the phone with a friend who lives in Regina
Saskatchewan. She said that since early this morning the
snow has been nearly waist-high and is still falling. The
temperature is 32 below zero and the north wind is increasing
to near gale force. Wind chill is -59. Her husband has done
nothing but look through the kitchen window and just stare.

She says that if it gets much worse, she may have to let the
drunken bastard in.



For several years, a married man and an Italian
woman were having an illicit affair. When she told
him that she was pregnant, he tried to avoid
ruining his marriage by paying her to have the
child in Italy. He promised to support her and the
child until their offspring turned 18 years. She
agreed, but asked how he would know when the
baby was born. He told her to keep it discrete by
sending him a postcard with the word "spaghetti”
on the back. He would then know to start the
payments.

About nine months later, he came home to his
very confused wife. "Honey,"” she said, "you got a
very strange postcard today from ltaly.”

"Really,” he said. "Let me see....”
When he read the card, he turned pale
and fainted on the spot.

On the card was written, "Spaghetti, spaghetti,
spaghetti -- two with meatballs and one without.
Send extra sauce.”



A retired US marine Corps Sergeant took a new job as a high-
school teacher.

Just before the school year started, she injured her back and
had to wear a special rubber and leather harness around her
chest. Luckily, the harness was form-fitting and wasn't
obvious.

On the first day of class, she found out that her class
included the toughest students in the school. These toughies
had already heard that she was a former Marine and the

teacher was pretty sure they'd be testing her discipline in
the classroom.

On her first day, the new teacher opened the window and sat
down at her desk wearing a skirt, a nice blouse and a neck-
scarf. When a strong breeze made her scarf flap, she picked
up a stapler and stapled the scarf to her chest.

There was dead silence.

The rest of her career at the school went very smoothly.






8l THO SWEDISH ATTACK WAS LRSS SUcCessruL B



While at an amusement park one
very windy day, Scott found
himself inside one of the buildings
in idle conversation with a park
janitor, who was preparing to go
outside to pick up the blowing
litter. The woman was of small
stature (4'10", 90 pounds) and
she remarked that she would have
to put rocks in her shoes when she
went outside to work. Scott looked
at her and said, "You mean, now I
weigh me down to sweep?"



Sven and Ole go to the beach.
After a couple of hours, Sven
says, "This ain't no fun. How come
the girls ain't friendly to me?"

Ole says, "Well, I tell you, Sven,
maybe if you put a potato in your
swim trunks that would help."

So Sven does, but he comes back
to Ole later and says, "I tried
what you told me wit da potato,
but it didn't help."

Ole says, "No Sven - you're
supposed to put da potato in da
front."

-Prairie Home Companion



Two students are pathological liars who happen do be in the same class for
accounting. Finals are the next day and their very strict teacher says anyone late to
class will fail.

The students decide to go to a party instead of reviewing the course before the
exam.

The next morning, both of them oversleep and have to rush to class. When they get
to class the teacher tells them that they have both failed for being late.

“But sir, one of them says, “a tire on our car went flat. Please don't punish us for
something that's not our fault!”

The professor agrees to give them a test for full credit. He places them in different
rooms and gives each one paper with one question on it for 100 points.

The question is, “Which tire went flat?”



The customer in the shoe store
was trying on a shoe. They said
to the clerk, "It's too tight."

The clerk said, "Try it with
the tongue out."

The customer said, "It th nho

B0 ghood, it'th thtill thoo thight."

- M. E. Kabay



A guy on a tractor just drove by screaming
about the end of the world. | think he must have
been referring to his neighbor, Farmer Geddon.

- M. E. Kabay



A Texan, a Russian and a New Yorker go to a
restaurant. The waiter says, "Excuse me, but if
you want steak, we're sorry to tell you we have
none because of the shortage." The Texan
asks, "What's a 'shortage'?" The Russian asks,
"What's a 'steak'?" The New Yorker asks,
"What's 'excuse-me'?"

- Prairie Home Companion
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THANKS TO A TYPO IN THE CONTRACT, THE PROFESSOR
GAINED COMPLETE MASTERY OF ALL THE KNOWLEDGE N
THE HEAVENS AND THE EARTH, IN EXCHANGE FOR HIS SOUP.




Bono & The Edge walk into a Dublin bar.

The bartender says, "Oh no, not U2 again!



?

No witnedced were
able to place him at
the ¢rime deene.
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“Well, lad, you caught me fair and square. ... But
truthfully, as far as leprechauns go, I've never
been considered all that lucky.”




A urologist was increasingly irritated by an
extremely wealthy patient who kept demanding
instant service from him for her frequent
urinary difficulties.

Seeing how frustrated he was becoming, his
assistant said, "Doc, ureter beck and calll You
shouldn't prostate yourself before her unless
you re completely stoned." But then the nurse
said, "No no, I'm just kidney you."

- M. E. Kabay
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"Whoa! Mr Lewis! We don't
know that that thing is or
where it came from, but
after what happened to the
dog last week, we advise
people not to touch it."
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‘George,
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over there alone.’ ... Well, you know what George did.

over there and tell
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guy to shut that equipment off!’ ... So [ said
that guy’s a mad sc

“So George says, ‘I’






While vacationing in Africa, Pinocchio had his longtime

wish to be a real boy suddenly and unexpectedly granted.



"OK, so your first wish is for me to turn into
Fobin Williams; your second is for me to
perform hit tunes from Aladdin. | think your
final wish should be for immense wealth,
because Disney will be suing you up the
wazoo for copyright infringement.”
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PUEAYWRIGHT{NOEL COWARD: "EDNA'NSYOUJALMOST LOOK LIKE

NOVELIST EDNA FERBER: ''SO DO YOU."




ARS VINCIT OMNIA

A thief in Paris planned to steal some paintings
from the Louvre

After careful plonning, he got past security, stole
the paintings and made it safely to his van.

However, he was captured only two blocks away
when his van ran out of ¢as.



When asked how he could mastermind such 2
crime and still make such an obvious error, he
replied, "Monsieur that is the reason [ stole the
PIHLINES.

[ had no Monet

to buy Degas



to make the Van

See if you have De Gaulle to

send this on to semeone else.



[ sent it to you because 1 fisured 1 had nothing
Toulouse.
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TE THOUGHT HE WS SO
WT&EWHEWLE.

HE THOUGHT WED NEVER CATCH HIM. BuT

LOOKCAT HIM NOW.. AS SOON AS WE BROKE
HIS HALFBAKED ALIB| HE JUST

COMALETELY LENT T® PIECES,













THE DENTIST

A man went to the dentist to have his new denture plate examined.

The dentist was shocked by the rapid deterioration in the denture
plate, which was very badly corroded.

He asked, “How did your new denture plate get so badly damaged
so soon?”’

The man replied, “My wite served some chicken with Hollandaise
sauce for dinner. It was so delicious, I started putting Hollandaise

sauce on everything, eating it morning, noon and night.”

The dentist thought a moment, and then replied, “Well, that
probably explains it, because Hollandaise sauce 1s made with

lemon and has a high acid content.”

He continued, “I'll make you a new plate to replace the corroded
one, and just to make sure i1t doesn’t happen again, this time, I'll

coat the plate with chrome.”

“Why is it so important to cover the plate with chrome?” asked the
man.

“Haven’t you heard?” replied the dentist. ““There’s no plate like
chrome tor the Hollandaise.”
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Thomas Edison discovered electricity
while at ohm, encountering little
resistance as he plugged along. He tried
to stay current on what other inventors
were up to and he got a charge out of
their efforts. Sometimes he was
shocked by the slow pace of discovery
but he encouraged them, saying “You
conduit!” He wasn't always greeted
warmly, some considering him revolting.
But generally he was welcomed on the
Inventors circuit.















OPERA AUDIENCE MEME!ER. }"WHAT DO YOU THINK OF THE
SIHGER 5 ExECUTIDN?"

I?.ﬂﬂmL"'hl"I].“*nI CDDL*[DfGE: “I'M ALL FOR IT.”






BEING CALLED ‘TWO-FACED:

'IF,] HAD, TWO FACES, DO YOU THINK:I;D BE WEARING, THIS ONE?2
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DRUNK MAN: “I/CAN'T{BEAR FOOLS."

| DOROTHY PARKER: “"APPARENTLYAYOUR MOTHERICOULD. &

























Have reserved o tickets for .
opening night. Come * bring a friend,

if you have one.

4

. Ry
Churchill: Impossible to come to first

night. Will come to second night, A











































HOW DO THEY KNOW THE
LOAD LIMIT ON BRIDGES,

THEY DRINE BIGGER AND
BIGSER TRUCKS QVER THE

BRIDGE UNTIL 1T BREAKS.

fod. T T DEAR IF YOU
SUOULD'VE | DONT KNOW
GUESSED. | THE ANSWER,
NST TELL

THEN THEY WEIGH THE
LAST TRIKK AND
REBUILD THE BRIDGE .
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I'D DRINK IT."
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.7 T NeeD A ReLATIONJHIP
TUAT Move$ FORWARD, EDWIN!
WiTH You, 1T JUST KeePd ENDING
UP RIGHT DACK WHeRe
1T STARTeD!



















Revere dn‘Edwr-d;Ever ettdilale when asked
if he pr: a‘ :yl Ee'd j;(gr,_the Senators: “No. I look at
the Senators and pray for the country.”




Shaggy Dog Stories from Martin Rebas

http://www.rebas.se/humor/jokes.shtml

1  Emergency Cake

A baker is just getting ready lock his front door when a
man rushes up. “I need to have a cake made right now!”
he exclaims.

“I’'m sorry,” replies the baker. “But I was just closing up.
I’ve dismissed my staff; I've shut down my machines; I'm
afraid you’ll have to come back tomorrow.”

“I can’t wait until tomorrow!” insists the man. “It’s
absolutely imperative that this cake be made right now!”

The baker always liked to think of himself as a nice guy, so
he says, “All right, I’ll see what I can do.” He goes inside
and turns all his appliances back on. He then approaches
the counter and ties on his apron. “Okay, what is it you
need?”

The man whips out a sketch from his pocket. It’s a very
well drawn depiction of a cake. “It has to look just like
this,” says the man. “Exactly one foot wide, one foot long,
and six inches tall. White frosting, blue icing, and a red
cursive “S” in the middle. Just like this.”

Somewhat startled, the baker ponders the sketch for a few
moments and replies. “I think I can do that. It will be
ready in about half an hour.”

“Half an hour!?”” exclaims the man. “That won’t do. I need
this in fifteen minutes.”

“Fifteen minutes?” responds the baker. “I’m not sure I can
do that. I suppose I might be able to get it done that fast if
I used some pre-made dough. It wouldn’t taste as good
but...”

“I don’t care. Just get to it, please,” blurts the man, while
checking his watch frantically.

So the baker goes back and makes the cake. He works
faster than he ever has before, and somehow produces the
cake in just under fifteen minutes. He presents it to the
man fresh out of the oven. “Will this be sufficient?” he
asks.

The man takes a measuring tape from his pocket. He
checks the length, width, and height very carefully. He
then compares it to the sketch. Suddenly, a look of horror
comes across his face. “No no!” he exclaims. “The ‘s’ is
the wrong shade of red! It has to be the same shade as the
sketch. Oh, what will I do now??”

“Calm down,” says the baker. “If the shade really is a
problem I think I can re-ice it. It may take a few more
minutes...”

“You can?” asks the man anxiously. “Well please, get
M 2
going]!

So the baker quickly takes the cake back and puts on a new
“S”. A few minutes later he brings it back to the visibly
distraught man. “There you go. Is this what you were
looking for?” he asks.

Once again the man scrutinizes the cake, checking every
detail. He compares the shades of red, and this time
decides they’re all right. “Okay” says the man quickly, “this
is good. Can I pay you now.”

“Of course,” says the baker, hastily readying the cash
register. “Now, the boxes we have available are over here.
Do you want to pick one out?”

“Oh no, that won’t be necessary,” answers the man. “I’ll
eat it here.”

2  Three wishes

This chap walks into a pub and to his astonishment,
notices that there’s a chap stood at the bar who has a huge
orange for a head. Despite his curiousity, the chap decides
not to pry and sits down quietly.

After a few drinks, curiosity has overcome the chap and he
decides to enquire.

“Excuse me, mate, but I couldn’t help noticing you have a
big orange for a head. What happened?”

“Well,” says the man with the big orange for a head, “I
moved into a large old house not so long ago. One
afternoon, I decided to explore the attic and found an old
brass lamp in the corner. I rubbed the lamp and a Genie
popped out, explained he had been trapped in there for
two hundred years, and would grant me three wishes for
releasing him.”

“So what did you ask for first?”” asks the curious chap.

“I asked for ten million pounds. The Genie clapped his
hands, there was a flash of lightning, and he asked me to
phone the bank, who confirmed my balance was now ten
million pounds!”

“What did you ask for with your second wishr”

“Well, I asked if I could make love to the ten most
beautiful women in the world. Again, the Genie clapped
his hands, there was a flash of lightning, and the doorbell
rang. Ten supermodels ran in, picked me up, carried me to
bed, and ravished me all night!”

“Wow,” says the curious chap, “What did you ask for with
your third wish?”

“Well, I asked for a big orange for a head.”
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3 Calling home

Maid answers: Hello?

Tough Mafioso: Put my wife on the phone.

Maid: Just a minute.

Maid comes back after a minute: I’'m sorry but she’s
indisposed in the bathroom.

Tough Mafioso: I said put her on the phone. Now!

Maid stutters: She, she can’t come to the phone right now.
Tough Mafioso: 1f you don’t get her on the phone in two
seconds I’m gonna come over there and pull your jaw
from your face.

Maid stutters: You, you don’t understand, she’s in there
with another man.

Tough Mafioso: What!?!

Maid: Yeah.

Tough Mafioso: Listen, this is what I want you to do, 1
want you to shoot them both dead and then get rid of the
gun.

Maid stutters: I, I can’t do that, I can’t shoot anybody.
Tough Mafioso: You do it Now!

Maid stutters: I, I can’t!

Tough Mafioso: If you don’t do it right now I’'m gonna kill
you and your whole family. Go do it now! I wanna hear
the shots.

Maid: Ok.

The tough mafioso hears two loud shots over the phone.

Maid stutters: I did it.

Tough Mafioso: Good. Whad’ya you do with the gun?
Maid stutters: I threw it in the pool.

Tough Mafioso: Pool? What pool? We don’t have a pooll?
...Is this 734-22047

4 How To Punish a Rabbi

An orthodox Rabbi went golfing, although it was on the
Sabbath. Gabriel saw him, and summoned God.

“YHWH!” said Gabriel, “We have a rabbi golfing on the
Sabbath. Strike him down with a lightning bolt.” God said,
“I’ve got better plans for him.”

Just then, the Rabbi took a swing at the ball, and it drove
420 yards, bounced and rolled up onto the green and fell
directly into the cup, a hole-in-one. The Rabbi was ecstatic,
whooping it up.

Gabiriel says to God, “What gives, I thought you were
going to punish him?”

God says, “Who’s he going to tell?”

5 CIA job application

Three guys are applying for job with the CIA. They got all
the way to the final test.

So the first guy walks into the directors office and sits
down. The director reaches in his desk and pulls out a
pistol. Lays it on his desk in front of the guy. Tells him,
“This test is to test your loyalty. Take this gun and go up
the stairs and go into the first room on your right. Your
wife will be in there. Put a bullet in her head.” The guy
looks at him and says,”’no way.” So the director says, “You
fail.”

The next guy comes in. The diresctor tells him the same
thing. Guy picks up the gun and head for the room.
Comes back about 15 minutes later. Tells the director that
he just couldn’t go through with it. The director says, “you
fail.”

So now the third guy comes in, same scene. Guy heads up
to the room. The director hears 3 shots, followed by a
whole lot of ruckus(glass breaking, funiture getting
smashed). Guy comes back in all beat up and his clothes
tore up. The director goes, “What happened to you?” Guy
replies, “After three shots I realized that there were blanks
in the gun so I had to choke her to death.”

6 Important business

I was in the VIP lounge last week en route to Seattle.
Whilst in the lounge, I noticed Bill Gates sitting on the
Chesterfield enjoying a cognac.

I was meeting with a very important client who was also
flying to Seattle with me but she was running a bit late.

Being a forward type of guy, I approached Mr Gates and
introduced myself. I explained to him that I was
conducting some very important business and how I
would appreciate it if he could throw a quick “Hello,
Chris” at me when I was with my client. He agreed.

Ten minutes later while I was conversing with my client, I
felt a tap on my shoulder. It was Bill Gates. I turned
around and looked up at him. He said “Hi Chris, what’s
happening?”

To which I replied “Fuck off Gates, I'm in a meeting””.
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7  Race horse prediction

A geneticist, a physiologist and a physicist were summoned
to meet a wealthy racehorse magnate. He told them he
would give a million pounds to the one who could
accurately identify race-winning horses. After six months
of hard work, they returned to present their results to the
expectant millionaire.

The geneticist said, “I’ve looked into all the cutrent genetic
research, checked blood-lines going back decades, but
there are just too many behavioural and environmental
factors. I can’t help.”

The physiologist said, “I’ve looked at muscle mass, bone
volume and density, and all the other factors I can think
of, but the problem’s too complex. There’s just no
guarantee of predicting a winner.”

Finally, the physicist calmly walks up to the millionaire and
gives him an index card. “Here you go,” he says “I’ve
found an equation that solves the problem for you.”

“Wow,” said the millionaire, “That’s impressive...I’ll get
my cheque book.”

“Great. But there’s one thing you should know,” said the
physicist. “It only works for a spherically symmetric horse
travelling in a vacuum.”

B0
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Soap

SOFT-SOAP ROUTINE

Circulating on the ‘Net in November 1999

Something for al of uswho travel regularly

The following letters are taken from an actual incident between a London hotel and one of its guests.
The Hotel ended up submitting the letters to the London Sunday Times.

Dear Maid,

Please do not |eave any more of those little bars of
soap in my bathroom since | have brought my own
bath sized Dial. Please remove the six unopened
little bars from the shelf under the medicine chest
and another three in the shower soap dish. They are
inmy way.

Thank you, S. Berman

* k% %

Dear Room 635,

| am not your regular maid. She will be back
tomorrow, Thursday, from her day off. | took the
3 hotel soaps out of the shower soap dish as you
requested. The 6 bars on your shelf | took out of
your way and put on top of your Kleenex dispenser
in case you should change your mind. Thisleaves
only the 3 bars | left today which my instruction
from the management isto leave 3 soaps daily.

| hope thisis satisfactory.

Kathy, Relief Maid

* * %

Dear Maid

| hope you are my regular maid. Apparently Kathy
did not tell you about my note to her concerning the
little bars of soap. When | got back to my room this
evening | found you had added 3 little Camays to
the shelf under my medicine cabinet. | am going to
be herein the hotel for two weeks and have brought
my own bath size Dial so | won't need those 6 little
Camays, which are on the shelf. They arein my
way when shaving, brushing teeth, etc. Please
remove them.

S. Berman

* % %

Dear Mr Berman,

My day off was last Wed. so the relief maid left 3
hotel soaps, which we are instructed by the
management. | took the 6 soaps, which werein
your way on the shelf and put them in the soap dish
whereyour Dia was. | put the Dial inthe medicine
cabinet for your convenience. | didn't remove the
3 complimentary soaps, which are always placed
inside the medicine cabinet for al new check ins
and which you did not object to when you checked
inlast Monday.

Please let me know if | can of further assistance.

Y our regular maid, Dotty
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Dear Mr Berman,

The assistant manager, Mr Kensedder, informed
me this morning that you called him last evening
and said you were unhappy with your maid service.
| have assigned a new girl to your room. | hope
you will accept my apologies for any past
inconvenience. If you have any future complaints
please contact me so | can give it my personal
attention. Call extension 1108 between 8AM and
5PM.

Thank you.

Elaine Carmen Housekeeper

Dear Miss Carmen,

It isimpossible to contact you by phone since |
leave the hotel for business at 7:45 AM and don't
get back before 5:30 or 6PM. That's the reason |
called Mr Kensedder last night. Y ou were already
off duty. | only asked Mr Kensedder if he could do
anything about those little bars of soap. The new
maid you assigned me must have thought | was a
new check in today, since she left another 3 bars of
hotel soap in my medicine cabinet along with her
regular delivery of 3 bars on the bathroom shelf. In
just 5 days here | have accumulated 24 little bars of
soap. Why are you doing thisto me?

S. Berman

* * %

Dear Mr Berman,

Y our maid, Kathy, has been instructed to stop
delivering soap to your room and remove the extra
soaps. If | can be of further assistance, please call
extension 1108 between 8AM and 5PM.

Thank you,

Elaine Carmen, Housekeeper

* k% %

Dear Mr Kensedder,
My bath size Dial is missing.

Every bar of soap was taken from my room
including my own bath size Dial. | camein latelast
night and had to call the bellhop to bring me 4 little
Cashmere Bouquets.

S. Berman

* * %

Dear Mr Berman,

| have informed our housekeeper, Elaine Carmen,
of your soap problem. | cannot understand why
there was no soap in your room since our maids are
instructed to leave 3 bars of soap each time they
servicearoom. The situation will be rectified
immediately. Please accept my apologies for the
inconvenience.

Martin L. Kensedder Assistant Manager

* * %
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Soap

Dear Mrs Carmen,

Who the hell left 54 little bars of Camay in my
room?

| camein last night and found 54 little bars of soap.
| don't want 54 little bars of Camay. | want my one
damn bar of bath size Dial. Do yourealize| have
54 bars of soap in here? All | want ismy bath size
Dial. Please give me back my bath size Dial.

S. Berman

* * %

Dear Mr Berman,

Y ou complained of too much soap in your room so
| had them removed.

Then you complained to Mr Kensedder that all
your soap was missing so | personally returned
them. The 24 Camays which had been taken and
the 3 Camays you are supposed to receive daily. |
don't know anything about the 4 Cashmere
Bouquets. Obviously your maid, Kathy, did not
know | had returned your soaps so she also brought
24 Camays plus the 3 daily Camays.

| don't know where you got the idea this hotel
issues bath size Dial. | was able to locate some
bath size Ivory which | left in your room.

Elaine Carmen Housekeeper

* % %

Dear Mrs Carmen,

Just ashort noteto bring you up to date on my latest
soap inventory. As of today | possess:

e Ontheshef under medicine cabinet 18
Camay in 4 stacks of 4 and 1 stack of 2.

e OntheKleenex dispenser 11 Camay in 2
stacks of 4 and 1 stack of 3.

e Onthe bedroom dresser 1 stack of 3
Cashmere Bouquet, 1 stack of 4 hotel size
Ivory, and 8 Camay in 2 stacks of 4.

e Insidethe medicine cabinet 14 Camay in
3 stacks of 4 and 1 stack of 2.

e Inthe shower soap dish 6 Camay, very
moist.

e Onthenortheast corner of tub 1 Cashmere
Bouquet, slightly used.

e The northwest corner of tub 6 Camaysin
2 stacks of 3.

Please ask Kathy when she services my room to
make sure the stacks are neatly piled and dusted.
Also, please advise her that stacks of more than 4
have atendency to tip. May | suggest that my
bedroom window sill isnot in use and will make an
excellent spot for future soap deliveries. One more
item, | have purchased another bar of bath sized
Dia which | am keeping in the hotel vault in order
to avoid further misunderstandings.

S. Berman

3
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A man was mixing a martini, and a kitten
was studying every action intently. She
watched him take the ice from the
freezer. She followed the ice to the glass.
She helped him measure out the liquor
and stared at the ritual of the spearing of
the olives. Suddenly, a lemon twist
slipped from his hands and flew across
the kitchen. The kitten couldn't believe
her luck. She got there first. She bit into
the yellow twist before the man could
stop her, certain of a wonderful treat
these humans enjoy. The kitten's face
screwed up as she spit out the bitter rind.
"Aha,' said the mixologist, "So you have
learned a rind is a terrible thing to taste.”






























My three-year-old daughter asked me,
"Where does poo come from?"

To make it simple, I said, "You just
had breafast."

"Yes," she replied.

"Well, the food goes in your mouth
and then down into your tummy. Our
body takes all the good stuff it needs
out of the food and then what's left
goes down to your bottom and when
you go to the toilet that comes out as

poo.

She looked confused and stared at me
in stunned silence for a few seconds.
"But then where does Piglet come
from?" she asked in bewilderment.















THE PASTOR ASKED IF ANYONE IN THE
CONGREGATION WOULD LIKE TO EXPRESS PRAISE
FOR AN ANSWERED PRAYER. SUZIE STOOD AND
WALKED TO THE PODIUM.

She said, “I have some praise. Two months ago, my husband,
Frank, had a terrible bicycle accident and his scrotum was
completely crushed. The pain was excruciating and the doctors
didn’t know if they could help him.”

You could hear a muffled gasp from the men in the congregation
as they imagined the pain that poor Frank must have experienced.

“Frank was unable to hold me or the children,” she went on, “and
every move caused him terrible pain.”

“We prayed as the doctors performed a delicate operation, and 1t
turned out they were able to piece together the crushed remnants
of Frank’s scrotum, and wrap wire around it to hold 1t in place
with metal staples.” Again, the men 1n the congregation cringed
and squirmed uncomfortably as they imagined the hormble surgery
performed on Frank.

“Now,” she announced 1n a quivering voice, “Thank the Lord,
Frank 1s out of the hospital and the doctors say that with time, his
scrotum should recover completely.”

All the men sighed with unified relief. The pastor rose and
tentatively asked if anyone else had something to say.

A man stood up and walked slowly to the podium. He said, “T’'m
Frank.” The entire congregation held its breath.

“I just want to tell my wife that the word is sternum.”
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Texas Chili Contest

Note: Judge #3 was an inexperienced Chili taster named Frank, who was visiting
from Springfield, IL.

Frank: "Recently, I was honored to be selected as a judge at a chili cook-off. The
original person called in sick at the last moment and I happened to be standing
there at the judge's table asking for directions to the Coors Light truck, when the
call came in. I was assured by the other two judges (Native Texans) that the chili
wouldn 't be all that spicy and, besides, they told me I could have free beer during
the tasting, so I accepted”.

Here are the scorecard notes from the event:

CHILI #1 - MIKE'S MANIAC MONSTER CHILI...
Judge #1 - A little too heavy on the fomato. Amusing kick.
Judge #2 - Nice, smooth fomato flavor. Very mild.

Judge #3 - (Frank) -Holy shit, what the hell is this stuff? You could remove dried
paint from your driveway. Took me two beers to put the flames out. I hope that's
the worst one. These Texans are crazy.

* % *
CHILI #2 - AUSTIN'S AFTERBURNER CHILI..

Judge #1 - Smoky, with a hint of pork. Slight jalapeno tang.

Judge #2 - Exciting BBQ flavor, needs more peppers to be taken seriously.

Judge #3 - Keep this out of the reach of children. I'm not sure what I'm supposed
o taste besides pain. I had to wave of f two people who wanted to give me the
Heimlich maneuver. They had to rush in more beer when they saw the look on my
face.

*x x %

CHILI #3 - FRED'S FAMOUS BURN DOWN THE BARN CHILI...

Judge #1 - Excellent firehouse chili. Great kick.

-1-



Judge #2 - A bit salty, good use of peppers.

Judge #3 - Call the EPA. I've located a uranium spill. My nose feels like I have
been snorting Drano. Everyone knows the routine by now. Get me more beer before
I ignite. Barmaid pounded me on the back, now my backbone is in the front part of
my chest. I'm getting shit-faced from all the beer.

*x x %

CHILTI #4- BUBBA'S BLACK MAGIC...
Judge #1 - Black bean chili with almost no spice. Disappointing.

Judge #2 - Hint of lime in the black beans. Good side dish for fish or other mild
foods, not much of a chili.

Judge #3 - I felt something scraping across my tongue, but was unable to taste it.
Is it possible to burn out taste buds? Sally the beer maid, was standing behind me
with fresh refills. That 300-Ib woman is starting to look HOT...just like this
nuclear waste I'm eating! Is chili an aphrodisiac?

*x x %

CHILI #5- LISA'S LEGAL LIP REMOVER...

Judge #1 - Meaty, strong chili. Cayenne peppers freshly ground, adding
considerable kick. Very impressive.

Judge #2 - Chili using shredded beef, could use more tomato. Must admit the
cayenne peppers make a strong statement.

Judge #3 - My ears are ringing, sweat is pouring off my forehead and I can no
longer focus my eyes. I farted and four people behind me needed paramedics. The
contestant seemed offended when I told her that her chili had given me brain
damage. Sally saved my tongue from bleeding by pouring beer directly on it from
the pitcher. I wonder if I'm burning my lips of f. It really pisses me off that the
other judges asked me to stop screaming. Screw those rednecks.

CHILI #6- VERA'S VERY VEGETARIAN VARIETY...

Judge #1 - Thin yet bold vegetarian variety chili. Good balance of spices and
peppers.



Judge #2 - The best yet. Aggressive use of peppers, onions, and garlic. Superb.

Judge #3 - My intestines are now a straight pipe filled with gaseous, sulfuric
flames. I shit on myself when I farted and I'm worried it will eat through the
chair. No one seems inclined to stand behind me except that Sally. Can't feel my
lips anymore. I need to wipe my ass with a snow cone.

*x x %

CHILI #7- SUSAN'S SCREAMING SENSATION CHILI...
Judge #1 - A mediocre chili with too much reliance on canned peppers.

Judge #2 - Ho hum, tastes as if the chef literally threw in a can of chili peppers at
the last moment. **I should take note that I am worried about Judge #3. He
appears to be in a bit of distress as he is cursing uncontrollably.

Judge #3 - You could put a grenade in my mouth, pull the pin, and T wouldn't feel a
thing. I've lost sight in one eye, and the world sounds like it is made of rushing
water. My shirt is covered with chili, which slid unnoticed out of my mouth. My
pants are full of lava to match my shirt. At least during the autopsy, they'll know
what killed me. I've decided to stop breathing it's too painful. Screw it; I'm not
getting any oxygen anyway. If I need air, I'll just suck it in through the 4-inch hole
in my stomach.

*x X %

CHILI #8- BIG TOM'S TOENAIL CURLING CHILI...

Judge #1 - The perfect ending, this is a nice blend chili. Not too bold but spicy
enough to declare its existence.

Judge #2 - This final entry is a good, balanced chili. Neither mild nor hot. Sorry to
see that most of it was lost when Judge #3 farted, passed out, fell over and pulled
the chili pot down on top of himself. Not sure if he's going to make it. Poor feller,
wonder how he'd have reacted to really hot chili?

Judge #3 - No Report



The Cremation of Sam McGee

Robert W. Service (1874 — 1958)

There are strange things done in the midnight sun
By the men who moil for gold;
The Arctic trails have their secret tales
That would make your blood run cold;
The Northern Lights have seen queer sights,
But the queerest they ever did see
Was that night on the marge of Lake Lebarge
| cremated Sam McGee.

Now Sam McGee was from Tennessee, where the cotton blooms and blows.
Why he left his home in the South to roam ‘round the Pole, God only knows.
He was always cold, but the land of gold seemed to hold him like a spell;
Though he' d often say in his homely way that “he’ d sooner live in hell.”

On a Christmas Day we were mushing our way over the Dawson trail.

Talk of your cold! through the parka sfold it stabbed like adriven nail.

If our eyeswe' d close, then the lashes froze till sometimes we couldn’t see;
It wasn't much fun, but the only one to whimper was Sam McGee.

And that very night, as we lay packed tight in our robes beneath the snow,
And the dogs were fed, and the stars o’ erhead were dancing heel and toe,
He turned to me, and “Cap,” says he, “I’ll cash in thistrip, | guess,
Andif | do, I'm asking that you won't refuse my last request.”

WEell, he seemed so low that | couldn’t say no; then he says with a sort of moan:
“It’sthe cursed cold, and it’ s got right hold till I’m chilled clean through to the bone.
Y et ‘taint being dead--it's my awful dread of the icy grave that pains;

So | want you to swear that, foul or fair, you'll cremate my last remains.”

A pal’slast need isathing to heed, so | swore | would not fail;

And we started on at the streak of dawn; but God! he looked ghastly pale.
He crouched on the sleigh, and he raved all day of his homein Tennessee;
And before nightfall a corpse was all that was left of Sam McGee.

There wasn't a breath in that land of death, and | hurried, horror-driven,

With a corpse half hid that | couldn’t get rid, because of a promise given,

It was lashed to the sleigh, and it seemed to say: “Y ou may tax your brawn and brains,
But you promised true, and it’s up to you to cremate those last remains.”

Now a promise made is adebt unpaid, and the trail has its own stern code.

In the days to come, though my lips were dumb, in my heart how | cursed that load.
In the long, long night, by the lone firelight, while the huskies, round in aring,
Howled out their woes to the homeless snows—O God! how | loathed the thing.



And every day that quiet clay seemed to heavy and heavier grow;

And on | went, though the dogs were spent and the grub was getting low;
Thetrall wasbad, and | felt half mad, but | swore | would not givein;
And I’d often sing to the hateful thing, and it hearkened with agrin.

Till I came to the marge of Lake Lebarge, and a derelict there lay;

It wasjammed intheice, but | saw in atriceit was called the “Alice May.”
And | looked at it, and | thought a bit, and | looked at my frozen chum;
Then “Here,” said |, with a sudden cry, “is my cre-ma-tor-eum.”

Some planks | tore from the cabin floor, and | lit the boiler fire;

Some coal | found that was lying around, and | heaped the fuel higher;

The flames just soared, and the furnace roared—such a blaze you seldom see;
And | burrowed a hole in the glowing coal, and | stuffed in Sam McGee.

Then | made a hike, for | didn’t like to hear him sizzle so;

And the heavens scowled, and the huskies howled, and the wind began to blow.
It wasicy cold, but the hot sweat rolled down my cheeks, and | don’t know why;
And the greasy smoke in an inky cloak went streaking down the sky.

| do not know how long in the snow | wrestled with gridly fear;

But the stars came out and they danced about ere again | ventured near;

| was sick with dread, but | bravely said: “I'll just take a peep inside.

| guess he's cooked, and it’stime | looked;” . . . then the door | opened wide.

And there sat Sam, looking cool and calm, in the heart of the furnace roar;
And he wore a smile you could see amile, and he said: “Please close that door.
It'sfinein here, but | greatly fear you'll let in the cold and storm—

Since |l left Plumtree, down in Tennesseg, it’sthefirst time I’ ve been warm.”

There are strange things done in the midnight sun
By the men who moil for gold;
The Arctic trails have their secret tales
That would make your blood run cold;
The Northern Lights have seen queer sights,
But the queerest they ever did see
Was that night on the marge of Lake Lebarge
| cremated Sam McGee.
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About the poet

Robert W. Service, a Canadian poet and novelist, was known for his ballads of the Y ukon. He
wrote this narrative poem which is presented here because it is an outstanding example of how
sensory stimuli are emphasized and it has a surprise ending.

Robert William Service was born in Preston, England, on January 16, 1874. He emigrated to
Canada at the age of twenty, in 1894, and settled for a short time on Vancouver I1sland. He was
employed by the Canadian Bank of Commercein Victoria, B.C., and was later transferred to
Whitehorse and then to Dawson in the Y ukon. In all, he spent eight yearsin the Y ukon and saw
and experienced the difficult times of the miners, trappers, and hunters that he has presented to
usinverse.

During the Balkan War of 1912-13, Service was awar correspondent to the Toronto Star. He
served this paper in the same capacity during World War 1, also serving two years as an
ambulance driver in the Canadian Army medical corps. He returned to Victoria for atime during
World War I, but later lived in retirement on the French Riviera, where he died on September 14,
1958, in Monte Carlo.

Sam McGee was areal person, a customer at the Bank of Commerce where Service worked. The
Alice May was areal boat, the Olive May, aderelict on Lake Laberge.

Anyone who has experienced the bitterness of cold weather and what it can do to a man will
empathize with Sam McGee' s feelings as expressed by Robert Service in this poem.



THE DAM

Thisisan actual letter sent to a man named Ryan DeVries by the Michigan Department of Environmental Quality,
State of Michigan. See < http://www.snopes.com/humor/l etters’'dammed.htm > for corroboration.

* k %

STATE OF MICHIGAN

Reply to: GRAND RAPIDS DISTRICT OFFICE STATE OFFICE BUILDING 6TH FLOOR
350 OTTAWA NW GRAND RAPIDS MI 49503-2341

JOHN ENGLER, Governor

DEPARTMENT OF ENVIRONMENTAL QUALITY

HOLLISTER BUILDING, PO BOX 30473, LANSING MI 48909-7973

INTERNET: http://www.deg.state.mi

RUSSELL J. HARDING, Director

December 17, 1997

CERTIFIED

Mr. Ryan DeVries 2088 Dagget Pierson, M| 49339

Dear Mr. DeVries:

SUBJECT: DEQ File No. 97-59-0023-1 T11N, R10W, Sec. 20, Montcalm County

It has come to the attention of the Department of Environmental Quality that there has been recent unauthorized
activity on the above referenced parcel of property. Y ou have been certified as the legal landowner and/or contractor
who did the following unauthorized activity:

Construction and maintenance of two wood debris dams across the outlet stream of Spring Pond. A permit must be
issued prior to the start of thistype of activity. A review of the Department's files show that no permits have been
issued.

Therefore, the Department has determined that this activity isin violation of Part 301, Inland Lakes and Streams, of
the Natural Resource and Environmental Protection Act, Act 451 of the Public Acts of 1994, being sections
324.30101 to 324.30113 of the Michigan Compiled Laws annotated. The Department has been informed that one or
both of the dams partially failed during a recent rain event, causing debris dams and flooding at downstream
locations. We find that dams of this nature are inherently hazardous and cannot be permitted. The Department
therefore orders you to cease and desist all unauthorized activities at this location, and to restore the stream to a free-
flow condition by removing all wood and brush forming the dams from the strewn channel. All restoration work
shall be completed no later than January 31, 1998. Please notify this office when the restoration has been completed
so that afollow-up site inspection may be scheduled by our staff. Failure to comply with this request, or any further
unauthorized activity on the site, may result in this case being referred for elevated enforcement action. We
anticipate and would appreciate your full cooperation in this matter.

Please fedl free to contact me at this office if you have any questions.
Sincerely,
David L. Price

District Representative Land and Water Management Division



RESPONSE:

Dear Mr. Price:
Re: DEQ File No. 97-59-0023; T11N, R10W, Sec 20; Montcalm County

Your certified letter dated 12/17/97 has been handed to me to respond to. Y ou sent out a great deal of carbon copies
to alot of people, but you neglected to include their addresses. Y ou will, therefore, have to send them a copy of my
response.

First of all, Mr. Ryan DeVriesis not the legal landowner and/or contractor at 2088 Dagget, Pierson, Michigan - | am
the legal owner and a couple of beavers are in the (State unauthorized) process of constructing and maintaining two
wood "debris' dams across the outlet stream of my Spring Pond. While | did not pay for, nor authorize, their dam
project, | think they would be highly offended you call their skillful use of natural building materials "debris." |
would like to challenge you to attempt to emulate their dam project any dam time and/or any dam place you choose.
| believe | can safely state there is no dam way you could ever match their dam skills, their dam resourceful ness,
their dam ingenuity, their dam persistence, their dam determination and/or their dam work ethic.

Asto your dam request the beaversfirst must fill out adam permit prior to the start of this type of dam activity, my
first dam question to you is: are you trying to discriminate against my Spring Pond Beavers or do you require all
dam beavers throughout this State to conform to said dam request? If you are not discriminating against these
particular beavers, please send me completed copies of all those other applicable beaver dam permits. Perhaps we
will seeif there really isadam violation of Part 301, Inland Lakes and Streams, of the Natural Resource and
Environmental Protection Act, Act 451 of the Public Acts of 1994, being sections 324.30101 to 324.30113 of the
Michigan Compiled Laws annotated.

My first concern is - aren't the dam beavers entitled to dam legal representation? The Spring Pond Beavers are
financially destitute and are unable to pay for said dam representation - so the State will have to provide them with a
dam lawyer. The Department's dam concern that either one or both of the dams failed during arecent rain event
causing dam flooding is proof we should leave the dam Spring Pond Beavers alone rather than harassing them and
calling them dam names. If you want the dam stream "restored” to a dam free-flow condition - contact the dam
beavers - but if you are going to arrest them (they obviously did not pay any dam attention to your dam letter-being
unable to read English) - be sure you read them their dam Miranda rights first.

Asfor me, | am not going to cause more dam flooding or dam debris jams by interfering with these dam builders. If
you want to hurt these dam beavers - be aware | am sending a copy of your dam letter and this response to PETA. If
your dam Department seriously finds all dams of this nature inherently hazardous and truly will not permit their
existence in this dam State - | seriously hope you are not selectively enforcing this dam policy, or once again both |
and the Spring Pond Beavers will scream prejudice!

In my humble opinion, the Spring Pond Beavers have aright to build their dam unauthorized dams as long as the
sky isblue, the grassis green, and water flows downstream. They have more dam right than | to live and enjoy
Spring Pond. So, asfar as| and the beavers are concerned, this dam case can be referred for more dam elevated
enforcement action now. Why wait until 1/31/98? The Spring Pond Beavers may be under the dam ice then, and
there will be no dam way for you or your dam staff to contact/harass them then. In conclusion, | would like to bring
to your attention areal environmental quality (health) problem: bears are actually defecating in our woods. |
definitely believe you should be persecuting the defecating bears and |eave the dam beavers alone. If you are going
to investigate the beaver dam, watch your step! (The bears are not careful where they dump!) Being unable to
comply with your dam request, and being unable to contact you on your dam answering machine, | am sending this
response to your dam office.

Sincerely,

Stephen L. Tvedten



BACKGROUND (From Snopes)
Origins. In

July 1997, one of Stephen Tvedten's neighbors noticed flooding on his property and traced it back to adam on
Tvedten's stream. He complained to the Michigan Department of Environmental Quality (DEQ) on July 28.

Five months later, the agency responded with aletter to the offending land owner. The letter, from David Price, a
local Michigan DEQ official, was blunt. The "construction and maintenance of two wood debris dams across the
outlet stream of Spring Pond" was "unauthorized" because "a permit must be issued prior to the start of this type of
activity." Theletter ordered Stephen Tvedten, the land owner, to "cease and desist” under penalty of "elevated
enforcement action."

Mr. Tvedten responded to the Michigan DEQ's demand with the now widely-circulated "dam letter,” in which he
pointed out that the "debris dams" he had been ordered to remove because they were constructed without permission
from the state of Michigan were actually built by beavers. The DEQ later claimed they were fully aware the "debris
dams" were beaver dams; the issue, they said, was that the beavers who built them had long since abandoned the
dams, but Mr. Tvedten had been continuing to maintain and even build up the dams himself:

The letter concerned an enforcement action directed to atenant on property surrounding Spring Pond, which is
located in Pierson Township, Montcalm County, Michigan. The tenant was observed by the downstream
complainant, and has since admitted to the complainant, that he artificially built up, and maintained two abandoned
beaver dams on the discharge end of the natural pond. Such an activity falls under the jurisdiction of Part 301,

Inland Lakes and Streams, of the Natural Resources and Environmental Protection Act, 1194 PA 451, as amended. It
is the Department's position that in the absence of any threat to public welfare, beaver dams should be left in their
natural state, that being either actively maintained or abandoned by beaver.

The Department conducted an on-site inspection of the damsin August of 1997, accompanied by a Department of
Natural Resources fisheries biologist, the Pierson Township Supervisor and the complainant. The tenant's actions,
and athreat to the welfare of the downstream complainant prompted our correspondence of December 1997,
instructing the tenant to cease and desist all illegal activity and to restore the stream to its prior condition. The owner
of the property took issue with our action, and responded with his own version of the situation. It wasthis
correspondence that has been circulating in the internet.

Luis Sadivia

Grand Rapids District Supervisor
Land and Water Management Division
616-356-0208

For his part, Mr. Tvedten claimed that the dams had been "abandoned" because a neighbor had killed the beavers
(then filed a complaint with the state because he was concerned that the untended dams would bresk apart and enter
his property) and that no one but the beavers had ever maintained them. And contemporaneous accounts of the
brouhaha quoted a Michigan DEQ spokesman as saying the agency hadn't performed an inspection before firing off
their December 1997 letter to Mr. Tvedten:

Ken Silfven, public information officer at the state Department of Environmental Quality, said that . . . the account
was correct. He hastened to note, however, that the case was prompted by a complaint from a neighbor who was
concerned about flooding caused by the dams.

The department dropped its investigation after an inspection by a DEQ employee.

"It probably would have been a good ideato do the inspection before we sent the notice," Silfven said.

After some wrangling the agency ultimately dropped the issue, but not before Stephen Tvedten found an inventive
way of quickly pointing out both how ludicrous and humorous the situation was. In away dusty legal language
never could, such aletter servesto drive home the silliness of Michigan DEQ's intractable posturing. The beavers
are likely still ignorant of how close they came to being fined $10,000 a day for dam living expenses.

Barbara"in Michigan, transforming from guardian of the law to giardia of it just took atouch of beaver fever"
Mikkelson

Last updated: 5 August 2002 ; the URL for this page is http://www.snopes.com/humor/l etters/dammed.htm















































































ABBOTT & COSTELLO
WHO’S ON FIRST?

"Who's on First?" is descended from turn-of-the-century burlesque sketches like ""T'he Baker Scene' (the shop is
located on Watt Street) and "Who Died" (the owner is named Who). In England, in the variety halls (Britain's
equivalent of vaudeville theatres), comedian Will Hay performed a routine in the early 1930s (and possibly earlier) as
a schoolmaster interviewing a schoolboy named Howe who came from Ware but now lives in Wye. By the early 19305,
a "Baseball Routine" had become a standard bit for burlesque comics across the United States of America[citation

needed)].

Abbott and Costello honed the sketch, using the nicknames of then-contemporary baseball players like Dizzy and
Daffy Dean (and their alleged French cousin, "Goofé") to set up the premise. In 1938 burlesque producer John
Grant, working with Abbott and Costello, asked Will Glickman, a staff writer on The Kate Smith Honr radio
show, to sharpen and amplify the Baseball Routine for performance on the show. This version, with extensive wordplay
based on the names of contemporary baseball players, became known as "Who's on First?" By 1944, Abbott and
Costello had the routine copyrighted.

Abbott and Costello performed "Who's on First?" numerous times in their careers, rarely performing it the same way
twice. Once, they did the routine at President Roosevelt's request. The routine was featured in the team's 1940 film
debut, One Night in the Tropics. The duo reprised the bit in their 1945 filmr The Naughty Nineties, and it is that
version which is considered their finest recorded rendition. They also performed the routine numerous times on radio and
television (notably in the Abbott and Costello Show episode ""The Actor's Home").

In 1956 a gold record of "Who's on First?" was placed in the Baseball Hall of Fame museun in Cooperstown, New
York. A video (taken from The Nanghty Nineties) now plays continnonsly on screens at the Hall.

In the 1970s, Selchow and Righter published a Who's on First? board game.

In 1999, Time magazine named the routine Best Comedy Sketch of the 20th Century. (Citation: | "Best of the
Century"" Time Magazine, Sunday, Dec. 26, 1999).

An early radio recording was placed in the Library of Congress's National Recording Archives in 2003.

In 2005 the line "Who's on First?" was included on the American Film Institute's list of 100 memorable movie

quotes.

Wikipedia bttp:/ [ en.wikipedia.org/ wiki/ Who's on_first
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Abbott: Well Costello, I'm going to New York with you. You know Bucky Hatris, the Yankee's

manager, gave me a job as coach for as long as you're on the team.

Costello: Look Abbott, if you're the coach, you must know all the players.



Abbott: I certainly do.

Costello: Well you know I've never met the guys. So you'll have to tell me their names, and then I'll
know who's playing on the team.

Abbott: Oh, I'll tell you their names, but you know it seems to me they give these ball players now-a-
days very peculiar names.

Costello: You mean funny names?

Abbott: Strange names, pet names...like Dizzy Dean...
Costello: His brother Daffy.

Abbott: Daffy Dean...

Costello: And their French cousin.

Abbott: French?

Costello: Goofe.

Abbott: Goofe Dean. Well, let's see, we have on the bags, Who's on first, What's on second, I Don't
Know is on thitd...

Costello: That's what I want to find out.

Abbott: I say Who's on first, What's on second, I Don't Know's on third.
Costello: Are you the manager?

Abbott: Yes.

Costello: You gonna be the coach too?

Abbott: Yes.

Costello: And you don't know the fellows' names?
Abbott: Well I should.

Costello: Well then who's on first?

Abbott: Yes.

Costello: I mean the fellow's name.

Abbott: Who.

Costello: The guy on first.

Abbott: Who.

Costello: The first baseman.



Abbott: Who.

Costello: The guy playing...

Abbott: Who is on first!

Costello: I'm asking YOU who's on first.

Abbott: That's the man's name.

Costello: That's who's name?

Abbott: Yes.

Costello: Well go ahead and tell me.

Abbott: That's it.

Costello: That's who?

Abbott: Yes.

PAUSE

Costello: Look, you gotta first baseman?

Abbott: Certainly.

Costello: Who's playing first?

Abbott: That's right.

Costello: When you pay off the first baseman every month, who gets the money?
Abbott: Every dollar of it.

Costello: All I'm trying to find out is the fellow's name on first base.
Abbott: Who.

Costello: The guy that gets...

Abbott: That's it.

Costello: Who gets the money...

Abbott: He does, every dollar. Sometimes his wife comes down and collects it.
Costello: Whose wife?

Abbott: Yes.

PAUSE

Abbott: What's wrong with that?



Costello: Look, all I wanna know is when you sign up the first baseman, how does he sign his name?
Abbott: Who.

Costello: The guy.

Abbott: Who.

Costello: How does he sign...

Abbott: That's how he signs it.

Costello: Who?

Abbott: Yes.

PAUSE

Costello: All I'm trying to find out is what's the guy's name on first base.
Abbott: No. What is on second base.

Costello: I'm not asking you who's on second.

Abbott: Who's on first.

Costello: One base at a timel

Abbott: Well, don't change the players around.

Costello: I'm not changing nobody!

Abbott: Take it easy, buddy.

Costello: I'm only asking you, who's the guy on first base?
Abbott: That's right.

Costello: Ok.

Abbott: All right.

PAUSE

Costello: What's the guy's name on first base?

Abbott: No. What is on second.

Costello: I'm not asking you who's on second.

Abbott: Who's on first.

Costello: I don't know.

Abbott: He's on third, we're not talking about him.



Costello: Now how did I get on third base?

Abbott: Why you mentioned his name.

Costello: If I mentioned the third baseman's name, who did I say is playing third?
Abbott: No. Who's playing first.

Costello: What's on first?

Abbott: What's on second.

Costello: I don't know.

Abbott: He's on third.

Costello: There I go, back on third again!

PAUSE

Costello: Would you just stay on third base and don't go off it.
Abbott: All right, what do you want to know?

Costello: Now who's playing third base?

Abbott: Why do you insist on putting Who on third base?
Costello: What am I putting on third.

Abbott: No. What is on second.

Costello: You don't want who on second?

Abbott: Who is on first.

Costello: I don't know.

Abbott & Costello Together:Third base!

PAUSE

Costello: Look, you gotta outtield?

Abbott: Sure.

Costello: The left fieldet's name?

Abbott: Why.

Costello: I just thought I'd ask you.

Abbott: Well, I just thought I'd tell ya.

Costello: Then tell me who's playing left field.



Abbott: Who's playing first.

Costello: I'm not... stay out of the infield! I want to know what's the guy's name in left field?
Abbott: No, What is on second.

Costello: I'm not asking you who's on second.

Abbott: Who's on first!

Costello: I don't know.

Abbott & Costello Together: Third base!

PAUSE

Costello: The left fieldet's name?

Abbott: Why.

Costello: Because!

Abbott: Oh, he's centerfield.

PAUSE

Costello: Look, You gotta pitcher on this team?

Abbott: Sure.

Costello: The pitchet's name?

Abbott: Tomorrow.

Costello: You don't want to tell me today?

Abbott: I'm telling you now.

Costello: Then go ahead.

Abbott: Tomorrow!

Costello: What time?

Abbott: What time what?

Costello: What time tomorrow are you gonna tell me who's pitching?
Abbott: Now listen. Who is not pitching.

Costello: I'll break your arm, you say who's on first! I want to know what's the pitcher's name?
Abbott: What's on second.

Costello: I don't know.



Abbott & Costello Together: Third base!
PAUSE

Costello: Gotta a catcher?

Abbott: Certainly.

Costello: The catchet's name?

Abbott: Today.

Costello: Today, and tomorrow's pitching.
Abbott: Now you've got it.

Costello: All we got is a couple of days on the team.
PAUSE

Costello: You know I'm a catcher too.
Abbott: So they tell me.

Costello: I get behind the plate to do some fancy catching, Tomorrow's pitching on my team and a
heavy hitter gets up. Now the heavy hitter bunts the ball. When he bunts the ball, me, being a good
catcher, I'm gonna throw the guy out at first base. So I pick up the ball and throw it to who?

Abbott: Now that's the first thing you've said right.
Costello: I don't even know what I'm talking about!
PAUSE

Abbott: That's all you have to do.

Costello: Is to throw the ball to first base.

Abbott: Yes!

Costello: Now who's got it?

Abbott: Naturally.

PAUSE

Costello: Look, if I throw the ball to first base, somebody's gotta get it. Now who has it?
Abbott: Naturally.

Costello: Who?

Abbott: Naturally.

Costello: Naturally?



Abbott: Naturally.

Costello: So I pick up the ball and I throw it to Naturally.
Abbott: No you don't, you throw the ball to Who.
Costello: Naturally.

Abbott: That's different.

Costello: That's what I said.

Abbott: You're not saying it...

Costello: I throw the ball to Naturally.

Abbott: You throw it to Who.

Costello: Naturally.

Abbott: That's it.

Costello: That's what I said!

Abbott: You ask me.

Costello: I throw the ball to who?

Abbott: Naturally.

Costello: Now you ask me.

Abbott: You throw the ball to Who?

Costello: Naturally.

Abbott: That's it.

Costello: Same as you! Same as YOU! I throw the ball to who. Whoever it is drops the ball and the
guy runs to second. Who picks up the ball and throws it to What. What throws it to I Don't Know. I
Don't Know throws it back to Tomorrow, Triple play. Another guy gets up and hits a long fly ball
to Because. Why? I don't know! He's on third and I don't give a darn!

Abbott: What?

Costello: I said I don't give a darn!

Abbott: Oh, that's our shortstop.
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