
FRESH CHUCKLEBERRIES! 
Warning! Not to be taken internally, literally, or seriously!

“You don’t stop laughing because you grow old, you grow old because you stop laughing.” -- Anonymous

Golf Buddies!

Sid and Barney head out for 
a quick round of golf. Since 
they are short on time, they 
decide to play only nine 
holes.
            Sid says to Barney, 
‘Let’s say we make the time 
worthwhile, at least for one 
of us and put $5 on the low-
est score for the day.’ 
            Barney agrees and they 
enjoy a great game.
            After the eighth hole, 
Barney is ahead by one 
stroke but cuts his ball into 
the rough on the ninth.
            ‘Help me find my 
ball. You look over there,’ he 
says to Sid. After five min-
utes, neither has had any luck 
and since a lost ball carries a 
four-point penalty, Barney 
pulls a ball from his pocket 
and tosses it to the ground. 
‘I’ve found my ball,’ he an-
nounces triumphantly.
            Sid looks at him 
forlornly, ‘After all the years 
we’ve been friends, you’d 
cheat me on golf for a measly 
five bucks?’
            ‘What do you mean 
cheat?’ says Barney, ‘I found 
my ball right here.’
            ‘And a liar too,’ Sid 
says with amazement, ‘I’ve 
been standing on your ball 
for the last five minutes.’
 
Man Just Bought a Dead 
Horse Without Knowing.
 A young man named 
Chuck bought a horse from a 
farmer for $250. The farmer 
agreed to deliver the horse 
the next day. 
 The next day, the 
farmer drove up to Chuck’s 
house and said, “Sorry, son, 
but I have some bad news. 
The horse died.”
 Chuck replied, 
“Well, then, just give me my 
money back.”
 The farmer said, 
“Can’t do that. I went and 

spent it already.”
 Chuck said, “Okay, 
then, just bring me the dead 
horse.”
 The farmer asked, 
“What ya gonna do with 
him?”
 Chuck said, “I’m 
going to raffle him off.”
 The farmer said, 
“You can’t raffle off a dead 
horse!”
 Chuck said, “Sure I 
can. Watch me. I just won’t 
tell anybody he’s dead.”
 A month later, the 
farmer met up with Chuck 
and asked, “What happened 
with that dead horse?”
 Chuck said, “I raf-
fled him off. I sold 500 tick-
ets at five dollars apiece and 
made a profit of $2,495.” 
 The farmer said, 
“Didn’t anyone complain?”
 Chuck said, “Just 
the guy who won. So, I gave 
him his five dollars back.”
 Chuck grew up and 
now works for the govern-
ment.
 
ONE LINERS:
•  A hot blonde orders 
a double entendre at the bar. 
The bartender gave it to her.
• Want to hear a word 
I just made up? Plagiarism.
• Why do cows wear 
bells? Because their horns 
don’t work.
• What did the pirate 
say when he turned 80? Aye 
Matey.
• To the handicapped 
guy who stole my bag. You 
can hide but you can’t run.
• I took the shell off 
my racing snail, thinking it 
would make him run faster. 
If anything, it made him 
more sluggish.
• Q: How do you 
think the unthinkable? A: 
With an itheberg.
• Someone stole my 
mood ring. I don’t know 
how I feel about that.

• I tried to catch fog 
yesterday. I Mist.
• The first rule of Al-
zheimer’s club? Don’t talk 
about chess club.
• Why does a chicken 
coop have two doors? If it 
had four doors, it would be a 
chicken sedan.
• I told my wife she 
was drawing her eyebrows 
too high. She looked sur-
prised. 

Lawn Chores
            When our lawn 
mower broke and wouldn’t 
run, my wife kept hinting to 
me that I should get it fixed. 
But, somehow I always had 
something else to take care 
of first, the shed, the boat, 
making beer, but there was 
always something more im-
portant to me.
            Finally, she thought 
of a clever way to make her 
point. When I arrived home 
one day, I found her seated 
in the tall grass, busily snip-
ping away with a tiny pair of 
sewing scissors. 
I watched silently for a short 
time and then went into the 
house. I was gone only a 
minute, and when I came out 
again I handed her a tooth-
brush.
            I said, “When you 
finish cutting the grass, you 
might as well sweep the 
driveway.”
The doctors say I will walk 
again, but I will always have 
a limp.
 
Witness Testimony
            In a trial, a South-
ern small-town prosecuting 
attorney called his first wit-
ness, a grandmotherly, elder-
ly woman to the stand. He 
approached her and asked, 
“Mrs. Jones, do you know 
me?” 
            She responded, “Why, 
yes, I do know you, Mr. Wil-
liams. I’ve known you since 

you were a boy, and frankly, 
you’ve been a big disap-
pointment to me. You lie, 
you cheat on your wife, and 
you manipulate people and 
talk about them behind their 
backs. You think you’re a big 
shot when you haven’t the 
brains to realize you’ll never 
amount to anything more 
than a two-bit paper pusher. 
Yes, I know you.”
            The lawyer was 
stunned. Not knowing what 
else to do, he pointed across 
the room and asked, “Mrs. 
Jones, do you know the de-
fense attorney?”
            She again replied, 
“Why yes, I do. I’ve known 
Mr. Bradley since he was 
a youngster, too. He’s lazy, 
bigoted, and he has a drink-
ing problem. He can’t build 
a normal relationship with 
anyone, and his law prac-
tice is one of the worst in the 
entire state. Not to mention 
he cheated on his wife with 
three different women. One 
of them was your wife. Yes, 
I know him.”
            The defense attorney 
nearly died.
            The judge asked 
both counselors to approach 
the bench and, in a very quiet 
voice, said, “If either of you 
idiots asks her if she knows 
me, I’ll send you both to the 
electric chair.”
 
Talking to God
            Little Jimmy was 
lying about on a hillock in 
the middle of a meadow on 
a warm spring day. Puffy 
white clouds rolled by and he 
pondered their shape. Soon, 
he began to think about God.
            “God? Are you really 
there?” Jimmy said out loud.
            To his astonishment a 
voice came from the clouds. 
“Yes, Jimmy? What can I do 
for you?”
            Seizing the oppor-
tunity, Jimmy asked, “God? 
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Member of the LARGEST MLS in WA! 

DID YOU KNOW? 
There are 7 Multiple Listing Services in Eastern Wa. We 

joined the largest in the state which is also one of the largest in 
the country. WHY? Because we wanted the most advertising 
exposure available for our Sellers. Thousands of web sites, 
millions of potential Buyers. Give us a call, we’ll get your 

property sold for you. 

Humor is the sun that 

melts winter from the 

human face.  

~ Victor Hugo.

“Laughter 
is the shortest distance 
between two people.” 

~ Victor Borge

  Chewelah (CD/MH) 935-4808
Colville (CD/MH) 684-4597 or 1-866-708-4597

Davenport (CD/MH) 725-3001 or 1-888-725-3001 
Nine Mile Falls (MH by appt only) 262-0396

         Republic (CD/MH) 775-3341 or 1-866-807-7131

Mental Health and Chemical Dependency Treatment

Chemical
Dependency

(CD)

Mental
Health
(MH)

*Mental Health After Hours Emergencies*
1-888-380-6823

Pinewood Cottage
Furniture

Arts•Crafts
57 Local Handcraft 

Artisans Plus...
Rosalia Antique & Flea 

Market (208 W. 2nd Street - 
1 blk West of Whitman)

HOURS: Open Daily 10-4, 
Wed-Fri ‘til 6

509-523-3112

What is a million years like 
to you?”
            Knowing that Jim-
my could not understand 
the concept of infinity, God 
responded in a manner to 
which Jimmy could relate. 
“A million years to me, Jim-
my, is like a minute.”
            “Oh,” said Jimmy. 
“Well, then, what’s a million 
dollars like to you?”
            “A million dollars to 
me, Jimmy, is like a penny.”
            “Wow!” remarked 
Jimmy, getting an idea. 
“You’re so generous. Can I 
have one of your pennies?”
            God replied, “Sure 
thing, Jimmy! In just a min-
ute.”

Skipping Mass
            The Reverend Fran-
cis Norton woke up Sunday 
morning and, realizing it was 
an exceptionally beautiful 
and sunny early spring day, 
decided he just had to play 
golf. So he told the Associ-
ate Pastor that he was feeling 
sick and convinced him to 
say Mass for him that day.
            As soon as the As-
sociate Pastor left the room, 
Father Norton headed out of 
town to a golf course about 
forty miles away. This way 
he knew he wouldn’t ac-
cidentally meet anyone he 
knew from his parish. Set-
ting up on the first tee, he 
was alone. After all, it was 
Sunday morning and every-

one else was in church!
            At about this time, 
Saint Peter leaned over to 
the Lord while looking down 
from the heavens and ex-
claimed, “You’re not going 
to let him get away with this, 
are you?”
            The Lord sighed, and 
said, “No, I guess not.”
            Just then Father Norton 
hit the ball and it shot straight 
towards the pin, dropping 
just short of it, rolled up and 
fell into the hole. It WAS A 
420 YARD HOLE IN ONE!
            St. Peter was aston-
ished. He looked at the Lord 
and asked, “Why did you let 
him do that?”
            The Lord smiled and 
replied, “Who’s he going to 
tell?”

I Huckleberry
country!


