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INTRODUCTION


An overweight, middle-aged shirtless man walks into a convenience store, which has a very clear “No Pants, No Shoes, No Service” sign displayed in its front window. It is impossible for the man not to see this sign when walking up to the store, but he still goes in anyway, breaking the store’s firm policy, with the sight of his flabby, hairy, sun-burnt torso causing some shoppers to reconsider if they’re still hungry for those Cool Ranch Doritos and extra-sized Slim Jims.

Now consider this situation. The same overweight, middle-aged, shirtless man walks into a convenience store, with that same “No Pants, No Shoes, No Service” sign displayed clear as day in its front window. All the same shoppers are there and all the same Doritos and Slim Jims are on the shelves, but this time, the man actually has a tuxedo painted on his chest, with even a little red rose delicately created above his left nipple. This situation is much more humorous, while the former seems a bit more gross.

What makes a joke funny? It’s a question that has plagued ancient philosophers and the great thinkers of our time. Countless hours and tireless research has been poured into the humor sciences, hoping to find the true answer of what actually makes a joke funny, if the answer even exists.

Sadly, we are no closer to understanding the true, intangible truth behind a joke. But what has always remained true is that humor is subjective and that it is a certain “unexpectedness” of a punch line that really gets us laughing. Bar jokes, blonde jokes, anti-jokes, pick-up lines, regional and international jokes, Dad jokes, all share a unique sense of unexpectedness. A clever play on words or an outcome that diverted from what you were originally anticipating is enough to get our funny bones dancing. That’s why people try to guess the answers to one-liners and are so pleased when they’re proven wrong.

Certain types of jokes may be funny to some but are not funny to all. Some jokes may be too “inside baseball” for others to understand: A joke that focuses on a very niche part of Judaic culture may not be appreciated or even understood by non-Jewish persons. Other jokes may be too offensive or tame for audiences: A more rebellious teenager may not laugh at a well-behaved kid’s joke, and a person from a conservative background might be appalled by a more risqué, sex-driven joke than someone from a more liberal-leaning background.

Regardless of your age, gender, hair color, religious upbringing, political affiliations, or paint tuxedo-wearing habits, there are jokes for you. The following collection of jokes contains some age-old classics, passed down through the decades as well as new ones inspired by recent events. Some are a bit more risqué and raunchy, others tame but timeless. Some are short one-liners, others are long-form stories with a funny twist. You may not find all of these jokes funny, and that’s your right as a sense-of-humor-wielding citizen of this planet. But without question, there are plenty of jokes here that will make you laugh more than you expected.


A ___ WALKS INTO A BAR


A man walks into a bar and orders a 12-year-old scotch. The bartender, believing that the customer will not be able to tell the difference, pours him a shot of the cheap three-year-old house scotch that has been poured into an empty bottle of the good stuff. The man takes a sip and spits the scotch out on the bar and reams the bartender: “This is the cheapest three-year-old scotch you can buy. I’m not paying for it. Now, give me a good 12-year-old scotch.” The bartender, now feeling a bit of a challenge, pours him a scotch of much better quality, six-year-old scotch. The man takes a sip and spits it out on the bar. “This is only six-year-old scotch,” he cries, “I won’t pay for this, and I insist on a good 12-year-old scotch.” The bartender finally relents and serves the man his best quality, 12-year-old scotch. An old drunk from the end of the bar, having witnessed the entire episode, walks down to the finicky scotch drinker and sets a glass down in front of him and asks, “What do you think of this?” The scotch expert takes a sip, and in disgust, violently spits out the liquid yelling, “Why, this tastes like piss!” The old drunk replies, “That’s right, now tell me how old I am!”



Three pregnant women are sitting in a bar: A brunette, a redhead, and a blonde. The brunette says, “I know what baby I’m going to have.” The other women ask how she knows. “Well, I was on top when I conceived, so I’ll have a baby boy.” The redhead says, “If your logic is correct, then I’ll have a baby girl because I was on the bottom when I conceived.” The blonde starts starts screaming, “PUPPIES, PUPPIES!”



What is a man’s idea of a balanced diet?

A Coors Light in each hand!



What did the bartender say after Charles Dickens ordered a martini?

“Olive or twist?”



What did the bartender say after a book walked into the bar?

“Please, no stories!”



Why did God invent whiskey?

So the Irish would never rule the world!



What do Russians get when mixing holy water with Vodka?

The Holy Spirit!



You know what’s fun about being sober?

Nothing



What did the man with a slab of asphalt under his arm order?

“A beer, please, and one for the road.”



What has eight arms and an IQ of 60?

Four guys drinking Bud Light and watching a football game!



What’s the difference between a G-Spot and a bottle of Jack Daniels?

A guy will actually SEARCH for a bottle of Jack Daniels.



How does a man show he’s planning for the future?

He buys two cases of Miller Lite instead of one.



Why does Corona go through your system so fast?

Because it doesn’t have to stop to change color.



What is the difference between a sofa and a man watching Monday Night Football?

The sofa doesn’t keep asking for Bud Light!



What is the similarity between Corona and having sex in a rowboat?

They are both SO close to water!



Where do monkeys go to grab a beer?

The monkey bars!



What does a wet beer fart leave in your shorts?

A Bengal stripe



What do a shot of Everclear and a woman have in common?

Both of them make men start talking nonsense!



What happens when you cross a gynecologist drinking Pabst Blue Ribbon Beer and sexy blonde drinking Smirnoff Vodka?

A “Pabst Smir!”



What does a ghost drink?

BOOS



What is printed on the bottom of beer bottles in the south?

“Open other end.”



A bee goes into a bar and comes out two hours later buzzing.



Boy: “I love you so much, I could never live without you.”

Girl: “Is that you, or is that the beer talking?”

Boy: “It’s me talking to the beer.”



Give a man a fish and he’ll eat for a day. Teach him how to fish, and he’ll sit in a boat and drink beer all day.



Hear about the wall that went out on the town for its birthday?

It got plastered.



Mayan: Hey wanna beer?

Other Mayan: I’m working on this calendar, but I guess if I don’t finish it won’t be the end of the world.



Beer doesn’t turn people into somebody they’re not. It just makes them forget to hide that part of themselves.



A duck walks in to a bar and says, “Give me 200 beers.” The bartender says, “How are you going to pay for that?” So the duck says, “Just put in on my bill!”



Life and beer are very similar: Chill for best results.



If you put root beer in a square cup, do you get beer?



When you get a hangover from wine, it's called the Grape Depression.



Warning! Beer will make your clothes shrink.



Money can’t buy happiness. Just kidding! Yes it can, if that money is used to buy beer.



If life hands you lemons, make a whiskey sour!



Beer doesn’t make you fat! It makes you lean…on tables, chairs, random people…



I don’t drink to forget. I drink because beer is delicious. Forgetting is just a bonus.



I started drinking very young. My first DWI was on a Big Wheel.



I don’t recycle because it makes me look like a huge alcoholic to my garbage man.



Some things are better left unsaid, but I’ll probably get drunk and say them anyway.



The first thing on my bucket list is to fill the bucket with beer.



My body isn’t a temple: It’s a microbrewery with legs.



I was drinking at the bar last night, so I took a bus home. That may not be a big deal to you, but I’ve never driven a bus before.



A guy is sitting at a bar in a skyscraper restaurant high above the city skyline. He’s slamming tequila left and right. He grabs one, drinks it, goes over to a window and jumps out. The guy who is sitting next to him can’t believe that the guy has just done that. He is more surprised when, 10 minutes later, the same guy, unscathed, comes walking back into the bar and sits back down next to him. The astonished guy asks, “How did you do that? I just saw you jump out that window and we’re hundreds of feet above the ground!” The jumper responds by slurring, “Well, I don’t get it either. I slam a shot of tequila and when I jump out the window, the tequila makes me slow down right before I hit the ground. Watch.” He takes a shot, slams it down, goes to the window, and jumps out. The other guy runs to the window and watches as the guy falls until right before the ground, slows down, and lands softly on his feet. A few minutes later, the guy walks back into the bar. The other guy has to try it too, so he orders a shot of tequila. He drinks it and goes to the window and jumps. As he reaches the bottom, he doesn’t slow down at all: SPLAT! The first guy orders another shot of tequila and the bartender says to him, “You’re really an asshole when you’re drunk, Superman.”



A bartender is wiping down barstools and getting ready to go home at the end of a long night. Just five minutes before closing, a man wearing a trench coat and sunglasses walks inside, holding a box wrapped in brown paper and tied together with string.

The man in the trench coat says: “I’ve been instructed to leave this box here for an associate. This box contains dangerous items that are incredibly valuable and could be lethal to the world if the box falls into the wrong hands. My associate will pick it up in exactly four days. Do not open the box, do not tell anyone you have the box, and for those four days, pretend that the box doesn’t exist.”

The man stands up and walks out of the bar, as the bartender quickly follows him outside. “Hey guy, you just can’t leave your stuff here! Come back and—”

But the man has already disappeared into the night. The bartender is concerned and goes back inside to examine the box. He’s deeply curious as to what’s inside, but he’s too worried to open it. So he holds on to the box, hoping nothing will happen.

Three days go by with the box safely placed behind the bar. The bartender is nervous to still be holding onto it, but is getting through the day, hour by hour. On the fourth and final day, though, a fight breaks out between a New England Patriots fan and an Atlanta Falcons fan. They throw punches and the Falcons fan picks up his New England enemy and throws him behind the bar. The opponent lands against some liquor bottles and falls down onto the box, flattening it, with the sound of something breaking inside. The bartender kicks everyone out of the bar, and drearily waits for the new associate to come back.

Five minutes to close, right on the dot, another mysterious man walks into the bar. He is also wearing a trench coat and sunglasses and commands the same respect and authority as the previous man. But when he sees the state of the box, he becomes concerned.

“My associate says that when he left the box here it was in pristine condition. This box looks severely damaged. What caused this?”

“There was a brawl here just a few hours before you showed up between an Atlanta Falcons fan and a Patriots fan. The Falcons guy picked up the Patriots fan, threw him behind the bar like a rag doll, and he landed on the box flattening it.”

The mysterious man is quiet for a few moments before speaking. “So a Patriots fan flattened this box the very last day you had it?”

“Yeah, everything was going perfectly fine until that final day, even just a few hours ago.”

The mysterious man is disappointed and silent again for a few seconds, then speaks. “Damn Patriots: Always screwing up everything in the fourth quarter.”



A sullen-looking woman walks into a bar. She’s wearing a black outfit and approaches the bar and somberly asks for two rum and cokes. The bartender tells the woman he doesn’t serve more than one drink at a time to a customer. “Oh, it’s not for me. When I turned 21, my Dad took me here for my first drink years and years ago. We each had a rum and coke, and every year after, we would always come back on my birthday to this bar, sit in these two stools, and have the same drink. But my father passed away last year, and this is my first birthday without him, so I figured I’d just keep up the tradition.”

The bartender is touched by the story and agrees to let the woman have two drinks, and offers to pay for her Dad’s. The woman graciously accepts the offer and walks out.

A year later, the woman comes back to the bar on her birthday and orders two drinks again, one for herself and one for her Dad. She doesn’t look as sad this year, but still doesn’t look like she’s been fully over the grief either, and asks if it’s OK if she has her Dad’s drink this time. The bartender says yes and offers to pay for the Dad’s drink. She graciously accepts again and walks out.

This keeps up for the next three years, the woman always coming in on her birthday, ordering two drinks, and the bartender offering them for free. One year, the bartender is sick on the woman’s birthday and instructs his colleague to perform the same ritual for her. When the bartender is walking through town, he notices out of the corner of his eye that same woman who would come every year, sitting with an older man. The bartender approaches the two and introduces himself, with the woman clearly distressed.

“Oh hey! I’m actually sick today so I wasn’t able to serve you, but noticed you from afar and just wanted to say hello. Who is this gentleman you’re sitting with?”

“I’m her father,” the man replies, the woman clearly embarrassed.

“Oh, you’re her father? That’s strange, because your daughter here has been coming to my bar every year to enjoy a memorial drink with her Dad. Apparently you had died five years ago, and having a drink with you on her birthday is the way she felt close to you after her death.”

The older man is appalled and asks his daughter if this is true. Defeated, she admits her misdeed, and the older man is clearly disappointed and begins to scold her: “I’m so disappointed in you! What kind of daughter finds a bar that gives out two-for-one rum and cokes and doesn’t invite her old man?”



An older businessman walks into a bar. He’s wearing a fine-tailored suit, has $1,000 Italian shoes and a luxury, diamond-encrusted watch. He clearly is doing well in life. But he looks incredibly depressed when he sits down next to one of the regular customers and orders a drink.

“What’s the matter?” the bartender says. “You look like a guy who’d never be down on his luck.”

“I used to be a billionaire. I would fly across the world, date beautiful supermodels, and stay at the finest hotels. I dined with Hollywood celebrities and global leaders, hell…I even was able to buy my own space shuttle and travel into space! There was nothing I couldn’t do.”

“Well what happened?” the bartender asks.

“My company lost all its money and I’m broke. The bank cancelled my credit cards, I lost my mansion, my model girlfriend broke up with me, and I just spent my last hundred bucks on a one-way ticket home to crash on my parent’s couch. Everything I have is what you see here right now, and I’ll probably have to sell it in the next few days to make ends meet.”

The bartender empathizes with the man’s story. “You’ll bounce back, don’t worry. It may take some time, but you seem like a smart enough guy, I wouldn’t be surprised if you thought of the next big idea tomorrow and were on your way back to being rich.”

The bartender can clearly see the businessman is hurting and goes around to give him a hug. After the businessman finishes his drink, the bartender shakes the businessman’s hand and then wishes him well, reassuring him that he’ll be just as successful as he once was. The customer seems a bit uplifted by this and walks out.

“Hey Mort, why were you so nice to that guy? You always said you hated rich people.”

“I do, but I swiped that bastard’s watch when he left the room.”



Three billionaire supervillains are sitting at a bar, drinking extremely rare and expensive whiskey while discussing the best way to kill Lance Steele, the British secret agent who has always foiled all of their plans.

“I got it. Here’s what we’ll do: We’ll kidnap Steele and leave him tied in a chair in a room full of impossibly hot lasers in one of my laboratories. The lasers will start at his feet, and then they’ll slowly move up to his chest, burning his heart with 1,000 degrees and setting him on fire!”

“No no no,” another supervillain says, “That’s far too easy. What we’ll do is tie Steel to a conveyor belt in one of my factories. The belt will move slowly, and he’ll be tortured by all the machinery picking apart his insides. Then a giant wedge from overhead will flatten him like a pancake.”

The third supervillain speaks up. “Pssh, a child could think of that! You need to think more deeply on what would hurt Steele not just physically but also emotionally. His parents were killed when they accidentally drove off a cliff and drowned. What you need to do is lock him in a car, push him off a cliff, and watch him die the same way his Mom and Dad did, like some cruel form of poetic justice.”

As the supervillains speak, the bartender can’t help but interrupt. “I’m sorry guys and I don’t mean to eavesdrop, but all these plans sound needlessly convoluted. Steele could easily break free from all of your plans, he’s way too smart, and he’s had no issue with defeating you guys before.”

The supervillains are displeased by a bartender barging in on their discussion. “Why, you’re just nothing more than a glorified drink pourer! What makes you think that you’re smarter than us, some of the most brilliant and evil supervillains who have ever lived?”

The bartender shoots back: “Well, Lance Steele has been sitting here on the other side of the bar for the entire time you’ve been here and you haven’t managed to kill him yet!”



A zebra walks into a bar and looks depressed, even concerned for its own life. The bartender asks the animal what is wrong.

The zebra says: “I broke my leg last week and haven’t been able to move as quickly. In the past, I never had a problem running away from any lions nearby, but I’m sure now if one shows up, God knows I’ll be first to go. Those predators can smell weakness from a mile away.”

Just as the zebra finishes its story, an antelope walks in wearing an eye-patch. The bartender asks him what’s the matter.

The antelope says: “I recently got my eye infected and can’t see a thing out of it. For us antelope, we need to be able to see everything around us at all times to make sure there aren’t any pesky lions ready to pounce on us. But now I can only see things to the immediate left of me. God knows those lions love to eat antelope, and one needs to do is just wait until I’m looking in the wrong direction and I’m mincemeat.”

Then a giraffe with a remarkably short neck walks into a bar and takes the last open seat. He too is clearly distressed, and the bartenders asks what’s the matter.

The giraffe says: “For giraffes, our long necks are very useful in being able to see if any threats are coming our way. But for me, my neck is far too short, and if I ever saw a lion across the way looking for its next meal, there’s nothing that would stop me from becoming dinner.”

A lion then walks inside and orders a drink from the opposite side of the bar. He doesn’t seem to notice the zebra, antelope, and giraffe who are sitting just five or six stools down from him, each paralyzed by fear. But the lion is too depressed to do anything about it. The lion complains to the bartender about being hungry and not having a decent meal for months.

The bartender says: “Now look at you! You’re the king of the jungle, you’re fierce and mighty, and you can eat anything that you want. Hell, you could eat the three of those the animals right now without them putting up a fight and have yourself a hearty meal. Why are you so sad?”

“That’s just it,” the lion says as he looks up. “I’m vegan.”



A customer is sitting at a bar, having a heartfelt conversation with a bartender.

“Jack, I think I may be an alcoholic.”

“Why do you say that?” Jack replies.

“Well, I drink at every chance I get.”

“Lots of people drink throughout the day. That doesn’t necessarily make you an alcoholic.”

“Well, I spend every dollar I have on booze. Sometimes I can’t even pay rent or buy groceries.”

“Just because you can’t control your spending doesn’t make you an alcoholic.”

“All my friends refuse to talk to because of my drinking. Heck, even my parents and siblings won’t answer my calls.”

“Just because they don’t know how to have a good time doesn’t make you an alcoholic.”

“Huh, what do you know! Maybe I’m not an alcoholic after all,” the man says.

“Oh, no, you’re totally an alcoholic,” Jack says.

“Why do you say that?”

“Because you haven’t moved from that stool for five days straight!”



Four parents are sitting at a bar, with three of them beaming about what great students their kids are. The fourth parent is strangely silent and doesn’t contribute to the stories at all.

“My son Timmy is the most brilliant math student that Rydell High has ever had,” the first Mom says. “He might even be able to teach somewhere like Harvard or Oxford. I don’t know where he gets it from!”

A Dad then chimes in: “You think that’s impressive? My daughter Megan is an absolute whiz kid at science. There’s no experiment or test or assignment that she hasn’t gotten an A on. I wouldn’t be surprised to hear that she cured some major illness or developed a pill that could cure world hunger or something like that.”

The third parent, another beaming Mom, speaks: “Math and science are great and all, but my daughter Christine just has a way with words. She can pick apart the most complex themes that even some adults and literary geeks still can’t wrap their heads around. Her teachers say she will be a brilliant poet or writer someday.”

The fourth parent laughs at the other parents, clearly annoyed by their discussion.

“Hey, don’t laugh at us just because your son isn’t as gifted or talented as our kids,” one of the parents says.

“Oh I’m not laughing at you,” the fourth parent says. “I just can’t wait to tell my boy who to cheat off of on his next exams!”



A woman traveling on business enters her hotel’s bar late at night with only two other people there. The woman is enjoying a drink by herself when a suave-looking man comes up to introduce himself.

“Hello there. I couldn’t help but notice you looked absolutely ravishing from my end of the bar, and I felt compelled to come up and introduce myself. I’m Jude.”

Jude sits down next to the woman and they begin talking. The conversation starts off light, but after a few more drinks, the two of them start to loosen up and have a bit more fun. They end up having several more drinks before the man says he needs to change, and that he’ll be in room 313 if the woman wants to drop by. In his absence, the bartender feels compelled to speak to the woman.

“Hey there, I see that you and Jude have been having quite a fun conversation. I just wanted to warn you though that he comes in here pretty much every night and does the same scheme with a woman who’s travelling from out of town. He tries to woo them with a few compliments and a few drinks, and even reserves a different room at the hotel every night. He tells the girls he’s going to travel to see them and all this stuff but they never hear from him again. It’s really kind of gross, so just wanted to warn you and give you a quick heads-up.”

“Oh, I know,” the woman says. “In fact, I stayed at this hotel a year ago and he tried pulling the same thing on me. Honestly, I would have been surprised if he even remembered me a year later.”

“So why haven’t you just walked away or told him you wanted to be left alone?”

“Well if I did that, I wouldn’t be able to find his room number to charge all of these drinks!”



Two teens, one standing on the other’s shoulders, walk into a bar wearing a trench coat. The bartender quickly catches on to the ruse and decides to have some fun with the kids.

“What can I get you?”

“I’ll have one beer please,” the teen nervously says, his voice cracking.

“OK, one beer it is. Can I make a recommendation? We have over 100 beers here and I want to make sure you make the very best selection.”

“Sure!” the teen says.

“Well our special this month is an imported beer from Italy called Grazie Tante. It’s very delicious.”

“I’ll have that then.”

The bartender goes to the other end and starts to pour a ginger ale mixed with lemon juice and a small bit of honey into a mug. He hands it back to the teen, who pays in cash and drinks it nearly in one gulp.

“Can I get another one, sir?” the teen asks, and the bartender goes and refills another glass with the same non-alcoholic beer concoction. The teen goes through three or four more and starts to think he’s becoming inebriated.

The bartender is eating all of this up, but he knows that he has to come clean at some point. So when the kid gets ready to order his fifth beer.

“Listen, I know you aren’t 21 years old, you’re just two kids in a trench coat trying to drink for free. I haven’t even been serving you beer at all, but a mixture of ginger ale, honey and lemon. I’m not angry, it’s been pretty funny watch you pretend to get drunk. But now I think it’s best that you leave.”

The teen blushes and is embarrassed. He unbuttons his trench coat and his friend steps out, clearly exhausted from having to carry him all night. As they walk out the door, the friend beneath the trench coat begins to scold his friend.

“All you had to do is order a Coors but nooooooo, you just had to run up the tab with the fancy Italian import.”



Two dogs walk into a bar and sit at the only available stools. They order a drink and as they sip, they notice the other people in the bar have become unwelcomingly quiet. The dogs look up and see how the entire bar is populated by malicious-looking cats.

“Well, my grandfather would be rolling over in his grave if he ever saw a couple of dogs sitting at the same bar he came to every day,” one of the wily cats says. “There’s a reason why dogs have their own bars, so they can get all that cheap kibble and bacon whiskey.”

The other cats laugh as the dogs become uncomfortable. They don’t feel ready to leave, but they just try to finish their drinks as fast as they can as another cat speaks.

“For the past 30 years I’ve been coming to this bar and I’ve never seen a dog strut on in here. Never a Dachshund, never a Pit Bull, hell, never even a Chihuahua-Pomeranian mix. I guess those mutts were wise enough to know that even if they did the doggie DNA test, they’d still never be welcome here.”

Now fearful, the dogs pay for their drinks and get up to leave as a burly Maine Coon cat speaks.

“Hey now, just so you know, there’s a really good dog bar down the street called Fido’s, I reckon you should go there.”

One of the dogs named Lucy has had enough and decides to speak up against the wishes of her dog friend, Max.

“And why’s that? Why aren’t we welcome here? Because we’re dogs? I thought this is America!”

“This ain’t the part of America you’re from,” one of the cats hollers and others laugh.

“Yeah, but it’s still America. And as long as this bar is in America, we’re going to sit here and enjoy our drinks.”

The cats are stunned by the female dog’s confidence and keep quiet. After the dogs have two more drinks, they leave for real this time, with the Maine Coon cat walking behind them outside.

“Hey now, we don’t want any trouble, we’re leaving,” Max says.

“No no, I don’t mean you any harm, I just wanted to apologize. My Dad had always hated dogs, and when I was growing up, he passed that on to me. But clearly he was from a different time, and I’m sorry for the way I acted back there.”

Lucy and Max look at each other and accept the cat’s apology as they walk down the street. The Maine Coon cat goes back inside and enjoy the rest of the night with his feline friends.

Walking in right behind him is the bar’s owner, and as he gets inside, he yells at the bartender: “Dammit, Michael, how many times do I have to tell you to leave your pets at home?


RIDDLES


What is big, yellow, and comes in the morning to brighten parents’ days?

A school bus



You will always find me in the past. I can be created in the present, but the future can never taint me. What am I?

History



What travels all around the world but stays in a corner?

A stamp



If a plane crashes in the ocean, where do you bury the survivors?

You don’t bury survivors: They’re still alive.



What is greater than God,

more evil than the devil,

the poor have it,

the rich need it,

and if you eat it, you’ll die?

Nothing



There is a puzzle that can be asked all day with a different correct answer each time. What is the puzzle?

What did Donald Trump do this time?



An old man wants to leave all of his money to one of his three sons, but he doesn’t know which one he should give it to. He gives each of them a few coins and tells them to buy something that will be able to fill their living room. The first man buys straw, but there is not enough to fill the room. The second buys some sticks, but they still do not fill the room. The third man buys two things that filled the room, so he obtains his father’s fortune. What were the two things that the man bought?

A box of matches and a candle, so when he lit the candle, it would fill the room with light.



You are happy when I am gone, and not sad when I am further away. I am always willing to help, but you never wish I would stay. I always have advice, none of which you ever take. And every time I knock, it’s your soul that is forsake. What am I?

A mother-in-law



A man can paint his house on either Wednesday or Friday. If he paints on Wednesday, he can only use red or blue paint, and if he paints on Friday, he can only use green or yellow. Will the man ever be able to paint his house purple, and if so, what day?

None of the days, because the Homeowner’s Association won’t allow it.



Two people are born at the same moment but have different birthdays. How is this possible?

They were born in different time zones.



You attack me, but I only seem to grow. When you deplete my life, you end up using more of me. You need me to live, but at the same time, too much of me will thwart your future. What am I?

Credit card debt



Before you is a picture of a man. I tell you: "Brothers and sisters I have none, but this man’s father is my father’s son."

Who is the man in the picture?

The man is my son



Two men are waiting for a bus in New York. The first man always arrives five minutes late, and if the bus isn’t there in 10 minutes, he leaves to find another. The second man is always five minutes late, but always waits as long as necessary for the bus to arrive. Will the two men ever cross paths?

No, New Yorkers always avoid street contact with one another.



What’s a seven-letter word containing thousands of letters?

Mailbox



Your friends have a version of me, but you don’t have me at all. You’ve tried to get me, but for whatever reason, you failed. Your friend’s version of me didn’t cost money, but for you I do. People don’t look down on your friends for their version of me, but they will for you. I come from a faraway place, but all your friends found me at home. Your friends’ versions of me love them, but for me, it’s your pockets I will roam. What am I?

A mail order bride



You’re in a room with three monkeys. One monkey has a power drill, the other a calculator, and the last nothing. Who is the smartest primate?

You



In the dark, your feet always find me, but in the light, for your hands, I am never there. What am I?

A Lego™.



I start with a “v” and every woman has one. She can even use me to get what she wants. What am I?

Her voice



Over 1,000 people went down on me. I wasn’t a maiden for long. Something really big and hard ripped me open. What am I?

The Titanic.



I lurk at all times, but you never see me. We usually meet only once a year, but you always hate me. I never contact you at all, but you always pay me. I screw you over, but you always end up following me. And if you don’t, then you will go to jail for me. What am I?

The IRS



How do you find a blind man in a nudist colony?

It’s not hard.



If you pay me, you get one freedom, but you lose another. I grow every year, but my fee is not worth my investment. What am I?

College tuition



Arnold Schwarzenegger’s is really long. Michael J. Fox’s is short. Daffy Duck’s isn’t human. Madonna doesn’t have one. What am I?

A last name



Only great men and women have joined this society. You must go to great heights and get out of your comfort zone to join. It’s definitely a risk and can even cause pain to loved ones and those near you, but if you join it, you will be a legend. What am I?

The Mile High Club



What gets longer when pulled, fits between breasts, slides neatly into a hole, has choked people when used improperly, and works best when jerked?

Seatbelts



You are always happy to have me when alone and am enjoyable with friends and family too, but you don’t want to share me with someone you just met the night before. What am I?

Breakfast



You play with it at night before bed. You can’t be seen fiddling with it at work. You only let very very special people touch it. What is it?

Your iPhone



You devote a significant amount of energy to maintaining and thinking about it, but you hate knowing that your parents are doing it. What is it?

Facebook



Sometimes a finger goes inside me. You fiddle with me when you’re bored. The best man always has me first. What am I?

Your wedding band



There are ones that have always been real and others that are fake, and Dolly Parton has some big ones. It can cost you a lot of money for a good one, but at least you can pick the size and color. What am I?

A wig



You never think of me if something goes wrong. And when it does, I take far too long. You invite me into your home, but I am not a friend. And yet, you’ll still have to see me time and time again. What am I?

Cable repair guy



If two’s company and three’s a crowd, what are four and five?

Nine



Men, both powerful and rich and helpless and poor, spend great dollars on me. I am all around the world but never in plain sight. You can find me during the day, but I am almost always better at night. You must have a certain wisdom to see me; I can be wise or dull. If you ever recognized me when you weren’t expecting me not in my natural environment, it would be like you never saw me at all.

Strippers



You are awoken at 3 a.m. by a knock on your door. Your parents call you to let you know that they are there for breakfast. You are confused but quickly think of what food you have. You have bread, jam, butter, and eggs. What do you open first?

The door for your parents



If you have three apples and four oranges in one hand and four apples and three oranges in the other hand, what do you have?

Very large hands



What’s made of rubber, handed out at some schools, and exists to prevent mistakes?

Erasers



I am known all over the world, but there is little of me to know at all. Some question if I am real, or if I even belong to my owner at all. To close ones, I’m a subject of sensitivity, but to others, a source of amusement. People have been talking about me for years, and much more recently, although the truth of me will never be revealed. What am I?

Donald Trump’s hair



You only deal with me from time to time, but I am always a nuisance. My aims are noble, but intrusive. I can know anything about you, but you end up knowing nothing about me. My rules don’t make sense, but you must obey them. I am not your friend, but you feel compelled to greet me with a smile. What am I?

The TSA



I have been known to cause great problems in the world, although by comparison, I am quite small. I am known for being uneducated, old, corrupt, and tasteless. People wish I would sail away, but I am stuck although water is all around me. What am I?

Florida



I give you shelter, but I am a prison. I help you in the future, but am now a burden. Not everyone deserves one of me, and if too many people have me, it can lead to great harm. What am I?

A mortgage



When you do not know what I am, then I am something. But when you know what I am, then I am nothing. What am I?

A riddle


POLITICS


President Donald Trump is sitting in the Oval Office, fuming over the latest White House leak to the Washington Post. No matter what he says or does, there’s always a reporter who has the exact details down. Trump narrows the leaks down to three possible people in his staff, then concocts a full-proof plan to figure out which one of them is the rat. He gathers his first staff member, named Ben, into his office.

“Ben, you’re one of my most trusted confidantes, so I’m telling only you this piece of information, and you can’t tell anyone else. I’m going to go to Japan tomorrow and am going to tell the emperor that I’m never visiting their country again since they’ve treated me so poorly.”

“You got it Mr. President, I won’t tell a soul.” Ben leaves the Oval Office, and the next staff member, Cindy, walks in.

“Cindy, I trust you with my life, and you can’t reveal this to a single person, in or out of the White House. I’m flying to Mexico tomorrow and am going to tell the President, face-to-face, that I’m never stepping foot there again until his country treats me with more respect.”

“Of course Mr. President, this stays between you and me.” Cindy leaves, and Mark, the final staff member steps in.

“Mark, we need to make this quick. I’m hopping on a 16-hour flight to New Zealand tomorrow morning to meet with their Prime Minister and tell them that I will never contact them or step foot in their country until they start respecting me for the worldly leader that I am. You can’t reveal this to anyone, it has to stay a secret.”

“You got it Mr. President, my lips are sealed.” Mark leaves the Oval Office, and Trump sits back in his chair, pleased that when tomorrow comes, he’ll be able to finally learn which staff member has been going to the press behind his back.

The next morning, Trump is quickly rushed into a daily briefing and doesn’t have time to watch cable news. His staff members are informing them about the latest events happening across the U.S., and Trump coyly asks if anything had happened internationally. His staff looks around concerned. One turns back and says, “Well Mr. Trump, there are no new threats, but strangely, the citizens of Mexico, Japan and New Zealand are all out in the streets celebrating something called ‘No More Trump Day.’”



I don’t approve of political jokes: I’ve seen too many of them get elected.



A government employee sits in his office, and out of boredom, decides to see what’s inside his old filing cabinet. He pokes through the contents and comes across an old brass lamp. “This will look good on my mantel,” he says, and he takes it home with him. While polishing the lamp, a genie appears and, as usual, grants him three wishes. “I would like an ice-cold Coke right now.” He gets his Coke and drinks it. Now that he can think more clearly, he states his second wish. “I wish to be on an island with beautiful women, who find me irresistible.” Suddenly, he’s on an island with gorgeous women eyeing him lustfully. He tells the genie his third and last wish. “I wish I’d never have to work again.” Instantly, he’s back in his government office.



Three contractors are bidding to fix a broken fence at the White House. One is from Chicago, another is from Tennessee, and the third is from Minnesota. All three go with a White House official to examine the fence. The Minnesota contractor takes out a tape measure and does some measuring, then works some figures with a pencil. “Well,” he says, “I figure the job will run about $900: $400 for materials, $400 for my crew, and $100 profit for me.” The Tennessee contractor also does some measuring and figuring, then says, “I can do this job for $700: $300 for materials, $300 for my crew, and $100 profit for me.” The Chicago contractor doesn’t measure or figure, but leans over to the White House official and whispers, “$2,700.” The official, incredulous, says, “You didn’t even measure like the other guys! How did you come up with such a high figure?” The Chicago contractor whispers back, “$1000 for me, $1000 for you, and we hire the guy from Tennessee to fix the fence.” “Done!” replies the government official. And that, my friends, is how the government works.



A little boy goes to his Dad and asks, “What is politics?” The Dad says, “Well son, let me try to explain it this way: I’m the breadwinner of the family, so let’s call me capitalism. Your mother, she’s the administrator of the money, so we’ll call her the government. We’re here to take care of your needs, so we’ll call you the people. The nanny, we’ll consider her the working class. And your baby brother, we’ll call him the future. Now, think about that and see if that makes sense.” The little boy goes off to bed thinking about what his father 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 soiled his diaper. The little boy goes to his parents’ room and finds his mother sound 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, “Well, while capitalism is screwing the working class, the government is sound asleep, the people are being ignored and the future is in deep shit.”



Three Boy Scouts are fishing in a boat one day when they hear a lot of commotion. They follow the sounds and find another boat capsized as a man struggles to keep his head above water. Being Boy Scouts, they go to his aid and fish the man out.

The man is Donald Trump. The President towels himself off and catches his breath, and thanks the three Scouts. He asks if there is anything he can do for them.

“I’d sure like a tour of the White House,” the first Scout says.

“No problem,” says Trump. “How’s next week?”

“I want to go for a ride in Air Force One,” says the second Scout.

“We can do that next week, too,” Trump replies.

“I’d like to be buried in Arlington National Cemetery,” says the third.

“I’m sure we can arrange that,” says Trump. “But son, you’re awfully young to be worrying about that, aren’t you?”

“You don’t know my Dad,” the scout replies. “When he finds out I helped save your life, he’s gonna kill me!”



I asked Barack Obama if we could get together later, and he said Yes We Can!



A priest goes into a Washington, D.C., barbershop, gets his hair cut, and asks how much he owes. “No charge, Father,” the barber says. “I consider it a service to the Lord.” When the barber arrives at his shop the next morning, he finds a dozen small prayer booklets on the stoop along with a thank-you note from the priest. A few days later, a police officer comes in. “How much do I owe you?” the cop asks after his haircut. “No charge, officer,” the barber answers. “I consider it a service to my community.” The next morning the barber finds a dozen doughnuts on the stoop along with a thank-you note from the police officer. A few days after that, a Senator walks in for a haircut. “How much do I owe you?” he asks afterward. “No charge,” the barber replies. “I consider it a service to my country.” The next morning when he arrives at the shop, the barber finds a dozen Senators waiting on the stoop.



What’s the difference between God and a conservative?

God knows He’s not a Republican.



Donald Trump and the Pope both die on the same day. Due to a minor clerical error, the Pope goes to Hell, while Trump goes to Heaven. When the Pope arrives in Hell, everyone realizes the mistake. Due to an issue with the union, they can’t swap the two until the next day, and the Pope has to spend the night in Hell, while Trump spends the night in Heaven. The next day, the paperwork gets worked out. On his way up to Heaven, the Pope runs into Trump. Trump asks the Pope, “How is your night in Hell?” “Very educational,” the Pope responds. “I’ve learned a lot from the experience, but now I’m glad I’m going to Heaven. I’ve been waiting all my life to meet the Virgin Mary.” “Ooh, sorry,” says Trump, “you should have been there yesterday.”



Little Billy wants $100 badly and prays for two weeks but nothing happens. Then he decides to write God a letter requesting the $100. When the postal authorities receive the letter addressed to “God, USA,” they decide to send it to the President. The President is so impressed, touched, and amused that he instructs his secretary to send Billy a $5 bill. The President thinks this would appear to be a lot of money to a little boy.

Billy is delighted with the $5 and sits down to write a thank-you note to God, which reads:



Dear God,

Thank you very much for sending the money, however, I noticed that for some reason you had to send it through Washington, D.C., and, as usual, those crooks deducted $95.

Thanks,

Billy



Did you hear that the White House isn’t displaying its Nativity scene this year? They couldn’t find the three wise men!



George W. Bush goes to see the doctor to get the results of his brain scan. The doctor says: “Mr. President, I have some bad news for you. First, we have discovered that your brain has two sides: The left side and the right side.” Bush interrupts, “Well, that’s normal, isn’t it? I thought everybody had two sides to their brain?” The doctor replies, “That’s true, Mr. President. But your brain is very unusual because on the left side there isn’t anything right, while on the right side there isn’t anything left.”
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