














































































































































































































































ARS VINCIT OMNIA 

A thief in Paris planned to steal some paintings 

from the Louvre.  

After careful planning, 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 gas.  



When asked how he could mastermind such a 

crime and still make such an obvious error, he 

replied, "Monsieur that is the reason I stole the 

paintings. 

I had no Monet  

to buy Degas 



 

 

 

 

 

 

to make the Van 

Gogh.” 

 

 

 

 

 

See if you have De Gaulle to 

send this on to someone else. 



 

I sent it to you because I figured I had nothing 

Toulouse. 
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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 
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 wish?” 

“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: If 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, I 
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 pool!? 
...Is this 734-2264?  
 

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. 

Gabriel 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 current 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.” 
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SOFT-SOAP ROUTINE 
Circulating on the ‘Net in November 1999 

 
Something for all of us who 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 leave any more of those little bars of 
soap in my bathroom since I 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 
in my way. 
 
Thank you, S.  Berman 
 
* * * 
 
Dear Room 635, 
 
I am not your regular maid.  She will be back 
tomorrow, Thursday, from her day off.  I took the 
3 hotel soaps out of the shower soap dish as you 
requested.  The 6 bars on your shelf I took out of 
your way and put on top of your Kleenex dispenser 
in case you should change your mind.  This leaves 
only the 3 bars I left today which my instruction 
from the management is to leave 3 soaps daily. 
 
I hope this is satisfactory. 
 
Kathy, Relief Maid 
 
* * * 
 

Dear Maid   
 
I hope you are my regular maid.  Apparently Kathy 
did not tell you about my note to her concerning the 
little bars of soap.  When I got back to my room this 
evening I found you had added 3 little Camays to 
the shelf under my medicine cabinet.  I am going to 
be here in the hotel for two weeks and have brought 
my own bath size Dial so I won't need those 6 little 
Camays, which are on the shelf.  They are in 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.  I took the 6 soaps, which were in 
your way on the shelf and put them in the soap dish 
where your Dial was.  I put the Dial in the medicine 
cabinet for your convenience.  I didn't remove the 
3 complimentary soaps, which are always placed 
inside the medicine cabinet for all new check ins 
and which you did not object to when you checked 
in last Monday. 
 
Please let me know if I can of further assistance. 
 
Your 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. 
 I have assigned a new girl to your room.  I hope 
you will accept my apologies for any past 
inconvenience.  If you have any future complaints 
please contact me so I can give it my personal 
attention.  Call extension 1108 between 8AM and 
5PM. 
 
Thank you. 
 
Elaine Carmen Housekeeper 
 
  
* * *  
 
Dear Miss Carmen, 
 
It is impossible to contact you by phone since I 
leave the hotel for business at 7:45 AM and don't 
get back before 5:30 or 6PM.  That's the reason I 
called Mr Kensedder last night.  You were already 
off duty.  I only asked Mr Kensedder if he could do 
anything about those little bars of soap.  The new 
maid you assigned me must have thought I 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 I have accumulated 24 little bars of 
soap.  Why are you doing this to me? 
 
S.  Berman 
 
* * * 
 

Dear Mr Berman, 
 
Your maid, Kathy, has been instructed to stop 
delivering soap to your room and remove the extra 
soaps.  If I can be of further assistance, please call 
extension 1108 between 8AM and 5PM. 
 
Thank you, 
 
Elaine Carmen, Housekeeper 
 
* * * 
 
Dear Mr Kensedder, 
 
My bath size Dial is missing. 
 
Every bar of soap was taken from my room 
including my own bath size Dial.  I came in late last 
night and had to call the bellhop to bring me 4 little 
Cashmere Bouquets. 
 
S.  Berman 
 
* * * 
 
Dear Mr Berman, 
 
I have informed our housekeeper, Elaine Carmen, 
of your soap problem.  I cannot understand why 
there was no soap in your room since our maids are 
instructed to leave 3 bars of soap each time they 
service a room.  The situation will be rectified 
immediately.  Please accept my apologies for the 
inconvenience. 
 
Martin L. Kensedder Assistant Manager 
 
* * * 
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Dear Mrs Carmen, 
 
Who the hell left 54 little bars of Camay in my 
room? 
 
I came in last night and found 54 little bars of soap. 
 I don't want 54 little bars of Camay.  I want my one 
damn bar of bath size Dial.  Do you realize I have 
54 bars of soap in here?  All I want is my bath size 
Dial.  Please give me back my bath size Dial. 
 
S.  Berman 
 
* * * 
 
Dear Mr Berman, 
 
You complained of too much soap in your room so 
I had them removed. 
 
Then you complained to Mr Kensedder that all 
your soap was missing so I personally returned 
them.  The 24 Camays which had been taken and 
the 3 Camays you are supposed to receive daily.  I 
don't know anything about the 4 Cashmere 
Bouquets.  Obviously your maid, Kathy, did not 
know I had returned your soaps so she also brought 
24 Camays plus the 3 daily Camays.   
 
I don't know where you got the idea this hotel 
issues bath size Dial.  I was able to locate some 
bath size Ivory which I left in your room. 
 
Elaine Carmen Housekeeper 
 
* * * 
 
  

Dear Mrs Carmen, 
 
Just a short note to bring you up to date on my latest 
soap inventory.  As of today I possess: 
 

 On the shelf under medicine cabinet   18 
Camay in 4 stacks of 4 and 1 stack of 2. 

 
 On the Kleenex dispenser   11 Camay in 2 

stacks of 4 and 1 stack of 3. 
 

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

 
 Inside the medicine cabinet   14 Camay in 

3 stacks of 4 and 1 stack of 2. 
 

 In the shower soap dish   6 Camay, very 
moist. 

 
 On the northeast corner of tub   1 Cashmere 

Bouquet, slightly used. 
 

 The northwest corner of tub   6 Camays in 
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 a tendency to tip.  May I suggest that my 
bedroom window sill is not in use and will make an 
excellent spot for future soap deliveries.  One more 
item, I have purchased another bar of bath sized 
Dial which I am keeping in the hotel vault in order 
to avoid further misunderstandings. 
 
S.  Berman
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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 tomato. Amusing kick. 

Judge #2 - Nice, smooth tomato 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 
to taste besides pain. I had to wave off 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. 

* * * 

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

Judge #1 - Excellent firehouse chili. Great kick. 
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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. 

* * * 

CHILI #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-lb woman is starting to look HOT...just like this 
nuclear waste I'm eating! Is chili an aphrodisiac? 

* * * 

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 off. 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. 
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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. 

* * * 

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 I 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. 

* * * 

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  
I 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’s fold it stabbed like a driven nail. 
If our eyes we’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 this trip, I guess; 
And if I do, I’m asking that you won’t refuse my last request.” 
 
Well, he seemed so low that I couldn’t say no; then he says with a sort of moan: 
“It’s the cursed cold, and it’s got right hold till I’m chilled clean through to the bone. 
Yet ‘taint being dead--it’s my awful dread of the icy grave that pains; 
So I want you to swear that, foul or fair, you’ll cremate my last remains.” 
 
A pal’s last need is a thing to heed, so I swore I 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 home in 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 I hurried, horror-driven, 
With a corpse half hid that I couldn’t get rid, because of a promise given; 
It was lashed to the sleigh, and it seemed to say: “You 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 a debt unpaid, and the trail has its own stern code. 
In the days to come, though my lips were dumb, in my heart how I cursed that load. 
In the long, long night, by the lone firelight, while the huskies, round in a ring, 
Howled out their woes to the homeless snows—O God! how I loathed the thing. 
 



And every day that quiet clay seemed to heavy and heavier grow; 
And on I went, though the dogs were spent and the grub was getting low; 
The trail was bad, and I felt half mad, but I swore I would not give in; 
And I’d often sing to the hateful thing, and it hearkened with a grin. 
 
Till I came to the marge of Lake Lebarge, and a derelict there lay; 
It was jammed in the ice, but I saw in a trice it was called the “Alice May.” 
And I looked at it, and I thought a bit, and I looked at my frozen chum; 
Then “Here,” said I, with a sudden cry, “is my cre-ma-tor-eum.” 
 
Some planks I tore from the cabin floor, and I lit the boiler fire; 
Some coal I found that was lying around, and I heaped the fuel higher; 
The flames just soared, and the furnace roared—such a blaze you seldom see; 
And I burrowed a hole in the glowing coal, and I stuffed in Sam McGee. 
 
Then I made a hike, for I didn’t like to hear him sizzle so; 
And the heavens scowled, and the huskies howled, and the wind began to blow. 
It was icy cold, but the hot sweat rolled down my cheeks, and I don’t know why; 
And the greasy smoke in an inky cloak went streaking down the sky. 
 
I do not know how long in the snow I wrestled with grisly fear; 
But the stars came out and they danced about ere again I ventured near; 
I was sick with dread, but I bravely said: “I’ll just take a peep inside. 
I guess he’s cooked, and it’s time I looked;” . . . then the door I 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 a mile, and he said: “Please close that door. 
It’s fine in here, but I greatly fear you’ll let in the cold and storm—  
Since I left Plumtree, down in Tennessee, it’s the first 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  
I cremated Sam McGee. 

 



About the poet 
 
Robert W. Service, a Canadian poet and novelist, was known for his ballads of the Yukon. 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 Island. He was 
employed by the Canadian Bank of Commerce in Victoria, B.C., and was later transferred to 
Whitehorse and then to Dawson in the Yukon. In all, he spent eight years in the Yukon and saw 
and experienced the difficult times of the miners, trappers, and hunters that he has presented to 
us in verse.  
 
During the Balkan War of 1912-13, Service was a war correspondent to the Toronto Star. He 
served this paper in the same capacity during World War I, also serving two years as an 
ambulance driver in the Canadian Army medical corps. He returned to Victoria for a time during 
World War II, but later lived in retirement on the French Riviera, where he died on September 14, 
1958, in Monte Carlo.  
 
Sam McGee was a real person, a customer at the Bank of Commerce where Service worked. The 
Alice May was a real boat, the Olive May, a derelict 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 
 
This is an 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/letters/dammed.htm > for corroboration. 
 
* * * 
 
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.deq.state.mi  
RUSSELL J. HARDING, Director  
 
December 17, 1997  
 
CERTIFIED  
 
Mr. Ryan DeVries 2088 Dagget Pierson, MI 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. You 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 this type of activity. A review of the Department's files show that no permits have been 
issued.  
 
Therefore, the Department has determined that this activity is in 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 a follow-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 feel 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. You sent out a great deal of carbon copies 
to a lot of people, but you neglected to include their addresses. You will, therefore, have to send them a copy of my 
response.  
 
First of all, Mr. Ryan DeVries is not the legal landowner and/or contractor at 2088 Dagget, Pierson, Michigan - I 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 I did not pay for, nor authorize, their dam 
project, I think they would be highly offended you call their skillful use of natural building materials "debris." I 
would like to challenge you to attempt to emulate their dam project any dam time and/or any dam place you choose. 
I believe I can safely state there is no dam way you could ever match their dam skills, their dam resourcefulness, 
their dam ingenuity, their dam persistence, their dam determination and/or their dam work ethic.  
 
As to your dam request the beavers first must fill out a dam 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 see if there really is a dam 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 a recent 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.  
 
As for me, I 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 I 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 - I seriously hope you are not selectively enforcing this dam policy, or once again both I 
and the Spring Pond Beavers will scream prejudice!  
 
In my humble opinion, the Spring Pond Beavers have a right to build their dam unauthorized dams as long as the 
sky is blue, the grass is green, and water flows downstream. They have more dam right than I to live and enjoy 
Spring Pond. So, as far as I 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, I would like to bring 
to your attention a real environmental quality (health) problem: bears are actually defecating in our woods. I 
definitely believe you should be persecuting the defecating bears and leave 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, I 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 a dam on 
Tvedten's stream. He complained to the Michigan Department of Environmental Quality (DEQ) on July 28.  
 
Five months later, the agency responded with a letter 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." The letter 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 a tenant 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 dams in August of 1997, accompanied by a Department of 
Natural Resources fisheries biologist, the Pierson Township Supervisor and the complainant. The tenant's actions, 
and a threat 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 was this 
correspondence that has been circulating in the internet.  
 
Luis Saldivia  
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 break 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 idea to 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 a way dusty legal language 
never could, such a letter serves to 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 a touch of beaver fever" 
Mikkelson  
 
Last updated:   5 August 2002 ; the URL for this page is http://www.snopes.com/humor/letters/dammed.htm  





















































ABBOTT & COSTELLO 

WHO’S ON FIRST? 
"Who's on First?" is descended from turn-of-the-century burlesque sketches like "The 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 1930s, 
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 Hour 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 film 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 museum in Cooperstown, New 
York. A video (taken from The Naughty Nineties) now plays continuously 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 http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Who's_on_first  

 
 

Abbott: Well Costello, I'm going to New York with you. You know Bucky Harris, 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: Goofè. 

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

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 time! 

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 outfield? 

Abbott: Sure. 

Costello: The left fielder'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 fielder's name? 

Abbott: Why. 

Costello: Because! 

Abbott: Oh, he's centerfield. 

PAUSE 

Costello: Look, You gotta pitcher on this team? 

Abbott: Sure. 

Costello: The pitcher'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 catcher'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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