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When we moved across the country, my wife and I 
decided to drive both of our cars. Nathan, our eight-
year-old worry-wart, asked, "How will we keep from 
getting separated?" 

"We'll drive slowly so that one car can follow the 
other," I reassured him. 

"Yeah, but what if we DO get separated?" he persisted. 

"Well, then I guess we'll never see each other again," I 
quipped. 

"Okay," he said. "I'm riding with Mom." 

When I was a kid, adults used to bore me to tears with 
their tedious diatribes about how hard things were 
when they were growing up. 

What with walking twenty-five miles to school every 
morning uphill both ways through year-round blizzards 
carrying their younger siblings on their backs to their 
one-room schoolhouse where they maintained a 
straight-A average despite their full-time after-school 
job at the local textile mill where they worked for 35 

cents an hour just to help keep their family from 
starving to death! 

And I remember promising myself that when I grew up 
there was no way I was going to lay that on kids about 
how hard I had it and how easy they've got it! 

But.... 

Now that I've reached the ripe old age of thirty, I can't 
help but look around and notice the youth of today. 

You've got it so easy! I mean, compared to my 
childhood, you live in a Utopia! And I hate to say it but 
you kids today don't know how good you've got it! 

I mean, when I was a kid we didn't have the Internet. If 
we wanted to know something, we had to go to the 
library and look it up ourselves! 

And there was no email! We had to actually write 
somebody a letter, with a pen! And then you had to 
walk all the way across the street and put it in the 
mailbox and it would take like a week to get there! 

And there were no MP3s or Napsters! If you wanted 
free music you had to wait around all day to tape it off 
the radio and the DJ would usually talk over the 
beginning and mess it all up! 

You want to hear about hardship? 

We didn't have fancy stuff like Call Waiting! If you were 
on the phone and somebody else called, they got a busy 
signal! 

And we didn't have fancy Caller ID Boxes either! When 
the phone rang, you had no idea who it was, it could be 
your boss, your Mom, a collections agent, you didn't 
know!!! You just had to pick it up and take your 
chances, mister! 

And we didn't have any fancy Sony Playstation 
videogames with high-resolution 3D graphics! 

We had the Atari 2600! With games like "Space 
Invaders" and "Asteroids"! Your guy was a little square! 
You had to use your imagination! And there were no 
multiple levels or screens, it was just one screen 
forever! And you could never win; the game just kept 
getting harder and faster until you died! Just like LIFE! 



When you went to the movie theater, there was no 
such thing as stadium seating! All the seats were the 
same height! If a tall guy sat in front of you, you 
watched his hairstyle! 

And sure, we had cable television, but back then that 
was only like 20 channels and there was no onscreen 
menu! You had to use a little book called a TV Guide to 
find out what was on! 

And there was no Cartoon Network! You could only get 
cartoons on Saturday morning... D'ya hear what I'm 
saying!?! We had to wait ALL WEEK! 

That's exactly what I'm talking about! You kids today 
have got it too easy. You're spoiled! 

You guys wouldn't last five minutes back in 1984! 

 

 

 

 

An elderly gentleman checked into a New York hotel. 
The clerk mentioned the phone service the 
establishment made available for calling guests who 
wished to rise at an early hour. 

"No need for that, young man," snapped the old timer. 
"I always wake up at five A.M. sharp without an alarm 
clock." 

"Very good, sir," the clerk replied, then asked, "Would 
you mind calling me at six?" 

 

 

Our pastor, an avid golfer, was once taking part in a 
local tournament. As he was preparing to tee off, the 
organizer of the tournament approached him and 
pointed to the dark, threatening storm clouds which 
were gathering. 

"Preacher," the organizer said, "I trust you'll see to it 
that the weather won't turn bad on us." 

Our pastor shook his head. "Sorry," he replied. "I'm 
sales, not management! 

 

 

My mother and my wife, both nurses, were shopping 
together when a woman in a nearby dressing room fell 
unconscious.  

Mom discovered that the woman wasn't breathing, so 
she and my wife started CPR and revived the shopper 
just as paramedics arrived. They loaded the woman 
onto a gurney and were rolling her out of the store 
when she yelled, "Stop!"  

My mother and my wife thought maybe she wanted to 
thank them, but instead she said, "I still want to buy 
those dresses." 

 

 

A young man was visiting a psychiatrist, hoping to cure 
his eating and sleeping disorder. 

"Every thought I have turns to my mother," he told the 
psychiatrist. 

"As soon as I fall asleep and begin to dream, everyone in 
my dream turns into my mother.  I wake up so upset 
that all I can do is go downstairs and eat a piece of 
toast." 

The psychiatrist replied, "What, just one piece of toast 
for a big boy like you?" 

 

 

My friend, a mechanic, does work for the Air Force 
Academy. One day, a guard asked, "Mind if our new 
guard dog practices sniffing your truck?" 

He obliged and the dog went to work. Almost 
immediately, it latched on to a scent and jumped into 
the truck bed sniffing furiously. 

My friend became nervous. There were no drugs or 
weapons. What could the dog be after? 

A few minutes later, the guard approached. 

"Sorry," he said sheepishly, "our dog ate your lunch." 
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As I approached my husband-to-be at the front of the 
church, I noticed tears in his eyes. I knew he was about 
to break down. To lighten the moment I made some 
outrageous faces at him.  

It worked! The ceremony proceeded smoothly and I was 
proud of my quick thinking ... until I saw the video. 

I noticed an elderly couple in a nearby booth in the 
restaurant  enjoying each other's company. They looked 
to be in their high-80's. 

I wondered if they'd have to wait for a bus to take them 
home, while I, much younger, would enjoy a drive home 
in my car. 

While I was wondering, they got up to leave ... and 
reached down for their motorcycle helmets. 

There are 24 hours in a day.  Do you realize that if there 
were 24 hours and 15 minutes, we could all get enough 
sleep? 

The old pastor made it to a practice to visit the parish 
school one day a week.  

He walked into the 4th grade class, where the children 
were studying the states, and asked them how many 
states they could name.  They came up with about 40 
names.  He jokingly told them that in his day students 
knew the names of all the states. 

One lad raised his hand and said, "Yes, but in those days 
there were only 13." 

The boss joined a group of his workers at the water 
cooler and told a series of jokes he'd heard recently.  
Everybody laughed loudly.  Everybody, that is, except 
Mike. 

When he noticed that he was getting no reaction from 
Mike, the boss said, "What's the matter, Mike?  No 
sense of humor?" 

"My sense of humor is fine," he said.  "But I don't have 
to laugh.  I'm quitting tomorrow." 

I'm not keen on taking pills, so when my doctor gave me 
a prescription to lower my blood pressure, I asked him if 
there were any side effects. 

"Yes," he said. "Longevity." 

An Amish man answered a knock on his door one 
morning.  An electric company worker handed him a 
piece of paper stating that the electric company would 
like to run a power line through his pasture.  The Amish 
man said, "No." 

"Legally, that paper says we can." replied the worker. 



As he turned and left returning to his co-workers in the 
field, the Amish man went to his barn and turned his 
bull into the pasture. 

As the bull rumbled toward the workers in the field, the 
Amish man hollered, "Show HIM your paper!" 

 

 

 

 

 

Standing in line at the grocery-store checkout, my dad 
was pleased to hear bits of classical music. 
Unfortunately, the music would begin to play, only to 
quickly stop. The store's sound system did not seem to 
be working properly. 

Turning to the woman standing behind him in line, Dad 
commented on how lovely the music was and how he 
hoped the store would get their system fixed. 

As the music started up again. Dad smiled at the lady 
and said, "There it is again! Isn't it lovely?" 

"Sir, it is indeed lovely, but it's not from the store," the 
woman replied with a smile. "Your cellphone is ringing!" 

 

 

A man was on a long walk in the country.  He became 
thirsty so decided to stop at a little cottage and ask for 
something to drink.  

The lady of the house invited him in and served him a 
bowl of soup by the fire.  There was a wee pig running 
around the kitchen, running up to the visitor and giving 
him a great deal of attention.   The visitor commented 
that he had never seen a pig this friendly.  

The housewife replied: "Ah, he's not that friendly.  
That's his bowl you're using." 

 

 

Having avoided the scale for a few years, my husband 
finally got up the nerve to climb aboard. 

Unable to read the numbers, he got off to grab his 
eyeglasses and stepped back on. 

"What do you know?" he called out. "These glasses 
weigh 30 pounds." 

 

 

Stationed with the Army near Tokyo, I taught a 
conversational English class to a group of Japanese 
businessmen. 

Wishing to acquaint me with their cuisine, my class took 
me to dinner at a local restaurant. I've never enjoyed 
seafood, and my hosts noticed my lack of enthusiasm 
when the odd assortment of raw and cooked fish was 
served. 

Intent on saving the evening, one man asked if I'd like a 
pizza. 

I accepted with delight. 

Soon a smiling waitress came to our table and placed 
before me a large, hot pizza - piled high with squid. 

 

 

Grandma, who appeared to become an ever-more 
intimidating personality as the years went on, was 
giving directions to her grown grandson who was 
coming to visit with his wife: 

"You come to the front door of the apartment complex.  
I am in apartment 14T.  There is a big panel at the door.  
With your elbow push button 14T.  I will buzz you in.  
Come inside, the elevator is on the right.  Get in, and 
with your elbow hit 14.  When you get out I am on the 
left.  With your elbow, hit my doorbell." 

"Grandma, that sounds easy, but why am I hitting all 
these buttons with my elbow?" the grandson asked. 

"You're coming empty handed ...  ?" 

 

 

I wasn’t born a fool – it took work to get this way. 
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"I'm sorry," said the clerk in flower shop, "we don't have 
potted geraniums.  Could you use African violets 
instead?" 

Replied the customer sadly, "No, it was geraniums my 
wife told me to water while she was gone." 

A tightwad was convinced by a friend to buy a couple of 
lottery tickets. But after he won the big prize he didn't 
seem happy. 

"What's wrong?" the friend asked. "You just became a 
millionaire!" 

"I know," he groaned, "But I can't imagine why I bought 
that second ticket!" 

The Importance of Proofing 

~  IMPORTANT NOTICE: If you are one of hundreds of 
parachuting enthusiasts who bought our Easy Sky Diving 
book, please make the following correction: on page 8, 
line 7, the words "state zip code" should have read "pull 
rip cord." 

~ It was incorrectly reported last Friday that today is T-
shirt Appreciation Day.  In fact, it is actually Teacher 
Appreciation Day. 

~ There was a mistake in an item sent in two weeks ago 
which stated that Ed Burnham entertained a party at 
crap shooting.  It should have been trap shooting. 

~ There are two important corrections to the 
information in the update on our Deep Relaxation 
professional development program.  First, the program 
will include meditation, not medication.  Second, it is 
experiential, not experimental. 

~ In the City Beat section of Friday's paper, firefighter 
Dwight Brady was misidentified.  His nickname in the 
department is "Dewey." Another firefighter is 
nicknamed "Weirdo." We apologize for our mistake. 

~ Our newspaper carried the notice last week that Mr. 
 Oscar Hoffnagle is a defective on the police force.  This 
was a typographical error.  Mr.  Hoffnagle is, of course, 
a detective on the police farce. 

~ In a recent edition, we referred to the chairman of 
Chrysler Corporation as Lee Iacoocoo. His real name is 
Lee Iacacca. The Gazette regrets the error. 

~ Apology: I originally wrote, "Woodrow Wilson's wife 
grazed sheep on front lawn of the White House." I'm 
sorry that typesetting inadvertently left out the word 
"sheep." 

~ In one edition of today's Food Section, an inaccurate 
number of jalapeno peppers was given for Jeanette 
Crowley's Southwestern chicken salad recipe.  The 
recipe should call for two, not 21, jalapeno peppers. 



One outraged college student stomped up to the 
lunch line at the cafeteria, holding a plate 
with a piece of pie on it. "This is disgusting!" he 
exclaimed. "What kind of pie do you call this?!" 

The lunch lady calmly put down her ladle, looked 
him in the eye and snarled, "And just what does it taste 
like?" 

"It tastes like cardboard and rubber cement!" the 
student cried. 

Lunch Lady thinks a moment, then replies, "That 
must be the apple. The cherry pie tastes like 
stale crackers and soap." 

 

 

 

 

 

Most people believe that "if it ain't broke, don't fix it." 

Engineers believe that "if it ain't broke," it doesn't have 
enough features yet. 

 

 

A Texas rancher, visiting a South Dakota farmer friend, 
asked him to show him his farm.  

After seeing the 1,000 acre spread, the Texan bragged 
that down home he could get into his car, drive all day, 
and by evening would not have gotten to the distant 
point of his ranch. 

The South Dakotan simply replied, "You know, I had a 
car like that once." 

 

 

When my kids were little, I read them the nativity story 
out of the big family Bible. 

When my son was old enough to talk, he asked me what 
a stable was. 

I thought for a moment how to explain it to him in 
terms he could understand, then told him, "It's 
something like your sister's room -- but no stereo 
or computer." 

 

 

The members of my wife's bridge club were 
exchanging stories of their days camping with their 
families in the 1950's. Each related how they 
remembered the primitive conditions ... gathering 
wood, pumping well water and carrying it to the 
campsite, using an outhouse, and so forth. 

Finally one woman asked my wife, who was raised in 
rural Montana, if she had ever done any camping. 

"Oh, no, we didn't bother," she replied. "We had all 
those inconveniences at home." 

 

 

The company I work for sometimes puts on what they 
call "Lunch and Learn" seminars during the employees' 
lunchtime, dealing with a variety of physical and mental 
health issues.  If the seminar lasts beyond the normal 
lunch hours, we're supposed to get managerial approval 
to attend. 

So, last week, this flier came around: 

LUNCH AND LEARN SEMINAR: 

WHO'S CONTROLLING YOUR LIFE? 

(Get your manager's permission before attending) 

Looks like that question's been answered … 

 

 

An elderly gentleman was reviewing his records at the 
hospital where I work. He expressed some concern at 
one notation. "I know I'm a bit difficult at times, 
but I didn't realize I was that bad," he said to me 
apologetically. "I hope I didn't offend anyone." 

Then I explained the acronym in question meant "Short 
Of Breath" and not what he thought. 
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The day I immigrated to the United States, I was given 
an alien ID card that featured a cute photo of me at age 
15. Years later, when I went to the courthouse to
become a citizen, a clerk confiscated my card.

"What will you do with it?" my wife asked. 

"We burn it" was the answer. 

"Could you please cut the photo off and let us keep it?" 
asked my wife. 

"Certainly not," said the clerk. "This card is official U.S. 
government property. As such it cannot be mutilated 
before it's destroyed." 

Down at the Veteran's hospital, a trio of old timers ran 
out of tales of their own heroic exploits and started 
bragging about their ancestors. "My great grandfather, 
at age 13," one declared proudly, "was a drummer boy 
at Shiloh." 

"Mine," boasted another, "went down with Custer at 
the Battle of Little Big Horn." 

“I'm the only soldier in my family," confessed vet 
number three, "but if my great grandfather was living 
today he'd be the most famous man in the world." 

"What'd he do?" his friends wanted to know. 

"Nothing much. But he would be 165 years old." 

When I was a newly commissioned Lieutenant in the 
Army, I was assigned as a temporary assistant in an 
administrative office in a Military Intelligence unit. One 
day a long came around with a cover sheet instructing 
all assigned officers to read it and initial it as indication 
of their compliance. I figured it meant me too, so I read 
and initialed it. 

However, a few days later, it came back addressed 
specifically to me. An attached note read:"You are not 
permanently assigned to this unit and are thus not an 
authorized signee. Please erase your initials and initial 
your erasure." 

So I did. 

A woman was driving her old beat up car on the 
Highway with her 7 yr. old son, Little Johnny. 

She tried to keep up with traffic but they were flying by 
her. After getting caught in a large group of car's flying 
down the road she looked at her speedometer to see 
she was doing 15 miles over the speed limit. 



Slowing down, she moved over to the side and got out 
of the clump that soon left her behind. She looked up 
and saw the flashing lights of a police car. Pulling over 
she waited for the officer to come up to her car. 

As he did he said, "Ma'am do you know why I pulled you 
over?" 

Little Johnny piped up from the back seat, "I do!  
Because you couldn't catch the other cars!" 

 

 

 

 

 

At a clearance sale, the wife of a federal district court 
judge found a green tie that was a perfect match for 
one of her husband's sports jackets. 

Soon after, while the couple was vacationing at a resort 
complex to get his mind off a rather complicated 
cocaine conspiracy case, he noticed a small, round disc 
sewn into the design of the tie. 

The judge showed it to a local FBI agent, who was 
equally suspicious that it might be a 'bug' planted by the 
conspiracy defendants.  The agent sent the device to FBI 
headquarters In Washington, DC for analysis. 

Two weeks later, the judge phoned the Washington 
office to learn the results of their tests. 

"We're not sure where the disc came from," the FBI told 
him, "but we discovered that when you press it, it plays 
'Jingle Bells.'" 

 

 

A soldier was asked to report to headquarters 
for assignment. The sergeant said: "We have a 
critical shortage of typists. I'll give you a 

little test. Type this," he ordered, giving 
him a pamphlet to copy and a sheet of paper, 
and pointing to a desk across the room that 
held a typewriter and an adding machine. 

The man, quite reluctant to become a clerk 
typist, made a point of typing very slowly, 
and saw to it that his work contained as many 
errors as possible. 

The sergeant gave the typed copy only a brief 
glance. "That's fine," he said; "Report for 
work at 8 tomorrow." 

"But aren't you going to check the test?" the 
prospective clerk asked. 

The sergeant grinned. "You passed the test," he 
replied, "when you sat down at the typewriter 
instead of at the adding machine." 

 

 

A young man had just graduated from Harvard and was 
so excited just thinking about his future. 

He gets into a taxi and the driver says, "How are you on 
this lovely day?" 

"I'm the Class of 2001, just graduated from Harvard and 
I just can't wait to go out there and see what the world 
has in store for me." 

The driver looks back to shake the young man's hand 
and says, "Congratulations, I'm Mitch Class of 1969." 

 

 

As a waitress, I stopped at a table to see if anyone 
needed anything. 

The mother seated there asked, "May I have some more 
dressing for my salad?"  

"Anything else?" I replied thinking I could  avoid making 
two trips.  

The little girl at the table knew how to take a hint. 
"Please," she added.  

 

 

You are making progress if each mistake you make is a 
new one. 

 

Never believe anything until it has been officially 
denied. 
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