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A Chance Meeting 

 
She was an elderly lady walking slowly along the sidewalk.  Suddenly she stopped.  She was 

looking down at some markings on the sidewalk which some children had made for a game 

called “Hopscotch.”  She stood there for a long time looking at the markings.  Then she 

appeared to take a deep breath as she began to play the game.  Feet apart, hop, feet together, 

hop, until she finished at the end of the markings.  The man was sitting on a wall a few feet 

away.  He was an elderly gentleman who, resting his cane against his knee, clapped his 

hands. 

 

“Bravo,” he said, “well done.” 

 

“Oh,” she gasped, “I didn’t know anyone was there.  I don’t see very well.” 

 

“It’s alright,” he replied, “don’t be embarrassed.” 

 

“Oh, I am not really embarrassed,” she said, “I have reached the point in life where I 

am just going to be myself.” 

 

“I admire you for that,” he responded, arising and taking his cane in his hand.  “Allow 

me to introduce myself, I am Richard Harmon.” 

 

“Richard Harmon!”  She came closer and peered up at his face.  “I know you.” 

 

“You do?” 

 

“Yes, I am Doris Leech.  You and I went to school together.” 

 

He said “I remember you, Doris.  Didn’t you marry Walter Smith?” 

 

“Yes, he died about six years ago.” 

 

“I’m sorry to hear that.” 

 

“Were you married, Richard?” 

 

“Oh yes, my wife died nearly fifteen years ago.” 

 

“You must have been away a long time, Richard.  I don’t remember hearing anything 

about you after we graduated from high school.” 
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“Well,” he responded, “after I graduated from college, I stayed on and eventually 

became a professor.  That was my career.  I came back a few days ago simply to take 

care of the family property that has been left to me.” 

 

“I’ll say it again,” he added, “you did very well at hopscotch.” 

 

“I have an idea,” she said with a mischievous look, “let’s do it together.” 

 

“Well,” he said, placing his cane on the wall, “I am game.” 

 

They lined up on the marks on the sidewalk and began to hop and hop.  After a couple of 

false starts, they were doing very well.  Mrs. Walsh, across the street, was peeking from 

behind the curtains of her window and her feet were trying to make the same movements.  A 

taxi driver coming by radioed his dispatcher that he was witnessing a strange sight.  The 

dispatcher called a friend of his who was a policeman and told him something strange was 

going on, and very soon a deputy sheriff was driving by and witnessed the event. 

 

By the time the two had finished their efforts at hopscotch, half the neighborhood was out in 

the yard watching them.   

 

They turned and faced the onlookers, and bowed.  Then the man picked up his cane and they 

walked away arm in arm. 
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The Old Man, the Little Girl, and the Puppy 

 

 
He was taking a walk along the sidewalk. 

 

“Mister,” the little girl said sobbing, “my puppy is hurt.”  The little dog in her arms 

was whimpering. 

 

“How did it happen?” he asked. 

 

“A bad man kicked my puppy,” she replied, still sobbing. 

 

“Where do you live?” he asked, “let’s get you home so your parents can call the 

veterinarian.” 

 

The little girl lived only a few blocks away and, as they arrived, a woman came out on the 

porch. 

 

“What is this, Mister?” 

 

“Well,” the man replied, “your daughter, I presume, came to me complaining that her 

little dog had been injured by somebody.” 

 

“Well,” the woman snapped, “it is not any of your affair.  My husband was trying to 

sleep and the dog was barking and my husband kicked the dog out of the house.” 

 

“Well,” the man said, “your daughter is very concerned about the puppy.” 

 

“And I am concerned about you, Mister.  I heard about old men and how they 

gravitate toward little girls.  I think you should just leave.” 

 

The man noted that the puppy seemed to be alright.  He was playing with the little girl in the 

yard. 

 

“I am leaving,” he said to the woman.  “I think you should warn your husband that it 

is against the law to be cruel to animals.” 

 

As he walked away, he realized things were not right in that household.  The puppy was in 

danger of being injured again and even the little girl might not be completely safe.  However, 

he also realized there were things he could not control.  As he glanced at his watch, he knew 

he’d have to hurry home so that his daughter could take him to the hospital for 

chemotherapy.  
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Hide and Seek 
 

 

 

 

There were three young boys playing marbles and they were bored.  The first boy suggested 

they play “hide and seek.”  The other two agreed. 

 

The first boy went to hide behind the bush, but there was a man crouched down there.  Just 

then, a police car whizzed by and two policemen on foot were running across the yard. 

 

“Mister Policeman,” the boy shouted, pointing at the bush, “the man is hiding here.” 

 

The policeman approached with pistol drawn and the crouched man stood up and placed his 

hands upon his head. 

 

The policeman removed a revolver from his belt and handcuffed him. 

 

“Thanks, kid,” the policeman said as he lead the man away. 

 

“Boy!” said one of the other boys.  “It’s a good thing you saw him and turned him in.  

He might have wanted to hurt us.” 

 

“Oh, no,” the first boy said.  “He doesn’t hurt kids.” 

 

“How do you know?” 

 

“He’s my uncle Ed,” the first boy explained.  “He’s always getting into trouble, but 

he never hurts children.” 
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The Governor and the Homeless Man 

 

 

 
The Governor ordered his driver to stop the car. 

 

“I want to talk to that homeless man over there,” he explained. 

 

The Governor knew that the reporters who were following him would want to get pictures.  It 

was a great opportunity for a photo-op. 

 

“Hello there,” he said to the homeless man.  “I’m the Governor.” 

 

The homeless man straightened up and took off his hat, but not in deference to the Governor. 

 

“I know who you are, Ralph,” this man said.  “And, you know who I am.  I am the 

Governor’s former law partner,” said the homeless man directly to the reporters. 

“We were charged with stealing large amounts of money from a client of ours, it 

appeared that both of us were going to go to jail.  I took the fall and went to prison for 

fifteen years and came out as a disbarred lawyer, with no job, and found myself in 

bad health.” 

 

The reporter from the local paper licked his chops and visualized the headlines in the paper 

for the next morning.  A TV producer for one of the local television stations immediately 

called the station on her cell phone to make arrangements for a special spot on the evening 

news. 

 

“It’s a set-up,” growled the governor, “this man is a liar just as he is a thief.” 

 

The governor hurriedly entered his car and told his driver to drive away. 

 



 8 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Policeman and the Prostitute 
 

 

 

 

“You cannot dress that way in public,” the policeman told the girl. 

 

“I’m nineteen and I can dress as I please,” the girl snapped. 

 

“You’re dressed shamefully.” the policeman accused, “You know I can take you in and book 

you, don’t you?”   

 

“That would be embarrassing for you, wouldn’t it?” 

 

“Yes, I guess it would,” he said.   

 

The policeman thought for a moment. 

 

“In the name of your dead mother, I beg you not to show up where I’m working dressed in 

that fashion.” 

 

“OK, Daddy, I can do that.” 

 

As she walked away, there were tears in the policeman’s eyes. 
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Waiting for the Plane to Miami 
 

She was sitting in the terminal with a small travel case in her lap.  She was wearing a bright 

blue Austin Reed dress.  Not far away, the young man was getting a shoe shine.  It was 

obvious to the young woman, and to several of the other people around her, that the young 

man was ogling her. 

 

The young man said something to the shine man and picked up his equipment and 

approached the lady in blue. 

 

“Ma’am,” would you care for a shine?”  

 

She shook her head and turned aside. 

 

He returned the equipment to the shine man and just stood there for a moment.  Then he 

approached the lady in blue again. 

 

“Ma’am,” he said, “can I get you a cup of coffee or a soft drink?” 

 

“No, thanks,” she replied, again turning her head away. 

 

The woman sitting beside the lady in blue said: “Masher!” 

The man sitting on the other side of the lady in blue seemed disturbed. 

 

“Lady,” he offered “I’ll be glad to throw the bum out of here for you.” 

 

She smiled, but shook her head. 

 

The young man started toward the lady in blue one more time and then stopped and reversed 

his path and just stood there for a moment. 

 

Then he did one of those things that Fred Astaire used to do.  He put one hand in his pocket, 

turned quickly and slid toward the lady in blue, into a stop on one knee with his arm 

outstretched. 

 

“Will you marry me, Kathleen?” he sang the words, sort of. 

 

She gasped, but seemed to recover quickly. 

 

“Bingo!” she sang back, “those are the magic words I’ve been waiting for more than a 

year to hear you say, Henry.”  

 “Yes, Henry,” she added, “but we will have to marry before my birthday.” 

 

The young man laughed. 
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“When is that?” he asked. 

 

“At the end of next month.  It will save my life.” 

 

“Save from what?” asked the woman sitting next to the lady in blue. 

 

“I’ll be twenty-five next month and an old maid,” explained the lady in blue. 

 

The young man seemed delighted.  He flipped open the jewelry box he had offered with his 

hand and everyone saw the gleaming diamonds. 

 

The lady in blue gasped again. 

 

The young man removed the beautiful ring from the jewelry box and slid it on the third 

finger of her left hand.  He then lifted her up and kissed her.  The people in the waiting room 

around them were clapping, shouting and whistling.   

 

“Isn’t that rushing it a little?” asked the man. 

 

“We’ll make it,” she assured him, “I just want a small wedding.” 

 

She began to count on her fingers using all the fingers on both hands and starting over. 

 

“Well,” she added, “not so very small.  When I get back from seeing mother in 

Miami, we can go to work.  In fact, I will bring mother back with me.” 

 

The announcer called for boarding the flight to Miami. 

 

“I cannot go through Security with you,” he said. 

 

“I know, “she sighed. 

 

He pulled her to him and gave her another kiss.  Those heading for the Security line with her 

and those remaining in the terminal all went nuts; they applauded and cheered. 

 

The man who had been sitting next to the lady in blue said “I wish he would do that Fred 

Astaire thing again.  I didn’t see it all.” 
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The Soldier and the Child 
 
The soldier pushed the button and stood waiting for the elevator.  He was tall, but he had a cane.  

On his chest were the Purple Heart and other medals of valor.  He didn’t see the little girl 

approach him.  

  

 “Hello, Mister!” 

 

He looked down.  She was quite small.  She had golden locks that would make Shirley Temple 

envious.  She had a lovely face, but he thought her eyes were stunning.  Her eyes were as blue as 

the sky and as wide as the horizon.  She had on a long pink dress that went almost to the floor. 

 

 “Hello,” he replied, smiling. 

 

 “Do you know Jesus?” she asked. 

 

The soldier was stunned.  She didn’t ask about his war service or where he was going.  She got 

right down to business.  He thought for a moment.  There had been a time when, as a young boy, 

he had intended to acknowledge Jesus as his personal Savior, but the soccer leagues played on 

Sunday.  He never got around to doing it. 

 

“I don’t think so,” he finally replied, “do you?” 

  

“Oh, yes,” she said enthusiastically, gently probing her chest with a little fist, “Jesus lives 

here in my heart, He loves me.” 

 

The soldier felt uncomfortable having this discussion with a little girl at a public place, but there 

was something about this little girl that encouraged a response. 

 

 “But how do you know Jesus loves you?” he asked. 

 

She looked a little exasperated.  “It’s in the Bible!” she said. 

 

He had a Bible somewhere.  He had taken it overseas with him, but he had not opened it.  This 

little girl had so much faith, it was surprising. 

 

 “Jesus loves you too, Mister.” 

 

He was at a loss for words.  “That’s good to know,” he told her. 

 

Just then, a couple, who had been rummaging on one of the sales tables in the department store, 

called and the little girl turned toward them. 

 

 “Goodbye, Mister.  I have to go.” 

 

 “Goodbye!” 
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As she turned and walked away, he noticed she walked very stiff legged.  As the hem of her long 

pretty pink dress bounced, he could see she was wearing steel braces attached to her high top 

shoes. 

 

 “She’s the hero, not me,” he thought. 

 

He punched the button for the elevator again and, as he was getting into it, he turned back and 

saw the little girl waving at him.  He waved back as the other people were entering the elevator.  

When she blew him a kiss, he unhesitatingly responded in like manner. 

 

 “If there really are angels,” he said to himself, “I believe I have just met one.” 
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Making Up 
 

 

They had been quarrelling and the air was so tense that one could chop it with an axe.  

Finally, he sank into a chair. 

 

“Baby,” he said, “I cannot fight anymore.  Please forgive me.  I didn’t mean 

anything I said.” 

 

She turned and faced him with her hands on her hips. 

 

 “Well, you shouldn’t have said those things.” 

 

 “You said some pretty hurtful things too, you know.” 

 

 “Yes,” she replied “and I’m sorry too.” 

 

He stood up and took her in his arms.  

 

“Let’s kiss and make up,” he said.  They kissed. 

 

“I have a suggestion,” she said.  “Let’s go out to eat.” 

 

He gave a little mock groan. 

 

 “We used to make love after settling an argument,” he reminded her. 

 

She was already putting her coat on and going out the door. 

 

“I’ve learned,” she shot back, “that I make love better after a nice meal that I 

didn’t have to fix.”  
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The Two Sisters 
 

 

They lived a thousand miles apart and this was their semi-annual visit. 

 

“Sue,” Mary said, “I have something to tell you.  Mama told me this a long time 

ago and instructed me to tell no one, not even you.” 

 

 “What is it, Mary?” asked Sue. 

 

“Well,” she began, with lips pursed as women often do when revealing secrets, 

“mama was sweet on Grover Smith, the rich banker, and almost married him.  He 

eventually married Elizabeth Short, and mama then married papa.” 

 

Sue then sat back with that satisfied look on her face, as if she had just revealed some 

monumental secret about the universe. 

 

“Well, Sue,” said Mary, “mama told me that same story years ago and cautioned 

me not to tell it to anyone, not even you.  Mama was always doing things like 

that.” 

 

Sue’s countenance sagged like melting wax. 

 

“I cannot believe that,” she gasped “all these years I thought I was the only one 

who knew that secret.   

It’s totally exasperating,” she added. 

 

“Papa knew about it,” Mary said, “he mentioned it to me one evening several 

years ago when he was taking his little evening glass of wine.” 

 

“What?”  Sue said, seeming startled.  “That cannot be true; papa never touched a 

drop of liquor.” 

 

“Oh yes, he did,” Mary assured her sister, “he never drank much, just a little 

before bedtime, but he did that for years.  In fact, my husband used to bring him a 

little bottle of wine every time we visited.” 

 

Again, Sue’s countenance sagged.  She was crestfallen. 

 

 “I am totally exasperated,” she said. 
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The Judge and the Drunk 
 

 

The old man stood before the judge with the bailiff alongside. 

 

 “Where did they find him?” the judge asked the bailiff. 

 

“The officer found him on a bench at the bus station, judge,” the bailiff replied. 

 

 “Do you have your glasses?” the judge addressed the old man. 

 

The old man nodded and patted the pocket of his jacket. 

 

 “Where is your cap?” asked the judge. 

 

 “I got it, judge, and hung it up in the foyer,” said the bailiff. 

 

The judge developed a very stern look. 

 

“The officer charged you with public drunkenness again,” the judge said to the 

old man who hung his head. 

 

“When charges are made,” the judge continued, “it’s my job to apply the law.  

That’s what I’m here for.” 

 

The old man nodded.  The judge rapped the gavel on the desk. 

 

 “Thirty dollars or thirty days,” he snapped. 

 

The judge then stood up and hoisted his robe so as to get to his wallet.  From the wallet, 

he peeled out a twenty and a ten and handed them to the bailiff. 

 

“Here’s the thirty dollars,” he said to the bailiff, “please, cash my father out and 

escort him to the main entrance.” 

 

The bailiff nodded and left with his hand on the old man’s arm.  The judge rapped the 

gavel again and called for a five minute recess.  
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Two Preachers 
 

 

They met in front of the old church.  One man had on a coat and tie and the other was in 

his shirt sleeves.   

 

“Hello,” said the well-dressed man, “I am Dr. Graves from Bethany Church.” 

 

“Hello, Doctor,” replied the other man, “I am Ray Smith, Pastor of this Guiding Light 

Church.” 

 

“Welcome Reverend…” 

 

“I’m not used to being called Reverend,” interrupted Ray Smith, “everyone simply calls 

me Ray.” 

 

“Well, in any event, we’ve been watching you and your activities here, and I come to you 

as a curious person wanting to know who you are and what your credentials are.” 

 

“Credentials?” mused Ray Smith, “I don’t think I have any.” 

 

“Again, I say that I’m asking out of curiosity, but I and many members of my church 

have noticed all the activity down here around your church and we know that you are 

doing a mighty work here.” 

 

“Yes,” Ray responded, “the Lord God has blessed us mightily here at this location.” 

 

“You say you don’t think you have any credentials, “said Dr. Graves, “how did this all 

start with you?” 

 

“Well,” began Ray,” when I retired about six years ago, my wife and I where living about 

three miles from here, and she was rather ill.  When she died about two years ago, I was 

left entirely alone without any children or relatives.  Although I had taught Bible classes 

for many years, the nominating committee in my church began to pass me by year after 

year.  At my request, my church ordained me to preach the gospel.  I began to preach on 

Sundays at various small churches without ministers.” 

 

“Well,” noted Dr. Graves, “that gives you credentials enough.” 

 

“Perhaps,” said Ray, “but I was not entirely satisfied.  I decided to sell my home and 

preach wherever God lead me.” 

 

“How did that bring you here?” 

 

 



 17 

“There was a dying church here.  There were only five members left with any authority.  

To make a long story short, after some negotiating and having lawyers involved in the 

paperwork, I bought this church for $10,000.  With some additional money, I fixed it up, 

particularly the sanctuary.  Then I opened the doors for street people and others to come 

and have free coffee and sandwiches nearly all the time every day.” 

 

“I presume,” Dr. Graves said, “that most of these people come from those two old hotels 

across the street.” 

 

“Those are my regulars,” replied Ray, “all the others are stragglers from the street who 

hear about us and come here.” 

 

“How is your ministry being supported?” asked Dr. Graves “are you spending all of your 

own money?” 

 

“Not all of it,” was the reply, “it’s remarkable how many regular donors from other 

churches we have developed already.  The people in those old hotels draw welfare checks 

that enable them to pay for their hotel rooms at the rate of just over $15 per day.  

However, at the end of the month, they have only about $30 left.  That amount of money 

must pay for their food, laundry soap and other necessities.  We offer them two hot meals 

each week and, of course, our doors are always open for lemonade, coffee and snacks.” 

 

Within three weeks, fifteen to twenty members of Dr. Graves’ church began to show up 

on a regular basis to help serve meals and to bring food.  On all of those occasions, Dr. 

Graves himself showed up without his jacket and tie, and was content to be called Jimmy.  

His sermons changed from being stiffly formal to informal presentations of the Gospel of 

Christ.  He stopped wearing his robe and his choir did likewise.  The organ music began 

to sound more majestic and the choir sang their hearts out to high heaven.  More and 

more members of the church began to assist Ray in ministering to the people in that 

neighborhood, until Ray had to tell them he had all the help he could handle.  At that 

point, members of the Big Church, as it came to be known, sought to start a similar 

mission program some three miles away near other old hotels occupied by elderly people 

on welfare. 

 

Jimmy Graves began to notice that young couples were joining his church, bringing their 

children with them.  It had been a long time since the children’s rooms had been filled. 

 

One day, Ray stood in front of his church in his shirt sleeves. 

 

“Thank you, Lord, You are simply amazing.” 
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A Gentleman’s Response 
 

The young two-star general sat facing the Senate Committee.  The interrogating Senator 

was on a rant, roaring against the United States Military and its presence in Iraq.  Finally, 

he was finished. 

 

 “Now,” he added, “what do you have to say about that, General?” 

 

The young general did not hesitate. 

 

“Senator,” he said, “I have been wounded three times by enemies of the United 

States; but those wounds were not nearly as hurtful as the unjust and untrue words 

that I heard you say today to me and my fellow soldiers.  But, General, I am a 

Christian and I forgive you.  I pray that God will also forgive you.” 

 

The Chairman moved quickly to end the questioning. 

 

 “Thank you, General, for your testimony,” he said. 

 

As the general arose, so did half the people in the room.  Those wearing uniform were 

saluting… so were a large number of the Senators… so were two four-star generals 

standing in the back. 
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The Rescue 
 

A crowd had gathered near the edge of the lake, and the TV reporter was getting her 

equipment in place.  The man and the boy were both dripping wet. 

 

The TV reporter approached the man. 

 

 “Tell us what happened,” she asked. 

 

The man was a little shy. 

 

“I was over there by the road getting my fishing tackle out of my car,” he related, 

“I saw the boy slip from the ledge into the water.  He was struggling, so I went 

over and dived in and found him about four feet below the surface.  When I pulled 

him out onto the bank, he was not breathing, so I gave him the old-fashioned 

artificial respiration.  He threw up some, but he seems alright now.” 

 

The TV reporter found the boy’s mother at the edge of the crowd.   

 

 “What do you think about your boy’s accident and rescue?” she asked. 

 

The mother seemed ready to say something. 

 

“He had a brand new cap costing twenty dollars” she snapped, “I’ve been 

standing here waiting to talk to that man and ask him what he did with my boy’s 

cap!” 
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Forgiveness 
 

Sue knocked at Ellen’s door and waited for a long moment.  When Ellen opened the door, 

her eyes were very red and she was still wiping her eyes with a handkerchief.  It was 

obvious she had been crying.  Sue entered the door and took Ellen in her arms. 

 

“What’s the matter?” asked Sue. 

 

“You would never understand in a million years,” sobbed Ellen as she sank into a 

chair. 

 

After a few moments, Ellen revealed that she very recently had an abortion. 

 

“I had an abortion without even telling my husband,” she continued.  “He was so 

counting on another child.” 

 

 “Has it caused trouble between you and Ed?” asked Sue. 

 

“Not really,” replied Ellen, “Ed was terribly disappointed and concerned that I 

had done something so drastic without discussing it with him, but he has accepted 

the fact.” 

 

 “Then why are you so distressed?” 

 

“Because I’m a Christian, and so is Ed.  I now believe that I killed a baby, my 

baby.” 

 

“Yes, that is true,” Sue said, “but I believe that your baby’s soul is with God.” 

 

 “I wish I could believe that,” sobbed Ellen. 

 

“Ellen, there is help for you and for anyone who has aborted a baby.  For 

example,” she continued, “there is a booklet called ‘Security of the Unborn,’ that 

you need to read.” 

 

 “How can I get it?” 

 

 “By writing to Truth for Women, P.O. Box 1158, Easton, PA 18044.” 

 

 “I hope God can forgive me,” said Ellen, still sobbing. 

 

 “He can and He will.  The booklet I mentioned covers all of that too.” 
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The College Graduate 
 

 

Tom, Ernie and Charlie were friends who graduated from high school together and 

entered Georgia Tech.  As seniors in high school, all three had heard a lecture from a 

young college graduate who warned them that they would be in for a terrific culture 

shock when they entered college and found that the courses were much more difficult 

than those in high school.  “In fact,” he had warned “you’ll be swamped with all the 

reading assignments.” 

 

Four years later, Tom met Charlie on the sidewalk in front of the bank.  They exchanged 

a greeting. 

 

 “I understand you’re a petroleum engineer,” remarked Charlie. 

 

“Yes,” said Tom, “I got the job within two weeks after graduating from Georgia 

Tech.” 

 

“Ernie and I partied too much,” Charlie said, “that’s why we both flunked out our 

freshman year.” 

 

“I don’t understand it,” Tom mused, “we all heard the lecture warning us about 

the jolt we would face going into college.” 

“What was the difference?” he added. 

 

It’s simple,” said Charlie.  “You listened and we didn’t.  That’s why Ernie and I 

are selling cars and you’re a petroleum engineer.” 
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The Good Deed 
 

The man stood on the sidewalk holding a limp leash, wondering where his dog had gone.  

Apparently he had not correctly fastened the leash to the dog’s collar.  In any event, while 

he was chatting with a friend, the dog disappeared.  Then he saw Giant, his Great Dane 

coming around the corner.  A boy of about twelve or thirteen years of age had him by the 

collar and was bringing him. 

 

“I found him wandering around, mister,” the boy said.  “I saw your leash and I 

assumed he’s yours.” 

 

 “He is,” the man replied, “thanks for bringing him back.” 

 

The man reached in his wallet for a dollar and offered it to the boy. 

 

“No sir,” the boy shook his head, “I’m a Boy Scout and I’m doing my good deed 

for the day.” 

 

The man saw the way the boy was dressed and realized he could use a little money, so he 

hastily devised a plan. 

 

“OK,” he said to the boy, “you have done your good deed and I’m grateful for it.  

Now, I have a business proposition for you.  Are you ready to make a deal?” 

 

 “I guess so,” the boy said. 

 

“I want to hire you to watch my dog while I go in that store and make a purchase; 

OK?” 

 

 “OK!” 

 

The man walked across the street into the department store.  He didn’t need anything and 

had not intended to go into the store.  He walked around for a few moments and decided 

to purchase a pair of socks and a tie while he was there.  Then he left the store and 

returned to the boy and the dog.  This time he offered the boy two dollars and the boy 

accepted it. 

 

 “Thanks mister,” said the boy. 

 

 “You’re welcome,” said the man. 
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Remembrance 
 

Sue drove her car into the driveway and stopped.  She got out, retrieved the tool box from 

the trunk and started for the back of the house.  When she got there, Vi opened the door. 

 

 “What are you doing here?” 

 

“Well,” replied Sue, “I’m here to change the locks on your door and the storm 

door.” 

  

“Where’s Mike?” 

 

“Mike was carrying some sheetrock yesterday and stumbled over a rock in the 

yard and broke his leg.” 

 

 “So he sent you,” said Vi. 

 

 “Oh, no,” corrected Sue, “I volunteered to do this.” 

 

 “Why?” 

 

“Because Mike and I help each other.  He helps me when I need help, and I help 

him.” 

 

 “I suppose Mike has told you I was never a helper to him,” said Vi. 

 

“No,” he has never given me any details about your marriage or divorce,” Sue 

said, “I’m glad of one thing, I’m glad I didn’t even live in this town when you and 

Mike were married so no one can ever accuse me of breaking you up.” 

 

Vi moved back out of the way as Sue entered with the toolbox and began to work on the 

door. 

 

 “I’ll fix some lunch for us.” 

 

Sue worked quickly as she seemed to know exactly what to do.  When she was finished, 

she washed her hands and sat down at the table with Vi. 

 

“Mike is sending a man to install a security system for you and he’s also going to 

have a floodlight installed high up on that tree in the front.  It will shine on both 

the front yard and the back yard.” 

 

“I appreciate it,” said Vi, realizing that she seldom expressed appreciation for 

anything. 
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As they ate their sandwiches and drank lemonade, they said very little to each other.  

When Sue gathered up her tools and left, Vi had time to do some thinking.  For some 

reason, she had never been happy and she had always made complaints during her 

marriage to Mike, very few of them ever legitimate.  She had forced the divorce and the 

judge had awarded her the house and alimony.  Mike had been generous above the 

court’s award.  He had assisted her from time to time when her medical bills had 

overwhelmed her.  Vi realized that physically she was a wreck and that her declining 

health had followed the divorce. 

 

 “I wish I weren’t jealous of Sue,” she mused, “but that’s just the way I am.”   
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The Old Car and the Rebuff 
 

He pulled the old car off the paved road and onto a darkened lane.  The moonlight 

bounced off the shiny hood of the old car.  He stopped, put the shift lever on Park and 

switched off the ignition. 

 

 “Maxine,” he said, “will you get into the back seat and make love with me?” 

 

She stiffened.  He tried to put his arm around her, but she moved her body away. 

 

 “Please take me home,” she snapped, “immediately!” 

 

He turned the car around, and left the darkened lane.  When he pulled into the driveway 

of the house, he stopped the car and switched off the ignition.  Then he got out of the car 

and ran around to the other side, before she could open the door.  He opened the door for 

her and escorted her up the steps to the front door with his hand on her elbow.  When she 

unlocked the door and stepped in, he moved in quickly behind her and closed the door.  

She turned around, put her arms around him, and smiled. 

 

“Edgar,” she said, “we have this lovely home, our children are grown and have 

homes of their own.  We are alone.” 

 

She turned and walked toward the stairway, kicking her shoes off as she walked.  As she 

went up the stairway, he noticed that her legs were still beautiful.  He stumbled twice as 

he went up the stairs unbuttoning his shirt as he went. 
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The Campus Confrontation 

 
The lance corporal was chatting with some of the students on campus.  It was one of 

those special days when the university welcomed members of the public.  Some of the 

students gathered around the marine and complained that he was recruiting on campus, 

even though this activity was forbidden by the university. 

 

 “No, I’m not recruiting,” the young marine explained, “recruiting is done in my 

office downtown.  I am simply inviting students to come and talk to me.  That’s 

all.” 

 

Several students began to get noisy. 

 

 “Get off of our campus!” they yelled. 

 

The marine continued to discuss business with several other students and passed out his 

business card with his telephone number.  At that point, a large muscular man walked up 

to the marine. 

 

“Did you hear what they said?” he said menacingly.  “Just pack up your business 

cards and get off this campus.” 

 

The young marine ignored the man and continued talking to some of the students. 

The man was angry. 

 

 “I guess I’ll just have to throw you off,” he said, grabbing the marine’s arm. 

 

 “Turn loose of my arm,” the young lance corporal ordered. 

 

The big man began to twist the arm.  The marine gave the big man a sharp blow to the 

stomach with his elbow and freed his arm.  He then turned slightly and gave the man 

three sharp karate chops to the back of the neck.  When the big man roared and moved 

toward him, the marine grabbed the front of the man’s shirt and pulled him sharply 

toward himself.  This caused the man to crash into the top of the marine’s head.  When 

the man moved back, obviously stunned, his face was bloody.  The marine then gave him 

three sharp chops to the throat, causing him to double over gasping for breath.  The 

marine then moved in and took the big man by the arm. 

 

 “Are you alright, moose?” he asked. 

 

Two young men moved forward wearing sweaters in the university’s colors with the 

football insignia. 

 

“You called him moose,” one of the young men said “you knew who he was, 

didn’t you?” 
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 “Yes,” the marine replied. 

 

“Take him and clean him up,” he suggested to the two young men, “he’ll be fine 

and ready to play against Nebraska tomorrow.” 

 

The marine continued to pass out his business cards to anyone who would listen.  The 

heckling had stopped. 
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The Accountant and the Ladies 

 
It was a large convention and many ladies were admiring the new office equipment.  

People from all over the region were in attendance.  During one of the pauses between 

sessions, the young man approached the young woman who was sitting alone on a bench. 

 

 “Pardon me,” he said to her, “may I ask you something?” 

 

 “Sure,” she replied, eyeing him suspiciously. 

 

 “Well,” he began, “you see that girl in black sitting over there?” 

 

She nodded. 

 

“I’ve been watching her for a couple of days here and I want desperately to meet 

her.  I thought that if I could chat with you and tell you a little bit about myself, 

you would then be in a position to introduce me to her.” 

 

 “That’s asking an awful lot from a stranger,” she replied. 

   

 “I know,” he said, “I’m sorry.  I shouldn’t have asked.” 

 

 “No, go on and tell me about yourself,” she suggested. 

 

He told her that his name was Scott Allen and that he was a member of the Allen & Allen 

accounting firm with his brother.  He told her all about his background, his college 

education, his age, his hometown experiences.  She listened intently.  Meanwhile, the girl 

in black had gotten up and was leaving. 

 

He watched her as she walked by. 

 

 “Oh, my,” he moaned, “I just noticed she’s wearing a ring.” 

 

They sat in silence for two or three minutes.  His face brightened. 

 

“Well,” he said cheerfully, “you know all about me, so why don’t you have dinner 

with me between sessions?” 

 

“Sure,” she said laughing, mainly at herself, because she had been bamboozled by 

one of the best pick-up artists she had ever met. 
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The Preacher and the Party 
 

“Doris,” the pastor said, “how can I go before the congregation this morning and 

preach on Harmony in the Home when you are so angry at me?” 

 

“I am angry,” she snapped.  “You called some special meeting with the Deacons 

at the very time that your youngest daughter was having her birthday party.” 

 

“I know,” he said, sitting beside her on the sofa.  “I forgot.  I could have 

scheduled the meeting with the Deacons later.” 

 

“But you didn’t,” she said accusingly, and your daughter cried. 

 

“I’ll try my best to make it up to her,” he promised. 

 

As he turned to leave to preach his sermon, he turned back for a moment. 

 

 “Will you pray for me?” 

 

 “Yes,” she nodded. 
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Facing the Facts 
 

 

They hadn’t seen each other in three years.  When he enlisted in the Army, she was 

furious at him.  He had already his law degree and passed the Bar exam.  She had 

anticipated that they would marry and that he would begin a law practice.  She was so 

angry that she didn’t even go to the recruiting station to see him loaded on the Army bus 

and carried off to basic training. 

 

Now she heard he was back in town and staying with his parents.  She went to the beauty 

parlor, so that when he saw her he would be attracted.  While at the beauty parlor, she 

saw a picture of a young woman with an unusual hairstyle and facial.  She instructed the 

beauty operator to give her one just like it. 

 

She hesitated to call him.  After all, he had written her once from basic training, but she 

had refused the letter.  She decided to simply stroll past his parents’ home in the hope of 

a chance that he might see her and admire her new look. 

 

 “Hi, Pauline,” he shouted from the porch.   

 

He rose and advanced to the top of the steps, but did not come further toward her. 

 

“Hi, Bob,” she replied, posing so that he could get a good look at her.  “I heard 

that you were back in town.” 

 

Just then a strikingly beautiful young woman came out onto the porch. 

 

 “Pauline, this is my wife, Edna.” 

 

Edna waved with a radiant smile on her face. 

 

Edna was the girl in the picture of the beauty parlor, or at least another young woman 

who had adopted the same style of hair and beauty. 

 

Pauline suddenly felt very uncomfortable. 
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Fisherman of the Day 
 

The boy had lost his bait three times.  He turned to his father again to rebait his hook.  

The boy was five years old and he was striving to emulate his father.  The father put aside 

his reel for a moment to put a piece of meat on the boy’s treble hook.  As he trolled the 

boat into the mouth of another cove, he felt only slight annoyance at the boy’s 

interruptions. 

 

 “Dad, Dad!” the boy shouted.  “I’ve got one!” 

 

The boy was struggling mightily to bring his fish in.  The father noted that the boy’s rod 

was bent and the tip was vibrating. 

 

 “Hang on, Billy,” the father calmly urged his young son. 

 

 “I’m getting tired,” the boy said breathlessly.  “Do you want to bring him in?” 

 

 “No, son,” the father replied, “stay the course.” 

 

After a few moments, the boy dragged a beautiful Channel Cat into the boat. 

 

 “Look at that!” he said. 

 

 “It’s a real big one, son,” the father remarked admiringly. 

 

After catching several smaller fish, the father got the boat in line with the other boats to 

weigh in.  When their time came to weigh the fish, the man at the scales said: “Thirteen 

pounds.” 

 

 “Wow!” said the father.  The boy beamed. 

 

“Well, Rod,” the man at the scales said, “it looks like you have today’s record for 

Channel Cat fish.  You are Fisherman of the Day.” 

 

 “Oh, no,” the father said, “my son caught that fish all by himself.” 

 

“Well,” the man at the scales said, “in that case, your boy is the Fisherman of the 

Day.” 

 

After doing the paperwork, the man at the scales handed the boy two ten dollar bills and 

one five dollar bill and slapped a cap on his head which read “Fisherman of the Day.”  

The cap fell down around the boy’s ears and covered his eyes.  However, he deftly 

pushed it back so it left him able to see. 
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After they trailered the boat and rinsed it out, they drove away from Doak’s Marina.  No 

sooner had they started down the road, when the father noticed that his little son had 

fallen soundly asleep with his cap tilted over one ear.  The man at the scales had taken a 

picture of the boy with his fish, and he promised that it would be blown up so the fish 

would be life size.  The father knew that his little son would want that picture to be 

prominently displayed in the home.  Meanwhile, the father would dress the fish and the 

family would have a nice fish dinner. 

 

Rod was proud of his son, but he had a nagging negative feeling about it.  Why had not 

he, instead of a five-year old boy, been named Fisherman of the Day? 
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Hopscotch in Review 

 
The two girls went out to play.  Sue was nine and her sister, Ellen, was eight.  They came 

to the place on the sidewalk where the hopscotch grid had been marked in chalk. 

 

 “Let’s play,” suggested Sue. 

 

 “OK,” agreed Ellen 

 

They began to play hopscotch as little girls are wont to do.  Across the street, there was a 

lady peeking from behind her curtains.  As the girls played, her feet began to make the 

motions required in the game of hopscotch.  Some people in the neighborhood were out 

working in the yard, but none of them seemed to notice the girls playing.  A taxi driver 

came by and slowed down.  He smiled as he saw the girls.  In his back seat sat an elderly 

lady and an elderly man with a cane. 

 

 “Look, Honey,” the woman said, “They are doing our thing.” 

 

 “Bravo!” the man replied. 

 

The driver moved the cab very slowly past the scene. 

 

The moral is: When adults play children’s games, they should have fun doing it. 

 

“Go for it!” 

 

 

 


