Prayer Funnies

Space man says to Heart: “Earth boy! We abduct you in the name of the Planet Plixbotz! It is futile to resist!” Heart: “Resist? I've been praying for this! So what's the first stop, boys? Pluto? Venus? The crystal rings of Saturn?” Space man: “The golden arches of McDonald's. I have a hankering for a McFlurry.” (Mark Tatulli, in Heart Of The City comic strip)


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, in Small Miracles of Love & Friendship)



Along with the other faculty members of a small Southern Baptist college, I was squirming through a long-winded, disjointed address at our outdoor commencement. An anonymous note started to circulate among us. It read: “Pray for rain.” (Louis Ball, in Reader’s Digest)


As Dennis The Menace is kneeling by his bed with his hands outstretched he looks up and says to God: “First of all, do I hafta admit something nobody can prove?” (Hank Ketcham, in Dennis The Menace comic strip)


While attending to a patient in the E.R., a young priest came in. I had to leave the patient to prepare some medication, but the priest expressed fear of being left alone in the small cubicle with the patient. He became quite anxious and asked me what we at the hospital tell our patients when they are afraid. I answered, “We tell them to pray, Father!"  (Nurses: Jokes, Quotes, and Anecdotes - 2005 Calendar, submitted by Florentina Hanna-Joshi)


After saying bedtime prayers, our 3-year-old son asked what “Amen" meant. I told him it meant we were all done. The next morning, he finished brushing his teeth, put down his toothbrush and said to me, “Amen.” (Lisa Harnasch, in Country magazine)

Rose prays and prays and finally says: “Amen!” Then she looks at the food in front of her and complains: “It’s still cauliflower!” (Pat Brady, Rose Is Rose comic strip)

If you want to make a man angry, tell him that you are going to pray for him. (Edgar Howe)


In the announcements section of the Silver Creek, Ga., United Methodist Church bulletin: “Remember in prayer the many who are sick of our church and community.” (Reader’s Digest)


The Mother says at the dinner prayer: “And please dear Lord, let Tracy and Zelda come to appreciate the gifts of your bounty in the form of Brussels sprouts, peas, carrots and bean salads of every type. Amen.” At the same time Tracy and Zelda say to themselves: “La! La! La! La! La! God can’t hear you! La! La! La!” (Michael Fry, in Committed comic strip)


Four members of the clergy had a theological argument, with the three male ministers siding against the female minister. The woman prayed, “Lord, I know I’m right. Please send us a divine sign to prove it.” A big storm cloud materialized, and there was a clap of thunder. “See,” said the woman. “It’s a sign from above.” The three clergymen disagreed, saying thunder is a common phenomenon. “Dear Lord,” the woman prayed, “I need a bigger sign.” This time, a bolt of lightning slammed into a tree. “See! I told you I was right,” the woman said. But the men insisted nothing had happened that couldn’t be explained by natural causes. “Help me, Lord,” the woman implored. And a deep voice came from the heavens: “SSSHHHEEE’S RRRIIIGGGHHHTTT!” The woman turned to the three clergymen and asked, “Well?” “So, okay,” they said. “Now it’s three against two.” (Reader’s Digest)

Johnny had been bad and was sent to his room. After a while he emerged and informed his mother that he had thought it over and then said a prayer. “Fine,” said the pleased mother. “If you ask God to make you good, he will help you.” “Oh, I didn’t ask him to help me be good,” replied Johnny. “I asked him to help you put up with me.” Boys will be boys, as the old saying goes, and it’s a wise mother who accepts this fact. (Bits & Pieces)    

For our mid-term examination, our Professor wanted us to sign a form stating that we had not received any outside assistance. Unsure of whether he should sign the form, one student stated that he had prayed for the assistance of God. The Professor carefully studied the student's answers to the test and then said, “You can sign it with a clear conscience. God did not assist you." (Tidbits of the Longmont Area)

The child prays and finally ends her prayer with the statement: “. . .  And if you find a purple balloon up there, it’s mine.” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)


With less than a minute to go in a tied basketball game, our team was on the free throw line. “Quick!” a child seated behind me directed a friend. “You pray in Mormon...and I’ll pray in Catholic!” (Gayle Garrett, in Reader’s Digest)


After extraordinary displays of patience, the parents of a “Dennis the Menace” taught him to say grace before meals. One day they heard him reciting the prayer while he was in the bath. “This isn’t the time to say grace,” called the mother. “You’re supposed to say it when you eat.” “I know,” called back the youngster, “I just swallowed the soap.” (The Roughneck)


After my daughter and her family returned from their vacation in Florida, we probably went a little overboard complimenting the pictures of everybody playing on the beach. That night when 4-year-old granddaughter said her prayers, she ended with, “And thank you, Lord, for making us all so good-looking." (Bivian Collins, in Country magazine)

As the parents enter the room while their son is kneeling and praying, they say to him: “No, you don’t have to wait for the beep. Just start praying.” (The Saturday Evening Post cartoon)

In an amusing article which appeared in the London “Express" George Bernard Shaw says: “Lots of people pray for me; and I have never been any worse for it. The only valid argument against the practice is that God knows His own business without any prompting." Obviously Shaw was alluding to a common type of prayer which occupies itself with praying for this and for that intimating that God could not run His universe without help. Any prayer that beseeches and begs God to do a thing is an open acknowledgment that the creation is incomplete, and that the Creator has forgotten or overlooked something that is very necessary. The more we beg God to be good the more we show forth our ignorance of His eternal nature. (A Synoptic Study of the Teachings of Unity, p. 33)

As the child kneels by his bed he closes his eyes and says to God: “Help me to take the blame even though it’s always that Rick Kirkman’s fault.” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)
A perfect example of the power of prayer is when a blizzard closes the schools on the day of a big exam. (Doug Larson, United Feature Syndicate)


The little boy kneeling next to his bed looks up to God and says: “Now don’t blow your top. I got mistakes to report.” (The Clergy Journal cartoon)


One night at dinner I asked my four-year-old son to say grace. Heads bowed and hands folded, we waited. After a few moments of silence, I looked up at him.  He glanced at me, then over to his father, then back to me again. Finally he said, “But if I thank God for the broccoli, won’t he know I’m lying?” (Sara Treaster, in Reader's Digest)


When our pastor had to be away one Sunday, my husband, Warren, volunteered to lead the service. Just before he began, a parishioner asked that Charlie R’s name be added to the prayer list. Charlie had been gored by his bull. Warren began, “We have been asked to pray for Charlie R, who is in the hospital because his bull gored him.” Unable to leave it at that, he went on, “Knowing Charlie, after he gets discharged, we’re going to have to add the bull to the prayer list.” (Linnea Dorau)

As Billy kneels on his bed he says to God: “Daddy says you’ve been ‘stremely busy since September 11th, but . . .” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

After a preacher died and went to heaven, he noticed that a New York cabdriver had been given a higher place than he had. “I don’t understand,” he complained to St. Peter. “I devoted my entire life to my congregation.” “Our policy is to reward results,” explained St. Peter. “Now what happened, Reverend, whenever you gave a sermon?” The minister admitted that some in the congregation fell asleep. “Exactly,” said St. Peter. “And when people rode in this man’s taxi, they not only stayed awake, they prayed.” (Quoted by Raymond A. Heit, in Reader’s Digest)


The little boy says to his father: “The batteries in my calculator went dead before I could finish counting my blessings.” (The Clergy Journal cartoon)

Dad overhears Dennis praying: “And please teach my Dad how to keep a campfire going." (Hank Ketcham, in Dennis The Menace comic strip)

Visiting St. Patrick’s Cathedral on a tour of New York City, my daughter and her children were awed by the sight. The kids were especially curious about the votive candles, so my daughter asked if they’d each like to light one. She explained that it is customary to say a prayer of petition or thanks, and she was careful to tell them that these are not like birthday candles. “Do you have any questions?” she asked. “No,” said the five-year-old, “But if there’s a pony on the steps outside, it’s mine.” (Ann Hasby, in Reader’s Digest)
The child kneels on the floor and looks up and says to God: “Lord, if you are truly a loving God, a compassionate God, a caring God, you’ll let this pack of Pokemon cards contain a holo-foil Carizard card, so I can laugh in Eileen Jacobson’s face.” (Bill Amend, in Foxtrot comic strip)

In our parish Joseph came to school with his head in a cast. He was very self-conscious about it, and when it was his turn to lead the prayers, he always said, “Let us pray that God will hurry up and get this thing off, we pray to the Lord.” Finally, he came to school without the cast. This time his prayer was, “Gee, God, I’m sure glad that thing is off. Everyone tells me I’m beautiful now. Thanks a lot, we pray to the Lord.” (Sister Mary Ora, in Catholic Digest)
My 4-year-old son, Tanner, and my father were drawing on the sidewalk with chalk. While Dad was busy, Tanner had managed to draw all over our steps. Dad asked Tanner what he thought I would do when I saw this. Knowing it took water to wash off the chalk, Tanner said, “Grandpa, I think we better start praying for rain.” (Jana Mayo, in Country Extra magazine)

A little boy said: “Grandma take me to the circus.” Said she: “I can’t, I’ve got to go to Prayer Meeting.” Said he: “Grandma, if you’d go to the circus just once, you’d never want to go to prayer meeting again.” (Rev. Leon Hill, in O’ for the Life of a Preacher)
One day little Billy and Johnny were climbing around in an old apple tree. Finally they walked out on a limb, and were holding to the boughs above them. But the limb on which they were standing proved to be rotten and gave way, and the boys came tumbling down to the ground.  Johnny was hurt and began to cry. But Billy got up with a smile on his face and began brushing the dirt off his clothes. “Why ain’t you hurt?” moaned Johnny. “You was out further on the limb than me.” “I prayed,” was the happy reply. “You didn’t have no time to pray,” retorted Johnny. “But it didn’t catch me, because I was already prayed up ahead,” explained Billy. “So I wasn’t scated. I know’d I’d be all right.” (Charles Fillmore, in Atom-Smashing Power of Mind, p. 33)
While our friends from India traveled around California on business, they left their 11-year-old daughter with us. Curious about my going to church one Sunday morning, she decided to come along. When we returned home, my husband asked her what she thought of the service. “I don’t understand why the West Coast isn’t included, too,” she replied. When we inquired what she meant, she added, “You know, in the name of the Father, the Son and the whole East Coast.” (Ann Spivack, in Reader’s Digest)


On two occasions I have been asked, “Pray, Mr. Babbage, if you put into the machine wrong figures, will the right answers come out?” I am not able rightly to apprehend the kind of confusion of ideas that could provoke such a question. (Charles Babbage, computer pioneer)

One child says to another child: “The kind of cook my mother is has nothing to do with us saying a prayer before we eat a meal!” (The Clergy Journal cartoon)


As Dolly and Jeffy kneel on the bed saying their prayers before they go to sleep, Dolly says to God: “Scratch what Jeffy just said about the missing cookies. Here’s the REAL story . . .” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)



After reading the bulletin that says: “Bingo tonight after prayers," the superior says to the Brother, “Brother, were you using the office copier for your personal use?" (Mike Peters, in Mother Goose & Grimm comic strip)


Daughter: “What’s that you’re doing, Mom?” Mom: “Cross-stitching a prayer. It’s going to say ‘God grant me the senility to forget the people I never liked anyway, the good fortune to run into the ones I do like, and the eyesight to tell the difference.’” (Brian Crane, in Pickles comic strip)

Actress Dina Merrill was teaching her three-year-old daughter, Nina, to say her prayers.  The child was mumbling and her mother said, “I can’t hear you.” Nina looked solemnly at her mother and replied, “I wasn’t talking to you.” (Bits & Pieces)

A boy was praying as loud as he could for a Christmas present.  His sister said  -- “You don’t have to pray so loud, God isn’t deaf.”  Said he -- “I know God isn’t deaf, but Grandma is.” (Rev. Leon Hill, in O for the Life of a Preacher, p. 25)

From silly devotions and from sour-faced saints, good Lord, deliver us. (St. Teresa of Avila)


A mysterious stray dog has been participating in the prayer rituals of Buddhist monks on a South Korean island. The dog, named Hama by the monks, walked into a temple on Chindo Island about a month ago, sat down, and began bowing to the Buddhist at the same time everyone else did. Many Buddhists, who believe in reincarnation, are now flocking to Chindo to visit Hama, who may have been someone important in a previous life. “The dog bows just like a monk,” said one. (The Week magazine, September 30, 2005)

The child kneels on her bed and prays: “Can we ‘God bless’ dogs, too, or just people?” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)
I am not much given to visions and personal revelations, but recently I had a real experience of the working of God in my life. As you know, I’ve been on a diet. I’ve been pretty good, but what a struggle. The other day I had to go downtown.  As I started out I remembered the Daylight Donut Shop. They make some real world class doughnuts. Driving along I thought, “A cup of coffee and a doughnut would really hit the spot.” But then I remembered my diet. So I said a silent prayer, “God, if you want me to stop for a doughnut, let there be a parking place right in front.” Sure enough, seventh time around the block. (Illustration Digest)

When I took my daughter Jennifer to get her driver’s license, she was noticeably tense. I was afraid that her frazzled nerves were going to cause her to make mistakes on her road test, so I said a little prayer. Soon Jennifer returned with a big smile and a passing grade. Afterward I asked her if my prayer had done the trick. “I’m sure that it helped,” Jennifer replied. “Also, the examiner asked me if I was nervous. When I said, ‘Yes,’ he wanted to know if there was anything he could do. I suggested I’d be just fine if he’d scream every few minutes, so I could pretend he was my mother.” (Pamela A. King, in Reader’s Digest)
Our adult Sunday-school class was discussing formal and informal prayer, when one man remarked, “I do some of my best praying while I'm driving.” From the back of the room, in a quiet voice, the man's wife agreed. “I, too, do my best praying while you're driving." (Elise Seibt Herrin, in Reader's Digest)


A Sunday-morning Bible class was discussing prayer and how we can pray. One man told the class, “I do some of my best praying while I’m driving.” His wife, sitting next to him, smiled and quickly added, “That’s really interesting, honey. I do some of my best praying while you’re driving!” (George Kottwitz, in The Lutheran Witness)


My nephew Aaron is quite a picky eater. One evening, his mom insisted he eat the casserole she prepared. But before she dished up the food, it was Aaron's turn to say grace, and he began, “Dear God, please don't make me eat this." (Amy Drabek, in Country Extra magazine)


As soon as Billy's plate was set before him at the holiday dinner at Grandma's house, the little guy started eating. “Billy, wait till we say our prayer," his mother said. “We always do at our house." “We don't have to here," Billy replied. “Grandma knows how to cook." (Rocky Mountain News)


Mom and Agnes sit down for breakfast and Mom says: “Please say grace, Agnes.” Agnes: “For pop tarts? Isn't that a bit excessive? We pluck thy beautiful succulent fruit from all of thy trees and most bushes. Then we throw away all stems, pits and peels and evaporate most of the juices. We take what's left and roll it thin until it's a little more like glue then we stick that glop in a pastry shell that's both dry and tasteless, too. We thank . . .” Mom: “Enough, Agnes!” Agnes: “I didn't get to mention the cute, little foil body bags.” Mom: “Enough.” (Tony Cochran, in Agnes comic strip)

Dennis the Menace’s mother says, as she puts him to bed. “Time to say your prayers, dear.” Dennis: “I can’t, Mom.” Mom: “Why not?”  Dennis: “Cause I can’t think of the exact words.” Mom: “Oh, honey, you don’t have to worry about that. There are no right words when talking to God. He understands everything.” Dennis: “Good! Then I’ll just say my ABCs. God knows what I’m thinking. He’ll put them together for me.” (King Duncan and Angela Akers, in Amusing Grace, p, 80)
The professor of our graduate-school class on gifted children included a huge amount of material on the midterm exam. As tension in the room built, people were sighing and gasping aloud. The following week the professor tossed the graded papers on her desk and announced: “Class, after I left here last week, the Lord spoke to me. He said, “Gee, thanks, professor. I haven’t heard from some of those people in years!” (Gail Thomas, in Reader’s Digest)

In our parish my sister, an expectant mother, was encouraging her daughter to pray for a new brother or sister. Each night, the little girl prayed for this intention. Finally, one evening after the new baby had been brought home, the little girl said, “Mommy, I feel sad. I prayed so hard for that baby and now you act as if it is all yours.” (Mrs. Joseph Felice, in Catholic Digest)


The little girl kneels next to her bed and looks up to God and says: “I think you know my father -- he works for you -- he’s a minister.” (The Clergy Journal cartoon)

One morning at Mass, our youngest son became quite troublesome. At first I gave him a stern fatherly stare, and motioned for him to calm down. When he refused, I took hold of his arm and suggested that he sit still -- but again to no avail. Then, I thought I’d relate the purpose of our Sunday morning visit. “Please stop and do me a favor,” I said, “and say a prayer for your father.” My son looked at me with innocence, “Dad,” he replied, “I have already prayed for you twice.” (Larry J. Weimer, in Catholic Digest)

When my daughter Kelli was 3, she and my son Cody would say their nightly prayers together. As most children do, they would bless every family member, every friend, and every animal, current and past. For several weeks after we had finished the nightly prayers, Kelli would say “And all girls.” My curiosity finally got the best of me. “Kelli,” I asked, “why do you always add the part about all girls?” “Because,” she replied, “we always finish our prayers by saying All men!” (JokeBank) 


The flight had been long and bumpy, and my heart sank as the pilot announced that there was fog at London’s Heathrow Airport and that, unless it cleared quickly, we would be forced to divert to Manchester. A clergyman sitting beside me closed his eyes and mouthed a silent prayer. A few minutes later we were asked to fasten our seat belts for a landing at Heathrow. Turning to my neighbor, I congratulated him on his successful appeal to “headquarters.” “On the contrary,” he sighed. “I live in Manchester.” (P. Moss, in Reader’s Digest)


David was in first grade and didn't want his mother to walk him to school. So Mom asked a neighbor, Mrs. Goodnest, if she would follow him to school the first morning. Mrs. Goodnest agreed. She took her little daughter, Marcy. They followed David as he walked to school with a friend. After a bit, the friend said, “There's a lady following us. Do you know her?" David replied, “Yeah, that's Shirley Goodnest and her daughter Marcy. I better get used to it. Every night when Mom and I say prayers, she tells me that Shirley Goodnest and Marcy will follow me all the days of my life.” (Larry Dittmer, in The Lutheran Witness)


There’s a soft spot in his heart for the old Ford Model A, says reader Seth Thomas of Oak Bluffs, Massachusetts. During the ‘50s, he had a small “fleet” of them he was working to restore. But those old Fords could be exasperating, too, adds Seth, who wrote this “psalm” in 1958 in tribute to his favorite car: “The Ford is my auto, I shall not want (another). It maketh me to lie down beneath it. It soreth my soul and leadeth me into the paths of ridicule for its name’s sake. Yea, though I ride through the valleys, I am towed up the hills. I fear much evil -- my rods and my engine discomfort me. I anoint my tires with patches. My radiator runneth over. I repair my blowouts in the presence of mine enemies. Surely, it this thing follows me all the days of my life, I shall dwell in the bughouse forever!” (Reminisce Extra)


The child kneeling by his bed looks up to God and says: “After you’ve forgiven me, will you explain this to Santa Claus?” (Bunny Hoest & John Reiner, in Parade magazine)

They say over in France the wine region is going through an incredible heat wave, destroying all the crops. The crops are ruined and this has devastated the French economy. Proving once again: Prayer works. (Jay Leno)


Grandma: “You've been washing your face a long time, Nelson.” Nelson: “I'm trying to wash my freckles off. I hate 'em!” Grandma: “You don't want to wash them off! Don't you know that freckles are where the angels kissed you while you were asleep?” Nelson later kneels next to his bed and prays: “. . . And please tell your angels to knock off the kissing.” (Brian Crane, in Pickles comic strip)

One child says to another: “Say a prayer for grandmother’s friend. He has Old-Timer’s disease.” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

On a road trip through a desolate region of New Mexico, my cousin and I found ourselves 60 miles from town with a nearly empty gas tank. Praying and hoping, we drove on until we reached a small farmhouse standing alone in a vast field. The farmer filled our tank and reluctantly accepted the $20 we offered. Grateful, I said, “Without your help, two young women might have been stranded tonight. God put you in this spot for a reason.” “Well,” replied the farmer, shaking his head and rubbing his neck, “it mighta been a-purpose, but he was mad at me when he done it!” (Robin L. Wheeler, in Reader’s Digest)

A little boy was observed by a minister in church praying very fervently; but, much to the pastor’s surprise, he was also heard to say from time to time, “Tokyo, Tokyo, Tokyo.” So when the service was over the minister went up to the boy and said, “Son, I was very pleased to see you praying so devoutly, but do tell me, why did you keep saying, ‘Tokyo, Tokyo, Tokyo’?” The little boy replied, “Well, you see, sir, I have just been taking my geography examination in school, and I have been praying to the Lord to make Tokyo the Capital of France.” (Sir Eric Roll) 

As the child kneels on her bed with her mother looking in through the door, she says: “Night-night, God, sleep tight. Don’t let the bedbugs bite.” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)


A minister who was a keen if somewhat erratic golfer approached the green and was advised by his caddie to use a Number 3 iron. “I think I can make it with a 4,” answered the minister. But when the ball landed in a trap short of the green he commented, “Well, I guess the good Lord didn’t hear me.” “Could be,” snapped the caddie, “but in my church when we pray we keep our heads down.” (Herm Albright, in Golf Digest)

Steve wanted to qualify for an amateur golf tournament but was anxious about who would be watching. At the first tee, he was appalled to find a TV crew. Muttering a prayer, Steve hit the ball 275 yards down the fairway. Trying to appear nonchalant, a relieved Steve strode off toward his ball. His partner ran after him. “Aren’t you going to bring your clubs?” he asked. (Andrea Fust, in Reader’s Digest)

You can always tell the golfers in church. They are the ones who use interlocking grips when they put their hands together to pray. (Jim Reed, in Catholic Digest)

Bill Moyers, who was an ordained Baptist minister during the time he was President Johnson’s press secretary, was saying grace at a White House dinner one evening.  Johnson was seated at the other end of the table and was having trouble hearing. “Speak up,” he said, “I can’t hear you.” “I wasn’t talking to you,” replied Moyers. (Bits & Pieces)

I know why we say grace. It’s to let our food cool off. (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)


When we say grace, do we look up at Heaven, or down at the food? (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)


Little Johnny and his family were having Sunday dinner at his grandmother's house, reports Bob Sallee of Coffeyville, Kansas. Everyone was seated around the table as the food was being served. When Johnny received his plate, he started eating right away. “Johnny, wait until we say our prayer," admonished his mother. “I don't have to,” Johnny replied. “Of course you do,” his mother insisted. “At home, we always say a prayer before we eat.” “That's at our house,” Johnny explained. “But this is Grandma's house, and she knows how to cook.” (Country magazine)


Grandma: “I can’t believe it! I’m actually riding a mule to the bottom of the Grand Canyon! It’s a good thing these animals are so sure-footed. It’s a long way down there.” Nelson: “Grampa, how come your mule walks so close to the edge?” Grandna: “Don’t bother Grampa, Nelson. He’s saying his prayers.” (Brian Crane, in Pickles comic strip)


The child prays at the meal: “Thank you, Lord, for these gifts we are about to receive, except for these green things, which Mom claims are peas, but I know are caterpillar brains.” (Michael Fry, in Committed comic strip)


The church secretary says to the minister: “Our congregation has grown so we can dispense with the abacus and buy an adding machine!” (The Clergy Journal cartoon)

Before retiring for the day, Helga kneels by her bed and prays: “. . . And please allow my husband, Hagar, to survive the spears and the arrows, the catapults, boiling oil and attack dogs he will face during his raids on English castles. Also, let him survive the perilous storms, hidden reefs and sea monsters he may encounter on his way home. Amen. And please let him remember to bring back that spool of light blue thread I asked him to get. Amen.” (Dik Browne, in Hagar The Horrible comic strip)


Our 12-year-old daughter, Gayle, was teaching her younger sister, Mary, the Hail Mary. Gayle began and asked Mary to repeat after her, “Hail Mary,” Gayle said. Mary looked up at Gayle. “Hail, Gayle,” she obediently intoned. (Clara E. Exner, in Catholic Digest)


Barber: “Reverend Meeks, would you like to say a little prayer before I get started?” Rev. Meeks: “I don't think so.” Barber: “Why not? You always say a prayer before I cut your hair.” Rev. Meeks: “And you always fall asleep the minute we bow our heads.” Barber: “I know, and I could use a nap right now.” (Jerry Bittle, in Geech comic strip)

Dolly: “Jeffy’s only kneeling on one knee again and saying half the Hail Mary.” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)


My wife and I met in a Shakespeare class at the University of Texas. I was from Iowa, and the professor hailed from New York. That day, we discussed a scene in Hamlet in which Hamlet contemplates killing his uncle, Claudius. “Hamlet,” my future wife declared, “was fixin’ to kill Claudius while he prayed, but decided against it because he was afraid Claudius might go to heaven.” “Correct,” said the professor. “Although I doubt Shakespeare would have put it that way.” Tucking her chin in like a boxer, my bride-to-be replied, “He would have if he’d been from Texas.” (Brian Yansky, in Reader’s Digest)

One day I picked up my seven-year-old daughter, Emily, from CCD, dashed home, and made a simple meal. With dinner on the table, I reached out my hands to hers to say grace, but she would only take one. I began the prayer anyway, though feeling slighted by her unwillingness to take my other hand. After the prayer, I questioned her about it.  “Mama,” she explained, “at CCD today we learned that when two or more people are gathered together for God, Jesus is here. I was holding Jesus’ hand.” From then on, we always left a spot for Him. (Christiana Mavroudis, in Catholic Digest)

As the little boy and the dog, Marmaduke, are kneeling and praying beside the bed, the little boy says to Marmaduke: “Let me do it. I know how hard it is for you to be good.” (Brad Anderson, in Marmaduke comic strip)

The following appeared in the bulletin of a Minnesota church: “We thank thee, Lord, for our instant coffee, read-quick cocoa, one-minute oatmeal and pop-up waffles. In haste. Amen.” (Sunshine Magazine)


Dear God, so far today, I’ve done all right. I haven’t gossiped, and I haven’t lost my temper. I haven’t been grumpy, nasty or selfish, and I’m really glad of that. But in a few minutes, God, I’m going to get out of bed, and from then on, I’m probably going to need a lot of help. Amen. (Rocky Mountain News)

One day my wife had a terrible headache, so my 4-year-old daughter, Brooke, and I made dinner while she rested. When we sat down to eat, I asked Brooke to say the blessing to remember her mother in the prayer. She bowed her head and said, “Please bless this food, and bless Mommy and her headache that they will go away.” (Gregg Luke, in Country Extra magazine)

One Thanksgiving Day, a mother decided to serve a more healthy fare than the family had come to expect. She served a turkey, all right, but no potatoes and gravy. There was no stuffing. She did serve a green salad and there were peas and carrots, but no butter. There was no pumpkin pie, no mincemeat pie and, of course, no dollop of ice cream on top. Instead there was fruit salad. It was all very healthy, but when the father asked a son to say grace, the little guy surveyed the table, bowed his head, and said, “Lord, I don’t like the looks of it, but I thank you for it, and I’ll eat it anyway.” (Bits & Pieces)

Grandma says to the children: “When I'm put on hold I use the time to say a little prayer. But it's usually hard to pray in time with the music.” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

My three-year-old granddaughter was visiting us and we were about to have lunch.  Rachel sat with her hands properly folded and eyes closed as I began Grace. “In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost.” Immediately Rachel’s eyes flew open. “You are not supposed to say ‘the Holy Ghost,’” she admonished. “You’re supposed to say ‘the Holy Spirit.’” Then, afraid she may have hurt my feelings, she quickly added, “You can say ‘the Holy Ghost’ at Halloween.” (L. M. Shaw, in Catholic Digest)
Asked to pray for a Sunday school teacher who was having hospital tests, my grandson said, “Lord, help her to get all A’s.” (Mildred Shuttleworth, in Country Woman magazine)
The Wednesday-night church service coincided with the last day of hunting season. Our pastor asked who had bagged a deer. No one raised a hand. Puzzled, the pastor said, “I don’t get it. Last Sunday many of you were missing because of hunting season. I had the whole congregation pray for your deer.” One hunter groaned, “Well, it worked. They’re all safe.” (Arla Ford, in Reader’s Digest)



Once there was a small boy who wanted a pair of skates. His parents, hoping to teach him the value of money, informed him that he would have to save the required amount from his allowance. His mother overheard him in his room one afternoon shaking his bank and counting his money. Then she heard the bell on the ice cream wagon ringing loudly in the street outside. So the mother waited to see what would happen. The boy wanted the skates, but he also liked ice cream.  There was no sound from the room until the vehicle had gone, and the bell could no longer be heard. Then a childish voice was heard in prayer. “Dear Jesus, please don’t let the ice cream wagon come down my street anymore.” (Dr. Eugene Brice) 

Wife: “You and Herb are going ice fishing tomorrow? You’ll freeze!” Blondie: “Naw, ice fishing is a macho thing. We can handle it.” Daughter: “Mr. Woodley said he can’t make it tomorrow. He has the sniffles.” Blondie: “Sniffles? Why that lily-livered wussy!” That evening, while kneeling beside his bed after his wife goes to sleep, he says to God: “Thank you, dear Lord.” (Dean Young & Denis Lebrun, in Blondie comic strip)

Grandma: “Nelson! What are you doing? Look! You're getting marking pen on the carpet! You'd better pray that I can get that ink out!” Grandpa then says to grandson: “I'd do what she says, son. Your Gramma takes her religion seriously!” (Brian Crane, in Pickles comic strip)
I thought my four-year-old grandson showed amazing insight when his evening prayer recently was: “How do you do it, God? How do you do it?” (David W. Eggebrecht, in The Lutheran Witness)
After our son began working as an insurance-company representative, he explained to his little girl what he’d be doing in his new job. Soon thereafter, on an overnight visit with us, she was saying her bedtime prayers and asking God to watch over the people who had been hit by Hurricane Hugo. Then she added, “. . .  and please let them have paid their insurance.” (Dee Lidvall, in Reader’s Digest)

During a Sunday service, the pastor asked the congregation for their intentions. We heard the usual requests to pray for sick people and the acknowledgements for those who helped when a parishioner died. The somber mood was broken when the last intention was heard. A woman stood up and said, “My granddaughter turned 16 this week and received her driver’s license. Let us pray for us all.” (Ken Mallory, in Reader’s Digest)

A woman invited some people to dinner. At the table, she turned to her 6-year-old daughter and said, “Would you like to say the blessing?” “I wouldn’t know what to say,” the girl replied. “Just say what you hear Mommy say,” the woman answered. The daughter bowed her head and said, “Lord, why on earth did I invite all these people to dinner?” (Denver Rocky Mountain News)

Dean: “Hey, Heart.” Heart: “Quiet, Doofus! My Mom’s on a job interview and I’m praying that she gets it.” Dean: “Oh, well, isn’t it nice having her around again?” Heart: “To tell the truth, it would be nice having money again. I’m Jonesin’ for a new bathing suit.” (Mark Tatulli, in Heart Of The City comic strip)

The orthopedist, examining my painful knee, asked when I felt most uncomfortable. I told him it was worst as I kneel to pray -- as Episcopalians do -- during church on Sunday. After his technician took X rays, the doctor came back with them in hand and, shaking his head, said, “You may have to become a Baptist.” (Jane Perry Shoemaker, in Reader’s Digest)


In our parish, little Jeff had just returned home from class, rubbing his knees. His mother asked what was wrong. “They’re sore from kneeling so much,” Jeff answered. “But I think it will be all right now. The last time Father asked us to pray, I prayed that he wouldn’t ask us to pray so much.” (Mrs. Russell Zallar, in Catholic Digest)


As the child looks through the picture Bible she says to her mother: “At the Last Supper, betcha I know who they asked to say grace.” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

The child eyes the food, and then says to her Mother: “They’re leftover, we already thanked God.” (The Lutheran Witness)


Out on the road recently, I noticed in the next lane a tentatively driven car from a driving school. The license plate read PRAY4US. (Richard Wayman, in Reader's Digest)

Lord give me the strength to change the things I can, the grace to accept the things I can't, and a free lifetime supply of ding dongs. (Rick Stromowski, in Soup to Nutz comic strip)

A Christian in ancient Rome was being pursued by a lion. He ran through the city streets and into the woods, dodging back and forth among the trees. Finally it became obvious that it was hopeless – the lion was going to catch him. So he turned suddenly, faced the beast and dropped to his knees. “Lord,” he prayed desperately, “make this lion a Christian.” Instantly the lion dropped to its knees and prayed. “For this meal of which I am about to partake . . .” (Vauna J. Armstrong, in Reader’s Digest)

Confiding in a co-worker, I told her about a problem in our office and my fear that I would lose my job. She was concerned and said she would pray for me. I know she keeps a list of the ten people she believes need her prayers the most, so I asked if she had room for me on her list. “Oh, yes,” she replied. “Three of the people have died.” (Kaye Gordon, in Reader’s Digest)


A mother listening to the evening prayers of her sleepy little daughter was astonished and amazed to hear the following: “Now I lay me down to sleep, I pray the Lord my soul to keep. And when he hollers let him go. Eenie, meenie, miny, mo.” (Balance Sheet) 

 
Little Johnny liked church pretty well except for the long pastoral prayer. So when his dad asked the visiting minister to say grace when dinner was served, Johnny was worried. But to his surprise, the prayer was very brief and to the point. Pleased, Johnny turned to the minister and observed, “You don’t pray so long when you’re hungry, do you?” (Mike McCall, in Progressive Farmer)

Heart: “Mrs. Angelini, should I pray to God to help Dean find his lost kitten Spock?” Mrs. Angelini: “Why don’t you pray to St. Anthony. That’s who I pray to when I lose something.” Heart: “And who do I pray to to get Mom to let me get a tattoo?” Mrs. Angelini: “A patron saint of body art? I’d have to look it up.” (Mark Tatulli, in Heart of the City comic strip))


Child: “Grandma, I can’t find Annie, my favorite doll! I’ve looked everywhere!” Grandma: “To find lost things I always pray to St. Anthony. He might find your lost doll for you.” Child: “Grandma! Look!” Grandma: “Did you thank St. Anthony for finding your doll?” Child: “No, he didn’t find her. I did.” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip) 


Peter Pulaski went to church to pray for $5,000. He won $100,000 in the New York State lottery and told God: “You kind of overestimated my need.” (Ripley’s Believe It or Not!: Book of Chance, p. 60)

Billy asks his Mom: “If God is way up there in Heaven, shouldn’t I pray a lot louder?” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)


Little Benjamin sat down at the desk to write a letter to God asking for a little baby sister. He started the letter like this: “Dear God, I’ve been a very good boy.” He stopped, thinking, No, God won’t believe that. He wadded up the piece of paper, threw it away, and started again: “Dear God, most of the time I’ve been a good boy.” He stopped in the middle of the line, again thinking, God won’t be moved by this. So he wadded up the letter and into the trash can it went. Benjamin then went into the bathroom and grabbed a big terry cloth towel off the towel rack. He carried it into the living room and carefully laid it out on the couch. He smoothed out all the wrinkles. Then he went over to the fireplace mantle, reached up, and very carefully lifted down a statue of the Madonna. He had often seen his mother carefully dust the statue, and he had eyed it many times. On several occasions, his parents had told him that he could look but was not to touch the statue. Now, with all the care he could muster, he had it in his possession. Benjamin gently placed the statue in the middle of the towel, carefully folding over the edges. He then placed a rubber band around the whole thing. He brought it to the desk, took out another piece of paper, and began to write his third letter to God.  It went like this: “Dear God, if you ever want to see your mother again . . .” (Moments for Mothers) 

After two weeks in a meditation class, all I had acquired were stiff joints and a burning curiosity about the woman assigned to the spot next to me. At every meeting, she would arrive late, breathless and frazzled. But soon after she assumed her meditation position and started to chant “1984, 1984, 1984,” you could almost see her blood pressure fall. A look of utter bliss would appear on her face. Mystified as to what she had found in George Orwell’s disturbing book to inspire such contentment, I finally asked her why she used it as her mantra. “Who’s talking about a book?” she replied. “In 1984, the mortgage on our house will be paid off, my fourth and final child will graduate from high school, and my mother-in-law plans to retire to Florida.” (Rheta Lum, in Reader’s Digest)

As my five-year-old son and I were heading to McDonald’s one day, we passed a car accident. Usually when we see something terrible like that, we say a prayer for whoever might be hurt, so I pointed and said to my son, “We should pray.” From the backseat I heard his earnest voice: “Dear God, please don’t let those cars block the entrance to McDonald’s.” (Sherri Leard, in Reader’s Digest)


The Army often gives out field rations to soldiers sent on training missions far from the unit. However, many soldiers despise these MREs--Meals Ready to Eat. During a 20-minute lunch break at Fort Benning, Ga., my company of trainees gathered under some trees to eat our prepackaged rations. One soldier observed me bow my head in reverence over the bundle in brown plastic. When I looked up, he said, “Your prayer didn’t work. The MRE is still there.” (1st Lt. Matthew A. Ritchie, in Reader’s Digest) 

A Sunday School teacher asked a young miss in her class to define prayer. “Prayer,” said the child, “is messages sent up at night and on Sundays when the rates are lower.” (Baptist New Mexican)


A boss who has the reputation of being a real slave driver became ill and had to stay home from the office. His wife called his secretary to give her the news. “He won’t be in today,” the wife said. “He’s sick. And you know what kind of mood he’s in.” “Oh my, yes,” said the secretary. “God help those germs.” (James Dent, in Charleston, WV, Gazette)

Morning prayer: “Dear God, so far today, I have done all right. I have not gossiped; I have not lost my temper; I have not been greedy, grumpy, nasty, selfish, proud or overindulgent. I am very thankful for that. But in a few minutes, God, I am going to get out of bed.” (Website, Messiah Lutheran Church, Santa Cruz, California)


Motto seen on the sweat shirt of a young woman exiting the physical-sciences building at California State University, Los Angeles: “St. Andreas, Protect Us From Our Faults.” (Dick Straw, in Reader’s Digest)


“Do you say your prayers every night, Trudy?” asked the minister. “Oh, no; Mummy says them for me,” answered Trudy. “Indeed, and what does she say?” he queried. “Thank God you’re in bed!” was the prompt reply. (Elberton Star) 

   
The child prays: “Our Father who art in heaven, how did you know my name?” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)


Things to say if you get caught napping at your desk: “They told me at the blood bank this might happen.” “This is just a 45-minute power nap like they raved about at that management seminar you sent me to.” “Someone must have put the decaf in the wrong pot.” “Whew! Guess I left the top off the White-Out. You probably got here just in time.” “I wasn’t sleeping. I was meditating on the mission statement and envisioning a new paradigm.” “I was testing my keyboard for drool resistance.” “I was doing a highly-specific yoga exercise to relieve work-related stress. Are you discriminatory toward people who practice yoga?” “Why did you interrupt me? I had almost figured out a solution to our biggest problem.” “The coffee machine is broken.” “...in Jesus name. Amen.” (Rocky Mountain News)


Husband says to wife: “I’m gonna say my prayers. D’you need anything?” (Jim Unger, in Classic Herman comic strip)

Nurse's Prayer: “Dear Lord, I pray for wisdom to understand my challenging patients; love to forgive them; and Patience for their moods. Because, Lord, if I pray for strength, I'll beat them to death. Amen.” (Nurses: Jokes, Quotes, and Anecdotes - 2005 Calendar)

Nurse's Senility Prayer: Grant me the senility to forget the patients I never liked. The good fortune to run into the patients I do like. And the eyesight to tell the difference!  (Nurses: Jokes, Quotes, and Anecdotes - 2005 Calendar)
When called on to deliver the offertory prayer, a deacon said: “O Lord, why is it that a ten-dollar bill looks so large in the offering plate and so small in the grocery store?” (Jackie O. Vickers, in Reader's Digest)


A man who recently bought a female parakeet with a salty vocabulary got a call from his minister telling him that he was planning to stop by the following week. Worried about the bird’s language, he called a friend who had two well-behaved male birds. One recited the Lord’s Prayer, while the other held a rosary in its claws and repeated Hail Marys. “Would it be okay if I brought my bird over for a few days?” the man asked his buddy. “Maybe my parrot will pick up some good habits from yours.” The friend agreed, so the man took his female parakeet over and put her in the cage next to that of the two devout males. Suddenly, the first male parakeet stopped praying and turned to the other. “You can knock it off now,” he said. “We got what we were praying for.?” (Orvil T. Unger, in Quote magazine)

Dear God, I pray for patience and I want it right now! (Oren Arnold)

Members of Atlanta Christian College's choir tour, we travel around the country by bus, singing at churches. One day we stopped at a restaurant whose specialty is pecan waffles. When our steaming waffles were served, we all bowed our heads to give thanks. As we prayed, the waitress whispered in my ear, “If you’re lookin’ for the pecans, they’re on the bottom.” (Nina Argo, in Reader’s Digest)


We are like Jimmy Carter’s phone in the conversation between Jimmy Carter and Menachem Begin. Begin was talking with Jimmy Carter in the Oval Office when he noticed three phones on Carter’s desk. One was platinum, one was red, and one was gold. Begin joked, “What are those phones really for?” “Well,” Carter said. “The platinum connects me to my brother Billy in the Plains. It’s my way of looking out for him. The red phone has a direct line to Russia, so I can call them any time. The gold phone is my personal hot line to God.” Begin laughed. “How much does it cost to talk to God?” “Ten thousand dollars,” answered Carter. “And it’s worth every penny.” Time passed, and Carter visited Israel. He happened upon an office with three phones in it. He couldn’t resist asking. “What are your three phones for?” Begin replied, “One is my direct line to Parliament, one is my line to Egypt, and the last is a line to God.” “And how much does it cost for you to reach God?” “Ten cents,” responded Begin. “It’s a local call.” (King Duncan and Angela Akers, in Amusing Grace, p. 79)


An old farmer, after taking care of some business at a neighboring estate was asked to stay for lunch. Noting that his well-to-do companions began immediately to eat, the old man bowed his head and quietly said grace for himself. When he looked up, his host was smiling indulgently. “Do many of the people around here follow such an old-fashioned custom?” he asked. “Most do,” replied the old farmer. “This must be a more backward area than I thought when I bought this place,” remarked the gentleman in a bantering tone. “Isn’t there anyone nearby sufficiently enlightened not to parade their prayers at the table?” The old man thought a moment and said, “Well I reckon there are some over at my place who never pray over their food.” “College graduates, no doubt?” “No, sir,” said the farmer, “my pigs.” (St. Andrew’s Episcopal Buttetin, Ft. Worth, TX) 


A woman proudly hung on her mantelpiece a needlework plaque that said “Prayer Changes Things.” A few days later, the plaque was missing from its place. The woman asked her husband if he had seen it. “I took it down, I didn’t like it,” her husband replied. “But why?” the woman asked. “Don’t you believe that prayer changes things?” “Yes, I honestly do,” her husband answered. “But it just so happens that I don’t like change, so I threw it away.” (King Duncan & Angela Akers, in Amusing Grace, p. 451)

Three preachers sat discussing the best positions for prayer while a telephone repairman worked nearby. “Kneeling is definitely best,” claimed one. “No,” another contended. “I get the best results standing with my hands outstretched to Heaven.” “You’re both wrong,” the third insisted.  “The most effective prayer position is lying prostrate, face down on the floor.” The repairman could contain himself no longer. “Hey, fellas,” he interrupted, “the best prayin’ I ever did was hangin’ upside down from a telephone pole.” (Mae Hoover, in Reader’s Digest)

Soldier: “How does a great leader like Hagar prepare for battle?” Other Soldier: “By meditating!” As Hagar stands over in the corner with a cold beer in his hand the soldier continues: “As a matter of fact, he’s over there meditating right now!” (Brian Crane, in Hagar the Horrible comic strip)

In certain trying circumstances, urgent circumstances, desperate circumstances, profanity furnishes a relief denied even to prayer. (Mark Twain)


Pig: “Have any of your fellow zebras ever tried praying to ask for protection from the lions?” Zebra: “Yeah, but they were all killed.” Pig: “Why is that?” Zebra: “Kneeling with your eyes closed is not conducive to survival.” (Stephan Pastis, in Pearls before Swine comic strip)


Thirteen-year-old Ginny had been a bad girl, and part of her punishment was to eat dinner alone at a small table in the corner of the kitchen. No one paid any attention to her until the family became aware of the Grace that she was saying aloud: “I thank Thee, Lord, for preparing a table for me in the presence of mine enemies.” (Charles Chich Govin, in Catholic Digest) 

There’s a nice story told of a rabbi and a priest playing golf. Before putting, the priest crosses himself. By the ninth hole he is nine strokes ahead. So the rabbi asks if the priest thinks it would be all right if he too crossed himself. “Sure, rabbi, go ahead,” says the priest. “But if won’t do you any good until you learn how to putt.” (William Sloane Coffin, in Sermons from Riverside)


Jay’s Sunday school class met in the church after Mass. When he found a quarter under a pew, Jay’s teacher suggested he light a candle and say a prayer for his sick friend. He did so and laid his coin on the tray as he had seen others do. A few minutes later the teacher noticed Jay taking the quarter from the tray and putting it into his pocket. When she asked him why he had taken his donation back, he replied, “Oh, it’s OK, Mrs. Smith. I blew the candle out!” (Cynthia A. Baker, in Catholic Digest)

We prayed long and hard for rain for the farmers. The deluge also brought the golfers back to us! (The Clergy Journal cartoon)


A farming community was going through a drought, which prompted a visiting preacher to pray for rain. The following day it rained so hard, it ruined the crops. “That’s what happens when you get a preacher that isn’t familiar with agriculture,” said one farmer. (Thomas La Mance)

The summer of 1996 was extremely dry in Indiana. My parents are farmers, and their crops were withering in the unrelenting drought. One afternoon while my three young nephews, Jason, Andrew and Brayden, were visiting, my mom spotted a storm cloud north of the farm. “Boys, go out there right now and pray for rain,” she commanded. “Pray hard!” They obediently trooped out to the barnyard, got down on their knees and began to pray. Within minutes the wind blew, thunderclouds rolled in, the sky blackened and rain poured down, drenching the cornfields. The boys raced inside. Soaked to the skin and dripping all over the floor, Brayden exclaimed, “Grandma, I think maybe we prayed too hard!” (Karla J. Herman, in Guideposts magazine)

Once upon a time there was a family of wayward church members who had once been active, but had lost all interest and had fallen away. There were the father and three sons, Jim, John, Sam. The elders had talked to them about their lost condition, the preacher had visited them, and many of the brethren had tried to get them to come back to church -- but all this did not seem to do the least bit of good. One day when the boys were out in the pasture, a large rattlesnake bit John and he became very ill. The physician was called and, after an examination, he pronounced John to be in a very critical condition. Said he, “About all you can do now is pray.” The father called the preacher and told him of John’s condition. He asked the preacher to pray for John’s recovery and this was his prayer: “O wise and righteous Father, we thank Thee, for Thou hast in Thy wisdom sent the rattlesnake to bite John, in order to bring him to his senses. He has not been inside the church house for years and it is doubtful that he has in all that time felt the need for prayer. Now, we trust that this will prove a valuable lesson to him, and that it will lead to genuine repentance. And now, O Father, will Thou send another snake to bite Sam, and another to bite Jim, and another BIG ONE to bite the old man. We have all been doing everything we know for years to restore them, but to no avail. It seems, therefore, that all our combined efforts could not do what this snake has done. We thus conclude that the only thing left that will do this family any good is rattlesnakes; so Lord, send us bigger and better rattlesnakes. In the name of Jesus we pray. Amen.” (John R. Rice Scrapbook)  


During a weekly church meeting, a friend of mine was scheduled to read a list of people who had asked to be included in the congregation’s prayers. Since another church member, Bonnie, had mentioned that she and her husband were struggling with a big decision on whether they should become missionaries, my friend offered to include them on the list. So at the meeting, my friend announced in front of the whole congregation, “Let’s all pray that Bonnie and Lee can make a decision about the missionary position.” (Carrie Kocik, in Reader’s Digest)

During birth-preparation class we were learning relaxation techniques, and the instructor asked us to come up with ideas to lower stress levels. Silence pervaded the room, but one dad, a slight fellow with round glasses and a religious T-shirt, finally offered: “Prayer?” “Good," the instructor replied. “Anything else?” “How about sex?” suggested another father-to-be. Once again, silence followed. Then the devout dad-to-be muttered under his breath, “What do you think I've been praying for?” (Tracy & Scott Yancey, in Reader's Digest)


In our prayer group, each member writes her prayer requests on index cards. One day when I was to read the requests, I forgot my glasses. Reading the first card, “Lord, please bring my lover back into the right position.” Amid the puzzled looks, the pastor’s wife snatched the card from me and read, “Lord, please bring my lower back into the right position!” (Mary L. Donahue, in Reader’s Digest)


Every day my father-in-law, Glenn, joins his group of regulars at a nearby truck stop for a cup of coffee. One day Glenn noticed two tough-looking men in the “drivers only” area. Before digging into their food, the two bowed their heads in prayer. Glenn mentioned to his friend Dave that the two guys didn’t look like the types who would say grace in a public restaurant. Dave replied, “Maybe they’ve eaten here before.” (Anthony M. Pastore, in Reader’s Digest) 

Heart: “What are you doing, Mrs. Angelini?” Mrs. Angelini: “Oh, just praying a few decades of my rosary. What about you?” Heart: “I’m studying for a stupid math test I have to take tomorrow. So you might want to toss in a few Hail Marys for me.” Mrs. Angelini: “I’ll even spot ya’ an extra ‘Hail! Holy Queen.’” (Mark Tatulli, in Heart of the City comic strip)


After Mass one Sunday I was searching through my pockets for a coin to make a phone call. Among the keys, gum, and other miscellany that I put on the table was my rosary. A keepsake of more than 30 years, it is missing several beads. One of my companions noticed it, and pointing it out to another friend, he nodded toward me, and said, “I always suspected he wasn’t praying with a full rosary.” (Michael L. Hanlon)

As the child walks into the classroom at school she asks her teacher: “Could you let Kevin and me pray in school today? His grandma is in the hospital and she’s very sick.” (Bil Keane, The Family Circus comic strip)
As the children are sitting in the classroom Lucy prays: “Oh, please don’t let her call on me! Please, oh, please, don’t let her call on me. I’ll study hard tonight if you just, please, don’t let her call on me today.”  Franklin: “I thought praying in school had been banned?” Lucy: “This kind will always be with us, Franklin!” (Charles M. Schulz, in Peanuts comic strip)
In our parish one of our youngsters was hanging his head as if in silent prayer after the rest of the family had finished saying Grace at the table. When our other child noticed her brother sitting with his head bowed, she remarked. “He’s praying for second helpings now.” (Bob Brown, in Catholic Digest)
As the little boy plants the seeds in the ground he looks up at the little girl who says: “If you want them to grow, you hafta say a prayer to your gardening angel.” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

A distinguished minister and two elders from his congregation attended an out-of-town meeting that did not finish until rather late. They decided to have something to eat before going home, but unfortunately the only spot open was a seedy bar-and-grill with a questionable reputation. After being served, one of the elders asked the minister to say grace. “I’d rather not,” the clergyman said. “I don’t want him to know I’m here.” (Phyllis R. Martin, in Reader’s Digest)


Two shipwrecked sailors were adrift on a raft for days. In desperation, one knelt down and began to pray. “Oh, Lord, I haven’t lived a good life. I’ve drunk too much. I’ve lied. I’ve cheated. I’ve gambled. I’ve done many bad things, but Lord, if you’ll save me, I promise . . .” “Don’t say another word!” shouted his shipmate. “I think I just spotted land.” (Modern Maturity)


Two young boys were spending the night at their grandparents’. At bedtime, the two knelt beside their beds to say their prayers, when the youngest began praying at the top of his lungs: “I PRAY FOR A NEW BICYCLE. I PRAY FOR A NEW NINTENDO . . .” His older brother leaned over and nudged him. “Why are you shouting your prayers? God isn’t deaf!” he said. “I know,” said the younger one, “but Grandma is." (Denver Rocky Mountain News)

A boss who has the reputation of being a real slave driver became ill and had to stay home from the office. His wife called his secretary to give her the news. “He won’t be in today,” the wife said. “He’s sick. And you know what kind of mood he’s in.” “Oh my, yes,” said the secretary. “God help those germs.” (James Dent, in Charlotte, W. Va., Gazette)


My grandsons take turns saying grace at dinnertime. Peter was excited when his turn came. "Thank you, Lord, for this food,” he said. “We've had it once, and we'll have it again. Amen,” All of the adults tried not to laugh at his sincere prayer. (Dollie Buffington, in Country)


As the storm raged, the captain realized his ship was sinking fast. He called out, “Anyone here know how to pray?” One man stepped forward. “Aye, Captain, I know how to pray.” “Good,” said the captain, “you pray while the rest of us put on our life jackets -- we’re one short.” (Dale Radke)


As the child kneels next to his bed in prayer, he says to God: “I think you better sit down.” (Reamer Keller cartoon)


In our parish my three-year-old son had a hard time sitting still during Mass one Sunday. Wiggling would not have been so bad, but after he pinched his brother, dumped the contents of my purse on the floor, and squirted milk from his brother’s bottle down the neck of the woman sitting in front of us, I had had enough.  So I scooped him up and headed down the aisle toward the vestibule for the promised “talk.” Quickly realizing he was in big trouble, he solicited help from a higher power. Stretching out his little arms to the other worshipers as we walked, he called out, “Pray for me! Pray for me!” (Sally Dillon, in Catholic Digest)


Mom: “Ruthie, it’s late, go to sleep.” Ruthie: “But, Mom, I need to say my prayers!” Mom: “All right, make it snappy.” Ruthie: “God, bless all the birds who didn’t fly south for winter, and Miss Chowder, who’s having problems with her car.” Mom: “Ruthie, just do the ‘Now I lay me down to sleep’ prayer, please.” Ruthie: “Now I lay me down to sleep, I pray, dear Lord, it’s not too deep. ‘Cuz you know me, I tend to leak. My will is strong, but bladder’s weak! Please help me make it to the bathroom on time! Amen.” Mom: “That’s a new one.” Ruthie: “Grandpa taught it to me! He says it’s better than all that dying stuff!” Mom: “Good night, baby.” (Rick Detorie, in One Big Happy comic strip)

When the children returned to class after a heavy snow had closed school for a few days, a teacher asked her students if they had used their free time constructively. “I prayed for more snow,” one little girl said proudly. (Rocky Mountain News)


First pig: “Who are all you people?” Other pigs: “The diminutive soothsayers. We're short little guys who pray fervently for the end of this world.” First pig: “Why do you do that?” Other pigs: “We can't get dates.” (Stephan Pastis, in Pearls before Swine comic strip)


I always say a silent prayer before I rise to speak. “Dear Lord, fill my mouth with meaningful stuff, and nudge me when I've said enough.” (Pat Buttram, actor)


The child sitting at dinner says to her parents: “I can’t quite get myself around to saying grace over a spinach casserole!” (The Clergy Journal cartoon)


Women are always involved in spiritual affairs. All of the women I ever asked out said that I didn’t have a prayer. (Bob Hope)

Student Nurse's Prayer: I know we go through this every day, but please give me the knowledge as to why I actually wanted to go to nursing school. Lord, give me the strength to make it through those boring three-hour lectures without falling asleep. Lord, please give me the patience to make it through twelve-hour clinicals with instructors who can't just give you the right answer. On the same note, give the nurses the ability to remember what it was like to be a student and give us just a little more respect. Lord, give me the endurance to read all the assigned readings and be able to remember it when I am taking a test with four right answers. Lord, give my family and friends the ability to realize I really am on the edge of insanity. Finally, Lord, give me the vision to see that one day I will be a real nurse and I will never have to wear this ugly uniform again.  (Nurses: Jokes, Quotes, and Anecdotes - 2005 Calendar)


President Bush might have knee surgery this year. Here’s how he hurt his knee. He’s been spending too much time praying that the Democrats will nominate Howard Dean. (David Letterman)


Why is it that if you talk to God, you’re praying. But if God talks to you, you’re schizophrenic?” (Lily Tomlin)


Up in heaven, the pastor was shown his eternal reward. To his disappointment, he was given only a small shack. But down the street he saw a taxi driver being shown a lovely estate with gardens and pools. “I don’t understand it,” the pastor said. “My whole life, I served God with everything I had and this is all I get, while a mere cabby is given a mansion?” “It’s quite simple,” St. Peter said. “When you preached, people slept; when he drove, people prayed.” (Joel Bergman, in Reader’s Digest)


Each Sunday the minister called the children to the front of the church while he told them a story. Once he brought a telephone to better illustrate the idea of prayer. “You talk to people on the telephone and don’t see them on the other end of the line, right?” he began. The children nodded yes. “Well, talking to God is like talking on the telephone. He’s on the other end, but you can’t see him. He’s listening, though.” Just then a little boy piped up and asked, “What’s his number?” (Barbara Frahm, in Reader’s Digest) 


As long as there are tests, there will be prayer in public schools. (Bumper sticker)

A 4-year-old was asked to give the blessing before Thanksgiving dinner.  As family members bowed their heads in expectation, the child began. First, the youngster thanked God for each friend, naming them one by one. Then the child thanked God for Mommy, Daddy, brother, sister, Grandma, Grandpa, and aunt and uncle. Next, the tyke began to thank God for the turkey, the dressing, the fruit salad, the cranberry sauce, the pies, the cakes, even the Cool Whip. Then the child paused. Everyone waited -- and waited. After a long silence, the youngster looked up. “If I thank God for the broccoli, Mom,” the child asked, “won’t God know that I’m lying?” (Good Clean Fun web site)


Mother says to child: “Instead of always asking for things in your prayers, remember to say an occasional thank you prayer. For your family, for our good health, for this house, the fun we have, for your school, all your friends. . .”  Child: “Thanks, God, for everything Mommy said.  Amen.” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

As Dennis kneels next to his bed in prayer, he says to God: “I'll talk to you tomorrow night, same time, same place. Amen.” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)


Saying grace at mealtime was a tradition at Grandma’s house. At breakfast, lunch and supper, all who gathered around the table would bow their heads to give blessing for the food they were about to eat.  Much to Grandma’s sadness, this tradition was not brought to our home by my mother, so as a three-year-old, the practice of saying grace was very confusing to me. Mother embarrassingly recalls that once, while Grandma rambled through one of her lengthy mealtime thanks to God, I asked in a rather loud voice, “Why is Grandma talking to her plate?” (Glen DeVuono)


The softball game between members of our church and a local synagogue was tied until the bottom of the ninth inning, when our pastor hit the game-winning home run. He jokingly attributed his success to the benediction he had given before the game. The following week we presented him with a trophy inscribed “Most Valuable Prayer.” (E. Kramer, in Reader’s Digest)

A little boy saying his prayers had his mind centered on the talk of his parents concerning our troubled times. Having prayed for everything and everybody he could remember, the lad concluded: “And please, God, take care of Yourself. If anything should happen to you, we’d all be sunk.” (A Synoptic Study of the Teachings of Unity)


I heard a story about a young woman who was single a little longer than she wanted to be, and she decided to pray more specifically. She purchased a pair of men’s trousers, just the right size, and hung them on the bedpost every night. She got on her knees and prayed, “Father in heaven, hear my prayer, and grant it if You can; I’ve hung a pair of trousers here; please fill them with a man.” This woman married at the age of thirty-one and lived to raise twelve children. (King Duncan and Angela Akers, in Amusing Grace, p. 37)

The woman says to her minister: “I’ve been trying and trying to get my husband to cut the grass--could you come over some time and bless our lawnmower?” (The Clergy Journal cartoon)


Dolly, while kneeling on her bed, says to God at the end of her prayer time: “Thanks for listening, and stay tuned for Jeffy comin’ up next.” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)


As a church usher, I greet parishioners arriving for Sunday services. One rainy day, as churchgoers were struggling at the door trying to deal with their wet umbrellas, I noticed a family of four arriving under a huge one.  “Is that a golf umbrella?” I asked. “Yes, it is,” the father replied. “May we pray through?” (Timothy Foley, in Reader's Digest)

Girl: “Heart! Spock is gonna be ok! The vet gave him a clean bill of health!” Heart: “Hah! Don’t ever underestimate the power of prayer, baby!” Girl: “I’ll second that!” (Mark Tatulli, in Heart Of The City comic strip)

As Dennis the Menace kneels beside his bed he says to God: “You know who stepped in the wet cement, and I know, but do we hafta talk about it.” (Hank Ketcham, in Dennis the Menace comic strip)
I know why we say grace. It’s to let our food cool off. (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)
Overheard some children inside our church admiring the stained-glass window depicting Christ at prayer. “It’s beautiful here,” one boy said, with greater wisdom than he realized, “but it ain’t no good if you are outside.” (Burton Hillis, in Better Homes & Gardens)
In our parish in Salem, Oregon, two nuns were out shopping when a terrible windstorm arose. Many motorists pulled over to the side of the road, too frightened to continue. The clerk in the supermarket overheard the two Sisters debating whether they should drive back to the convent. “You drive, Sister Luke, and I’ll pray,” one said. “What’s the matter?” Sister Luke replied, “Don’t you trust my praying?” (Mrs. Rene E. Tremblay, in Catholic Digest)

One day, three men were hiking and unexpectedly came upon a large raging, violent river. They needed to get to the other side, but had no idea of how to do so. The first man prayed to God, saying, “Please God, give me the strength to cross this river.” Poof! God gave him big arms and strong legs, and he was able to swim across the river in about two hours, after almost drowning a couple of times. Seeing this, the second man prayed to God, saying, “Please God, give me the strength and the tools to cross this river.” Poof! God gave him a rowboat and he was able to row across the river in about an hour, after almost capsizing the boat a couple of times. The third man had seen how this worked out for the other two, so he also prayed to God saying, “Please God, give me the strength and the tools and the intelligence to cross this river.” And poof! God turned him into a woman. She looked at the map, hiked upstream a couple of hundred yards, then walked across the bridge. (From the Internet)

The man prays to God: “Please make me a good writer. And please grant Adelle and myself good health. And you know, we could really use a little money. Maybe you should write this down.” (Chris Browne, in Raising Duncan comic strip)

I wrote down a prayer. Does God have a fax machine? (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)
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