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What Is Politics?

T S S L S e R

A little boy came home from school one day
and said to his father, “Dad, what can you tell
me about politics? 1 have to learn about it for
school tomorrow. ” The father thought some and
said, “OK son, the best way I can describe poli-
tics is to use an analogy.
Let's say that I'm capitalist
because I'm the breadwin- =
ner. Your mother will be ;_;f;:.:-
government because she
controls everything, our
maid will be the working

class because she works for

us, you will be the people
because you answer to us,
and your baby brother will be the future. Does
that help any?” The little boy said, “Well, Dad,
I don’t know, but I'll think about what you




said. ”

Later that night, after everyone had gone to
bed, the little boy was woken up by his brother’s
crying. Upon further investigation, he found a

dirty diaper. So, he went down the hall to his

parents’ bedroom and found his father’s side of
the bed empty and his mother wouldn’t wake up.
Then he saw a light on in the guest room down
the hall, and when he reached the door, he saw
through the crack that his father was in bed with
the maid. Because he couldn’t do anything else,
he turned back to bed.

The next morning, he said to his father at
the breakfast table, “Dad, I think I understand
politics much better now.” “ Excellent, my
boy,” he answered, “What have you learned?”
The little boy thought for a minute and said, “I
learned that while capitalist is screwing the
working class, the government is sound asleep to
the pleas of the people, leaving the future in a

pile of shit. ”
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Air Force One amf tﬁe Farmer

TR R R R R R B R TR

Air Force one crashed in the middle of rural
America. Panic stricken, the Secret Service mo-
bilized and descended on the farm in force. When
they got there, the wreckage was clear. The air-
craft was totally destroyed, with only a burned
hulk left smoldering in a tree line that bordered a
farm. Secret Service descended upon the smok-
ing hulk but could find no remains of the crew or
the President’s staff.

To their amazement, a lone farmer was plo-
wing a field not too far away as if nothing at all
happened. They hurried over to surround the
man’s tractor,

“Sir,” the senior Secret Service agent
asked, panting and out of breath. “Did you see
this terrible accident happen?”

“Yes. Sure did. ” The man muttered uncon-
cernedly,

“Do you realize that is the President of the

United States’ airplane?”
“Yes. ”
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“Were there any survivors?” the agent gasped.

“No. They are all killed straight out. ” The
farmer sighed cutting off his tractor motor. “I
buried them all myself, and took most of the
morning. ”

“The President of the United States is
DEAD?” The agent gulped in disbelief.

“Yep, he kept saying he wasn’t... but you

know what a liar he is!”
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I Just Need One Copy

A young officer is working late at the Penta-
~ gon one evening. As he comes out of his office at
- about 8 p. m. he sees a General standing by the
classified document shredder in the hallway,
with a piece of paper in his hand.

“Do you know how to work this thing?” the
General asks. “My secretary’s gone home and I
- don’t know how to run "

“Yes, sir,” says the young officer, who
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turns on the machine, takes the paper from the

General, and feeds it in.

(PAUSE)

“Now,” says the General, “I just need one

”
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Perfect Trade

President Clinton returns to Washington af-
ter a trip to his home state of Arkansas. He
steps out of the plane carrying two pigs, one un-
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der each arm, When he reaches the bottom of the
stairs, the Marine sharply salutes him as usual.

| Clinton says, “I'd salute you back son, but
' as you can see my hands are full. ”

The Marine replies, “Yes, sir! Mighty fine

pigs, sir!” President Clinton responds, “These
| aren’t just ordinary pigs, actually. They are
| pure Arkansas Razorback Pigs!” |
| " The Marine replies, “Yes, sir! Mighty fine

Razorbacks, sir. ”

The President says, “I got this one for Hill-

. ary, and this one for Chelsea!”
| The Marine replies, “Yes, sir! Good trade,

sir!”
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A dad walks into the market followed by his
ten-year-old son. The kid is spinning a 25-cent
piece in the air and catching it between his teeth.
As they walk through the market someone
bumps into the boy at just the wrong moment
and the coin goes straight into his mouth and
lodges in his throat. He immediately starts cho-
king and going blue in the face and Dad starts
panicking, shouting and screaming for help. A
middle-aged, fairly unnoticeable man in a gray
suit is sitting at a coffee bar in the market read-

ing his newspaper and sipping a cup of coffee. At
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the sound of the commotion he looks up, puts
his coffee cup down on the saucer, neatly folds
his newspaper and places it on the counter. He
gets up from his seat and makes his unhurried
way across the market. Reaching the boy (who
is still standing, but only just) the man carefully
takes hold of the kid’s neck and squeezes gently
but firmly.

After a few seconds the boy convulses vio-
lently and coughs up the 25-cent piece, which
the man catches in his free hand. Releasing the
boy, the man hands the coin to the father and
walks back to his seat in the coffee bar without
saying a word. As soon as he is sure that his son
has suffered no lasting ill effects, the father ru-
shes over to the man and starts effusively than-
king him. The man looks embarrassed and bru-
shes off the father’s thanks. As he’s about to
leave, the father asks one last question, “I’ve
never seen anybody do anything like that before-
it was fantastic—what are you, a surgeon or
something like that?”

“Oh, good heavens, no,” the man replies.
“I work for the IRS. ”
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