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			INTRODUCTION

			Dear Reader

			My loyal compatriots refer to me as His Esteemed and Lofty Highness, Keeper of the Royal Email Depository, Inveigler of the Inglorious Inbox, Selector of Mirthful Musings from Cyberspace, and Possessor of Quite a Sizeable Vocabulary. Having examined my Royal Intray studiously, sincerely and at length, and having further collected a categorised compilation of humorous, outlandish and extraordinary missives, I now await payment from the Royal Printery for such superb services rendered.

			Friend, the collection contained herein speaketh to all humankind of our foibles: the corrupting of our political morals, the ridiculousness of those bent on perverting the course of capitalism, viz., the terrorists and anarchists; the quick rejoinder to those who would put us down; the cheerful inanities to warm nicely up those with cold cockles; the tits and tats of the woman and man, wife and husband; the rightful singling out of those with fair hair as beneath the par in the intelligence quota; the poking of the sharpened stick firmly up the bottom of the Australian; the exasperated laughter when encountering the sloth and chimpanzee alive and well in a department of council or government; the titterings accompanying twisting of tongues and wrangling of words; the cheerful naïveté and candour of one’s immature offspring.

			Moreover, the mirth supplied by medical men and women is plain, as is the arcanery of the accountant and tomfoolery of the taxman. As we revere our elderly, they are not neglected, nor are those partaking in our drugs trials, often referred to as sporting representatives. One conundrum that still exercises my faculties, however, is why after much progress in racial equality and United Nations expense, with minorities afforded dignity and respect, we are still permitted to laugh uproariously at the Irish tribe. All I can say is, thank God for that.

			I am of course reluctant to raise this issue, and one knows that talk of money, as my father, the Keeper of the Royal Purse, has said, stems the flow of transcendental energy. However, it appears the printery will not release funds due to me as author until . . .

			 

			[Letter abridged for legal reasons]

		

	


	
		
			ANIMAL POLITICS, POLITICAL ANIMALS AND OTHER TERRORISTS

			BUSTED

			Late one night, a burglar broke into a house he thought was empty. He tiptoed through the living room but suddenly froze in his tracks when he heard a loud voice say, ‘Jesus is watching you!’

			Silence returned to the house, so the burglar crept forward again. ‘Jesus is watching you,’ the voice boomed again.

			The burglar stopped dead once more. He was frightened. Frantically, he looked all around. In a dark corner, he spotted a birdcage and in the cage was a parrot. He asked the parrot, ‘Was that you who said Jesus is watching me?’

			‘Yes,’ said the parrot.

			The burglar breathed a sigh of relief and asked the parrot: ‘What’s your nae?’

			‘Clarence,’ said the bird.

			‘That’s a dumb name for a parrot,’ sneered the burglar. ‘What idiot named you Clarence?’

			The parrot said, ‘The same idiot who named the Rottweiler Jesus.’

			DUCK SHOVING

			A duck walks into a pub and orders a pint of beer and a ham sandwich.

			The barman looks at him and says, ‘Hang on! You’re a duck.’

			‘I see your eyes are working,’ replies the duck.

			‘And you can talk!’ exclaims the barman.

			‘I see your ears are working too,’ says the duck. ‘Now if you don’t mind, can I have my beer and my sandwich please?’

			‘Certainly, sorry about that,’ says the barman as he pulls the duck’s pint. ‘It’s just we don’t get many ducks in this pub. What are you doing round this way?’

			‘I’m working on the building site across the road,’ explains the duck. ‘I’m a plasterer.’

			The flabbergasted barman cannot believe the duck and wants to learn more, but takes the hint when the duck pulls out a newspaper from his bag and proceeds to read it.

			So, the duck reads his paper, drinks his beer, eats his sandwich, bids the barman good day and leaves.

			The same thing happens for two weeks. Then one day the circus comes to town.

			The ringmaster comes into the pub for a pint and the barman says to him, ‘You’re with the circus, aren’t you? Well, I know this duck that could be just brilliant in your circus. He talks, drinks beer, eats sandwiches, reads the newspaper and everything!’

			‘Sounds marvellous,’ says the ringmaster, handing over his business card. ‘Get him to give me a call.’

			So the next day when the duck comes into the pub the barman says, ‘Hey Mr Duck, I reckon I can line you up with a top job, paying really good money.’

			‘I’m always looking for the next job,’ says the duck. ‘Where is it?’

			‘At the circus,’ says the barman.

			‘The circus?’ repeats the duck.

			‘That’s right,’ replies the barman.

			‘The circus?’ the duck asks again. ‘That place with the big tent?’

			‘Yeah,’ the barman replies.

			‘With all the animals who live in cages, and performers who live in caravans?’ says the duck.

			‘Of course,’ the barman replies.

			‘And the tent has canvas sides and a big canvas roof with a hole in the middle?’ persists the duck.

			‘That’s right!’ says the barman.

			The duck shakes his head in amazement, and says, ‘What the F**K would they want with a plasterer?!’

			CLAWS

			You don’t have to own a cat to appreciate this one! You don’t even have to like ’em!

			We were dressed and ready to go out for the New Year’s Eve party. We turned on a night light, turned the answering machine on, covered our pet parakeet and put the cat in the back yard.

			We phoned the local cab company and requested a taxi. The taxi arrived and we opened the front door to leave the house.

			As we walked out the door, the cat we had put out in the yard scoots back into the house. We didn’t want the cat shut in the house because she always tries to eat the bird.

			My wife went on out to the taxi, while I went back inside to get the cat. The cat ran upstairs, with me in hot pursuit.

			Waiting in the cab, my wife didn’t want the driver to know that the house would be empty for the night. So, she explained to the taxi driver that I would be out soon: ‘He’s just going upstairs to say goodbye to my mother.’

			A few minutes later, I got into the cab. ‘Sorry I took so long,’ I said, as we drove away. ‘That stupid bitch was hiding under the bed. I had to poke her ass with a coat hanger to get her to come out! She tried to take off, so I grabbed her by the neck. Then, I had to wrap her in a blanket to keep her from scratching me. But it worked! I hauled her fat ass downstairs and threw her out into the back yard! She better not shit in the vegetable garden again!’

			The silence in the cab was deafening.

			GOOD MEMORIES

			A young man was on holiday in Kenya after graduating from college. While he was walking through the bush, he came across a young bull elephant standing with one leg raised in the air. The elephant seemed distressed so the man approached it very carefully. He got down on one knee and inspected the elephant’s foot. There was a large thorn deeply embedded in the bottom of the foot. As carefully and as gently as he could, he worked the thorn out with his hunting knife, after which the elephant gingerly put down its foot. The elephant turned to face the man and, with a rather stern look on its face, stared at him. For a good 10 seconds the man stood frozen — thinking of nothing else but being trampled. Eventually the elephant trumpeted loudly, turned and walked away. The man never forgot that elephant or the events of that day.

			Twenty years later the man was walking through the zoo with his teenage son. As they approached the elephant enclosure, one of the creatures turned and walked over to where they were standing at the rail. The large bull elephant stared at him and lifted its front foot off the ground, then put it down. The elephant did that several times, all the while staring at the man. The man couldn’t help wondering if this was the same elephant. After a while it trumpeted loudly; then it continued to stare at him. The man summoned up his courage, climbed over the railing and made his way into the enclosure. He walked right up to the elephant and stared back in wonder. Suddenly the elephant trumpeted again, wrapped its trunk around one of the man’s legs and swung him wildly back and forth along the railing, severely injuring him.

			Probably wasn’t the same elephant . . .

			THE STORY OF ADAM AND EVE’S PETS

			Adam and Eve said, ‘Lord, when we were in the garden, you walked with us every day. Now we do not see you any more. We are lonesome here, and it is difficult for us to remember how much you love us.’

			And God said, ‘I will create a companion for you that will be with you and who will be a reflection of my love for you, so that you will love me even when you cannot see me. Regardless of how selfish or childish or unlovable you may be, this new companion will accept you as you are and will love you as I do, in spite of yourselves.’

			And God created a new animal to be a companion for Adam and Eve.

			And it was a good animal and God was pleased.

			And the new animal was pleased to be with Adam and Eve and he wagged his tail.

			And Adam said, ‘Lord, I have already named all the animals in the Kingdom and I cannot think of a name for this new animal.’

			And God said, ‘I have created this new animal to be a reflection of my love for you, his name will be a reflection of my own name, and you will call him DOG.’

			And Dog lived with Adam and Eve and was a companion to them and loved them.

			And they were comforted.

			And God was pleased.

			And Dog was content and wagged his tail.

			After a while, it came to pass that an angel came to the Lord and said, ‘Lord, Adam and Eve have become filled with pride. They strut and preen like peacocks and they believe they are worthy of adoration. Dog has indeed taught them that they are loved, but perhaps too well.’

			And God said, ‘I will create for them a companion who will be with them and who will see them as they are. The companion will remind them of their limitations, so they will know that they are not always worthy of adoration.’

			And God created CAT to be a companion to Adam and Eve.

			And Cat would not obey them. And when Adam and Eve gazed into Cat’s eyes, they were reminded that they were not the supreme beings.

			And Adam and Eve learned humility.

			And they were greatly improved.

			And God was pleased.

			And Dog was happy.

			And Cat . . . didn’t give a shit one way or the other.

			DEAD OR ALIVE

			There was once an aspiring veterinarian who put himself through veterinary school working nights as a taxidermist.

			Upon graduation, he decided he could combine his two vocations to better serve the needs of his patients and their owners, while doubling his practice and, therefore, his income.

			He opened his own offices with a sign on the door saying, ‘Dr Jones, Veterinary Medicine and Taxidermy — either way, you get your dog back.’

			A HAIRCUT IN WELLINGTON

			One day a florist went to a barber for a haircut. After the cut, he asked about his bill, and the barber replied, ‘I cannot accept money from you — I’m doing community service this week.’ The florist was pleased and left the shop. When the barber went to open his shop the next morning, there was a thank-you card and a dozen roses waiting for him at his door.

			Later, a cop came in for a haircut, and when he tried to pay his bill, the barber again replied, ‘I cannot accept money from you — I’m doing community service this week.’ The cop was happy and left the shop. The next morning when the barber went to open up, there were a thank-you card and a dozen doughnuts waiting for him at his door.

			Then an MP came in for a haircut, and when he went to pay his bill, the barber again replied, ‘I cannot accept money from you — I’m doing community service this week.’ The MP was very happy and left the shop. The next morning, when the barber went to open up, there were a dozen MPs lined up waiting for a free haircut.

			And that, my friends, illustrates the fundamental difference between the citizens of our country and the politicians who run it.

			BOTH POLITICIANS AND NAPPIES NEED TO BE CHANGED OFTEN AND FOR THE SAME REASON!

			POLITICAL ANALYSIS

			A little boy goes to his dad and asks, ‘What is politics?’

			Dad says, ‘Well son, let me try to explain it this way: I am the head of the family, so call me the Prime Minister.

			Your mother is the administrator of the money, so we call her the Government.

			We are here to take care of your needs, so we will call you the People.

			The nanny, we will consider her the Working Class.

			And your baby brother, we will call him the Future.

			Now think about that and see if it makes sense.’

			So the little boy goes off to bed thinking about what Dad has said.

			Later that night, he hears his baby brother crying, so he gets up to check on him. He finds that the baby has severely soiled his nappy.

			So the little boy goes to his parents’ room and finds his mother asleep.

			Not wanting to wake her, he goes to the nanny’s room. Finding the door locked, he peeks in the keyhole and sees his father in bed with the nanny.

			He gives up and goes back to bed.

			The next morning, the little boy says to his father, ‘Dad, I think I understand the concept of politics now.’

			The father says, ‘Good, son, tell me in your own words what you think politics is all about.’

			The little boy replies, ‘The Prime Minister is screwing the Working Class while the Government is sound asleep. The People are being ignored and the Future is in deep shit.’

			MINISTER FOR ZOOS

			Sir Roger tipped as new Minister for Zoos | Nov 09, 2008 13:22

			National-ACT coalition negotiations look set to return Sir Roger Douglas to government in a role outside cabinet as Minister for Zoos.

			‘I’m delighted to be considered for a leadership role in this position,’ says Sir Roger. ‘I believe that the ACT party is uniquely qualified to make a contribution to our nation’s zoos.’

			Sir Roger already has well-developed plans to implement a voucher scheme for animals. ‘The vouchers will provide transition funding for the first year,’ he explains. ‘After that, each zoo animal will be responsible for its own upkeep via individual earnings. At the moment we have the ridiculous scenario whereby successful creatures are cross-subsidising unsuccessful ones. Zoo customers clearly prefer exciting animals such as lions, crocodiles and piranha. Why should their entry fee also pay to support boring animals such as hippos and giraffes?’

			Under ACT’s proposed system, unprofitable animals will be culled at the end of each financial year. ‘We intend to auction the hunting rights, which will provide a valuable new income stream for zoos,’ says Sir Roger. ‘I anticipate that big-game hunters will pay large sums to bag an unpopular monkey or a flock of penguins that don’t do anything. There’s also an obvious market for the less physically active hunter who prefers to stalk animals in the undemanding environment of a zoo enclosure.’

			Sir Roger describes the nation’s zoos as being in crisis after years of mismanagement. ‘It was a complete shock when we opened the books and realised just how bad the situation had become. There is really no other alternative — zoo animals must learn that nothing is free in life. Unfortunately, some of them will have to make painful or even fatal adjustments because of the politically correct policies of previous governments.’

			He hopes that ACT’s approach to zoos can eventually be duplicated in the wider context of the Department of Conservation. ‘We should be assessing each New Zealand animal on its economic merit,’ says Sir Roger. ‘For example, if we were honest, I think most of us would acknowledge that Hector’s dolphins aren’t really big enough to be considered proper dolphins — basically they’re just fish. In this case, wouldn’t it be more sensible to hunt them as food? I also have serious fiscal concerns about our nation’s bird-life. Is there really any point to fantails and takahe? Shouldn’t they be replaced with more financially viable animals such as vampire bats or venomous snakes?’

			ACT leader Rodney Hide says that Sir Roger’s appointment as Minister for Zoos provides a valuable opportunity for his party. ‘Like the rest of New Zealand, our nation’s zoos have become nothing more than a socialist nanny-state,’ he claims. ‘This makes them the perfect candidate for reform, and will provide a clear demonstration to our coalition partners of the effectiveness of ACT policy.’

			‘Obviously, it’s only a small step from Minister for Zoos to Minister of Tertiary Education,’ adds Sir Roger. ‘And from there, I’m sure it’s just a matter of time before we can implement similar policies in the health system, ACC and social welfare.’

			THE GRASSHOPPER AND THE ANT

			There is an ‘old version’ and a ‘modern version’ of this story — with two very different morals!

			Old version

			The ant works hard in the withering heat all summer long, building his house and laying up supplies for the winter.

			The grasshopper thinks the ant is a fool and laughs and dances and plays the summer away.

			Come winter, the ant is warm and well fed.

			The grasshopper has no food or shelter, so he dies out in the cold.

			MORAL OF THE STORY:

			Be responsible for yourself!

			Modern version

			The ant works hard in the withering heat all summer long, building his house and laying up supplies for the winter.

			The grasshopper thinks the ant is a fool and laughs and dances and plays the summer away.

			Come winter, the shivering grasshopper calls a press conference and demands to know why the ant should be allowed to be warm and well fed while others are cold and starving.

			TV1, TV3 and Maori TV show up to provide pictures of the shivering grasshopper next to a video of the ant in his comfortable home with a table filled with food. New Zealand is stunned by the sharp contrast.

			How can this be, that in a country of such wealth, this poor grasshopper is allowed to suffer so?

			Kermit the Frog appears on Good Morning with the grasshopper, and everybody cries when they sing, ‘It’s Not Easy Being Green’.

			Sue Bradford stages a demonstration in front of the ant’s house where the news stations film the group singing ‘We shall overcome’.

			Gordon Copeland then has the group kneel down to pray to God for the grasshopper’s sake.

			Michael Cullen exclaims in an interview with John Campbell that the ant has gotten rich off the back of the grasshopper, and both call for an immediate tax hike on the ant to make him pay his fair share as the ant is too much of a ‘Rich Prick’.

			Finally, the Labour Party drafts the Economic Equity & Anti-Grasshopper Act retroactive to the beginning of the summer.

			The ant is fined for failing to hire a proportionate number of green bugs and, having nothing left to pay his retroactive taxes, his home is confiscated by the government.

			Winston gets his old law firm to represent the grasshopper in a defamation suit against the ant, and the case is tried before a panel of judges that Helen Clark appointed from a list of single-parent welfare recipients.

			The ant loses the case.

			The story ends as we see the grasshopper finishing up the last bits of the ant’s food while the government house he is in, which just happens to be the ant’s old house, crumbles around him because he doesn’t maintain it.

			The ant has disappeared in the snow.

			The grasshopper is found dead in a drug-related incident and the house, now abandoned, is taken over by a gang of spiders who terrorise the once peaceful neighbourhood.

			MORAL OF THE STORY:

			Be very careful how you vote in 2008!

			HOW TO EXPLAIN POLITICS

			A young woman was about to finish her first year at university. Like so many others her age, she considered herself to be a Labour supporter and very liberal. Among her other liberal ideals, she was very much in favour of higher taxes to support more government programmes — in other words, redistribution of wealth.

			She was deeply ashamed of her father who was a staunch Nationalite — a feeling she openly expressed. Based on the lectures that she had participated in, and the occasional chat with a professor (who sported a full beard), she felt that her father had for years harboured an evil selfish desire to keep what he thought should be his.

			One day she was challenging her father on his opposition to higher taxes for the rich and the need for more government programmes. The self-professed objectivity proclaimed by her professors had to be the truth and she indicated so to her father. He responded by asking how she was doing at university.

			Taken aback, she answered rather haughtily that she had passes in four subjects, and let him know that it was tough to maintain, insisting that she was managing a very difficult course load and was constantly studying, which left her no time to go out and party like other people she knew. She didn’t even have time for a boyfriend, and didn’t really have many varsity friends because she spent all her time studying.

			Her father listened and then asked, ‘How is your friend Clarrisa doing?’

			She replied, ‘Clarrisa is barely getting by. All she takes are easy classes, she never studies, and she has only two passes. But she is ever so popular on campus — varsity for her is a blast. She’s always invited to all the parties and lots of times she doesn’t even show up for classes because she’s too hung-over.’

			Her wise father asked his daughter, ‘Why don’t you go to the Chancellor’s office and ask him to deduct one pass off you and give it to your friend who only has two passes. That way you will both have three passes and certainly that would be a fair and equal distribution of passes.’

			The daughter, visibly shocked by her father’s suggestion, angrily fired back, ‘That’s a crazy idea, and how would that be fair! I’ve worked really hard for my grades! I’ve invested a lot of time and a lot of hard work! Clarrisa has done next to nothing toward her degree. She played while I worked my tail off!’

			The father slowly smiled, winked and said gently, ‘Welcome to the National Party.’

			If anyone has a better explanation of the difference between National and Labour, then I’m all ears.

			KEVIN THE CHICKEN

			Trevor the farmer was in the fertilised egg business. He had several hundred young layers (hens) called ‘pullets’ and eight or ten roosters to fertilise the pullets’ eggs.

			Trevor kept records and any rooster that didn’t perform went into the soup pot and was replaced. That took an awful lot of his time so he bought a set of tiny bells and attached them to his roosters. Each bell had a different tone so Trevor could tell from a distance which rooster was performing. Now he could sit on the porch and fill out an efficiency report simply by listening to the bells.

			The farmer’s favourite rooster was Kevin, and a very fine specimen he was too, but on this particular morning Trevor noticed Kevin’s bell hadn’t rung at all!

			Trevor went to investigate.

			The other roosters were chasing pullets, bells-a-ringing. The pullets, hearing the roosters coming, would run for cover, but to farmer Trevor’s amazement, Kevin had his bell in his beak, so it couldn’t ring.

			He’d sneak up on a pullet, do his job and walk on to the next one.

			Trevor was so proud of Kevin, he entered him into the Brisbane Exhibition and Kevin became an overnight sensation among the judges.

			The result?

			The judges not only awarded Kevin the No Bell Piece Prize but they also awarded him the Pulletsurprise as well.

			Clearly Kevin was a politician in the making: Who else but a politician could figure out how to win two of the most highly coveted awards on our planet by being the best at sneaking up on the populace and screwing them when they weren’t paying attention?

			Do you know a Pulletician called Kevin?

			VIRGIN SHOCKWAVES

			Muslim suicide bombers in Britain are set to begin a three-day go-slow from Monday in a dispute over the number of virgins they are entitled to in the afterlife. Emergency talks with Al Qaeda have so far failed to produce an agreement.

			The unrest began last Tuesday when Al Qaeda announced that the number of virgins a suicide bomber would receive after his death will be cut by 25 per cent this February from 72 to only 60. The rationale for the cut was the increase in recent years of the number of suicide bombings and a subsequent shortage of virgins in the afterlife. In a further recognition of equal opportunities, the recruitment of lesbian virgins to service the increased employment of female suicide bombers has also failed to achieve optimum numbers prior to the implementation of this new policy.

			The suicide bombers’ union, the British Organisation of Occupational Martyrs (or BOOM) responded with a statement that this was unacceptable to its members and immediately balloted for strike action. General Secretary Abdullah Amir told the press: ‘Our members are literally working themselves to death in the cause of Jihad. We don’t ask for much in return but to be treated like this is like a kick in the teeth.’

			Speaking from his shed in Tipton in the West Midlands in which he currently resides, Al Qaeda chief executive Osama bin Laden explained: ‘We sympathise with our workers’ concerns but Al Qaeda is simply not in a position to meet their demands. They are simply not accepting the realities of modern-day Jihad in a competitive marketplace. Thanks to Western depravity, there is now a chronic shortage of both straight and lesbian virgins in the afterlife. It’s a direct choice between reducing expenditure and laying people off. I don’t like cutting wages but I’d hate to have to tell 3000 of my staff that they won’t be able to blow themselves up.’

			Attempts at cross-collateralising with Dutch virgins led to a severe falling-off in standards. Subversive attempts by CIA/Mossad-linked elements to supply Shia martyrs with Sunni-side-up virgins produced an immediate down-tools response.

			Spokespersons for the union in the North East of England, Ireland, Wales and the entire Australian continent stated that the strike would not affect their operations as ‘There are no virgins in their areas anyway’.

			Apparently the drop in the number of suicide bombings has been put down to the emergence of that Scottish singing star Susan Boyle — now that Muslims know what a virgin looks like they are not so keen on going to paradise.

			CHARACTER TEST

			This test only has one question, but it’s a very important one. By giving an honest answer, you will discover where you stand morally. The test features an unlikely, completely fictional situation in which you will have to make a decision. Remember that your answer needs to be honest, yet spontaneous. Please scroll down slowly and give due consideration to each line.

			THE SITUATION:

			You are in New Zealand — Auckland, to be specific.

			There is chaos all around you caused by a hurricane with severe flooding.

			This is a flood of biblical proportions.

			You are a photojournalist working for a major newspaper, and you’re caught in the middle of this epic disaster. The situation is nearly hopeless.

			You’re trying to shoot career-making photos. There are houses and people swirling around you, some disappearing into the water. Nature is unleashing all of its destructive fury.

			THE TEST:

			Suddenly, you see a woman in the water.

			She is fighting for her life, trying not to be taken down with the debris.

			You move closer . . . Somehow, the woman looks familiar . . .

			You suddenly realise who it is . . . It’s Helen Clark! You notice that the raging waters are about to take her under forever.

			You have two options:

			You can save the life of Helen Clark or you can shoot a dramatic Pulitzer Prize-winning photo, documenting the death of the country’s most powerful woman!

			THE QUESTION:

			Here’s the question, and please give an honest answer:

			Would you select high-contrast colour film, or would you go with the classic simplicity of black and white?

			A TV INTERVIEW WHICH WAS NEVER AIRED IN THE UK

			In a rural programme for farmers, a female TV reporter seeking the main cause of Mad Cow Disease arranged for an interview with a farmer who may have some theories on the matter. The interview went as follows:

			The lady reporter: ‘I am here to collect information on the possible sources of Mad Cow Disease. Can you offer any reason for this disease?’

			The farmer stared at the reporter and said: ‘Do you know that a bull mounts a cow only once a year?’

			Reporter (obviously embarrassed): ‘Well, sir, that’s a new piece of information, but what’s the relationship between this phenomenon and Mad Cow Disease?’

			Farmer: ‘And, madam, do you know that we milk a cow twice a day?’

			Reporter: ‘Sir, this is really valuable information, but what about getting to the point?’

			Farmer: ‘I am getting to the point, madam. Just imagine, if I was playing with your tits twice a day, and only screwing you once a year, wouldn’t you get mad?’

			The programme was never aired . . .

			KIWI INGENUITY

			Young Rangi bought a donkey from a farmer for $100. The farmer agreed to deliver the donkey the next day.

			The next day he drove up and said, ‘Sorry, son, but I have some bad news. The donkey’s died.’

			Rangi replied, ‘Well then, just give me my money back.’

			The farmer said, ‘Can’t do that. I’ve already spent it.’

			Rangi said, ‘OK then, just bring me the dead donkey.’

			The farmer asked, ‘What are you going to do with him?’

			Rangi said, ‘I’m going to raffle him off.’

			The farmer said, ‘You can’t raffle a dead donkey!’

			Rangi said, ‘Sure I can. Watch me. I just won’t tell anybody he’s dead.’

			A month later, the farmer met up with Rangi and asked, ‘What happened with that dead donkey?’

			Rangi said, ‘I raffled him off. I sold 500 tickets at two dollars apiece and made a profit of $898.’

			The farmer said, ‘Didn’t anyone complain?’

			Rangi said, ‘Just the guy who won. So I gave him his two dollars back.’

			Rangi now works for Telecom selling the new XT mobiles.

			IT CAN BE A TIE

			A fleeing Taliban, desperate for water, was plodding through the Afghanistan desert when he saw something far off in the distance. Hoping to find water, he hurried toward the object, only to find a little old Jewish man at a small stand selling ties.

			The Taliban asked, ‘Do you have water?’

			The Jewish man replied, ‘I have no water. Would you like to buy a tie? Normally $65, they are on special this hour for $5.’

			The Taliban shouted, ‘Idiot! I do not need an overpriced tie. I need water! I should kill you, but I must find water first.’

			‘OK,’ said the old Jewish man, ‘it does not matter that you do not want to buy a tie and that you hate me. I will show you that I am bigger than that. If you continue over that hill to the east for about two miles, you will find a lovely restaurant. It has all the ice-cold water you need. Shalom.’

			Muttering, the Taliban staggered away over the hill.

			Several hours later he staggered back.

			‘Your f**king brother won’t let me in without a tie.’

			TEACHER ARRESTED AT AIRPORT

			At New York’s Kennedy Airport yesterday, an individual later discovered to be a public schoolteacher was arrested trying to board a United Airlines flight while in possession of a ruler, a protractor, a set square, a slide rule and a calculator.

			At a morning press conference, Attorney-General John Ashcroft said he believes the man is a member of the notorious Al-Gebra movement. He is being charged by the FBI with carrying weapons of math instruction.

			‘Al-Gebra is a fearsome cult,’ Ashcroft said. ‘They desire average solutions by means and extremes, and sometimes go off on tangents in a search of absolute value. They use secret code names like ‘x’ and ‘y’ and refer to themselves as ‘unknowns’, but we have determined they belong to a common denominator of the axis of medieval with co-ordinates in every country. As the Greek philanderer Isosceles used to say, “There are 3 sides to every triangle”.’

			When asked to comment on the arrest, President Bush said, ‘If God had wanted us to have better weapons of math instruction, He would have given us more fingers and toes.’

			RULES FOR VISITING NEW ZEALAND’S SOUTH ISLAND

			1. Pull your pants up. You look like an idiot.

			2. Turn your cap right, your head ain’t crooked.

			3. Let’s get this straight: it’s called a ‘gravel road’. I drive a ute because I want to. No matter how slow you drive, you’re gonna get dust on your Lexus. Drive it or get out of the way.

			4. They are cattle. That’s why they smell like cattle. They smell like money to us. Get over it. Don’t like it? State Highway 1 goes north, find it and get the hell out of here.

			5. So you have an $80,000 car. We’re impressed. We have $250,000 harvesters that are driven only three weeks a year.

			6. Every person in the South waves. It’s called being friendly. Try to understand the concept.

			7. If that cell phone rings while a bunch of geese/pheasants/ducks/quail are coming in during the season, we WILL shoot it outta your hand. You better hope you don’t have it up to your ear at the time.

			8. Yeah. We eat trout, salmon, deer and duck. You really want sushi and caviar? It’s available at the corner bait shop.

			9. The ‘Opener’ refers to the first day of duck season. It’s a religious holiday; we will observe it.

			10. We open doors for women. That’s applied to all women, regardless of age.

			11. No, there’s no ‘vegetarian special’ on the menu. Order steak, or you can order the Chef’s Salad and pick off the two pounds of ham and turkey.

			12. When we set a table, there are three main dishes: meats, vegetables and breads. We use three spices: salt, pepper, and Wattie’s tomato sauce!

			Oh, yeah — we don’t care what you folks in Ponsonby or anywhere else call that stuff you eat. IT AIN’T REAL CHILLI!

			13. You bring ‘Coke’ into my house, it better be brown, wet and served over ice. You bring ‘Mary Jane’ into my house, she better be cute, know how to shoot, drive a truck, and have long hair.

			14. College and high school rugby is as important here as the All Blacks, the Highlanders and the Crusaders, and a heap more fun to watch.

			15. Yeah, we have golf courses — but don’t hit the water hazards — it spooks the fish.

			16. Turn down that blasted car stereo! That thumpity-thump crap ain’t music. We don’t want to hear it any more than we want to see your boxers! Refer back to #1!

			17. For role models refer to the ‘Mainland Cheese’ and ‘Speight’s’ boys — ‘good on ya, mate’!

			STATES OF READINESS

			The British are feeling the pinch in relation to recent terrorist threats in Islamabad and have raised their security level from ‘Miffed’ to ‘Peeved’. Soon, though, security levels may be raised yet again to ‘Irritated’ or even ‘A Bit Cross’. Brits have not been ‘A Bit Cross’ since the Blitz in 1940 when tea supplies all but ran out. Terrorists have been recategorised from ‘Tiresome’ to a ‘Bloody Nuisance’. The last time the British issued a ‘Bloody Nuisance’ warning level was during the great fire of 1666.

			The French government announced yesterday that it has raised its terror alert level from ‘Run’ to ‘Hide’. The only two higher levels in France are ‘Collaborate’ and ‘Surrender’. The rise was precipitated by a recent fire that destroyed France’s white flag factory, effectively paralysing the country’s military capability.

			It’s not only the French who are on a heightened level of alert. Italy has increased the alert level from ‘Shout Loudly and Excitedly’ to ‘Elaborate Military Posturing’. Two more levels remain: ‘Ineffective Combat Operations’ and ‘Change Sides’.

			The Germans also increased their alert state from ‘Disdainful Arrogance’ to ‘Dress in Uniform and Sing Marching Songs’. They also have two higher levels: ‘Invade a Neighbour’ and ‘Lose’.

			Belgians, on the other hand, are all on holiday as usual, and the only threat they are worried about is NATO pulling out of Brussels.

			The Spanish are all excited to see their new submarines ready to deploy. These beautifully designed subs have glass bottoms so the new Spanish navy can get a really good look at the old Spanish navy.

			Americans meanwhile are carrying out pre-emptive strikes on all of their allies, just in case.

			And on the other side of the world . . .

			New Zealand has raised its security levels — from ‘baaa’ to ‘BAAAA!’ Due to continuing defence cutbacks (the air force being a squadron of spotty teenagers flying paper aeroplanes and the navy some toy boats in the Prime Minister’s bath), New Zealand only has one more level of escalation, which is ‘Shit, I hope Australia will come and rescue us’. In the event of invasion, New Zealanders will be asked to gather together in a strategic defensive position called ‘Bondi’.

			Australia, meanwhile, has raised its security level from ‘No worries’ to ‘She’ll be right, mate’. Two more escalation levels remain: ‘Crikey! I think we’ll need to cancel the barbie this weekend’ and ‘The barbie is cancelled’. There has not been a situation yet that has warranted the use of the final escalation level.

		

	


	
		
			BEST COMEBACKS AND THINGS TO CHEER YOU UP

			COP THAT

			A cop was on his horse waiting to cross the street, when a little girl on her shiny new bike stopped beside him.

			‘Nice bike,’ the cop said. ‘Did Santa bring it to you?’

			‘Yes sir,’ the little girl said, ‘he sure did!’

			The cop looked the bike over and handed the girl a $5 ticket for a safety violation.

			The cop said, ‘Give this to your dad, and next year tell Santa to put a reflector light on the back of it!’

			The young girl looked up at the cop and said, ‘Nice horse you’ve got there, sir. Did Santa bring it to you?’

			Playing along with the girl, he chuckled and answered, ‘Yes, he sure did!’

			The little girl looked up at the cop and said, ‘Next year tell Santa that the dick goes underneath the horse, not on top!’

			FEELING CHARITABLE

			I just had a call from a charity asking me to donate some of my clothes to the starving people throughout the world.

			I told them to fuck off!

			Anybody who fits into my clothes isn’t starving!

			INVOLUNTARY MUSCULAR CONTRACTIONS

			A professor at the University of Sydney was giving a lecture on ‘Involuntary Muscular Contractions’ to his first-year medical students. Realising this was not the most riveting subject, the professor decided to lighten the mood.

			He pointed to a young woman in the front row and asked: ‘Do you know what your arsehole is doing while you’re having an orgasm?’

			She replied: ‘Probably drinking beer with his mates.’

			It took 15 minutes to restore order in the classroom . . .

			SNOTTY RECEPTIONIST

			An older gentleman had an appointment to see the urologist who shared offices with several other doctors. The waiting room was filled with patients. As he approached the receptionist’s desk, he noticed that the receptionist was a large unfriendly woman who looked like a sumo wrestler. He gave her his name.

			In a very loud voice, the receptionist said, ‘YES, I HAVE YOUR NAME HERE. YOU WANT TO SEE THE DOCTOR ABOUT IMPOTENCE, RIGHT?’

			All the patients in the waiting room snapped their heads around to look at the very embarrassed man.

			He recovered quickly, and in an equally loud voice replied, ‘NO, I’VE COME TO INQUIRE ABOUT A SEX CHANGE OPERATION, BUT I DON’T WANT THE SAME DOCTOR THAT DID YOURS.’

			HAIR’S THE THING

			I took my dad to the mall the other day to buy some new shoes. We decided to grab a bite at the food court. I noticed he was watching a teenager sitting next to him. The teenager had spiked hair in all different colours: green, red, orange and blue. My dad kept staring at him. The teenager would look and find him staring every time.

			When the teenager had had enough, he sarcastically asked, ‘What’s the matter, old man, never done anything wild in your life?’

			Knowing my dad, I quickly swallowed my food so that I would not choke on his response; knowing he would have a good one.

			In classic style he did not bat an eye in his response: ‘Got drunk once and had sex with a peacock. I was just wondering if you were my son.’

			JUST COASTIN’

			From the province where drunk driving used to be considered a sport in our time, comes this story:

			Recently a routine police patrol parked outside a bar in Herbert Street, Greymouth.

			After last call the officer noticed a man leaving the bar so intoxicated that he could barely walk.

			The man stumbled around the parking lot for a few minutes, with the officer quietly observing.

			After what seemed an eternity in which he tried his keys on five different vehicles, the man managed to find his car and fall into it. He sat there for a few minutes as a number of other patrons left the bar and drove off.

			Finally, he started the car, switched the wipers on and off — it was a fine, dry summer night — flicked the blinkers on and off a couple of times, honked the horn and then switched on the lights. He moved the vehicle forward a few inches, reversed a little and then remained still for a few more minutes as some more of the other patrons’ vehicles left.

			At last, when his was the only car left in the parking lot, he pulled out and drove slowly down the road.

			The police officer, having waited patiently all this time, now started up his patrol car, put on the flashing lights, promptly pulled the man over and administered a breathalyser test.

			To his amazement, the breathalyser indicated no evidence that the man had consumed any alcohol at all!

			Dumbfounded, the officer said, ‘I’ll have to ask you to accompany me to the police station. This breathalyser equipment must be broken.’

			‘I doubt it,’ said the truly proud Coaster. ‘Tonight I’m the designated decoy.’

			LAST WILLIE

			John decided to go skiing with his buddy, Keith. So they loaded up John’s minivan and headed north. After driving for a few hours, they got caught in a terrible blizzard. So they pulled into a nearby farm and asked the attractive lady who answered the door if they could spend the night.

			‘I realise it’s terrible weather out there and I have this huge house all to myself, but I’m recently widowed,’ she explained. ‘I’m afraid the neighbours will talk if I let you stay in my house.’

			‘Don’t worry,’ John said. ‘We’ll be happy to sleep in the barn. And if the weather breaks, we’ll be gone at first light.’

			The lady agreed, and the two men found their way to the barn and settled in for the night.

			Come morning, the weather had cleared, and they got on their way. They enjoyed a great weekend of skiing.

			But about nine months later, John got an unexpected letter from an attorney. It took him a few minutes to figure it out, but he finally determined that it was from the attorney of that attractive widow he had met on the ski weekend.

			He dropped in on his friend Keith and asked, ‘Keith, do you remember that good-looking widow from the farm we stayed at on our ski holiday up north about nine months ago?’

			‘Yes, I do,’ said Keith.

			‘Did you, er, happen to get up in the middle of the night, go up to the house and pay her a visit?’

			‘Well, um, yes!’ Keith said, a little embarrassed about being found out, ‘I have to admit that I did.’

			‘And did you happen to give her my name instead of telling her your name?’

			Keith’s face turned beet red and he said, ‘Yeah, look, I’m sorry, buddy. I’m afraid I did. Why do you ask?’

			‘She just died and left me everything.’

			FEELING BETTER?

			Feeling unappreciated? World got you down? Things got ya down? Well then, consider these . . .

			In a hospital’s intensive care unit, patients always died in the same bed, on Sunday morning, at about 11.00 a.m., regardless of their medical condition. This puzzled the doctors and some even thought it had something to do with the supernatural. No one could solve the mystery as to why the deaths occurred around 11.00 a.m. Sunday, so a worldwide team of experts was assembled to investigate the cause of the incidents. The next Sunday morning, a few minutes before 11.00 a.m. all of the doctors and nurses nervously waited outside the ward to see for themselves what the terrible phenomenon was all about. Some were holding wooden crosses, prayer books, and other holy objects to ward off the evil spirits. Just when the clock struck 11.00, Pookie Johnson, the part-time Sunday sweeper, entered the ward and unplugged the life support system so he could use the vacuum cleaner.

			Still having a bad day?

			The average cost of rehabilitating a seal after the Exxon Valdez Oil spill in Alaska was $80,000. At a special ceremony, two of the most expensively saved animals were being released back into the wild amid cheers and applause from onlookers. A minute later, in full view, a killer whale ate them both.

			Still think you’re having a bad day?

			A woman came home to find her husband in the kitchen shaking frantically, almost in a dancing frenzy, with some kind of wire running from his waist towards the electric kettle. Intending to jolt him away from the deadly current, she whacked him with a handy plank of wood, breaking his arm in two places. Up to that moment, he had been happily listening to his Walkman.

			Are ya OK now? — No?

			Two animal rights defenders were protesting the cruelty of sending pigs to a slaughterhouse in Bonn, Germany. Suddenly, all 2000 pigs broke loose and escaped through a broken fence, stampeding madly. The two helpless protesters were trampled to death.

			What? STILL having a bad day?

			Iraqi terrorist Khay Rahnajet didn’t pay enough postage on a letter bomb. It came back with ‘Return to Sender’ stamped on it. Forgetting it was the bomb, he opened it and was blown to bits. God is Good!

			There now, feeling better?

			A WEEK’S WORTH OF SILLINESS

			MONDAY:

			The mother of a 17-year-old girl was concerned that her daughter was having sex. Worried that the girl might become pregnant and adversely affect the family’s status, she consulted the family doctor. The doctor told her that teenagers today were very wilful and any attempt to stop the girl would probably result in rebellion. He then told her to arrange for her daughter to be put on birth control and until then talk to her and give her a box of condoms.

			Later that evening, as her daughter was preparing for a date, the mother told her about the situation and handed her a box of condoms.

			The girl burst out laughing and reached over to hug her mother, saying, ‘Oh, Mum! You don’t have to worry about that! I’m dating Susan!’

			TUESDAY:

			A man went to church one day and afterward he stopped to shake the preacher’s hand. He said, ‘Preacher, I’ll tell you, that was a damned fine sermon. Damned fine!’

			The preacher said, ‘Thank you, sir, but I’d rather you didn’t use profanity.’

			The man said, ‘I was so damned impressed with that there sermon I put five thousand dollars in the offering plate!’

			The preacher said, ‘No shit?!’

			WEDNESDAY:

			Brenda and Steve took their six-year-old son to the doctor. With some hesitation, they explained that although their little angel appeared to be in good health, they were concerned about his rather small penis.

			After examining the child, the doctor confidently declared, ‘Just feed him pancakes. That should solve the problem.’

			The next morning when the boy arrived at breakfast, there was a large stack of warm pancakes in the middle of the table.

			‘Gee, Mum,’ he exclaimed. ‘For me?’
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