
Statement of Copyright Exclusion 

 To the best of my knowledge, all of this material is in the public domain. I 

have merely assembled it. The few newspaper clippings that contain a source 

have been blurred so that the name is not legible. I have also obscured faces and 

license plates.  

 

Preface 

 There's nothing quite like a funny Email from a friend to brighten up a 

difficult day at work. I've been collecting these for years and am sure you'll 

enjoy them as much as I have, so get ready to roll on the floor laughing! Of 

course, I can't take credit for any of this. I guess that also means I shouldn't be 

blamed for it either. 

 

The Parrot Died 

 At dawn the telephone rings, "Hello, Señor Bob? This is Ernesto, the 

caretaker at your country house." 

 "Ah yes, Ernesto. What can I do for you? Is there a problem?" 

 "Um, I am just calling to advise you, Señor Bob, that your parrot, he is 

dead". 

 "My parrot? Dead? The one that swept the International competition?" 

 "Si, Señor, that is the one." 

 "That's a pity! I spent a small fortune on that bird. What did he die from?" 

 "From eating the rotten meat, Señor Bob." 

 "Rotten meat? Who fed him rotten meat?" 

 "Nobody, Señor. He ate the meat of the dead horse." 

 "Dead horse? What dead horse?" 

 "The thoroughbred, Señor Bob…" 

 "My prize thoroughbred is dead?" 

 "Yes, Señor Bob, he died from all that work pulling the water cart." 

 "Are you insane? What water cart?" 

 "The one we used to put out the fire, Señor." 

 "Good Lord! What fire are you talking about, man?" 

 "The one at your house, Señor! A candle fell and the curtains caught on 

fire." 

 "Are you saying that my mansion is destroyed because of a candle?!" 

 "Yes, Señor Bob." 

 "But there's electricity at the house! What was the candle for?" 

 "For the funeral, Señor Bob…" 

 "WHAT FUNERAL??!!" 



 "Your wife's, Señor Bob. She showed up very late one night and I thought 

she was a thief, so I hit her with your new Ping G30 204g titanium head golf 

club with the TFC 149D graphite shaft." 

 silence… long silence… very long silence… 

 "Ernesto, if you damaged that driver, you're in serious trouble." 

 

A Homeless Man's funeral 

 As a bagpiper, I play many gigs. Recently I was asked by a funeral director 

to play at a graveside service for a homeless man. He had no family or friends, 

so the service was to be at a pauper's cemetery in the Kentucky backcountry. 

 As I was not familiar with the backwoods, I got lost and, being a typical 

man, I didn't stop for directions. I finally arrived an hour late and saw the funeral 

guy had evidently gone and the hearse was nowhere in sight. There were only 

the diggers and crew left and they were eating lunch. 

 I felt badly and apologized to the men for being late. I went to the side of 

the grave and looked down and the vault lid was already in place. I didn't know 

what else to do, so I started to play. 

 The workers put down their lunches and began to gather around. I played 

out my heart and soul for this man with no family and friends. I played like I've 

never played before for this homeless man. And as I played "Amazing Grace," 

the workers began to weep. They wept, I wept, we all wept together. When I 

finished I packed up my bagpipes and started for my car. Though my head hung 

low, my heart was full. 

 As I opened the door to my car, I heard one of the workers say, "I never 

seen nothin' like that before and I've been putting in septic tanks for twenty 

years." 


