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Pogo Was Right...and Still Is 
 

The humorous speaker has to be able to understand folks, all kinds, and deal with 

them in spite of their eccentricities and foibles. In fact, the understanding of the American 

people’s faults and foibles is the basis for a great deal of humor, the best kind, incidentally.  

In some of my talks, I exclaim, “I never blame myself--I’m an American!” The 

response is always real good, the people laugh; sometimes I even receive applause. The 

members of the audience are very aware of the truth of that statement: The American 

people never blame themselves for anything. It is so easy to assign the guilt to the other 

party.  

There he was, Adam hiding in the hedge, scared to death. “Where did that come 

from?” he thought. It seemed to come from everywhere, a loud booming voice,  “Where 

art thou, Adam?” He’d never heard anything like that before in the Garden. 

 ‘Course, the Lord was just toying with Adam. He knew where Adam was. Being 

omniscient and all, well, seeing Adam there in the hedge was easy. 

“Who are you? Who’s doin’ that yelling?” 

“This is the Lord, Adam. Where are you?” 

Adam knew the jig was up. If this was the Lord, He already knew. He was just 

jerking Adam around a bit. So he stepped out of the hedge and immediately said, “It is not 

my fault, Lord. It’s the woman’s fault, that woman you gimme.” And he pointed at Eve. 

“There she is, Lord.” 

Eve was astonished that this being, this man, so to speak, had shrunk from his duty 

to protect here and love her and all those other things he had promised just yesterday.  
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Evidently that was yesterday. Today, this was everyone for themselves day. 

Well, he wasn’t the only one who could play that game. “It wasn’t my fault, Lord. It 

was the snake. She might not have meant to, but she pointed right at Adam. It might have 

been a Freudian slip, but he hadn’t come on the scene yet. 

They were banished. You know the rest of it, if you’re Baptist, that is. The rest of 

you can read it. It’s easy to find. First book in the Bible. If you don’t have one, go buy one 

and turn to the very first chapter and there it is. Very interesting and exciting reading. All 

about how we all got started. You ought to be interested in that. In about a hundred years 

or less  it might start all over again, way things are now. If it doesn’t, some pundit said the 

other day that the Lord should apologize to Sodom and Gomorrah. I didn’t say it, 

remember that! 

Americans do not want to be blamed for anything. A wit once said, “Machines will 

never become human until they begin to blame other machines.”  

You have never seen a man stand up on his tippy toes and thump his chest and 

holler, “I am a self-made failure!” Never will. 

Fellow goes to see a doctor. He has on a long flowing white robe, thong sandals, long 

ratty hair, hair pushed back, two ear rings in each ear, one stud in his nose. He’s got a 

bacon strip hanging over each ear. He says to the doctor, “Doc, I came to see you about my 

brother.” 

People never seem to realize or have even the slightest hint that he or she (Yes, here 

I bring the ladies into the situation, too.) might have a little something to do with the mess 

they’re in. I hint to folks with appropriate humor, of course, so they won’t run me out of 
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town that there is a slight chance that they are their problem. 

In my opinion, and this is just an opinion, mind you, a person when analyzing one’s 

situations in life, should find out first how much of the problem is their fault. After that is 

done, we may find out that we don’t have any problem left. See, now I put me in there.  

Never a smarter saying that the one by Pogo, “We has met the enemy and they is us.” 

If you aren’t going to buy a Bible, I suggest you read Charles Schultz’s comic strip, 

PEANUTS. Charles Schultz is a fine man, full of the spirit, and exhibits that in his 

wonderful comic strip. Might have more about this later. 



 

Thanks to Bud, “Boomer” Gober, Brady and Bradyites 
 

I’ve always told my audiences, “If you want to feel better, go wander around some  

hospital for a while and you will -- gar-on-tee! Today is an auspicious day in our lives (Maxine and 

mine) for this afternoon we check into Southwest Medical Hospital, San Antonio. The orthopedist is 

going to work on my back tomorrow morning, Thursday, May 1st.  

See, now you already feel better. You just thought, “Man! Am I glad that is not me!” 

(For you English teachers, I know that should be “...that is not I.” However, if I talked or wrote 

correctly all the time, people would think of me as stilted and we don’t want that, do we? 

Incidentally, every time I say “We” to Friend Myrt, he says, “You got a mouse in your pocket?”) 

In nearly all of my talks during a long career of public speaking, I told people that. If you are 

beginning to feel a bit sorry for yourself (a pitiful state, really) walk through the hospital and when 

you go out the other end, you will feel compassion for those poor folks, but admit it, you will feel 

better about your condition. 

We (Maxine and I) are beginning to think like Aunt Flo Keyser and Papa T Gray, both gone 

to Glory now, used to when they were on a trip. They just could not wait to get back to “Ol’ 

McCulloch” and swore to us that when they crossed the county line coming back from some trip, the 

air was cleaner and smelled so good, they took in a real deep snoot full of it.  

That was just a trip for Papa T and Aunt Flo, to see a football game, to take a little trip 

somewhere. No matter what the purpose, they always said the same things: “Doesn’t it feel good to 

get back to Ol’ McCulloch? Smell that air! Get a snoot full of it!” 

I’ve had a bunch of surgeries and will have to admit they were right after all. We can’t wait 

to get home to San Marcos, to our house, to our beds, to our pillows, etc. Life is full of simple 

pleasures. Happiness lies in “Little Things.” Remember that little bit of verse I put in one column. 



 

Just so you won’t have to look it up in all those columns of mine you’ve saved (Ha!, as Linda 

Myrick writes), here it is again. 

Just a little tap on the shoulder, 

Just a little smile, warm and bright, 

Just a little word of hope and cheer 

And a heavy heart grows light. 

Just a little love and affection; 

Suddenly a sad heart sings, 

Little Things -- did I say that? 

There are no Little Things. 

No place like home, Folks. Plenty of songs written about that feeling one has as they see their 

home town come into sight over that next hill, and their house as they round that curve. Eyes do well 

up with tears in such an emotional moment. I am looking forward to it, say, about Monday, the 5th. 

Thrilling seeing the paper and the articles about the Lifetime Service Award for my good 

friend, Hugh Lee (Bud, but “Toppy” to us old-timers, as I told you at the Chamber of Commerce 

banquet at my last appearance there). Could not have happened to a nicer fellow. I phoned and talked 

to Claire. Bud was not home, but he returned my call and thanked me.  We laughed as we talked, as 

we always do. I feel better every time I am around Toppy, about this man, Bud. With all due respect 

to the present mayor, I’ll be calling Toppy “Mayor” the rest of my life (Pray that it will go on at least 

through next week). There are quite a few people in Brady that I’d like to say good-bye to before  

leaving for that Great Podium in the Sky. “One Day at a Time.” The simple approach to a happy life. 

I’ve seen Toppy in lots of situations but never speechless. Wish I could have been there for 

that rarest of moments. He’s always been very emotional but usually at 100 decibels or louder. 



 

Teared up and quiet -- now, that is rare as frog hair. However, I want to thank you for honoring my 

friend, Bud, Toppy Gober and also honoring his lovely wife. A happy, love-filled marriage for lo, 

these many years. I thanked him and congratulated him for that long-time service to our home town. 

And you thanked him profusely for serving you. Applause from San Marcos for you 

wonderful Brady people. And at the same time a lovely, loving tribute to Brady from Cheri 

Wienecke. 

I thank God that Maxine and I grew up in a small town, especially Brady, where if one has a heart 

attack, he or she will not be arrested for littering.  

Toppy and I are going to get together when we are in Brady next time. And we are going to 

laugh, you can bet your bottom dollar on that. When Toppy Gober and Charlie Jarvis get together 

there will be laughter! Maybe let Bill Roberts in on that session also. Maybe next week. Laughter is 

the best medicine for healing and recuperation. Looking forward to seeing Bode too and talking 

about writing, jokes, laughter and him doing some  humorous public speaking.  

While I’m in this mood, let me thank you for your reception of my friend, Morris 

Eickenhorst. From the report in the paper, he did a fine job and you really laughed when he talked at 

the C. of C. banquet. Congrats to you, Morris and to all who were there for a well-planned, 

well-received public affair, and to Mr. Trollinger who was honored as “Citizen of the Year.” Back in 

the ‘60s I was on about every committee in San Marcos except one they formed to run me outa town. 

After reading all that Mr. Trollinger had accomplished and the time he has given his home town, I 

had to go lie down a while. As we say in West Texas, “I was plumb tuckered.” 

However, with all the trouble that Brady is having (I just read the latest issue of the 

Standard), maybe it’s time some of the citizens left Brady and “Good Ol’ McCulloch” and say, go to 

some other state for a visit. It won’t take long. You’ll be like Aunt Flo and Uncle T. Something 



 

inside tearing at you, pulling at you, wanting you to take yourself back. It shouldn’t take long and 

you really do not need to leave the state. Just go to Austin for a week, try to drive around what used 

to be a wonderful little city. Get out on IH 35 and pull to the right lane. Go the speed limit and 

someone will pass you on the shoulder, to your right. Yeah, and flip you as they go by. Everybody in 

Austin is in a terribly big hurry. Be sure and get over on Mo-Pac about 5:30 p.m. and drive it from 

North to South Austin, all the way. 

Believe me, you are going to miss Brady and Brady’s folks and traffic. Now do this, don’t put 

it off. When you’re going back, stop at the county line and take in a snoot full of that McCulloch 

County air. See if it doesn’t smell better to you.  

Another thing: Don’t change Brady too much. Don’t long for an automobile factory. Don’t 

offer abatements to foreign firms if they’ll build there instead of Austin. First place, Austin has 

enough. They don’t know it, but they do. While you’re in Austin, you might try to drive up north to 

Georgetown and Round Rock. You shouldn’t try this at 5:30 p.m., please! Talk to some of the folks 

up there. Go to the Georgetown square. They’ve restored it, looks nearly like it used to, but it’s not. 

And be sure and talk to some of the Old Timers there, see how they like all the hub bub and hurry. 

You just might shorten your visit and head home. You’ll be mighty glad to see Brady again. 
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Bismarck, S. D. Summers 

 

Even though I did get to fly myself around this wonderful country and see it from 10,500 

feet or 9,500 feet (depending upon the direction your plane is heading, the altitude is dictated by 

the F.A.A.), I did travel a great deal on the nation’s airlines. And enjoyed it. I know it is a 

favorite subject of some of America’s comedians and aspiring comedians, they were always very 

nice to me and got me to my engagements on time, if I planned correctly.  

There are moments I remember that make me smile and even giggle a little. I’ll be sitting 

on the other end of the couch from Maxine and she’ll look up from her cross word puzzle and 

ask, “What are you giggling about?” 

“I was just thinking of that time when I was on that Frontier Airlines plane in Denver, 

waiting to head out to Bismarck and suddenly noticed the airliner captain there with the flight 

attendants.” Maxine smiled for she has heard the story umpteen times. “Remember, I told you he 

was suddenly standing in the forward part of the airplane (we old former Navy deck officers and 

pilots do not say “front’ and “back”). The plane was full, about fifteen minutes away from 

take-off. We’re all thinking, “What’s the Captain doing up there with that microphone? 

Something  wrong with this plane? The wing fell off or something like that?” You could hear 

the proverbial pin drop; the group was anxiously still and quiet, apprehensive,waiting. 

He smiled and said, “Good morning, Folks, I’m Captain Anderson. We’re delighted to 

have you aboard this Frontier Airlines flight scheduled to go to Bismarck -- North Dakota, that is. 

I can see some surprise on your faces. My being up here with this mike might be unusual to you, 

not done on many airlines, but is a special occasion for me. You, too, I notice. Nothing is wrong 

with this airplane; we have checked it and we’re a few minutes from take-off.” 

 

 Now people were much more comfortable. I was thinking, “This is good. ‘Inform to 
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perform.’ I did that in my dental office and with anyone I ever took up in my airplanes. Good 

going, Captain. Go ahead.” 

“However, I want you to know that this is a democratic airline, just like our good old U.S. 

of A. Now we are slated, scheduled, to go to Bismarck. That’s right. But I want to tell you about 

the conditions in Bismarck. Just came from our Frontier weather room and the weather is not that 

good in Bismarck. No storms or anything to worry about. Just clear and COLD and I do mean , 

COLD! Folks, the chill factor in lovely Bismarck is -- now get this -- 63 degrees below zero! 

“I did some more checking and in San Luis Obispo--you know that’s in California, well  

Folks, the weather there is just beautiful. It is 78 degrees out there, on the beach. Sunbathers are 

lying on their towels, feet in the warm sand. Others frolicking around in the warm surf. Just a 

beautiful day. I was just thinking, this being a democratic airplane also, we oughta take a vote. 

And as Captain, I have decided we’ll do just that. Gonna vote on whether we’d like to go to San 

Luis Obispo or Bismarck. The flight attendants will pass among you, will pass out small pieces 

of paper on which you can put your secret vote and I’ll be back in a few minutes, we’ll count the 

votes and then make an announcement.” 

He was back in five minutes. “You are not going to believe this, Folks. Can you imagine 

this?! The people sitting in this airplane have voted to go to Bismarck and not San Luis Obispo. 

In spite of the 63 degrees below zero! Can you believe this?! This is a let-down for me and the 

crew. We were looking forward to frolicking ourselves. But we are going to abide by your vote 

and in ten minutes we’ll be airborne for lovely Bismarck. 

“However  we people who have to live in Bismarck want to add something. We’d like 

for you to come back sometime when conditions are not harsh in lovely Bismarck, S.D. We’re 

proud of our town most of the time. 

“We’d like for you to come visit us, perhaps during the summer, which, incidentally this 
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next year will be July 14th and 15th.” 

The passengers applauded him wildly. Some of them laughed and whistled. They were 

relaxed for, as I’ve stated many times, humor is the greatest tension release mechanism in the 

world. I sat there thinking what a service he had rendered and how well he did it.  

When we arrived in Bismarck, I stayed aboard the airliner till all the passengers got off.   

I went up to Captain Anderson, told him who I was, how I made my living and congratulated him 

not only for his prowess in the humor he had displayed but the his knowledge of the effect it 

wold have, how the apprehension evaporated. He seemed to appreciate it very much. Said he 

does it every chance he gets, when the situations are like that. He is one of the rare ones, who has 

a great gift--makes people feel good for having had him pass their way. I’ll never forget him. 

However, I do want you to know I voted for San Luis Obispo. 

 

 



 

                         The Wewoka Lady     

 

Wewoka, Oklahoma. I will never forget her. I had finished my presentation, 

was standing there talking to those who came up to the front,  the kind of 

wonderful people who want to thank the speaker. This lady, middle-aged, a nice 

smile on her face, said, "Dr. Jarvis, I loved your...your...well, I loved 

whatever it was you did." 

I liked that--the way she put it. I don't make speeches; I don't address 

people; I simply talk. But I really did relish the way she phrased it. 

"...whatever it was you did." That's good. I can use that, I thought. 

"All the rest of your life," she added, "please continue to advise people 

to laugh at themselves, at their defects even." 

I replied, "Yes ma'am, I will." I am sure it sounded hollow.  

"You didn't see me walk up here, did you?" 

"No ma'am, I didn't." 

"Well, I'm doing better now, but it still shows. I limp a little. I was 

in an automobile-train wreck. I lost my left leg. You know what it means to 

a woman to lose a leg? I guess you know they come in pairs,  always two of 

them in the hosiery ads. Like shoes in a shoe store window. Two of them. Look 

nice there together.   

"You can't believe it. You wake up in the hospital, immediately you sense 

something is dreadfully wrong. You look down and one side of the bed is flat. 

Then you realize what's happened. 

"You pray to die: 'God, please let me die, please, now!' 

"God didn't let me die. He made me look around, to the right and to the 

left, around that ward. Over to the right, a man who'd lost both legs. 



 

To the left, a paraplegic, paralyzed from the neck down. In that room we  

had a triple amputee. God made me look around and quit feeling sorry for  

myself. I was very fortunate to be alive.  

"Tell folks they must not pity themselves, but better, tell them to laugh 

at themselves, yes, even at their own defects. It is difficult, but not 

impossible. That's when you start living again, but it does take awhile. 

"When I sit down next to a man who's smoking, I say, "Look, Buster, don't 

burn my leg!" I can do that now, after all this time.  

"It's my left leg." She set me up. She's done it many times, with many 

people.  Told this story, then controlled the action. She knew I'd look down. 

And I did. 

She laughed, "No use looking. Can't tell 'em apart. In you could, you'd 

notice the cork leg looks better'n the other one. No varicose veins." 

"Dr. Jarvis, tell those folks self-pity will get them nowhere. It's 

probably the lowest state to which one can sink. No one, no one likes to be 

around the person who is totally immersed in self-pity. Keep on making folks 

laugh. They certainly need to. And keep on passing those subtle messages along 

with that humor. They need those also. Main one, please: Laugh at themselves. 

That way, everyone will enjoy being around them. We have enough people who 

bore folks to death. No one likes to be around them. You know the type: Walk 

out of a room and the room brightens up." 

What a woman! A joyful experience in my life. As she turned to go, I said, 

"Ma'am, you are certainly to be commended." 

She looked back at me, over her shoulder. "Don't give me too much credit," 

she smiled. "It helped me really. Cured my athlete's foot on one side." 
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A Great Tension Release System -- The Best 
 

Dentists had better have a marvelous sense of humor. Most of them do not. Poor souls. 

That is a contributing factor to the suicide rate of our profession. The profession of dentistry is 

number one in suicides. This has been brought out in many studies. The psychiatric profession 

has always claimed that they were #1. They are not--they’re just jealous. We’re #1. Two of my 

classmates (our class had fifty members, the good ol’ Class of ‘53, U.T. Dental Branch at 

Houston) have committed suicide. 

When I have talked for dental groups, I have always stressed the fact that they must try to 

develop a sense of humor which will protect them from this danger. They simply must not shift 

the tension from the patient to the dentist. Rather, they should learn to alleviate the tension of the 

dental office. Proper scheduling, longer appointments, time off for R. and R, etc. That’s another 

column, especially pointed toward dentistry.  

In my office, I laughed, sang, joked with the patients. I have had more dentistry done to 

me that 99% of the patients: As a child I had rampant caries (decay) and actually hated to go to 

the dentist. It did not help when the first dentist I went to was a heavy-handed, near sadist, and 

teased me. “What’s the matter? You can’t take a little pain. You a sissy or something?” I should 

have kicked him in the groin and left. But I was only six and he was removing my lower left six 

year molar. It should not have been removed; it should have been saved at all costs. The six-year 

molar is the most important tooth in the mouth, it forms the mid-point of the jaw and thus acts as 

a guide for the rest of the permanent teeth. If a child loses it, the bite, the alignment of the other 

teeth will be incorrect. Most mothers do not know this basic fact about dentistry and the 

formation of the teeth. The six-year molar should be saved, if at all possible. It is lamentable that 
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sometimes the first visit of a child to the dentist necessitates the removal of a broken down 

six-year molar. 

I have sat in a dental chairs hundreds of hours, no doubt about it. Some of this was due to 

neglect, but a great deal was due to genetics. My father had dentures at the age of twenty-seven. 

His family suffered from rampant decay. My mother died with most of her teeth, but had world’s 

of fillings in them. Her father, my Ampa, had no teeth, would not have dentures. Could eat most 

anything he wanted, but I remember him going to Moore’s Bakery to get those milk pies, Chess 

pies we call them now. He used to peel apples, then shave them with a kitchen knife, letting the 

substance of the apple roll up on the knife, then, he’d lift it to his mouth. His son, Rudolph, never 

had dentures until I became a dentist. Lost his teeth at a very early age. He had me make him 

some, but he never wore them except in my presence to please me, I guess. 

Some of my dental history: Five root canals (three of them multi-rooted teeth), hundreds 

of fillings, including numerous lower front teeth needing silicate (composite fillings) over and 

over again due to the destruction of the composite material. Two complete sessions of 

periodontal surgery, involving all my teeth--the gingiva was flapped and the pockets in the bone 

were minimized with diamond drills. Two procedures where every tooth was capped with 

crowns, the first time with porcelain, which did not hold up. That was a terrible mistake. I would 

wake up with blood in my mouth from being lacerated by the chipped edges of the broken 

crowns. Then I had them crowned again by a marvelous dentist, Dr. Ron Bradley of San Antonio. 

I still have most of his beautiful work, but last year, one of the bridges broke and the cuspid tooth 

holding it had to be removed for it had fractured. The situation then necessitated the latest 

improvement in dentistry, implants. I now have four implants and they are serving me very well. 
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This background has allowed me, has motivated me to be a very sympathetic person. Not 

only sympathetic but empathetic. There’s a difference. You may sympathize with a person but 

you cannot empathize unless you have had the same problems, and have suffered through them. I 

really don’t care to be worked on by people who have never had any surgery or dental procedures 

themselves. How do they know what the patient is going through? Know how tired we get? 

All of this had a big part in my being such an “easy” dentist. Yes, even the jokes and the 

laughter in my office. After I quit dentistry and started as a professional speaker, I had patients 

for years ask, “Dr. Jarvis, when are you coming back to dentistry? The dentist I have now doesn’t 

sing or joke or nothin’!” 

Smiling, I’d reply, “He doesn’t have to--he’s a good dentist.” 

They would laugh and so would I, and here is the most important point: We’d both feel 

better for having done so. Laughter is the greatest tension release system in the world. It is a great 

gift from a munificent God who knew how much you and I need to laugh, in spite of. In spite of 

what? you might ask. In spite of ANYTHING! You have to learn this basic fact or who knows 

what might happen. You might kill yourself. 
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“TELL ‘EM NOW!” 

 

After speaking for a year, some of the organizations began to call me and want me to talk 

for them again. Now, that was a problem, for I hadn’t kept notes on what I said the first time. 

That’s when I started my Post-Banquet Report, a sheet filled out when I got back to my room in 

the motel or hotel, when my mind was fresh and full of the memories of the occasion. The sheet 

contains sections such as, “Reaction of the Audience,” “Recommended by,” “Introduced by,” 

“Names to remember,” “Used This Time,” “Used Also,” (material used out of another talk, not to 

be used if invited back again), “Use Next Time,” and any other comments.  However, this 

did not solve all the problems. People would come up to me after a talk, visibly disturbed. They 

would say, “You didn’t tell the ‘Nightgown Story,’” and I’d answer, “No, I told that one last time. 

I didn’t want to repeat it.” 

That did not satisfy the people. I’ve had this happen several times now with different 

stories that they love to hear. “You didn’t tell the ‘Bird Story’!” Or they’ll actually say, “You 

forgot to tell the ‘Togetherness Story’!”  

Then, they’ll usually add, “I brought some guests! They never have heard that ‘Nightgown 

Story’! Tell ‘em now!” Actually nearly ordering me to tell it. I can’t do that, of course, for a story 

such as those named are to be told at a certain time in a certain juxtaposition after other stories. 

Some stories lead, others follow. The people asking that I do this do not mean to be ugly to 

me--they had told their guests how funny I was and now I had been all right in their opinion, but I 

hadn’t told their very favorite story. 
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“I can’t do that! That story has to be told after I’ve been talking about thirty minutes. It 

comes at the near end of the talk. To me, it signals the start of a conclusion.” That doesn’t satisfy 

them either. Still, I don’t tell their particular story for its effectiveness is lost when not in the 

proper position in a complete talk, where I highlight and illustrate certain points with stories that 

make for an ascending entertainment. These folks have no idea how much time I’ve spent on the 

proper juxtaposition of stories and jokes, asides, incidentals, etc. One has to make their talk so 

 well and have the crowd think, “How does he/she do that?!” They will come up and act 

astounded and say, “How in the world do you remember all those stories?!” Really, that’s a 

compliment, but that comes after a great deal of study and experience.  

The “Nightgown Story” takes about seven minutes. Can you imagine this man with his 

guests there indignantly asking me to tell it, when others are waiting to talk to me after my 

presentation? I love these people and would not talk with disdain about them at all, but they 

should realize to do this--honor their request--would take up the time of those waiting patiently to 

say things like, “Surely did enjoy your talk.” Or “Thanks so much for coming.” These are nice 

people and I am not about to be disrespectful to them. 

But it doesn’t always come out well. Only one time over thirty-seven years shouldn’t even 

count, but I still remember it as if it were yesterday. That is the secret of remembering something: 

plant it with emotion. I will write about that later, but here’s something for you to think about: 

You have an excellent memory, regardless of what you might think. Get this next statement, 

please: You NEVER forget anything that ever hurt you.  

This didn’t really hurt me--I just never will forget it. A man came up, with his guests in 

tow, exclaimed, “You didn’t tell the ‘Fish Hook’!” I explained for several minutes why I did not, 
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all the reasons I’ve stated above, but he wasn’t about to be satiated with simple explanations. 

Finally, he said, “Aw, to Hell with you!” and took his gang home.  

That story takes about four or five minutes, for me to make it really entertaining. Out of 

position, it has not one-fifth the effect it has when in the proper place, the proper time in the 

whole talk. But, he came up to me when I was asked back, came up before I talked, asked in that 

indignant voice, “Well, you gonna tell ‘The Fish Hook’ this time?!” I was surprised to see him 

there again. 

“I sure am,” I said. He smiled, “Good! I brought those guests back.” Then, I added, 

“However for those who might think I’m losing my memory, I am going to tell them you insisted 

on my telling it again, that I do realize I’ve told it before at this organizational meeting.” He 

grinned ever more at that, for that meant that his name would be mentioned and everyone enjoys 

that. He’d be listening attentively. So, I put that in my memory, with a hook, a peg, “BE SURE 

AND TELL ‘THE FISH HOOK’ FOR ’OL’ OBNOXIOUS’ THERE WITH HIS GUESTS-- 

THIRD TABLE CENTER!” 

He loved it. Came up, shook my hand, said, “You told it even better this time than you did 

the last time.” Now, he and I were friends again. Happy ending, but I’ll bet you this man told 

several people the next day, “He was right--“I made him tell that fish hook story.” And he just 

beamed when he said it. Good, the idea is to make everyone you meet a hero or heroine.  That’s 

one of the basics of success.  

Myrt says, “With some folks, Jarv, that ain’t easy.” Amen. 

 

 



 

Rare Species: A Funny Dentist 
 

Whoever heard of a funny dentist? Can’t you hear a patient telling his/her friends, “My  

dentist is the funniest person.” The friend would think they’d been smoking too much of that 

weed. A funny dentist? One who could make you laugh while in the dental chair? C’mon. 

I used humor in the dental office to make the patients relax. When I was at the University 

of  Texas Dental School in San Antonio, one of the courses I wanted to teach was “Life As A 

Dentist Can Be Filling.” This had as its premise that one can get a spiritual reward from one’s 

chosen vocation and must if he/she is going to feel fulfilled and happy.  

It has been a spiritual reward in my life to have patients come into my dental office scared 

as can be and within one or two appointments have them not afraid of dentistry at all. I was an 

“easy” dentist. I’m not in dentistry now, but did practice for twelve years in San Marcos, Texas 

prior to giving it up for professional humorous speaking. People ask me, “How did you start as a 

humorous speaker?” I tell ‘em, “In the dental office, I used humor to alleviate the fear of 

dentistry. I had a captive audience, even had them practically tied in the chair. It was tilted so far 

back that they couldn’t get up. Then, too, in front of them there was that bracket table full of 

instruments, right in their faces. Nowhere to go. Not that some did not try, early on.. 

First, I hit ‘em with the humor. So ridiculous that they’ know I couldn’t be serious about 

that statement I just made. For instance, when a patient sat there, sideways in the chair, barely 

touching the chair, having not put all their weight down yet, not wanting me to touch them until I 

had heard this statement: “Dr. Jarvis, I am scared to death down here!” I’d show them a 

trembling hand and say, “Well, don’t be. I wouldn’t want us both to be and lookee here. I didn’t 

become a dentist until I go too nervous to be a riveter.” They’d laugh or express suprise, then 
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they’d say something like this: “I know you’re trying to get me to relax, but I really want you to 

know that you dentists scare me. I’m shaking all over.” “Me, too,” I’d say, “I think it’s those 

shock treatments.” 

Seriously, I did this to lots of the people who came into my office. The person who tries 

this someway has to know how to do it and this must come naturally. It must not be strained. 

They could see in my face that I was “in fun” and had no intentions to talk down to them, or to 

try to placate them foolishly. It was ludicrous, but did make them relax. Then, I would tell them, 

“If you really are scared, you’re mighty lucky. You have come to the easiest dentist in the world. 

If I hurt you in the least, I will buy you the biggest steak in town.” They would cry out, “Oh yeah, 

well, I am gonna call you on that.” I’d reply, “You ought to see my meat bill.” 

This type of exchange: I’ll have to admit not everyone can do it. Just like humorous 

speaking: It has to be innate, the ability to do this must be intuitive. But, believe me, Folks, it 

worked in my office. Two years after starting my practice of dentistry in San Marcos, I had a very 

active practice, so much so that I had to get some help. I asked a classmate of mine, a fine man, 

Dr. James Braden, to come practice dentistry with me. (If you wonder about that term we use, 

“practice,” that’s right. We say “practice” ‘cause we learn all our lives. The successful dentist has 

to be trained four times during his/her professional life. Else, they will not keep up with the 

wonderful new research, methods concerning dental applications and office management.  

I quit dentistry in 1965 because by that time I was doing over 140 speaking engagements 

a year. Can’t do that and practice dentistry, so I gave it up and have never regretted it. People do 

hate to go to the dentist, but they love to have someone make them laugh. I found the latter 

vocation more rewarding, not necessarily more rewarding monetarily, but spiritually. 
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Forgive me, I was an excellent dentist and an “easy” one. I have had so much dentistry 

done on my teeth that I could empathize, for I had “been there.” I know what it is like to have a 

heavy-handed dentist scoff at me, “What’s the matter, Boy? You can’t take a little pain? You a 

sissy?” That happened to me in Brady. With an experience such as that one and some others 

where the dentist, he, (none of this type could possibly be female, right?) was not able to 

empathize (much different from sympathize), it is a wonder I picked dentistry as a profession 

when I got out of the Navy. 

One of the rewards was to act as an ambassador for my profession. To do excellent work 

and to do it so that the patients would tell others. Then, the business grows. Only way I know to 

do it. Isn’t that what you do in your business? If not, forgive me, but you need to improve. And 

also, do it in a manner that will make them want you to do it the next time they need your service, 

whatever it is you do. 

For ten years after I quit dentistry, people in San Marcos would come up to me and say, 

“Dr. Jarvis, when are going to start practicing dentistry again? The dentist that I have now 

doesn’t make me laugh, doesn’t sing, joke or nothin’.” I’d smile and say, “He doesn’t have to -- 

he’s a good dentist.” And we’d both laugh and we’d feel better for it, having laughed together. 
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Imagine, If You Can, This Type of Humor 
 
 

Richard Pryor, although you may not like him due to his use of some mighty filthy language, started his 

career as a comedian by mimicking Bill Cosby’s methods. At first he was very clean and just as funny. Maxine 

and I loved his early use of humor. Born and raised in Peoria, Illinois, he spent his youth with his gang, whom 

he talked about in his early presentations. Weazel, Harold, Leroy, all his buddies. Weazel was the little kid, 

always telling on one of the others: “Harold, Leroy done said something about your momma.” This bothered 

Leroy’s pool game considerably. “What’d he say about my mama?” “I donno, but I heard he said sompen that 

he shouldn’t and you ought to know about it.” “Where is he?” “I heard he’s over at the basketball court right 

now.” Harold: “Wait till I get through with this. Eight ball in the corner pocket.” 

After depositing the eight ball, Harold took a little stroll over to the basketball court, little ol’ Weazel right 

behind him, practicing balling up his fists as they walked. Weazel knew the fur was going to fly. Harold and 

Leroy, going at it! This was going to be something else! Can you picture this in your mind? Weazel was 

picturing a huge fight in his mind. He didn’t know how to make a fist, really, but was practicing. Did the thumb 

go on the inside of the fist or the outside? He had to do this right in order to back up his main man, Harold, 

when the fight starts. 

There Leroy was all right, playing basketball. Pick-up game. Leroy seemed to be doing all the shooting, 

naturally so, since he stood 6'-4" and weighed in at 240, a huge kid, seventeen years old. He could shoot 

anytime he wanted to, him being a real scrapper. But Weazel never let that bother him. With him backing up his 

man, Harold, ain’t nothin’ but good gonna happen and soon, too! This was exciting! 

Leroy, cradling the ball, stopped when he saw Harold and Weazel and the crowd that had gathered 

expectantly there with ‘em. Harold hollered, “Weazel come over to the pool hall, done told me you said 

something about my mama.” 

Leroy shoots another basket, unconcerned, then turned, scowled at Harold and mouthed, “I never said 

nothin’ ‘bout the bitch.”  “Uh, oh,” thought Weazel, “it sure nuf gonna start now.”  

Well, the fight did start, but the start was all there was to it. Harold swung mightily and missed Leroy 

completely and while he was off balance, Leroy let him have it, clobbered him. One lick,Harold’s feet and head 

changed places; he went out like a light. He lay crumpled on the floor. This left Weazel standing there, all four 

feet of him, exposed to huge Leroy’s wrath, with his man lying there out cold. Weazel knew he was in 
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imminent danger. All this had happened so fast, he hadn’t even unballed his fists.  

“What you doing, little boy? Get them fists unballed! What you doing anyway? Why’d you ball them 

fists?! Unball them fists right now! Then, Richard Pryor, now acting as Weazel, painted the scene so you could 

see it, said, “This is humiliating, having to unball your fists.” Described Weazel as he unballed those tiny fists, 

no longer the expectant victor of anything whatsoever. Destiny had dealt him a cruel blow. 

No one would ever forget that sickening experience of Weazel. Hardly anything worse than a fellow having 

to unball his fists like that. Taught him a lesson, though. Taught him whose side to be on from then on. He and 

Leroy would become great, close friends. A good man to back up. 

Pryor went on about the gang, what other troubles they got into there in Peoria. His very active mind 

painted pictures for the listeners. Later, he would get real dirty. In his album, “Is It Something I Said?” he used 

every dirty word you have ever heard, even the toughest of you.  

I went to the Westgate theater in Austin to hear him. The theater was showing a film of an edited two hours 

of his presentations. He had performed in front of a primarily black audience and edited, it ended up as a 

presentation of one hour and twenty minutes. I took a tape recorder with me, played it later and counted the 

times he said certain words. Imagine, the worst word you can think of -- he said that 126 times. The next word, 

and I don’t really have to tell you these words: 105 times. G.D. he used 86 times. In between these three words, 

he used the other dirty words we know, or at least I know and don’t use, ever. At that time he was using the 

N-word. Said that one it seemed hundreds of times. Not now though.  He took a trip to Africa, said he looked 

out the window of the bus a lot and didn’t see any N’s, just brothers. From that time on he changed and gained 

a lot of respect from his fellow African-Americans. They had always hated his use of that dreaded word. How 

could he have done that so routinely?! 

When the comedians of this country talk about the best comedian ever, Richard Pryor is put right at the top. 

You may not like that, but he is. Even before Bill Cosby. I saw a television show the other night where a great 

many of the stand-up comedians were asked who is the best stand-up comedian ever and without exception, 

they thought Richard Pryor had no peers.  

Regardless of what you think of him, he was some entertainer. Now, very sick with a debilitating, incurable 

disease, he is very weak and not performing. He was honored not too long ago with a special program. 

Practically all the important comedians were there and they showered him with compliments Very weakly, he 
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responded to the praise, applause and standing ovations. 

The reason I am mentioning him here in my column is that here is a man who did not have to use jokes. He 

painted mental pictures, regaled the crowd with that painful truth told playfully. Even after the free-basing 

incident, when he caught fire from that terrible habit, he turned even that near tragic accident into wonderful 

humor. At subsequent presentations he took out a book of matches, broke one loose from the others in the book, 

lit it and then bobbed it up and down in front of himself. “I know y’all make jokes about Richard on fire, 

running down the street. Look: here’s Richard running down the street.” He also talked of the wino, in the 

middle of the street where he, Richard was running. This man, drunk to the gills, did not know where he was, 

but there in the street, weaving, trying to stand up, konked out-of-his-mind. He sees Richard come running 

down the street, on fire, blazing. The wino puts out one shaking hand, trying to stop him. The other shaking 

hand is trying to hold a cigarette up to his lips. He is weaving all over the place. With a trembling voice he asks 

Richard as he goes running by, “Hey, Buddy, got a light?” 

Painful experiences, excruiatingly painful. His horribly burned skin had to be scrubbed with a stiff brush 

off his pitiful body. Have to get that burned skin off and there’s no other way. Imagine the pain! Fire victims 

will tell you how much horrendous pain that procedure generates. Pryor was able to use even those dreadful 

scrubbing and washing experiences as humor and every time they regaled the audiences. That takes a talent few 

people have.  

He is now a changed man, facing death as best he can. Let’s pray for him and hope that the rest of his life 

will bring him some peace and perhaps a little comfort. 

No doubt about it. There is no consensus: People either hate him or love him. He, at his best, was 

something else! We haven’t any other words to describe his presentations. As the old saying goes, “You had to 

be there.” 

 



 

Bode and Rich DeVos                      

Maybe my bypass was worse than Bode’s. Probably not in that he had to endure six weeks 

of being in the hospital, a second chest opening, and then a bacterial infection, but honest to 

goodness, I never noticed anything about the nurses but very kind and efficient attention. They 

could not have been nicer to me than at Seton Hospital in Austin. But I evidently did not observe 

the nurses as dedicatedly as Bode did.  Seems he made a project of it. 

It’s nice to know that there is so much ardor still left in that battered body. It is a lovely 

feeling; “I remember it well,” as Maurice Chevalier sang to that beautiful young miss in Gigi. (A 

great show!)  I enjoyed his article -- I enjoy all of them, but especially do I like those which have 

a special relationlship to similar experiences of mine. My favorite nurse was a male nurse. I liked 

him the first time I met him. He came in with high spirits, grabbed my arm and said, “C’mon, 

we’re getting up.” “Wait a minute,” I hollered, “you’re gonna pull me into!” “Naw, nothin’ to it. 

You’re wired together. It’d take two elephants pulling on opposite arms to do that.”  

What struck me about Bode’s column was the grateful attitude he reflected in his writing 

about the hospital and its staff.  Isn’t it amazing how successful some businesses seem to be, with 

apparently so little effort.  Seems that some just have a knack for it. It reflects class and common 

sense, two of the basics of a fulfilling pursuit and life. 

I am now retired. The last talk of my career was to an Amway group. There is no better 

audience in the world than an Amway group, celebrating their success, enjoying the fellowship of 

their kindred souls in free competitive enterprise, swapping stories, regaling each other with their 

tales of merchandizing to a very wonderful clientele. It is a marvelous company -- Amway. 

Started as a garage business by two chums, who persevered in spite of the odds and now are still 
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partners in one of the greatest success stories ever in the United States. Both of them are now, and 

have been for sometime, reaping the benefits of organized planning, a disciplined approach to 

their business, and a persistence found rarely, but when practiced leads on to fortune. Fortune is 

correct, for each of the two founders are now worth more than Mr. Perot. However, you don’t read 

or hear about them as much. I certainly admire these men.You go to these conventions and you 

will see and hear how much they are revered by their associates. 

The people of Amway love God, Mother, Country, Flag and haircuts. They are spiritual 

and patriotic. They love this country which gave them the opportunity to succeed. Patriotism is 

alive and well at their enthusiastic meetings. I am proud to have been invited to speak to many of 

these well-planned, expertly executed conventions. I’ve talked to two of their meetings where the 

audience numbered over 9,000. That is a lot of people looking back at you. Had a huge T.V. 

screen directly over the stage so the speakers and entertainers could be seen easily.  

Mr. Rich DeVos, one of the founders of Amway, is a great speaker himself. You should 

hear his tape of “Selling America.” It would thrill you, especially if you love this country and 

believe in yourself and the free competitive enterprise system. You would also have to believe an 

adage passed on by the leaders of this dealer association -- “Luck is spelled W-O-R-K.” I play that 

tape at least twice a year and am thrilled by it each time. A formula for success by stressing the 

basics of free competitive enterprise -- emphasis on the competitive. 

Mr. DeVos and I share a belief in this country: that it does not offer equal opportunity but 

ample opportunity. A-M-P-L-E, to go as high as you want to, if you want to badly enough, if you 

are burning with a desire to succeed and know that you will be the one who is responsible for your 

success. Also, that if there is a problem, first you have to find out how much of the problem is 
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your fault. Perhaps I enjoy it and am thrilled by it, for it heralds the same principles of success that 

I’ve believed in all my life. “Whatever you do, do it so well that when they -- your customers, 

your clients, your patients -- need it again, they will think of you. A big picture of you, your 

products or your service will pop into their mind. Then, if invited to render that service or that 

product again, try to make the relationship even better next time.  

If Bode has to have another by-pass or any kind of operation, chances are very good 

indeed that he will head back to that same hospital. And I will go to Seton, if at all possible. 

Success is really simple to explain, isn’t it? 

Mr. DeVos doesn’t consider himself a humorist, but he does get a few laughs. He talks 

about human frailties, how some people do not really ever suspect that they might be their 

problem. If they got that one out of the way, it’d be smooth sailing for some of them.  

Like that old story of the two workers, sitting together, unwrapping their lunch. One of 

them, disgusted, muttered, “Tuna fish sandwiches! Tuna fish sandwiches. I am sooooo sick of 

tuna fish sandwiches.” His buddy said, “Why don’t you ask your wife to make you something 

else?” “I can’t do that,” he answered. I make these myself.” 

Have you ever seen a man stand up on the ol’ tiptoes, stick out his chest and say, “Look at 

me. I’m a self-made failure!” No and you never will. The American people never blame 

themselves. 

Bode has a good outlook on life. He believes in these principles and I appreciate him 

handing them on to us in his columns. We can never get enough of that kind of advice. 

At that last talk, I thought it hadn’t gone too well. The humidity in Kansas City was so low 

that my lips were sticking together. I was eager to get through and sit down. I had talked to them 
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about their success, had complimented them on being a part of such a wonderful company and 

had congratulated them on the opportunity they had in this, the greatest country in the world. I had 

joked about the times past, the Depression, World War II, and those “Good Old Days.” This type 

of humor is the best type, the painful truth told playfully. I didn’t think it had gone over too well, 

but was surprised when a group of those very nice young people gathered around Maxine and me 

the next morning as we were checking out of the hotel. One of them said, “That was wonderful 

last night, Dr. Jarvis. I appreciated your telling about those times past, those times when people 

loved the country so much more than they seem to today. And those were tough days, too, even 

though you made something funny out of what you told us about them. We young people need to 

hear of those times, those days long ago. Makes us appreciate this business, these opportunities, 

this country so much more.” 

That made it all worth it. Goose bumps pop up all over you when you hear that. I 

appreciated her saying that, and Bode, I appreciate your telling us about those days before ours 

even. Thanks a lot and I hope you stick around for a long, long time. You will. Found out this 

time, didn’t you? Not your time yet. Keep thinking those good thoughts and sharing them with us. 

 We need you.   



 

“What does the average dentist make?” 
 

When Maxine and I moved to San Marcos, Texas to start our practice of dentistry, we 

thought we’d live here to the end of our days and I would be a better-than-average dentist.  

“Average” -- I have used this before, but want to repeat it enough so everyone will remember it. 

People, some of them interviewers, have asked me, “What does the average dentist make?” Some 

of them do not appreciate this sort of humor, but I shoot back to them, “Pitiful dentures.” 

I did not plan to be an average dentist. To the day I die, I will repeat over and over certain 

basics which I think should have been impressed upon the young people from the first grade 

through college and repeated in any professional training leading to a doctorate.  

When we got settled in our first house and I started as a dentist, I told Maxine, “I don’t want 

you to think you ever have to join any club, any activity, for my sake, for the benefit of our dental 

practice. If you did, that might help me a little in getting patients to come in for the first appoint- 

ment, to size me up. But that will not have anything to do with my clientele after that first visit. 

When they come in the office the first time, they start evaluating me as to whether they will 

accept me as their dentist for as long as I am in practice.” 

When speaking to dentists and especially dental students, I stress the age-old basics of 

success:  Whatever you do, do it so well that when they need it again, they will think of you. A 

big picture of you will snap into their mental consciousness.  

There’s an old, old saying that is true and should be taught to school children, then repeated 

in college, then repeated in any professional school, then mentioned at any seminar or other 

training sessions where practicioners learn all the basics they were never taught in the past. The 

educational facilities do not teach these very simple basics of success. One of the main ones in 



 

everyone’s subconscious should be this one: “No one yet has found a way to get a second chance 

at a first impression.”  

When speaking to dental students, especially at commencement ceremonies, I stress these 

basics. Here are two more: If you are to be successful and happy in a chosen business or 

profession, 1. You must love and be loved. 2. You must do something worthwhile, not only to 

yourself, but to someone else. 

Talking to senior dental students at commencement, one must share with them the basics of 

success. Here is something that they should have on the wall of their office:  

A good reputation is easy to gain. 

Easy to keep, 

Easy to lose, 

Impossible to regain. 

Hans Selye, the man who started the stress movement, the recognition of stress, the idea that 

stress could be a good thing in one’s life, also was the first to use the term, Altruistic Egotism. 

He went on to say that one should do his/her work so well that its benefits should be so well 

appreciated by his customers, clients, patients, that those folks will want him/her to live a long, 

healthy life, so they can benefit them. 

These are basics I never heard in all of my education, which includes ten years of college. 

Never heard them. Yet, they are so important. The dental patients go to a dentist for the first 

time. That patient should be treated by the receptionist, the dental assistant, any other members of 

the staff and the doctor so well that they will want him/her to live on and on in order to serve 

them. He/she will do well in the monetary satisfaction if he/she does all of the above. This is all 



 

so simple that it seems it would not have to be taught over and over.  

One must not treat people as things. You should love people and use things. That’s basic. If 

you don’t understand that completely, you will not be successful in life, marriage, your chosen 

profession, nothing. You will be a failure and chances are very, very good that you will not 

realize why you failed. You will become a victim and utter some silly excuses which go along 

with your low self-esteem and your sad outlook toward these very few years you have on earth. 

I will be writing examples of the unfulfilled life in subsequent columns. Keep referring back 

to these where the basics of happiness and success were stressed. You will not be a victim of 

your own paranoia if you’ll simply do that and think about them every day. 

Basics: You will become what you think about. You must treat everyone as though they are 

leaving your office and going to a bridge party where all the other people will ask, “How’s the 

new dentist?” When that is asked, they don’t want to know about your health. They want to know 

is he/she is pleasant, an easy dentist, has a relaxed manner, has a good receptionist who knows 

that many people quit a receptionist, because they have that adage reversed -- they are not 

cognizant of the necessity to love people and use things. Is his/her breath terrible or pleasant to 

the point where you can stand him entering your envelope of integrity for over an hour? Have 

you ever been to a dentist whose breath will make the wallpaper come off the wall? You can’t 

seem to escape that offensive odor of his or her cigarette smoke? That bad breath you can’t seem 

to escape? Is his/her office clean, has no cobwebs anywhere? Is he/she a communicator so that 

they can paint pictures of oral health in the mind, so that the patients can take care of themselves 

most of the time? Is he/she capable of describing healthy dental conditions as compared to 

unhealthy dental conditions? Does he/she do this while you, the patient, has a mirror in your hand 



 

so he/she can point out the condition of your teeth, tongue and oral cavity in general? 

If he/she cannot do this, get up and walk out. There is a dentist much better for you 

somewhere. All you have to do is find one. When you do, stick with that him/her 

                 *     *     *     * 

Did the “he/she” bother you as much as it does me? Bother you at all? Pity that it is required 

for us to be politically correct. Redundant, however, and boring. Stick with me. I am going to 

find a way around this. 

. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 RETIRED ENGLISH TEACHERS 

I do hope all of you saved your newspapers so this column will make sense. 

This is a continuation of the previous one. I gotta get used to this newspaper 

writing...pardon me, being a columnist, 'cause to quote my 

Aggieland English teacher, "This ain't as easy as I thought." 

Continuing about making mistakes when presenting a humorous talk, 

and planing mistakes of English, or syntax, or whatever: I do not have to plan 

them usually -- I just naturally blunder. We all are fallible. I have been 

known to have split an infinitive, or mispronounced a word or two. Or even 

committed so drastic an error as ending a sentence with a preposition. I know 

this is catsup on jello to an English teacher. When such a faux pas occurs, 

it is then not necessary for me to commit one intentionally. However, if by 

the end of thirty minutes of presentation, I have not pulled a boner, I hurriedly 

do so and act as though it were not planned. 

    For instance, if I slip up and stumble over a bit of syntax, I will grab 

my teeth and ask the audience, "Any of you have any Polygrip with you? I made 

these myself." 

    Then, that allows me to continue with the dental theme. "I never was any 

good at making dentures. Couldn't get 'em quite right. Folks went out of my 

office looking like they could eat corn-on-the-cob through a knothole. Or worse. 

I told 'em not to try smiling. Couldn't stand the advertising. I advised them 

just to grin -- that'd be enough." 

    You're thinking aren't you, "Maybe that's why he had to get out of 

dentistry." That's not right. A number of people have asked me why I quit 

dentistry, and I tell 'em, "It was time. I knew it. I was slipping and cutting 



 

 

the chair a lot." 

    Back to the vignette. (Have you noticed? I like that word vignette. If 

you are going to continue to read this stuff, stop now and look that one up. 

It'll repeat often probably.) 

English teachers come together to these meetings. They sit together -- for 

protection. From what I have never found out, but they do. There they are, 

you can tell 'em from the rest. Waiting for me to make some mistakes, so they 

can punch each other. Yeah. They'll laugh, punch each other and whisper, 'Hear 

that? He dangled a participle!' 

"I accommodate the retired English teachers by making a few mistakes. 

I love to do this for it thrills them, you know that. And I love to thrill 

retired English teachers, Friends -- 'cause they don't get many thrills." 

If you're interested, this bit of humor came from a mistake during my 

presentation for the Mid-West Oklahoma Teachers Association Conference, 

Oklahoma City, way back in 1978. I got my tongue twisted, stopped, paused awhile, 

looked perplexed, then asked, "Anyone have any Polygrip." Completely 

extemporaneous. It really brought laughter. Then, I said, "I make a lot of 

mistakes. It thrills the English teachers in the audience. They are here today 

and they're waiting for me to make some mistakes." This went over real well, 

so when I got back to my motel room, I thought about what had happened and 

added some to it. The bit as it is today is a result of many changes, and the 

addition of the "retired..."  

This makes it funnier. Don't ask me how. It just does. I hate to mention 

Mackye one more time, but she is the one who shouted that in my face. "IT JUST 

DOES!!!" when she told me a light bulb story ("How many...does it take to screw 



 

 

in a light bulb?") She may tell you, too, if you ask her, but get ready for 

a shock. Believe me! 

Grover Kirk was a wonderful man. I remember him from long ago. Maxine 

and I were members of the First Christian Church. Got married there January 

26th, 1946. Mr. and Mrs. Kirk were loyal, dedicated members of the church and 

as such were examples for us all. He had a trademark saying for his business. 

I remember it well: "Nuf Sed." Believe I'll use that right here. 
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Pun what subject? 

 

The American Heritage Dictionary, Second College Edition: Pun: A play on words, 

sometimes on different senses of the same word and sometimes on the similar sense or sound of 

different words. 

Esar’s Comic Dictionary: 1. A speaking likeness. 2. A form of humor that goes over with 

a groan. 3. A witticism that everybody groans at because they didn’t think of it first. 

Well (remember when the press chided President Reagan for his use of “Well” seemingly 

before every answer. We all do that. Gives us a little time to think. Listen to your husband, your 

wife, your friends. They all do it. Right? 

Some people think the pun is the lowest form of humor. Some think it is the highest. The 

intelligentsia love to use them. Notice the puns in the newspapers every day. It is as though the 

press is writing for the press, as George Will does for his cohorts. He doesn’t pun much, but 

those words Bode refers to every now and then (every now and again, to some) are for his writing 

colleagues, the pundits, the writers inside the Beltway.  

I am thinking of the pun as a form of humor today due to all of them being used by all the 

sports writers who are steamed, calloused, concerned about the Tyson vs Holyfield biting 

incident. Tyson won the biting contest; Holyfield didn’t even get in a bite, not that he would have 

if the bout had continued.  

Again, Esar’s Comic Dictionary: Punster. 1. A man with whom the pun is mightier than 

the sword. 2. The man who informs you that the best way to keep fish from smelling is to cut 

their noses off. 3. One who tells a fat man (notice, not a woman) he should rest against objects in 

a standing position because this will make him lean. (You just went, “Ugh,” didn’t you? That is 
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the usual response to one of these terrible puns. 

When I was “on the circuit” (this is wrong, for there is no circuit. To us speakers, this is a 

colloaquism used to describe a working speakers engagements. There used to be circuits, but this 

was before radio even. More about that later. Remind me) I used perhaps one, maybe two puns 

each presentation, no more than two for the audience will think of them as funny, but not if a 

person keeps throwing ‘em in all the time. 

The press uses puns for headlines, topic titles, and subtopic titles. You have surely 

noticed this lately. The papers have been full of them ever since Tyson decided to taste Evander 

Holyfield’s ear: 

“Boxing leaves bitter taste in the mouth.” -- Michael Wilbon, Washington Post 

“Gnawing questions arise in fight’s wake.” 

“Bite of the century” 

“OVER BITES” -- A  whole section of puns used --published in the Austin paper.  

“A bad bite for boxing” -- The News and Observer of Raleigh, N.C. 

“Twice bitten” --Times Picayune of New Orleans 

“Bite of the Century” --Austin American-Statesman and Arizona Republic 

“Tyson goes down biting” -- Austin American-Statesman (Sunday) 

“Iron Mike goes down biting” --The Sunday Oklahoman 

“Bite night” -- “Herald-Leader of Lexington, Ky. 

“Tyson’s tasteless tactics: Bite night” -- The Record, Hackensack, N.J. 

  “Reality bites” -- Times Union, Albany, N.Y. 

“Did Tyson bite off more than he can chew? Time will tell” -- Salt Lake Tribune 
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“Tyson subject of biting criticism” -- The Baltimore Sun 

“Biting commentary” -- Boston Herald 

“Tyson bites the dust, Holyfield” -- Times, Huntsville, Ala. 

“Holyfield may take a bite out of Tyson” -- Indianapolis Star 

“Holyfield can’t stay unbitten as Heavyweight” -- Fort Lauderdale Sun-Sentinel 

“Earmarks of cowardice” -- Houston Chronicle 

“Earmarks of an eerie night” -- Atlanta Journal Constitution 

“A two-bit bout: Holyfield wins” -- Kansas City Star 

“From champ to chomp” -- Herald-Sun, Durham, N.C. 

“The champ and the chomp” -- The Jersey Journal 

“Holyfield still chomp-ion”-- San Francisco Examiner 

“Undisputed chomp” -- USA Today 

“Sucker munch” -- London Sun 

“Toss Tyson out on ear” -- Daily News, NYC 

“Ear flap” -- Newsday 

“Ears have it! Evander wins” -- Montgomery, Alabama Advertiser 

“Now ear this: Rematch is possible” -- New York Post 

“Lobe blow for boxing” -- The Tennessean 

“Tyson doesn’t know what’s next” -- The Daily Oklahoman 

“Ear of scorn” -- Kansas City Star 

“Pay per chew” -- Philadelphia Daily News 

“Holyfield lends ear as Tyson self-destructs” -- Arkansas Democrat-Gazette 
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“Ear responsible” -- Fort Worth Star-Telegram 

“Tyson scars face of boxing” -- The Guardian (London) 

The pun is undoubtedly one of the oldest forms of humor. Example: The king summoned 

his court jester, told him, “Make me a pun or it’s off with your head!” Immediately the jester 

asked, “Pun what subject?” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 PROSODY? REALLY? 

Dentistry can really be a grind. 

I won't do that very often, I promise. 

Puns are considered by some the lowest form of humor and yet, the 

intelligentsia seem to love them. Notice the newspaper headlines, note the 

television commentators, usually at the end of a topic or subtopic, the  

slight pause as though to say, "Now, catch this one, Friends," then the pun. 

We might get into this division of humor later, but for right now let it suffice 

to say that probably the first one was when the king was despondent, wanted 

to be cheered, said harshly to his court jester, "Make me laugh with a pun 

or it's off with your head!" 

"Pun what subject, Majesty?" 

Prosody, now that's another matter. I love prosody, don't you? You don't 

know what it means -- prosody? Neither did Myrt, remember my friend, Myrt? 

A character of the first water. I love to confuse him with words such as this, 

just as my brother loves to do it to me, but he does not know that I know those 

words. I just want him to be happy and have his fun with me. Anything for a 

laugh, even at my expense. At me, with me, whatever.  

Pel is a strange person. He told me a joke once, in German. He laughed, 

then said, "Oh, that's right -- you don't speak German, do you? 

Myrt is a great guy. You never hear him say, "Wha's hap'ning? He knows 

what's happening all the time. At the golf club, one day we were discussing 

an issue and I said, "I'm ambivalent about that." 

Myrt looked at "K" (Kimmel) knowing he'd pause his gin game for this and 

he did. K turned around, looked at Myrt and said, "I am, too." 

That's been a big joke in the "Back Room" ever since. Pedantry is rampant, 

for fun's sake, of course, not to be pedantic, but for OneUpManship, the game. 



 

 

"In Fun." 

Some of my friends play the game the other way. I said, "Plaque is very 

tenacious."  

Ken said, "I don't know about that, but don't that stuff stick to your 

teeth?" And he laughed. Mind games. 

Prosody. A speaker's trick. You thought I had forgotten. It was planned 

all the time. I knew where I was. Trick's on you. 

One of my patients was a delightful English teacher at SWT -- Southwest 

Texas State University -- here in San Marcos -- and since her mouth was full 

of cotton rolls and saliva ejectors and stuff, I was doing the talking, which, 

incidentally, is not uncommon. This time I was reciting a bit of iambic 

pentameter to her, something I had written. My brother makes fun of iambic 

pentameter, too. But that's the verse of the common folks and uncommon to the 

cerebrally astute. And it makes sense, too. "The boy stood on the burning 

deck..." ain't done bad. 

When I told her I loved versifying, she told me, "Charles, that isn't 

versifying -- it's prosody." As if I didn't know that. 

The minute I arrived home, I looked it up. "Prosody: The study of the 

metrical structures of verse." Great. I'll use that. 

The next time she came in for her appointment, I let her have it. 

"I love to sit and spend my time in versifying, writing rhyme, 

 I told this to a friend of mine and she replied to me:  

'Versifying is incorrect; the correct term's prosody.' 

Prosody, huh? If that term's right, what am I? A prosodite? 

Or worse, if at prosody I'm astute, what am I?  A prosodute? 

  

Of terms like these I am most wary; please hand me, Friend,  

that dictionary; 

Ah, blessed book, that page I kissed when I found the word  

was 'prosodist.'" 

 

She loved it. Made me feel real good about the university faculty. 



 

 

Has a few real down-to-earth human beings, not stilted, not supercilious, just 

good old down-to-earth folks. At least one.  



 

Help! A Horse Is in the House! 

 

Carl Owens was another of my character friends with a warped sense of humor. Another 

practical joker. We knew not to bet him on anything! Anytime he’d want to bet you on 

something, you could be sure of one thing: he had already tried to do what he was wanting to bet 

you and proved it to himself.  

For instance, two of you might be sitting in a bar and he would nonchalantly bring up the 

subject of cars. He’d slyly work the conversation into something about cars, then lead up to the 

idea that his car would run on one cylinder.  Like most people you’d scoff at this. “No way!” 

you’d laugh. Then, he’d act as though you’d dealt him a dastardly blow. “Wanna bet?” 

You’d go for it, if you hadn’t talked to some of us who knew Carl well. No way he was 

going to lose this bet. He’d already tried it. Now, he didn’t say that his car would start on one 

cylinder -- he said it’d run on one cylinder. And he didn’t mean that it would dig out. It would 

chug along, very slowly. You’d accept the bet, the two of you would go out to his car. He’d start 

the car, using all the cylinders, then he’d carefully disconnect the spark plugs, one cylinder at a 

time. Then, he’d get in, take the wheel and gingerly nurse the car to go only a few feet. Then, 

he’d smile and demand, “Gimme the fifty!”  Uh huh, you’d been had! 

*    *    *    *    * 

He loved practical jokes! One time I was visiting in his home in Port Arthur. He, his wife, 

June, and I were having a drink in their den. It was a fairly warm day, but they did not have their  

air-conditioning on. I didn’t ask them about it, for the cool drink was soothing me enough.  

I had noticed that two doors to that room were open and the doors faced their expansive 

back yard. We were making casual conversation, talking about all the eccentric patients we had 

in our dental practices (this was before I had quit dentistry for speaking). Imagine, Carl and I 



 

talking about eccentric people, as though we weren’t examples of that type of character 

ourselves! 

Suddenly, Carl and June’s daughter, eight years of age, came riding a horse through one 

of the doors, right across the floor of the den and out the other door. I shook my head, to try to rid 

myself of the cobwebs. Surely I hadn’t seen what I thought I had seen! I’d swear I just saw a kid 

astride a horse come into the house through that door right yonder and out that one over there. 

Have I lost my senses?! 

June and Carl had not reacted to any of this. Simply kept on enjoying their drinks. I 

couldn’t stand this! “Wait a minute!,” I hollered. “You are not going to do this to me! No way! 

You are putting me on!” 

“What’s the matter with you, Charlie? Have you gone daft or something? What you 

hollering about?” 

“Uh uh, no way, Buster. You ain’t doing this to me. You saw that just as vividly as I did. 

You are pulling my leg! I ain’t going for it! I saw what I saw!” 

“Saw what?!” 

“Your daughter! That’s what! Your daughter just came through that door, riding a horse, 

mind you, a horse...through that door right there! Came through the door, across this floor and 

out that door yonder.” 

Carl looked real agitated, mad. He stood up to his full height of 5'-5" and glared at his 

wife. He hit the table hard, making our glasses jump. “Dammit, June, how many times am I 

gonna have to tell you I do not want that kid riding her horse in the house!” 

June tried to do the hurt bit, but collapsed in laughter. She couldn’t pull that stuff off  

like Carl did. He was an expert at it. 

What did I do? A Jack Benny gesture, as in disbelief, turned my head to the side, looked 



 

up at the ceiling, realizing what had happened. I’d been set up. I’d been had.  

“Well, O.K., you got me! Now, I deserve another drink.” 

*   *   *   *   * 

I hope you believed that story. Swear to the good Lord, it happened exactly that way.  

But you won’t believe the next column either. It’ll be about Carl again. 

 

 

 



 

“Waiting for the Candid Camera Man” 

If you read last week’s column, you’ll remember my friend, Carl Owens. Even though he 

was a super character: he fit the definition of “being an eccentric person.” If you don’t think of 

him that way now, just wait until you get through reading this column. Tell me if you know any 

such people. If you do, please, let’s you and I get together and tell me about them, for the world 

needs to know about them. As Bob entitled that last week’s column, I do love these people! 

Carl was one of the first of my dental school classmates to pass away. At a relative young 

age of forty-something, he had a disease which did not allow him to get out in the sunshine. This 

was some rare systemic disease which interfered with his cooling system. He did not perspire. If 

he got out in the sun, his temperature would go up to 104 degrees in a short time. 

He got so tired of being in the house. We call this “being barn-sour.” It’s like you sports 

widows who have couch potato husbands who want to watch every sport every weekend. They 

will even watch beach volley ball, even if it’s men they have to watch. I watch some of that 

myself, but will admit that I would have enjoyed it more at a younger age. These people will even 

stay home from church to watch sports, yeah, honest to goodness, some of them are that addicted 

to sports.  

Carl found out that he could go out riding if he’d wet himself down all over, actually take 

a hose and soak all his clothes. This let him get away from the boredom of staying inside all the 

time. Charlie Smith, one of our classmates and a special friend of Carl’s, heard about this and 

went from his hometown, Houston, to Port Arthur, to take Carl riding every week. I thought this 

awfully nice of Charlie. This pleased Carl, of course. 

It became a weekly session for them, riding around Port Arthur, Carl sitting on a rubber 



 

sheet, wet as a walrus. They began staying out longer and longer. Carl loved it. Just one problem: 

if he stayed out of the house as long as he wanted to, he’d start to dry out. 

One day, as they were enjoying their drive, Carl said to Charlie, “I’m beginning to dry out 

too much, Charlie, better drive in to a service station.” Have you got a picture of this in your 

mind, what’s about to happen? 

They drove to a service station, drove up on the front driveway, right by one of the 

pumps, in the Full-Service lane. An attendant, not a youth, but one about forty-five, came 

hurriedly to the car as Carl was getting out. “Help you, Sir?” “Just a little water, please.” 

“Yes, Sir, it’s right over here. I’ll get it and release the hood.” “No need to do that. I’ll take it,” 

and he took the hose that the man had secured. “Let me have it, please, as he took it in his hand, 

to the man’s surprise. He was thinking, “They drove into the Full-Service area, didn’t they?” Carl 

took the hose, started at his head, let the water go full blast, all over his head, down his collar, 

through the buttoned part of his shirt, then all over his trousers and shoes, finishing off by putting 

his thumb in his belt, holding his trousers way out in front of him and giving his middle regions a 

good soaking. He made sure his shoes were not neglected and his socks, too. 

The service station attendant thought, “I ain’t believing this! What’s happening here? In 

all my years in this business, I ain’t ever seen this before! What the hell...?” 

Carl was through and handed the hose back to the attendant. “That was great! Thank you 

very much. Very kind of you. We’ll be back, you can count on that.” Then, he got back in the car, 

making sure that the attendant got a good look at the rubber sheet. Off they drove.  

As they looked in the rear view mirror, the fellow was standing there still looking at ‘em 

as they disappeared from his view. They noticed that he was looking around, thinking, “When 



 

does Alan Funt appear? This is bound to be Candid Camera! Where is he?” 

Can you put yourself into this poor man’s shoes? Whom are you gonna tell? Do you 

know anyone who’d believe this bizarre tale? You know his wife would think he’s been 

drinking. “He did what with the hose? What? You expect me to believe that?” 

If you can top this one for eccentricity, please, please call me. I’ll buy the drinks while 

you tell me about it. We’ll print it and give you the credit.  



 
 

More Than One One-liners 

 
Somebody asked Snooks what a one-liner is and she replied, “Yeah, it’s Charles Jarvis. 

It’s the same  one Jarvis fed me for four years in High School!” I am not here denying that 

statement, but that is not the connotation we’re trying to illustrate in this column.    

A one-liner is a classification of humor.  It is very common on T.V. today, most of it 

put-down material studiously constructed by the writer staffs.  It is wit, a certain kind of wit. It 

is not ad lib. It can be ad lib, but one must be very witty to use it in ad lib repartee.  My brother 

is good at this. So is “Jackie Who?” Gray is not, ‘cause I told you people have to be witty to use 

this stuff. 

Razor Baldridge is, or was. Now, he is in such bad shape, he’s like that ol’ fellow in the 

nursing home. Asked a resident lady, “Do you know what my name is?” She replied, “No, but if 

you go up to the desk, they’ll tell you.” That would go in a sit-com and probably has, many times. 

Razor Baldridge is a real character, one of the most unique personalities I’ve ever known. 

More so than Myrt even--Myrt Eure. Both ol’ golfing buddies of mine. I’ll be writing about both 

of them later and you’re gonna like ‘em and relate to ‘em.  Might consider them as friends of 

yours. Linda Myrick feels that she knows both of them for I’ve told her so much about them and 

have illustrated to her the humorous material which they have furnished as appearance material 

for me, at no pay, mind you.  They wanted me to pay, but no chance. Any material that puts me 

down I can use--that’s the way I figure it. 

Razor can’t relate to anyone now for he is in bad shape. We’ll all be that way eventually, 

Folks.  At one time, Razor was a 2-handicap golfer. Larry is a one handicap golfer. He has only 

one handicap: his swing.  Other than that, he probably could beat even Red Simpson. 

One time I went to the golf course in San Marcos directly from a San Antonio speaking 

engagement. Naturally I had on my dark blue suit (it now has been worn to over 2,000 banquets 

and meetings). I got out and went to the putting green where Razor and my usual bunch of 



 
 

mullets were puttering around. Razor came up to me, fingered my lapel and said, “My mother 

threw away all my Navy uniforms.”  

Razor was fast, Folks. That’s why we called him Razor. I love him! He was witty! I can’t 

put in this column most of what he made us laugh at, but some of it you’ll really like.  That’ll 

come later when we’re dealing with characters. Myrt, too. I promise. 

One-liners are short, comedy explosions.  Not necessarily one line in length, they may run 

two, three but very seldom more. The distinguishing feature is the use of as few words as possible 

to set up the comic situation and deliver the laugh with a punch line or phrase. 

“The one-line variety of comedy is the basis for most modern humor, yet surprisingly little 

of it has found its way into hard cover books. When it has, the accent has been on bon mots and 

clever sayings that lean on wit, instead of fun for fun’s sake. This line of demarcation between wit 

and comedy is a critical one. Wit achieves intellectual approval and perhaps a smile. Comedy 

tickles the funny bone and brings forth a smile.” -- Robert Orben. 

Bob Orben is a comedy writer. He does a great deal of speaking on the subject also. 

He lives in Washington and has been on several presidents’ staffs as a speech writer. He can 

insert the humor for which the president gets credit.  He is a fine man and I visited him once at 

his apartment which overlooks the mall in Washington. Quiet a sight from his living room. He sits 

there every morning and writes 25 jokes, usually the one-liner type. Being a very self-disciplined, 

resolute man, he will not quit until he has written his daily quota of 25. That is quite a feat! 

The modern sit-coms on T.V. are full of one-liner material. This type of humor is also 

associated with stand-up comedy delivery, such as that of Henny Youngman, of “Take my 

wife--please!” fame. Also Bob Hope, Phyllis Diller, George Goble, who when on the Carson Show, 

was sitting between two famous guests, brought the studio to thunderous applause when he 

looked directly at them and asked, “Did you ever feel the whole world was a tuxedo and you were 

brown shoes?” They knew, or should have known that was not ad lib, but simply brought up at 



 
 

the exact right moment for maximum effect. Brought up from a vast collection of such material in 

George’s subconscious. He used the right hook, the memory peg, found it and up it came. Had 

filed it correctly so that he could bring it up at the most effective moment. 

Are one-liners jokes? Of course, for they fit the general definition of a joke: Anything that 

makes people laugh. But , in my opinion it fits the definition of a joke as applied by Webster, “A 

brief oral narrative with a climactic humorous twist.” I know that was in a previous article but 

will be repeated often. There are some very intelligent people who read this column and I want 

them to know I appreciate them, so we’ll not only try to write some material that will make folks 

laugh, but let’s also focus on why we laugh, and what we’re laughing at and the psychology of it. 

This will aid us all to lead a more healthy life.  

Let’s end this column with another famous Henny Youngman one-liner: 

“A guy came up to me, said, ‘Stick ‘em down.’ 

   I said, ‘You mean, stick ‘em up.’ 

     He said, ‘No wonder.’”  

    



 

 

Correspondence, GREAT! 

 
Dear Abby and her sister, Dear Ann Landers -- her twin sister, no less, write columns 

as replies to their readers’ letters. That’s easy, most anyone could do that. And they encourage 

their readers to do just that: “Hope the readers will write about this column. Would love to hear 

from you.” And the letters pour in, for people love to see themselves on T.V. or their words in 

print. I know that they receive hundreds (thousands?) of letters a week. I met Dear Abby, in Las 

Vegas, was on the same program with her, for Mobil Oil Co. Nice lady, very cordial. 

So far I’ve received very few letters. Heard from Valaree Commander Guy, Clyde 

Wilhelm, Dr. Robert Snider, and undoubtedly some I can’t remember right now. However, I will 

make a file of letters if you’ll write me and tell me what you think is funny, your favorite 

humorous story or joke, perhaps a funny personal incident which I can put in print. This could be 

the start of something big, if I live long enough. I included that remark for with my blood lipids, 

two doctors have told me they are surprised that I am still here on earth. I had a bypass in 1985. 

Luckily, I had a thoracic surgeon who used the mammary artery (he figured, I reckon, that I had 

no other use for it), just cut it loose at one end and stitched it across the left descending artery 

where it divides into the anterior descending and the diagonal. Arteries are tougher than veins 

(which are usually used, the saphenous veins of the legs) and will stay open much longer. I was 

very happy they did not have to cut into my legs for the grafts. (I put this medical stuff in here for 

my good friend, Norman West, who loves this medical stuff and loves to hear people talk about 

their illnesses. Ha! (As my buddy, Linda Myrick says in her letters to me) If you believe that 

about Norman, you will buy a second hand watch from a stranger in a Greyhound Bus station. 

Back to the subject: Stanley Reynolds of Midland, sent me some limericks and I do 

appre- 

ciate them. The first one he saw in a LIFE magazine and concerns the great preacher, Henry 



 

Ward Beecher, a leading abolitionist and named in Brigance’s books, History and Criticism of 

American Public Address, Russell & Russell, New York, as one of the greatest public speakers 

ever. Dr. McFarland highly recommended these books to me and I have enjoyed them. If you are 

interested in this sort of biography, the great speakers of the United States, order these books. 

You will certainly enjoy them. 

Said the great Presbyterian preacher, 

To the hen, “You’re a wonderful creature.” 

So just for that,  

The hen laid an egg in his hat, 

Thus did the hen reward Beecher. 

.Others Stanley sent: 

There was an old man from Nantucket, 

Who kept all his gold in a bucket, 

His daughter, named Nan, 

Ran off with a man, 

As for the bucket, Nan tuck it. 

Did you do the proper thing and moan, after reading that one? That is the usual response 

to a limerick or a pun.  Incidentally, if you make a speech or presentation, I suggest you not 

flood the audience with more than two of these. They can moan only so much and the mind 

quickly gets tired of being tricked. Puns and limericks are tricks on the mind. However, for the 

purpose of this column, I will continue with Stanley’s output. 

Stanley said he saw this one personally in Boothill Cemetery in Tombstone, Arizona. 

 

Here lies the body of Lester Moore, 



 

Four shots from a forty-four, 

No less,  

No more. 

A bit more medical stuff for Norman: 

Here lies the body of Mary Ann Lowder, 

She burst while drinking a Seidlitz powder, 

Called from this world to her heavenly rest, 

She should have waited till it effervesced. 

Stanley wrote in his letter accompanying these jewels of prose: “My medical dictionary 

defines Seidlitz powder as, “an effervescent cathartic.” Stanley added, “Must have been potent.” 

Thanks, Stanley, very much for your letter and the great limericks. Incidentally, Stanley, I 

am sure, would love to hear from his Brady friends.  

Thanks so much, if you’ve read down to here. 

 

 



 

COMPRENDE USTED “LIMERICK”?                 
    

 

Definition: A limerick is a bit of light humor or nonsensical verse with a rhythm of five 

anapestic lines: AABBA. 

During World War II limericks were very popular. Soldiers and sailors would sit  

at tables in bars and find out who would buy the drinks by taking turns reciting limericks. If a 

person could not continue in turn, he would have to buy the drinks. 

Popular one during the Big 'Un, World War II: 

There was an old hermit named Dave, 

            Who kept a... in a cave, 

           He lay down ...  

With a big jug of cider 

            And said, "Look at the... save." 

   Propriety keeps me from writing the rest of it. It was a bit vulgar and is not a fit item for this 

very clean column. Not to malign the character of the World War II veterans, but this was one of 

the most well-known and was usually the first one quoted in the bar rounds of limericks. To the 

younger and whimsical mind, who might be interested in the completed version of this, as a 

humorous study only, it  can probably be completed by any old veteran of WW II -- “The 

Big’Un” -- if you know one and he is willing to have you consider him “a dirty ol’ man.” Or ask 

Jackie Who, who knows most stuff such as this, inspite of the fact that he ain’t been near a war. 

He’ll tell you he was “too young.” (Heh, heh) 

Limericks can be used as put-down humor. Used in print media they can be devastating, 

and everyone will be repeating a very clever one. Can you imagine how effective it would be 

against a person running for office, if the limerick tied him or her to a fault which had just been 



 

publicized? It, the limerick is used often by political pundits, columnists. Most every politician 

knows one limerick which was no doubt directed at him, or perhaps by him at his opponent. 

Mike Kelley, humorist who writes in the Austin-American Statesman, had his annual 

limerick contest recently and received numerous ones, some printable.  He wrote, "It is amazing 

to what literary heights Lorena Bobbit inspired a multitude." She is the "lady" who in a rage 

removed an appendage of her husband’s and threw it out the window. She was found “Not guilty 

-- due to insanity” by a jury of her peers. Incidentally, she stayed all of one month in a psychiatric 

hospital to which she had been ordered for study (I trust that the study was not of her but by her). 

That was some time ago. She is now a quasi-celebrity due to numerous appearances on most of 

the talk shows. I am happy to report something you might already know. A passerby observed the 

flight of the appendage into a nearby vacant lot and retrieved it. A team of doctors successfully 

reattached it and that has led to a succession of appearances on the same bunch of talk shows for 

Mr. Bobbit. I've often thought how fortunate Mr. Bobbit was that she, in her rage, did not have a 

sausage grinder handy. I hesitate to put it this way, but it is true: He would not have been wanted 

by these shows, for he would not be such a big attraction. He toured for awhile, lecturing (no 

doubt on how to be a speaker in demand). I imagine he is behaving himself. 

Look at this one Mike Kelley received, very cleverly written about the rhythm  

of the limerick: 

   Limericists are poetic traditionalists, 

   Albeit avowed exhibitionists, 

   Five lines anapest, 

   Each cleverly expressed, 

   Prove that they are not aabbalitionists. 

And this one: 



 

   A family is just hypothetical 

   When offspring are still theoretical. 

   But after the fun, 

   When all's said and done, 

   The whole thing becomes parenthetical. 

Here's one with a pun in it: 

   A guy driving the Mustang he adored 

   Ran a light with the gas pedal floored, 

   And was crushed by a lady's 

   Antigue blue Mercedes, 

   For the Benz is mightier than the Ford. 

In the service it seems that most of them started with the name of a town or  

city such as this one: 

   There was a young man from Detroit, 

   Who at eating glass was adroit, 

   'Till a rare piece of Steuben 

   Punctured his internal teuben. 

   Now he's six feet under the doit.    

My brother, John P. Jarvis, recently sent me this one: 

   There once was a Charles they called Bitsy, 

   Whose speeches were toney and ritzy. 

   His listeners wide 

   He regaled with pride, 

   For they found his discourses quite witsy. 



 

John, or Pel, (he was named for our father, John Pelham Jarvis, and had the Jr. attached, 

of course. He prefers John) is quite a wit himself. Very fast, too. Even though I made a living 

with humor, I would not want to get into a battle of wits with him. You would be unwise to 

challenge him to a "witsy" match.  

He would win, for he is very smart, has a very high intelligence quotient, but also has a 

penchant for sarcasm, which is a form of wit barbed with contempt, meant to wound. You would 

lose, for in the match, he would knock you down with such a wicked punch that you could not 

get up. A sarcastic uppercut would deck you. 

One bit of John's wit: He signed the above limerick and added "Poetic license  

no. 451-28-3706,” no doubt his Social Security number. I found this very delightful. We 

correspond often, the letters running two or three typed pages, single-spaced and very interesting 

both ways. His, however, are much more interesting than mine. I think John would have been 

very comfortable had he pursued writing as a vocation and had sat around the Algonquin table 

with Thurber, Benchley and Dororthy Parker. Perhaps the last and he could have traded barbs. I 

hope it would not have gotten too nasty or contemptible. 

He would have loved that challenge! Dorothy Parker was something else at sarcasm! 

Perhaps she would have provided John a lively match.  

I’d still bet on my brother. 
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Limericks, Bill Barber, Bode, and Beer 

 

Limericks came to mind as a classification of humor when I heard from my brother the 

other day. No doubt that John Pelham is the intellectual in our family. Strange is an appropriate 

word, also. Extremely intelligent and excellent writer. I wonder at times if we are really kin. I 

claim him anyway, for it is nice to have one brainy sort in our family. He said (he didn’t say it, he 

wrote it, but in Brady, we talk like this, and write like this) “My choice of reading matter is eclectic 

(a good word for you to use at the coffee shop. I could tell you what it is by pulling it up on the 

TSR dictionary, but you need to do these things for yourselves. Who am I to stand in the way of 

your happiness?). Where was I? At this age, I forget at times. Oh yes, Pel. “...so the last book I 

read was a collection of limericks. The clean ones are not funny and the funny ones are not clean.” 

He should be writing this column; we’d all learn more. I have a feeling, however, the people 

reading this column want to be entertained rather than educated. We have the right man at the 

helm, Folks. A little of both goes a long way.  

The limerick is a bit of light humorous or nonsensical verse with a rhythm pattern of 

AABBA. Did Ms. Barfoot teach us that? She didn’t even teach us Ms.--P.C. had not afflicted us at 

that time, fifty years ago. Pel, then on the spur of the moment, I am sure, made up one about me. 

He’s faster’n Ipecac, or Paregoric, or Fleet, depending upon what’s ailing you. 

There once was a Charles they called Bitsy 

Whose speeches were toney and ritzy. 

His listeners wide 

He regaled with pride, 

For they found his discourses quite witsy. 

 

(Poetic license no. 451-28-3706) 

 

 

Isn’t he nice? He got that knack from Mother. Ha! He’ll hoot at that! But it is a good limerick! A fine 

example. The limerick was very popular during the war. What do you mean, “Which war?” The Big’Un, of 
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course! We sat around when in port, at what would be known in England as a pub, but in the Navy as a 

“Watering Hole” and we’d match limericks, going around the table. The one who could not think of one, or 

make one up, had to buy the beer. Ask any old vet, if you know one. He’ll tell you. The first one he’ll tell 

you will probably be that one: “There was an ol’ hermit named Dave...” Cut him off immediately! If you’re 

Baptist especially, for you won’t like the rest of it. It doesn’t end well. But we coarse people rather enjoyed 

such. 

***** 

Bill Barber’s columns: I read his and Bode’s every week. Good. But Bill writes about food a lot. And he 

can eat a brick. He lives here in San Marcos and is known for eating. But he has not had a bypass, as I 

have had. That is why I can’t stand him writing about all that good stuff I grew up eating: Chicken-fried 

steak (well, that’s wrong. We did not have chicken-fried steak; we had country fried steak, no batter, just 

beat the meat up and turn it over once in flour, then fry it) and we had real butter, and all that good stuff 

absolutely full of fat. Now my arteries are full of fat and I eat fish. Finally have learned to enjoy it. Try 

the Pan-grilled Cod. Delicious! At Luby’s cafeteria. Remember that good cafeteria we used to have in 

Brady on the East Side of the Square, by Moore’s Bakery. You don’t even remember Moore’s Bakery?! 

You young people don’t know much. Bill writes about basketball but never played. Practiced a lot, 

though. The people here who remember when we had a good team remember Bill as one of the best 

practice people we had. 

Bode: Comments about his computer will have to wait for Larry gets a bit testy if these columns 

go too long. Wrote me a vicious letter the other day. Notice that he doesn’t seem to intimidate Bode.  Ol’ 

Bode must have something on him. 



 

Little Willies Give Us the Willies 

 
Comic verse has been around a long, long time. I thought perhaps you’d like to see some 

of the last century. This is not funny to a great many people, but young people, junior high and 

high school like this type of humor. They originate a lot of it. I won’t refer to it--it is rather cruel. 

Whether you think this sort is cruel or not is moot; it certainly is to some. Comic verse follows a 

pattern, according to the lines rhyme. It mostly consists of quatrains. 

The Little Willies originated in 1899, works of Harry Graham, an English poet and 

miscellaneous write who published a volume of comic verse, Ruthless Rhymes for Heartless 

Homes. 

Examples of that book:  

Billy, in one of his nice, new sashes 

Fell in the fire and burned to ashes; 

Now, although the room grows chilly, 

I haven’t the heart to poke poor Billy. 

 

In the drinking well 

Which the plumber built her, 

Aunt Eliza fell -- 

We must buy a filter. 

 

The Billy verse was reproduced more than any other one. It caught the public fancy 

quickly and was imitated throughout the land, and became known as Little Willies. There were 

soon thousands of these verses. Notice the ones above, the first A,A,B,B--the second A,B,A,B. 

Most of the Little Willies, which sprung from the Billy verse were A,A,B,B. 

Willie fell down the elevator, 

Wasn’t found till six days later, 

Then the neighbors sniffed, “Gee whiz! 

What a spoiled child Willie is!” 

 

Willie in the cauldron fell;  

See the grief on Mother’s brow; 

Mother loved her darling well -- 
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Willie’s quite hard-boiled by now. 

 

Willie saw some dynamite, 

Couldn’t understand it quite; 

Curiosity never pays, 

It rained Willie seven days. 

 

 

The last line, a twist. Also, sadism, cruelty. 

 

Father heard his children scream,  

So he threw them in the stream, 

Saying, as he drowned the third: 

“Children should be seen, not heard.” 

 

Easy verse form, plus sadism, made the Willie verses, or “Little Willies” most popular: 

 

Little Willie shot his sister, 

She was dead before we missed her. 

Willie’s always up to tricks, 

Ain’t he cute? He’s only six. 

 

Blood relations -- sister, brother, mother, aunts, uncles, father... 

 

Willie, with a taste for gore, 

Nailed the baby to the door; 

Mother said, with humor quaint: 

“Willie, Dear, don’t mar the paint.” 

 

Animal mistreatment:(This was torture but I don’t like the word) 

 

Little Katy wandered where 

She spied a grizzly bear, 

Noticing his savage wrath,  

Katy kicked him from her path. 

 

Little Katy, darling child, 

Met a leopard, fierce and wild, 

Ere the ugly creature sped off, 

Little Katy bit his head off. 

 

These verses used any names. Children quoted them and applied them to their friends, Mary, 

Johnny, Tommy,...etc. 

 

For a time it seemed that these verses might eclipse the limericks in favor, but the 

limerick which had already been popular fifty years prior to the Little Willies, have remained 

appealing and the Little Willies have faded from our appeal. 
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After reading some of the others, those like the immediately above will be too tame and 

will disappoint some people. Isn’t this strange? But they aren’t as cruel as some the kids tell each 

other today and yes, they do laugh. Yes, they do, even your children. Well, perhaps not yours. I 

wouldn’t want to offend by suggesting that yours would. Have they come home with some cruel 

humor, quoted it to you and you’ve been repulsed, asked, “Where in the world did you get that?!” 

They seem to start in junior high. Heard any Somalia jokes? Well, you won’t--that is, from me. 

 

 

 

 

 



Some of What I’ve Been Writing About 

 
Jay Leno comes out to prolonged applause, helped by an applause sign, and an excited 

warmed-up-ahead-of-time audience and regales the crowd with one-liners, what we term 

“Non-sequitars.” These are “bits” that do not necessarily relate to what preceded them. “Hey, 

Folks, is the O.J. trial still on?” Then, a few one-liners about the trial, the lawyers, the witnesses, 

enduring it all, whether it will ruin the judicial system, etc. 

Then, he shifts: “How about this weather? Had enough? Think it’s gonna stop? Good for 

us? Right. That’s what Noah thought when he looked up and said to his wife, “Looks like rain, 

don’t it?” Follows with a few cracks at weathermen and weather women, which might allow a 

few one-liners about men vs women as weatherpersons, and thus a few about political 

correctness. 

Like Jimmy Durante used to say, “I got a million of ‘em.” I loved him--great and a fine 

man whom is missed by all of us old-timers. 

There are millions of ‘em, for writers keep on cranking them out. Every night club 

comedian and comedienne needs material. Thousands of Laff Stops and Comedy Shops need 

comedians and comediennes with funny material.  

Order the cassette tapes of James Gregory, billed as “The Funniest Man in America.” 

There are a bunch of those, too. But he is good, in my opinion. First heard him on “Music City 

Tonight.” Does a great bit about lotteries: “My Uncle Roy says, ‘You ain’t gonna catch me 

playing none of them lotteries, no Siree.” “Why not?” “Man, you know how much taxes you’d 

have to pay?!” James Gregory says the lotteries came along for there are so many idiots. Says he 

was at a Seven and Eleven, went in to buy a ticket. The lady asked, “You gonna buy one?” “Sure, 

 aren’t you?” “Well, I might--if it gets on up there.” James was astounded, “You can’t use 4 

million?!” Then, with that wonderful screwed up face, distorted in unbelief, he exclaims, “Hell, 



if I was serving up them Slurpies I’d put all my paycheck on lottery tickets!” 

One liners, the stock of most comedians/comediennes (I’m getting a little tired of having 

to write it that way in order not to offend some comedy person. It’s getting out of hand. What 

would you call a mail man, a person person?) is the one-liner routine. James Gregory also adds 

some longer stories, which he is very accomplished at telling, for he is a funny man who tells 

funny things funny. You can order these cassettes from an 800 operator. You don’t know how?! 

Ask the local phone information service. James needs the money, you can tell that by the way he 

dresses. Clothes and beer. He’s happy with the simple necessities of life.  

Some writer wrote the following to put in somebody else’s act: 

Old actors never die--their parts just get smaller. 

People who use drugs live by the slogan: “Fly now and pay later.” 

If you want to live dangerously, leave the tuna fish out and have it the next day. 

I never eat oysters. I ate one once. It tasted like it was scared. 

I was a Depression child. My mother had to make a living for us and did not have the 

time to make sure I brushed my teeth and I lost half of them. I didn’t take care of my hair at all. 

 

She said, “I was just thinking about my husband. He’s been gone five years and it seems 

just like yesterday he was standing there in that door letting flies in.” 

 

An elderly lady got up in Cheyenne during my performance, stomped around in a circle. 

That was distracting. I knew what she was wrong--her legs had gone to sleep. But it was all I 

could do to keep from saying, “If that don’t bring rain, nothing will.” 

 

I didn’t like being a dentist. Veterinarians have it better than dentists. You can kick a 

cow. 

 

Well, there’s ol’ Jackie sitting there. Hi, Pardner. Jackie and I go way back. I knew his 

mother. The first time she dressed him up, it was a tragedy. He missed the party ‘cause his 

mother tied a tie on him and he didn’t move for four hours--thought he was tied to something. 

 

Nonsequitars. One-liner comedy. It works, but don’t let ‘em get too tired of this. Bring on 

the pretty girl and let her put you down. They’ll love you for it. People like folks who can laugh 

at themselves. Have I repeated that often enough? 



HYPERBOLE 
 

"Hyperbole, hy PUR boh lee, is a figure of speech which is an 

exaggeration. Persons often use expressions such as "I nearly died 

laughing," "I was hopping mad," and "If I've tried once, I've tried a 

thousand times." Such statements are not literally true, but people make 

them to sound impressive or to emphasize something, such as a feeling, 

effort, or reaction. Sometimes there is humor in such statements, and 

usually everybody knows they are not true, but exaggerations. Hyperboles 

are common in everyday speech, and in poetry and other literature." -- 

Josephine Miles, The World Book Encyclopedia. 

 

"Taffeta phrases, silken terms precise, Three-pil'd hyperboles, spruce 

affectation, Figures pedantical."  [Shakespeare: Love's Labour's Lost 

V.ii.] 

 

Fred Allen, one of my favorite humorists, and also my brother's (John P.  

Jarvis) used a great deal of exaggeration in his writing and also had his  

characters in "Allen's Alley," a great T.V. program, use it. 

 

   "You can take all of the sincerity in Hollywood and stuff it into a 

flea's navel and then have room left over for an agent's heart."     

(Fred was undoubtedly referring to Hollywood-movie-star agents and not 

speakers' agents.) 

 

   Some of my friends, and especially the late Razor Baldridge, used a 

great deal of hyperbole in his inimitable style of story-telling. He told 

my friend, Myrt Eure, "Naw, Jarv doesn't eat much, compared to my teenage 

youth friend, Henry. He was a real eater -- ate a whole watermelon once. 

Honest to God, I was there when he did it. I remember it like yesterday. 

We wuz down in the valley, like the song says, you know that song don't 

you, what's your name, oh yes, Myrt, where the hell did you get a name 

like that...well, there we were lying in the shade of one of them palm 

trees, not fifteen cents between us and he up and said, 'Let's go over 

yonder, cross the street and get us one of them watermelons."   

   "How we gonna do that," I said, "when we ain't got fifteen cents 

'tween us?" 

   "Easy, come on, I'll show ya."   

   "Well, we crossed the highway, he picked up one of the biggest 

watermelons there in front of the Seven-'Leven and struggling under the 

weight of it, went into the store, got in the line of customers paying. 

The cashier saw him as he was nearly falling down holding the melon, 

said, 'Jes a minute and I'll be with ya.' 

   "Take your time. We just wanted to change melons. The one we bought 

here, well, it's too big and we wanted a smaller one.' 

   "'Shure, jes go ahead, grab one and I'll give you your change.' 

   "'Naw, we don't need the change. We got plenty of money. We'll jes 

help ourselves to a smaller one and thanks.' 

   "He does it, so help me. He goes outside, puts that melon down, got a 

bigger one even, carries it 'cross the street where we wuz before, pulls 

out his knife, cuts the melon, ate every bit of it, rhine, seeds and all. 

He's a real eater. Jarv couldn't come up to his navel at eat'n." 

   I looked over at Myrt as if to say, "Told ya what a character he was." 

Myrt was just shaking his head. 



   "Beat all I ever saw at eat'n. Ate a whole stalk of bananas once. Ate 

every banana, peelings, and the stalk they's hangin' on." 

   Myrt cast his eyes up at the ceiling, indicating that he was beginning 

to doubt Razor's veracity a mite. 

   "If I'm lying, I'm dying," Razor added. He then ginned against our 

friend, Kimmel, pushed his chair back and said, "Jarv, did I ever tell 

you about him eating my overcoat once?" 

   I didn't say anything in response. He didn't give me time. He went on, 

"Yep, now that was like yesterday, too. My bes' coat, ate the whole 

thing, had them good buttons on it, too." 

   He paused to let us take that in. "Had my bes' knife in one of the 

pockets, too. Damn him, I've missed that knife." 

   Myrt just kept shaking his head as he rose and left the room. He never  

doubted anything I told him about Razor, not after that. Every now and 

then, now years after, he'll get me to tell that story to some that 

weren't there that day: "Tell 'em about friend of Razor's eating that 

watermelon, Jarv."  

   He doesn't spoil the story, wants me to tell it with all the 

exaggeration, with the gestures and inflections. 

 

   Now, that is a whole story, not just a phrase, but it fits here, don't 

you think. Not just one colorful phrase, but a hyperbolic story and true, 

as for his telling it to us in the 'back room' of the pro shop, where we 

had so much fun swapping stories and lies and such. Those were great 

days, 'specially when Razor was present. He was something else. If you 

don't believe this happened just like I've told it, you phone Myrt or K. 

(Kimmel) 

  



 

“The Gardener” 

 

The Chain Story is very good but only if told well. Isn’t that a consideration for any 

story? Yes indeed, but especially with a long story. Unless you are very, very good at telling 

stories, don’t try this type. It takes a very good memory, proper inflection, and a sense of arousal 

of interest. If those nuances are not present the listeners will get too tired of waiting for 

something to happen. To put it in psychologist Max Eastman’s terms, the wait for the satisfaction 

is not worth it. 

However, should you get to be an expert at this type of story, you’ll be asked over and 

over to tell it. You’ll be the hit of the party.  It is now 4:52 a.m. in the morning and I am sitting 

here writing this and thinking about an old friend who just passed away a few days ago -- Cavett 

Robert of Phoenix, the wonderful man who founded the National Speakers Association. He and I 

never got together that he did not ask me to tell “The Bird Story.” Even had to tell it at his home, 

to just a handful of friends, guests of his and Trudy’s, his lovely wife. I wish I had the chance to 

tell “The Bird” for him one more time. 

Here is another story he’d enjoy. This story I first heard from Flip Wilson. I’ll give him 

the credit. A man telephones his gardener to find out how things are there at the house. 

“How are things going?” 

“Fine, Mr. Rogers, just fine...cept’n for the dog. 

“What’s wrong with the dog?” 

“Well, I hate to be the one to tell you, but your dog died.” 

“Died? How’d he die? How come?” 

“Well, it was poisoned horse meat, Mr. Rogers.”  
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“Poisoned horse meat? Where did he get hold of poisoned horse meat?” 

“From your horse in the barn.” 

“My horse, poisoned?” 

“No, Sir, He died in the fire that destroyed the barn. Then, your dog got in that mess, ate 

 some of the horse meat which by that time reckoned had spoiled and it killed him.” 

“My horse burnt up? In the barn? Did my barn burn?” 

“Yes, Sir, it did. Right to the ground it burned. Good fire, too -- while it lasted.” 

“How in the name of heaven did the barn catch on fire?” 

“Well, Sir, the Chief said he thought it was from them sparks came from the roof of the 

house.” 

“From the roof of the house?!” 

“Yes, Sir them sparks was a-blowing every which-a-way, from the house that night.” 

“My house burned, too?” 

“Yes, Sir.” 

“Well, how did it catch on fire?” 

“Chief said he thinks it was from them candles.” 

“Candles? What candles?” 

“Them religious candles folks was lighting up in the house in the memory of your 

mother.” 

“Mother? What’s wrong with Mother?” 

“Ain’t nothin’ wrong with her now, Sir. She’s done dead.” 

“My Lord. Mother’s dead? What did die from?” 
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“Heart attack, near as we can tell.” 

“Heart attack? She never had heart trouble.” 

“That’s what the doctor said. Plexed him, too. That she went right out the very first time. 

Said it was just too much shock for her.” 

“What was too much shock for her?” 

“Your wife doing something like that there?” 

“Madilyn? What’d she do?” 

“Well, Sir. I don’t like to tell bad news, Mr. Rogers. But you done asked me and I’m 

gonna tell ya: She run off with Malcolm, the milkman. And we think that’s what done it: killed 

your mama and them candles made the house catch, and them sparks from the roof ran on the 

wind right to the barn and the fire destroyed the horse, then that dog ate part of the horse. Then 

that dog just went crazy from that poisoned meat -- and Mr. Rogers, he bit me -- and I’m suing 

you. Mr. Rogers? You there, Mr. Rogers? 

 



 

 

"YOU SWALLOWED WHAT?!" 

Fellow came into my office once, holding his dentures in his hand. Broken in six pieces. A 

farmer, overalls, a worn straw hat in his right hand, his false teeth, all those pieces, in his left. But he 

was smiling, a look on his face as if to say, "Ain't this something!" 

"Good morning, Sir," I greeted him. "How are you?" 

"Pitiful, my teeth is broke." Still smiling. 

I could see that--that they were broken--but didn't put a face on that would put him down. However, 

early in my dental training, I had been told that if a patient comes in with their dentures in six pieces, 

the diagnosis is that their dentures are probably broken. 

"Yes, Sir. I could tell something like that was wrong. How did  

that happen?" 

"I swallered a bumblebee." 

"You did what?!" 

"I swallered a bumblebee. I wus out on my tractor, plowing, and there wus a lot of them ol' yeller and 

black bumblebees flyin''round and one of 'em flew right in my mouth and I swallered him." 

I smiled and said, "But you don't really know what happened next and I can tell you." 

"You can?" 

"Right. You wouldn't know this, for you haven't had all these courses I have, but what 

happened next was a synaptic reflex." 

"It wus?" 

"Yessir, it was. You haven't had the training I've had: Gross Anatomy, Dental Anatomy, 

Physiology, Neurology -- all those courses. What happened next, Sir, was a sensing device sensed 

the approach of the bumblebee, sent a message to your spinal column and back to your mouth. You 

didn't have to think about it, it didn't go to your brain, but just to the spinal column,  

 

 



 

 

 

then back to your mouth. This is known as a synaptic reflex. No thinking involved. It's computer time, 

nanoseconds. Fast! A nanosecond is to a microsecond what a microsecond is to a second. In 

computer time the message went back to your mouth: "Shut your mouth! There's a bumblebee 

coming!" But you were too late. 

"What happened then was in shock your muscles reacted and your jaws snapped shut. Those 

big ol' masseter muscles with which you chew,  contracted, hundreds of pounds per square inch. 

Wham! Your jaws slammed shut, and shattered your teeth!" 

He paused a minute, reflected, then looked at me and said, "It didn't happen like that at all!"  

"It didn't?" 

"Naw, what happened wus I fell off my tractor and them teeth wus in my pocket." 

We will discuss later the four types of funny people. The best humor is not a joke, but 

the humorous story. The painful truth told playfully. The story may go on and on and may or may not 

have a switch at the end which will make people laugh. In this type of humor, the crowd laughs while 

the story is being told. The public address system must be so good that the speaker can over ride the 

audience's laughter as the story is told. However, if there is a switch at the end, as there is with a 

joke, the effect is even better. It is a plus for the audience. And yet, the humorous story has a point, 

deep within the story. Notice in the story how I set myself up as the authority figure, who is eventually 

put down. The audience loves this type of story. We all like to laugh at authority figures. That's why 

there is a Senator Claghorn, a General Half-Track, a pompous buffoon. This allows us to let the 

sawdust out of the stuffed shirt, let the air out of the balloon. We laugh when the authority figure is 

put down, good and hard. We hate to admit it but we love that sort of put-down humor -- that is, if it is 

someone else who's put down. 

 



 

Bob Hope, Phyllis Diller, Jeff Foxworthy and One-liners 

 
Today, in these times, the most successful comedian, the one who is making waves and is in 

demand is Jeff Foxworthy. Have you heard him? He’s great, and on fire right now. Will he last? It 

depends upon how long you mean. He’s making so much money at the present time he won’t have to last 

long, if, and that is a big if for Mr. Foxworthy, he’ll improvise and get other styles of humor, or carefully 

and successfully save and invest his money. Right now, his whole routine is the one-liner, one right after 

the other. He took off like a rocket, “You might be a redneck if....” It’s a great routine. However, after a 

while, he will have to add something else. People will have heard his stuff. His tapes are selling like the 

proverbial hotcakes. But this allows people to reproduce them, “pirate” them, and pass them around. I 

hope you have heard him. You might have to forgive him a few improprieties, depending upon your 

sensibilities, but he is funny. Maybe not to you, but to lots and lots of people. He is “on a roll.” 

Phyllis Diller: Remember her? Of course you do. A fine lady. Had to go to work to make a living 

for her and her kids. Her husband didn’t pan out. The marriage flopped. No wonder she calls him, 

“Fang.” In the early ‘60s I caught Phyllis Diller’s act at The Vapors in Hot Springs, Arkansas. The first 

fifteen minutes of Fang jokes went fairly well. But then people got tired of them. They began to talk 

among themselves about everything; they were not listening anymore. I thought it very rude of them. The 

audience got to talking so audibly, we could not hear Mrs. Diller, or Ms. Diller, whatever. I felt sorry for 

her. Thank goodness, she persevered and Bob Hope came along, gave her a helping hand, took her on all 

those trips. She is a wonderful concert pianist, but there are a great number of those and not enough 

people who can make folks laugh.. I admire Phyllis Diller--she has run the gaunlet. She had her Fang 

jokes, hat cigarette holder (she doesn’t smoke) and that laugh. Is she happy now? You’d have to ask her. 

Reporters have quit asking; they are not interested anymore. It sounds harsh. I don’t mean for it to, but we 

all get older and we lose out with the crowd. There are exceptions, of course. 

Bob Hope: No better timing in the world. Anytime anyone compared my delivery to Bob 

Hope’s--well, that was some compliment. Even though I appreciated it, I had to straighten them out on it. 



 

“No way,” I told them. He is the best. But primarily at one-liners. Bob Hope is a very intelligent man; he 

found out by suffering the torture of burlesque houses, four shows a day, for years, perfecting his act.  

What is his act? He is introduced with theme music, “Thanks for the Memory,” goes six minutes with 

one-liners, then brings on one of his beautiful girls--for awhile it was Brooks Shields--does the act with 

her, where she puts him down with funny one-liners, then he, she, and perhaps a couple of others 

participate in a skit, he and she sing a song together, and do a soft shoe. He might bring on another 

celebrity, do a little something with him or her, or if it is football season, he’ll introduce the All-American 

football team, then sing, “Thanks for the Memory,” and thank the audience. This act has been 

phenomenally successful for him, but his investments have, too. One of the richest men in the country. He 

started, however, with all those one-liners and he is the best at those and the timing they require.  

His successful act slowly emerged as a result of all that battering from all those afternoon 

audiences, people who had nothing else to do. Dr. Henry Johnson, twenty years ago, a fine after dinner 

speaker, said, “We have finally reached the age of Squat and Look. We sit slumped in our chairs or sofas 

and pay people to let us watch them have a good time.” He was referring to entertainers such as Arlene 

Francis, Bennet Cerf, and others of the cast of What’s My Line?  

His statesment is more true today. Presently, we are paying young people millions of dollars to 

allow us to watch them to play boys’ and girls’ games. Now, they have sit-coms and soap operas. 

Thousands of young comics today hope they’ll get on T.V. in a sit-com. Not Bob Hope. He started back 

in the days when there was even no radio. He’s gone through all the media avenues: radio, movies, then 

television and he has lasted.  

He and George Burns are over 90 years old and still go on. What energy! George is going to 

appear at the Paladium in London on his 100 birthday. Already has a million dollar contract to do it. Read 

about his life. He was, in his own words, the straight man for his wife, Gracie. She was the funny one. 

Their act, primarily one-liners. We could name a bunch of them: Fibber McGee and Molly, Abbot and 

Costello. In your mind you see your own favorites. Chances are that they started with one-liners. Thank 



 

God for movies and television.  

Celebrity Management, Inc. a public relations firm in Nashville thought I could become famous. I 

signed a two-year contract with them, but asked out of it after one year. They’d set up appointments for 

me with newspaper writers, t.v. shows such as were hungry for interview subjects in those days, etc. It 

was a hectic pace and I didn’t want any part of it. May sound like sour grapes, but I’d rather take a nap, 

then at night do my thing for a banquet or chamber of commerce group and settle for the proceeds of that.  

I was being interviewed by a popular radio personality in New York City. He said, “You don’t 

look like a comedian.” I was in a blue pin-striped suit. “What does a comedian look like?” I asked back. 

“Well, I kind of thought you’d have on fatigues....” I interrupted and said, “Not everyone dresses like 

Dick Cavett or even George Carlin.” He laughed.  

We talked about Bob Hope and I was talking like I have written above, about Mr. Hope and his 

routines. This radio personality asked, “Are you putting Mr. Hope down?” “Of course not, I replied. He’s 

the best and a fine gentleman. We are talking about his routine. Bob Hope knew he could not continue 

with the one-liners. He found that out the hard way, just like Phyllis Diller did, later. To survive, he had 

to find a successful routine, which would let him go on for forty-five minutes. He is great at it and rich, 

too, as a result, one of the richest and most famous men in our country. A fine man. A patriot. I wouldn’t 

put him down in the least.” 

One-liners are fine, for a few minutes. They are tricks on the mind, but hear me, Folks, the mind 

gets tired of being tricked. It tires easily if one tries to trick it for a long time. If one is to be successful a 

long period of years, they’d better have something else besides one-liners. 



 

 

 TOGETHERNESS 

 

You are not going to believe this story. This one dental story I wanted 

to get to you first so the unbelievable would be out of the way and we could 

get on to more serious stuff.  

A man came into my dental office with his wife's teeth in his mouth. 

Now, really, can you believe that!?! Well, he did. I swear. 

It was evident to me, right away, that something was wrong. I am not a 

prosthodontist, (a specialist in prosthetic appliances (partials and dentures, 

(den - chures) not "plates" PLEASE!) Seemed to me the bite was off. The teeth 

seemed to be lapping over, right to left. However, he wasn't complaining about 

anything that technical; he was complaining of a few sore spots. 

Then a hunch hit me but I had to work at it Socratically, as the great 

inquisitor would have, by asking a few very astute questions, for this was 

touchy, sensitive, so I had to get it out of him without embarrassing him in 

the least. 

Upon examining his mouth, the dentures, the gingiva (gums) I asked him, 

"Sir, do you wear your teeth at night, when you sleep?" 

"No, put 'em in a jar, a Mason jar, with water in it. Do that for the 

dentist what made these for me said if I didn't, they'd warp." 

"That's right. They would warp." 

"You think that's what they done here." 

"No Sir, I don't think that's it. Now, let me ask you this one, 'Does 

your wife wear false teeth?' (At this moment in his dental education this  

 

 



 

 

man, I assumed, perhaps improperly, that he would not have been acquainted 

with the term, "Dentures." 

"Yep." 

"Does she wear them at night, while she sleeps?" 

"Nope, keeps 'em in a jar, like I do, a Mason jar, got water in it." 

After a long pause, during which I was contemplating how to handle this 

delicate situation, I said, "Sir, I think you have your wife's teeth in your 

mouth." 

Now, Folks, really can you think of a better example of "Togetherness" 

than this? Bet none of you are that romantic. 

He looked astonished. "Doc, are you sure?" 

"Well, I'm half sure. I think what's happened here is that this morning 

when you got up you reached in that jar and you got your own upper, but you 

got your wife's lower. Your upper, her lower." 

He grabbed his forehead, as if in shock. Then he made the understatement 

of my entire dental career. He said, "Doc, you know, I'll bet she's having 

a little trouble herself." 

 



TANGLE TALK 

 

Tangletalk is the generic name for all speech blunders, such as Spoonerisms, Fuddletalk, 

Tongue-twisters, etc. Tangle Talk is a blunder by the comedian who then, acting embarrassed, tries to 

extricate himself/herself and makes another blunder. This feature was dominant in the last century, when 

it started. 

Example: “The school is the bulwark of civilization.” but is stated as: “The workschool is the bull 

of civilization...I mean, “The bullschool is the work of civilization.”  

This carried over until today when some comedians still used it. In the early days of television, it 

was used frequently by such entertainers as Fibber McGee and Molly. It is the opposite of Twist-wit and 

is always unintentional. For instance: “And immediately the cock wept and Peter went out and crowed.” 

Twist-wit is intentional: “There’s many a cup ‘twixt the lip and the slip.” 

Sometimes you can’t tell: “I only know two songs: ‘God Save the Weasel’ and ‘Pop Goes the 

Queen.’” 

Others: “I hold in my letter a hand that I will read to you.” 

“I’d like a room for myself with wife and bath.” 

“I’d like a room with a wife for myself and the baby.” 

“My wife swallowed the baby.” “No, the baby swallowed my wife. No...” 

“Private Relations -- Public Jones speaking.” 

Some of these were “on the edge.” I’ve heard them repeated frequently at banquets. No one was 

offended, but went home and probably said, “I don’t know if ________ should have used that one or 

not. 

For instance, there was a whole list of this type going around the country about ten years ago.  

“The Little Mothers’ Club will meet in the church parlor this Tuesday night. All those wishing to 

become Little Mothers meet with the pastor in the rear of the church.” Or “All those wishing to do 

something on the carpet please stay after church.” I never used this type of humor and perhaps should 

not have here. I’ll leave it up to the Copy Editor. That’s the way we shrewd people avoid any criticism. 

But remember, beauty and evil is in the eye of the beholder. This is strictly meant to be “In Fun.” 
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Spoonerisms: Speech blunders where the initial sounds or syllables of two words are accidentally 

transposed. 

Spoonerisms -- Speech blunders where the initial sounds or syllables are accidentally transposed. 

Example: “You hissed my mystery lecture.” Or “That sounded like a half-warmed fish.” (“...half-formed 

wish.”) Or “You hissed my mystery lectures.” These blunders are named after William Archibald 

Spooner (1844-1930). The Reverend Spooner was an English clergyman and educator, Dean and 

Warden of New College, Oxford. Announcing the hymn, “Conquering Kings...” he said instead, 

“Kinkering Congs...” This blunder became legendary overnight and started the vogue of such humor. 

Most of this type of blunder humor is attributed to clergymen and announcers. Examples: “...Ruppert’s 

Beer.” (You can imagine what he said.) “...demand the brest in bed.” “...as the fly crows. I mean as the 

flow cries.” “Is it kisstomary to cuss the bride?” 

Fuddletalk: Comic, amusing speech of a person under the influence of alcohol. 

“...under the alkafluence of inklhol.” Laughable kind of drunkard speech which arises out of the 

confused mind of the drunk. Examples: “I am not so think as you drunk I am.” “Gimme a Sotch and 

scoda.” “That’s what I said, diddle I?” “Who’s drunk? I don’t theel a fing!” “I’m not drunk though some 

thinkle peep I am. Besides I’ll have all day sober to Sunday up in.” 

Doubletalk: Phonetic innovation developed during the first half of the twentieth century.  

Made u of real words and unintelligible neologisms (A newly coined word or expression.) Designed to 

deceive the listener to believe that intelligent language is being spoken. This is different from “mutter” in 

that mutter is sense which is used indistinctly and sounds like nonsense. 

For instance, the chatter of the auctioneer is mutter. Examples of Doubletalk: “You take the loose ends 

of the fendered steefils and snerb them, being careful not to overheat the turfenfoil. Then, extract wampf 

gently, for time and a half. Tursin each one twice, then swiftly dip into the blinger. Otherwise taffinate 

the entire instrument in twetchels. Any questions? 

Go up to a movie theater ticket window, where you talk through a little hole in the glass. “Does the 

feature picture come on cannestraffic the short subjects and burmashawn the newsreel?” The lady or girl 
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behind the glass will ask you to repeat. Do it as though you are a little irked at having to repeat. She will 

again not understand, but will probably say, “Yes.” Then, you say, “Good. Before or after?” 

Arrive at a party a bit late. “Boy,  that was terrible! I was reconstram on the freeway and didn’t get 

framished till after six.” You can overdo this. The beginner would say “I was reconstram on the freeway 

and didn’t get framished till after crevisant.” (Too many neologisms and not enough real words.) Always 

end with real words, stress legitimate words and go lightly on the illegitimate ones. Make up words 

using istan, awn, stram, erris, teed, oil, urf, sted, and ail. 

The fluent double talker will avoid coined words which sound like foreign words. He/She will 

avoid Russian and German vocables, polysyllabic words, real ones for they are as unbelievable as good 

bogus ones. Use a soft voice. It is far more effective. Use a natural voice and a fade-a-way. Let your 

voice drop off gradually till barely a whisper. The listener will think they are not hearing right due to a 

lack of hearing on their part. This takes practice but will provide a little fun at your coffee sessions if 

you rush in and act a little frustrated and give them such a report. Practice a little, then do this and notice 

the looks on their faces as they try to understand you.  

 

 

 

 



 

Another War Story 

Picture this scenario: The Florida Independent Insurance Agents Association is holding its  

convention at the Fontainebleu Hotel, Miami Beach, Florida. Three days of meetings and this is the last day. 

Eight speakers a day, four in the morning, then lunch, then four more speakers. Most of them are what we call 

“in-house” speakers -- those who are in the insurance business and are very successful at it and are sharing their 

secrets of success with their fellows in this vocation. 

You are a humorous speaker, so you were selected to end the three-day program. You, of course, will 

allude to what’s happened the prior two days and this last day, to the present time, what’s been discussed prior 

to your appearance. The meeting has progressed nicely, everyone is satisfied with the content and the ability of 

the speakers. Up to now, the Executive Director of the convention is very proud and has received nothing but 

accolades when he has mingled with the attenders, the members of his association who have paid lots of money 

to attend this three days of meetings. Your purpose, as the closing speaker,  is to wrap it all up, to summarize 

what has occurred and send them away smiling, laughing, yet filled with your message. Are you ready for this? 

You realize what has happened: The people attending are getting very tired. This is the third day. This 

last day has not progressed as successfully as the other two. The program has run a bit behind schedule. You’re 

not going to go on before 5:15 p.m. and your original time was 4:30 p.m. And then comes the shocker: There is 

a mystery guest speaker right before you. The Executive Director has not informed you of this because he knew 

that you might pull out.  

Who is this “wonderful surprise” that is scheduled immediately ahead of you on this late program to 

these tired people? Only the new Miss America! Are you ready for this? Ready and willing to follow her? 

Here she comes, in the spotlight, the band playing the Miss America Theme, with a small change -- not 

“There she is...” but “Here she is...Miss America...” and down the center aisle she comes, waving to the crowd 

on each side of her, throwing kisses. Resplendent in her kelly-green evening dress, smiling as only the Miss 

America candidates are trained to do. She ascends to the podium accompanied by the exuberant, ecstatic 

Executive Director who is holding her hand, assisting her to the lectern where she stands accepting the plaudits 



 

of the huge audience, who are now on their feet, clapping and shouting with glee.  

How do you feel? Sick? Nauseous? You need some sort of pepper-upper? Maybe what you need is 

directions for the quickest way out of there! 

She does a marvelous job. Goes a little long, but the smiles make up for that. Another standing ovation 

at the conclusion of her talk and she is gone, out of the spotlight. Now it is your turn. Ready? 

The emcee takes the microphone, smiles broadly and says (So help me, he really did.) “Ladies and 

Gentlemen, our closing speaker is a dentist...” Oh, they were thrilled! “Did he say, ‘...a dentist?! What is going 

on here? Man, we don’t need a dentist! What we need is a drink! You know what time it is? It is 5:15 p.m.! 

We’ve been here since 9:00 a.m. this morning! Give us a break! Really, now come on! A dentist?!” 

Only a few leave. The rest stay to see what-in-the h___ is happening! Is this some kind of joke? Come to 

think of it, this is bound to be good. Got to be or this fellow is going to lose his job, putting something like this 

on us at this hour. 

Are you, as the speaker, shattered by all of this? Well, this is a true story -- happened to me in 1962. 

There is no hair on this story; this happened exactly as I’ve stated it. This is one of my war stories with which I 

regale my friends, an experience I’ll never forget. 

What do you do under such  circumstances? Tell some Reader’s Digest stories? You’d better not. You 

can’t use any jokes, for you have not heard the speakers before you the last two days, not to mention the ones 

preceding you this day. What if you started telling a joke someone has already told, as happened to Vice 

President Al Gore, somebody in the audience stood up, interrupted him and hollered, “That joke you’re starting 

-- someone told that one two hours ago.” 

To release the tension, it went all right. Great, in fact. I got up there to the lectern, stood there a few 

minutes, as if in shock, and as at other such moments, asked the audience, “How’d you like to be me?” and 

paused a long time. Put on the most pitiful face I could muster.They started laughing. “It’s late, you didn’t want 

another speaker -- you wanted a drink.” (Applause and a few “Amen”s. But you got me.” (Pause) After just the 

right amount of time I added, “Old saying: ‘It could always be worse -- you could be me.”  



 

I continued, “Whoever is responsible for my spot on the program, if you will come to San Marcos, 

Texas, I will be DE-lighted to work on your teeth! (Laughter and applause) People going to hear you clear to the 

courthouse! When I saw that gorgeous young lady come walking down that aisle and when she got up here, real 

close and I saw how pretty she is,  I thought, ‘You know, we’re 92 percent water and only 8 percent substance. 

When I look at her, I am a little ashamed of what I’ve done with my 8 percent.” The crowd roared. 

From then on, it was easy. They were a wonderful, enthusiastic, no longer tired audience. Remember? 

Humor is the greatest tension release mechanism, the best. This was a marvelous experience in my life: To take 

a challenge like that presented and make a success out of it is very satisfying. I remember it quite often and am 

thrilled each time, just as I am here, writing it down for you folks.  

People appreciate someone taking a situation like that, and making a positive, memorable event out of it. 

I love those situations and welcome them. That one could not have been better for me. But here is the real 

reason that applies to the columns which have immediately preceded this one: I did not have to rely on jokes. I 

had original humor, humorous stories that had been proven by telling them to hundreds of audiences before, that 

I could count on to please even this tired, let’s-go-get-a-drink crowd.  

Please allow me to repeat a principle I’ve tried to pass on in thousands of my presentations: Whatever 

you do, do it so well that when they (whoever) need it again, they will think of you. A picture of you and the 

benefit of your service or product will flash into their mind. 

This assignment got me at least twenty more. Was I lucky? 



 

“The Abominable Snow Job” 

 
One of my talks is entitled, “The Abominable Snow Job.” It is a talk about how to get to 

that state--happiness and how to stay that way.  Also, it is about the idea that we think our 

problems are worse than anyone else’s. Wrong! It is difficult to be happy today when we are 

constantly bombarded by the news 24 hours a day. Firms are now  advertising systems which 

allow  you to get over 500 channels. Why?! Why would we want that? I am having a difficult 

time being happy with only 33 channels here in San Marcos. All their programs seem to be about 

people who are terribly unhappy, in spite of the fact that they are going out with their daughter’s 

boy friend and her daughter doesn’t know it yet. And don’t tell her daughter, please. She seems to 

be happy as possible under these circumstances ‘cause she doesn’t know it yet. She will before 

the program’s over. That’ll be too soon. She is probably gonna throw a conniption fit! 

The first talk I ever gave was “Prescription for the Happy Life.” That wasn’t the title of it, 

but I don’t wanna tell you the title I used then. It wasn’t ugly, but just wasn’t any good. I’ve 

gotten better at titles. “Open Wide, Please--and Laugh,” “Life As a Dentist Can Be Filling,” “The 

Abominable Snow Job,” as I told you in the first paragraph. One time I gave that one to the 

Texas Restaurant Association. The man introduced me and told the audience my topic was “The 

Abdominal Snow Job.” I told ‘em, “That’s probably right--with this group.” Got another one, 

“Things Are More Like They Are Now Than They Ever Were.” That’s based upon the premise 

that the basics of life are still the same for us as past generations. Then, there’s “Charlie Jarvis 

Strikes Again.” That’s a rip-snorter, even if I do say so myself. 

 In “TASJ,” I deal with attitude, and use humor to highlight and illustrate each topic and 

subtopic. The idea that we have pitiful outlooks, thinking of Murphey’s Law most of the time: If 
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anything bad can happen, it probably will. The idea that we get up first thing in the morning 

saying not, “Good morning, Lord,” but “Good Lord! Morning!” Attitudes need adjusting.  

People go to any length to prove to you that they are worse off than you are. “No wonder 

you are happy--you don’t have all this bad luck, poor health, and all the problems I’ve got! Boy, 

if I was in your shoes, sure, I could be happy. Man, you don’t know it but you’ve got a bird’s nest 

on the ground, compared to me, you have.” These folks are legion. Besides that, there are plenty 

of them. 

When I was a dental student, I sold Fuller Brushes during the summers. That was an 

enlightening experience. But it helped me, in many ways. For instance, one way it helped was to 

make me realize that I must never ask anyone how they feel--they will tell you. I knocked on this 

lady’s door one morning, in the eastern district of Houston. She came to the door, head in her 

hands. I said, “Good morning, ma’am. How are you?” And she told me! Did she ever! Invited 

me into her home, brought out two great big x-rays, pictures of her gastric region. Held ‘em up to 

the light, said, “Lookit that! How in the world can you expect to be healthy when your colon’s 

not straight?!” 

Someone had sold her a real bill of goods. But I have not asked anyone that question 

since that day. In my dental office I even kept one finger in their mouths all the time. They 

probably thought, “Isn’t he methodical, keeping his place like that?”  No way I was going to let 

them talk. Didn’t have the time. Or the inclination. 

It is also good to use some humorous verse. Here’s one I like: 

If you can smile when things go wrong, 

and say it doesn’t matter, 

If you can laugh off cares and woes, 

and trouble makes you fatter; 
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If you can keep a cheerful heart 

when all around are blue, 

Have your head examined, Bud, 

there’s something wrong with you! 

 

People never seem to realize that other people may be worse off than they are. If you were 

to put your troubles in the middle of a room, along with everyone else’s, chances are very good, 

after looking ‘em all over, you’d run like the devil to get yours back. 

Two fellows in the Army stockade. One of them says, “What you in here for?” 

“Thirty days.” 

“What’s the charge?” 

“A.W.O.L.-- went over the hill without permission.” 

“Sure ‘nuf. That is bad.” 

“How about you?” 

“I’m in here for three days.” 

“What’s the charge on that?” 

“Killin’ a man.” 

“Killing a man?! You in here for just three days and you done killed a man.! You sure 

about that?” 

“Yeah, they’re hanging me Wednesday.” 

 

Y’all think about that one and I’ll be back next week with some more of this. Y’all come  

 

back, you heah? Hey, that reminds me of a real good story I have to tell y’all some time.  
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“The Abominable Snow Job” -- Continued 

Remember from last week: “The Abominable Snow Job” is a talk I give concerning 

problems we people have. No matter what occupation, profession, vocation we have to earn 

our living, there is one thing about whatever it is that is interfering with our happiness--we 

think our problems are bigger and more perplex than anyone else’s.  

You have a world of problems in your business, no doubt of that. But it could be 

worse--you could be President Clinton. How’d you like to have his problems? How would 

like to have the press badgering you like they do President Clinton, or even his wife, Mrs. 

Clinton, better known it seems to everyone as Hillary Rodham Clinton. His friend and 

personal lawyer, Mr. Foster, could not take the pressure of Washington politics and elected 

to get out of that mess. He killed himself.  

Suicide is a way out. In my profession of dentistry, it is an often chosen way to escape 

the tremendous tensions of dentistry. A tender-hearted dentist takes the tensions of the 

patient upon himself/herself. But this makes it very stressful for the dentist, the 

compassionate dentist.  When I was a dentist, I made people relax by different methods, one 

among many was to make them laugh.  A person cannot laugh and be tense. Laughter is the 

greatest tension relief mechanism in the world, given to us by a munificent God to handle the 

problems we can’t solve. I’d make them laugh, we’d laugh together, and the tensions would 

fly away. I’d sing, I’d joke--anything to ease the cracking tension of the dentist-patient 

relationship. For years after I quit dentistry and took up professional humorous speaking, I 

was asked, “Dr. Jarvis, when are you coming back to dentistry? The dentist I have now 

doesn’t sing, or joke, or nothin’.” I’d smile and reply, “He doesn’t have to--he’s a good 
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dentist.” 

Two of my classmates have committed suicide. One of them very early in his dental 

career. We still don’t understand it, but we can’t expect to, in his case. He did lots of stuff we 

never understood. Even the way he ended his life leaves us in a quandary: shot himself with 

a rifle in a favorite nephew’s bedroom. Imagine what he did to that young man’s psyche! 

The other also shot himself when he found out that he had cancer. He had intimated to a 

friend that he could not stand going through all that chemotherapy and radiographic 

therapy. 

Psychiatrists think they’re Number One in suicides. Wrong! When I talk to them, I 

tell ‘em this, then add, “You’re just jealous!” They laugh, and again, they release tensions. 

It could be worse. Chances are very good that if you put your problems in the middle 

of a room along with everyone else’s, you’d run like the devil to get your back. 

In this talk, I cite some of the problems of being in another profession. “You didn’t 

have to be whatever you are. In this magnificent country there are 21,743 other professions 

and vocations. You could have picked any one of them. Here’s another fact: You can change 

now. Get up off your lackadaisical attitude and do something else! Today! Quit what you’re 

doing and find something more pleasing for you and your family. If you’re in a rut, it is not 

worth it. 

A man introduced me the other night and said, “No doubt about it, when one has the 

privilege of introducing Dr. Jarvis, why, he or she could read all this promotional material 

sent out from his office and the audience would rightly think he has accomplished a great 

deal. And that would be right and appropriate. But let’s face another fact here-- this man 
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has quit a lot of stuff, too.  Became a Navy officer, went through the Naval Academy, took all 

that rigorous discipline thrown at midshipmen (and midship women or whatever they call 

‘em up there) and then went to the Navy, got in the last year of World War II, or as he calls 

it, “The Big’Un,” then went through flight training, then flew off a carrier for a couple of 

years and resigned to become a dentist, for heaven’s sakes! Then, after a few years of that, 

he quit dentistry to become a humorous speaker. That’s quite a twist, isn’t it? From 

dentistry, imagine, to making people laugh. Who ever heard of a dentist who can make 

people laugh? We’re privileged to have him here with us tonight. But I know this crowd and 

if he can make some of these people laugh, well, he should have been a magician! Let’s not be 

hornswaggeled, Friends. This is a man who has a lot to offer, he’s got experience, he’s done a 

lot of stuff, but let’s not deceive ourselves either. We have a man who has quit a lot of stuff, 

too. To tell the truth, this man, Dr. Charles W. Jarvis, of San Marcos, Texas, has probably 

quit more stuff than Admiral Inman.” 

And he sat down, to roaring laughing and applause. This was at the time that 

Admiral Inman was waffling between government offices; also, it was in Admiral Inman’s 

home town of Austin, Texas, was in all the country’s newspapers, so it was very timely and 

the audience appreciated his introduction being unique and tied to the news of the day. I 

thought it was one of the best intros I’ve ever had. 

What does one say after such a special, informative, witty introduction? Hard to 

follow that. However, I love such challenges, for they make the evening start just right, 

entertaining right from the get-go. I got up, laughing with them, looked at him and said, 

“That was just GREAT ! Even I enjoyed it. Witty, too. This, Folks, is quite a man. Sir, if 
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you’ll come to San Marcos, Texas, I’ll be delighted to work on your teeth, free.” 

Can y’all stand some more of this next week?  I do hope so. 



 

 

                        "DID HE SAY, 'STUPID'?" 

 

I wish you could hear Ira Hayes. Ira is a super salesman, who loves selling, 

this country, and all the opportunities it allows us. He worked for National 

Cash Register for years. He spoke for them at sales meetings, rallies, 

conventions and now, after his retirement from NCR is a professional speaker 

much in demand. If you ever see that he is to appear in your vicinity, make 

sure you hear and see him perform. His "KEEPING PACE WITH TOMORROW" presentation 

will thrill you and you'll never forget him. 

Ira is a great friend, the kind of friend who will tell you the truth 

if he thinks you need to hear it. The kind of friend who will tell you you're 

too fat, if you are, and not make you mad. You'll admit that takes a special 

kind of tact and Ira has it. He is a true friend and there are not many of 

those. They are rare indeed. 

He told me he wanted to talk to me, alone, just the two of us, that he 

had something to tell me and he said, "The most important part of the proposed 

meeting is that for the five minutes I want to do the talking and you can't 

say anything."  

Startled, I exclaimed, "I can't say anything!?! 

"Right. Nothing. I get to talk five minutes, no interruptions." 

Would you go for a deal like that? What if he were to say something I 

didn't like at all? Not respond?! But I was fascinated with his request; he 

had piqued my interest; I acquiesced. We were at the beautiful Camelback Inn, 

a lovely resort in Phoenix. I couldn't wait to hear this, so I suggested we 

go right then to a room off the foyer.  

We did and he selected a very comfortable couch. There we were, facing 

each other. "Remember now, five minutes, only me talking, no interruptions. 

Promise? Is it a deal?" 



 

 

"O.K., I promise." 

His first words surprised me. I started to use "astonished" but that's 

not strong enough. "Surprised" is much more appropriate. 

He said, "You're stupid." 

How do you not respond to that? You would at least like to repeat with 

a query such as "Stupid?" I shook my head and stayed quiet. 

Ira smiled. He knew I surely was wanting to talk. "Charlie, you do very 

easily what the rest of us would like to be able to do. You make people laugh 

and seemingly you do it with little effort. You break me up. You break everyone 

up. You know I love you or I wouldn't be talking to you like this. You don't 

have to work at it. Apparently you have a knack; it comes to you naturally. 

It's innate. Few people have that ability.  

Except for that "stupid" part, which I knew by his facial expressions 

and his inflections was not in the slightest meant to be brusque, I felt very 

complimented. He did that to get my attention and it surely did work.  

"For some reason, you think making them laugh is not enough. You seem 

to think you must preach, teach, make them think. Leave them with a message. 

Charlie, we can all do that. But we can't make 'em laugh.  

"What you should do is put together an act, say, eighteen of your best 

stories, especially those about the 'other side of the dental chair,' those 

dental stories, for instance, that story about the guy coming into your office 

with just one tooth in his head--that cracks me up. I can see that guy when 

you tell that story. The bumblebee story, that fish hook story, your flying 

experiences. Those are special. They're yours, no one can tell those, no danger 

of anyone stealing them.  

"You could take an act such as that and go to Las Vegas and make more 

money in two years than we do out here on the speaking circuit in ten years. 



 

 

However, I doubt that you'll do it, due to this urge,  this compulsion to preach, 

to teach. It seems to be a calling with you. But, Charlie, we can all do that. 

And they need to laugh. You make 'em laugh." 

My answer next week. Have a good'un! 

 

 

 



 

 

 "STUPID" ANSWER 

Now, let's see: We signed off last week with Ira Hayes having told me 

I was "stupid." He meant it endearingly, Folks. We are great friends. If you 

do not remember the substance of last week's column, please go get it and bring 

yourself up to date. You didn't save it!?! Buy another copy. Larry needs the 

money, bad a golfer as he is. Bound to be losing. 

Ira was complimenting me, in his way. He wanted me to put together what 

is known as a "bit," an act, which I could take to Las Vegas and in his opinion, 

get rich. 

My turn to talk: I told him that I started, not as a joke teller, or a 

comedian, comic, or a clown, but as a speaker, a humorous speaker. To me there 

is a great difference. The comedian does not have a message, but is strictly 

an entertainer. The speaker delivers a message, a very important one, but one 

which is delivered painlessly, with injections of humor used to highlight and 

illustrate the very serious message. The message sometimes may even be painful 

but goes down like sugar-coated pills. 

Dr. William Glasser, West coast psychiatrist, said that to be successful 

and happy, one must: 

1. Love and be loved. 

2. Do something worthwhile, not only to himself/herself, but to  

   someone else. 

Aristotle said that one can be happy or successful, but not both. I don't 

agree with that and plan to talk it over with him later.  

Why not both? Think about it. Take some time. 

Charlie Jarvis is a very happy person. Always have been. What is it that 

may be distinctive about me and my attitude toward life that I may be able 

to pass on to someone else and as a result, they might be happier for having 



 

 

had my life touch theirs? That isn't conceit, is it? That is, to me, a very 

laudable goal.  

A comedian can make people laugh, but the effect doesn't last a long time. 

I wanted, when I first started entertaining, to make the people laugh, and 

at the same time, make them happier, even if I had to make them think to do 

it.  

I've talked just about everywhere, even in a bull ring in Omaha. Bull. 

Some of you devious readers are thinking, "That's where he belongs--in a bull 

ring." This was for a bank in Omaha, and was in honor of their farming and 

ranching customers. One of the more colorful characters there that day came 

up to me before my presentation and asked me, "You the clown?" 

Laughing, I replied, "My wife thinks so." 

Happiness is my best message. Others: Success, Leadership, Commitment, 

Communications, etc. But I couch them in other titles so I will arouse interest 

ahead of my presentations. "PRESCRIPTION FOR THE HAPPY LIFE" 

"OPEN WIDE, PLEASE and LAUGH!" "THINGS ARE MORE LIKE THEY ARE NOW THAN THEY 

EVER WERE" "THIS WON'T HURT--MUCH!" "LIFE AS A DENTIST CAN BE FILLING" 

If my life is truly to be worthwhile, it also must be filling, in a spiritual 

way. I tell the folks, "Any chosen vocation can be 'filling' if one gets a 

spiritual reward besides money." Amen? Amen.  

My desire is to pass along a message so that the people will be entertained, 

but will be enlightened and perhaps will realize that life is so short and 

we shouldn't waste it being full of gloom and doom. I've been fairly successful 

at this, for over thirty-five years and if you'll keep reading this column, 

I hope these articles will prove that to you and you, too, will be happier 

for having had our lives touch. 

That's a pretty fair goal, now, isn't it? 



 

 

I want the members of the audiences to whom I am privileged to speak, 

to leave saying, "That's the funniest, cleanest talk I ever heard, but he had 

a great message, too. And I think perhaps he was talking to me." 

When they've actually said that to me, I've smiled and said, "No, Friend, 

I was really talking to me. I'm the one who needs it." 
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So, You Want to Be a Speaker? 

(Changed by Bob Wilson to Public Speaking No Easy Racket) 

 

Many years ago, the morning after an engagement in Lubbock, a man said, “Heard 

you last night. Real good, Doc. Incidentally, I was thinking as I was lying in bed last night 

that maybe I ought to do some speaking myself. Me and my wife was thinkin’ maybe we 

ought to retire and do a little travelin’. After you talked last night, I got to considering doing 

some of that you do and maybe pickin’ up a little money in our retirement. Think you could 

write me a talk and teach me to do it?” 

As implausible as that might sound, the man was dead serious. It happened exactly 

that way. Awestruck, I thought, “Does this man really think this public speaking is that 

easy?!” It is reputed to be the #1 phobia in the United States. Anyone can talk sitting down, 

in a circle of friends, or in a bar. Put a microphone in front of his face and ask him to stand 

up and talk in front of a lot of eyes looking at you expecting something interesting, that’s 

another thing altogether. 

This has happened more than a few times. Amazing that people think this way. They 

have no idea that I started in 1958, did it once and somebody wanted me to do it again. It is 

that simple, but one really has to work at it if he or she is to continue to be invited. The main 

difference is being wanted. It is better to have someone wanting you or your service than 

you wanting to serve them. A vast difference. This is just one of the principles of success. 

Why didn’t someone teach us this first. Whatever you do, do it so well that when they need 

it again, they’ll think of you. A big picture of you, your product or your service will pop up 

in their mind. That has to happen if one is to be successful. People do not understand these 

simple principles of success. These are essential, basic, mostly common sense. Yet, 

management speakers, self-improvement speakers, such as Tom Peters and Zig Ziglar make 
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lots of money teaching these basics. Educators have told me that these are taught in our 

school systems. I can’t believe that. 

Another instance: A dentist (Mind you, a dentist! Supposedly a fairly intelligent 

man.) came up to me after a speaking engagement, and in one breath said, “Say, Charlie, 

that was great! I heard you in Lamesa, then I bought some of your tapes, memorized that 

one called “PRESCRIPTION FOR THE HAPPY LIFE,” gave it at a Regional Toastmasters 

Contest, won fourth place, and I’m thinking of turning pro. What do you think I oughta 

charge?” 

Fighting back a laugh, or even a smile, I had to talk seriously with this man. I wanted 

to say, “Well, at first, if I were you, I’d go light on ‘em.” But I didn’t say that. I told him 

we’d have to get together and discuss public speaking for more time than we had there after 

the meeting. I am delighted to help aspiring speakers, but seriously, Folks, I doubted that 

this man could be helped. He needed some material, not mine, for I’ve given that stuff over 

and over again! And think of this: He was only fourth! In his district! How about the other 

three that were 1st, 2nd, and 3rd? They gonna turn pro, too? 

When these incidents happen, the same reaction occurs to me. I am completely 

flabbergasted. As my friend and fellow speaker, Bill Gove, says, “Me too, Charlie. My 

flabber is completely gasted!” 

No wonder the country is in such sad shape. These people have the same vote you 

have. If we had to stand on thinking such as this, we couldn’t kiss a hummingbird’s rear 

end! (Got that from my character friend, Razor Baldridge. You’ll hear about him later. 

I asked him where he got all those sayings and those funny, slightly risque songs. He told me 
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that his sweet ol’ mother put him to sleep with ‘em every night.) 

 



 

 IS ANYBODY OUT THERE? 

(Changed by Bob Wilson to Can Anybody Out There Hear Me? 

Why did I ever try to do this? I never did read Erma Bombeck much. Or 

Art Buchwald. Or even Barry whatever-his-name-is? Or is his last name Barry? 

No matter, I didn't read his stuff either.  

Literary humor is not as funny as the spoken stuff. I need to see 'em 

out there, those eyes on me, waiting for me to make 'em laugh. I don't mind 

that challenge at all; in fact, I love it! Aspiring humorists have asked me, 

"Dr. Jarvis, did you ever bomb?"  My answer might have seemed very egotistical. 

"No."  "No?" they'd ask.  "No, not if I had a chance”.  

Depends upon what you call a 'bomb.' If I had a chance, if the public 

address system was effective so they could hear me, if I could be seen so the 

gestures and facial expressions would be seen easily, and if the emcee or the 

program had not worn them out to the extent that even a celebrity speaker -- 

not just a funny dentist -- could not interest them, I have not bombed. I don't 

consider a performance as bombing unless the material is just not going over. 

 I've had some terrible situations, one at Long Beach, CA, where I was 

talking to 2,200 Kiwanians and only about 500 of them could hear me. I had 

told the secretary of the Cal-Nev-Ha District (largest in the world) that an 

exhibit hall was for trucks, cattle, exhibitions of new cars, etc., certainly 

not for a humorous presentation. I had noticed the reverberations filling the 

building when I stepped into it, as the band was playing. I begged the man 

for him to have the luncheon, then go back into that beautiful, acoustically 

perfect auditorium, where we had just come from, where Howard K. Smith had 

talked to the attenders about government intervention into free enterprise. 

Isn't that something? With a very serious subject such as that, the speaker 

had a perfect set-up and I had a pitifully accommodating, huge room, with 

terrible acoustics.  



 

 

 

The Secretary refused to believe it would not be all right. What was I to do: 

refuse to speak, travel all that way and then back out, tell him to take his 

fee and expenses and put them where the sun wouldn't shine? I would not do 

that, of course, but felt like it. 

I got up there and tried. I heard no laughter. It was like I was talking 

to the Grand Canyon. I was using proven material, but there was no response, 

no laughter. There is no way to tell you how I felt at that time. A gentleman 

came up to the platform on which I was standing. He tugged at my trousers and 

motioned me to bend down close to him so he could tell me something. He said, 

"Doc, you are wasting your time and ours. We can't hear a word you're saying." 

That did it. I hollered, "Why in the world can't we go back into that acoustically 

perfect room we just left?" The five hundred who could hear applauded. I left 

the little platform and went to the Secretary, told him what the gentleman 

had told me and bless his heart, even though it threw his schedule out of kilter, 

he told the audience to return to the auditorium. God love him; I will be forever 

grateful. So will he. 

What a difference! I went from a disaster to a standing ovation with the 

audience hollering, "More! More!" Had that Secretary not allowed us to switch 

rooms, would I have "bombed"? You tell me. 

Now, as to these articles, that is an entirely different matter. You can't 

hear me or see me; you have to read the material, but believe me, that Bumblebee 

Story you read a few weeks ago is sure-fire when I'm up there in front of that 

live audience. 

I can hear some of you saying, "Well, maybe you better stick to that." 

Is that nice? Kindness is a virtue, Folks. So is Patience. Have a great deal 

of each, won't you? 



 

How Does One Replace a Legend? 

 
Dr. Norman Vincent Peale was one of the most respected men in the world. His sermons, his 

books, particularly The Power of Positive Thinking, his Guide Posts magazine, his wonderful personality 

and good works made him one of the most famous people ever in the United States. Beyond that, he was 

a marvelous human being, an example for us all. And he had an equally wonderful wife--Ruth. 

A program planner called me about ten years ago, said he had a very unusual assignment for me, 

one I probably had not ever experienced before. He was absolutely correct--I had not! 

He wanted me to take Dr. Peale’s place on an advertised speaker program! My jaw dropped open. “Are 

you nuts, John?! The man’s a legend. The people who expect him to be there are not coming just to hear 

him, but to see him and to be with him. That is true with celebrities: People leave the meetings, see their 

friends the next day and ask, “You know whom I was with last night?” They feel honored to be around 

any celebrity; they go nuts around celebrities. They go crazy being with the Rolling Stones and such 

groups, they tear clothes off of poor George Strait and any other celebrity they can reach. Of course, they 

did not treat Dr. Peale like that; he was too respected as a pastor, minister, and preacher.  

The producer had arranged a multi-speaker rally type meeting for real estate people in Tucson. 

There were a few speakers in the morning and afternoon. That evening there were to be two more 

speakers, an opening and closing speaker--a motivationalist, then closing the program, Dr. Peale. Imagine 

the position I was asked to assume: to take the place of the most featured speaker was hard enough, but to 

take Dr. Peale’s place! John said, “Charlie, you can do it, and I’ve got to have you for this. You’re the 

only one I know who can pull it off. Dr. Peale has to have an operation, has had to cancel sixteen 

engagements and I’m in a bind.” “Yeah, I know that,” I told him, and added, “and I don’t much care to 

crawl in there with you.” 

However, he talked me into it. I can’t stand to see a grown man cry. The least I could get out of it 

was experience, probably enough to last me a life time! I went into this eyes wide open, knowing full well 
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what a challenge it would be. 

He called me two weeks ahead. I did not talk to John about how he was going to let the people 

who attended the rally know that Dr. Peale would not be there. Surely he would, right? Can you imagine 

him not informing them! Well, imagine again. He did not inform them!  

Ira Hayes, good friend of mine, who had spoken that morning met me at the airport the afternoon 

I was to speak. He gave me a shocker: “Charlie, I think you ought to know something--John hasn’t 

notified the people that Dr. Peale is not going to be here.” “WHAT?!” I shouted. “He hasn’t let ‘em know 

Dr Peale won’t be here,” and nodded his head at my amazement. “How come?” I asked astonished. “He’ll 

tell you. He wants to meet with you soon as possible.” “That makes two of us!” I exclaimed. “Gollee! 

What is wrong with the man?!” 

We did meet and he explained to me that he did not inform the people for he thought “they might 

run with the tickets.” He meant by this that they would want their money back. As incredulous as this was 

to me, I knew at this late hour we could do nothing but go on and do our best. He said that Dr. Peale had 

taped a five-minute explanation of what had happened, that he had to have the operation, and was so sorry 

that he could not be with them, etc. I left our meeting shaking my head, wondering what would happen, 

how the folks would accept it, etc. I couldl hardly eat any dinner. My insides were tied in knots. But I 

finally settled down and remembered my old saying I had on the wall of my dental office. It comforted 

me, “MAN CAN DO HIS BEST. ANGELS CAN DO NO MORE.” Right. Breathe deeply, Charles and 

go on. I know, Ladies, that should be “MAN AND WOMAN CAN DO THEIR BEST...” This was a long 

time ago, B.P.C. (Before Political Correctness) 

(Like The Perils of Pauline, this will be continued next week) 

 

 



 

Replacing Dr. Peale (Continued) 

 
Ira, John, and the rest ate dinner. I didn’t. I found I had no appetite especially for what was 

coming after dinner. What kind of reaction was going to take place when it was announced that 

Dr. Norman Vincent Peale was not going to be there? How many will leave? Will they walk out in 

mass? Will I have to talk to a nearly empty room? 

Wearing a blue pin-striped suit, I was over at the side of the room, standing there, talking 

with Ira and the other speakers. I was also surveying the crowd. They listened attentively to the 

first speaker that evening. They were anxious to get through the intermission and hear the great 

Dr. Peale. There were expecting a fine, rewarding evening. That bothered me. 

A young man came up to me and said, “Dr. Peale....” Did I look like Dr. Peale? I inter- 

rupted him, “You think I’m Dr. Peale?” “Well, aren’t you Dr. Peale?” “Do I look like Dr. Peale?” 

“Well, I don’t know, I’ve never met Dr. Peale, but Sir, you sure are confusing me.” I laughed and 

asked him, “If I were Dr. Peale, what were you going to ask him or say to him?” “I was going to 

tell him that he surely was right--you can’t love anyone until you love yourself.” 

Realizing his confusion and how serious he was, I confided in him. “Podnuh, it bothers me 

a little that you thought I was Dr. Peale.” Laughing, I said, “You know Dr. Peale is now 85 years 

old. I know I look old, but 85?” He smiled. Having lessened the tension of the moment, I 

continued. “I see how serious you are, so I am going to tell you something and ask you to keep it 

just between us for a few more minutes. I am not Dr. Peale. I am Charlie Jarvis, and I am going to 

take Dr. Peale’s place here tonight, for he cannot be with us due to an operation.” You could read 

disappointment in his face. “The head man here tonight is going to make an announcement after 

the intermission, to the effect that Dr. Peale is unable to be present tonight, but please keep this to 
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yourself until that announcement. Then, you’ll understand.” As he walked off, disappointed, I 

said, “Hope you enjoy my presentation.” He said, “Me, too.” Off he went, shaking his head. 

After the intermission, the program planner took the podium, got the attention of the 

audience and used the P.A. system. “Folks, I’m terribly sorry to have to make this announcement, 

but Dr. Norman Vincent Peale is unable to be with us tonight.” The crowd moaned in disbelief. A 

couple of elderly sisters were sitting close to where we were standing. “What did he say, Sister?” 

In dismay, her sister cupped her hand and told her, “He said Dr. Peale is not going to be here.” 

“Oh no!” her sister sighed, and then, dropping her voice, “that’s terrible!” 

He continued, “Dr. Peale has undergone an operation which necessitated his canceling 

sixteen engagements, this being one of them.” The two sisters looked at each other 

compassionately, each feeling the other’s pain. “What did he say? Did he say what I thought he 

did?” “He said that Dr. Peale is not going to be here. “Oh no!”she groaned. 

The program planner then introduced Dr. Peale’s tape, with which the famed minister and 

preacher explained the circumstances which prevented him from appearing. He apologized, but of 

course, they understood that it could not be helped. 

 The shoulders of the audience members sagged in disappointment. This was very 

noticeable to me, the keenest observer of the pitiful scene being produced by the audience. 

Self-pity was beginning to sink in. 

The producer then came out with an astonishing statement: “However, we have a 

wonderful speaker here tonight who’s going to take Dr. Peale’s place, a dentist from Texas.” The 

moans which followed demonstrated the crowd’s pleasure at such an announcement. One sister 

punched the other, “What did he say?” She turned to her sister and groaned, “He said a dentist  is 
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going to talk to us.” Another “Oh no!” this time louder. I shuddered. I looked at both of them, 

there together in deep unbelief, their heads on their knees, their hands clasped in despair. It was a 

motivating scene, I tell you that. I was wondering which door I ought to use for exit. 

He then introduced me. Several people walked out. Ira was at the rear of the meeting room 

and said we lost only a dozen or so. I understood and wished I could leave myself. 

After the introduction, I took the microphone, walked out on the podium in full view and 

said to the crowd, “I know  how disappointed you are, but remember, Folks, it could be 

worse--you could be me.” And I put on my most pitiful look. A man stood in the middle of the 

room and in a powerful voice, shouted, “YOU CAN DO IT!”  I shouted back, “God bless you, 

Sir! Then, I added, “Do you see how I’ve fallen right into Dr. Peale’s role here?” They laughed 

and I was “on my way.” 

It was a marvelous experience. The audience was GREAT, just WONDERFUL! I will 

never forget that night; it occupies a very special place in my memory and I bring it up often and 

laugh at the remembrance.  

The producer never has forgotten it either: The Attorney-General of the State of Arizona 

made him have Dr. Peale appear at a later engagement, for all those ticket holders--at the 

producer’s expense. 

Dr. Peale and I met some months later. He and his lovely wife, Ruth, entered an airport van 

in which I was already seated. We visited on the way to the airport and he was most interested in 

hearing about this very unusual assignment of mine. I had them both laughing heartily as I 

described the evening, that young man and those sisters. And my feelings of inadequacy. 

In retrospect, that was one of my most rewarding evenings. After I got ‘em going!  



 

Hell -- Full of P.A. Systems Which Don’t Work 
 

There is no use in being good, as a speaker, if the members of the audience can’t hear you. 

I want to compliment Brady and whoever is responsible for getting the Civic Center built. It is a very 

nice building and there are few towns Brady’s size which have such a well-equipped adequate facility. 

I’ve been there for enough meetings now so I know how the acoustics are very good. 

Also, a great deal of credit goes to the committee or even perhaps an individual who made sure the 

public system is excellent -- not just good, but excellent. 

Most state banking commissions have one general meeting every year. That’s the big banquet 

usually held in the capital city, usually held in a civic center which will seat thousands of the bankers or 

other members of a vocation who represent their districts. ‘Course, all vocations use such falicities. 

 These huge auditoriums must have excellent -- superior public address systems -- so the 

speaker will be heard. Some so-called “speakers” do not have a voice which projects like Bud Gober’s 

or mine. People can hear us, but not thousands. 

Every year, however, the state’s Banking Commissioner knows that he or she must make the 

smaller banks feel very much a part of the group, he or she has to take the meeting to the people and 

they hold a meeting in each of their banking districts. For instance, I’ve been to the Missouri Bankers 

Association state meeting, then to the Missouri State Bankers’ District Meetings. Had over a thousand 

in Kansas City and about 50 -- 300 at the district meetings. 

I’ve also talked to the Kentucky Bankers Association District meetings, at all those beautiful state parks 

they have. Kentucky is such a beautiful state. The first time I went, I drove around to the seven meetings 

in the auto with the Executive Director of the State Bankers’ Association. The second time, I asked 

Maxine to go with me, for Pamela was married then and that allowed Mom to go with me to that series 

of meetings.  

Kentucky has those meetings at their State Parks. These are some of the prettiest places we’ve 



 

visited, with excellent facilities, wonderful P.A. systems, rooms equivalent to a real good Holiday Inn, 

Ramada, or Howard Johnson. Not like Mansion at Turtle Creek in Dallas which in a magazine not long 

ago was rated the best hotel in the world, but it also has a hellatious price to match. Owned by the 

daughter of the late H.L. Hunt.  

Kentucky has a marvelous group of state parks. The facilities for tourists are wonderful.What a 

great time we had touring touring that state: slept as late as we wanted to, ate where we wished -- 

usually advised to us by one of the area’s bankers or one of the wives. The state of Kentucky has more 

shades of green than any other state. Simply beautiful. We had good weather and excellent audiences 

with very adequate P.A. systems. We certainly recommend it to all our R.V. friends (they might have 

already been there). 

I’ve toured Iowa and Minnesota for the District Bankers Associations. At that time I was flying 

my own plane, a Beechcraft Bonanza, and had a swell time traveling and speaking to their six districts. 

Did that twice for them. Tried to keep records so I wouldn’t repeat too much. Beautiful weather allowed 

me as a pilot to see some of the most picturesque parts of the United States, known for that prodigious 

amount of lakes. 

In most circumstances such as those of a town the size of Brady, wherever such groups meet, 

they will have the business meetings in the morning and afternoon. They then have a convivial “attitude 

adjustment period,” then a banquet where the wives and husbands attend, with an entertaining speaker 

or a band for dancing. I relished these affairs. 

I loved the appearances at Brady. I don’t know how many times for sure that I have talked in 

Brady, but there were quite a few. I remember when the Chamber of Commerce met in the basement of 

the First Christian Church, a favorite place for Maxine and me. We were married there Jan. 26, 1946. It 

is a beautiful church. The audience grew so Brady had to have a Civic Center and I’ve spoken there a 

bunch of times. Each of them was a treat for this old speaker. 



 

I congratulate you Brady folks for having a fine place to meet, for business and pleasure. I know 

how much Lois Hulsey and Mildred Coker enjoy those Country Music events -- they love them! That’s 

great! Lois sent us some Tracy Pitcox’s tapes and we really do enjoy them. Those pictures the Brady 

Standard-Herald takes show the folks having a glorious time at such events. 

It is delightful that you planned that building so well and the speaker does not have to worry 

about being heard very easily. Sure does set a speaker at ease if the P.A. is good.  No more troubles 

with having to holler, “Can you hear me back there?” Not having to use just jokes, which require 

waiting for people to quit laughing ‘fore the speaker goes on -- the P.A. is so good that he or she can 

continue with humorous stories having the audience continuing to laugh as he or she talks over the 

laughter and is still understood. That is a blessing to the speaker. 

One of the Kansas meetings was held at Hays, Kansas at the Elks Club. Six hundred bankers 

and their wives. The young manager of the place asked me, “You need a mike?” Preparations such as 

that will make an old man of you fast. We finally got it straightened out when one of the local banks 

had a P.A. system that served us well. 

Old saying in speakers circles: “Hell is gonna be full of P.A. systems which don’t 

work.” 

Since I’ve retired from public speaking except for a special date or two, I thank you for the wonderful 

experiences and receptions for me each of those afforded me.  
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 Saying Something Is So Does Not Mean It Is So 
 

The old rabbi was dying. His students knew he was and they were gathered around him 

there in his room. They were lined up in order of their rabbinical students’ standing, from the 

number one scholar up at the rabbi’s head to the oaf, at his feet, the foot of the bed. 

They were extremely sad. He had taught them for years and they respected the aged man 

so much. But they wanted to hear from him at such a poignant moment. The number one scholar 

leaned down close to the rabbi’s ear and asked, “Rabboni, Teacher, what are your last words for 

us?” 

The old man gasped, then slowly  turned his head toward the student and said very softly, 

“Life is like a river.” 

The young student was very impressed with the statement. He turned to the student next 

to him and whispered, “The Master said, ‘Life is like a river.’ Pass it down.” 

He passed it down. The saying went from one student to the other, until it got down to the 

fellow at the end of the bed. He looked quizzical and repeated the statement in wonder, “Life is 

like a river? What does he mean, ‘Life is like a river.’?” 

They passed the question back up: “What does he mean, ‘Life is like a river.’?” ‘Life is 

like a river.’?” 

Upon hearing the question, the number one student leaned over close to the old man’s ear 

again and whispered, “Master, what do you mean, ‘Life is live a river.’?” 

The rabbi gasped once more, shrugged and said, “So, it’s not like a river.” 

* * * * *  

Had the old man expired after that first utterance, what would this statement have meant 



 2 

to these students? Everything!  This was their beloved mentor. From that moment on, for years 

and years, during their whole lives, what statement would they have remembered the most? 

Right: “Life is like a river.” How many sermons would have they preached on this subject, 

“LIFE IS LIKE A RIVER”? Hundreds probably. It is deep, sometimes shallow; it is fierce, 

dangerous, but sometimes placid, pacific; it is clear, yet at sometimes muddy and a 

quandary--hundreds of adjectives would be used and their congregation would be most impressed 

with such  important, true to life sermons. What a sage man! 

We speakers have a saying, “Saying something is so does not mean it is so.” It only 

means the person saying it said it is so. Do not take what you hear as the truth. Ask them to 

explain it. You can’t do that to, say, a Chamber of Commerce speaker, or to your minister. That 

would be rude, would it not? Too bad that this country’s speakers can’t be followed for about a 

week after they leave a meeting by someone who watches him or her closely to ascertain if what 

they said is truly so in their life.  

I’ll follow that up later with a column on THE THREE EASIEST THINGS TO DO IN 

THE WORLD. The third one is to talk  a philosophy you never have to live, like, say, that  we 

ought to go into Bosnia. Whenever I say we, my character friend, Myrt, asks, “You got a mouse 

in your pocket?” When someone spouts off like that, ask them to explain the validity of the 

statement with some vital interests perhaps, or ask, “Have you got a grandson or granddaughter 

who has to go?” That’s just one example, not an editorial.  

One of my friends was speaking for a corporation. Suddenly, the C.E.O. of the 

corporation stood up and shouted, “Sir, would you please sit down! Everything you’re saying is 

diametrically opposed to the principles of this corporation! We don’t want to hear that tripe!” 
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Needless to say, the speaker sat down, without saying one more word. And he admitted to 

me later, years later, “Charlie, I went to my room and just cried.” However, it taught him a 

lesson. 

Another caveat. That “oaf” I put in there: that was on purpose. A man came up to me after 

I first told that story the way I had heard it. He said, “Dr. Jarvis, I want you to know that we don’t 

have any oafs as our rabbinical students.  

How did you feel when you read that word? Again, needless to say, I don’t use that word, 

or any other word that might offend anyone, but in this paranoid world, where people are actually 

waiting to be offended, Folks, it is not easy. Maybe that is one of the reasons that speaking in 

public, standing up, on one’s feet--not in a bar--is the Number One Phobia. Speaking in a bar-- 

why anyone can do that. You’ve heard them, right? Or in a coffee shop. Bode writes about that 

all the time. Ask him--I’ve got a witness. 
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Bob Murphey -- Country Humorist, Par Excellence 

Anyone with quite a bit of experience, say thirty years or so, of speaking for the public, 

not as a celebrity speaker, who does not have to be good at it, but a real humdinger of a speaker, 

who can entertain, yet get a serious point or two across, and have the crowd leaving very pleased, 

even to the point where they might attend another meeting, knows what I am writing about here. 

Regardless of what the thousands of so-called speakers in the U.S. think, there are not 

many off the type you’d like at your next Chamber of Commerce. You could get a politician, but 

you’ve heard those, right? You’ve heard those. No use selecting any more of them, unless you 

don’t have any budget at all and he or she is running for office. The “Celebrity Speaker” -- stars 

of Stage, Screen and Congress are not known to the working speaker as speakers. If you want to 

invite one of them so the folks who attend your banquet will be able to thrill their friends with 

the next day, “Guess whom we were with last night?” The American people fawn on celebrities 

and I don’t know why. One feels like going to them and saying, “Get a life!” 

However, I do want to recommend one fellow to you that will entertain you and with 

proper use of jokes and humorous stories, he will have you thinking. And you’ll think, I know 

someone who needed to be here tonight -- boy! Could he use that! Or you may find a sly nudge to 

yourself. Bob is a good friend of mine, my wife Maxine’s favorite speaker (I am her favorite 

husband), a fine Christian man and a gentleman. His fee -- well, you can talk to him about that, 

but he’ll be worth it, I gawr-on-tee. What you need is a speaker like Bob Murphey. Really, you 

know you’ve been having speakers that either bored the folks for forty-five minutes or so, or 

they’ve put the folks to sleep. Time to reward them for something -- attending if for nothing else. 

Bob will have your membership, your banquet guests, your salespeople, laughing. They will 
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leave in a good mood, relaxed from laughing and motivated for their work. They will be in a 

good  mood, saying nice things about the committee, not swearing that they’ll “...never attend 

one of these affairs again and you can quote me on that, loud and clear.” 

He will reflect credit on you. Isn’t that great?! People will be coming up to you and 

congratulating you on having him as your speaker for the occasion. Then, if you want to hear 

some of his tapes, simply write me and I’ll send you an order blank concerning him, his 

background and an order blank for one or all of his tapes.  

Nearly everything is tied in with self-esteem. If you recommend or procure a speaker for 

an occasion such as a Ladies’ Night for a service club, or for a Chamber of Commerce meeting, 

or for a corporation’s convention, the next morning a program planner will feel like calling a 

friend or two in the same business and recommending an excellent speaker such as Bob 

Murphey. Then, he will appear for that group and your self-esteem will be enhanced when this 

executive phones you back, after his/her meeting to thank you for making him/her look so good 

for their meeting. 

That’s the way this works, Folks. 

When the aspiring speakers at the N.S.A. meeting ask me, “What is the goal, Dr. Jarvis?” 

I answer by saying, “Do your job so well that you will make the person who procured or 

recommended you for the job a hero/heroine. You get to leave and they do not. They have to stay 

and live among the people who attend these meetings. They will judge you for the performance 

this person presents. I’ll be writing more about this later, but it is a very important point about 

speakers who are going to reflect credit or blame on you. I want you to be able to go among those 

friends and neighbors of yours and have them slap you on the back and say, “Great speaker last 
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night, good job! How are you going to top that for next year?” 

Then, you smile, you sly devil you, and wink, and say, “Thank you, but I try to do such a 

job that I might not even be here next year.” Be sure to laugh with them at this time, but really, 

you keep on doing a great job and this might be true. 

I love to recommend Bob Murphey. People thank me for doing just that. He doesn’t pay 

me anything for such recommendations. I recommend few people, very few. It’s the same deal. I 

want people to call me saying, “Bob did a GREAT for us last night. Thanks so much, Charlie, for 

your recommendation.”  



 1 

Bob Murphey 
 

Bob Murphey, lawyer, wonderful speaker and story-teller, from Nacogdoches, Texas, 

“birthplace of  the zip code,” (Bob says, “No one could pronounce the name of our town, so 

they give us a number. Now, every town’s got a number.”) is one of the best speakers in the 

country, certainly at the top of  Maxine’s and my list. It kinda hurts  me to admit this, but 

 I do believe Bob is Maxine’s favorite speaker. If you haven’t heard him, find out where he 

is speaking next, do yourself a favor, fly or drive to that city and hear him. He will be good 

for what ails you. Yes, we need to laugh and I gar-on-tee you’ll laugh with Bob Murphey.  

Bob’s been at this speaking for over forty years. He was doing it when I started back 

in ‘58. That takes in a lot of speaking, Folks, lots of travel, lots of dry chicken breasts, green 

peas, rotten mattresses, and such, but he’ll tell you and I’ll amen it, that it is all worth it. 

The people of this country need to laugh, and anyone who can make people laugh--well, 

they ought to quit what they’re doing and do that. Oh, don’t we need it so! 

Bob and I met  in Dallas. We both were hired to speak for the Texas Press 

Association, he one day before me, both of us at their luncheons. Through the years we’ve 

done this often, more than a few times, for different organizations.  

I recognized him right away, there in the room where the luncheon was to be held. I 

got there a little early for the very purpose of meeting him. There he was: black suit, string 

tie, boots, big Stetson in his hand (he is never without that and his chew of tobacco). This is 

what he’ll be wearing when he comes to talk again at your banquet. He’ll have on a big 

hat--if it’s summer, a straw--if it’s winter, a Stetson. He’ll put his hat under his chair. Can’t 

miss him. Dresses like this all the time. In Chicago we were on a program. Fellow came up, 



 2 

looked over his ensemble, asked, “Where you from?” Bob quickly replied, “New Jersey.” 

There, that first time, at Dallas, I approached him, stuck out my hand out to shake 

his, and like he says, we shook.  “Charlie Jarvis from San Marcos, Mr. Murphey.” 

“Sure ‘nuf. Doc Jarvis, ain’t it?” 

“Yes, Sir. But Charlie’ll do fine.” It’s been Bob and Doc ever since. 

Told him I was up there to speak next day and came one day early just to hear him. 

Smiling, but self-deprecating as always, he said, “Don’t know, Doc, that that’ll be worth it.” 

“Will to me. Won’t bother you now. Maybe afterwards we can talk?” 

“Shure nuf. You bet. Be my pleasure. Let’s have coffee and talk.” We had both later. 

Been doing it ever since and enjoying it immensely. More about our coffee sessions in other 

columns. 

He was just great! I loved it! Every bit as good as I had been told. He thrilled that 

crowd with all those country stories, told in an inimitable style, that East Texas twang 

colorfully spinning those yarns--humorous stories, not just jokes. There is a great 

difference. Jokes are tricks on the mind, but the art is in telling the humorous story, so that 

they thrill the crowd and have a moral point at the same time. Anyone can tell a joke, but 

can’t tell Bob Murphey’s stuff, not unless the speaker has the artistry required. Not many of 

them do. Bob is a master. He does not snort or yell, like another friend of mine, Jerry 

Clower. Just slowly tells his stories, adding asides as he goes. There in Chicago, in 1972, he 

got a huge laugh when he was telling a story about a politician and added, “Ross Garret was 

a tall man, not like you folks think of tall, but like we Texas folks think of tall--like if he’d 

grow’d another inch, he’d forked again.” Those salespeople roared with laughter. Me, too. 
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 His story about the little carnival “coming to Woden,” about it’s feature attraction, 

a baboon, how it “passed away,” and was not properly buried. Well, it just shattered the 

crowd. As did the story about a little lady who wanted to hire Bob to help “send him to the 

chair.” You’d love it! 

 Not one person there enjoyed that presentation more than I did. I was a lesson in 

listening that day. That Chicago talk was recorded and I have the tape. I was sitting close to 

the podium that day and you can hear me laughing loudly all during the talk. I’ve listened 

to it time and again. Absolutely love it! Maxine and I played it on the way to Brady the 

other day to attend the Class of ‘40's Fiftieth Reunion. Bob doesn’t market the tape; only 

one he’s got of that talk is the one I sent him. He doesn’t market anything; hasn’t even got a 

business card, much less a brochure. Doesn’t need either of them. He’s in demand by just 

word-of-mouth. Any of you want to purchase the tape of that talk, I’ve got it, write to me, 

and I’ll make you one. Do it. You need to laugh. If you don’t think so, ask your wife. She 

knows you do. You probably been too grouchy lately This’ll help you more than Exlax or 

Epicac. Talk is entitled, “You Ain’t Nothin’ But a Hound Dog.” I guarantee you’ll like it. 

I’m gonna make that a money-back guarantee. Full of rollicking, wonderful stories, told by 

a master story-teller and besides that, a wonderful Christian man, and very good friend of 

mine since 1961. You could use a good 50 minutes of laughter. Who couldn’t today?! And it 

has a wonderful, meaningful message much needed in these times. Do yourself a 

favor--order it. Send $10. Bob and I need the money and we go halfers on this. 107 Rogers 

Ridge, San Marcos, TX 78666. 



DENTISTRY and MEAT BILLS 

There she was: Tense, rigid, jaws clamped tight like a vise, scrunched down in the dental 

chair. Bless her heart, another of those scared-to-death dental patients. Here was a real challenge. 

Mrs. Fox, my trusty secretary, dental assistant, surgery nurse, receptionist, friend and confidante, 

had warned me. “Dr. Jarvis, we’ve never had one of these. I don’t know if you can handle this 

case or not. This girl is from the college, is extremely scared, so much so that she will not open 

her mouth. Talked to me out front with her teeth clenched.” 

Walking into the first operatory, I greeted her. “Good morning, how are you?” 

“Terrible!” she said through those tightly clenched teeth, her lips forming the words. The 

mouth did not open at all. 

I mimicked her. Stood right in front of her, bent down until my face was directly in front 

of hers, clamped my teeth together, tightened my neck muscles and asked, “Why you talking like 

this?” 

“Because I am scared to death. I hate dentists. I hate dentistry. I hate being down here.” 

I could understand her, even with the language coming from such a distorted orifice. 

“That’s interesting. You are the only scared person I’ve had as a patient in my twelve 

years of practice. Just why are you scared, other than what you’ve already told me?” All this 

through my clinched lips. She slipped, smiled a little. But went right back to her frightened 

appearance. 

“I know what you’re going to do,” she hissed. “You’re going to look in my mouth!” 

“Right,” I hissed back. 

“And you’re going to see a tooth with a huge hole in it and you’re gonna tell me it needs 

to come out or worse yet, it needs a root canal. Ugh! Lordee, I am so scared!” 



“Young lady,” I said, opening my mouth, relaxing my jaws, “you don’t know me, but I 

have had more dentistry done to me than you’ll ever have. I can not only sympathize with you but 

aren’t you lucky? I can empathize with you ‘cause I’ve had anything you’d need done to me” 

Then breaking into a great big smile, I added, “I happen to be the world’s easiest dentist. Here’s 

my pledge to you: If I hurt you in the least, even this much (and here I barely pinched her arm), 

I’ll buy you the biggest steak in town.” 

Wide-eyed, she opened her mouth and blurted out, “I’m calling you on that!” 

Laughing, I said, “You ought to see my meat bill.” 

And she laughed. When she did, she relaxed. 

The rest was easy. All I had to do was live up to the pledge. I did not hurt her. I explained 

everything to her ahead of time, all that I would do, every movement. The adage is “Inform to 

perform.” I explained everything to her in words she could understand. These basic items are so 

important when it comes to educating one’s patients.  

This scared young lady became one of my best patients. This metamorphosis from a very 

frightened, extremely nervous young lady, to a marvelous dental patient who never dreaded again 

coming into my office--this is psychic income, the benefits one must get from his/her chosen 

vocation. Spiritual reward. And she also became an advocate for me, a walking, talking 

advertisement, for she told everyone about her dental experience. 

This is part of what Dr. William Glasser, West Coast psychiatrist, writes about in his 

books and talks about in his speeches, his clinics: To be happy and successful, a person must  

1. Love and be loved. 

2. Must do something worthwhile, not only to yourself, but to someone else. 

 



 

 

 "OPEN WIDE, PLEASE and LAUGH!" 

She came into my office scared to death. A student at SWT. Mrs. Fox told 

me that she wouldn't say much, was kind of ("Fox" didn't know what to call 

the young lady's condition, so she said)  "closed mouthed." That was an 

understatement, an extreme understatement. 

A dentist is used to people being scared. Nola Bowers came into my office, 

sat down, said, "Dr. Jarvis, I am so scared ! I'm just going to sit down, close 

my eyes and you look me all over."  

 I exclaimed, "Nola, you know my license doesn't cover that!" She and 

I were good friends at the time, and still are. A wonderful woman. 

Nola laughed, and with that laughter reflex, some of the tension 

disappeared. Laughter is the greatest tension release mechanism, a gift from 

a munificent Creator given to us to help handle those problems we cannot solve. 

That is the theme of many of my presentations. 

Laughter helped me in the dental office; it allowed me to relieve the 

tension of being a dentist and working on all tightly wound, scared folks. 

I am a whimsical person. At the dental office, I laughed, sang, joked, for 

all this helped. It is a natural bent of mine anyway. That is my temperament. 

In other words, my sense of humor kept me from going nuts! I'll be writing 

about this a great deal, about my sense of humor and yours, too. How is yours 

doing? We'll get into that later. 

You, in reading this, thought I had lost my place, didn't you? Sitting 

there smugly thinking, "He's lost his train of thought. Started with that college 

girl, then went to one of his friends named Nola, and now he's lost his place. 

No way, Friend! This is a speaker's trick: You let the audience think you've 

lost your place, then you go back.  

We speakers say, "Incidentally..." but it is not incidental at all. 



 

 

Everything is planned; it has to be if it is going to come out all right. My 

friend and fellow speaker, Charles "Tremendous" Jones, a management expert, 

says to his audiences, "Plan your work, work your plan, or your plan won't 

work." Right on, Tremendous! 

The college girl: Now we're back. Good! She sat in that chair with her 

mouth clenched, teeth tight together, those masseter muscles very tight. (Those 

are the muscles which clamp your jaws together when you bite or miss a putt, 

as Larry does way too often. Ted Archer, too. Oh, he hates those short putts. 

Golf is a hate/love affair with me, also, Larry. Ask me about that picture 

I have in my files of Lee Trevino when he missed a very important putt. Such 

clenching! Bet his jaw muscles (masseter muscles) were sore the next day.) 

Going around to the front of the dental chair, so as to face her, I clenched 

my teeth together, mocking her playfully, and asked, as well as I could under 

those conditions, "Why you got your teeth clamped together like this?" 

"So you can't see in my mouth." 

"That's what you came in here for, right? So I could look in your mouth, 

see what's wrong?" That's what we dentists do. 

With her mouth still tightly closed, she groaned and said, "Yes, but when 

you look in there you're going to see a tooth with a big hole in it and you're 

gonna want to pull it and I am terrified of the thought of any of this!" She 

shuddered. 

Relaxing my jaws, I smiled at her, then said, "Not to worry. You lucky 

devil you, you have come to the easiest dentist in the world. If I hurt you 

in the least, in the least, I'll buy you the biggest steak in town." 

She opened and exclaimed, "Doctor, I'm calling you on that!" 

Then, I smiled even bigger and said, "You ought to see my meat bill." 

That cracked her up. She laughed heartily and Friends, laughter helps. 



 

 

She relaxed. We went to work and restored the tooth; we did not "pull" it. 

She and I became friends and she became one of my best patients.  

That sort of dentist/patient relationship is a spiritual reward. One must 

get that sort of reward from one's work. I did and I thank God for a sense 

of humor which helped so much. Give your dentist my regards. Speak kindly to 

them. Maybe take him/her to lunch?  I am so proud of the 140,000 dentists in 

this country who don't have to speak for a living. 

 



 

 

GOD BLESS ALL GOOD LAUGHERS 

Just hung the phone and I feel real good, for one of my favorite people 

in all the world, Linda Myrick, had told me in our conversation, "I loved that 

last article about that man with his wife's teeth in his mouth!" She had never 

heard that one before even though when I go to Brady I always go by Murray 

Jordan's office, visit with Linda, Jeanette and Murray and tell 'em jokes and 

stories.  

They're all good laughers, in the sense that they do laugh and you can 

tell by their laughter they enjoy the stuff I tell them. But only one of them 

would be much good in an audience. That's Jeanette. She's the only one of the 

three of 'em who makes any noise when she laughs. Murray: He kind of snickers, 

lowers his head, shakes it from side to side; he enjoys it you can tell, but 

audibly, he's just not loud. Linda: her eyes water, she tears up, grabs a Kleenex 

and puts it to her eyes. You can tell she is laughing uproariously but someway 

it is all inside, bottled up. She's quick to catch 'em, you don't have to 

elaborate, the lady is sharp with the punch lines and all that, but that wouldn't 

help if she was sitting in an audience. The persons on each side of her wouldn't 

hear her at all. They'd think she had something in her eye, perhaps an eyelash. 

I love her, appreciate her and am not disparaging her in any way, but as for 

a real good, effective laugher, she is about a 4. This doesn't mean that I 

don't relish telling her jokes and stories for she is a great listener, a 10. 

Appreciation: Also a 10.I am sure you know what I mean and do not have to carry 

this any further.   

Now how would you like to have them in an audience where you want 

cheerleaders, laugh-leaders? You want real guffawers sitting spaced around 

just right so they can lead the laughter. Jeanette: she makes noise, a little 

noise; you can tell she is laughing. A sound comes out of her mouth, a sudden 



 

 

burst, but then she quietens down and smiles, enjoys it all over again as she 

repeats the punchline in her mind. Now she'd be good to sit by so you could 

tell when to laugh. She is such a lady, however, that she'd have to be trained 

so she'd let go more. Has the potential and could develop into a very beneficial 

person to have in the audience if she came out of her shell just a tad. She 

is like my wife, Maxine. Taught not to be boisterous, but lady-like so she 

could catch someone "like Charlie Jarvis or Bill Morrow -- suave, good-looking 

fellows "who'd be fine husbands and would do what they're told after you marry 

'em." 

'Course, having entertained for so long, I've seen good, great and pitiful 

laughers everywhere across this nation. Take Don Ennis, my best friend here 

in San Marcos. He's like Linda: real good laugher, but no noise much at all. 

At the punchline his mouth opens wide and it sounds like air escaping from 

a tire. Sitting in the middle of an audience, why, you'd think he's having 

a fit.  

Dr. Zappe, a dentist friend of mine and former Mayor of his home town 

of Mineral Wells: I am not ever gonna tell him another funny. The first time 

I did we were having dinner in a very quiet cafe. I told him a joke. He fractured 

the air with a yell. No way for me to describe it unless I was right there 

with you. Scared me. I nearly...well, I nearly did. Then, he kept on, at nearly 

the same decibel level as there at the first, but added something: started 

hitting on the table. People all over the restaurant were standing up, looking 

our way, wondering if "that table over there is fighting or something." I felt 

like diving under the table. Never again!  

Bud Gober: (Another soon-to-be former Mayor) When it comes to laughing, 

he is something else! Now, here is a great laugher, one of the best I've ever 

SEEN or HEARD! A 10 is every way! Makes lots of noise: first there is an explosion 



 

 

of laughter, but not like Dr. Arthur Zappe. No one thinks they're threatened. 

He just laughs and laughs, rocks side to side, up and down. You have to stop 

him so you can tell him another. He is one of the best people in the world, 

likes to laugh and Folks, tell him something funny. From what I hear, he hasn't 

had a lot to laugh about lately.  
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Jokes I Can't Tell Anymore 

 

With all the P.C. (Political Correctness) around today, humor has suffered. 

People actually are waiting to be offended. In 1961, when I started in the speaking profession 

as a humorous, entertaining speaker, the percentage of people who were in the audience just 

waiting for me to infuriate them by some joke referring to their ethnic group, vocation, 

religious affiliation or sex was estimated at two percent. Today, no doubt, it is much more 

than that. I'd say at least six percent. 

At a neurological society meeting (psychiatrists) I mentioned that my profession of 

dentistry is number one in suicides. Sure enough, after the meeting, a doctor came up to the 

front, told me that I surely was wrong there -- that his was #1. I told him that he was wrong 

and was just jealous. 

You think feminists are not out there waiting expectantly for me to tell a joke about 

women or my wife (that sounds like Maxine is not a woman, but she is and a very nice one, 

too.) 

No longer can I say, "I was asked why Maxine does not come with me to these meetings. 

Look, Folks, I started speaking to get away from Maxine! Meticulous woman. You may have 

one of these: Won't let you yawn in the living room--says it leaves a film on the furniture. You 

know the type: You get up to go to the bathroom, you come back, the bed's made up! 

Women stick together against this sort of banter. You use that and someone will come 

up and lay you out! One woman, when I told her about my travel schedule and that I thought 

Maxine could not or would not want to adapt to such a frenetic schedule, said, "Like most 

men, I think you tend to under judge women." I took a new look at her: There she was, about 

three hundred and fifty pounds, sitting like a big frog in that over-stuffed easy chair. Why, 

she'd need a block  and tackle to get out of there, I thought to myself. Actually, when she did 

get out of it, it only took the help of two of her lady friends. And she is going to fit into that 
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small Coach seat? Give me a break! Much less, in my small Beechcraft Bonanza. If she were 

to fly with me, how would she manage to climb up on that wing, then take a seat in that 

crowded cockpit. Now, Maxine would fit fine, did fly with me on many occasions, but she only 

weighs 109 pounds. If I were to have a wife like that woman, I'd have to fill only one tank! She 

honked me off.  

Women take up for women, no doubt about that. The story goes that this little elderly 

lady personally held out when on the jury and got that woman acquitted of killing her 

husband. Yeah, even though she admitted she killed him. Shot him with a bow and arrow, 

when he was in the bathtub. When asked why she used a bow and arrow, she replied that she 

didn't want to wake up the kids. When asked why in the bathtub, she said she didn't want to 

mess up the house. The elderly lady held out, got her acquitted and answered the media's 

questions, saying, "Well, I liked her a lot and admired her. She was a good mother. She was a 

good homemaker. And you must remember, when I met her, she was a widow. 

People will come up to Maxine after a banquet, if I have told any jokes about her at all, 

and ask, "Do you like him telling those jokes about you?" They're scowling. Maxine laughs 

and says, "He told a lot of self-deprecating jokes, too." They still don't get it.  

One lady came up, said, "You sure do tell a lot of stories about your wife." 

I replied, "Your husband ever mention you?" 

Really, I don't tell stories anymore about my wife, but for years and years I did. But they 

don't go over well today. If I do tell them, I explain it ahead of time: How we are losing our 

sense of humor unless we can tell jokes on ourselves. The way to do it, without bringing on 

wrath is to tell jokes about me, then Maxine, and after the audience laughs or groans at the 

first one about her, I add that part about, "Your husband ever mention you?" 

Maxine knows that I love her more than I can possibly tell her. But she knows a great 

deal about humor and the sense of humor also. And she loves me -- in spite of. We have to 
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realize that human relationships have to bend a little, not be too fragile. If you are to have any 

friends at all, you have to like them--in spite of their little faults and eccentricities. Else, you 

are going to be one lonely, self-piteous poor soul. Don't be like that. People will start avoiding 

you. They will see you coming down the street and cross over to prevent contact with you. 

Don't deny you know such people; there are some in your town. Every town has a few of 

those. 

Next time you tell a joke, make yourself the butt of the joke. People will laugh and they'll 

respect you, like you for your ability to laugh at yourself. That is a rare attribute and few have 

it, but those who do are welcomed everywhere. This is why I make fun of my bald head, my 

being short, my foibles, my shortcomings.  

Such stuff as this really goes over: "A patient told me once, 'Doc, you're lucky--you got 

ugly early.' 'Is that good?' I asked. "Yeah, of course. Man, you get ugly early, you ain't gonna 

get no uglier. Gonna be the same ugly all your life.' 

"Comforting, isn't it?" 
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Big Boo-Boo in Alabama  

(Bob Wilson’s title) 

 

1962, my first appearance for the Alabama Cattlemen's Association, Whitley Hotel, 

Montgomery, Alabama. I will never forget it for two reasons: (1) I did not know the relationship 

between the University of Alabama and the University of Auburn and (2) This is where I met 

Jerry Clower, now a member of the Grand Old Opry, a favorite of country music fans, and a 

comedian who has produced twenty-something albums (it may be twenty-four or twenty-seven, I 

don't know).  

Ignorant (I should have researched this) about SEC football, I got up to the microphone 

and one of the first things I said, thinking it was appropriate, and might even elicit applause,, 

was, "Well, here I am in the home state of that great legend, Bear Bryant." The hall filled with 

boos. Loud, boisterous boos! Suddenly it was rushed to me that this was a no-no, a faux pas, a 

boo-boo. They explained it to me later, in no uncertain terms: Alabama is Texas University; 

Auburn is Texas A. &  M. To put it mildly: they do not like each other. Bear they ain't proud of, 

not those cattle people. He was the enemy. He was Alabama's coach, not the state's; Auburn's 

was Pat Dye. This rivalry is one of the keenest in the United States. Both of these famed coaches 

are  "gone" -- Paul "Bear" Bryant to that great football stadium in the sky and Pat Dye to 

retirement. The Bear is a legend in that part of the country, no doubt about that, but as for honor 

and celebrity, that depends upon to or with whom you're speaking. 

Remember the old story, now on one of Lewis Grizzard's tapes: Auburn is on Alabama's  

two yard line. Score: Alabama 32, Auburn 30. Two seconds to go. Fourth down. Pat Dye doesn't 
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know what to do. What he does know is he has only one chance. He looked to the heavens and 

appealed to the Lord: "Lord, what should I do?" The Lord said, "Pat, go over right guard, don't 

kick no field goal." "I'll do it, Lord." He did, called for 69-R, the fullback over right guard. 

Auburn gang-tackled  him, no gain at all. The gun sounded, the game was over, Auburn lost. Pat 

Dye was devastated. Eyes full of tears, he looked up, asked, "Lord, why did you tell me to do 

that?" The Lord said, "I don't know," then turned and asked, "Bear, why did we do that?" 

Jerry Clower gave the invocation that day. At that time he was a salesman for the 

Mississippi Chemical Co.; he was representing them at this convention. Jerry  was known as a 

good speaker, an entertainer, a good ol' boy, a fine Christian man, a patriot, and advocate for all 

the principles that made the State of Alabama and this country great. He still is all those and 

more. He is famous now as an entertainer and producer of all those albums which feature 

Marcell, Evell, Lindell and the others of the Ledbetter clan. He is known for wearing those loud 

coats--yellow or red--with that little coon face sewn on the left lapel. That is a symbol  of his 

famous "Knock him out, John!" story.   

Jerry came up after my presentation, complimented me. We hit if off right from the start. 

Then we went to my room, along with Ham Wilson, Executive Vice-President of the association, 

and a couple of others and there he regaled us with that story  and the chain saw story, another of 

the country's favorites. He told them wonderfully, masterfully. I told him, "Jerry, you should go 

on the platform," meaning he should hit the speaking circuit.  

He did. But he played it differently, did it right, got an agent, Tandy Rice of Nashville and 

with the proper promotion and direction, sky-rocketed to fame and fortune, especially after 

appearing in Lubbock where a radio station recorded his performance, from which he made his 
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first record. The rest is now history. He was later, after many more successful performances, 

made a member of the Grand Ol' Opry. They love him and so do all Country Music fans. He is 

extremely  

busy. Still he has time to serve his Baptist Church and do a great many "freebies" for charities 

and churches. He has a heart to match his body and shares it with causes he deems proper. 

Jerry was fighting the battle for African-Americans when it was not popular to do so and 

way before they were known as African-Americans. He worked for them out of Yazoo City,  

Mississippi, his home town, where his fellow citizens are very proud of this exuberant 

ambassador. His fellow citizens honored him: there is even a "Jerry Clower Drive." He is one of 

the all-time most enthusiastic people I have ever met. A fine man, a devout Christian and 

all-around good person. It is a privilege to call him my friend.  

His comedy material is based upon the good people, the down-to-earth folks with whom 

he was raised. Whether they are fiction are real, the Ledbetters exist in his mind. His stories of  

them bring raucous laughter to his audiences. His well-known "Whoooh!"(which is about as 

close as I can get to spelling what he shouts during his stories) is an integral part of his humor. 

He is a marvelous story-teller; and very demonstrative; the crowds love it when he lets it all hang 

out. 

As for being his friend, and meeting him around the country, that is another story which 

I'll tell you next column. Let me give you a hint now: He is "on" all the time! 
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 WANT A REAL CHALLENGE? TRY ENTERTAINING FOR I.B.M.!  

You’ll hear me say in my talks and you’ll read in my articles, “The goal of a speaker is to 

make the person who asked him/her to speak a hero or heroine.” I’ve stated this time and again 

when on programs, especially the ones for speakers, the seminars. 

My first time on a program for I.B.M. I was told by the program planner, a young 

executive, “We don’t want anything about women, we don’t want anything about religion, we 

don’t want anything about politics, and we don’t want anything risque, not in the slightest, not 

even double entendre.” 

I started to say, “Good-bye,” but knowing the emotion and the reasoning behind these 

remarks, I refrained from any humor. The humorist must know when and when not to use the 

humor. A great many have tried and failed simply because of timing, not the actual timing 

usually attributed to excellent use of humor--timing being the maximum effect of anything, but 

the timing of common sense: when to use this or that remark, this or that type of humor, or 

simply when to be serious or humorous. I did say, “You’ve suffered from this type of error by 

some speaker or entertainer in the past?” 

“Not really,” he replied. “But I don’t want to, either. I realize how much my rear end is 

one the line tonight.” I found out later he had a tyrant--at least he considered the head man at the 

plant in Austin a tyrant, a martinet. I assured him that it was my goal to leave there that night 

with his boss saying, “Good job, Richard. Nice going.” If you read my column about Mr. Frncke 

of Eagle Lake, Texas, about how he got “The Jones Boys” to be the entertainment at the annual 

Rotary Club’s Ladies’ Night banquet and how he had to ask them to sit down in the first minute 

of their act, then you know the significance of this. The speakers, the entertainment groups, get to 
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leave. The program planner has to stay and accept the compliments or the harassment and 

put-downs of the manager, the boss, the captain, whatever. This is very serious and cannot be 

over-emphasized. Careers have been ruined by inept program planning--even for a company 

picnic. 

So, I benefitted from that admonition that night, but for another reason: I’ve gotten a lot 

of humor from such experiences. Now, this has become part of my talks to certain groups. “I am 

not going to talk about the ladies. Pardon me, Ladies, but you don’t mind if I call you that, do 

you? “Ladies?” Some people think that smacks of the old days, baking cookies and keeping 

house. Being just a very good mother and all that nonsense. I wouldn’t want to offend you, 

Ladies, but I am of the generation that was taught to call you “ladies,” that someway that meant 

you were up here above us in respect, on the pedestal where I think you ought to be.  

I was speaking in Montana, Glacier National Park, to the Montana Bankers Association 

and followed a “lady” who gave us men the devil. Where I was at the time seems not to a valid 

point to you, perhaps, but it brings up this lady’s image to my brain every time I think of that 

beautiful park. I wish it did not. She held a  veritable diatribe against men. She went on for what 

seemed like an hour and a half.  

I got up and said, “How refreshing to know that in Texas we are in synch with the 

movement--the women’s movement, that is. Ma’am, I want you to know we’ve always said it 

that way--Ms.--’MIZ’--in Texas. Everyone teased us ‘bout it for years. Turned out we were right 

all along.’Miz Smith,’ ‘Miz Jones.’” 

 

“But really? Equal? You wouldn’t want that, would you? Want to die at the same average 
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 age as we do? Women outlive us 7.6 years! Want to be that equal?! Really want to change that! 

Want all those stress diseases? Want all those heart attacks? High blood pressure? Want to be 

bald-headed like half of us are? Alopecia nervosa. Due to a terrifying boss, perhaps, or other 

extreme stresses. Lose your hair in splotches due to nervous discombobulation. Kidney stones? 

Same ratio as men? Hemorrhoids? Same ratio as men? Someone said that every lawyer ought to 

have hemorrhoids. Guess he didn’t like lawyers. Now, come on, don’t be sensitive. You know it 

was a he, not a she. Women wouldn’t be that caustic. Whoever he was, anyway, went on and 

explained it. He added, “If they had hemorrhoids, at least they’d look concerned.” (Old joke, but 

fits here.) 

“Well, that’s your business. If you want all that, be my guest. You’ll never have prostate 

trouble, but I hope you’ll be happy without it.” 

This went over real well. Even she laughed, a little. Again, there are many classes of 

humor, but one of the most appreciated is spontaneous humor, brought to mind by circumstances 

immediately before you have to get up to speak. But a caveat: Be extremely careful not to offend. 

If you do, you’ll lose--too. 
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The IBM Experience -- Very Beneficial 

 
So, I do talk about women. I use it as a speaker’s trick. You say, “I am not going to talk 

about women. My mama...” (Do you write that as “mama” or “momma”? Does it matter? You’re 

probably thinking, “Who gives a ...?!” Shame on you. I hope you don’t say that around the kids.) 

Anyway, my mother didn’t raise any fool. You talk about women and that’ll give you 

plenty of grief in the form of comments in person after the meeting and in letters later. The 

women are waiting to be offended. That I.B.M. program planner was adamant: he did not want 

any remarks about women. So, I didn’t use any. I talked about men and the despicable way they 

dishonor women. Today it is different. If you try to hold a door open for a woman, she’ll look at 

you indignantly and might say, as one asked me, “You think I can’t do that?!” and I felt like 

replying, “Two more like you and you’ll all be doing it!” I don’t understand women such as that. 

Want to give up all the social amenities that men show them? Stand there holding a young 

woman’s chair for her, waiting for her to be seated before you sit down and she’ll look at you 

like, “What are you trying to do--embarrass me?!” They’re losing it, Folks. 

The way to use this sort of material without offending is to say you never use it, then you 

use it, but in a way that compliments them. To be a successful humorous speaker, you have to be 

aware of this sort of thing, when to use what. Bob Murphey knows this. He says, “I never talk 

about the women folk. I love women. I love my wife and feel especially good when she travels 

with me, ‘cause when she does, she does all the driving. And all I have to do is sit there and hold 

the steering wheel.” Women laugh at that. Husbands nudge wives, too, implying, “The man’s 

right.” A laugh, shared between two people who love each other so much and who are so 

compatible that they can banter a little at each other and it won’t do anything to their marriage 
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but make it stronger. Bob also asks his audiences, “You got a working wife? You know how to 

tell? 

The way you can tell if you got a working wife or not is to go out back of the house and if there is 

biscuit dough on the axe handle, you got a working wife.” Is that a put-down? Would take a very 

paranoid woman to see that as offensive, especially when they watch Bob tell it in one of his 

appearances. 

I use the technique this way. I do not use women as a source of joking material. I love 

women. My mother was one. She taught me to respect women and I certainly do. I hold doors for 

them, I hold chairs for them. I overdo it. I walk ahead of Maxine on the stairs, I am one step 

ahead of her on an escalator. This is in case she falls, she can squash me! That’s my job. Keep 

those statistics up! They outlive us. Gotta keep that statistic going. I even walk on the side of the 

street where I can get killed first. Again, that’s my job! Besides that, I love this woman!  

We are getting to the age where we are not looking forward to the nursing home 

experience. I’ve told Maxine the way out. We can go to the Grand Canyon. We never have gotten 

to see it. When we were in dental practice and took our first vacation,  we made a mistake and 

took Mr. and Mrs. Spiller with us, Maxine’s folks. We decided on the way back from visiting 

Maxine’s brother and sister-in-law, Dr. and Mrs. G. R. Spiller (G.R. was interning at County 

Hospital, Salt Lake City), that we would go by the Grand Canyon. Although it would take us 

about three hundred miles out of the way, the view would be worth it.  

Hardly! We went to the South Rim, to the observation post and gosh, it was beautiful! 

Mrs. Spiller got out of the car, took one look into that gorge, yelled “Whoops!” grabbed Pamela, 

crushed her safely in her grasp and beat a hasty retreat for the car. We were there maybe five 
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minutes. Disgusting! 

I’ve told Maxine, “See, we’ve never experienced the Grand Canyon. At the age of about 

eight-six, if we still have our senses, we can go to the Grand Canyon, back to that gorgeous 

viewpoint at the South Rim, take our time, view all the scenery, not worry about how safe the 

donkey (mule?) ride down into the bowels of the canyon is. What have we got to lose? Then, 

after seeing it all we want, you and I can join hands and jump. That’d be a glorious finale to our 

beautiful lives. Maybe someway, set it up as accidental; Pam and John are going to need the 

double indemnity money.  

Maybe even do a double-gainer on the way down. I was always afraid to try that.” I told 

Maxine, “However, I might back out at the last minute. Look  at you, going down, and holler, 

“I’ve changed my mind.” 

She did not laugh. After all these years I am discovering, perhaps, Maxine does not have 

an excellent sense of humor. Not excellent but she does have one, I know that--she married me. 
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The Toastmasters’ International Golden Gavel Award 

In 1984, I received a great honor -- about the greatest in speaking circles -- the 

Toastmasters International’s prestigious Golden Gavel Award. This award is presented only to 

those whom the Toastmasters considered to be the best practitioners of public speaking. You will 

forgive my immodesty, please, but I am very proud of this award and it is the only one I keep on 

my desk in my office in San Marcos, Texas.  

The award was presented at a luncheon, before a huge audience. The Toastmaster 

International magazine, The Toastmaster, had the following in the magazine just prior to the 

convention.  

Dr. Charles W. Jarvis to Receive Golden Gavel Award 

Billed as “the finest pain-killer on the platform circuit,” Dr. Charles W. Jarvis speaks 

with a style that has been called “a delightful mixture of humor and message in the proper 

proportion to cure what ails the American people -- eighty-five percent humor, fifteen percent 

message.” 

Jarvis will share his cure-all style when he accepts Toastmasters International’s 

prestigious Golden Gavel Award at the organization’s 53 Annual International Convention in 

Orlando, Florida. Jarvis will be honored during the Golden Gavel luncheon August 22 at the 

Sheraton Twin Towers Hotel. Later that afternoon he will conduct a two-hour humor workshop. 

Jarvis becomes the 25th recipient of the organization’s highest award, and joins such notable past 

recipients as Lowell Thomas, Walter Cronkite and Mark Russell. 

“Humor is a great vehicle to carry a serious message,” Jarvis says. And people have taken 

his speaking seriously. He has received the International Platform Association’s Mark Twain 

Award for Humor and is a member of the International Speakers Hall of Fame. 
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Jarvis’ previous 12-year career as a dentist inspires much of the humor in his talks. He 

speaks to audiences about “a prescription for the happy life,” “prescription -- refilled,” and tells 

how “life as a dentist can be filling.” He asks them to “open wide, please -- and laugh,” and notes 

that “things are more like they are now than they ever were.” 

The good doctor wields a sharp needle and “gives out sugar-coated pills,” he says of his 

speaking style. “I inject the seriousness painlessly; it’s a treat instead of a treatment.” But behind 

the painless humor his messages are potent: “Give yourself in service to others and you will 

receive all of life’s rewards -- prestige, wealth, recognition and spiritual reward. This last you 

must receive from your chosen profession -- if not, get out and do something else...you will be 

successful in life according to your ability to persuade others to your way of thinking.” 

Jarvis did not leave dentistry for lack of patients, but rather for love of speaking. His 

patients say, “We are using him less, but enjoying him more.” He is a member of the National 

Dental Honor Society and is a fellow in both the American and International Colleges of 

Dentistry. He stays active in dental associations and has been honored by his dental school as 

“Outstanding Alumnus.” 

Jarvis has a D.D.S. degree from the University of Texas Dental Branch and an 

engineering degree from the United States Naval Academy. He was a Navy deck officer in World 

War II and later served as a carrier pilot flying torpedo bombers.  

“My speaking career came to me as a result of one simple cause and effect basic,” he 

says. “You do whatever you do so well that when they need it again, they will automatically think 

of you. Then next time try to do it even better. Success is not a snapshot -- it is a motion picture. 

“Supply and demand also have entered greatly into my speaking career; there are not too 

many clean, humorous speakers around who regale the people with laughter and yet weave even 

a painful message into the talk, e.g., that the people themselves may be their own worst enemies. 



 3 

If one is to deal with such serious things, he or she better be able to do it humor. Say that with a 

smile, Podnuh!” 

Jarvis’ humorous style has won many audiences and now it has captured Toastmasters 

International’s highest honor -- the Golden Gavel Award. “I am honored to have been chosen for 

this high award and look forward to being with all the Toastmasters in Orlando,” he says. “It is a 

signal honor in my career and I thank all of you.”   

 



  

'Jones Boys' Not Fit for Ladies' Night 

If your service club were to ask you to find the entertainment for your 

"Ladies' Night" program, do you know someone who could fill the bill? Remember, 

the person or act will reflect credit or discredit on you. If that person got 

up before your hometown folks and told a dirty joke, all heads would turn toward 

you. They're thinking, "Why in the ____ did Harry recommend this turkey?!" 

Do you know anyone who could render a program which everyone will enjoy 

tremendously and no one, not one person, will be offended in the least? 

 Mr. Frnka of Eagle Lake, Texas -- I will never forget him. Vice versa, 

too. Mr. Frnka called my office, talked to Mrs. Fox a little while, then she 

handed the phone to me, held her hand over the mouthpiece, and advised me that 

this man wanted a speaker for the Chamber of Commerce's Ladies' Night in Eagle 

Lake, Texas, but had some reservations about speakers and wanted to know more 

about me before issuing the invitation. Before I took the phone I knew what 

was wrong: This man was worried and he had reason to be. Nothing teaches like 

experience. I will say this time and again in my talks and writings: We are 

all summations of our experiences.  

The cat that sits on a hot stove, the old adage states, will never sit on another 

one -- even a cold one. 

To say Mr. Frnka was wary is understatement. He was extremely concerned 

about the content of my humorous presentations. "Dr. Jarvis, do you ever use 

anything the slightest bit risque?"(At least he didn't say 'dirty.' 

"No, Sir." 

"You sure?" 

"Been at it quite a while now, Mr. Frnka and never do that. Not that I 

won't admit I could, but I don't. I want to be a good reflection on you. I 

get to leave; you have to stay." 



 

"Not necessarily," he added, the reason for which I'd find out later.  

 

 

He hired me, but asked that I get to Eagle Lake a little early "so we 

can talk." I did. We went to the meeting place where the banquet was to be 

held. Beautiful place, well-decorated for the evening occasion. We sat at the 

head table, the inviter and the invited. "Dr. Jarvis, he said, "I came here 

nine years ago, bought the local newspaper. I'm the publisher. I joined the 

Rotary Club and really relished being a member until the Program Committee 

of our Ladies' Night asked me to get the entertainment. I guess they thought 

a publisher of a paper knew what speakers are good, what entertainment is 

excellent, etc. I did not. I phoned an agency in Houston and they recommended 

'The Jones Boys.' I see your smile; evidently you know some of what is coming, 

but believe me, I did not. I was ignorant, did not know of the act, but to 

my great sorrow, I do now.  

"After the meal and introductions, I introduced "The Jones Boys" and within 

one minute had sprung to my feet and demanded that they stop their filthy humor. 

By that short time even, they had uttered several four-letter words. I was 

not only shocked, as was everyone else--I was disheartened,  

sick to my stomach, and madder'n hell! The effrontery of it all! To this day, 

they still yell out when discussing the year's banquet, "Let Frnka get 'The 

Jones Boys' -- yes, nine years later. Do you have any idea what this has done 

to me? 

"Surely you do. But here's one thing I want you to be certain of: If you 

say one risque word, one double entendre even, you and I are going out that 

door there," and added, as he pointed to the back of the hall, "and 

get this: NEITHER ONE OF US IS EVER GOING TO RETURN TO EAGLE LAKE AGAIN! No, 



 

I do not have to stay, and am not, if I am ever that embarrassed again. I still 

get heartsick every time I think of that night and have been given  

one more chance. You have been referred to me as the very one who will make  

 

 

them forget or at least erase the shame of that disasterous experience." 

It was a DE-lightful evening, a GREAT audience. As my friend, Sammy Allred 

of "The Geezinslaw Brothers" shouts, "What a night! What a crowd!" 

That evening was truly a spiritual reward in my life. I shall never forget 

it, nor did Mr. Frnka. I'll bet I am the only man, outside of his sons, he 

ever hugged like that, when I finished.  
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 Be Careful When You Follow 

 

Dr. Cross, President of the University of Oklahoma back in those days (‘60s), got up to 

introduce me. The audience--The Topeka, Kansas Knife and Fork Club--waited expectantly. Me, 

too. All of us were greatly surprised.  

“I don’t know Dr. Jarvis, never met him.” (This is an often stated sentence prior to 

introducing a speaker one doesn’t know. This is also a disclaimer, so as to escape any blame if 

the speaker is a real turkey.)  

He continued. “I also don’t know if I am too thrilled to be introducing him. He is a Texan 

and I don’t get along well with Texans--especially during football seasons. (The audience 

laughed a little.) He is a Kiwanian and I am a Rotarian. Also he is a dentist and I’ve always 

thought that dentists charge too much and they hurt people.” 

Dr. Cross said something about hoping I was “good enough for that distinguished club.” I 

still don’t know why he was picked to introduce me; maybe he is from Topeka. By this time, 

suffice it to say I didn’t particularly care. He had gotten my attention with these words. 

He sat down smiling. The audience applauded politely. I took my position at the lectern 

and said, “That was great--I think. (The inflection I used was enough to make them laugh.) Thank 

you for sharing the blame here tonight, regardless of your disclaimer, we are not letting you get 

out of a portion of the blame in case I fail miserably.” (Laughter) 

“As for your remarks, I know that they were meant to be humorous. Sorry that a lot of the 

folks didn’t catch that. Not everyone can use humor. Ph.D.’s are not usually good at it. (My 

friend, Myrt Eure, says that when a person is given a Ph.D. doctorate, the presenter then says, 

“Now, you give me your common sense.” Myrt is much tougher on these people than I am.) 
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“As for you having trouble with Texans during football season, that was meant to be 

funny surely, for without Texans, you wouldn’t have a football team. Thirty-seven of the football 

players on your Oklahoma team are from Texas.  

“As for the Rotarian/Kiwanis bit, I did not qualify for Rotary membership--I was not old 

enough. But I like Rotarians a lot and try to help them anyway I can. For instance, across the 

street every now and then. 

“As for the ‘dentists charge too much and hurt people,’ I am sorry that they didn’t laugh 

at that. That’s a real hoot. I know you did not mean that. If you were to attach any significance to 

a statement such as that, why, that would be as asinine as if I were to attach any significance to a 

statement I’ve always heard, that if you can’t do one blessed thing in the world, you can always 

teach. And if you can’t teach, you can always be president of the university.” 

All of this may sound derisive and mean to you, but it was not accepted that way by the 

audience. Such impromptu humor, extemporaneous humor, is appreciated. Some of the people 

were appalled that the guest speaker was maligned. I had to explain that this was meant to be 

humorous. At the same time, I must admit I like this sort of exchange, which must be done with 

wit, which is defined as clever, apt, or sharp humor. It has gradations: raillery, banter, satire, 

irony, sarcasm and requires verbal felicity. The people who use it must have enough common 

sense to realize that the person following his pointed remarks has a chance to wound him if that 

person wishes. I did not want to be too hard on him, but did not want him to escape unscathed, 

either. I do not enjoy people disparaging my profession.  

I have often said in my talks,  “I am so proud of my professional colleagues, the 140,000 

dentists in this country who do not have to speak for a living.”  
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This audience I remember as one of the best I ever had. As for the introduction, I did not 

mind it. It gave me a chance for on-the-spot humor. I enjoyed the exchange. The audience 

enjoyed it. I don’t know whether Dr. Cross did or not.  

People who cannot use humor should not try. They end up trying--very trying. 
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   Sliding and Swinging and Talking 

(Changed by Bob Wilson to Co-op Meetings Tough on Speakers) 

 

Kennedy, Texas, early in my speaking career. Gene Phillips, my best friend ever, had driven  with 

me to an Electrical Cooperative meeting. These are not the easiest groups to please. They are there to eat 

whatever the management puts in front of them, then listen to a report of the financial affairs of the 

cooperative and the Manager’s Report, to hear a bit of entertainment. They wait expectantly for the best 

part--awarding of the prizes, usually donated by local merchants--popcorn poppers (electric of course) 

and deep fryers. Then, at the end of the evening, the big prizes maybe a T.V. or even a big video dish 

antenna. 

To think that you, an entertaining speaker, are there to be the star, to be the headliner, well, that 

is pomposity beyond exaggeration. Just the idea that they have to listen to a ‘speaker’ prior to the 

awarding of a popcorn popper is anathema to them. After the barbecue, beans, onions, potato salad, and 

cookies, accompanied by soda water--orange, Cokes, Pepsi, root beer-- they are ready to get the prizes 

and head home. “Got a long day tomorrow--have to get an early start on it.” They hope the speaker is not 

a dullard, but lots of them have been in the past and they are sitting there suffering from a conditioned 

reflex brought on by years of boring speakers, mostly of the political types. 

I have always liked these audiences because of the surprise I brought to them. I cut my eye teeth in 

speaking with these groups. They are wonderful down-to-earth folks. They love to laugh, but simply have 

not been given the opportunity for so long.  I have talked to these co-ops all over Texas and surrounding 

states. As with other associations, if a speaker is good, his/her name gets around fast. This is the way my 

career mushroomed from the start. One Manager or Executive Vice-President tries you out--takes a 

chance on you, you do real well and he then recommends you, gets on the phone the next day. “Well, how 

was he?” from the other end. “Great, get him for your meeting. Your folks will love him.” If the news is 
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not good, the compadre is warned, “Cancel the contract now, even if you have to pay him off, do it now! 

The guy stunk up the house!” (Notice I did not use “him/her” in this case. I don’t want to say the 

feminine sex might ‘bomb.’ I am sure they don’t mind me leaving them out when the reference is to 

defeat of the worst sort.) 

There at Kennedy we had a hastily built stage outside the elementary school. It looked like it was 

built for a hanging. It was in the middle of the children’s playground. A sandpile and the slide were next 

to the rows of benches. The Manager greeted Gene and me, told me when I’d be on, hoped it wouldn’t 

rain us out, but if it did rain, we’d go inside. I wondered why the Manager didn’t say, “...rain us in.”?  

They had all that good barbecue and stuff on paper plates, had the welcome by the emcee, the 

financial report, then the Manager’s Report, gave seven or eight prizes, then introduced me. “Got a 

fellow here we’ve been told is pretty good. ‘Course, we haven’t heard him.” This pleading for forgiveness 

in case I was lousy had purpose. With such disclaimers, people thought they got out of sharing the blame. 

‘Course, when it went over, they were gleeful as the children still playing on the slides and swings. Those 

kids had the best time of all. 

The stage, if you could call it that, did look like a gallows. Tall, not with thirteen steps, but enough 

to be high over the audience, the members of which stared at me like a pool full of carp until I got to 

going real good. Then they did laugh at the well-placed farmer stories. After that it was easy had it not 

been for the bugs. There was one light globe hanging from a single light cord, out in the open all by itself 

and right over my head. And yes, it did draw bugs. I don’t know what kind. Big black bugs, lots of them 

as the night went on. Their legs scratched me as they landed on my neck. and started scurrying around. I 

would reach up (unobtrusively, I hoped), slowly grab one and massage him--or her, whatever-- squeeze 

him--not to kill him, but simply to persuade  him not to come back. Then, I deposited each one with their 
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brothers and sisters there at my feet. Had quite a pile of them squirming around my feet when I finished. 

I thought it was pretty cool the way I handled them. 

Something happened there at Kennedy, Texas that night which furnished me with a bit of 

material I’ve used ever since. A farmer in overalls was sitting in the front row, next to his wife--a rather 

portly, kind-looking woman. This man was wearing a hearing aid and the cord ran to his overalls’ 

pocket. Well sure enough it would be the night I was there when his batteries went out. They did and hee 

started hitting that pocket, pounding those batteries, trying to revive the dead. This was rather 

distracting, his flailing away at them. She nudged him, but he said, in a voice louder’n I was using, “Ma, I 

ain’t hearing nothin’!” 

She shushed him, “Don’t worry about it. You ain’t missin’ nothin’.” 

So, he started talking to the folks next to him, down the other way. He’d bend over, look down the 

row and  in a loud voice would practically holler, “You gettin’ any rain out your place?”  His friend 

tried to hush him, but to no avail. He went to the next one, got louder. “Got over inch and a half down 

our way. “Whadda you get?” His wife, a great woman, finally got him to be quiet.  

Gene gave me the sign--a slash across the throat, which meant, “Let’s get the money and get the 

hell outa here!” I closed the talk down and we hit the highway, but this was an experience which should 

have finished my speaking career, but it did not. It was either that or dentistry. 

They never did stop the kids from sliding and swinging.  



 

“In conclusion ...” 

All speakers have to conclude, they have to sit down sometime. Most of them come to a 

point in the presentation where they say, “In conclusion...” There is a stir among the attenders, 

“My gosh, finally he is going to quit! (Notice the gender, Ladies; remember this columnist does 

not use the feminine for anything that is derogatory, the least bit disparaging.)  

This point if placed on a graph, one factor being INTEREST, the other being TIME, 

would be out there somewhere after 40 minutes. I took the liberty in my Humor Workshops held 

for my speaker colleagues of designating this point as HOPE. There is a stirring, smiling. The 

attenders are  nodding at each other. “He’s going to quit.”  

Depending upon the efficacy of the speaker, there may even be applause. Again, 

depending upon the efficacy of the speaker, there may be shouts of “No, keep going.” The latter 

is rare. It might even depend upon the air conditioning in the room, or the hard chairs, or what’s 

gone on before or what will follow. You really have to attend a few hundred of these to 

understand the emotional impact of this point, HOPE.  

The attenders HOPE he is through. That is positive, even a hope. In most cases this 

means about twenty to thirty more minutes of what’s been going on for about forty minutes. Dr. 

McFarland, after saying, “In conclusion...” would warn his audience that he was in the landing 

pattern all right, but could land anytime he wanted to. But that could be some point in the distant 

future. But the hope is that the landing is imminent. He, Dr. Mc, did this with aplomb and the 

crowd enjoyed it. Dr. Mc was the best, but did get a few critical remarks. The only ones I ever 

heard was that, “He talked too long.” 

Of course, if the meeting hall was too hot, the meal was not good, the emcee was lousy, 



 

the situation, the set-up for the speaker is not good. He/She had better be a spell-binder, an 

eloquent orator. That’s a person like my ol’ friend, Dr. McFarland. I’m an entertainer. 

If every time the emcee arose to the lectern for the next part of the program, he got up, he rattled 

a few papers and said, “At this time...” that’s terrible. The attenders know what is supposed to 

happen “at this time,” for they have a program right there in front of them. What this country 

needs, among many other things are better emcees who run very efficient programs. The emcee 

can enhance or ruin the evening -- and ain’t that the truth, Fellow Sufferers? 

Please remember, humor can be used to release the tension of an audience that wishes 

they had stayed away from the meeting and are sitting there now regretting that their mate had 

forced them to attend this one, and promising themselves that from now on, they will never 

attend another meeting of any kind “so help me God.” (This works unless next time, your child is 

on the program in some capacity.) 

If the speaker is a stemwinder, a great one, has kept them laughing, but has given them a 

few common sense points to ponder on the way home, and forever the rest of their lives, he or 

she can take a few more minutes, say, three, to get a very serious message into their heads. 

Might even get a standing ovation at the end of his/her talk. A friend of mine, the name is 

insignificant, because he is “gone” now. He always said a standing ovation is led by a fellow 

down front who been needing to go to the bathroom the last twenty-five minutes. When the 

speaker says, “Goodnight,” or “Thank you very much,” and sits down, this fellow jumps up. He 

doesn’t shout it, but thinks, “Thank God, he’s finally through!” The whole crowd follows his/her 

lead and jumps up. The Speaker thinks, “A standing ovation! Man, I really gave ‘em a rouser! 

A sure-fire way to guarantee a lesser attendance at next year’s Chamber of Commerce 



 

meeting is to have yet another bore as emcee or the featured speaker. After all those 

introductions, with a pitiful emcee not controlling the time by asking the attenders to hold their 

applause, so that the last introduced will get as much applause as the first. I have been to so many 

of these meetings where every time the emcee gets up, says, “Now, at this time...” and the 

audiencely sighs audibly, but has no effect on such an emcee.  

I’ve attended something over 2,500 meetings where I was the speaker. Wonder how many 

meetings other than those I’ve attended. I do feel I have the right to criticize. But I must 

remember that CRITICISM is Number One Easiest Thing to Do for anyone. You certainly have 

to honor those who have served you well, but to extend a meeting to a point where the people are 

bored and tired is a crime, in my opinion. 

When people ask me, “How did you get started in a field such as Humorous Speaking?” I  

say what I have told folks time and time again, “I did it once and someone wanted me to do it 

again.” That is such a simple statement that it makes some of my fellow speakers who 

desperately desire invitations so mad.  

They complain that such a statement is too simple. “No, it’s not,” I tell them. “If you want 

to be a speaker and you are not getting invitations to do so, you are evidently not good enough. It 

has to get around that you do a GREAT job, that you are the one they should have.. Same with 

being an effective emcee. These two are needed by so many groups. Heavens, there are soooo 

many meetings being held in the United States. There is a GREAT demand for ANYONE who 

can be effective as an emcee, entertain a bit, but don’t take too much time to do so, keep the 

program moving at an expeditious pace and get them home at a decent hour, preferably before 

10:00 p.m. so they can watch the news. 



 

The only trouble is that people do not want to be rude when a dull, boring emcee asks 

them, “How do you think I did?” They respond, “You were O.K. Had a good time.” Poppycock! 

Of course you don’t want to be too harsh. Don’t say something like, “Call me if you’re EVER 

going to be emcee for the Chamber again. I want to deny myself that particular thrill from now 

on.”  

Two ladies came up to me once after an engagement and one of them asked me, “Dr. 

Jarvis, one of our good friends spoke at a ladies’ meeting the other day and sure enough, came up 

to us afterwards and asked a group of us, ‘How do you think I did?’ and we lied. We told her she 

did fine and that we appreciated her performance. Now, how would you have handled that? 

I smiled and said, “Well, you could have smiled and said, “You were even better’n we 

thought you’d be.” That way, at least you’re not lying. Then, next year, or next time, make sure 

you get someone who knows how to be a good emcee. Then, have them call me. I’ll be glad to 

help, that is, if they’ll listen. If they already think they are God’s gift to the group, there’s not 

much of a chance. “The true bore never knows he’s boring anyone!” And every town seems to 

have one of those. I might extend that remark to every coffee group and I probably wouldn’t be 

far off. 



 

 

 HOW I GOT STARTED 

On an airliner, 35,000 feet up, Maxine was discussing my vocation with a 

lady. I was reading, nearly falling asleep, when I heard the lady ask, "What does 

your husband do?" That's the way they always put it, but what they mean is, "...for 

a living?" 

Smiling, I listen to the first of Maxine's answer. "He's a humorous speaker." 

This brings on a smile, perhaps a laugh, a perplexed look at the thought of 

such a vocation, but always a question. "He is? Isn't that interesting. What is a 

humorous speaker?" Or "How did he get into that?" 

Brings a smile to my face, too, 'cause Maxine is sitting next to her and I'm 

not. Now, I love people, but after thirty-five years of this business, I am a bit tired of 

explaining what it is, how I do it, how long I've been doing it, how I got started, etc. 

It is wonderful to have Maxine to do it now. She is wonderful to take over this chore 

for me. If we ride coach, she sits in the middle, if next to her will be a lady and I take 

it if the person is a man. I have answered this question so many times, really, I 

sometimes have felt like attaching a little wire running from my ear to my pocket, so 

they'll think I'm real hard of hearing and just won't want to talk to me. Or maybe 

answer by saying, "I'm an undertaker." Then, they sure wouldn't want to talk to 

me. 

If I put it on paper, then I can send this article to someone who asks me that 

question. They phone me, write me letters. So many people have asked me that and I 

know why. They would like to do this and especially for a living. It is a wonderful 

vocation, making people laugh. And as I've written before, making 'em think a little, 

too, at the same time. Humor is the greatest way to do this without making 'em mad. 

People don't like to think too much, for if they do, they might get to the truth and 

the truth is usually too painful to face truthfully. We'll get to more of that in later 



 

 

articles.  

"He was asked to be master-of-ceremonies for our hometown Chamber of 

Commerce banquet, there in San Marcos. It went real well, so they asked him again 

the next year. In between, others had asked him. There is a great demand for a 

person who is good at emceeing. Then, Dr. Vernon Cook, a San Marcos dentist, who 

was also President of the Austin District Dental Society, asked him to speak for the 

Fall Ladies Night Banquet of that society. He did that; that went well, too, and 

people began to call him from all over -- San Antonio, Austin, Lockhart, Luling, 

towns close around, then farther out as his reputation grew. In 1961, the Rotary 

Club of El Paso called. Now, El Paso, that's six hundred miles away and would take 

a couple of days out of the dental office, so Charles either had to turn it down or ask 

for expenses, at least. He didn't want to ask for money in those terms, so he hit on 

the idea of asking, 'Do you have a budget for this?' They did, and it went from there 

to stating a fee plus expenses, for his career as a speaker was mushrooming. 

"By 1965, he was doing over 140 engagements a year. There is a great 

demand for clean humor. Something had to happen, he had to choose between being 

a dentist or a speaker, and he chose the latter. Incidentally, he has never regretted it. 

He loves it, loves to entertain and yet, give a message at the same time." 

That's the truth and I do appreciate Maxine sharing this with me. 

But I do not ever take it for granted that anyone wants a long, detailed description 

of my choice of vocations, or an extended explanation of it.  

Maxine has taken over for me, for she realizes I love people, turn on around them. 

Such people are called sanguine and just naturally turn on when people get 

together. You know them. They can't help it. They say they don't want to go to the 

party, but they go and guess who entertains all night, and is the last to leave. Right. 

It is their temperament, their disposition. 



 

 

Personally speaking, I feel very fortunate to have done this. Surely does beat 

working. It was not too difficult a choice. People love to laugh, and bless those 

dentists' hearts, the folks hate to go to a dentist. 
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“The Best Laid Plans of ...” 
 

Of all the times I’ve appeared for different groups, three or four stand out in each of two categories -- the 

best and worst meetings I’ve ever attended, much less been the speaker for those occasions. This is about one of 

the worst. Nearly made me want to go back to dentistry. 

The one featured in this column today is difficult for you readers to believe. I won’t tell you exactly 

where it was, but the state was Montana. At the Chamber of Commerce Executive Director’s request -- nearly 

an order -- I flew up there a day early so we could “go over the extremely tight, well-planned evening’s 

festivities.” This man told me, “I know you’ve attended a great many Chamber of Commerce banquets, Dr. 

Jarvis, but you will admit after this engagement that you have never been to one this well-planned and 

executed.” 

The Executive Director and I met in the restaurant of the hotel where the affair was to be held. When we 

shook hands I noticed that he had a leather folder. “It’s all in here,” he said, as he grinned. I could tell he was 

very proud of his work. “I appreciate you’re getting here early for this banquet means so much to us, especially 

to me, that I wanted to go over every detail with you.” This in itself is unusual. My part is to entertain and I 

usually would have nothing to do with the planning of an event. He wanted me in on it, however, and I was his 

employee. I’ve always considered myself in this capacity. He is paying me to entertain, to talk. He’s the boss. I 

have always been very amenable to anything the program planner wants to do. I might add some suggestions, 

items gathered from long experience. However, this was not the case here. This man wanted to show me how he 

had planned the night’s festivities so meticulously. 

He was the nervous type, even frenetic. He opened the leather binder and I saw those pages of notes, and 

immediately saw the time allocated to each part of the program. He had it down to a gnat’s you-know-what. 

First, he gave me an overview: a cocktail party, then the banquet, a few opening remarks by the 

master-of-ceremonies, the invocation, then dinner. After dinner, a brass ensemble from the local high school, 
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then a few songs by the Junior High School choral group, the outgoing president’s report, plaques to the 

outgoing directors, introduction of the incoming president, his remarks, then it would be my turn. 

“That’s quite a program, Bill,” I opined. I was hoping the grin on my face wouldn’t give me away. This 

was going to be a loooong evening if everything went right, much longer if anything went wrong and any part of 

this got out-of-hand. These were the musings of a veteran, Folks. He replied, “The whole thing is going to move 

like clock work. We’ll be out of the hotel by 9:15 p.m.” 

Quite an optimist, I thought. “That cocktail hour...” He interrupted, brought his right hand down in a 

slashing movement, like a hatchet-slice, a la the Florida State, hacking sign, but much faster. This was for 

emphasis. “Forty-five minutes.” And he grinned, confident as he could be. “The dinner service...” He 

interrupted again. This was to be the procedure for every point I brought up, accompanied by the emphatic, 

slashing, confirming movement. “Forty-minutes. The salad will be on the table and so will the dessert so they 

can hit it couple of bites while the emcee takes over after dinner.”  

“You have a brass ensemble?” The chop, then “Six minutes.” No way, I thought, but did not let him 

know it. “A children’s choir?” “Six minutes.” By this time I expected the chop and was used to it. “The 

incoming and out-going presidents’ reports. “Six minutes apiece.” I could see on his tablet the times were 

marked that way: 8:03 - 8:09. A shudder ran through me. He had planned it well, but remember, Folks, I was a 

veteran of these debacles by this time of my career. One night, in San Antonio, we had a P.T.A. function, with 

all the San Antonio Districts represented. 1600 people and an for each of the ten districts’ Person-of-the-Year, 

with an acceptance -- a few remarks. I got on at 11:30 p.m., stood up and said, “It’s never so bleak that it 

couldn’t be bleaker. After all, there could be another speaker, but Folks, there ain’t!” That elicited applause. 

Needless to say, I cut my remarks short, but the audience remaining at that late hour -- approximately 400 -- was 

very receptive. It was wondrous to me, very much appreciated. 

This time, in Montana, I was introduced at 10:30 p.m. Everything went too long. The 

 only one who kept to his time was the out-going president. The ensemble went 15 minutes, the choir took 
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twenty, at least. The most offensive, however, was the incoming president. This man evidently had never used a 

microphone nor had he spoken in public. He first asked for a glass of water, which was a bad omen and sent 

chills through me. You cannot possibly realize what all this does to a speaker who must have the audience “in 

fun,” and I could literally feel this attitude rapidly deteriorating.  

The man went on and on, for thirty-seven minutes. He was completely oblivious of the time. He was lost 

in his own voice. He also had the pitiful habit of saying, “Now, this next program is...” and would emit a loud 

“Ha-rumph,” clear his throat and take a sip of water. This went on and on. The audience’s reaction to each of his 

“Ha-rumph”’s was a low murmur, an occasional “Oh, my!” but he never heard them. This reaction became 

audible, but still he did not hear them objecting. I thought, “Is this man deaf?!”  

I was on the right side of the lectern. The emcee was on the left. A message was passed to me from the 

end of the head table, for me to pass to the emcee. I read it. It was printed in large letters, “GET HIM DOWN!” 

I passed it around the speaker’s body to the emcee, but tried to whisper or mouth the words, pointing to my 

chest signifying, “I did not write this.” 

Nothing happened. On and on he droned. Another note came my way, this time with larger letters, three 

exclamation points drawn on the note and with an expletive I won’t spell out, but will show: “GET THE 

S.O.B. DOWN!!!  NOW!!!” 

The emcee did nothing that I observed, but finally the man sat down, believe me, not to thundering 

applause. I thought I heard a “Thank God!” I guess he got water-logged or something. 

I was introduced and immediately gave them the verse that I quoted earlier. “...could be another speaker, 

but there ain’t.” A man in the back of the room stood up and hollered, “HALLELUJAH!” Then, I advised them 

that they were fortunate indeed to have a person as speaker who had studied human anatomy and knew the 

limitations of the body cavities and it would not bother me at all if at any time during my remarks they left to 

take care of whatever they had to do. The audience applauded and some of them took advantage of the 

invitation. However, I noticed that they did come back.  This may seem harsh to you readers, but something had 
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to be done to reestablish an “in fun” attitude and get them in a receptive mood. I could not simply refuse to talk; 

that would be rude, impolite and besides all that, I wouldn’t get paid. I had to save the evening.  

A couple of follow-up remarks. The incoming president, when criticized by his friends after the meeting, 

still could not realize that he had talked thirty-seven minutes, not the six he was allowed.  

The Executive Vice-President, sick at heart over the outcome of all his effort, said to me, “Dr. Jarvis, 

you must think I am one of the world’s biggest blow-hards. Honest to goodness, I wanted this night to be such a 

success. I am humiliated. But there is no way I could have gotten Mr. ______ down except to shoot him down. I 

thought of that, but did not have a gun handy.” 

I told him it did not bother me at all, that I had seen it happen before and besides, I would benefit by 

talking and writing about it later.  And now I have. 
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“One and One-half Dentists” 

 

Referring back to where I left you last week, I went to the University of Texas Dental School to be 

Director of the Clinic in 1970, eventually to be Associate Dean of Students, to help the students, and 

having been a practicing dentist for about 12 years prior to going full-time as a speaker, I felt I could do 

this job and also teach a few classes where the students might learn  about working on people and not just 

teeth -- and working with people who are going to pay for this work 

and from whom, as a business person, the dentist has to collect a fair wage for his or her service. 

 In my talk, This Won’t Hurt -- Much! I talk about getting along with people. It is based upon all 

the senses you must use and have if you are to get along well with the folks in your city or town. That’s 

why I was so intested in that fellow in Seymour, Texas, the service station attendant who was in a wicker 

chair, out there in front, the chair leaning against the station front wall. It might be a repeat, but it will help 

stir your memory -- mine, too.  

Maxine and I drove into Seymour, went to this service station for we were attracted to it as a 

character station. I can just feel these things. The man slowly got up from the chair and sauntered out to 

our car, took his time. At my mother’s service station in Brady, when I was working out front, in 1933, we 

beat the cars to the pump. Not like that old fellow who, like this one, was sitting there when the 

Hollywood director drove into his station, hurriedly rush out, said in a frenzy, “Old Timer, fill ‘er up, 

clean the windows, check the oil and water,  sweep out the floorboards, and I’ll hit the restroom.” The 

“attendant” was still leaning in his chair. As the man whizzed past him on the way to the restroom, this 

old-timer said, weakly, “Can I hep ye?” 

This Seymour man: I asked him, “What kind of town you got here?” I’ll never forget his reply: 

“Only grave yard you’ve ever seen with the lights on.” Naturally, I laughed at that. Don’t you know the 

Chamber of Commerce executive would be proud to know that he is out there representing the community 

in that manner? I then asked, “How many dentists you got here in Seymour?” He shattered me again, “One  

and a half.” That is a very different answer from what I expected. Surprise is one of the basic ingredients 

of what’ll make a person laugh. Well, I did laugh. “One and a half?” “Yep, we got one average one and 
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one jackleg.”  

I had never heard that word, but knew someway that this particular dentist was not held in high 

esteem in this man’s mind. When I got home to Houston, I looked it up. I didn’t have one handy in the car 

and this was not the time for research anyway. What I had here was a full-fledged character and I love 

characters. They make life so interesting. 

In our conversation, he explained to me why he thought of this dentist as a “jackleg,” and it fits the 

definition of the modern dictionary. Jackleg 1  a: lacking skill or training: AMATEUR  b: characterized 

by unscrupulousness, dishonesty, or lack of professional standards.   

Naturally, I asked him why he called this dentist a jackleg and he explained, but not in dictionary 

terms. He said, “He jes ain’t no good.” I quickly discerned that there was no need for any more time spent 

here. This man repeated what I had found out with my survey since leaving dental school: People do not 

judge a dentist by the standards that dentists judge dentists. They quit physicians and dentists for many 

reasons, none of which refer to the attributes that we dentists and physicians refer to when we judge our 

fellow professionals. This man was rough, heavy-handed, treated people like numbers, treated them as 

things, not people. He had none of the social graces. People have told me they quit a dentist “‘cause his 

hands smelled bad. Made you wonder where he’d been.” And “His breath was so bad.” I had heard all of 

this before. When he got through talking about this dentist, he had convinced me that indeed, this was the 

epitome of a jackleg. 

If one is to be successful in any chosen vocation, it behooves him or her to know a great deal 

about people...and dental schools and medical schools do not teach this. They teach their students about 

people as things: hearts, livers, kidneys, spleens -- molars, incisors, inlays, crowns, jackets, etc. I was 

interested in teaching or trying to teach them that “You must love people and use things. If you get that 

reversed, you are in big trouble.” 

In my last week’s column, I wrote about L.D. Pankey, at the Hinman Clinic in Atlanta and the 

Distinguished Dentist Award L.D. accepted that night.  When I told him about my goals, my desires in 

teaching, he and Betty, his wife, laughed. Then, he said, “Charlie, that is a very laudable goal, but you are 
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going to waste your time talking to people who are so immature that they will not learn, who after five 

years of practice, dealing with the public, making mistakes, will drive hundreds of miles and pay you big 

fees to teach them what you were willing to give them free.” 

Many times during the few years I was at the UTDSSA -- University of Texas Dental School at 

San Antonio, that statement of his came ringing back to me. L.D. was so right. He’s gone now, but he did 

the profession a great service in emphasizing the philosophy, the public relations aspects of dentistry and 

insisting on excellence and artistry in the profession. A great man, a good example for us all. What’s the 

old saying, “The best contribution one human being can make for another is to furnish a good example.” 

That is primarily what L.D. Pankey taught his students -- his advanced students of a wonderful profession 

who, having attended his school, went back to their home towns and brought credit to Pankey and his 

institution of advanced learning in dentistry, human and public relations.. 

Hans Selye was the father of the stress movement. He spoke and wrote of stress -- distress and 

eustress. Distress, he said, is bad for you. Eustress is good for you. There must be stress in your life. One 

definition of success is how you handle the everyday stress in life. He got my attention with “Altruistic 

Egotism,” -- the idea that you will have very high standards and pride in your work so that your patients 

(clients, customers) will love you for the way you treat them and the excellent work you do, that they will 

want you to live a long, long time so you can continue to serve them”.  
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