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To my dear grandchildren—Dan, Julie, Stephanie,
Christopher, Michael, Bobby, Bradley, Amanda, Jeff,
Maria, Andrew and Ryan—in gratitude for their so greatly
adding to my happiness.
 

Introduction
Years ago, when the realization dawned upon me that I had  rather accidentally become a professional comedian, it occurred to me that it might be a good idea to begin salting away  jokes—my own or any in the public domain—in order that I might  one day have a nice substantial joke-account to draw on should  creatively grim times set in.
For a while I filed gags like a beaver—or more to the point, like  Milton Berle, Bob Hope, or Red Skelton—and then came the day  when I began having trouble finding particular jokes in the stack. I  had created not a gag-file but a gag graveyard. Jokes went in, but  they hardly ever came out again.
It has always seemed to me that my old What’s My Line? friend,  the late Bennett Cerf, was involved in precisely the same sort of  cemetarial pursuit. Although one of his joke books was titled The  Life of the Party, the reader will not become the life of most parties  by retelling the stories this collection includes for the reason that  these are the stories that were told at the preceding year’s parties.  Bennett did an effective job of gathering and indexing them, and  laying them away to rest in straight-faced peace.
The ultimate value of such books, I think, will not accrue to us  at all; they will become valuable a century from now as a means of  informing our descendants what it was we laughed at way back in  the 1980s and ’90s.
And, sad to contemplate, they will probably think at least some  of our jokes just as unfunny as we think of those of the nineteenth   century, for humor is a fragile thing and little of it keeps well over  the years. Even Shakespeare’s comedies would no longer be performed did they depend solely on their humor content.
Our progeny are apt to be a bit confused, by the way, by the  impression some joke books give that our public figures were  all great wits, for joke compilers usually go along with the established belief that a good joke will seem better if you credit it to  a popular humorist or other prominent person. There is no particular harm in this; it’s just that someone should let our grandchildren know that most jokes are created by relatively anonymous  professional gag writers. Or even if they are ad-libbed by a comedian or senator, they will shortly be credited to fourteen other  people.
Caution: Take the present anthology in small doses. Such books  are designed to give you weeks of pleasure, not to be read in one  night.
Oh, one last albeit depressing thought.
As the twentieth century drew to a close one of the more  troubling social issues was the degree to which the popular  media—television, radio, films, and recordings—had become unprecedentedly coarse and vulgar. Consider, in this context, two old  sayings: You are what you eat and  Tell me what you read and I’ll  tell you what you are. Both refer to human appetites and incorporate the common-sense perception that we are influenced, physically and mentally, by what we ingest. Even those who might  concede their own depravity were traditionally careful that their  children be shielded from the grosser aspects of life. But there was  something new about the ugliness of much popular entertainment  of the 1980s and ’90s, and that was that, far from having a concern  for the innocence of children, the modern marketers of sleaze  openly resented any and all attempts to inhibit their public expression and obviously, to put the matter as simply as possible, didn’t  give a damn about the sensitivities of the very young.
Naturally all of this affected the field of comedy itself. Many inexperienced comedians, noting that the easiest laughs come from  any reference to drugs, drinking, or sex, became dependent on  shock and schlock, and in a surprisingly short period of time were  permitted, by broadcasting executives of their own age bracket, to  trample on standards of good taste that had prevailed for centuries.
One of the factors contributing to such a state of affairs was  simple ignorance, in this case of that branch of history which is  cultural. Perhaps many of us today simply do not know that such  esteemed wits as Mark Twain, Will Rogers, Fred Allen, Groucho  Marx, George S. Kaufman, and Robert Benchley, all of whom  were simply naturally funny, never depended on vulgarity to  amuse others.
And even the 1930s and ’40s generation of nightclub comedians, some of who might work a little rough in clubs, would never  have dreamed of doing anything the least bit coarse when they appeared on the Vaudeville stage, on Broadway, in radio, films, or  eventually television. It isn’t that they wanted to do so but were restrained; the thought literally never crossed their minds.
Well, a quite heated debate is now raging about this and related  issues, which is itself all to the good. All across the political and  philosophical spectrum thinkers, after nothing more demanding  than a casual survey of the wreckage of American society, are beginning to perceive cause-and-effect relationships between the  morning, noon, and night barrage of vulgarity and the tragic statistics about teenage promiscuity, illegitimate pregnancy, AIDS  and other sexually transmitted diseases, drugs, excessive drinking,  and broken homes that are now such common features of our social landscape. They have consequently begun to entertain the   once common notion that even in the creative arts there really is  such a thing as Going Too Far.
Although some of today’s younger readers—who are almost  certainly TV viewers and radio listeners as well—may find it hard  to believe, American humor was, for a very long time, to deliberately restate the point, overwhelmingly clean and inoffensive. In  other words, exposure to it could do no harm to children. What is  still rightly referred to as the Golden Age of television comedy—  that glorious period when we laughed heartily, every night of the  week, at Sid Caesar, Red Skelton, Jackie Gleason, Milton Berle,  Lucille Ball, Phil Silvers, and other funny men and women of that  time—we asked of our humorists and performers only that they be  amusing. We did not have to worry that they might literally disgust  us, as is all too often the case at present.
But what about the jokes heard on the street, in our offices and  factories, read in magazines or enjoyed at public events? They too  were largely innocent enough, and in those instances in which a  given joke was frankly vulgar—and sometimes also very funny—  at least we waited till our children had left the room to share such  stories with other adults.
Concerning the stories in this collection then, I guarantee that  they are both funny and inoffensive. As regards over 98 percent of  them I naturally make no claim of authorship. It is rarely the case  that a popular song or poem is quickly swept up into the public discourse without attribution to its source, but the same cannot be  said for jokes. Frequently over the years people tell me an amusing  joke or story of which I myself was the original author, but the  great flow of those witticisms that one hears daily, and which are  now, because of modern technology, transmitted and broadcast  more quickly than ever before, are almost never credited to their  authors.

ABSENT-MINDED
I forget what I was talking about. I wasn’t listening.
Joe, did you see what I did with that newspaper clipping I had  here a minute ago? (fumbling with papers) Honest to gosh, I lose  everything. I don’t think I could keep track of my head if it wasn’t  fastened onto my shoulders. In fact, one time, you may not believe  this . . . but I actually had to go to Arizona for my lungs.
So absent-minded I played hooky from school on weekends.

ACCIDENT
I know a fellow who died of snakebite . . . He bit a snake.
STOREKEEPER: Dear me, did you fall down the steps?
CUSTOMER: Yes, but it’s all right. I was going down anyway.
THE WIFE: Henry, the baby has swallowed the ink. What shall  I do?
PROFESSOR: Write with the pencil, my dear.
“When you cross the street, always be calm and collected.”
“My uncle crossed the street and he was calm, but he’s still being collected.”
“My baby brother swallowed ten firecrackers.”
“Is he improving?”
“We’ve heard some good reports.”
“I fell through a grating, which was full of garbage. I shouted,  ‘Fire, fire, fire!’”
“What do you mean ‘fire’?”
“Well, if I hollered garbage, would anyone come?”
Liza had been in a railroad accident. Said the lawyer: “I’ve  come to assist you in getting damages!”
Liza said, “I got all the damages I want. What I need is repairs!”
“And how could you bite yourself on your forehead?” somebody asked him.
“Well,” he replied, “I stood on a chair.”
BILL: Tell me, why is your brother in the hospital?
JOE: He bet Mike that he could lean farther out of a window—and  he won.

ACTING
The telephone rang in the office of a theatrical agent.
“Hello,” said a voice. “I want a job. I can sing, dance, and  juggle.”
“So can a thousand other people, and they’re all out of work,”  snapped the agent.
“Just a minute. Don’t hang up. I can play the piano, walk the  tightrope, and recite ‘Paradise Lost’ backwards.”
“So can a lot of others. You’re wasting my time. Good-bye.”
“Just a minute,” pleaded the voice. “There’s one other thing.  I’m a dog.”
I was brought back here to this theater by popular demand.
The last time I played here was in 1947.
You think I have to do this for a living?
You’re damned right I do!
Before Howard Thurston became famous, he sometimes did his  bewildering tricks of magic for audiences at lodge meetings, and  even in private homes. Once, when he was booked to entertain the  guests of a woman who had more money than breeding, he called  at her home to arrange details of the show, including his fee.  Thurston’s price for the evening was one hundred dollars, to which  the woman agreed.
“However,” she said haughtily, “I must make it quite clear to  you that when your performance is over you are not to mingle with  my guests.”
Thurston pretended to be surprised. “Oh, in that case,” he said,  “my fee will be only fifty dollars.”
STRAIGHT MAN: I promised my mother I would never be an  actor.
COMIC: Well, you’ve kept your promise.
Ladies and gentlemen, I won’t take much of your time today because I’m double-parked.
Diveena, the girl who does an underwater act, hasn’t been  around town lately. I think she drowned one night while taking an  extra bow.
When she first opened at the Mermaid Room, though, she was  great. Did such a great job, she was held under for another two  weeks.
An actor is a man who earns as much as $750,000 a year . . .  some years.
A certain actor we know is a matinee idol—and he doesn’t work  much at night either.
Dear Steve: Your new show will be dynamite at the box office, and  you know what dynamite would do to a box office.
HE: Did you see Enchantment? I was at MGM when they made it.  In fact, I stole the picture.
SHE: What part did you play?
HE: No part. I just went into the film library and stole the picture.   ACTOR (To stagehand): And what, my good man, is your vocation?
STAGEHAND: I’m a Baptist.
ACTOR: No, no, that’s your belief. I want to know your vocation.  For example, I am a great actor.
STAGEHAND: That’s your belief.
You’ve heard of the play Flahooley? Well, they’re thinking of  making a Mexican version and calling it Frijole.
I was booked with Dagmar, Dizzy Gillespie, Art Baker, and Jo-Jo, the Dog-Faced Boy. That show won the Hickock Prize as the  wildest bill of the year.
If there’s any place in the world I like, it’s Chicago. And the  people there liked me. They said they wished I would stay forever.  When I got ready to leave, the paper printed the following notice  about me: “Steve Allen closed his engagement at the Orpheum  Theatre last night and leaves for the East today. We would like to  have him stay forever.”
STEVE: I was thrown out for shouting “Author, author!” after a  play.
STRAIGHTMAN: Really? What was the play?
STEVE: King Lear.
STEVE: I put on a performance yesterday, and in no time at all, I  had the audience eating out the palm of my hand.
STRAIGHTMAN: Where did you appear?
STEVE: At the Los Angeles Dog Show!
“How are the acoustics here?”
“Great, I can hardly hear you.”
The audience was large and respectable. One man was large and  the other was respectable.
An actor is a man who works in a dinner jacket without the  dinner.
He was hit with a tomato last week. He worked so long on the  radio he’d lost the art of dodging.
“So you had the audience with you?”
“Yes—for three blocks.”
Jack finally found out why he hasn’t worked for so long . . . his  agent died three years ago.
“Since Charles turned fifty it’s impossible for him to find a part  he can get his teeth into.”
“No luck?”
“No teeth.”
SHE: I’d like to do Romeo and Juliet with John Travolta.
HE: John Travolta doesn’t do Shakespeare.
SHE: I can have fun imagining, can’t I?
“I happened to go on the stage because my friends egged me on.”
“Then why did you quit the stage?”
“The audience egged me off.”
“That’s what you always say? Must get pretty monotonous—  just saying that all the time.”
He’s a retired actor from Richmond. A Virginia Ham.
ACTOR: I think it’s within my right to ask for real wine in the banquet scene.
DIRECTOR: Right, old man. And perhaps you would like real poison in the death scene.
“Don’t butt into my lines like that. Wait for the laugh.”
“Okay, but I’ve got to catch a four o’clock train.”
“That was a great reception you got when you arrived.”
“Yeah, but I think they got my name wrong. They kept hollering, ‘Lynch! Lynch!’”
MAN (to girl hanging by teeth): I’ve been waiting a long time for  this chance to tell you what I think of you.
His favorite movie star was Sal Hepatica.
“We’re going to build a statue of him all in brass.”
“Does the whole statue have to be brazen? Wouldn’t the face be  enough?”
“There’s a letter for you from the electric fan company.”
“At last . . . some fan mail.”
BOB: I’m Henry the Eighth. Who are you?
ROB: I’m August the twelfth.
DIRECTOR: Where’s the man who is to play the part of the  Drunkard?
ASSISTANT: He’s too drunk to go on.

ADS
WANTED: Man to undertake the manufacture of a new patent  medicine. The originator guarantees the venture will be very profitable to the undertaker.
NOTICE: I will no longer be responsible for any debts contracted  by my wife. (Signed) Pvt. R.C.B.
Pvt. R.C.B. does not have to be responsible for any debts which  I might make. He can’t even pay his own. (Signed) L.B.
ACTUAL WANT-AD: Room for Rent—Sleeping room for man  $7 a week. Will rent for $5 to man who is sober, conscientious, reliable, and a good Republican, if that combination is possible. Apply at newspaper office.
Man who gets paid on Tuesday and is usually broke by Friday  would like to meet woman who is paid on Friday and is usually  broke by Tuesday.
Aspirin 200 for 9 cents. At that price you can’t afford not to  have a headache!
Will trade a rooster that crows at 4 o’clock for one that crows at 5  o’clock.
POSITION WANTED . . . Refined girl looking for nightclub  work. Has no bad habits. Willing to learn.
Saw an ad in the Mirror tonight. AN ADAMS HAT FITS YOUR  HEAD LIKE A GLOVE . . . And you know how a glove would fit  your head.
FOR SALE: Piano by a young lady with mahogany legs.
Man who’s alone, wants to meet Woman with Savings . . . Object: Savings and Loan.
Bank manager, just released from prison, seeks employment.
LOST: Set of uppers and lowers between Coney Island Avenue and  Prospect Park entrance. Sentimental value only—I love to eat.
Young Republican woman would like to marry young Democrat. Object: Third party.
FOR SALE: Mandolin. By a young man in good condition except  for a loose peg in the head.
Man, honest, will take anything.
Lady’s purse left in my car while parked. Owner can have same  by describing property and paying for this ad. If owner can explain  satisfactorily to my wife how purse got into car, will pay for ad  myself.
Gentleman, 59, who enjoys music, art, and drinking, is looking  for woman who can play accordion, draw pictures, and make bathtub gin.
Room for rent, by young lady, freshly plastered.
Young man, 27, with 350 acres of farmland, would like to meet  charming, intelligent young lady with tractor. Please send picture  of tractor.
Male piano player would like to meet female piano player. Object: Baby grand.
I see where the Owl Drugstores are also selling the Stopette underarm razor for people who like to keep a razor under their arm.
WANTED: Baby-sitter to take care of a forty-year-old boy.
WANTED: Girl to milk cows who can speak German.
LOST: Green fountain pen by a man half full of ink.
WANTED: Man to wash dishes and two waitresses.
WANTED: Man with horse sense to drive a truck.
WANTED: Energetic housekeeper who can milk cows, to keep  house for one.
NOTICE: Anyone found near my chicken house at night will be  found there the next morning.
I saw an ad the other day that read: “Bathing suits reduced.”  I’ve seen several bathing suits lately that wouldn’t stand much  reduction.
I have two nice airy bedrooms for gentlemen twenty-two feet  long and ten feet wide.
St. Bernard dog for sale. Will eat anything. Very fond of  children.
1934 Chevrolet. A good running car, completely refinished.  This one won’t last long. Only $145.
Inserted by man running for job as City Treasurer: “My loyal  friends, in twelve years of city employment I have never stolen a  dollar. All I want is a chance.”
Position wanted about March first. At present I’m employed at  City Hall, but will work if I have to.
Advertisement: Woman with secondhand car would like to  meet gentleman with four new tires. Object: Schenectady.
Wonderful bargain in shirts for men with sixteen or seventeen  necks.
WANTED: A young couple to run a boardinghouse out of town.
LOST: Wristwatch by widow with a cracked face.
LOST: A trunk by a widow with a false bottom.
LOST: Milking stool by a young man with three legs.

AFRICA
Once a Bwana Time . . .
The best way to hunt elephants in Africa is to hide in the jungle  and make a noise like a peanut.

AGE
“She’s very mysterious. I think there’s some secret connected  with her birth.”
“Yeah, it’s the date.”
“How old is your girl?”
“She’s in the neighborhood of eighteen.”
“But how old?”
“She moved.”
A man is as old as he feels. A woman is as old as she likes.
I don’t know how old he is, but he’s had the seven-year itch  fourteen times.
For a woman of her age, time has touched her very lightly.
It’s the retouching she gets that makes her look so young.
HE: How old are you?
SHE: Twenty-five.
HE: Aw, you’re more’n that.
SHE: Well, I should have been twenty-seven, but I was sick two  years.
“When I was a baby I was given a cup by the president for being the best-looking baby.”
“That’s the first time I ever heard of Lincoln judging a baby  contest.”
“Is she very old?”
“Very old? Say, she can remember when Captain Kidd was only  a second lieutenant.”
A professor, trying to emphasize a point in logic, asked his  class: “If the United States is bounded on the east by the Atlantic  Ocean, on the west by the Pacific Ocean, on the north by Canada  and on the south by Mexico, how old am I?”
The brighter students sat dumbfounded, but the dopiest of them  all spoke up: “You’d be forty-four.”
Dumbfounded in turn, the professor said, “That’s right, young  man. But how in the world did you know?”
The student answered: “That’s easy. I have a brother who’s  half  nuts and he’s twenty-two.”
An old gentleman of eighty-four, having taken to the altar a  young damsel of about fifteen, was told by the clergyman:
“The baptismal font is at the other end of the church.”
“What do I want with the font?”
“Oh, I beg your pardon,” said the cleric, “I thought you’d  brought this child to be christened.”
“How old would you say she was?”
“To her face, or behind her back?”
“My grandmother just got her hair bobbed.”
“Yes?”
“Yeah, she doesn’t look like an old lady anymore.”
“No?”
“No, she looks like an old man.”
“She’s a lot older than she looks.”
“She looks it.”

AIRLINES
PILOT (to tower): What time is it?
TOWER: Who is speaking?
PILOT: What does it matter? I’m just ready to take off, and I want  to know what time it is.
TOWER: Well, if you’re Pan Am, it’s 1400 hours. If you’re United,  it’s two o’clock, and if you’re Ozark Airlines, the little hand is on  the 2 and the big hand is on the 12.
Popular jokes often do more than amuse, they sometimes relate  a social moral as well. Consider, for example, the story of a certain  747 flight across the Atlantic. During the course of the flight, extremely unusual weather, as well as mechanical complications, led  the pilot to order drastic measures to lighten the weight of the huge  plane. The situation was so extreme that the crew had to ask for  volunteers to bail out.
A brave Frenchman rose, shouted, “Vive La France!”  and  jumped out.
An Englishman leapt to his feet, shouted, “Long live the  Queen!” and jumped into the blue.
Finally a tall Texan rose, shouted, “Remember the Alamo!” and  pushed a Mexican out.

ANIMALS
A young mouse announced his engagement at lunch one day.  “Tonight,” said an older friend, “we’ll decide whether you’re a  mouse or a man. If you kiss her tonight, you’re a man. If you’re  afraid to assert yourself and put off the happy day, you’re just a  mouse.”
“I guess I must be just a rat,” said the young mouse sadly. “I  kissed her last night.”
A parrot had two strings attached to his legs. A pull on one  would make him sing “Hail Columbia.” A pull on the other, “Star-dust.” Question: What happens if I pull both strings? Answer: He  falls flat on his face!
Junior was getting a pickle out of the pickle jar. His mother said,  “Junior, if you get into the pickles again, I’ll snatch you bald-headed.” The parrot overheard her. A preacher came to dinner, and  when he took off his hat he was bald-headed. The parrot saw it and  said, “Another dummy’s been into the pickles.”
Comedian Bill Dana tells the story of Tarzan, who was on his  way home one day from a hunting trip. As he swims across the   river he is pursued by three angry crocodiles. Upon reaching the  shore he is forced to engage in hand-to-hand combat with a ferocious lion, is chased by a tribe of angry natives, and sustains an injury when his vine breaks as he is escaping from a rampaging  elephant. Finally he arrives at his tree house and is greeted by his  loving mate, Jane.
“What happened, darling?” Jane says, surveying disheveled  condition.
“Boy, I’ll tell ya,” Tarzan says, “it’s a jungle out there.”

ARGUMENTS
“I’m a self-made man.”
“Which just goes to show the horrors of unskilled labor.”
I’m so mad I could chew the paper pants off a lamb chop.
My wife and I had words, but I never got to use mine!
HE: You’re extremely offensive.
SHE: As a matter of fact we both are. But I’m trying to be, and you  can’t help it!
CONDUCTOR: Madam, pardon me, but you’re standing on my  foot.
PASSENGER: Why don’t you put your foot where it belongs?
CONDUCTOR: Don’t tempt me, lady; don’t tempt me.
One of those pushy women came into my butcher shop and  started her old habit of always pushing ahead of other customers  who had been standing there waiting to be waited on. She said to  the butcher, “A half-dollar’s worth of cat meat, please!” Then, she  turned to the woman in back of her and said, “I hope you don’t  mind me being served first” and the woman shot back, “Why, of  course not, darling, if you’re that  hungry!”

ARMY
PRIVATE (returning late from a furlough): Well, Sergeant, I’ll bet  you can’t guess what held me up.
SARGE: I can, but go on with your story.

AWARDS
The people in Dayton have been wonderful to me, particularly the  employees of the National Cash Register Company. I was informed  this morning that they have just voted me “Mr. No Sale” of 1952.

BARTENDER
I’m not sure why so many jokes are told about bartenders, but  here’s another:
A guy walks into a saloon with a duck under his arm. The bartender says, “What are you doing with that pig?”
The guy says, “What are you talking about? This is not a pig.  This is a duck.”
The bartender says, “I was talking to the duck.”
A martini lover asked Shippy the Bartender at Toots Shor’s for  a “very dry” martini—“about 35 to 1.” As the amazed Shippy put  in one drop of vermouth, he said, “Would you like a twist of lemon  peel?” The customer shouted, “Listen, if I wanted a lemonade, I’d  have asked for it!”
Man dashes into bar, orders double shot of Scotch, gulps it  down, places a $5 bill on the bar and rushes out. Bartender walks  over, picks up the money, folds it neatly, puts it in his pocket, turns  around to the boss and says, “Can you beat a guy like that? Orders  a double shot of Scotch, leaves me a five-buck tip and beats it out  of here without paying for it!”
SHE: What do you call the person who brings you in contact with  the spirit?
HE: A bartender.

BASEBALL
One thing I’m surprised at in looking over the new songs, no  one seems to be writing sport songs anymore. Take baseball . . .  there’s just one baseball song: “Take Me Out to the Ballgame.”  Think of the possibilities for baseball songs . . .
“I Knew He Was a Baseball Catcher. He Tipped His Mitt Right  Away.”
“You’d Be So Nice to Slide Home To.”
One of the best Babe Ruth stories relates an incident that took  place in 1932 when the Babe had a heated argument about his   $80,000-a-year salary with the New York Yankees owner, Col. Jake  Ruppert. When the beer baron reminded the high-living Ruth that  there was a Depression on, Babe couldn’t see what that had to do  with him. Ruppert proceeded to argue that even with the proposed  salary cut, Ruth would be receiving more than Herbert Hoover, the  President of the United States. The Babe retorted:
“What the hell has Hoover got to do with it? Besides, I had a  better year.”
Crime is everywhere these days. When an umpire walked out of  the stadium, went to his parked car, and stuck his key in the door,  a man stepped up, put a gun in his back and said, “Give me your  money.”
“Don’t shoot,” the official said, “I’m just a poor umpire.”
The guy said, “You’re tellin’ me; I saw the game.”
A good story invariably is repeated in ever-changing form over  the years so that ultimately it is difficult to trace it to its origin. One  of the baseball classics concerns pioneer Honus Wagner who, at the  height of his career with the Pittsburgh Pirates, was a terror to all  pitchers. “Crazy” Smith, a National League hurler of the day, was  noted for keeping voluminous handwritten notes on opposing batsmen. One day a teammate asked Smith what he considered Wagner’s  weakness as a hitter. Smith turned the pages of his notebook to the  W’s and held up the notation under “Wagner” for his teammate to  read. It said, “Honus Wagner. Hitting weakness: a base on balls.”

BASKETBALL
Howard Cann, old-time coach of NYU, though able, occasionally had fits of absentmindedness. One night a UCLA team was  giving the New York University Violets a hard time. At a crucial  moment in the last quarter Cann suddenly sprang to his feet.
“Plutz,” he shouted. “Where’s Plutz? I want him to go in there  right away.”
“But, coach,” yelled one of the second-stringers, “Plutz has  been playing all through the game. He’s in there now.”
“Well, then,” Cann snapped, “get him out of there. He needs a  rest.”

BIGOTRY
“Do you know how to save a bigot from drowning?”
“No.”
“Good!”

BILLIARDS
Mark Twain, one of the best amateur billiard players of his day,  enjoyed telling stories about his talent with the cue, even if the  laugh was on him.
“I was traveling in Nevada,” Twain claimed, “and I dropped into  a billiard parlor one day to pass a little time. Now I kind of fancied  my skill with the cue in those days, and when a stranger came up  to me offering to play me a game for a modest side bet, I figured I  could take him on. I was choosing myself a nicely balanced stick  when the stranger turned to me and said, with a trace of pity in his  voice that I did not like, ‘Pardner, I’ll tell you what I’ll do for you.  I’m afraid your skill may not match mine so I’ll just play you left-handed.’
“That made me mad,” Twain said, “and I thought I had better  give the churl a lesson. To begin with, we increased the bet to make  it more interesting. Then we banked for first shot, this fellow  shooting left-handed as he promised, and he won. He started playing, still left-handed, of course, and I stood alongside the table  chalking my cue and waiting for him to miss so I could take over  and show him where he got off.
“Well, he played on and on and I just chalked and chalked. As a  matter of fact, he ran out the game without even the hint of a miss.  I paid the fellow but I couldn’t help being somewhat astonished.  ‘Gracious!’ I exclaimed. ‘If you’re that good with your left hand,  how well would you do shooting right-handed?’
“ ‘ Wa-al,’ replied the stranger to me as he tucked away his  ill-gotten gains, ‘mebbe not so good. I’ve never played right-handed.’”

BOOK TITLE
Dissertation on Roast Lamb by Charles Pigg.

BOWLING
Then there is the one about the ardent bowler—he wouldn’t  dream of missing his regular bowling session on Tuesday nights—  who suffered amnesia after a bad fall. He didn’t know who he was  for three years. One Tuesday night three years later, he showed up  at his home again, suddenly recovered. His wife, overjoyed, began  telephoning friends.
“What are you doing that for?” the man asked.
“I’m having a homecoming party for you,” explained the happy  wife.
“Oh, no, you’re not,” he objected, “not on my bowling night!”

BRITISH
A Briton, reporting on American manners, exclaimed that they  were terrible, brutal, and uncouth. He said, “I’ve never seen such   people. At parties, a fellow takes a drink of water, puts some ice   into it to make it cold, puts some alcohol in it to make it hot, puts   some lemon in it to make it sour, puts some sugar in it to make it   sweet. Then he stirs it, raises the glass and says, ‘Here’s to you,’   and then the blighter drinks it himself.”
Two Britishers were sitting in their living room.
FIRST: The parade is going by. Where’s Mary?
SECOND: She’s upstairs waving her hair.
FIRST: Can’t we afford a flag?
An enduring form of collegiate humor involves puns on the   names of Greek fraternities. What freshman has not, in his time,   referred to that honored society Tappa Kegga Beer? I have traced   one of the commonest of these jokes back as far as the time of that   celebrated English wit, William Hogarth. In a charming book   called Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings, by Charles Hindley, my late   edition of which was published in London by Chatto and Windus,   in 1881, the following story is related:
“Having invited a party to dine with him at the Mitre Tavern   [Hogarth] engraved a card on which was represented, within a circle, a  pi, with a mitre at the top, and the supporters—dexter and   sinister—a knife and fork; and underneath, in Greek characters,   the motto ‘Eta Bita Pi.’”

BUSINESS
A vice president of a Madison Avenue advertising agency died   after a short illness. His friends in the business were understandably shocked.
“What did he have?” asked one executive.
“I think it was Lever Brothers, General Foods, and Revlon,”   replied his companion.
Fred Allen once said: “Business is so bad in some cafés that   waiters have to go out in the streets to insult people.”
A reporter was interviewing a businessman who was noted   as much for his wealth of current information as for his financial   success.
“Tell me,” the reporter asked, “how do you manage to do all the   work you do and still find time to read every book that’s printed?”
“It’s quite simple,” the wizard answered. “I keep a good book   open on my desk, and start reading it whenever someone has said   to me over the telephone, ‘Just a moment, please.’”

CARS
In a busy parking lot outside an office building a car leaving the   premises, backing up too fast, smashed into the side of a parked   vehicle.
A moment later the driver emerged, surveyed the damage he   had caused, and began to write a note, which he stuck under the   windshield of the vehicle he had hit:
Dear Owner,
A moment ago, I’m sorry to say, I caused some pretty bad   damage to your car. There are a number of people watching   me at the moment, some from windows in the adjacent   building. Quite understandably they think that I am leaving   my name, phone number, address, and license number so   that you can get in touch with me.
I’m sorry to tell you that that’s not what I’m doing.
Cordially,
A typewriter repairman was called in to fix an old Smith-Corona, but couldn’t find a parking place. He put the automobile in a no-parking space and put a note on his windshield that   said:
STANLEY WINEBUSH, WORKING INSIDE BUILDING.
When he came out from his job, he found a parking ticket on his   car, with a note clipped to it. This one said:
J.M. FLAGELMEYER, POLICE OFFICER, WORKING OUTSIDE BUILDING.    
BEULAH: What an automobile that is! It ain’t got no motor and it   ain’t got no wheels.
HARRY VON ZELL: Wait a minute. If the car hasn’t any motor   and it hasn’t any wheels, how does it go?
BEULAH: It can’t go. But brother, can it park!
Think you’re fat? A matron phoned a reducing salon to lament   that her husband had just given her a lovely present and she   couldn’t get into it. The operator made an appointment for her and   then added, “Don’t worry, madam, we’ll have you wearing that   dress in no time.”
“Who said anything about a dress? It’s a Volkswagen.”

CHEAP
The story is told that Scottish poet Robert Burns one day happened upon the quay at Greenock just in time to see a wealthy merchant being rescued from drowning in the waters of the harbor.   After the merchant had been brought ashore he thanked the sailor   who had rescued him and presented him with a shilling. Bystanders   protested—some of them vociferously—at such stinginess, but   Burns admonished them saying, “There is no need to criticize, my   friends. The gentleman is the best judge of the value of his life.”
He isn’t cheap; he just has low pockets and short arms.
A: Nice fellow, but have you noticed how he always lets his friends   pick up the dinner bill?
B: Yes. He has a terrible impediment in his reach.
He gave till it hurt, but he never could stand pain.
An old joke of Jack Benny’s:
He’s so stingy he sharpens his pencils over the fireplace, so he   won’t waste the wood!

CHINESE
The Chinese, too, have their jokes about stupidity. Old American   joke books of the 1920s often present the unintelligent person as a   dumb Irish cop or laborer, sometimes also intoxicated. In the late   1930s Dumb Jokes were told about “The Little Moron.” The “Polack” joke craze of the early 1970s was merely a continuation of the   theme. Here is precisely such a story from Chinese folk-lore.
There was once a fool whose wife had taken a lover. The husband happened to return home one evening unexpectedly and the  lover had to run for his life. But as he was climbing out a window  he lost one of his shoes. Close on the intruder’s heels, the husband  picked up the shoe and put it under his pillow, planning on the following day to use it as evidence against his wife in court. His wife,  however, had observed the proceedings and during his sleep exchanged the shoe for one of her husband’s own. When he woke up  in the morning the husband looked carefully at the shoe and, recognizing that it was his own, offered an apology to his wife. “I’m  sorry about last night,” he said, “I hadn’t realized that it was me  who jumped out of the window.”
At a circus, a talent scout is looking for Midgy the Midget. The  manager says, “I’m sorry, but he’s home today, he doesn’t work on  Monday.” The talent scout goes to Midgy’s home, the door is  opened by a man, six feet tall.
SCOUT: I’d like to speak to Midgy.
MAN: I’m Midgy.
SCOUT: But you’re six feet tall.
MAN: I know, but today is my day off.
Young circus man with two heads would like to meet young lady  with two heads; interested in sharing a case of four-way cold  tablets.
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