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  DEDICATION




  This book is dedicated to my father, Eugene Cannon, whose sense of humor, second only to his faith in God, got him over life’s rough spots.




  INTRODUCTION




  TEXAS HUMOR LURKS BEHIND


  EVERY PRICKLY PEAR




  A distinct part of this state that we call Texas is its humor. Humor lurks behind every prickly pear in Texas. Humor can be sifted from its history, its multicultural inhabitants, its politics, and its geographical settings, such as the naming of its communities and cities. Some of its shortcomings are made palatable through its humor. A graphic example is found in its reputation for bragging. Texans are expected to brag that everything is bigger, grander, and more desirable than anywhere else on the planet. Its point of departure for its bragging has always been its size.




  The vastness of the state made it possible, since its annexation into the United States, to brag that “Texas, with its 267,277 square miles, was the largest state in the Union.” That was until 1959, when Alaska with its 656,424 square miles became the nation’s 49th state. Then Texas was forced to change its tune. For a Texan this was not easy to swallow! Instead of pouting like a kid who had lost his place in line at the movies, Texans reverted to their built-in humor and without missing a step proudly announced that “Texas was the largest unfrozen state in the Union!”




  Adversity has a way of stimulating Texans. They use it to aggrandize Texas by falling back on their humor to take out the sting. One example of a Texan’s use of adversity to brag about the state’s “firstness” in all aspects of life, also points out the Texan’s fervent belief that only by the divine favor of a Supreme Being could our state have risen to such lofty heights. It is the story of a West Texas cowboy who, while lost in the Big Bend region of the state, wandered into a small graveyard in a Brewster County community. The story goes that the cowpoke fell into a freshly dug grave, which awaited a scheduled funeral. Although perplexed at his dilemma, the wayward cowhand decided to sleep away the night and take a fresh look at things by the light of a new day. The following morning the sun came up over the Chisos Mountains in a burst of light and color that only a West Texas sunrise can afford. Having slept soundly the entire night, the cowpoke was not immediately aware of his circumstances, except for the fact that he was in a deep hole. He managed to pull and claw himself to ground level, where he looked around and saw the grave markers. He then realized he was in a cemetery. He was blinded by the brilliancy of the sunrise. In true Texas spirit, he shouted to a nonexistent audience, “Texas, first in the resurrection!”




   




  

    ON TEXAS TALL TALES




    Tall tales are stories, generally told in jest, that are so obviously exaggerated so as to be unbelievable, as most of them are. Notice we said “most” tall tales are accredited to, or expected of, Texans, no doubt, because of the stories told around the campfires by bored and lonesome cowboys. Perhaps the origin of Texas tall tales and “Daddy” of them all were those told about the mythical Texas cowboy. “Pecos Bill.” This West Texas cowpoke, it was said, being an orphan, was raised by a coyote. “Bill” was said to have dug the Grand Canyon with a stick and ridden everything from a mountain lion to a cyclone! As the reputation for pomposity among Texans spread, so did the expectation of their having another exaggerated story out of Texas to tell. And one cannot disappoint a willing listener.




    So, like an avid fisherman’s unlikely fish stories, Texans milked their reputations for all it was worth. Our offerings here consist of only a handful of the more mild Texas tales. But, one has to be careful before judging them to be a lie. Knowing Texas, they just might be true!


  




   




   A LESSON ON THOROUGHNESS




  In recent years those who attend or have attended the very respected Texas A&M University have been the butt of many jokes pointed at their learned intelligence. Perhaps the origin of these generally untrue stories was an incident that occurred a decade or so ago. A newspaper story of that time related that a two-seated Cessna airplane had crashed in a cemetery not far from College Station. The university had generously sent a search and rescue team of volunteers from the school and at last report, they had recovered 300 bodies and were still digging!
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  THE NAKED TRUTH ABOUT


  TEXANS’ WEALTH





  Two Texans made a trip to a newly opened Louisiana casino. They agreed to meet early the next morning at the casino lounge. Both, not wanting to miss a thing, came down immediately upon getting out of bed. Arriving at the lounge, one Texan, still in his underwear, was met by his friend who was totally naked. The naked Texan said to his friend in his underwear, “I really envy you—you always know when to quit!”
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  A BAD COFFIN SPELL




  There are many folks, particularly those from outside our state, who have the opinion that Texas is one flat prairie. Perhaps this story will convince them that we have some pretty steep hills also. The story was told at a Central Texas Lion’s Club luncheon.




  It is said that one beautiful little Texas town, which is the county seat of a Hill Country county, sits at the foot of one of the state’s longest hills on an interstate highway. The hill has such a steep grade that one staying in nearby motels can hear the big eighteen-wheelers grind their gears trying to come into town at a safe speed! At the top of this hill, and a few hundred feet off the interstate, in a small stand of trees is the Mt. Pisgah Missionary Baptist Church. One of its longtime members, Sister Ludi Mae Simpson, had died and her funeral was planned at the church with burial in the small town.




  After the last three verses of “Rock of Ages” were sung, Sister Simpson’s coffin was loaded in the back of a hearse to be driven to the cemetery. The hearse had to cross a small bar ditch between the churchyard and the highway. The sudden jolt caused by crossing the ditch resulted in the rear doors of the hearse coming unlocked.




  After pulling out on the interstate, the vehicle lurched into motion. The movement sent the coffin bearing Mrs. Simpson out of the hearse where it landed flat on the pavement and squarely on the white line in the middle of the interstate, as if directed there by the Almighty, Himself! The steep slope of the hill was such that the coffin started sliding down the interstate in the direction of the county seat about half a mile below. As the coffin continued downhill it began to pick up speed, slowly at first and then faster and faster until it reached a speed of 75 to 80 miles per hour.




  At this speed it didn’t take long for Mrs. Ludi Mae to reach the city limits! The pine coffin was smoking slightly by the time it ran through the town’s only signal light, which hung from poles at the intersection by the town square. Fortunately for the speeding corpse, the light was green when she flashed through at a speed quite a bit above the speed limit! The coffin whizzed by the Confederate statue on the courthouse lawn. Fortunately, by this time the coffin had lost most of its speed. It crossed the street around the square doing only about 30 mph, when it jumped the curb and hit the double doors of Rexal Drugs. It crashed through the doors, flew past the front register, past the candy display, and flew past the cosmetic counter.




  It came to an abrupt stop when it hit the prescription counter. The sudden stop caused the coffin lid to fly off and Ludi Mae, who was known to all, to sit straight up in the now immobile coffin. Wilburn Moody, who had been the druggist at the store for nearly twenty years, said the same thing he had said daily since he started working there, “May I help you?”




  To this Mrs. Simpson gave a perfectly legitimate reply, “Can you please give me something to stop this coffin?”




  I can’t vouch for the truthfulness of this story, but it impressed Ace Pollard enough that he gave the teller a job selling previously owned cars at the Chevrolet house.




  [image: ]




  “BIG JOHN” COMES TO PECOS!




  In all his days behind the bar at the Golden Nugget Saloon in Pecos, Sam the bartender had never received instructions from the saloon’s owner like he got this evening. “Big John” is going to be in town, I hear. If he comes in, I want you to close the bar, take the cash box to the office, and lock the place up! Just drop everything and run for your life if you hear that “Big John” is coming to town!




  About nine o’clock, a man came running into the Nugget. “Big John is coming!” he shouted for all to hear. About that time, the swinging doors were about knocked off their hinges. Pushing his way through a few trail bums standing in the doorway, in strode a giant of a man over six foot tall and sporting a bushy red beard that covered his neck and much of his chest. Card players flew in all directions as the man, without comment, overturned the first two tables that stood between him and the bar. The oak bar was nearly split in half when he pounded his ham-sized fists to get the bartender’s attention. “Bottle of whiskey,” he said in a demanding voice that overshadowed the piano music that previously had filled the room. The bartender meekly slid a bottle of two-dollar red-eye the length of the bar into the grip of the hulk of a man that awaited it. All eyes were fastened on the man with the bushy beard as he bit off the top of the bottle with his teeth and spat it into the polished spittoon that sat at his feet! He consumed the bottle almost without removing it from his now moist lips.




  “Want another?” asked the bartender meekly. “Naw!” replied the burly customer, “I ain’t going to hang around long. Don’t want to be here if Big John comes in!”




  THE BORROWED QUOTATION




  A Dallas historian and photographer was told that each year on the anniversary of his fatal shooting, the ghost of Texas badman Sam Bass appeared in the lobby of the Round Rock Bank, where he was mortally wounded attempting to rob the bank. “What a scoop it would be if I could capture the infamous man’s ghost on film,” he thought. On the appropriate day the following July, the historian meticulously set up his camera in the bank’s lobby and quietly awaited the ghost’s appearance. True to what he had been told, about noon Bass’ ghost showed itself. The photographer popped in a flash bulb and snapped the shutter. When the film was developed he was disappointed to find that the negative was terribly underexposed. It was almost blank! In a moment of quiet desperation the man said aloud, “The spirit was willing, but the flash was weak!”
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  EVEN TEXAS ROAD KILL


  CAN BE HUMOROUS





  Normally, road kill doesn’t deserve special attention; however, if you live in Texas, it may serve to verify a Texan’s reputation to exaggerate. My friend, Ray Sims tells of an East Texas buddy of his who has a rural home that sits on a main highway near Henderson. Ray related how his friend, who’s veracity is, or was, before this story, beyond doubt. He told Ray about an experience he had one sleepy weekend as he sat on his front porch watching the pickups drive by. He related how one of those Texas “good-ol-boys” abruptly stopped his pickup near his house. The driver jumped out of his truck and walked to a spot in the road, which could be seen by Ray’s friend. He then reached in the bed of his truck and produced an aerosol can. The driver returned to the front of his truck, where he bent over the spot in the road and proceeded to spray the spot with the contents of the can.




  Ray’s friend was more than a little bit curious about the driver’s interest in what was obviously the remains of some poor critter that had met the same fate as many other small animals crossing the highway in traffic. Ray’s friend told how he saw the driver toss the can into a ditch that ran alongside the road when he was finished with the task. After he drove away, he watched as slowly, almost as if in slow motion, the spot began to show signs of life. First he could see one long ear rise from the pavement. Then another long ear followed.




  As if in a dream, Ray’s friend watched as the spot slowly rose up from the asphalt, made two or three hops, and then started off across the pasture in front of his rural home. The East Texas friend watched in disbelief as the “dead” rabbit bounded across the pasture. It ran about a hundred yards and then turned and waved. The resurrected rabbit ran another few yards and then turned and waved again. This procedure of running, then turning to wave continued until it was out of sight. Still in shock, stated Ray’s friend, he couldn’t contain himself any longer! He rushed out to the bar ditch to have a look at the discarded can. He picked it up and looked at the label. The miracle-working can was marked “Hare Restorer with Permanent Wave”
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  “JUST BLOW OUT THAT


  DARNED LANTERN!”





  Fish stories know no state boundaries to be suspect, but Texas fish stories are, like everything else, just bigger lies than most! My friend, Ray Sims, who is an avid hunter and fisherman, has probably heard and told more than the average Texas fish stories. One of his buddies down in Austin told Ray how he caught a twenty-pound bass at Toledo Bend Lake. Ray has fished that lake as much as anyone and questioned the man’s honesty about his fish.




  Ray said, “Let me tell you about the time Pete and I went crappie fishing on Lake Houston. We were fishing at night from the bank and we caught about thirty crappie as fast as we could stick the minners on the hooks.”




  “That’s a whole lot of crappie, ain’t it Ray?” asked his doubting buddy.




  “That isn’t the half of it,” said Ray. “Pete got so excited he kicked the lantern in the lake. We went back the next weekend to the same spot to see if we could repeat our luck. I threw out my crappie rig, and when I pulled it in I had hooked our lantern. “And,” said Ray, “it was still burning.”




  “Now,” said Ray’s friend, “that is about the biggest fish lie I’ve ever heard.”




  “Okay,” said Ray, “you take ten pounds off your bass, and I’ll blow out my lantern!”
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  WHAT’S IN A NAME?




  One Mills County rancher reported that one local cowpoke was called a rustler, even though he never stole livestock. He got hung with the title because he wore taffeta underwear!
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  WHY MEDICAL


  INSURANCE IS COSTLY





  In the ritzy Highland Park section of Dallas, the residents demand the ultimate in everything. This does not exclude the medical profession. One young doctor, just opening his practice and having grown up in this environment, opened his office with an expensive but expected flare. His extravagantly appointed office was staffed with a receptionist, two nurses and two assistant nurses, one lab technician, and himself. Service was to be paramount in his office!




  One day a man about thirty years of age strolled in. “What can we do for you?” asked the receptionist.




  “I have the shingles,” replied the young man.




  “Have a seat over there and fill out these patient information forms,” she instructed. After about thirty minutes, the receptionist picked up the forms and ushered the man into a waiting room. After a wait of thirty or so minutes, a lady in white, who introduced herself as an assistant nurse entered the room and asked what the man needed.




  “As I told the lady at the desk, I have the shingles.” The assistant nurse escorted the man straight to an examination room.




  “You may hang your jacket on that hook,” she said. She then stepped out and returned with the nurse. The nurse proceeded to tell the impatient man to remove all his clothes and lay down on the examination table. The man lay quietly for about a half hour.




  The silence was broken by the entrance of a man in a lab coat who introduced himself as the technician. “I’m here to draw blood and do an EKG,” said the man. “When I am finished, the doctor will examine you.” The procedures took about thirty minutes. As promised, the doctor then made his appearance. “And, young man,” he said, “I understand you have the shingles?” To which the now exasperated man replied, “Yes I do!”




  “Let me have a look,” said the doctor as he started examining the man. After looking over the man’s nude body, he said, “turn over.” The young man complied. “And,” asked the doctor after his examination, “Just where are the shingles?”




  “They are on my truck,” said the deliveryman, “they are the ones you ordered from the lumber yard!”




  As the frustrated doctor left, followed by the equally frustrated man, the nurse handed the man a sizable bill.




  100 PROOF MOSQUITO STORY




  Weekend fishing trips for Texans are quite common, providing their teams are not playing on TV on the weekend selected for the outing. These fishing trips are fraught with a variety of risks, one of the most common of which is the ever-present, always hungry, mosquitoes. If one sleeps out at night, he must come prepared to fend off the buzzing, needle-nosed, curse of the outdoorsman! While sitting around a campfire at the end of a hard day’s fishing on the Colorado River, three men were discussing their escape from the cares of life with a three-day fishing trip. One man, in discussing a third man, remarked that he didn’t understand how he could sleep at night without a mosquito net.
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