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THE AUSTRALIAN APPROACH
A young Aussie lad moved to London and went to Harrods looking for a job.
The manager asked ‘Do you have any sales experience?’
The young man answered ‘Yeah, I was a salesman back home in Dubbo.’ The manager liked
the Aussie so he gave him the job.
His first day was challenging and busy, but he got through it. After the store was locked up,
the manager came down and asked, ‘OK, so how many sales did you make today?’
The Aussie said ‘One!’ The manager groaned and continued, ‘Just one? Our sales people
average 20 or 30 sales a day. How much was the sale for?’
‘£124,237.64’ - the manager choked and exclaimed - £124,237.64?
What the hell did you sell him?’
‘Well, first I sold him a small fish hook, then a medium fish hook and then I sold him a new
fishing rod.’ ‘Then I asked him where he was going fishing and he said down at the coast, so
I told him he would need a boat, so we went down to the boat department and I sold him that
twin-engine Power Cat.’ ‘Then he said he didn’t think his Honda Civic would pull it, so I
took him down to car sales and I sold him the 4x4.
The manager, incredulous, said, ‘You mean to tell me...a guy came in here to buy a fish hook
and you sold him a boat and a 4x4?’
‘No, no, no he came in here to buy a box of tampons for his lady friend and I said... ‘Well,
since your weekend’s buggered, you might as well go fishing.’

A FISH STORY
After 35 years of marriage, a husband and wife came for counselling. When asked what the
problem was, the wife went into a tirade listing every problem they had ever had in the years
they had been married. On and on and on: neglect, lack of intimacy, emptiness, loneliness,
feeling unloved and unlovable, an entire laundry list of unmet needs she had endured.
Finally, after allowing this for a sufficient length of time, the therapist got up and walked
around the desk. After asking the wife to stand, he embraced her and kissed her long and
passionately as her husband watched with a raised eyebrow. The woman sat down quietly as
though in a daze.
The therapist turned to the husband and said, ‘This is what your wife needs at least three
times a week. Can you do this?’
‘Well, I can drop her off here on Mondays and Wednesdays, but on Fridays, I fish.’

OLDER LADIES
Sitting on the side of the highway waiting to catch speeding drivers, a policeman sees a car
puttering along at 22 kph. He says to himself ‘This driver is just as dangerous as a speeder!’
So he turns on his lights and pulls the driver over.
Approaching the car, he notices that there are five old ladies, two in the front seat and three in
the back...wide eyed and white as ghosts. The driver, obviously confused says to him ‘Officer
I don’t understand, I was doing exactly the speed limit! What seems to be the problem?’
‘Ma’am’ the officer replies, ‘you weren’t speeding but you should know that driving slower
than the speed limit can also be a danger to other drivers.’ ‘Slower than the speed limit?
‘No Sir I was doing the speed limit exactly...Twenty two kilometres an hour!’ the old woman
says a bit proudly.
The police officer, trying to contain a chuckle explains to her that 22 is the highway number,
not the speed limit. A bit embarrassed, the woman grins and thanks the officer for pointing
out her error.
‘But before I let you go, Ma’am I have to ask... Is everyone in this car OK? These women
seem awfully shaken, and they haven’t made a peep this whole time’ the officer asks.
‘Oh they’ll be all right in a minute officer. We just got off Highway 189.’
THE OLD FARMER
A farmer stopped by the local mechanics shop to have his truck fixed. They couldn't do it
while he waited, so he said he didn't live far and would just walk home.
On the way home he stopped at the hardware store and bought a bucket and a gallon of
paint. He then stopped by the feed store and picked up a couple of chickens and a goose.
However, struggling outside the store he now had a problem - how to carry his entire
purchases home.
While he was scratching his head he was approached by a little old lady who told him she
was lost. She asked, 'Can you tell me how to get to 1603 Mockingbird Lane?'. The farmer
said, 'Well, as a matter of fact, my farm is very close to that house I would walk you there
but I can't carry this lot.' The old lady suggested, 'Why don't you put the can of paint in
the bucket. Carry the bucket in one hand, put a chicken under each arm and carry the
goose in your other hand?' 'Why thank you very much,' he said and proceeded to walk the
old girl home.
On the way he says 'Let's take my short cut and go down this alley. We'll be there in no
time.'
The little old lady looked him over cautiously then said, `I am a lonely widow without a
husband to defend me. How do I know that when we get in the alley you won't hold me
up against the wall, pull up my skirt, and have your way with me?'
The farmer said, 'Holy smokes lady! I'm carrying a bucket, a gallon of paint, two
chickens, and a goose. How in the world could I possibly hold you up against the wall
and do that?'
The old lady replied, `Set the goose down, cover him with the bucket, put the paint on top
of the bucket, and I'll hold the chickens'.

