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The Man Who Was 
 

He was a fry cook at a popular greasy spoon restaurant.  Years ago, he and Bessie had their 

own restaurant in a well-settled residential area.  Business was good, but the pile of 

paperwork required by the federal government was not only irritating, but sometimes 

overwhelming.  They eventually sold the restaurant property and began to travel.  They made 

two trips to Hawaii, one to the Philippines where he had served in the Army during World 

War II, and two trips to Europe. 

 

After the traveling was over, he took the job as a fry cook and Bessie became a pastry cook at 

a popular bakery.  Both of their sons were killed in Vietnam, and when Bessie died he had no 

family left, he was alone. 

 

He began frying eggs and ham and bacon at six in the morning and took his apron off at four 

in the afternoon.  Then he went to his small apartment, took a shower, ate a peanut butter 

sandwich with a glass of milk and then he began typing. 

 

His life had been a series of negatives and positives, but he was concentrating on the 

positives.  He wanted to write about his life both before and after he met Bessie.  After he 

would write about Bessie, his accounts would be a love story. 

 

Usually he would type until about midnight.  Since he was a slow typist, it seemed to him 

that he would never finish what he began to realize was a book.  When he finally finished the 

book, he turned it over to a book agent who had been recommended to him.   

 

When he died, only five people came to the funeral parlor to sign the guest book.  One of 

these was the book agent.  After a graveside service, performed by a minister who did not 

know him, all traces of this man seemed to have disappeared. 

 

However, the book agent went back to his office and dug out the man’s manuscript from a 

pile of submissions by others.  When he read it, he was caught up by the whimsical style of 

writing and the obvious love the man had for his life and family, and especially for Bessie.  

He took the manuscript to a publisher who, after some delay, accepted it for publication.  

Two years after the man’s death, the book was published.  It was well received and, for a 

time, was on the Best-Seller List. 

 

“I am very sorry that he could not have lived to see the popularity of his book,” said 

the publisher to the book agent. 

 

“Well,” replied the book agent, “he didn’t miss anything.  The book was his life and 

he lived it.  He just wanted people to understand his life.  He didn’t expect 

accolades.” 

 

“I guess he was happy with his life,” added the publisher. 

 

“That’s what I mean.” 
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The Bully 
 

 

Two kids were arguing after school.  One of them was the bully, and he offered to beat up the 

smaller kid. 

 

 “I guess I’m just going to have to call my daddy,” said the smaller boy. 

 

 “Go ahead,” jeered the elder, “my dad can whip your dad.” 

 

 “I bet my dad will win,” retorted the smaller kid. 

 

When the smaller boy’s father came to the house to meet the bully’s father, the latter was 

very apologetic. 

 

 “I’m awfully sorry,” he offered, “my boy is a bit of a bully.” 

 

They chatted for a little while and the smaller boy’s father discovered that the other had no 

life insurance.  Since he was a good life insurance agent, he lost no time in writing a family 

life insurance policy covering the bully, his father and his mother.  After the insurance man 

left with the papers folded into his briefcase, the little kid looked at the big kid. 

 

 “What did I tell you?” he said. 
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1943 
 

 

The soldier and the lady sat on a bench on the railroad loading platform for a long time 

silently.  Other soldiers with their wives and girlfriends were milling around.  Some were 

going aboard the train.  Elderly couples were saying goodbye to their soldiers. 

 

“Scuttlebutt has it that we are going to the Western Pacific,” the soldier on the bench 

said. 

 

The young woman nodded saying nothing. 

 

The conductor sounded the final boarding call, and the soldier on the bench stood up 

reluctantly.  He reached down, pulled the young woman to him, kissed her and then he 

padded her tummy. 

 

 “Take care of our baby for us,” he said. 

 

 “You can count on it,” she replied. 

 

He gathered up his duffle bag and other equipment and walked toward the train.  He looked 

back but, having both hands full of equipment, he could not wave.  She could as tall as she 

could and snapped off a military salute that would have pleased a drill sergeant. 

 

Tears welled up in her eyes, but she refused to let them flow.  “Another time for that,” she 

thought.  That was her man, her husband and the father of her unborn child; and he was going 

off to war. 
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Forgiveness 

 
She called him from Tokyo, identifying herself as Marie Yamaguchi.  She told him that she 

wanted to come and see him, and wanted to know when he would be available. 

 

He knew from her name that she was a relative of Admiral Yamaguchi whose plane he had 

shot down during an air battle in World War II.  He told her that he was usually always at 

home and agreed with her on a certain day.   

 

On that day, she called from Tokyo, San Francisco and Atlanta.  When the taxi drove into his 

circular driveway, he went down the steps and met her as she alighted from the taxi.  She 

turned and said something to the driver; he escorted her up the steps and into the house, and 

offered her a chair.  She was a petite, pretty Japanese woman, dressed in a plain black sheath 

dress.  He noticed a plain gold cross on a necklace of gold. 

 

 “Commander,” she started. 

 

Commander?  He had not been addressed by his Navy rank in many years. 

 

 “Commander,” she said again, “you shot down my grandfather, Admiral Yamaguchi.” 

 

She said it matter-of-factly. 

 

“Yes,” he replied, beginning to feel somewhat defensive, “it was during a fierce air 

battle.  His plane was in my sight and I took the shot.” 

 

 “Commander,” she continued, “I forgive you.” 

 

He was stunned.  He never expected to hear that from her or from anyone else.  In a war 

people get killed. 

 

 “Did you come all the way from Japan to tell me this?” he finally asked. 

 

“Yes, Commander,” she replied.  “This is very important to me.  I speak not only for 

myself, but for my entire family and, perhaps, for my generation in Japan.” 

 

 “I am touched,” he said. 

 

She stood up and he rose to escort her to the door, down the steps and to her taxi. 

On the way, he said  

 

“Thank you for coming, Miss Yamaguchi.” 

 

She nodded and got into the taxi.  He closed the door.  She turned an expressionless face 

toward him and continued to look as the taxi pulled away.  She did not wave. 

 

Neither did he. 
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The Wounded 
 

 

The young man had gone into the Veterans Administration hospital and, having found the 

right room, stood in the doorway and watched the other man doing sit-ups.  The other man 

saw him; he looked disgusted and mocked his brow. 

 

 “What are you doing here, Perkins?” he rasped. 

 

“Well, sergeant, I came by to see you.  I understand you’ve had a tough time,” the 

younger man replied. 

 

 “Yeah,” snapped the sergeant.  “I guess you didn’t think it would come to this.” 

 

“I heard about what happened to you guys only recently,” responded the young man. 

 

“Then let me fill you in,” growled the sergeant, “When I sent you back for 

ammunition we waited as long as we could and ran out completely.  We were then 

overrun by the enemy.  They killed Smith and Strout and shot me several times, but I 

pretended to be dead.” 

 

 “I’m very sorry, sergeant,” the young man offered. 

 

“You should be sorry,” growled the sergeant, “why didn’t you come back with the 

ammo?” 

 

The young man seemed agitated. 

 

“I almost got back with the ammo, sergeant,” he explained, “but I ran into enemy 

machine gun fire.” 

 

“Is that so?” sneered the sergeant, “if that’s the case, then why aren’t you here in the 

hospital too?” 

 

“I healed pretty fast,” replied the young man raising his pant legs and revealing two 

prosthetic legs. 
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The Wonderful Outhouse of Wilbur Grey 
 

 

Wilbur Grey was a semi-modern man.  Although all of his neighbors had long ago brought 

their toilet facilities into their houses and filled in the pits, Wilbur had stubbornly refused to 

do so.  This is not to say that Wilbur’s outhouse was not within itself modern.  It had 

electrical and plumbing features and was something of which to be proud.  The toilet and 

lavatory were made of blue china and Wilbur had even installed Italian marble tile on the 

floor.  Wilbur kept a large umbrella on the back porch to enable him to get to his bathroom 

without getting wet.  

 

One day, Turk Fannon was driving his large pickup truck along the road.  Turk was fighting 

a cold and had overdosed on Doctor Jack Daniels’ remedy, but he reached a point on the 

highway near Wilbur’s house.  He went sound asleep at which point the truck left the road 

and smashed into Wilbur’s outhouse.  The building was destroyed, shards of blue china were 

found fifty feet away and water gushed up in several directions. 

 

You might ask “where was Wilbur when all of this occurred?”  

 I’m glad you asked. 

 

Well, when Wilbur got out of the hospital, his lawyer sued for the largest amount of money 

ever contemplated in that county in a lawsuit, for property damage and bodily injury. 

 

Now you know where Wilbur was. 

 

 

 

Sandbox Wisdom 
 

 

Betty and Ginger were two 4-year old girls playing in Betty’s sandbox building castles.  

Betty’s mother was watching from her kitchen window as she worked preparing the dinner 

meal. 

 

Cathy, a neighbor child, then appeared and began to play with the other two.  Suddenly, 

Ginger stood up crying and ran home. 

 

Betty’s mother went out to see what the problem was since she and Ginger’s mother were 

good friends. 

 

“Don’t sweat it, mom,” Betty said, “That’s just the way things are.  She’ll be back 

tomorrow.” 

 

Betty’s mom pondered these things. 

 

As she turned to go back into the house, she said in amazement “‘that’s just the way things 

are.’ My daughter, the philosopher…” 
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On Being Right 
 

 

Herman and Ray met casually in front of the bank. 

 

 “Herman,” Ray began, “I need to ask you something.” 

 

 “Go ahead,” replied the other. 

 

 “I need to borrow two hundred dollars.” 

 

 “What do you need it for?” 

 

Ray seemed stunned at that request. 

 

 “Herman, you shouldn’t ask that,” replied Ray.   

 

 “I think I have a right to ask,” insisted Herman. 

 

“No, you don’t,” said Ray getting rather heated and red in the face.  

“It’s none of your business” he added. 

 

“Well, Ray,” Herman said “you have won a philosophical argument.”  

“But,” he added “you didn’t get the money!” 

 

Herman walked away. 

 

 

Longevity 
 

 

The politician was dining on the balcony of the hotel and addressing a very large crowd on a 

popular note. 

 

“If I am elected,” he roared “I will see to it that every American will have total and 

complete health care from the cradle to the grave.” 

“Are there any questions?” he added. 

 

 “Senator,” one man shouted, “I own a funeral parlor.  If everyone is going to be 

healthier and live longer, it means that I will have to lay off at least one embalmer and 

run the risk of going out of business.” 

 

 “Well,” responded the politician, “hire a couple of medics to replace your embalmer.” 
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Bon Voyage 
 

 

 “What are you going to do about that lazy son of yours?” 

 

 “I solved that problem.” 

 

 “How did you do that?” 

 

 “I gave him a hundred dollars and a suitcase and put him out of the house.” 

 

 

 

 

The Difference 
 

 

John Duncan was raving about what a wonderful girl Marjorie was and how he really loved 

her. 

 

 “I bought her a watch for Christmas,” he said “I picked it up on sale.” 

 

“Wait a minute!” exclaimed Alvin Bell, “my sister talked to Marjorie yesterday and 

she showed her a ring that she had received from Buddy Perkins.” 

 

 “You must be kidding!” 

 

 “Nope.” 

 

“Well,” John Duncan said, “if that’s the case, I’ll take this expensive gift back and get 

credit for it.” 

 

 “How much did you pay for it?” 

 

 “Two hundred dollars.” 

 

 “That’s not very much for a gift for a girlfriend.” 

 

 “It is, for a two-timing girl like Marjorie. 

 



 11 

Chewing Gum 
 

 

 Have you heard any Pat and Mike stories lately?  Well, here is one: 

 

Pat and Mike went deep sea fishing.  Most of the people on the boat were catching Tilapia.  

So was Mike.  Pat had not caught a single fish, so he turned to Mike 

 

 “What kind of bait are you using?” he asked. 

 

 “Chewing gum,” replied Mike. 

 

Pat excused himself and went into the small store on the boat.  He purchased a pack of gum, 

removed one stick and chewed it.  He then returned to his place at the rail and put the 

chewing gum on his hook.  After fishing for some time without catching anything, he 

complained to Mike. 

 

 “What kind of gum are you using?” Mike asked. 

 

 “Juicy Fruit.” 

 

 “Well,” replied Mike, “they like Double Mint.” 

 

 

 

The Boots 
 

 

Alan and Mabel were dancing at a gala ball, or at least they were trying.  However, Alan was 

wearing boots and stepped on Mabel’s toes twice and almost fell once.  During intermission, 

he found a man who had apparently gotten too drunk and had passed out.  Alan removed the 

man’s shoes, took off his boots and put the man’s shoes on.  He placed his boots under a 

table. 

 

When Alan returned to the dance floor, he danced very well and he and Mabel had a good 

time until the gala ball had been ended.  When he returned to the place where he left his 

boots, he discovered that they were gone. 

 

“I don’t understand it,” he said, “I don’t know what to think of a person who would 

steal a man’s boots.” 
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Happy 
 

 

 Happy had been a good dog.  He had been wonderful with the children.  As they grew 

older, he grew very old in dog years and became ill.  The veterinarian said that Happy was in 

great pain and that he needed to be put down.  The whole family agonized over this for he, 

the husband-father, made the decision to euthanize the dog. 

 

 He took Happy to the veterinarian one morning and sat with Happy in the Procedure 

Room.  The veterinarian came in with a helper and was extremely efficient.  The injection 

into the blood vessels of his paw worked almost instantly.  The assistant left the room with 

Happy under her arm, and he could see Happy’s rear end as she left.  Later, he took Happy 

home in a cardboard box which the veterinarian had given him and he buried Happy 

unceremoniously in his backyard.  He put several flat stones on top of the grave to keep wild 

animals from digging. 

 

 He vowed that he would never go through this again.  There would never be another 

dog in the family.  He was certain of that. 

 

 At that moment, his wife and children were in the house watching a television 

program which featured rescued puppies that were available for adoption. 
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The Cops 

 
Two policemen were having coffee together at the precinct before going on duty.  

 

 “Anything happen on your beat last night?” asked the first policeman. 

 

“Not really,” responded the second policeman, “except, I saw a guy walking down the 

sidewalk all by himself and I stopped him.” 

 

 “Anything suspicious?” inquired the first cop. 

 

 “No, he was dressed in a business suit and carrying only one thing.” 

 

 “What was that?” 

 

 “Well, he was carrying a laptop computer.” 

 

“Well, that’s strange.  I think I saw the same guy all the way across town on my beat 

two nights ago,” said the first policeman. 

 

 “Did you stop him?” 

 

“Yes but, like in your case, he was dressed as a businessman and carrying a laptop 

computer.” 

 

 “Well,” said the second policeman, “I guess it’s just a coincidence.” 

 

Just then, the sergeant began making special assignments.  He said there had been some 

strange break-ins.  The strange part was that the thief only took one thing each time. 

 

 “What was that?” asked the first policeman. 

 

 “Laptop computers,” answered the sergeant. 

 


