A woman walked into the kitchen to find her husband stalking around with a fly swatter. 

"What are you doing?" She asked.
 "Hunting Flies" He responded.
 "Oh! Killing any?" She asked.
 "Yep, 3 males, 2 Females," he replied.
 Intrigued, she asked. "How can you tell them apart?"!
 He responded, "3 were on the remote, 2 were on the phone."

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!!”

George had died. His lawyer is standing before the family and read out his Last Will and Testament.

“To my dear wife Mary, I leave the house, 50 acres of land, and 1 million dollars. To my son Barry, I leave my Big Lexus and the Jaguar. To my daughter Suzy, I leave my yacht and $250,000. To my brother-in-law Jeff, who always insisted that health is better than wealth, I leave my sun lamp.”

“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!”

*A Woman’s Conversation About a Haircut.*

Oh! That’s so cute!

Do you think so? I wasn’t sure when she gave me the mirror. I mean, you don’t think it is too fluffy looking?

Oh no! No, it’s perfect. I’d love to get my hair cut like that, but I think my face is too wide. I’m pretty much stuck with this stuff I think.

Are you serious? I think your face is adorable. And you could easily get one of those layer cuts that would look so cute I think. I was actually going to do that except that I was afraid it would accent my long neck.

Oh, that’s funny! I would love to have your neck! Anything to take attention away from this two-by-four I have for a shoulder line.

Are you kidding? I know girls that would love to have your shoulders. Everything drapes so well on you. I mean, look at my arms. See how short they are? If I had your shoulders I could get clothes to fit me so much easier.

*A Man’s Conversation About a Haircut:*

Haircut?

Yep.

A young boy called the pastor of a local “corner” church to ask the pastor to come by and pray for his mother who had been very ill with the flu. The pastor knew the family and was aware they had been attending another church down the road. So the pastor asked, “Shouldn’t you be asking Brother Simon down the road to come by to pray with your mom?”

The young boy replied, “Yeah, but we didn’t want to take the chance that he might catch whatever it is that Mom has.”

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.”
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!”

The mother and father had just given their teenage daughter family-car privileges. On Saturday night she returned home very late from a friends’.

The next, morning, her father went out to the driveway to get the newspaper and came back into the house frowning. At 11:30 AM the girl sleepily walked into the kitchen, and her father asked her, “Sweetheart, what time did you get in last night?”

“Not too late, Dad,” she replied nervously.

Dead-panned, her father said, “Then, my precious one, I’ll have to talk with the paperboy about putting my paper under the front tire of the car.”

Jacob, age 92, and Rebecca, age 89, living in Florida, are all excited about their decision to get married. They go for a stroll to discuss the wedding, and on the way they pass a drugstore. Jacob suggests they go in.

Jacob addresses the man behind the counter: “Are you the owner?”

The pharmacist answers, “Yes.”

Jacob: “We’re about to get married. Do you sell heart medication?’

Pharmacist: “Of course we do.”

Jacob: “How about medicine for circulation?”

Pharmacist: “All kinds.”

Jacob: “Medicine for rheumatism and scoliosis?”

Pharmacist: “Definitely.”

Jacob: “How about Viagra?”

Pharmacist: “Of Course.”

Jacob: “Medicine for memory problems, arthritis, jaundice?”

Pharmacist: “Yes, a large variety. The works.”

Jacob: “What about vitamins, sleeping pills, Geritol, antidotes, for Parkinson’s disease?”

Pharmacist: “Absolutely.”

Jacob: “You sell wheelchairs and walkers?”

Pharmacist: “All speeds and sizes.”

Jacob: “We’d like to use this store as our Bridal Registry.”

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.”

A preacher, who shall we say was “humor impaired”, attended a conference to help encourage and better equip pastors for their ministry.

Among the presenters were many well-known and dynamic speakers. One such boldly approached the pulpit and, gathering the entire crowd’s attention, said, “The best years of my life were spent in the arms of a woman that wasn’t my wife!” The crowd was shocked! He followed up by saying, “And that woman was my mother!”

The crowd burst into laughter and he delivered the rest of his talk, which went over quite well.

The next week, the pastor decided he’d give this humor thing a try and use that joke in his sermon. As he approached the pulpit that sunny Sunday, he tried to rehearse the joke in his head. It suddenly seemed a bit foggy to him.

Getting to the microphone, he said loudly, “The greatest years of life were spent in the arms of another woman that was not my wife!” 

The congregation inhaled half the air in the room.

After standing there for almost 10 seconds in the stunned silence, trying to recall the second half of the joke, the pastor finally blurted out, “….and I can’t remember who she was!”

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!"
My wife and I had words, but I didn’t get to use mine.

God made man before woman so as to give him time to think of an answer for her first question.

A doctor and a lawyer were talking at a party. Their conversation was constantly interrupted by people describing their ailments and asking the doctor for free medical advice.

After an hour of this, the exasperated doctor asked the lawyer, “What do you do to stop people from asking you for legal advice when you’re out of the office?”

“I give it to them,” replied the lawyer, “and then I send them a bill.”

The doctor was shocked, but agreed to give it a try. The next day, still feeling slightly guilty, the doctor prepared the bills. When went to place them in his mailbox, he found a bill from the lawyer.

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!”

A Farmer and his hired man were eating breakfast. Thinking of all the work they had to get done that day, the farmer thought that stopping to eat later would be a waste of time. So he told the hired man he should go ahead and eat his lunch, too.

The hired man refilled his plate and ate a second time. Pretty soon, the farmer said, “We’ve got so much to do you may as well eat your supper now, too.”

The hired man did as he was told, filled his plate a third time and polished it off. The he pushed back his chair and began to take off his shoes.

“What are you doing?” asked the farmer.

The hired man turned to him and said, “You know I don’t work after dinner.”

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.

After living in our house for four years, we were moving out of state. My husband had backed the truck up to our garage door so that we could start loading all of the boxes. Just then one of our neighbors came walking across the lawn carrying a plate full of muffins. 
"Isn't that thoughtful," my husband said to me. "They must have realized that we packed our kitchen stuff." 
The neighbor stuck out his hand and boomed, "Welcome to the neighborhood!"
A couple in their nineties are both having problems remembering things. During a checkup, the doctor tells them that they’re physically okay, but they might want to start writing things down to help them remember.

Later that night, while watching TV, the old man gets up from his chair. “Want anything while I’m in the kitchen?” he asks

“Will you get me a bowl of ice cream?

“Sure.”

“Don’t you think you should write it down so you can remember it?” she asks.

“No, I can remember it.”

“Well, I’d like some strawberries on top too. Maybe you should write it down, so’s not to forget it?”

He says, “I can remember that. You want a bowl of ice cream with strawberries.”

“I’d also like whipped cream. I’m certain you’ll forget that, write it down?” she asks.

Irritated, he says, “I don’t need to write it down, I can remember it! Ice cream with strawberries and whipped cream – I got it, for goodness sake!”

The he toddles into the kitchen. After about 20 minutes, the old man returns from the kitchen and hands his wife a plate of bacon and eggs. She stares at the plate for a moment and then asks, “Where’s my toast?”

A senior citizen said to his eighty-year old buddy:

“So I hear you’re getting married?”

“Yep!”

“Do I know her?”

“Nope!”

“This woman, is she good looking?”

“Not really.”

“Is she a good cook?”

“Naw, she can’t cook too well.”

“Does she have lots of money?”

“Nope! Poor as a church mouse.”

“Why in the world do you want to marry her then?”

“Because she can still drive!”

My next-door neighbor and I frequently borrow things from each other. Not long ago, when I requested his ladder, he told me he had lent it to his son. Recalling a saying my grandmother used to repeat, I recited, “You should never lend anything to your kids, because you will never get it back.”

With that, he responded, “Well, it’s not even my ladder. It’s my dad’s.”

A grandmother was headed out the door to go to church one Sunday when she got a call from her daughter. “Would Grandma like to have her three little grandchildren visit while her daughter and son-in-law took a five-day holiday trip?” Grandma was so delighted she put five dollars in the collection basket at church and thanked the Lord.

The Sunday after the grandchildren had returned home, she put twenty dollars in the collection.

A little girl and a little boy were at a day care. The girl approaches the boy and says, “Hey Tommy, wanna play house?”
He says, “Sure! What do you want me to do?”

The girl replies, “I want you to communicate your thoughts.”

“Communicate my thoughts?” said a bewildered Tommy. “I have no idea what that means.”

The little girl smirks and says, “Perfect. You can be the husband.”

Planning a Christmas weekend of entertaining guests, I made a list of things I needed to do, including taking food out of the freezer and grocery shopping. 

As it happened, a friend whom I had been promising to take to lunch asked if we could make it that Friday.

So, hopping into the car, I taped my “to do” list to the dashboard and went and picked her up.

As she settled into the car, her face dropped.

“Thanks a lot!” she sulked.

Then I glanced at my list and saw the first item: “Take out the Turkey.”

About five years ago, the battery in my beat-up VW Beetle had died because I left the lights on overnight. I was in a hurry to get to work on time, so I ran into the house to get
my wife to give me a hand in starting the car.
I told her to get into our second car, a prehistoric oversized gas guzzler, and use it to push my car fast enough to start it. I pointed out to her that because the VW had an
automatic transmission, it needed to be pushed at least 30 MPH for it to start. She said fine, hopped into her car, and drove off.
I sat there fuming, wondering what she could be doing. A minute passed by, and when I saw her in the rear view mirror coming at me at about 40 MPH, I realized that I should have been a bit more clear with my directions!
