Giving = Receiving Funnies

The airline ticket office was crowded with holiday travelers, and its two clerks were having trouble trying to squeeze them into available flight space. Most of the travelers accepted the necessary delay without complaint, but there was one small, strident-voiced man who reacted violently. He loudly criticized the airline's lack of planes, its management, and the clerk's method of working. He demanded immediate accommodations, and snorted when the clerk quietly explained that he would be given the first available seat on a later flight. Fixing the clerk with a stern look, he demanded, “Young man, do you know who I am?” The clerk turned to his coworker. “Joe, here's a man who really needs help,” he said in a tone of concern. “He's forgotten his name.” (Fred J. Hamm, in The Saturday Evening Post)
Nothing is quite so annoying as to have someone go right on talking when you’re interrupting. (Bits & Pieces)
A man got a call from his bank saying his account was overdrawn by $400. “Look up last month’s statement,” he said. “You had a balance of nine hundred dollars,” was the reply. “And the month before that?” “Twelve hundred dollars.” “And the month before that?” “Fifteen hundred.” “Tell me,” the customer concluded, “all those months when I had plenty of money in my account - did I call you?” (Lee Iacocca, with William Novak)
In the Eskimo village where I live, the nearest bank is 150 miles away -- by dog sled. Because of this, there is a constant shortage of currency. For convenience, signed personal checks are passed back and forth like money. Once I bought 20 gallons of gas at the village fuel pump and the total came to $61.20. I flipped through my wad of hand-me-down checks and gave the attendant one made out to and signed by a man I’d never heard of. Then I handed her another note from someone whose check would be sure to bounce if it were ever sent to a bank. As change, the attendant gave me a well-worn check, her last quarter and 32 pennies. “Thanks for paying cash,” she said. (Seth Kantner, in Reader’s Digest)
A small town’s only barber was known for his arrogant, negative attitude. When one of his customers mentioned he’d be going to Rome on vacation and hoped to meet the Pope, the barber’s reaction was typical. “You?” he said. “Meet the Pope? Don’t make me laugh! The Pope sees kings and presidents. What would he want with you?” A month later, the man returned for another haircut. “How was Rome?” asked the barber. “Great! I saw the Pope!” “From St. Peter’s Square, I suppose, with the rest of the crowd,” said the barber. “Yes, but then two guards came up, said the Pope wanted to meet me, and took me right into his private apartment in the Vatican.” “Really?” the barber asked. “What did he say?” “He said, ‘Who gave you that lousy haircut?’” (Quoted in Chelmsford, Mass, All Saints Church Newsletter)
Daughter says to Mom: “Marmaduke barked at the Pattersons’ talking bird and the bird told Marmaduke to be quiet.” (Brad Anderson, in Marmaduke comic strip)
During a trip to Hawaii, the University of Louisville Cardinals basketball team scheduled a practice session in a community center on Maui. When the Cardinals arrived, they discovered that, because of a mixup, there were no basketballs on hand. As the coaches and players debated what to do, a young man arrived at the gym with an old, heat-up ball. Members of the Louisville contingent explained their predicament and asked if he would lend them his ball or at least share it. He said no. Okay, they asked, would he sell it?  The bidding went from $15, to $20, to $30 and finally to $50, but still he declined. Eventually the Cardinals arranged for basketballs to be brought to the gym.  Later, as the young man prepared to leave, a member of the Louisville party couldn’t resist telling him he’d been pretty dumb to turn down so much money. “Yeah,” the fellow replied, “but I’m smart enough to take a basketball along when I practice.” (Sports Illustrated)
After a long day on the course, the exasperated golfer said to his caddy, “You must be the worst caddy in the world.” To which the caddy responded: “That would be too much of a coincidence.” (Rocky Mountain News)
A friend’s 15-year-old son was chatting on the Internet, and began to exaggerate his accomplishments. He ran into the den and blurted to his father, “Dad, I’m talking to this girl in a chat room. I told her I’m a junior in college and she asked me what my major is. What should I tell her?” “How about journalism?” his father replied, smiling wryly. Moments later, the boy returned and excitedly announced, “I can’t believe it – she’s a swimsuit model!” (O. McKinney, in Reader’s Digest)

Karel, a friend of mine, arrived on time for her 1 p.m. doctor's appointment and was quickly ushered into an examining room, where she fell asleep. Finally bustling in almost an hour later, the doctor said tartly, “I wish I could take a nap in the middle of the day.” “You can,” Karel replied, opening one eye. “Just make a doctor's appointment.” (William A. Fulton, in Reader's Digest)
After getting into bed, Hagar says to his wife about their dog who wants to go outside: “Why does he always wait until I'm in bed before he tells me he has to go out?" Dog: “Why does he always go to bed before I can tell him I have to go out?” (Dik Browne, in Hagar The Horrible comic strip)
A fellow walking down a street in an Ozark town was accosted by a hillbilly carrying a gun and a jug. “Howdy, stranger,” said the hillbilly. “Have a drink.” “No thanks,” said the fellow. “I don’t care for any.” The hillbilly raised his gun, stuck it in the stranger’s ribs and repeated, “Have a drink.” So the fellow took a pull from the jug, shuddered and handed it back. “Rough, ain’t it?” said the hillbilly. “Now hold the gun on me while I take a swig.” (W. K. McNeil, in Ozark Mountain Humor)
Grandma: “Is this from you, Nelson?” Nelson: “Merry Christmas!” Grandma: “Oh, it’s just an empty box.” Nelson: “No, it’s not. It’s full of kisses.” Grandma: “How sweet. Kisses! And a wad of chewing gum.” Nelson: “I was looking for that!” (Brian Crane, in Pickles comic strip)
A college student walked into his ornithology class and found five birds with bags over their heads so only their feet were visible. “What’s this?” he asked. “It’s an exam,” the professor explained. “Your job is to identify each bird by looking at its feet.” “What a stupid test,” the student retorted. “What’s your name?” the professor demanded. The student pulled up his pant legs and answered, “You tell me.” (The American Legion Magazine)
When my brother started selling 100-pound bags of potatoes at his service station, his new venture angered some of the local grocers. One supermarket owner drove into the gas station and asked, “When did you start selling groceries?” “The same day you started selling anti-freeze,” my brother replied. (Jerry McGlothen, in Reader’s Digest)

There’s a charming story that Thomas Wheeler, CEO of the Massachusetts Mutual Life Insurance Company, tells on himself. He and his wife were driving along an interstate highway when he noticed that their car was low on gas. Wheeler got off the highway at the next exit and soon found a run-down gas station with just one gas pump. He asked the lone attendant to fill the tank and check the oil, then went for a little walk around the station to stretch his legs. As he was returning to the car, he noticed that the attendant and his wife were engaged in an animated conversation. The conversation stopped as he paid the attendant. But as he was getting back into the car, he saw the attendant wave and heard him say, “It was great talking to you.” As they drove out of the station, Wheeler asked his wife if she knew the man. She readily admitted she did. They had gone to high school together and had dated steadily for about a year. “Boy, were you lucky that I came along,” bragged Wheeler. “If you had married him, you’d be the wife of a gas station attendant instead of the wife of a chief executive officer.” “My dear,” replied his wife, “if I had married him, he’d be the chief executive officer and you’d be the gas station attendant.” (Bits & Pieces)
An avid golfer was 26 over par by the eighth hole, had landed a fleet of golf balls in the water hazard and dug himself into a trench fighting his way out of the rough when the caddy happened to cough during a 12-inch putt. The duffer angrily threw his hands in the air. “You’ve got to be the worst caddy in the world!” he screamed. “I doubt it,” the caddy replied. “That would be too much of a coincidence.” (The American Legion magazine)

Just be glad you’re not getting all the government you’re paying for. (Will Rogers, Jr.)
Wife: “Ralph, I can't believe you left gum in your shirt pocket again! It went through the wash, and now the shirt is ruined! How could you be so stupid?” Ralph: “I'm stupid? You're the one who married me!”  (Kevin Fagan, in Drabble comic strip)
An especially self-righteous member of our church was telling the pastor that he was considering not attending church because he felt there were too many hypocrites in the congregation. “That’s okay,” the minister replied. “There’s always room for one more.” (Matthew B. Turner, in Reader’s Digest)
My husband and I, sitting next to each other on the bed, were having a disagreement in which neither one of us would give an inch.  Realizing I was getting nowhere in the argument, I said in frustration, “You’re impossible!” He turned to me and, with a smile, responded, “No, I’m not. I’m next to impossible.” (Lynn Ann Whinery, in Reader’s Digest)   69080

In Brazil, several Indians who had been refused an audience with then-President Eenesto Geisel because they were not wearing ties told the press they would “insist that any government official visiting an Indian village must wear a feathered headdress and body paint.” (Reuters)
Husband says to wife: “Since you return everything I get you, I’m thinking of giving you a kiss for Christmas.” (Jonny Hawkins, in The Lutheran Witness)
Between classes at Glassboro State College in New Jersey, I was desperately searching for a dryer to finish my laundry. One machine had stopped but was full of clothes. I carefully folded the garments, which belonged to a female. Seeing a chance to meet someone new, I added one of her still-damp sweatshirts to my load. Then I left a note saying she could pick the shirt up at my apartment -- No. 68 -- and suggesting we might go to a movie, or dancing. After class, I found a message on the empty dryer: “Dear No. 68 -- My girlfriend appreciates your help. If you'd like your clothes, you can pick them up at my apartment, No. 32.” (Phil Cozzolino, in Reader's Digest)

Warner Brothers, producers of Casablanca, considered suing the Marx Brothers for running their film A Night in Casablanca. Groucho Marx put a stop to that nonsense by threatening to sue Warners for plagiarizing the name “Brothers.” (Reader’s Digest)

Recently married, my wife and I were doing errands and discussing current events. Soon we got into an argument over the issues. I reiterated my position forcefully, but Christine had the last word. “When I knew I’d found Mr. Right,” she snapped, “I had no idea his first name was Always!” (Paul Kessler, in Reader’s Digest)
The fire department in our small town was holding a pancake breakfast to raise money for equipment. Uncle Ebert, a longtime volunteer, asked a local businessman to buy a ticket. “I don’t eat pancakes!” the man told him brusquely. “And we don’t start fires,” Uncle Ebert shot back. The businessman bought two tickets. (Ray Tegner, in Reader’s Digest)

A frustrated minister eased his sedan into a “no-parking” zone in a busy downtown area and carefully attached the following message to his windshield. “I have circled this block 15 times without finding a legal space. I have an important appointment. Forgive us our trespasses.” When the minister returned, he found a parking ticket and a written reply on his own note. It read: “I’ve circled this block for 15 years and if I don’t give you a ticket, I lose my job. Lead us not into temptation.”  (Paula Bern, in Rocky Mountain News)

Bert Parks, once the minstrel singer for the Miss America Pageant, likes to tell how he was stopped by a woman who stared for a moment and said, “You know, you look an awful lot like Bert Parks. Are you Bert Park?” Bert replied: “I wouldn’t admit it if I was.” “I wouldn’t admit it either,” said the woman as she walked by. (Don Freeman, in San Diego Union)
A young man once asked God how long a million years was to Him. God replied, “A million years to me is just like a single second in your time.”  Then the young man asked God what a million dollars was to Him. God replied, “A million dollars to me is just like a single penny to you.” Then the young man got his courage up and asked: “God, could I have one of your pennies?” God smiled and replied, “Certainly, just a second.” (Bits & Pieces) 
Several neighbors had gathered for dinner, and the conversation turned to pets. Our hostess commented that she had the dumbest dog ever. “Any dog that digs up the same rosebush 20 times has to be pretty dumb,” she said.  Everyone seemed to agree, until the 75-year-old grandmother of the neighborhood remarked, “I’m not too surprised at the dog, but I am a little concerned about the person who planted the rosebush that many times.” (Ruth Maddox, in Reader’s Digest)  
A photographer was invited to dinner with friends and took along a few pictures to show the hostess. “These are very good!” she said, looking at the photos. “You must have a good camera.” Later, as he was leaving, he said, “That was a really delicious meal! You must have some very good pots.” (Rocky Mountain News)
My mother often feeds pigeons in the park near her home in Portland, Maine. One day, as she fed the growing flock surrounding her, a man came over to her. “While you’re feeding perfectly good bread to the birds,” he told Mother angrily, “there are people starving in China.” Mother, never one to back down from a fight, looked him in the eye and said, “I’m sorry, but I can’t throw that far!” (Zina LeTourneau, in Reader’s Digest)
As Ziggy is sitting on a bench in the park, the birds come up and say to him: “You bring us popcorn everyday, so we thought we'd bring you some worms!” (Tom Wilson, in Ziggy comic strip)

The preacher was vexed because a certain member of his congregation always went to sleep during the sermon. As the man was snoring in the front row one Sunday, the preacher determined he would fix him once and for all. In a whisper, he asked the congregation, “All who want to go to heaven, please rise.” Everyone got up except the snorer. After whispering, “Be seated,” the minister shouted at the top of his voice, “All those who want to be with the devil, please rise.” Awaking with a start, the sleepy-head jumped to his feet and saw the preacher standing tall and angry in the pulpit. “Well, sir,” he said, “I don’t know what we’re voting on, but it looks like you and me are the only ones for it.” (Reader’s Digest)
I’m walking to work up Sixth Avenue and it’s a lovely spring day and I see one of those mime performers. So the mime is doing that famous routine where he’s pretending to be trapped in a box. So I stand there and watch the mime pretend to be trapped in a box. And he finishes up, and thank God, he wasn’t really trapped in a box. And I see on the sidewalk there he’s got a little hat for money -- change, tips, donations, contributions. So I went over and I pretend to put a dollar bill in his hat. (David Letterman) 

A motorist got caught in one of those new radar traps. He had been driving home one night when the automatic camera identified his car as exceeding the speed limit. Soon after, he received a ticket in the mail, plus a picture of his vehicle with the date and speed recorded on it. Duly impressed, he sent back the ticket, along with a photo of a $100 bill to pay the fine. (Jimmy Aleck, on “Comic Strip Prime Time,” FOX TV)
He was in a coffee shop. An attractive woman was reading her newspaper. He finally walked over and tried his very best line. “Bond. James Bond.” She looked up, smiled and replied: “Lost. Get lost.” (The Jokesmith)

The bank robber shoved a note across to the teller which read: “Put the money in a bag, sucker, and don’t make a move.” The teller pushed back another note: “Straighten your tie, stupid. They’re taking your picture.” (Lion, Lions International)  
The young preacher was called to a rural church and appeared for his first sermon that Sunday. To his dismay he found that one of the parishioners had brought his dog to the service. He asked the dog's owner to kindly remove the animal. The man obligingly took the dog out and returned to his seat. After the service, the church deacons rebuked the new preacher for insulting one of their staunchest members. The dog made no trouble, they pointed out, and had been accompanying its master to church for years. The preacher called on the dog's owner and apologized. “Don't worry about it, Reverend,” the man replied. “It all worked out. I wouldn't have had my dog hear that sermon for anything in the world.” (Sherwood Eliot Wirt, in The Book of Joy)
A policeman pulled a man over for speeding and asked him to get out of the car. After looking the man over, he said, “Sir, I couldn't help but notice your eyes are bloodshot. Have you been drinking?” The man became indignant and replied, “Officer, I couldn't help but notice your eyes are glazed. Have you been eating doughnuts?” (The American Legion Magazine)
A college professor was awarded a grant by a foundation to do scholarly work abroad. She had a problem, however. The grant came in the middle of the school year and she was unsuccessful in getting another professor to finish up the year with her class. The professor came up with a solution. She told her class about the foundation grant and said she would make tape recordings of her remaining lectures and that the recordings would be played during regular class hours. The students could listen to the tapes and make notes. The first class that was held under this arrangement was two days before the professor was to go abroad. When the class had started, the professor decided to check on how things were going. She quietly opened the rear door and peeked inside. She saw and heard her tape recorder on her desk, delivering the lecture. But there were no students in the classroom. On their seats were eighteen tape recorders, duplicating everything being said. It happens all the time: creativity inspires more creativity. (Bits & Pieces)
As a senior citizens’ function, I watched an older fellow ease his wife ahead of him in line. “You ask for the tickets, dear,” he told her. “You look older than I do.” Seeming to ignore his uncomplimentary remark, she stepped up to the counter. “I’d like two tickets, please,” she said loudly. “One for me and one for my father.” (Jean L. Schauer, in Reader’s Digest)

“Haven’t I seen your face before?” a judge demanded, looking down at the defendant. “You have, Your Honor,” the man answered, hopefully. “I gave your son violin lessons last winter.” “Ah, yes,” recalled the judge. “Twenty years!” (Bennett Cerf, in The Life of the Party)
Harry Truman, a Senator from Missouri when World War II broke out, went to Gen. George Marshall and volunteered for active duty. Marshall pulled his spectacles down over his nose and, as the story goes, said, “Mr. Senator, how old are you?” “Fifty-six,” Truman replied. “Now, Senator,” said Marshall, “you’ve reached an age where you can render greater service in the Senate than on the battlefield.” “I’m four years younger than you are,” Truman protested. “Yes, but I’m already in,” the general replied. Years later, after Truman became President, the two met again. “Well,” General,” President Truman said to Marshall, “who’s too old for what now?” (“George Marshall and the American Century,” PBS)
My retired husband, Jim, has been attending a beginning watercolors class. During one session the instructor asked everyone what they planned to do with their paintings when they were finished. Virtually all of the students were undecided, but Jim knew exactly what he would do with his. “I’m going to send them to my children,” he said with a smile, “to put on their refrigerators.” (Beverly D. Lee, in Reader’s Digest)
“I’m ashamed of you,” the father said to his lazy son. “You don’t even have a job. Why, when George Washington was your age, he was working hard in the wilderness as a surveyor.” “Yes,” said the boy. “And when he was your age, he was President of the United States.” (Bits & Pieces)
Lars: “I notice you watch a lot of home improvement shows, yet I never see you doing any home improvements.” Man: “I also watch a lot of medical shows, yet you never see me performing open-heart surgery.” (J. C. Duffy, in The Fusco Brothers comic strip)

When my 5-year-old son opened the birthday gift from his grandmother, he discovered a water pistol. He shrieked with delight and headed for the nearest faucet. I wasn’t so pleased. I turned to my mom and said, “I’m surprised that you bought him that! Don’t you remember how I used to drive you crazy with water guns?” Mom smiled and replied, “I remember.” (The Lutheran Witness)

Don’t complain about the weather. It will find a way to get even. (Doug Larson, United Feature Syndicate)

“Why did God make women so beautiful and yet so dumb?” asked George of his wife. “Well,” replied the wife, “He made us beautiful so you would love us and dumb so we would love you.” (Herm Albright) 
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