Judging Incorrectly – Funnies

A zealous art student went to a gallery and spent a bewildering hour looking over various abstract works. She was finally attracted to a painting consisting of a black dot on a field of white and farmed in brass. “How much for this?” she asked. “That’s the light switch,” she was told. (Comedy World)

A young father, obviously flustered, was pushing a baby carriage down the street. Loud wails kept coming from the buggy. “Easy now, Albert,” the father said quietly. “Control yourself, Keep calm.” Another howl. “Now, now, just keep your temper. We’ll soon be home.” A grandmother-looking woman stopped to look at the scene. “I really must congratulate you,” she gushed. “There aren’t many young parents who show such patience with babies. You know just how to reassure him.” She patted the moppet on the head and cooed, “What’s bothering you, Albert?” “No, no,” the father interrupted, “his name’s Johnny. I’m Albert.” (Catholic Digest)

About two dozen people were evacuated from Grand Junction’s airport Sunday night after authorities found a suspicious item in a man’s suitcase. Transportation Safety Authority workers spotted a plastic container filled with liquid that had what looked like wires sticking out of it. What was this suspicious item? It turned out to be a water balloon toy. And the wires? Spigots to spray water. The airport opened 45 minutes later, and no charges were filled. (Rocky Mountain News, January 18, 2005)
A man goes to the track and sees a priest blessing a horse before a race. He quickly goes to the ticket window and bets on that horse. The horse wins. He watches the priest carefully for the next four races, and continues to win, until he has quite a small fortune. He bets it all on the one last race. Before the horse crosses the finish line, however, it drops dead. The man rushes up to the priest and confronts him and demands an explanation. The priest just shakes his head. “That's the problem with you Protestants,” he says. “You don't know the difference between a blessing and the Last Rites.” (Rocky Mountain News)

The other day I went to the local religious book store where I saw a “Honk if you love Jesus” bumper sticker. I bought it and put it on the back bumper of my car, and I'm really glad I did. What an uplifting experience followed! I was stopped at the light of a busy intersection, just lost in thought about the Lord, and didn't notice that the light had changed. That bumper sticker really worked! I found lots of people who love Jesus. Why, the guy behind me started to honk like crazy. He must really love the Lord because pretty soon he leaned out his window and yelled, “Jesus Christ” as loud as he could. It was like a football game, with him shouting, “Go, Jesus Christ, Go!!!” Everyone else started honking too, so I leaned out my window and waved and smiled to all those loving people. There must have been a guy from Florida back there because I could hear him yelling something about a sunny beach, and I saw him waving in a funny way with only his middle finger stuck up in the air. I had recently asked my two kids what that meant. They kind of squirmed, looked at each other, giggled, and told me that it was the Hawaiian good luck sign, so I leaned out the window and gave him the good luck sign back. A couple of the people were so caught up in the joy of the moment that they got out of their cars and were walking towards me. I bet they wanted to pray, but just then I noticed that the light had changed, and I stepped on the gas. It's a good thing I did, because I was the only car to get across the intersection. I looked back at them standing there. I leaned out the window, gave them a big smile, and held up the Hawaiian Good Luck sign as a drove away. Praise the Lord for such wonderful folks! (401st Bomb Group Association newsletter)
Children are very adept at comprehending modern statistics. When they say, “Everyone else is allowed to,” it is usually based on a survey of one. (Paul Sweeney, in The Quarterly)
A woman who loves candy was given a big box wrapped in the paper of a famous chocolate firm. She said to her husband, “You've got to save me from myself. Put it in the freezer.” Six months later, she had an urge for chocolate. “Please,” she said to her husband, “get the chocolate out of the freezer. I've got to have some.” Her husband went to the freezer, got the gift-wrapped package and handed it to her. When she opened it, she found a book, frozen stiff. (Alex Thien, in Milwaukee Sentinel)

“Chow looks wonderful,” I told the mess sergeant, a large, intimidating man. “I’d like seconds.” “You’ll get the same as everyone else,” he growled as he chucked food in my tray. “Now move it!” After finishing the edible portion of my meal, I dumped the rest in the garbage, accidentally tossing out my silverware. While leaning into the trash can to look for my knife and fork, I felt a tap on my shoulder. It was the mess sergeant. “It’s all right, son,” he said. “You can grab seconds.” (Scott Pope, in Reader’s Digest)

Patrick J. McGovern, chairman of Computerworld, tells about visiting a monastery in Nepal where handwritten sacred documents are stored on thick stone shelves. Because of the documents’ importance to other monks, who often travel vast distances to read them, a lama said they had plans to copy the tablets. “By hand?” asked McGovern, imagining scribes at work for hundreds of years. “Oh, no,” replied the lama. “We use a Xerox 9200.” (Jack B. Rochester & John Gantz, in The Naked Computer)

Servant: “Remember that nice couple I told you about who never argue or fight?” Lady: “Yes!” Servant: “Well, this is Helga and Hagar, who live right down the road from that couple!” (Dik Browne, in Hagar the Horrible comic strip)

After waiting two hours for her date, Sarah concluded she’d been stood up. So she changed into pajamas, made some popcorn, and flopped down in front of the TV. Then the doorbell rang – it was her date. He took one look at Sarah and gasped, “You’re still not ready?” (Reader’s Digest)

Woman: “Earl, looks like he’s deep in thought.” Grandma: “Appearances can be deceiving.” Woman: “Oh?” Grandma: “He accidentally super glued his fingers to his chin.” (Brian Crane, in Pickles comic strip)

A doctor came into a hospital room and told the patient’s husband to wait outside while he examined his wife. A few minutes later the doctor came out and asked a nurse’s aide if she could get him a pair of pliers. She did, and he went back into the patient’s room. Five minutes later he came out and asked for a screwdriver. When he came out a third time and asked for a hammer, the anxious husband demanded to know what was wrong with his wife. “I don’t know yet,” the doctor said. “I can’t get my bag open.” (Executive Speechwriter Newsletter)

One morning my oldest daughter, a high-school senior, asked to borrow one of my skirts. A few minutes later, I was doubly flattered when her 15-year-old sister wanted to wear my jeans and a sweater. Standing on the porch waving good-bye, I overheard oohs and aahs as the girls and my clothes piled into a friend's car. Later, though, I learned it was School Spirit Week. That day's assignment was to dress like a nerd.
(Linda Jeffrey, in Reader's Digest)

After completing a course to become an emergency medical technician, I was ready to put my new skills to the test. Driving along the highway, I saw a man lying beside his vehicle. I stopped, grabbed my medical kit and ran to his side. “I’m an EMT,” I said. “Do you need help?” “Sure,” he answered. “Can you change a flat tire?” (Mary Beth Schmutz, in Reader’s Digest)

After completing a course in organic gardening, I couldn’t wait to start planting. My husband took our three children on a weekend canoe trip, so I could have two uninterrupted days. The first one I spent preparing the soil, shaping it into four large raised beds. As I stood resting on my hoe, admiring my work, I noticed a neighbor eyeing me curiously. “I’m starting a garden,” I explained. “Oh,” he said, sounding relieved. “I thought you’d just buried your family.” (Betty Carter, in Reader’s Digest)

For months I hinted that I needed a new wedding ring, since I had developed an allergy to gold. On my birthday, while I was gardening, my husband asked me for gift suggestions. I held my hand up and said, “Well, you’ll notice that my hands are bare.” Later that evening I opened my present with enthusiasm. “Happy birthday,” he said, as I unwrapped a new pair of gardening gloves. (Diana Ryan, in Reader’s Digest)

Grass is always greener on the other side, till you have to mow it. (Anthony Klco, in Catholic Digest)

My boss is a workaholic who’s more likely to be found stuck behind her desk than on a treadmill. So when she declared, “I really have to make it a point to get to the gym tonight,” I was thrilled. “Good for you!” I cheered. “Yeah,” she said, “I have to cancel my membership.” (Maryann Serri, in Reader’s Digest)

In Copenhagen, Denmark, after worried passersby saw employees inside a bank holding their hands in the air, someone called the police. When officers arrived, they found the workers were taking yoga lessons. (Herm Albright, in Catholic Digest)

In our parish one of our older ushers was hard of hearing. One Sunday he greeted a newcomer and proceeded to nod politely as she spoke to him, while at the time, leading her down the aisle to a pew. After Mass the newcomer commented to another usher on how considerate the old gentleman was and on how he enjoyed the service. “But,” she continued, “I already attended worship at my own church down the street.” The usher asked the woman why, if that was the case, she had stopped by for Mass in the first place. “I only wanted to tell someone about the car in the parking lot,” she told the second usher. “It has its lights on. (Paul Christian, in Catholic Digest)

Several friends and I were commiserating about how difficult it is to get our kids to eat healthful foods. Maria told us about the time she sent some cookies made with bran, carob and other wholesome ingredients to school in her daughter’s lunch. The little girl came home that afternoon and said, “Mom, you have to make some more of those cookies!” Thrilled, Maria said, “Oh, you really liked them?” “No,” her daughter replied, “but the other kids did, and one of them gave me a Twinkee for them!” (Linda Noble Lemond, in Reader’s Digest)

Every day after work my friend Ty went home and crashed on the couch, where he watched TV and ate until he fell asleep. Deciding it was my duty to convert him to a healthier life-style, I encouraged him to start working out. After listening to weeks of my pestering, Ty called me, complaining of a pulled back muscle. Pleased that he’d finally engaged in some physical activity, I asked him how it happened. “Well,” he said, “the TV remote was on the other side of the couch.” (Joseph R. Demers, in Reader’s Digest)

When the couple arrived at the airport in England, the wife, a British citizen, headed to the British passport line, while her American husband stood in the foreigners’ line. When the customs officer asked the purpose of his visit, the man replied, “I’m on my honeymoon.” “That’s interesting,” the officer said, looking around. “Most men bring their wives with them.” (Rocky Mountain News)

One day at the post office, I watched a young man stamp a stack of letters and put all but one of them in the mail drop. Then he gazed lovingly at the last one, kissed it and dropped it in the slot. “Girlfriend?” I asked with a smile. “No, a job application,” he replied. I bought him lunch. (Ralph Starkenburg, in Reader’s Digest)

Doctor while weighing Earl on the scale says to him: “Earl, I’m very impressed. You’ve lost a lot of weight since the last time I saw you. How did you accomplish that?” Earl: “My wife took all the keys I wasn’t using anymore off my key ring.” (Brian Crane, in Pickles comic strip)

A man pulled into a crowded parking lot and rolled down the car windows to make sure his dog had fresh air. Concerned that the puppy might try to wriggle out the window in an attempt to follow him, he walked to the curb backward, pointing his finger at the car and saying, “Now you stay. Do you hear me? Stay! Stay! The driver of a nearby car gave him a strange look and suggested, “Why don’t you just put it in park?” (Catholic Digest)

A newspaper photographer out in Los Angeles was called in by his editor and told of a fire that was raging out in Palos Verdes, a hilly area south of Los Angeles. His assignment was to rush down to a small airport, board a waiting plane, get some pictures of the fire, and be back in time for the afternoon edition. Breathlessly, he raced to the airport and drove his car to the end of the runway. Sure enough, there was a plane waiting with the engines all revved up, ready to go. He got aboard, and at about 5,000 feet, he began getting his camera out of the bag. He told the fellow flying the plane to get him over the fire so he could take his pictures and get back to the paper. From the other side of the cockpit there was a deafening silence. Then he heard these unsettling words: “Ah . . . aren't you the instructor?” (King Duncan's Treasury of Dynamic Humor)

After more than 30 years in the piano-tuning business, I thought I had heard it all. Then I went to adjust the piano strings for a customer who had a carpenter working at her house. Every time he made a trip outside for another tool, he would look in on me. “Hey,” he said finally, “if you like to play the piano so much, you really should take some lessons.” (Connie Vincent, in Reader’s Digest)

At a testimonial dinner in his honor, a wealthy businessman gave an emotional speech. “When I came to this city 50 years ago,” he said, “I had no car, my only suit was on my back, the soles of my shoes were thin, and I carried all my possessions in a brown paper bag.” After dinner, a young man nervously approached. “Sir, I really admire your accomplishments. Tell me, after all these years, do you still remember what was carried in that brown paper bag?” “Sure, son,” he said. “I had $300,000 in cash and $500,000 in negotiable securities.” (The Lion)

When I was 8 1/2 months pregnant, I had to return some automotive parts my husband had bought by mistake. At the store, I asked the clerk to point out Bob, the man my husband had dealt with. Told that he was in the back of the building, I waddled over to the group of four men deep in conversation. “Hey!” I shouted. “I'm looking for Bob!” A burly man stepped forward. “Lady,” he said, “I swear I've never seen you before in my life!” (Judy E. Meitzen. in Reader's Digest)

 On my first day of classes at Ball State University in Muncie, Indiana, I took a front-row seat in my literature course. The professor told us we would be responsible for reading five books, and that he would provide us with a list of authors from which we could choose. Then he ambled over to the lectern, took out his class book and began, “Baker, Black, Brooks, Carter, Cook . . .” I was working feverishly to get down all the names when I felt a tap on my shoulder. The student in back of me whispered, “He’s taking attendance.” (Shelly Carter, in Reader’s Digest)

Driving down the highway one day, I saw this slogan on the back of a well-known trucking company’s vehicle: “We Go That Extra Mile.” Then I noticed another phrase scrawled in the dirt just below it: “Because We Missed the Last Exit!” (April Johnson, in Reader’s Digest)

Pushing a cart down a supermarket aisle, a man passed a woman whose cart carried a 4-year-old girl. As he walked by, he heard the mother saying, “Take it easy, Natasha. It won't be long. We have only three more items to buy.” A few minutes later, he passed the same woman in another aisle. As the little girl looked at the items on the shelves, the woman crooned in a soothing voice, “It's okay, Natasha. We're almost finished. Nothing to get upset about, Tasha dear. We'll be outside in no time at all.” When the man reached the checkout counter, the woman was paying for her groceries. “Excuse me,” he said, “I'd like to compliment you on the way you kept your daughter calm while you did your shopping. I overheard some of the soothing things you were saying to Natasha here to keep her from getting upset.” The woman looked puzzled for a few seconds, then laughed. “You've got it all wrong,” she said. “My daughter's name is Kate. I'm Natasha.” (Rocky Mountain News)
Bob was going to a party and was in such a hurry he forgot his false teeth. He turned to the guy next to him at the party and said, “I forgot my false teeth.” So the guy reached into his pocket and pulled some out. Bob tried them on and said, “No, these are too loose.” The guy pulled out another pair, which were too tight. The third pair fit, and Bob wore them for the best of the party. At the end, Bob said: “Where is your office? I've been looking for a good dentist for a long time.” The guy said, “I'm not a dentist. I'm an undertaker!” (Rocky Mountain News)

While vacationing in the Hawaiian Islands, I visited the World War II memorial atop the sunken U.S. battleship Arizona, a monument to those who died in the attack on Pearl Harbor. On board, I slipped on a stairway and injured my thumb. Back home, with the thumb still not healing properly, I called my doctor for an appointment. When I was asked the nature of my illness, I thought I'd give the background and began, “I was injured at Pearl Harbor.” “Well,” the nurse interrupted. “It took you long enough to report it!” (Elmer M. Simms, in Reader's Digest)

During my brother’s wedding, my mother managed to keep from crying until she glanced at my grandparents. My grandmother had reached over to my grandfather’s wheelchair and gently touched his hand. That was all it took to start my mother’s tears flowing. After the wedding, Mom went over to my grandmother and told her how that tender gesture triggered her outburst. “Well, I’m sorry to ruin your moment,” Grandmother replied, “but I was just checking to see if he was still alive.” (Tidbits)

In Sully, Iowa, a man whose wife announced she had removed the decorations from their Christmas tree and asked if he could finish the task spent 20 minutes wrestling the tree through the house, out the door and to the curb where the next day, the garbage man took it. That night, his wife asked where he had put the tree and he said the curb, at which point she exclaimed: “You what? I paid $200 for that tree! It was artificial.” (Doug Peppers, in Bloomington-Normal, IL The Pantagraph, 1997)

My 13-year-old identical twin sons were scheduled to perform at their school’s Bach recorder competition – Peter first and David last. After 1 ½ hours of often shrill “music,” David stepped up to complete the program. Seeing David at the microphone, a parent behind me leaned over to another in the audience and said, “Oh, no! They’re starting all over again!” (Carol J. Miller, in Reader’s Digest)

A manager quarreled with the umpire on every call he made, until a foul was hit into the stands in the sixth inning. Immediately afterward a woman was carried out on a stretcher. The umpire asked the manager if the ball had hit the woman. “No,” yelled the manager, “you called that one right, and she fainted.” (Joe Garagiola, in Baseball Is a Funny Game)

 It seems that two visitors were walking along a street in Washington, D.C. They happened to be passing within sight of the Washington Monument at just about the time a janitor nearby was putting trash out to burn. At the point where they were walking, the fire was so situated in their line of vision and it seemed to be at the base of the tall, slender monument. One of the visitors turned to the other, shook his head in mock despair, and exclaimed: “They’ll never get it off the ground!” (Rev. Howard C. Adams, in Pulpit Digest)

In my early fifties, I attended a large and lavish wedding reception. Going through the receiving line, I noticed that one of the bridesmaids, a stunningly gorgeous young woman, couldn't take her eyes off me. My ego soared. After greeting the bridal couple, I approached the lovely bridesmaid, preparing to turn on the charm. She spoke up first: “Sir, your necktie is hanging in your champagne glass!” (Robert N. Spangler, in Reader's Digest)

On New Year’s Eve, a lady stood up at the local pub and said it was time to get ready for the celebration. At the stroke of midnight, she wanted every husband to be standing next to the one person who made his life worth living. The bartender was almost crushed to death. (The American Legion Magazine)
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