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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 back country. As I was not
familiar with the backwoods, I got
lost and, being a typical man, I
didn’t stop for directions.
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Some time passes and the Irishman
comes back in the pub and approaches the American. “Is yer bet
still on the table?”
The American replies, “Sure it is!
Bartender get this man his drinks.” The
bartender lines up 10 pints of Guinness
on the bar.

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.”

An American walks into an Irish pub.
He says to the patrons, ”I’ll bet $500
that none of you can drink 10 pints of
Guinness in 10 minutes.” People raise
their heads but ignore the absurd bet
and go back to drinking and merry
making, except an Irishman who
leaves the bar.

The Irishman starts drinking and drinks
up all the Guinness in less than 10 minutes. Astonished the American hands
over the money and asks, “Well, may I
ask where you went earlier?”

Mrs. Donovan was walking down
O’Connell Street in Dublin
when she met up with Father
Flaherty.
The Father said, ‘Top o’ the
mornin’ to ye! Aren’t ye Mrs.
Donovan and didn’t I marry ye
and yer hoosband two years
ago?’
She replied, ‘Aye, that ye did,
Father.’
The Father asked, ‘And be
there any wee little ones yet?’
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The Irishman replies with a smirk, “I
went to the pub next door to see if I
could do it.”

A little old lady was walking down
the street dragging two large plastic
garbage bags behind her. One of
the bags was ripped and every once
in awhile a $20 bill fell out onto the
sidewalk.

She replied, ‘No, not yet, Father.’

Noticing this, a policeman stopped
her, and said, “Ma’am, there are $20
bills falling out of that bag.”

The Father said, ‘Well now, I’m
going to Rome next week and
I’ll light a fertility candle for
ye and yer hoosband.’

“Oh, really? Darn it!” said the little
old lady. “I’d better go back and see
if I can find them. Thanks for telling
me, Officer.”

She replied, ‘Oh, thank ye, Father!’ They then parted ways..
Some years later they met
again. The Father asked, ‘Well
now, Mrs. Donovan, how are ye
these days?’
She replied, ‘Oh, very well,
Father!’
The Father asked, ‘And tell me ,
Have ye any wee ones yet?’
She replied, ‘Oh yes, Father!
Two sets of twins and six singles, ten in all!’
The Father said, ‘That’s wonderful! And how is yer loving
hoosband doing?’
She replied, ‘He’s gone to
Rome to blow out yer fookin’
candle!’

Shortly after a British Airways flight had
reached its cruising altitude, the captain announced, “Ladies and gentlemen, this is your captain. Welcome
to Flight 293, non-stop from London
Heathrow to New York. The weather
ahead is good, so we should have an
uneventful flight. So, sit back, relax,
and—OH MY GOD!”

“Well, now, not so fast,” said the cop.
“ Where did you get all that money?
You didn’t steal it, did you?”
“Oh, no, no”, said the old lady. “You
see, my back yard is right next to a
Golf course. A lot of Golfers come
and pee through a knot hole in my
fence, right into my flower garden.
It used to really tick me off Kills the
flowers, you know. Then I thought,
‘why not make the best of it?’ So,
now, I stand behind the fence by
the knot hole, real quiet, with my
hedge clippers. Every time some guy
sticks his thing through my fence, I
surprise him, grab hold of it and say,
‘O.K., buddy! Give me $20 or off it
comes!’
“Well, that seems only fair,” said the
cop, laughing .”OK. Good luck! Oh,
by the way, what’s in the other bag?”
“Not everybody pays.”

Silence followed...

Am I getting older or
has the supermarket
begun playing great
music?

Some moments later, the captain
came back on the intercom, “Ladies
and gentlemen, I’m sorry if I scared
you. While I was talking to you, a flight
attendant accidentally spilled coffee
in my lap. You should see the front of
my pants!”
From the back of the plane, an Irish
passenger yelled, “For the luvva Jaysus, you should see the back of mine!”

