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A Little Credit


The Friars Club has been the bastion of laughter longer than anyone can remember. They started in 1904 and while a few people around here may think they can recall those early days—trust me, they can’t even recall the ham on rye they had an hour ago.


This private club that is home to actors, singers, dancers, musicians—and yes, even doctors, lawyers, and dentists—has been lucky to have among them the top comedians of all time. The Friars know a lot about comedy and their legendary roasts have been talked about, copied, trespassed, appalled, revered, scorned, applauded, and just plain loved for quite some time.


When the Friars first started there were no comedy clubs, no TV, no Internet—if you wanted to hear a joke you had to rely on your unfunny coworker or annoying brother-in-law. And, if you wanted to tell one, you had to remember the countless jokes floating around the atmosphere. Thankfully today, with one-stop shopping, all you have to do is pick up The Friars Club Encyclopedia of Jokes, find a joke, any joke, and viola! Instant laughs.


But while you’re telling those jokes, or listening to them, or just reading them to yourself, try to remember the men and women behind the funny. If it weren’t for these comedians and other amusing sorts it would be a very quiet read. The Friars Club is proud of its roster of jokesters who will keep the laughs intact for the next hundred or so years until they need to upgrade the yuks. It’s these brave souls who stand naked on a stage and throw caution to the wind hoping (and maybe a little praying) that when they finish talking the room will be noisy as hell from laughter.


To Ben Barto and Caleb Larson who worked their magic to research the laughs, I say—the book is out now, go buy it. To Howard Cohl, who started the ball rolling on the Friars book journey, don’t just sit there—start thinking up more ideas! To the Friars Executive Director Michael Gyure and Executive Director Emeritus Jean-Pierre Trebot who love a good guffaw—forget the Club Managers Handbook, THIS is how you run a club—with laughs.


To Freddie Roman, the Dean of the Friars Club and master joker, thank you for inspiring so many young comics to ply their trade at the Friars. The Club has opened doors and introduced recent headliners and television superstars to the general public—apologies for those with no sense of humor that don’t get the monumental significance of that. And to all of you who love a good laugh…enjoy the read.


—Barry Dougherty
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Introduction


All the Friars Club ever did for me is put me on national television and tell everyone who would listen how many men I’ve had sex with. Not to mention all the times I’ve done it wearing a dress and how unfunny I am. Oh, and according to the Friars, I didn’t deserve any of my money.


Old hat, really.


The Friars Club has been roasting celebrities since 1950. You know all those Dean Martin and Comedy Central roasts? The Friars Club did it first, and does it better. Mine happened to be the first one they ever broadcast on television (dirty words and all), so a record Comedy Central audience got to hear about my appalling sexual habits and lack of talent.


So that’s what the Friars are known for. Roasting people.


What you probably don’t know is what most people do at the Friars Club. They sit around and tell jokes. Some drink, some don’t. Sometimes there’s a little dinner. But they all tell jokes to one another. And jokes at the Friars Club are like hundred dollar bills at a casino. The more good ones you have the more people like you.


You are now holding in your hands the latest edition of the best of these jokes. It’s like…oh I don’t know…one of those stupid emails that one friend of yours always sends you with all the jokes in it. But in a book.


And I’m writing the foreword to this Big Book of Stolen Jokes because the night the Friars roasted me was one of the greatest nights in my life. All the jokes about my little dick and how fat I am…I loved them. The tales of my tremendously gay oral skills and overly hospitable anal cavity were like big hugs. And the more cross-dressing they said I did, the more I wanted to lay down my life for them.


But that other stuff? Up yours, Friars. I AM funny, and I deserve every dollar I’ve ever made.


Love,


Drew Carey


October 2008
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Actors and Acting


How many actors does it take to change a lightbulb?


One hundred. One to change the bulb, and ninety-nine to say, “I could have done that.”


—NORM CROSBY


I’m walking to work, up Sixth Avenue, and it’s a lovely spring day and I see one of those mime performers. So the mime is doing that famous routine where he’s pretending to be trapped in a box. So I stand there and watch the mime pretend to be trapped in a box. And he finishes up, and, thank God, he wasn’t really trapped in a box. And I see on the sidewalk there he’s got a little hat for money—change, tips, donations, contributions. So I went over and I pretended to put a dollar bill in his hat.


—DAVID LETTERMAN


The great actor was known for his many romances coast to coast, and over the years he was faced with many paternity suits. One day a young man came into his dressing room and introduced himself. “I’m your son,” he said.


The Great One looked intently at the youth, then exclaimed, “So you are!” He turned to his valet and said, “Give the boy a pass.”


—JOEY ADAMS


Playing Shakespeare is so tiring. You never get a chance to sit down unless you’re a king.


—JOSEPHINE HULL


John Barrymore once said, “One of my chief regrets is that I can’t sit in the audience and watch me.”


—JOEY ADAMS


The bum chose matinee time, when the streets of the theater district were crowded with people hurrying to get to the show, to do his panhandling. Sizing up a well-dressed gentleman, he lurched over and asked politely, “Sir, may I borrow a quarter?”


The well-heeled man looked over the top of his glasses at the bum, cleared his throat, and quoted, “‘Neither a borrower nor a lender be,’ William Shakespeare.”


The bum looked back at him and retorted, “‘Up yours, asshole,’ David Mamet.”


Danny Kaye noted the difference between comedy and tragedy in Russian drama. In both, everybody dies; but in the comedy, they die happy.


Did you hear that Jack Lemmon beat off a mugger with a 4-iron? How many strokes?


A number of years after he had worked on a film with a glamorous movie star, a certain cinematographer was asked to work with her again. The diva was not at all pleased with the results. “In the first film we did together I looked radiantly beautiful, and this time I look like a hag,” she complained bitterly.


“Perhaps, Madame,” suggested the cinematographer tactfully, “it has something to do with the fact that I was eight years younger then.”


An actor’s a guy who, if you ain’t talking about him, he ain’t listening.


—MARLON BRANDO


My uncle was thrown out of a mime show for having a seizure. They thought he was heckling.


—JEFF SHAW



Advertising


I saw a commercial on late-night TV. It said, “Forget everything you know about slipcovers.” So I did. And it was a load off my mind. Then the commercial tried to sell me slipcovers, and I didn’t know what the hell they were.


—MITCH HEDBERG


A wealthy computer business mogul sees an advertisement on the Internet for the world’s fastest and most expensive car, the Tri-Turbo Convertible Fantasy. It sells for $1 million. The executive decides he must have it, so he has eight of his most trusted assistants assigned to tracking down the vehicle. After months of searching, the car is located, bought, and delivered. Eager to play with his new toy, the executive takes it out for a spin.


At the first stoplight, an old man, looking about eighty-five years old, rides up to the Fantasy on an old Vespa. The old man sticks his head inside without waiting for an invitation, and says, “Quite a ride you got here, sonny. How fast will she go?”


“About 270,” the executive responds.


“Come on,” says the old man.


Just then, the light turns green and the executive decides to show the old man what the car can do. He floors it, and within seconds the car is doing 270. But suddenly, he notices in his rear-view mirror a dot that seems to be getting closer and closer, and so he comes to a stop. Then, whoooooooosh, “the thing” goes flying by! “What in the heck was that?” says the executive. “What can go faster than my Fantasy?”


Suddenly, “the thing” comes racing back towards him, and whoooooosh, passes right by. This time the executive got a better look, and so help him, it looked like the old man on the Vespa. “That just couldn’t be,” he says to himself. Then, through his rear-view mirror, he sees it again. All of the sudden, WHAM! It smashes into the back end of the car.


The executive jumps out, and sure enough, it’s the old man on the Vespa that crashed into him. “Are you OK?” asks the executive. “Is there anything I can do for you?”


“Yes,” replies the old man, “unhook my suspenders from your side-view mirror, please.”


Did you hear that Anheuser-Busch has taken over the Red Cross’s public relations?


Their new slogan is “This Blood’s for You.”



Agents


Shakespeare said, “Kill all the lawyers.” That’s before there were agents.


—ROBIN WILLIAMS


The slovenly, obese Hollywood agent got up from his seat at the comedy club to go to the bathroom. Returning with Perrier and popcorn in hand, he inquired of a young woman, “Did I step on your foot a few minutes ago?”


“As a matter of fact you did,” she replied tartly.


“Great! Then that’s my table.”


When I first got into the business, they told me I needed a press agent. So I hired one, a hundred dollars a week. The first week, no press at all. I called my agent, said, “What’s happening?”


He said, “They’re talkin’ about ya, baby, they’re talkin’ about ya.”


Two more weeks go by, two hundred bucks more, and no press. I’m pretty mad. I called my agent, said, “Hey, what’s happening here?”


He said, “They’re talkin’ about ya, baby, they’re talkin’ about ya.”


Five weeks go by. Five hundred bucks down the drain and not a thing to show for it. I was so mortified and angry that I went down to his office, barged right in, and said, “What’s happening? What’ve I got to show for my five hundred bucks?”


He said, “They’re talkin’ about ya, baby, they’re talkin’ about ya.”


I said, “Oh yeah? So what’re they saying?”


He said, “They’re saying, ‘Whatever happened to Will Jordan?’”


—WILL JORDAN


A small-time crook spent years planning the heist of the century: robbing the main vault of the bank. It went without a hitch, except that he forgot to disable one of the security cameras, and when he got home that night to count his cash, he found his face plastered all over the newspapers and television news.


He laid low, but it was pretty obvious that it was only a matter of days until he would be apprehended. Then he was struck by a brilliant idea. He pulled his hat down low, jumped into his car, and drove to the William Morris Agency, where he forced them at gunpoint to sign him to a five-year contract.


He was not seen or heard from again.


—JIMMY MYERS



Aging


In certain parts of Miami, if everyone happens to be smiling at once, it’s automatically declared Halloween.


It’s hard for me to get used to these changing times. I can remember when the air was clean and sex was dirty.


—GEORGE BURNS


You know you’re getting old when you pick up the phone and a woman asks, “Do you know who this is?” and you say no and hang up.


—FRANKLIN P. ADAMS


“I’m doing what I can,” the doctor explained, “but I can’t make you any younger, you know.”


“The hell with that,” said the patient. “I’m not interested in getting younger, I just don’t want to get older.”


—JOEY ADAMS


A bunch of old guys would sit around playing chess in the park all day. One day a new guy showed up. He was pretty wrinkled and had white hair and he got in a game with one of the old guys. After looking at the new guy for a while, the other guy said, “You know, I just noticed. You’re not wearing glasses, you got your real teeth, you got no hearing aid, you’re in pretty good shape.”


The new guy said, “Well, when I was a kid my parents took me to the doctor and the doctor said that if I wanted to stay in shape I should make love with a woman four times a day. And that’s what I’ve been doing up to this very day.”


“Really? How old are you?”


“Twenty-four.”


—JAN MURRAY


The four stages of man are infancy, childhood, adolescence, and obsolescence.


—ART LINKLETTER


I’ve got everything I had twenty years ago—except now it’s all lower.


—GYPSY ROSE LEE


Nowadays there’s a pill for everything—to keep your nose from running, to keep you regular, to keep your heart beating, to keep your hair from falling out. . . . Why, thanks to advances in medical science, every day people are dying who never looked better.


When an actress told Bob Hope she was “approaching forty,” he couldn’t help wondering from what direction.


“I’m only eighty, but I can have sex only about once a month or so,” complained George Burns to Doc Meylackson, treasurer of the Friars Club.


“That’s natural,” said Doc.


“Yeah,” Burns complained, “but Groucho Marx is eighty-five and he says he has sex twice a week.”


“Okay,” said Doc, “you say the same thing.”


At his annual checkup, Bernie was given an excellent bill of health. “It must run in your family,” commented the doctor. “How old was your dad when he died?”


“What makes you think he’s dead?” asked Bernie. “He’s ninety and still going strong.”


“Aha! And how long did your grandfather live?”


“What makes you think he’s dead, Doc? He’s a hundred and six, and getting married to a twenty-two-year-old next week,” Bernie informed him.


“At his age!” exclaimed the doctor. “Why does he want to marry such a young woman?”


“And what makes you think he wants to?”


—HENNY YOUNGMAN


Naps are wonderful, aren’t they? Sometimes I have to take a nap to get ready for bed.


—MARSHA WARFIELD


I’ve reached an age when I look just as good standing on my head as I do right side up.


—FRANK SULLIVAN


There are three ages of man: youth, middle age, and “Gee, you look good.”


—RED SKELTON


My wife never lies about her age. She just tells everyone she’s as old as I am. Then she lies about my age.


I was born in 1962. True. And the room next to me was 1963 . . .


—JOAN RIVERS


My doctor has a great stress test. It’s called “The Bill.”


—JOEY ADAMS


My, my—sixty-five! I guess this marks the first day of the rest of our life savings.


—H. MARTIN


Paul Putney had planned a trip to Paris for a very long time, and the day after his retirement, he was on a plane. When he returned, his old friend Herb met him at the airport, and asked, “Well, Paul, how was Paris?”


“Oh, it was fine,” replied the weary traveler, “but I wish I’d gone twenty years ago.”


“When Paris was really Paris, eh?” said Herb, sympathetically.


“No,” he admitted, “when Paul Putney was really Paul Putney.”


I know a guy who looks forty years younger than he is. When he’s not working, his wife must put a slipcover over him.



Animals


All creatures must learn to coexist. That’s why the brown bear and the field mouse can share their lives and live in harmony. Of course, they can’t mate, or the mice would explode.


—BETTY WHITE


What did one Hawaiian shark say to the other?


“Oh, no—not airplane food again.”


A little old lady is starved for companionship, so she buys a couple of monkeys. The years go by and she becomes very attached to them. As happens, both monkeys die one day. Not wanting to part with them, she takes the dead monkeys to a taxidermist. The taxidermist asks her, “Would you like them mounted?”


The old woman replies, “No, just holding hands.”


—GREGORY PECK


Did you hear about the veterinarian and the taxidermist who went into business together?


Their slogan was, “Either “Way, You Get Your Pet Back.”


Eagles may soar, but weasels don’t get sucked into jet engines.


—STEVEN WRIGHT


Shirley had always wanted to see Australia, so she saved her money and went off on a two-week tour. She’d only been there three days when she fell head over heels in love with a kangaroo. So she blithely disregarded the advice of her tour guide and companions, had an aboriginal priest perform a wedding ceremony, and brought her new husband back to her house in the Midwest.


But she found that the course of new love was not without its problems, and in a few months she decided to consult a marriage counselor.


“Frankly, in your case it’s not hard to put my finger on the heart of the problem,” said the counselor almost immediately. “Besides the obvious ethnic and cultural differences between you and your husband, it’s clearly going to be impossible to establish genuine lines of communication with a kangaroo.”


“Oh, that’s not it at all,” Shirley broke in. “My husband and I communicate perfectly—except in bed. There it’s nothing but hop on, hop off, hop on, hop off. . . .”


The first grade class gathered around the teacher for a game of “Guess the Animal.” The first picture the teacher held up was of a cat. “Okay, boys and girls,” she said brightly, “can anyone tell me what this is?”


“I know, I know, it’s a cat!” yelled a little boy.


“Very good, Eddie. Now, who knows what this animal is called?”


“That’s a dog!” piped up the same little boy.


“Right again. And what about this animal?” she asked, holding up a picture of a deer.


Silence fell over the class. After a minute or two, the teacher said, “I’ll give you a hint, children . . . it’s something your mother calls your father.”


“I know, I know,” screamed Eddie. “It’s a horny bastard!”


How many of those dead animals you see on the highway are suicides?


—DENNIS MILLER


Warren worked for a small mining operation, so he was used to the desolate little towns of the Southwest. But when he was sent to Dry Gulch for a couple of months, something seemed strange from the very beginning. One night when he was in the local saloon, he realized what it was.


“Say,” he said to the bartender, “aren’t there any women in this town?”


“Nope,” admitted the bartender. “The men here had so little to offer that all the women packed up and left years ago.”


Warren’s face fell. “That’s pretty grim. What do the guys do on a Saturday night?”


“They do it with pigs,” was the bartender’s cool reply.


“Yecch!” Warren retched and left in disgust. But after a few weeks of total boredom, he found himself back in the saloon, and casually inquired as to where the pigs in question were to be found.


The bartender was free with the information. “Just behind the farmhouse at the top of the hill.”


One look at the pigs slopping around in the muddy pen was almost enough to send Warren back down the hill. But just as he was turning away, he spotted the cutest pig you could ever hope to see, with big brown eyes, a bow on the top of her head, and not a bit of mud on her little pink trotters. Quite smitten, he led her out of the sty, down the hill, and into the saloon for a drink. But to Warren’s surprise his arrival caused quite a commotion, and all the seedy types backed away from him into the far corners of the bar. “Hey, what’s up?” asked Warren angrily of the bartender. “You told me everyone in the place goes out with pigs.”


“True enough,” admitted the bartender, “but we weren’t expecting you to take the sheriff’s girl.”


My brother had a hamster. He took it to the vet—it’s like bringing a disposable lighter in for repairs.


—WAYNE COTTER


The bitter Anatolian winter was almost over when one Armenian shepherd turned to the other and confessed that he could hardly wait until it was time to shear their flocks.


The other shepherd nodded, rubbing his hands together in anticipation. “It’s great selling the wool in the market and spending some of the money on raki and women, eh?”


“That’s not it,” said his companion. “I just can’t wait to see them naked.”


This guy went to the zoo one day. While he was standing in front of the gorilla’s enclosure, a gust of wind blew some grit into his eye. As he pulled his eyelid down to dislodge the particle, the gorilla went crazy, bent open the bars, and beat the hapless fellow senseless. When the guy came to, the zookeeper was anxiously bending over him, and as soon as he was able to talk he explained what had happened. The zookeeper nodded sagely and explained that in gorilla language, pulling down your eyelid meant “fuck you.”


The explanation didn’t make the gorilla’s victim feel any better, and he vowed revenge. The next day he bought two large knives, two party hats, two party horns, and a large sausage. Putting the sausage in his pants, he hurried to the zoo and over to the gorilla’s cage, into which he tossed a hat, a knife, and a party horn. Knowing that the big apes were natural mimics, he put on a party hat. The gorilla looked at him, looked at the hat, and put it on. Next he picked up his horn and blew on it. The gorilla picked up his horn and did the same. Then the man picked up his knife, whipped the sausage out of his pants, and sliced it neatly in two.


The gorilla looked at the knife in his cage, looked at his own crotch, and solemnly pulled down his eyelid.


What do you get when you cross a porcupine with a tapeworm? About ten feet of barbed wire.


Fernandez had made a lot of money in show business as a ventriloquist and decided to retire as a gentleman farmer. He found a farm he liked, but he thought it was somewhat overpriced, so he decided to have some fun with the farmer as they toured the outbuildings.


“How’s the barn holding up?” he asked, turning toward the sway-backed horse in a corner stall.


“The roof leaks and the tractor’s thirty-five years old,” replied the horse. The farmer, not realizing it was Fernandez throwing his voice, turned pale.


“Mooo,” said the cow in answer to the ventriloquist’s next question. “My stall’s falling apart and the feed’s all moldy.”


The farmer started to quake.


Next were the chickens. “Need a new coop, holes in the wire,” they cackled.


“Just a dang minute,” interrupted the farmer, grabbing his prospective buyer by the shoulders. “Don’t talk to the sheep—they lie.”


What’s the best way to stop a runaway horse?


Bet on it.


As a merchant in the caravan business, Ahmed was well aware that a neutered camel can go longer and further without water than one which has not been neutered. But although he knew he was losing money, he couldn’t bear the thought of inflicting such pain on his lead camel, which was really more of a pet than a beast of burden.


“Walking through the bazaar one day, he found the solution to his dilemma: a sign that read “Camels Gelded Without Pain.” Making inquiries of the stall’s proprietor, he was assured that the operation was quick and absolutely painless. There would be no suffering. A price was negotiated and the merchant returned the next day with his favorite camel in tow. The camel gelder picked up two bricks, approached the camel from the rear, took aim, and smashed the bricks together with a sound like a thunderclap. With a bellow of agony, the camel collapsed to its knees.


The merchant was horrified. “You promised it would be painless!” he cried, cradling his camel’s head.


“Why it is,” explained the gelder, “as long as you don’t get your thumbs caught between the bricks.”


Would somebody please explain to me those signs that say, “No animals allowed except for Seeing Eye dogs?” Who is that sign for? Is it for the dog, or the blind person?


—JERRY SEINFELD


Did you hear about the lion who consulted an eminent Beverly Hills psychiatrist?


The king of the beasts complained that every time he roared, he had to sit though a two-hour movie.


Recently the director of a local municipal zoo, having acquired a rare Indonesian ape named Oscar, was quite displeased to find that the large aggressive animal had broken free from his cage and was roaming throughout the city. The matter was serious because the members of the staff of the zoo, while expert at caring for animals, had had no experience in capturing them.


The zoo director appealed to the office of the mayor for help, and the secretary to the mayor asked, “Have you looked in the Yellow Pages?”


The director said he hadn’t, but would, immediately. To his surprise, under “Animal Capturing Service” he found a listing for the A-l Ape Apprehenders. He called them and within twenty minutes a truck arrived at the administration office of the zoo.


A small man emerged and rushed to the director, who was waiting at the door.


“Is there a wooded area in the vicinity?” the little man asked.


The director said there was, about a half mile away.


“Hop in the truck,” the little man said.


The director did and they drove off. Minutes later they arrived at a small grove and immediately spotted Oscar in a tree on a branch about twenty-five feet above the ground.


The two men got out, went to the back of the truck, and the little man opened the door. An excited little dog jumped out and began running around in circles.


The little man reached into the truck and took out a suitcase, which he opened. In the suitcase were a pair of handcuffs, which he handed to the zoo director, a sawed-off shotgun, which he leaned against the trunk of the tree, and a baseball bat.


“Now,” the little man said, “I’m going up into the tree with the baseball bat, and I’m going to knock the ape out of the tree. The instant the ape hits the ground, the dog will grab the ape by the crotch. The ape, instantly and instinctively, will grab at his crotch with both hands. You snap the handcuffs on and we’ve got him.”


The zoo director, pointing to the shotgun leaning against the tree, said, “I’m not too sure about this. What’s the gun for?”


The little man said, “Look, I’m an expert. I know what I’m doing and things will go just fine. After all, I have the baseball bat. I know my job and it’ll never happen, but if the ape should, by any chance, knock me out of the tree, shoot the dog!”


The Easterner had always dreamed of owning his own cattle ranch, and finally made enough money to buy himself the spread of his dreams in Wyoming.


“So what did you name the ranch?” asked his best friend when he flew out to visit.


“We had a hell of a time,” admitted the new cowboy. “Couldn’t agree on anything. “We finally settled on the Double R Lazy L Triple Horseshoe Bar-7 Lucky Diamond Ranch.”


“Wow!” His friend was impressed. “So where are all the cows?”


“None of ’em survived the branding.”


What do you give an elephant with diarrhea?


Lots of room.


Ever notice when you blow in a dog’s face he gets mad at you, but when you take him in a car he sticks his head out the window?


—GEORGE CARLIN


A woman needs only four animals in her life: a mink on her back, a jaguar in her garage, a tiger in her bed, and a jackass to pay for it all.


What’s the biggest drawback of the jungle?


An elephant’s foreskin.


A panda walks into a pub and sits down for a drink. While he’s downing his pint, he looks across and sees this fine woman at the end of the bar, so he pulls up a stool next to her. He chats her up and the next thing he knows they are getting on like a house on fire.


Then the panda says: “God, I could do with a bite to eat,” and in reply the woman asks him around to her place for a meal. Being the randy panda that he is, he readily accepts.


Back at her place, after a fulfilling meal, one thing leads to another and the panda ends up having sex with the woman.


In the morning as the panda is about to leave, the woman says to him, “Hey, wait a sec, I’m a prostitute.” Seeing the baffled expression on the panda’s face she tells him to look it up in the dictionary.


So the panda looks up “prostitute” and the definition says: “Takes money for sex.”


After reading this the panda relaxes and says, “That’s all right because I’m a panda.”


The woman, confused, looks up “panda” in the dictionary and reads the definition: “Eats shoots and leaves.”


A monkey sitting in a tree in Africa sees a huge lion sleeping on the ground below, with his tail going up in the air every five seconds. He thinks to himself, “That’s a big lion, if I fuck this lion up the ass, I’ll be the king of the jungle.” When the lion’s tail goes up again, the monkey jumps down and fucks the lion up the ass. The lion wakes up and chases the monkey through the jungle, the monkey dives through a row of trees and lands in the lobby of a big hotel. He picks up a newspaper and covers his face as if to read it. The lion comes through, roaring, “Did anybody see a monkey come in here?” From behind the paper the monkey yells, “The one that fucked the lion up the ass?” The lion roars back, “Holy shit! It’s in the paper already?”


—JEFF PIRRAMI


When I woke up this morning, I could feel tension mounting. Tension is my dog.


—TOM COTTER


A sloth was walking through the jungle one day when he was set upon by a gang of vicious snails.


The snails left him bleeding and confused at the bottom of a tree. Several hours later he summoned the strength to go to the police station and report the assault. He was asked by the desk sergeant to describe his attackers.


He replied, “I don’t know what they looked like, it all happened so fast.”


A horse wanders into a bar and orders a tall one.


The bartender says, “Hey, fella, why the long face?”



Birds


Ever let your parakeet out of its cage? My parakeet will fly across the room, right into the mirror. . . . He will hit that mirror: Bang! And he will fly off in some other direction trying to get it together. He’s so stupid. Even if he thought the mirror was another room, you’d think he’d try to avoid hitting the other parakeet!


—JERRY SEINFELD


Some months ago I saw a man breaking a loaf of whole-wheat bread and tossing the pieces at pigeons. I was curious, and I asked him, “Why whole-wheat bread?”


He answered very seriously, “Everybody gives them white bread or cake. This way they’ll remember me.”


A man suspects his wife of cheating on him, so he goes to the pet store to shop for a parrot. He sees quite an assortment of parrots for sale for five hundred to a thousand dollars, but that’s a bit more than he wants to spend, so he’s delighted to come across one in the corner for sale for thirty dollars. “How come that one’s so cheap?” he asks the clerk.


“To tell ya the truth, his dick’s oversized and embarrasses the customers,” is the explanation. The husband buys the bird anyway, and installs it on a perch right over the bed.


The next day the first thing he does after coming home from work is to rush upstairs. “Well, what happened today?” he asks the bird.


“Well, the milkman came, and . . . your wife told him to come into the bedroom, and . . . they took off their clothes, and . . . got into bed.”


“So what happened next?” screams the irate husband.


“I don’t know,” says the parrot. “I got hard and fell off my perch.”


A nine-year-old shoeshine boy in Boston sees all these pigeons flying around and is getting quite annoyed. “Fuck off, fuck off,” he says to the pigeons.


An old lady comes up to the little boy and says, “Little boy, the pigeons are here because they are hungry and want some of your sandwich. If you don’t want them around say, ‘Shoo, shoo.’ Then they’ll fuck off.”


—BUDDY HACKETT


What do you do with a bird with no wings?


Take it for a spin.


My parakeet died. We were playing badminton.


—DANNY CURTIS


Myron’s mother was very hard to please, but one year he thought hard and finally came up with a truly inspired birthday present: a gorgeous parrot that spoke six languages. He paid an exorbitant price and arranged to have the bird, in an ornate antique cage, delivered to her apartment on the appointed day.


That evening he came by for the birthday dinner. “So, Mom, did you get my present?” he asked casually.


“Yes, Myron, I did. And I must say it’s cooked up very nicely.”


“You didn’t cook it!” gasped Myron. “Mom, that bird cost me fifteen hundred dollars. And it spoke English, Portuguese, Mandarin, Urdu, Arabic, and Russian!”


“Now, Myron,” the old woman chided, “if it really spoke all those languages, why didn’t it say something?”


This is a story about a guy who has a horny parrot. It’s terrible. Every time he reaches into the cage, the bird humps his arm. He invites his mother to tea, the bird keeps saying foul things. . . . Finally he takes the parrot to a vet.


The vet examines the bird extensively, says, “Well, you have a horny parrot. I have a sweet young female bird, and for fifteen dollars your bird can go in the cage with mine.”


The guy’s parrot is listening and he says, “Come on! Come on! What the hell!”


Finally, the guy says all right, hands over the fifteen dollars.


The vet takes the parrot, puts him in the cage with the female bird, closes the curtain. . . . Suddenly, “Kwah! Kwah! Kwah!” Feathers come flying out.


The vet says, “Holy gee,” runs across the room, and opens the curtain. The male bird has the female bird down on the bottom of the cage with one claw. With the other claw he’s pulling out all her feathers. He’s saying, “For fifteen bucks, I want you naked. Naked!”


—ORSON BEAN


What do you call a missing parrot?


A polygon.


What do you call a parrot wearing a raincoat?


Polly unsaturated.


This young lady walks into a pet store to buy a parrot. The guy behind the counter says that he only has one and that it’s a real “smart-ass” with a vulgar vocabulary and rude temperament.


The woman says, “That’s okay, I know how to handle smartasses like that. I want the parrot anyhow.”


So the woman gets the bird home, puts it in her room, and starts to get ready for bed. Just as she gets her slacks off the parrot says: “Awk . . . nice legs, baby!”


Well, the woman isn’t gonna take such abuse, so she takes the bird out of the cage and puts it in the freezer for three minutes. While the parrot’s in the freezer, he becomes real sure that this was the wrong thing to say, and is making a large mental note about saying that again.


The next night, again the woman is getting ready for bed. This time the parrot knows not to say anything about her legs, but after she removes her blouse, and then her bra, the parrot just can’t resist any longer. He blurts out, “Awk . . . great tits, baby, let’s see ya shake um.”


Once again the woman gets upset and she decides that instead of three minutes in the freezer, she is going to keep the parrot in for five minutes. This time the parrot has lots of time to think. Remorse gives way to desperation, and finally to anger.


Finally, the woman opens the freezer door, takes out the near frozen parrot and says, “Well, have you learned your lesson?”


The parrot, still shivering and barely able to speak, says, “Awk, yea, yea, sure, sure, but I have just one question.”


The woman says, “Yes?”


The parrot says, “Awk . . . what did the turkey do, ask for a blow job?”


The old rooster could never get enough. He screwed every chicken in the barnyard and wore them all out, so the farmer put him in with the ducks. Pretty soon all the ducks were begging for a rest, so the farmer tethered the rooster out in a cornfield. After a while the farmer looked out his window and saw that the bird was lying on the ground and looked dead as a doornail. Going out to check, he found the rooster lying down all right, but with its eyes wide open. “What’s the matter?” he asked.


“Shhhhhhhh,” hissed the rooster, motioning upward with the tip of a wing. “Turkey vultures!”


Why did the pervert cross the road?


Because he was looking for a chicken.



Cats


I gave my cat a bath the other day. . . . He sat there, he enjoyed it, it was fun for me. The fur would stick to my tongue, but other than that . . .


—STEVE MARTIN


We have two cats. They’re my wife’s cats, Mischa and Alex. . . . Women always choose sensitive names: Muffy, Fluffy, Buffy. Guys name cats things like Tuna Breath, Fur Face, Meow Head. They’re nice cats. They’ve been neutered and they’ve been declawed, so they’re like pillows that eat.


—LARRY REEB


Human milk is better than cow’s milk. It’s cheaper, keeps over the weekend, and the cat can’t get at it.


—DONALD MCGILL


I found out why cats drink out of the toilet. My mother told me it’s because it’s cold in there. And I’m like: How did my mother know that?


—WENDY LIEBMAN


A famous art collector is walking through Greenwich Village when he notices a mangy cat lapping milk from a saucer in the doorway of a store, and he does a double take. He knows the saucer is very old and valuable, so he saunters casually into the store and offers to buy the cat for two dollars.


But the store owner says, “I’m sorry, but the cat isn’t for sale.”


The collector says, “Please, I need a hungry old tomcat around the house to catch mice. I’ll give you ten dollars for him.”


And the owner says, “Sold,” and hands over the cat.


Then the collector says, “Listen, for the ten bucks I wonder if you’d throw in that old saucer. The cat’s used to it and it’ll save me buying a dish.”


And the owner says, “Sorry, buddy, but that’s my lucky saucer. So far this week I’ve sold sixty-eight cats.”


—SOUPY SALES


I don’t like cats. I prefer dogs, because dogs don’t care. If a dog can do it, you can watch. You don’t say that about cats. You only get to hear cats.


—JIM STAFFORD


I’m used to dogs. When you leave them in the morning they stick their noses in the door crack and stand there like a portrait until you return eight hours later. A cat would never put up with that kind of rejection. When you returned, she’d stalk you until you dozed off and then suck the air out of your body.


—ERMA BOMBECK


What do you do if a cat spits at you?


Turn the grill down.



Dogs


I’ve got a sheep dog. He doesn’t have fleas—he’s got moths.


—JOEY ADAMS


Why do dogs lick their balls?


Because they can.


So why do they stick their noses in women’s crotches?


Same reason.


Two guys were walking down the street when they came across a dog sitting on the sidewalk studiously licking his balls.


“Would I ever like to do that,” sighed one man enviously.


“Go right ahead,” encouraged his friend. “But if I were you, I’d pat him first.”


I sold my dog for one hundred thousand dollars. I got two fifty-thousand-dollar cats for him.


—JOEY ADAMS


A guy walks into a bar with a dog under his arm, puts the dog on the bar, and announces that the dog can talk and that he has a hundred dollars he’s willing to bet anyone who says he can’t. The bartender quickly takes the bet and the owner looks at the dog and asks, “What’s the thing on top of this building, which keeps the rain from coming inside?”


The dog answers, “ROOF.”


The bartender says, “Who are you kidding? I’m not paying.” The dog’s owner says, “How about double or nothing and I’ll ask him something else.”


The bartender agrees and the owner turns to the dog and asks, “Who was the greatest ballplayer of all time?” The dog answers with a muffled “RUTH.”


With that the bartender picks them both up and throws them out the door. As they bounce on the sidewalk, the dog looks at his owner and says, “DiMaggio?”


Why are dogs better than kids?


When you get sick of your dog, you can put it to sleep.


I have a great dog. She’s half Labrador, half pit bull. It’s a good combination. Sure, she might bite off my leg, but she’ll bring it back to me.


—JIMI CELESTE


I have a dachshund. It curses when it barks.


Why?


You would too if you were draggin’ your balls on the sidewalk.


—BILLY CONNOLLY


They say a dog is man’s best friend, but I don’t buy it. How many of your friends have you neutered?


—LARRY REEB


My neighbor told me, “My dog was my only friend. I told my wife that a man needs at least two friends, so she went out and bought me another dog.”


—JOEY ADAMS


What’s the difference between a poodle humping your leg and a pit bull humping your leg?


You let the pit bull finish.


Hearing a noise behind him, a street corner violinist turned around to see two dogs screwing in the alley. “Don’t just stand there,” growled one of them, “play ‘Bolero.’”


“Now cheer up, Paul,” soothed his buddy Bill over a couple of beers. “You and Louise seem to be doing just fine. And frankly, it seems a little silly for you to be jealous of a German shepherd. After all, you work all day and you live out in the sticks. That dog’s good company for Louise.”


“Good company!” snorted Paul, nearly spilling his beer. “Hey, the other night I caught her douching with Gravy Train.”


My dog can bark like a congressman, fetch like an aide, beg like a press secretary, and play dead like a receptionist when the phone rings.


—GERALD P. SOLOMON


I went to an exclusive kennel club. It was very exclusive. There was a sign out front: “No Dogs Allowed.”


—PHIL FOSTER


Dogs laugh, but they laugh with their tails. . . . What puts man in a higher state of evolution is that he’s got his laugh on the right end.


—MAX EASTMAN


My neighbor has two dogs. One of them says to the other, “Woof!”


The other replies, “Moo!”


The first dog is perplexed. He says, “Moo? Why did you say, ‘Moo?’”


The other dog answers, “I’m trying to learn a foreign language.”


—MOREY AMSTERDAM


Two ladies are at the vet’s office. One has a poodle and the other a Great Dane. The lady with the Great Dane asks the poodle lady, “Why are you here?”


“Oh,” the woman says, “my dog keeps scratching himself, so I’m here to get some flea spray. What about you?”


The Great Dane lady says, “I’m here because my dog is oversexed. If I bend over to wash the floor or pick up anything, he wraps his paws around me and starts to hump me.”


“So you’re here to get him neutered?”


“No,” says the other woman, “I’m here to get his nails clipped.”


—NORM CROSBY


They say barking dogs never bite. I know it, and you know it, but does the dog know it?


—JOEY ADAMS


A dog teaches a boy fidelity, perseverance, and to turn around three times before lying down.


—ROBERT BENCHLEY


I’ve got a Chihuahua. They’re good. If you lose one, just empty out your purse.


—JEAN CARROLL


Anybody who doesn’t know what soap tastes like never washed a dog.


—FRANKLIN P. JONES


The other day I saw two dogs walk over to a parking meter. One of them says to the other, “How do you like that? Pay toilets!”


—DAVE STARR


Little old lady to dog owner: “Is that your German shepherd outside?”


“Yeah, so what?”


“Well, my cat just killed it.”


“Ha, how could your cat kill my dog?”


“It got stuck in his throat!”


I got my grandmother a Seeing Eye dog, but he’s a little sadistic. He does impressions of cars screeching to a halt.


—LARRY AMOROS


They have dog food for constipated dogs. If your dog is constipated, why screw up a good thing? Stay indoors and let ’im bloat!


—DAVID LETTERMAN


Hear about the new breed that’s half pit bull and half collie?


After it mauls you, it goes for help.



Insects


At their annual football game, the big animals are really trouncing the little animals with a tremendous offensive game. At half time the score is 33 to 0, and it’s only with considerable effort that the little animals manage to stop the opposition’s kickoff return on the twenty-two yard line. On the first down, the big animals send the hippopotamus around the right end, but as soon as he gets to the line of scrimmage—Bang!—he’s stopped cold.


Back in the huddle, the squirrel, the captain of the little animals, says, “Say, that was great! Who stopped the hippo, anyway?”


“Me,” says the centipede.


On the second down, the rhino charges around the left end, but he, too, is stopped cold at the line of scrimmage.


‘Terrific,” cheers the squirrel. “Who did it this time?”


“Me,” says the centipede.


On the third down the big animals send the elephant right up the middle, but he doesn’t get one yard before he’s knocked flat on his back.


“Was that you again?” asks the squirrel of the bug.


“Yup,” says the centipede modestly.


“Well, where the hell were you during the first half?” demands the squirrel.


“Taping my ankles.”


I bought an ant farm. I don’t know where I’m gonna find a tractor that small.


—STEVEN WRIGHT


Ants can carry twenty times their own body weight, which is useful information if you’re moving and you need help carrying a potato chip across town.


—RON DARIAN


What did the worm say to the caterpillar?


“What’d you do to get that fur coat?”


As of yet there have been no deaths attributed to the killer bees in Texas. However, we caught two bees this week planning a murder.


—DENNIS MILLER


Two ants met in this woman’s belly button and decided to explore the rest of her body. Agreeing to meet back in the same place in a week, one ant headed north while the other went south.


Seven days later, they returned to the belly button. “I had a great time,” reported the ant who had ventured north. “There were these two big hills, and every day I went skiing, and at night I slept in this nice warm valley.”


“I had a hell of a time,” sighed the other ant. “First I had to walk through this thick jungle, then I fell down this huge hole, and by the time I climbed out I was so tired that I fell asleep in this smelly cave. But that wasn’t the worst of it: every night, this giant worm came in and threw up in my face.”


Look at that ugly little bee. Makes honey. I’m a nice-looking person, and all I can do is make a little wax with my ears.


—MILT KAMEN



The Armed Forces


There’s the stealth plane, the invisible plane. What good is an invisible airplane gonna do? The enemy looks down on their radar and says, “Well, there’s no aircraft here. But there’s two little guys in a sitting position at forty thousand feet!”


—WILL DURST


How many U.S. Marines does it take to screw in a lightbulb?


Fifty. One to screw it in and the other forty-nine to guard him.


They’re gonna cut back on the troops in Europe by one hundred thousand. Can you imagine what a loser you gotta feel like when you get laid off by the army?


—JACK COHEN


Two drill sergeants were standing outside the PX, bitching about the long hours. “This job works me so damn hard,” complained Meade, “that even making love to my wife is getting to feel like a chore.”


“No way could that be considered work,” objected Daly. They argued the point back and forth and finally agreed to turn the question over to the next person to come out of the PX. This happened to be Perkins, a private in Daly’s platoon.


“Tell me, soldier,” began Meade, “if you got up every day at five A.M., worked your ass off for eighteen hours, went home, prepared your gear for the next day, and fell into bed, would making love be a pleasure or hard work?”


Perkins scratched his head. “I’d have to say it would be a pleasure, sir,” he finally replied.


“And why is that?”


“Because if it were work, Sergeant Daly would have me doing it already.”


How can you identify a Rumanian jet fighter in a snowstorm?


It’s the one with chains on the propellers.


The general issued a rousing battle cry: “Onward to victory!”


Half an hour later, an urgent message reached him. “Need further instructions. Victory not on our maps.”


New recruit: Colonel Santer always says, “Never take a drink when you feel as if you need one,” and old Nettelfield says, “Never take a drink except when you need one.” Now, how on earth do I know what to do so I don’t get in trouble?


Seasoned soldier: Follow both rules, and you’ll be all right.


The sergeant put his troops through a fancy drill, at the end of which they lined up three rows deep. Walking down the line, the sergeant stopped in front of each soldier, whacked him on the chest with his baton, and barked, “Did that hurt, soldier?”


“No, sir!” each replied.


“Why not?” yelled the sergeant.


“Because I’m a United States Marine, sir!” came the reply.


Continuing on, the sergeant saw a huge penis sticking out of the line and proceeded to whack it with his baton. “Did that hurt, soldier?” he boomed.


“No, sir,” answered the private.


“And why not?”


“Because it belongs to the guy behind me, sir!”


We had a colonel named Fat Ass Johnson. That wasn’t his real name . . . but they called him Fat Ass Johnson. No one ever called him Fat Ass Johnson to his face, but I once called him that on the phone. You see, I was working in the motor pool. That’s where they keep trucks and jeeps and vehicles like that.


The phone rings. The sign said, “Recruits, do not answer phone.” I didn’t know what’s a recruit, so I said hello.


A voice said, “Soldier, what vehicles have you got available?”


I said, “Six trucks, seven jeeps, an MA armored car, a half-track, and Fat Ass Johnson’s command car.”


He said, “Have you any idea who you’re talking to?”


I said, “No, sir.”


He said, “This is Colonel Johnson.”


I said, “Colonel, do you have any idea who you’re talking to?”


He said, “No.”


I said, “Bye-bye, Fat Ass!”


You have to have a physical before you get into the army. A doctor looks in one ear, another doctor looks in the other, and if they can’t see each other, you’re in. If they can see each other, you become an MP.


—JOE E. BROWN


Did you know the Republic of Ireland is hard at work on a new airborne weapon?


They’re calling it the Spud missile.


There’s this to recommend army life: You never have to decide what to wear.



Art and Artists


The penniless artist was cornered by her landlord, who demanded several months back rent.


“Just think,” the artist pleaded, “some day tourists will be pointing at this building and saying, ‘The great abstract painter Susan Krechevsky used to live here.’”


The landlord shrugged. “And if you don’t pay up, they can come by tomorrow and say that.”


Joey Frisco bought a painting of the Last Supper at an actor’s charity function. Later, after a few bad days at the track, he took the painting to a pawn shop. The pawnbroker looked at it and said he didn’t know much about Last Supper paintings, and asked what Joey thought it was worth.


“Well,” said Joey, “at least t-t-ten dollars a p-p-p-plate.”


—RED BUTTONS, ABOUT JOEY FRISCO


I saw some things at the auction labeled “Art Objects.” Considering what they looked like, I’d object, too.


You go to the ballet and you see girls dancing on their tiptoes. Why don’t they just get taller girls?


—GREG RAY


I went by the museum the other day and saw something disturbing. They replaced that statue The Thinker—with a computer.


Often they hang the painting when they should hang the artist instead.


I may not know anything about art, but I know what’s suitable for framing.


How many surrealists does it take to change a lightbulb?


Two, one to hold the giraffe, and the other to fill the bathtub with brightly colored machine tools.



Atheism


Not only is there no God, but try getting a plumber on weekends.


—WOODY ALLEN


An atheist is a guy who watches a Notre Dame—SMU football game and doesn’t care who wins.


—DWIGHT D. EISENHOWER


What do you get when you cross an insomniac, an agnostic, and a dyslexic?


Someone who lies awake all night wondering if there really is a Dog.


They have Dial-a-Prayer for atheists now. You can call up and it rings and rings, but nobody answers.


—TOMMY BLAZE


I used to be an agnostic, but now I’m not so sure.


Did you hear about the new Cabbage Patch Dolls for atheists’ kids? They’re stuffed with catnip and dressed as early Christians.


I once wanted to become an atheist, but I gave up—they have no holidays.


—HENNY YOUNGMAN


What’s the worst thing about being an atheist?


You have no one to call to when you’re having an orgasm.


What do you get when you cross a Jehovah’s Witness with an atheist? Someone who rings your doorbell for no reason.


As long as there are algebra exams, there will be prayer in the schools.


I guess I began to doubt the existence of God after I had been married about three years.


—BRIAN SAVAGE


Most people past college age are not atheists because, for one thing, you don’t get any days off. And if you’re an agnostic, you don’t know whether you get them off or not.


—MORT SAHL





B



Babies


The baby is great. My wife and I have just started potty training. Which I think is important because when we want to potty train the baby, we should set an example.


—HOWIE MANDEL


A little boy asks his mother, “Where do babies come from?” Mom says, “The stork,” and the boy says, “Who’s fucking the stork?”


—JEFF PIRRAMI


Gracie: My sister had a baby.


George: Boy or girl?


Gracie: I don’t know, and I can’t wait to find out if I’m an uncle or an aunt.


—GEORGE BURNS AND GRACIE ALLEN


Looking at their new baby, the mother said, “Those tiny arms, he’ll never be a boxer. Those tiny legs, he’ll never be a runner.”


The father said, “He’ll never be a porn star either.”


—BOB HOPE


I remember a lot of things from before I was even born. I remember going to a picnic with my father and coming home with my mother.


—FOSTER BROOKS


A young woman was sitting on the bus, cooing to her baby, when a drunk staggered aboard and down the aisle. Stopping in front of her, he looked down and pronounced, “Lady, that is the ugliest baby I have ever seen.”


The woman burst into tears and there was such an outcry of sympathy among the other passengers that they kicked the drunk off. But the woman kept on sobbing and wailing, so loudly that finally the driver pulled the bus over to the side of the road.


“Look, I don’t know what that bum said to you,” the driver told his inconsolable passenger, “but to help calm you down I’m going to get you a cup of tea.” And off he went, coming back shortly with a cup of tea from the corner deli.


“Now, calm down, lady,” soothed the driver, “everything’s going to be okay. See, I brought you a cup of nice hot tea, and I even got a banana for your pet monkey.”



Bachelors


I’m single because I was born that way.


—MAE WEST


Being a bachelor is great. You get home-cooked meals, along with a variety of cooks.


“Why do married men gain weight and bachelors don’t?


Bachelors go to the refrigerator, see nothing they want, then go to bed.


Married guys go to the bed, see nothing they want, then go to the refrigerator.


Every man has it in his power to make one woman happy … by remaining a bachelor.


I think—therefore I’m single.


—LIZZ WINSTEAD


At the conclusion of the physical exam, the doctor summoned his patient into his office with a very grave look on his face. “I hate to be the one to break it to you, Fred,” he said, “but I’m afraid you’ve got six months to live.”


“Oh my God,” gasped Fred, turning white. When the news had sunk in, he said, “Listen, Doc, you’ve known me a long time. Do you have any suggestions as to how I could make the most of my remaining months?”


“Have you ever married?” asked the doctor.


Fred explained that he’d been a bachelor all his life.


“You might think about taking a wife,” the doctor proposed. “After all, you’ll need someone to look after you during the final illness.”


“That’s a good point, Doc,” mused Fred. “And with only six months to live I’d better make the most of my time.”


“May I make one more suggestion?” asked the doctor. When Fred nodded, he said, “Marry a Jewish girl.”


“A Jewish girl—how come?” asked Fred.


“It’ll seem longer.”



Baldness


A fool and his money are soon parted, but nobody can part a two-dollar toupee.


—FRED ALLEN


My hair is my own. I paid for it, I own it.


—CARL REINER


Why did the bald man cut a hole in his pocket?


He wanted to run his fingers through his hair.


How you lose or keep your hair depends on how wisely you choose your parents.


—EDWARD R. NIDA


The way not to freeze up in an awkward or embarrassing situation is to pay a compliment. You will lessen the tension. I remembered that. I was talking to this guy I didn’t know very well, and his toupee blew onto the sidewalk. Very embarrassing. So I said, “Gee, I like your hair like that.”


—GEORGE MILLER


One old lady turns to another: “Ooh, who did your hair? Who did your hair? My God, your hair looks like a wig!”


The other old lady says, “It is a wig.”


The first one says, “Is that so? You could never tell.”


—LARRY BEST



Banks


A record number of savings-and-loan failures left America with a nationwide shortage of flimsy toaster ovens, cheap pocket calculators, and ugly dinnerware.


—P. J. O’ROURKE


Gracie: Where do you keep your money?


George: In the bank.


Gracie: What interest do you get?


George: Four percent.


Gracie: Ha! I get eight.


George: You get eight?


Gracie: I keep it in two banks.


—GEORGE BURNS AND GRACIE ALLEN


I went to the bank and reviewed my savings. I found out I have all the money I’ll ever need. If I die tomorrow.


—HENNY YOUNGMAN


What did the Jewish bank teller say to her customers?


“You never write, you never call, you only visit when you need money.”


A little girl in tears came running to her father.


“What’s the matter?” asked her father.


“You gave me some bad financial advice,” she said.


“I did? What did I do?” asked the astonished father.


“You told me to put my money in that big bank, and now that big bank is in trouble.”


“What are you taking about, that’s one of the largest banks in the world,” he said, “surely there must be some mistake.”


“I don’t think so,” said the girl, “they just returned one of my checks with a note saying ‘No Funds’.”


Sign above bank teller’s station: “To err is human, to forgive is not bank policy.”


Rothschild, the famous banker, was strolling down a crowded street in Vienna when he was jostled by a pickpocket. “Watch out!” warned his companion. “That fellow’s trying to steal your silk handkerchief.”


“So what?” said Rothschild with a shrug. “We all started small.”


The banks have a new image. Now you have “a friend.” Your friendly banker. If the banks are so friendly, how come they chain down the pens?


—ALAN KING


I bank at a women’s bank. Three or four days a month it’s closed due to cramps.


—JUDY CARTER


I went to the bank the other day. … I asked the banker to check my balance. . . . So he pushed me!


Did you hear about the moron who tried to rob a bank?


He tied up the safe and blew the guard.


A rather scruffy-looking man came into a bank. Reaching the head of the line, he said to the teller, “I wanna open a fucking checking account.”


“Certainly, sir,” answered the teller, “but there’s no need to use that kind of language.”


“Couldja move it along lady? I just wanna open a fucking checking account,” growled the would-be customer.


“I’ll be glad to be of service, sir,” said the teller, flushing slightly, “but I would appreciate not being spoken to in that way.”


“Just lemme open a fucking checking account, okay?”


“I’m afraid I’m going to have to speak to the branch manager,” said the flustered teller, slipping off her stool and returning shortly with a dapper middle-aged man, who asked how he could be of service.


“I just won the ten-million-dollar lottery,” snarled the man, “and all I wanna do is open a fucking checking account.”


“I see,” said the manager sympathetically. “And this bitch is giving you trouble?”



Beauty


I don’t have anything against face-lifts, but I think it’s time to stop when you look permanently frightened.


—SUSAN FORFLEET


Oh my God—look at you. Anybody else hurt in the accident?


—DON RICKLES TO ERNEST BORGNINE


Adam was the perfect figure of a man, and Eve was indescribably beautiful … so where did all the ugly people come from?


Here’s my morning ritual: I open a sleepy eye, take one horrified look at my reflection in the mirror, and then repeat, with conviction . . . “I’m me and I’m beautiful, because God doesn’t make junk.”


—ERMA BOMBECK


I read in Cosmopolitan that women like to have whipped cream sprayed over their breasts. Unfortunately, my girlfriend has silicone implants. So I use nondairy topping.


—JEFF SHAW


He took my glasses off and said, “Without your glasses, why, you’re beautiful.”


I said, “Without my glasses, you’re not half bad either.”


—KIT HOLLERBACH


Her hair has more body than I do.


Showgirl Carol Gale filed a malpractice suit after a plastic surgeon accidentally injected her with Silly Putty instead of silicone. Carol claimed that overnight she went from a 34B to a 42 long.


—DICK MARTIN


I’m tired of all this nonsense about beauty being only skin-deep. That’s deep enough. What do you want, an adorable pancreas?


—JEAN KERR


“I’ve had it with my husband. He’s such a clean freak,” a disgruntled woman complained to her friend. “Every night he makes me wash and scrub my face.”


“What’s wrong with that?” her friend asked.


“Then he wants to iron it.”


Sometimes I just go to the beauty parlor for an estimate.


—PHYLLIS DILLER


The most common error made in matters of appearance is the belief that one should disdain the superficial and let the true beauty of one’s soul shine through. If there are places on your body where this is a possibility, you are not attractive. You are leaking.


—FRAN LEBOWITZ


A Peeping Tom called me and asked me to lower my shade.


—JIM BAILY, IMPERSONATING PHYLLIS DILLER



Birth


In the natural childbirth classes my wife and I took, the birthing process was represented by a hand puppet being pushed through a sock. So at the actual birth I was shocked to see all this blood. The thing I had prepared myself for was a lot of lint.


—STEVE SCROVAN


I want to have children, but my friends scare me. One of them told me she was in labor for thirty-six hours. I don’t even want to do anything that feels good for thirty-six hours.


—RITA RUDNER


They call us “coaches.” The job is to remind your wife to breathe. Think about that for a second. You realize exactly how worthless I am in this thing? When was the last time you had to be reminded to breathe? It’s like saying, “Digest!”


—ROBERT KLEIN


In this day and age, women can have kids for other women, through surrogate motherhood. Is that the ultimate favor or what? I think I’m a good friend. I’ll help you move. Okay. But whatever comes out of me after nine months, I’m keeping. I don’t care if it’s a shoe.


—SUE KOLINSKY


After going through Lamaze, Leboyer, and La Leche classes with his expectant wife, the proud new father remained by his wife’s bedside throughout labor and the delivery. Wanting to be as sympathetic as possible, he took his wife’s hand afterward and said emotionally, “Tell me how it was, darling, how it actually felt to give birth.”


“Okay, honey,” his wife replied. “Smile as hard as you can.”


Beaming down beatifically at his wife and newborn child, the man followed her instructions. “That’s not so hard.”


She continued, “Now stick a finger in each corner of your mouth.”


He obeyed, smiling broadly.


“Now stretch your lips as far as they’ll go,” she went on.


“Still not too tough,” he remarked.


“Right,” she snapped. “Now pull them over your head.”


Beverly Hills is so exclusive that, when a woman gives birth, she breaks Perrier.


—FREDDIE ROMAN


A guy calls the hospital. He says, “You gotta send help! My wife’s going into labor!”


The nurse says, “Calm down. Is this her first child?”


He says, “No! This is her husband!”


This guy came into work one day with a fistful of cigars and started passing them out left and right to celebrate the birth of his son.


“Congratulations, Eric,” said his boss. “How much did the baby weigh?”


“Four and a half pounds,” reported the father proudly.


“Gee, that’s kind of small.”


What did you expect?” retorted Eric indignantly. “We’ve only been married three months.”


I told my mother I was going to have natural childbirth. She said to me, “Linda, you’ve been taking drugs all your life. Why stop now?”


—LINDA MALDONADO


We delivered our child by natural childbirth, the procedure invented by a man named Lamaze, the Marquis de Lamaze, a disciple of Dr. Josef Mengele, who concluded that women could counteract the incredible pain of childbirth by breathing. I think we can all agree that breathing is not a reasonable substitute for anesthesia. That’s like asking a man to tolerate a vasectomy by hyperventilating.


—DENNIS WOLFBERG


I was born by C-section. This was the last time I had my mother’s complete attention.


—RICHARD JENI


Doctor to parents of ugly baby: “I charge five dollars if it’s a boy and five dollars if it’s a girl. Let’s just say this one’s on the house.”


—BOB HOPE


You have this myth you’re sharing the birth experience. Unless you’re passing a bowling ball, I don’t think so. Unless you’re circumcising yourself with a chain saw, I don’t think so. Unless you’re opening an umbrella up your ass, I don’t think so!


—ROBIN WILLIAMS


A woman entered the hospital to deliver her tenth child.


“Congratulations,” said the nurse, “but don’t you think this is enough?” The woman replied, “Are you kidding? This is the only vacation I get each year.”



Birth Control


If men got pregnant . . . women would rule the world.


I asked my doctor if I should have a vasectomy. He said, let a sleeping dog lie. The last time I had sex, my self-winding watch stopped.


—LENNY RUSH


An idealistic young doctor volunteered for two years’ service with the Peace Corps. He was put in charge of a population-control program in a remote Nepalese hill town. It turned out to be impossible for the women to keep track of birth control pills, so the doctor decided to concentrate on the use of condoms.


His first patient was a man whose wife had given birth to six children in as many years, and neither wanted more. The doctor explained to the man how the sheaths worked, and said that if he wore one conscientiously, his wife would not get pregnant. So he was surprised when the fellow’s wife came in a month later and he found she was pregnant again.


“What happened?” he scolded. “All your husband had to do was keep the condom on—is that so difficult?”


“He try, he try very hard,” stammered the poor woman, “but after three days, he have to pee so bad he cut the end off.”


Hear about the woman who loved to have sex, but refused to take birth control pills?


Her boyfriend charged her with practicing license without a medicine.


The young Irish bride made her first appointment with a gynecologist and told him that she and her husband wished to start a family. “We’ve been trying for months now, Doctor Keith, and I don’t seem to be able to get pregnant,” she confessed miserably.


“I’m sure we’ll solve the problem,” the doctor reassured her. “If you’ll just take off your underpants and get up on the examining table . . .”


“Well, all right, Doctor,” agreed the young woman, blushing, “but I’d rather have my husband’s baby.”


I’m Catholic. . . . My mother and I were unpacking and she found my diaphragm. I had to tell her it was a bathing cap for my cat.


Two little girls from a tough neighborhood were walking down the block to school and one said to the other, “Hey, know what I found on the patio the other day? A condom.”


“Oh, yea,” said her friend. “What’s a patio?”


An attractive saleswoman was driving her car through Montana when she ran out of gas. Getting out of her car, she saw nothing in the barren countryside except a single rundown shack and, on closer inspection, two dim-looking country boys sitting on the front porch.


“Hey there, where’s the nearest gas station?” asked the woman.


“Oh, ’bout twenty-five miles west as the crow flies,” was the answer.


It was getting dark, so the woman decided to take her chances and ask for a room for the night.


“Fine with us . . . ’cept we only got one bed,” said the second man with an evil leer.


“Okay,” said the woman reluctantly. But when they were getting ready for bed, she added, “I can’t help it if you two take advantage of me, but please wear these condoms.”


Looking as though they’d never seen rubbers before, the country boys put them on.


The next morning they gave the woman a gallon of gas and she went on her way. Three months later the guys were sitting on their porch and one says to the other, “Hey, Luke?”


“Yeah?”


“Do you really care if that lady gets pregnant?”


“Naw, not really.”


“Then you think we can take these things off now?”


After the birth of his third child, Warner decided to have a vasectomy. During the operation, one of his testicles accidentally fell on the floor, and before the nurse could scoop it back up, the doctor had stepped on it. Unfazed, the doctor simply asked the nurse for a small onion, which he proceeded to suture inside the scrotum.


Two weeks later Warner was back for his post-op checkup.


“How’s it going?” asked the doctor.


“I gotta tell you, I’m having some problems,” admitted the patient.


“Such as?”


“Well, Doc, every time I take a leak, my eyes water, every time I cum, I get heartburn, and every time I pass a Burger King, I get a hard-on!”


I was involved in an extremely good example of oral contraception two weeks ago. I asked a girl to go to bed with me and she said no.


—WOODY ALLEN


A woman with eight children happened to run across a childhood friend of hers on the street corner. “Myrna,” she asked, “how come you got no kids?”
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