Build Another Ark

In the year 2008, the Lord came unto Noah who was now living in the United States, in California and said, 'Once again, the earth has become wicked and over-populated, and I see the end of all flesh before me.  Build another Ark and save 2 of every living thing along with a few good humans.'

He gave Noah blueprints saying, 'You have six months to build the Ark before I will start the unending rain for 40 days and 40 nights.'

Six months later, the Lord looked down and saw Noah weeping in his yard - but no Ark. 

'Noah!' He roared , 'I'm about to start the rain!  Where is the Ark?'

'Forgive me, Lord,' begged Noah, 'but things have changed. I needed a building permit. I've been arguing with the inspector about the need for a sprinkler system. My neighbors claim that I've violated the neighborhood zoning laws by building the Ark in my yard and exceeding the height limitations. We had to go to the Development Appeal Board for a decision.'

'Then the Department of Transportation demanded a bond be posted for the future costs of moving power lines and other overhead obstructions,to clear the passage for the Ark's move to the sea. I told them that the sea would be coming to us, but they would hear nothing of it.'

'Getting the wood was another problem. There's a ban on cutting local trees in order to save the spotted owl. I tried to convince the environmentalists that I needed the wood to save the owls - but no go!'

'When I started gathering the animals, an animal rights group sued me. They insisted that I was confining wild animals against their will. They argued the accommodation was too restrictive, and it was cruel and inhumane to put so many animals in a confined space.'

'Then the EPA ruled that I couldn't build the Ark until they'd conducted an environmental impact study on your proposed flood.'

'I'm still trying to resolve a complaint with the Human Rights Commission on how many minorities I'm supposed to hire for my building crew. Immigration and Naturalization are checking the green-card status of most of the people who want to work. The trades unions say I can't use my sons. They insist I have to hire only Union workers with Ark-building experience.'

'To make matters worse, the IRS seized all my assets, claiming I'm trying to leave the country illegally with endangered species.'
 And the ACLU says I must allow room for everyone who wants to go or they are going to sue me.

'So, forgive me, Lord, but it would take at least 10 years for me to finish this Ark.'

Suddenly the skies cleared, the sun began to shine, and a rainbow stretched across the sky. Noah looked up in wonder and asked, 'You mean you're not going to destroy the world?'

'No,' said the Lord. 'The government beat me to it.' 

Subject: Hillary and Kids


FROM THE MOUTHS OF BABES.


Hillary Clinton, the lead Presidential Democratic Party candidate, is
for banning all guns in America. She is considered by those who have
dealt with her, as a little more than just a little self-righteous. 

At a recent rural elementary school meeting in north Florida, she asked
the audience for total quiet. Then, in the silence, she started to
slowly clap her hands, once every few seconds, holding the audience in
total silence.  Then she said into the microphone, "Every time I clap my
hands, a child in America dies from gun violence."

A young voice, with a proud southern accent, (probably Johnny), pierced
the quiet. 
 
"Well, stop clappin' ya hands, stupid woman!"

HILLARY'S FIRST NIGHT AS PRESIDENT

Hillary Clinton was sworn in today as President.

She has disposed of Bill and is spending her first night alone in the White House.

She has waited several years for this.

FIRST NIGHT

Suddenly! The ghost of George Washington appears to her, and Hillary says, 'How can I best serve my country?'

Washington says, 'Never tell a lie.'

Ouch!' Says Hillary, 'I don't know about that.'

SECOND NIGHT

The next night, the ghost of Thomas Jefferson appears...

Hillary says, 'How can I best serve my country?' 


Jefferson says,

'Listen to the people.'


'Ohhh! I really don't want to do that.'

THIRD NIGHT

On the third night, the ghost of Abe Lincoln appears... Hillary says, 'How can I best serve my country?'

Lincoln says,

'Go to the theater.'
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Shown below, is an actual letter that was sent to a bank by an 86 year old woman. The bank manager thought it amusing enough to have it published in the New York Times.





Dear Sir:
I am writing to thank you for bouncing my check with which I endeavored to pay my plumber last month. By my calculations, three nanoseconds must have elapsed between his presenting the check and the arrival in my account of the funds needed to honor it.



I refer, of course, to the automatic monthly deposit of my entire pension, an arrangement which, I admit, has been in place for only eight  years. You are to be commended for seizing that brief window of opportunity, and also for debiting my account $30 by way of penalty for the inconvenience caused to your bank. My thankfulness springs from the manner in which this incident has caused me to rethink my errant financial ways.



I noticed that whereas I personally answer your telephone calls and letters, --- when I try to contact you, I am confronted by the impersonal, overcharging, pre-recorded, faceless entity which your bank has become. From now on, I, like you, choose only to deal with a flesh-and-blood person.



My mortgage and loan repayments will therefore and hereafter no longer be automatic, but will arrive at your bank, by check, addressed personally and confidentially to an employee at your bank whom you must  nominate.



Be aware that it is an offense under the Postal Act for any other person to open such an envelope. Please find attached an Application  Contact which I require your chosen employee to complete. I am sorry it runs to eight pages, but in order that I know as much about him or her as your bank knows about me, there is no alternative. Please note that all copies of his or her medical history must becountersigned by a Notary Public, and the mandatory details of his/her financial situation (income, debts, assets and liabilities) must be accompanied by documented proof. In due course, at MY convenience, I will issue your employee with a PIN number which he/she must quote in dealings with me.



I regret that it cannot be shorter than 28 digits but, again, I have modeled it on the number of button presses required of me to access my account balance on your phone bank service. As they say, imitation is the sincerest form of flattery.



Let me level the playing field even further.



When you call me, press buttons as follows:



IMMEDIATELY AFTER DIALING, PRESS THE STAR (*) BUTTON FOR ENGLISH



#1. To make an appointment to see me



#2. To query a missing payment.



#3. To transfer the call to my living room in case I am there.



#4. To transfer the call to my bedroom in case I am sleeping



#5. To transfer the call to my toilet in case I am attending to nature.



#6. To transfer the call to my mobile phone if I am not at home



#7. To leave a message on my computer, a password to access my computer is required. Password will be communicated to you at a later  date to that Authorized Contact mentioned earlier.



#8. To return to the main menu and to listen to options 1 through 7.



#9. To make a general complaint or inquiry. The contact will then be put on hold, pending the attention of my automated answering service.



#10. This is a second reminder to press* for English. While this may, on occasion, involve a lengthy wait, uplifting music will play for the duration of the call.



Regrettably, but again following your example, I must also levy an establishment fee to cover the setting up of this new arrangement. May I wish you a happy, if ever so slightly less prosperous New Year?



Your Humble Client



(Remember: This was written by an 86 year old woman) 'YA JUST GOTTA LOVE US SENIORS" !!!!! And remember: Don't make old ladies mad. They don't like being old in the first place, so it doesn't take much to set them off.



Susan Harris
Mary Kay
(818) 642-2856

From: JPUCHALSK@aol.com 

To: rd-vfmoore@comcast.net 

Sent: Wednesday, January 09, 2008 5:36 AM

Subject: A Guide for our life (Has beautiful sound)...............

This is absolutely beautiful.  It would be wonderful if we all could implement this into our life. ......
                                                                                                                http://www.dashpoemmovie.com:80/
 How long is a Dash?
Old is Old is Old is Old 

 

  A lady goes to the bar on a cruise ship and orders a Scotch with two drops of water.
As the bartender gives her the drink she says, 

"I'm on this cruise to celebrate my 80th birthday and it's today.." 

The bartender says, "Well, since it's your birthday, I'll buy you a drink. In fact,
this one is on me" 

As the woman finishes her drink, the woman to her right says,
"I would like to buy you a drink, too." 

The old woman says, "Thank you. Bartender, I want a
Scotch with two drops of water." 

"Coming up," says the bartender. 

As she finishes that drink, the man to her left says,
"I would like to buy you one, too." 

The old woman says,
"Thank you. Bartender, I want another Scotch with two drops of water." 

"Coming right up," the bartender says. 

As he gives her the drink, he says, "Ma'am, I'm dying of curiosity.
Why the Scotch with only two drops of water?" 

The old woman replies, 

"Sonny, when you're my age, you've learned how to hold your liquor.
Holding your water, however, is a whole other issue." 


"OLD" IS WHEN ... Your sweetie says, " Let's go upstairs and make love," and
you answer, "Pick one; I can't do both!" 

"OLD " IS WHEN ... Your friends compliment you on your new alligator shoes
and you're barefoot. 


"OLD" IS WHEN ... A sexy babe catches your fancy and your pacemaker opens
the garage door.


"OLD" IS WHEN ... Going braless pulls all the wrinkles out of your face. 


"OLD" IS WHEN ... You don't care where your spouse goes, just as long
as you don't have to go along. 


"OLD" IS WHEN ... You are cautioned to slow down by the doctor instead of
by the police. 


"OLD" IS WHEN ..."Getting a little action" means you don't need to take
any fiber today


"OLD" IS WHEN ... "Getting lucky" means you find your car in the parking lot. 


"OLD" IS WHEN ... An "all nighter" means not getting up to use the bathroom. 

AND 

"OLD" IS WHEN ... You are not sure these are jokes.
Frances,

Charlie loved the Grit bag! It was a big success! I love the little chicken and the book on roses. That will be a handy reference for the ones we have--all shrub, I believe, as the others are so needy. Thank you, and I hope you have a healthy, HAPPY NEW YEAR.

 

We are having our kitchen remodeled--a job much needed. The refrigerator and stove were both inadequate. The countertops were coming apart. We are not having new cabinets---just some updating, appliances, countertops, and a slightly different configuration of several cabinets plus painting. The whole first floor is in chaos with boxes of stuff everywhere. I think this is a good time to organize and throw away a few things no longer used. I will enjoy having a different more workable space. I am also into Crock Pot cooking again. By necessity with the present kitchen in turmoil, I have cooked several entrees and we liked them. I hope to continue, as it is really easy and convenient.  

 

It was fun to see Margaret, Jim, Joan and William and Maurice and family. John was here and able to go with us. William and Lillian cooked some interesting dishes. Mandy did not come for Christmas. Melanie and Andreas were here. Charlie will be here until Sunday morning.

 

Take care.

Love, Nancy

This story is very sweet, and I just wanted to share.





  The  "W" in Christmas [Author unknown]

    Each December, I vowed to make Christmas a calm and  peaceful experience. 

   I had cut back on nonessential obligations - extensive card  writing, endless baking, decorating, and even  overspending.. 

      Yet still, I found myself exhausted, unable to appreciate  the precious family moments, and of course, the true meaning  of Christmas. 

   My son, Nicholas, was in kindergarten that year. It was an  exciting season for a six year old. 
 

   For weeks, he'd been memorizing songs for his school's Winter Pageant. 
 

   I didn't have the heart to tell him I'd be working the night of  the production, unwilling to miss his shining moment, I spoke with  his Teacher, she assured me there'd be a dress rehearsal the morning of the presentation. 
 

   All parents unable to attend that evening were welcome to come  then. Fortunately, Nicholas seemed happy with the compromise. 

   So, the morning of the dress rehearsal, I filed in ten minutes early, found a spot on the cafeteria floor and sat down.  Around  the room I saw several other parents quietly scampering to their  seats. 

   As I waited, the students were led into the room. Each  class, accompanied by their teacher, sat cross-legged on the floor.  Then, each group, one by one, rose to perform their  song. 

   Because the public school system had long stopped referring to  the holiday as "Christmas," I didn't expect anything other than fun, commercial entertainment songs of reindeer, Santa Claus, snowflakes and good cheer. 

   So, when my son's class rose to sing, "Christmas Love," I  was slightly taken aback by its bold title. 

   Nicholas was aglow, as were all of his classmates, adorned in  fuzzy mittens, red sweaters, and bright snowcaps upon their  heads. 

   Those in the front row - center stage - held up large letters, one by one, to spell out the title of the song.    

   As the class would sing "C is for Christmas," a child would hold  up the letter C. Then, "H is for Happy," and on and on, until  each child holding up his portion had presented the complete message, 

   "Christmas Love." 
 

   The performance was going smoothly, until suddenly, we noticed  her; a small, quiet, girl in the front row holding the letter "M"  upside down - totally unaware her letter "M" appeared as a  "W". 
 

   The audience of 1st through 6th graders snickered at this  little one's mistake. But she had no idea they were laughing at  her, so she stood tall, proudly holding her "W". 
 

   Although many teachers tried to shush the children, the  laughter continued until the last letter was raised, and we all saw  it together. 

   A hush came over the audience and eyes began to  widen. In that instant, we understood the reason we were there, why we celebrated the holiday in the first place, why even in the  chaos, there was a purpose for our festivities. 
 

   For when the last letter was held high, the message read loud  and clear: 

   
   "C H R I S T W A S L O V E" 

    And,  I believe, He still is. Amazed  in His presence .... humbled by His love. 

   

   Again, HAVE A BLESSED HOLIDAYSEASON 

Merry Christmas Everyone!
JUST TAKING A BREAK WHILE UNDOING THE TREE - I'LL STOP NOW  ------- I have the attention span of an ant!!!!
 

 

Credit Cards
 

  
 Be sure & cancel your credit cards before you die. 
  
 This is so priceless, and so easy to see happening, customer service being what it is today. 
  
 A lady died this past January, and Citibank billed her for February & March for their annual service charges on her credit card, and then added late fees & interest on the monthly charge. The balance had been $0.00, now it's somewhere around $60.00. 
  
 A family member placed a call to Citibank: 
  
 Family Member:  "I'm calling to tell you that she died in January." 
  
 Citibank:  "The account was never closed and the late fees & charges still apply." 
  
 Family Member:  "Maybe you should turn it over to collections." 
  
 Citibank:  "Since it is two months past due, it already has been." 
  
 Family Member:  So, what will they do when they find out she is dead?" 
  
 Citibank:  "Either report her account to the frauds division or report her to the credit bureau; maybe both!" 
  
 Family Member:  "Do you think God will be mad at her?" 
  
 Citibank:  "Excuse me?" 
  
 Family Member:  "Did you just get what I was telling you . . . the part about her being dead?" 
  
 Citibank: "Sir, you'll have to speak to my supervisor" 
  
 Supervisor gets on the phone. 
  
 Family Member:  "I'm calling to tell you, she died in January." 
  
 Citibank:  "The account was never closed and the late fees & charges still apply." 
  
 Family Member:  "You mean you want to collect from her estate?" 
  
 Citibank:  (Stammer)   "Are you her lawyer?" 
  
 Family Member:  "No, I'm her great nephew."  (Lawyer info given) 
  
 Citibank:  "Could you fax us a certificate of death?" 
  
 Family Member:  "Sure." (the fax number is given) 
  
 After they get the fax  ... 
  
 Citibank: "Our system just isn't setup for death.  I don't know what more I can do to help." 
  
 Family Member:  "Well, if you figure it out, great! If not, you could just keep billing her. I don't think she will care." 
  
 Citibank: "Well, the late fees & charges do still apply." 
  
 Family Member:  "Would you like her new billing address?" 
  
 Citibank:  "That might help." 
  
 Family Member: "Odessa Memorial Cemetery, Highway 129, Plot Number 69." 
  
 Citibank:  "Sir, that's a cemetery!" 
  
 Family Member:  "What do you do with dead people on your planet?" 
 


What fun it is dealing with "customer service" 
