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  Introduction




  BETTE DAVIS IS REPUTED to have originated the observation that “old age isn’t for sissies.” If indeed she did, the actress wasn’t just whistling “Dixie” (or in her case “Jezebel”). The onset of infirmities that lead to diminished mental and physical functions, financial anxiety due to reduced income and increased medical expenses, and the loss of companionship from predeceased spouses, friends, and relatives requires courage and fortitude.




  Why then should there be a compilation of jokes for and about middle-aged and senior citizens when so few things about the passage of time are subjects or objects of merriment?




  The answer is, as the Reader’s Digest column points out “Laughter Is the Best Medicine.” Humor lightens your burdens and also forms and strengthens bonds between you and others. Hearing a good joke and replying in kind offers mental simulation. A smile, chuckle, or hearty guffaw is a powerful antidote to stress, pain, and conflict. When traditional medicine failed to relieve his intense pain from a life-threatening form of arthritis, the editor/writer Norman Cousins left the hospital, checked into a hotel, and watched Marx Brothers films and television sitcoms. Just ten minutes of “belly laughs” gave him two hours of pain-free sleep. Cousins eventually recovered and wrote a series of bestselling books on the link between humor and wellness.




  Although laughter is beneficial, why would a person “of a certain age” (which is how the French diplomatically refer to people beyond their twenties and thirties) be at all amused by jokes that revolve around physical, mental, and emotional frailties brought on by advancing age? As I near the fourth quarter of a century on earth, I’ve come to regard such jokes as the comedy of survival. Like ghetto humor, it’s a combination of “we laugh lest we cry” fatalism and “look at us—we’ve endured!” survival. Admittedly we’re losing our hair and our teeth, our reflexes and hormones aren’t what they used to be, and each passing year increases the chances for sadness, but consider the alternative. We’re still here. Although the joke may be on us, we can still laugh with ourselves—and each other—as well as at ourselves.




  So sit back and enjoy this book’s contents. You’ll be better off, and in so many ways. And in that spirit, let me share one of my favorites:




  A man left his house on a rainy evening, walked to the curb, and flagged down a vacant taxi that was just passing by. As he got in, the middle-aged driver said, “Perfect timing—you’re just like Frank.” 




  “Who?” the passenger asked.




  “Frank Jenkins. He’s a guy who did everything right all the time. Like my coming along when you needed a cab. Things happened like that to Frank all the time.”




  “There are always a few clouds over everybody,” the passenger said ­dubiously.




  The cabbie shook his head. “Naw, not Frank. He was a terrific athlete. He could have won the tennis grand slam. He could have been Tiger Woods at golf. He sang like an opera baritone and danced like a Broadway star. And, boy could he play the piano. He was an amazing guy.”




  “Sounds like he was something really special.”




  “Wait—there’s more. Frank had a memory like a computer. He remembered everybody’s birthday. He knew all about wine, which foods to order in any kind of restaurant, and which fork to eat them with. He could fix anything. Not like me. I change a fuse, and the whole street blacks out. But Frank could do everything right.”




  “Wow, some guy,” the passenger whistled with admiration. 




  “He always knew the quickest way to go in traffic to avoid jams,” the driver continued. “Not like me, I always seem to get stuck in them. But Frank, he never made a mistake. What’s more, he really knew how to treat a woman and make her feel good. He would never answer her back even if she was in the wrong; and his clothing was always immaculate, shoes highly polished, too. He was the perfect man! He never made a mistake. No one could ever measure up to Frank Jenkins.”




  “An amazing fellow. How did you meet him?”




  “Well, I never actually met Frank,” the driver explained. “He died and I married his widow.”




  * * * * * *




  Many thanks to the numerous people who shared jokes or pointed me in the direction of other sources. Special gratitude to Larry Burd, Rich Goldman, and Betsy Wesman and to Kelsie Besaw for her editorial insights.




  CHAPTER ONE




  Oldsters Say the


  Darndest Things




  TWO MIDDLE-AGED TEXANS SAT on an airplane with an elderly Texan between them. The first middle-aged Texan bragged, “My name is Roger. I own 250,000 acres. I have 1,000 head of cattle, and they call my place the Jolly Roger.”




  The other middle-aged Texan sneered, “My name is John. I own 350,000 acres. I have 5,000 head of cattle, and they call my place Big John’s.”




  They both look at the elderly Texan, who tells them, “My name is Irving, and I own only 300 acres.”




  Roger asked, “Only 300 acres? What do you raise?”




  “Nothing,” Irving replied.




  “Well then, what do you call it?” John asked.




  “Downtown Dallas.”
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  An old man was sitting on a park bench when a young punk sat down beside him. The teenager had spiked hair in a rainbow of colors: green, red, orange, blue, and yellow.




  The old man just stared. Every time the punk looked, the old man was staring at him. The punk finally asked sarcastically, “What’s the matter, old timer? Never done anything wild in your life?”




  Without batting an eye, the old man replied, “Yep. Got drunk once and had sex with a peacock. I was just wondering if you were my son.”
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  A well-to-do man in his seventies told a friend that he had become engaged to a twenty-two-year-old girl.




  “How’d you get her to accept your proposal?” the friend asked.




  “I lied about my age—I told her I’m ninety-two.”
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  A state trooper spied a car puttering along a county road at twenty-two miles an hour, so he pulled the driver over. Approaching the car, he noticed that the passengers inside looked wide-eyed and terribly pale.




  The elderly driver began, “Officer, I don’t understand, I was doing exactly the speed limit! What seems to be the problem?”




  “Sir,” the officer replies, “You weren’t speeding, but driving slower than the speed limit can also be dangerous.”




  “I beg to differ, officer, I was doing the speed limit exactly: twenty-two miles an hour!” the old man said.




  The trooper explained that “22” was the route number, not the speed limit. A bit embarrassed, the man grinned and thanked the officer for pointing out his error.




  “But before I let you go, sir, I have to ask whether everyone in this car is all right?” the trooper asked. “Your passengers seem awfully shaken.”




  “Oh, they’ll be all right in a minute,” the old man said. “We just got off Route 119.”
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  A salesman drove into a small town where a carnival was in process. In front was a sign that read “Don’t Miss the Great Levinksy.” The salesman stopped and bought a ticket for that act.




  Inside the tent was a table with three walnuts on it. Standing next to it was an elderly man who unzipped his fly and took out his huge manhood. With one mighty swing, he smashed it down on the tabletop and cracked all three walnuts. The crowd went wild.




  Twenty years later, the salesman visited the same town where he saw the now-faded sign at the same carnival: “Don’t Miss the Great Levinsky.” The salesman couldn’t believe the performer guy was still alive much less still doing his act, so he bought a ticket to find out.




  Inside the tent was the table, but instead of walnuts, three coconuts were placed on the table. Out came Levinsky, who unzipped his fly and extracted his member, which had grown no smaller over the years. With three swings, he smashed the coconuts. Again the crowd went wild.




  Amazed, the salesman requested a meeting with Levinsky after the show the show. “That’s remarkable, he told the performer, but one thing—why did you switch from walnuts to coconuts?”




  “To tell you the truth,” Levinsky replied, “my eyesight isn’t what it once was.”
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  A newspaper reporter asked a centenarian how he managed to live to 100.




  “Well, son, I got married when I was twenty-one. The wife and I decided that if we had arguments, the loser would take a long walk to get over being mad.”




  “And?” the reporter pressed.




  “I’ve benefitted from seventy-nine years of fresh air.”
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  Thinking that a political candidate needed to show a more human side of himself, his campaign chairman advised him to visit an old age home. Walking into the room of an old man, with the cameras whirring, the nominee was surprised when the old man offered him some peanuts from a bowl on the table.




  “Thank you,” said the nominee after being offered more for the third time, “why don’t you have some yourself?”




  “Oh, I can’t eat it,” said the old man, “I don’t have any teeth.”




  “So why do you have them?” asked the confused nominee.




  “I like the chocolate around it.”
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  An elderly shopper used a check to pay for such items as cotton balls, cotton swabs, powder, and cold cream. On the check’s memo line, she wrote, “Repairs.”
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  As a senior citizen drove down the freeway, his car phone rang. Answering, he heard his wife’s voice urgently warning him, “I just heard on the news that some idiot is driving his car the wrong way on the freeway. Please be careful!”




  “Hell,” said her husband, “It’s not just one car. It’s hundreds of them!”
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  Just as she was celebrating her eightieth birthday, a woman received a jury-duty notice. She called the clerk’s office to remind them that she was exempt because of her age.




  “You need to come in and fill out the exemption forms,” the clerk said.




  “But I filled them out last year,” she replied.




  “You have to fill them out every year.”




  “Why?” the woman asked, “do you think I’m getting younger?”
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  An elderly woman who drove through an intersection was stopped by a traffic cop. “Ma’am, don’t you know what it means when I hold up my hand?”




  “I certainly should know,” she replied, “I was a schoolteacher for forty-five years.”
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  A young man went to a psychic in the hope of contacting his dearly departed immigrant grandmother. The psychic’s eyelids fluttered, her hands floated above the table, and she began to moan. At that point an old woman’s voice filled the room. “Grandson? Are you there?”




  The man, wide-eyed and on the edge of his seat, replied, “Grandmother? Is that you?”




  “Yes, my grandson, it’s me.”




  “It’s really, really you, grandmother?”




  “Yes, it’s really me, grandson.”




  The man looked puzzled, “You’re sure it’s you, grandmother?”
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