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THE GUNFIGHTER 
In the days of the Wild West, there was a young 
cowboy who wanted more than anything to be the 
greatest gunfighter in the world. He practiced 
every minute of his spare time, but he knew that 
he wasn't yet first-rate and that there must be 
something he was doing wrong. Sitting in a 
saloon one Saturday night, he recognized an 
elderly man seated at the bar who had the 
reputation of being the fastest gun in the West in 
his day. The young cowboy took a seat next to the 
old-timer, bought him a drink, and told him the 
story of his great ambition.  
"Do you think you could give me some tips?" he 
asked.  
The old man looked him up and down and said, 
"Well, for one thing, you're wearing your gun too 
high. Tie the holster a lil' lower down on your 
leg."  
"Will that make me a better gunfighter?" asked 
the young man.  
"Sure will," said the old-timer.  
The young man did as he was told, stood up, 
whipped out his .44 and shot the bow tie off the 
piano player. "That's terrific!" said the cowboy. 
"Got any more tips for me?"  
"Yep," said the old man. "Cut a notch out of your 
holster where the hammer hits it. That'll give you 
a smoother draw."  
"Will that make me a better gunfighter?" asked 
the younger man.  
"You bet it will," said the old-timer.  
The young man took out his knife, cut the notch, 
stood up, drew his gun in a blur, then shot a 
cufflink off the piano player. "Wow!" said the 
cowboy. "I'm learnin' somethin' here. Got any 
more tips?"  
The old man pointed to a large can in a corner of 
the saloon. "See that axle grease over there? Coat 
your gun with it."  
The young man went over to the can and smeared 
some of the grease on the barrel of his gun.  
"No," said the old-timer, "I mean smear it all over 
the gun, handle and all."  
"Will that make me a better gunfighter?" asked 
the young man.  

"No," said the old-timer, "but when Wyatt Earp 
gets done playing the piano, he's going to shove 
that gun up your ass and it won't hurt as much."  
 
THROW IT ALL INTO THE RIVER 
A preacher, completing a temperance sermon, 
spoke with great fervor! "If I had all the beer in 
the world, I'd throw it all into the river."  
With greater emphasis, he said, "And if I had all 
the wine in the world, I'd throw it all into the 
river."  
And finally he said, "And if I had all the whiskey 
in the world, I'd throw it all into the river, too!"  
As he took his chair, the song leader stood and 
announced with a smile, "For our closing hymn, 
let us sing number 365:"  
"Shall We Gather at the River." 
 
ROBBING LAWYERS 
Two lawyers are in a bank, when, suddenly, 
armed robbers burst in. While several of the 
robbers take the money from the tellers, others 
line the customers, including the lawyers, up 
against a wall, and proceed to take their wallets, 
watches, etc. While this is going on lawyer 
number one jams something in lawyer number 
two's hand.  
Without looking down, lawyer number two 
whispers, "What is this?" to which lawyer number 
one replies, "It's that $50 I owe you." 
 
CLOCKS IN HEAVEN 
A guy dies, and goes to Heaven. When the guy 
arrives in Heaven. 
St. Peter greets him, and says, "Come with me, 
and I will show you where you will be staying." 
St. Peter and this guy are walking along side of 
the golden fence of Heaven, and the guy notices 
many clocks on the fence. 
Out of curiosity, the guy asks St. Peter, "What are 
all these clocks for?" 
St. Peter smiles, "They are clocks for every 
person in the world," he says, "And they tick once 
for each time you lie. There is Mother Theresa's 
clock! Her clock has never ticked once. There is 
Abraham Lincoln's clock! His clock has only 
ticked twice." 
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Again, out of curiosity, the guy asks, "Where is 
Bill Clinton's clock?" 
St. Peter calmly says, "His clock is in Jesus's 
office. He is using it as a fan." 
  
CHRISTMAS EVE 
Three men die on Christ-mas Eve and go to 
heaven, where they're met by Saint Peter. "In 
order to get in," he tells them, "you'  
must each produce something representative of 
the holidays!" 
The first man digs into his pockets and pulls nut a 
match and lights it. "This represents a candle of 
hope." Impressed, Peter lets him in.  
The second man pulls out a tangle of keys and 
shakes them. "These are bells," He's allowed in 
too.  
"So," Peter says to the third man, "what do you 
have?".  
The third man proudly shows him a pair of red 
panties.  
"What do those have to do with Christmas?" asks 
Peter.  
"They're Carol's."  
 
SANTA'S BAD DAY 
One particular Christmas season a long time ago, 
Santa was getting ready for is annual trip, but 
there were problems everywhere. Four of his 
elves got sick, and the trainee elves did not 
produce the toys as fast as the regular ones so 
Santa was beginning to feel the pressure of being 
behind schedule. Then Mrs. Claus told Santa that 
her mom was coming to visit. This stressed Santa 
even more. 
When he went to harness the reindeer, he found 
that three of them were about to give birth and 
two had jumped the fence and were out, heaven 
knows where. More stress. 
Then when he began to load the sleigh one of the 
boards cracked, and the toy bag fell to the ground 
and scattered the toys. So, frustrated, Santa went 
into the house for a cup of apple cider and a shot 
of rum. 
When he went to the cupboard, he discovered that 
the elves had hidden the liquor, and there was 
nothing to drink. In his frustration, he accidentally 
dropped the cider pot, and it broke into hundreds 

of little pieces all over the kitchen floor. He went 
to get the broom and found that mice had eaten 
the straw end of the broom. 
Just then the doorbell rang, and irritable Santa 
trudged to the door. He opened the door, and 
there was a little angel with a great Christmas 
tree. 
The angel said, very cheerfully, “Merry 
Christmas, Santa. Isn’t it a lovely day? I have a 
beautiful tree for you. Where would you like me 
to stick it?” 
Thus began the tradition of the little angel on top 
of the Christmas tree. 
 
THE OFFICE PARTY 
John, woke up after the annual office Christmas 
party with a pounding headache, cotton-mouthed 
and utterly unable to recall the events of the 
preceding evening. 
After a trip to the bathroom, he made his way 
downstairs, where his wife put some coffee in 
front of him. “Louise,” he moaned, “tell me what 
happened last night. Was it as bad as I think?” 
“Even worse,” she said, her voice oozing scorn. 
“You made a complete ass of yourself. You 
succeeded in antagonizing the entire board of 
directors and you insulted the president of the 
company, right to his face.” 
“He’s an asshole,” John said. “Piss on him.” 
“You did,” came the reply. “And he fired you.” 
“Well, screw him!” said John. 
“I did. You’re back at work on Monday.” 
 
SOMETHING FOR MOTHER 
The Santa Claus at the mall was very surprised 
when a young lady about twenty years old walked 
up and sat on his lap. Santa doesn't usually take 
requests from adults, but she smiled very nicely at 
him, so he asked her, "What do you want for 
Christmas?"  
"Something for my mother," said the young lady.  
"Something for your mother? Well, that's very 
thoughtful of you," smiled Santa. "What do you 
want me to bring her?"  
Without blinking she replied, "A son-in-law!" 
 

“MERRY CHRISTMAS” 


