A cocky Department of Transportation employee stopped at a farm and talked with an old farmer. He told the farmer, “I need to inspect your farm for a possible new road.”
The old farmer said, “OK, but don’t go in that field.”

The DOT employee said, “I have the authority of the Federal Government to go wherever I want. See this card? I am allowed to go wherever I wish on farm land.”

So the old farmer went about his farm chores. Later, he heard loud screaming, turned and saw the DOT employee running for the fence and close behind was the farmer’s prize bull. The bull was madder than a nest full of hornets and the bull was gaining on the employee at every step.

The old farmer called out, “Show him your card!!”

A woman and her husband interrupted their vacation to go to the dentist. “I want a tooth pulled, and I don’t want novacaine because I am in a big hurry,” the woman said. “Just extract the tooth as quickly as possible, and we’ll be on our way.” 

The dentist was quite impressed. “You’re certainly a courageous woman,” he said. “Which tooth is it?

The woman turned to her husband and said, “Show him your tooth, dear.”

A man approached an ice cream van and said, “I’d like two scoops of chocolate ice cream, please.”

The girl behind the counter replied, “I’m very sorry, sir, but our delivery didn’t come this morning. We’re out of chocolate.”

“In that case,” the man continued, “I’ll have two scoops of chocolate ice cream.”

“You don’t understand, sir,” the girl said. “We have NO chocolate.”

“Then just give me some chocolate,” he insisted.

Getting angrier by the second, the girl asked, “Sir, will you spell ‘van’ as in ‘vanilla’?”

The man spelled, “V-A-N.”

“Now spell ‘straw’, as in ‘strawberry’.”

“OK. ‘S-T-R-A-W’.”

“Now,” the girl asked, “spell ‘stink’, as in ‘chocolate’.”

The man hesitated and then looked confused as he replied, “There is no stink in chocolate.”

“That’s what I’ve been trying to tell you!” she screamed. “There is no “stink-in” chocolate!!”

“Skipper,” the sailor said to his captain as he saluted, “A special message just came in for you from the admiral. I have it right here.”

“Read it to me,” the captain ordered.

The sailor read, “You are without a doubt the most idiotic, lame-brained officer ever to command a ship in the United States Navy.”

The skipper responded, “Have that communication decoded at once!”

Politicians have a constant need to be diplomatic. Witness this candidate for the Senate who traveled to a small town community to address the single church there. Unfortunately, he had forgotten to ask which denomination so that when it was time for his speech, he inquired this way:

“My brethren, all. I must tell you that my great Grandfather was Presbyterian (absolute silence); but my Grandmother was an Episcopalian (more silence); I must tell you that my other Grandfather was a Catholic (deep silence); while my Grandmother was Methodist (continued silence).

But I must tell you that I had an aunt who was a Baptist (loud cheers!)… and I have always considered my aunt’s path to be the right one!”

My sister has the courage -- but not always the skills – to tackle any home-repair project.

For example, in her garage are pieces of a lawnmower she once tried to fix. So I wasn’t surprised the day my other sister, Dianne, and I found our sister attacking her vacuum cleaner with a screwdriver.

“I can’t get this thing to cooperate,” she explained when she saw us.

“Why don’t you drag it out to the garage and show it the lawnmower?” Dianne suggested.

The preacher, in his Sunday sermon, used “Forgive Your Enemies” as his subject.

After a long sermon, he asked how many were willing to forgive their enemies. About half held up their hands. Not satisfied, he harangued for another twenty minutes and repeated his question. This time he received a response of eighty percent. Still unsatisfied, he lectured for fifteen minutes and repeated his question. With all thoughts now on Sunday dinner, all responded except one elderly lady in the rear.

“Ms. Jones, are you not willing to forgive your enemies?”

“I don’t have any.”

“Ms. Jones, that is very unusual. How old are you?”

“Ninety-three.”

“Ms. Jones, please come down in front and tell the congregation how a person can live to ninety-three and not have an enemy in the world.”

The little sweetheart of a lady teetered down the aisle, very slowly and turned around and said: “It’s easy. I just outlived them all!”
A couple of opposing candidates for county office happened to be sitting next to each other in the local diner….

One turned to the other and said, “You know why I’m going to win this election? Because of my ‘personal touch.’ For example, I always tip waitresses really well and then ask them to vote for me.”

“Oh, is that so?” replied the other. “I always tip them a nickel and ask them to vote for you.”

While working in a clothing store, I noticed that people had no shame returning items that had obviously been worn. One rainy morning I walked in and found a discolored blazer hanging on the rack with other returns.

“People return the most filthy, nasty things,” I commented to my supervisor who was standing nearby.

Eyebrow raised, she said, “That’s my jacket.”

New to town, I was eager to meet people and make friends. So one day I struck up a conversation with the only other woman in the gym. Pointing to two men playing racquetball in a nearby court, I said to her,” There’s my husband.” Then I added, “The thin one – not the fat one.”

After a slightly uncomfortable silence, she replied, “And that’s my husband—the fat one.”

Sam died.  His will provided $30,000 for an elaborate funeral.
As the last guests departed the affair, his Wife, Helen, turned to her oldest friend.  
"Well, I'm sure Sam would be pleased," she said.
"I'm sure you're right," replied Kathy, who lowered her voice and leaned in close.  "How much did this really cost?"
"All of it," said Helen. "Thirty-Thousand."

"No!" Kathy exclaimed.  "I mean, it was very nice, but $30,000?"
Helen answered; "The funeral was $6,500, I donated $500 to the Church.  The wake, food and drinks were another $500.  The rest went for the memorial stone."
Kathy computed quickly.  "$22,500 for a memorial stone?  How big is it?!"
Helen answered; "Two and a half carats!"
The truck driver looked suspiciously at the soup he had just been served in an eatery. It contained dark flecks of seasoning but two of the spots were suspicious.

“Hey,” he called out to the waitress, “these particles in my soup, aren’t they foreign objects?”

She scrutinized his bowl. “No sir!” she reassured him. “Those things live around here.”

At the airport check-in counter, I overheard a woman ask for window seats for both herself and her husband.

The clerk pointed out that this would prevent them from sitting together.

“Sweetie,” the woman replied, “I’ve just spent 10 days of quality time in a compact rental car with this man. I know what I’m requesting!”

At their 50th anniversary celebration, the husband was asked the secret of their longevity.

“Well, we agreed in the beginning that if we ever got into a fight, I would just take my hat and go for a walk. After a while, I would return and throw my hat through the doorway. If she threw it back, it was time to take another walk. So I account my longevity to all the exercise I’ve gotten over the years!”

Two bachelor farmers were talking, and their conversation eventually drifted to cooking.

“I got a cookbook once,” said the first farmer. “But I could never do anything with it.”

“Too much fancy cooking in it?” asked the second farmer.

“You said it. Every one of the recipes began the same way, ‘Take a clean dish…’”

Young Willie was trying hard to right a tipped wagon filled with corn. 

“Forget your troubles for a spell and have dinner with us,” said the neighboring farmer.

“That’s mighty nice of you, but Pa wouldn’t like it,” said Willie.

“We can worry about that wagon after we get something to eat,” said the farmer.

Willie agreed to eat and enjoyed a nice supper. As they headed back out to the wagon, the farmer said, “Now, isn’t that better?”

“Yes, but I know my Pa will be upset,” he replied.

“Nonsense,” said the farmer. “Where is your Pa, anyway?”

“Under the wagon,” said Willie.

A man ran into a café and frantically told the waitress he needed a cure for the hiccups. Not saying a word, the waitress poured a glass of water, turned and tossed it into the man’s face. 

The startled man sputtered and said, “It’s not for me. It’s for my friend out in the car.”

I got a nephew that I think a lot of and he works for the Shell Oil Company. About four years ago they moved him down to South America an' I ain't seen him since. But he still thinks about me an' Ma Crabapple. Every Christmas he sends us a nice present. This past Christmas he sent us a LIVE bird. Green bird, 'bout this tall, had a little yella notch on his head, with some red on it an a hooked beak - sent it to us live from South America.
I tell you sumpthin' - that bird was delicious. Yes sir.We had him for Christmas dinner. Mixed him with some dressin' an' cranberry sauce, sweet pertater scuffle.
Well, after Christmas my nephew called. Wanna t'know if we got the bird. I said, "We got him."
Wanna t'know how we liked him. I said, "He was delicious."
He said, "You don't mean you ate that bird?!" 
I said, "Well, a course we did."
My nephew got all upset an' pitched a fit. He said, "I paid a fortune for that bird!" He said, "That thing's worth a fortune." He said, "That bird could speak two different languages."
I said, "Well - he shoulda said sumpthin'."
