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The Last Laugh

Old Farmer’s Advice
Your fences need to be horse-

high, pig-tight and bull-strong. 

Keep skunks and bankers at 
a distance.

Life is simpler when you 
plow around the stump.

A bumble bee is considerably 
faster than a John Deere tractor.

Words that soak into your 
ears are whispered...not yelled.

Meanness don’t jes’ happen 
overnight.

Forgive your enemies; it 
messes up their heads.

Do not corner something that 
you know is meaner than you.

It don’t take a very big person 
to carry a grudge.

You cannot unsay a cruel 
word.

Every path has a few pud-
dles.

When you wallow with pigs, 
expect to get dirty.

The best sermons are lived, 
not preached.

Most of the stuff people wor-
ry about ain’t never gonna hap-
pen anyway.

Don ‘t judge folks by their 
relatives.

Remember that silence is 
sometimes the best answer.

Live a good, honorable life.. 

Then when you get older and 
think back, you’ll enjoy it a sec-
ond time.

Don ‘t interfere with some-
thin’ that ain’t bothering you 
none.

Timing has a lot to do with 
the outcome of a Rain dance.

If you find yourself in a hole, 
the first thing to do is stop dig-
gin’.

Sometimes you get, and 
sometimes you get got.

The biggest troublemaker 
you’ll probably ever have to deal 
with, watches you from the mir-
ror every mornin’.

Always drink upstream from 
the herd.

Good judgment comes from 
experience, and a lotta that 
comes from bad judgment.

Lettin’ the cat outta the bag 
is a whole lot easier than puttin’ 
it back in.

If you get to thinkin’ you’re 
a person of some influence, try 
orderin’ somebody else’s dog 
around..

Live simply. Love generously. 
Care deeply.

Speak kindly. Leave the rest 
to God.

Don’t pick a fight with an old 
man. If he is too old to fight, he’ll 
just kill you.

Last Request
A very old man lay dying 

in his bed. In death’s doorway, 
he suddenly smelled the aroma 
of his favorite chocolate chip 
cookie wafting up the stairs.

 He gathered his remaining 
strength and lifted himself from 
the bed.  Leaning against the 
wall, he slowly made his way 
out of the bedroom, and with 
even greater effort forced him-
self down the stairs, gripping 
the railing with both hands.

 With labored breath, he 
leaned against the door frame, 
gazing into the kitchen.  Were it 
not for death’s agony, he would 
have thought himself already 
in heaven.

 There, spread out on news-
papers on the kitchen table 
were literally hundreds of his 
favorite chocolate chip cook-
ies.

 Was it heaven?  Or was it 
one final act of heroic love from 
his devoted wife, seeing to it 
that he left this world a happy 
man?

 Mustering one great final 
effort, he threw himself to-
ward the table.  The aged and 
withered hand, shaking, made 
its way to a cookie at the edge 
of the table, when he was sud-
denly smacked with a spatula 
by his wife.

 “Stay out of those,” she 
said. “They’re for the funeral.


