Faith - Funnies

Last year, 44 million people passed through Chicago's O'Hare Airport, obedient to disembodied voices, electronically amplified, telling them to get into cylindrical membranes of aluminum to be hurled by strange engines through the upper atmosphere. The passengers were content not to understand how any of it worked. And we think of the 12th century as an age of faith. (George E. Will, in Newsweek)

Actual M.I.T. course student evaluation comment: “This class was a religious experience for me. I had to take it all on faith.” (Tidbits)

What is faith? Faith is blowing a “dog whistle” while hanging off a cliff and knowing Lassie will hear it. (Johnny Hart, in BC comic strip)

Under the headline “Elvis and Jesus may be the same person,” the London tabloid The Sun recently listed “amazing coincidences” between the lives of the King of Heaven and the King of Rock and Roll: “Jesus walked on water; Elvis surfed (in the film Blue Hawaii). Jesus brought light to those sitting in darkness; Elvis studied to be an electrician. Jesus said, ‘Love your neighbor’; Elvis sang, ‘Don’t be cruel.’ “Jesus said, ‘You will know them by their fruits’; Elvis sang, ‘Tutti Frutti’.” (One World, quoted in Salt, September, 1994) 

The man of the cloth was talking about the relationship between fact and faith. “That you are sitting before me in this church,” he said, “is fact. That I am standing here, speaking from this pulpit, is fact. That I believe anyone is listening to me is faith.” (Bits & Pieces)

Willy: “If you believe you can do something, then you can do it! If you believe you did it, then it's already done!" Ethel: “Well, if you believe you already took out the garbage, how come I still see it?" Willy: “Being a non-believer, you're letting your sense of smell interfere with your faith.” (Joe Martin, in Willy 'N' Ethel comic strip)

Father to son: “Of course we have faith in your generation. Just look at the size of the national debt we expect you to pay.” (The Milwaukee Journal)

Baseball: “A fellow has to have faith in God above and Rollie Fingers in the bullpen.” (Alvin Dark, Athletics manager)
Frank: “Ernie, what headline did you come up with for the item about our police chief who bought a jacuzzi?” Ernest: “Law Enforcement Official in Hot Water!” Frank: “And the mayor teaching a geometry class?” Ernest: “Head of City Involved in Triangles!” Frank: “The movie star who built a mansion across from our local jail?” Ernest: “Famous Celebrity Faces Prison!” Frank: “And this minister having a large sculpture done of his head?" Ernest: “Religious Leader Involved in Huge Bust!” Frank: “Why must you make up your own scandals, Ernie? Just be patient and there'll be plenty of real ones to write about!” Ernest: “Sorry. I guess I just don't have your faith in human nature.” (Thaves, in Frank & Ernest comic strip)

What did he say? I firmly believe that faith comes by hearing, so I carefully listen to every word. So, several Sundays ago when my pastor loudly and empathically led the confession of sins, I became alarmed when I thought I heard him say, “Let us draw near with a true heart and confess our sins too hot for our Father.” Since I know that an 81-year-old man can sometimes hear strange things, I opened my bulletin and read, “confess our sins to God our Father.” (Martin Rockenhagen, in The Lutheran Witness)

An atheist was spending a quiet day fishing when suddenly his boat was attacked by the Loch Ness monster. In one easy flip, the beast tossed him and his boat high into the air. Then it opened its mouth to swallow both. As the man sailed head over heels, he cried out, “Oh my God! Help me!” At once the ferocious attack scene froze in place, and as the atheist hung in midair, a booming voice came down from the clouds, “I thought you didn't believe in me!” “Come on, God, give me a break,” the man pleaded. “I didn't believe in the Loch Ness monster either!” (Coffee Break)

An old story is told about a tough, weather-beaten, leather-skinned Alaskan morosely nursing drink after drink in a bar in Anchorage. He tells the bartender, with acrimony in his voice, that he has lost the faith he used to have in God. “I had a terrible accident in the Alaskan wilderness,” he confides. “My twin-engine plane went down in the tundra, hundreds of miles from civilization. I lay pinned in the wreckage for hours, believing that God would somehow help me. I cried out to God, I prayed with every ounce of strength I had left, I begged for rescue. But even as I started freezing to death, God didn’t lift a finger to help me. So now I’m done with that charade,” the Alaskan concludes bitterly, “and my faith in God is gone.” The bartender squints at the Alaskan in puzzlement. “But I don’t understand,” he protests. “You’re here, alive, telling me the story. Obviously you were saved.”  “Oh, yeah, that’s right,” the Alaskan concedes. “Because finally some Eskimo came along.” (Yitta Halberstam & Judith Levanthal)

Francine clings tenaciously to her belief that faith can move mountains, as the preacher prays over her husband who is sleeping on the couch: “O Lord, lift this man up so that he may go forth in your glory to moweth the lawn!” Francine: “Yes!” (Buddy Hickerson, in Quigmans comic strip)
One lady says to another: “They’re always talking about The Faith of Our Fathers. Why don’t we start talking up The Faith of Our Mothers?” (The Saturday Evening Post cartoon)

Dusty: “Whatcha watchin’, Boone?” Boone: “The Weather Channel, Dusty.” Dusty: “What’s the report on this rain? How long is it supposed to last?” Boone: “They say forty days and forty nights.” Dusty: “Great faith-based weather forecasting.” (Phil Frank & Joe Troise, in The Elderberries comic strip)

As I hurried to the shore during a vacation in Maine several years ago, I caught sight of an Ogunquit Baptist Church sign. Reading its message caused me to chuckle and slow my pace so that I began savoring the quaint streets along the way. I like to remember that sign during the winter holidays. When I become hurried and start losing track of the season’s meaning, I imagine accepting its invitation: “Wrinkled with Care? Come in for a Faith Lift.” (Elizabeth Cavanaugh, in The Saturday Evening Post)
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