


HIGH HOLIDAY HUMOR
Updated as of July 5, 2007 for RH/YK 5768.  

Thank you to the many contributors to the USCJ President’s listserv.
Jersey Boys for Rosh Hashanah:

Frankie Vallie wrote a song with words like this   (sung to the tune of
Oh What a Night)

Oh Adoni, Late September back in 63
Rosh Hashanah, special time for me
I remember Adoni.

So he's not Jewish, and its 5768 but those were the words I heard.
There is a story about a newly installed temple president - she was asked
how she was sleeping, with all the pressures and obligations.  She
responded, "ever since I have become president, I am sleeping like a baby. I
wake up every two hours and cry."

One Rosh Hashanah morning, the Rabbi noticed little Mollie was staring up at
the large plaque that hung in the foyer of the synagogue. It was covered with
names, and small American flags were mounted on either side of it. The
seven-year old had been staring at the plaque for some time, so the Rabbi
walked up, stood beside the girl, and said quietly, "Good morning, Mollie." "Good
morning, Rabbi," replied the young girl, still focused on the plaque.
"Rabbi Bernstein, what is this?"  Mollie asked.
"Well, it's a memorial to all the young men and women who died in the
service."
Soberly, they stood together, staring at the large plaque. Little Mollie's
voice was barely audible when she asked: "Rosh Hashanah or Yom Kippur?"

A congregant approaches the rabbi with a grave dilemma, " Rabbi, you know how big a Yankee fan I am, what should I do on Wed., come to services or watch the playoff game?"  The Rabbi replies, " David, that is exactly the reason for the invention of VCRs".  To which David replies, "thanks Rabbi, I didn't realize you could tape Kol Nidre services!"
Hoping to get more volunteers for the shul the rabbi urges everyone to join the "Army of G-d".  At the end of services the rabbi is surprised that Joel, who rarely provides the shul either personal service or financial support, tells the rabbi what a great sermon he/she has delivered.  "Thank-you Joel," replies the rabbi, "but just out of curiosity, what part of the Army of G-d would you like to join?"  "Rabbi, I am already a member, I'm part of the secret service!"

After having dug to a depth of 1,000 meters last year, French scientists
found traces of copper wire dating back 1,000 years and came to the
conclusion that their ancestors had a telephone network all those
centuries ago.
Not to be outdone, English scientists dug to a depth of 2,000 meters and
headlines in the U. K. newspapers read:" English archaeologists found
traces of 2,000-year-old fiber-optic cable and concluded their ancestors
had an advanced high-Tech digital communications network a thousand
years before the French Tele."
One week later, Israeli Newspapers reported the following: " After
digging 5,000 meters in a Jerusalem marketplace, scientists found
absolutely nothing. They, therefore concluded that 5,000 years ago Jews
were using wireless technology.

This may help you, it's sort of about volunteerism, the message is more that we need every single individual to pitch in. One of our past presidents told this one about 7 years ago for her appeal speech.
I won't retell the entire embellished story, just give the outline, you should fill in the colorful details:
A village in Europe, where the town is very proud of its vineyards and the wine it makes.
A certain dignitary who has heard of the reputation of the town's wine is going to come to visit to sample the vintage for himself.
The town council agrees that rather than have one individual submit his wine for tasting, to the exclusion of everyone else, to make it more of a communal offering, they will have each family bring a bottle of their own finest juice to add to the barrel, which will thus be a perfect blend, and after the fermentation they will open the barrel for the visitor.
One villager thinks, Why should I give them my best wine? I'm not going to get any special recognition? So when the time comes for him to add his contribution to the barrel, instead of fine grape juice he pours in plain water. After all, he thinks, one bottle of water among the mix isn't really going to affect anything adversely.
When the visitor comes, amid all the fanfare, they uncork the barrel, and out flows...water!

The shul President is addressing the congregation at Kol Nidre and proudly announces "I have good news and bad news...The GOOD news is that we have more than enough money to make the urgent repairs needed to the shul's roof and building systems...The BAD news...is that its all in your pockets right now."  
When I told this joke during my Kol Nidre Appeal last year, someone from the back of the room piped up: "...that's not funny...."  and everyone laughed - just made the point more poignant.

We rarely openly talk about money, our attitudes about money, our
spending habits,
but even if we don't talk about it we still think about it and worry
about it.  Judaism has a well developed ethos about money.
When used for education, for our children, for the betterment of our
community money becomes a tool.  We have to elevate our notions of what
money can be and look at the potential of our dollars - we must define
who we are and what we have to offer.
I'd like to close by telling you about a story that I recently came
across on the Associated Press website.  It's a story about how at this
time of year, the Jerusalem post office is flooded with letters to "G-d"
with an address of "Jerusalem, Israel."  It's kind of like the
equivalent of the "Dear Santa" letters that flood the post offices here
in the United States in late December.
Anyway, this article included several anecdotes about some of the more
interesting letters.  I found one anecdote to be particularly
compelling.  An old man from a village somewhere in Israel wrote to
"G-d" in Jerusalem, telling G-d how poor he was, and begged G-d for
5,000 shekels so that he could make ends meet.  The letter must have
been particularly well written, because the postal workers themselves
got together and raised 4,300 shekels, which they sent to the old man.
Sure enough, the old man wrote back to G-d several weeks later, thanking
G-d for answering his prayers.  This second letter included an
interesting post-script.  The old man advised G-d that the next time G-d
was going to send him money, he shouldn't use the post office, because
he only received 4,300 shekels, and the dishonest postal workers stole
the other 700 shekels.
While it's the end of the story that makes us chuckle, the meaningful
part of this story for me is the fact that these postal workers raised a
significant sum for a man that they didn't even know.  If they could
raise that kind of money for a complete stranger, I'd like to think that
tonight we will be able to do even better for the shul that we know so
well.

Two Jews, Alan and Joe, are friends.  Alan is observant.  Joe is not.  Alan buys a HH ticket and attends Yom Kippur services.  Joe does not.  Joe has something urgent to tell Alan so he comes to the synagogue.  The usher says you need to ticket to enter.  Joe explains he only needs to enter for a minute to tell Alan something and he'll leave.  The usher says, "Okay, but don't let me catch you praying."

One evening the rabbi was sitting in the sanctuary alone. He looks to the
ark and says
"G-d, if you are listening please let me know"
G-d replies" I hear you rabbi"
The rabbi asks, " G-d, What's a million years like to you?"
G-d replies, "Rabbi, a million years is like a second to me"
The Rabbi asks, " G-d, What's a million dollars like to you?"
G-d replies, "Rabbi, a million dollars is like a penny to me."
Then the rabbi asks," G-d, can I have a penny?"
G-d replies, "Certainly Rabbi, just give me a second"

As president, I get to meet with presidents of other Shuls.  A few weeks ago, two other temple presidents and I were sitting together and comparing our synagogue's respective attributes.
     The first president said, "We have the best rabbi.  Once, I was walking home from Shul with him after Shabbat services and it was so hot.  I said, 'Rabbi, it's so hot.  I don't think I can make it home.'  The Rabbi closed his eyes, raised his hands toward the heavens, and, all of a sudden, in front of us, it was hot.  Behind us, it was hot.  To the left and right of us, it was hot.  But where we were standing, it was nice and cool."
     The second president then said, "That's nothing.  Our Rabbi is even better.  I was walking home with our Rabbi a few Shabbats ago and it started to rain.  I said, 'Rabbi, we're going to get soaked.'  The Rabbi closed his eyes, raised his hands toward the heavens, and, all of a sudden, in front of us, it was raining.  Behind us, it was raining.  To the left and right of us, it was raining.  But where we were it was nice and dry.
     "That's nothing," I said to them, "we have Rabbi ____________.  I was walking home with Rabbi _____________ a few Shabbats ago and, all of the sudden, there in front of us was a pile of money in the middle of the street.  I said to the Rabbi, 'Rabbi, that money could do us a lot of good at _____________ but it's Shabbas and we're prohibited from carrying money on Shabbas.'  Rabbi closed his eyes, raised his hands toward the heavens, and, all of a sudden, in front of us, it was Shabbas.  Behind us . . ."
Years ago, a jew was traveling across the pacific ocean, when a
storm appeared out of nowhere. he was thrown overboard, but managed to swim
to a nearby island. although deserted, it provided sufficient food and
shelter to keep him alive.
        and there he lived for 5, 10, 15 years, always hoping to be recued.
finally, after 20 years, he saw a ship on the horizon. So, he lit a signal
fire and, fortunately, the captain of the ship saw the fire, redirected the
ship, and rescued the the poor jew.
        Although anxious to go, the jew said to the captain, "Before we
leave, I'd like to show you around the island, and take one last look for
myself. The captain readily agreed. Together, they traversed the island, the
old man pointing out to the captain, here's the fruit trees that sustained,
here's the spring that provided water for me, here are the birds which were
my only friends, and so on. finally, they reached the center of the
island, where there was a clearing and 3 small huts.
        "What are those buildings?" inquired the captain.
        "I built each of those with my own hands." was the reply. "See the
one in the middle? That's my house. Even if you're all alone on a deserted
island, everyone needs a home. And see the one on the left? that's my schul.
Even if you're all alone deserted on an island, everyone needs a place to
pray.
        "and the one one the right?" asked the captain.
        "oh, that," said the Jew. "That's the schul I used to belong to!"
Of course there's always the classic about the rabbi cantor and syn.
president who are captured by cannibals. The tribal chieftan tells them he
will grant them each one last wish before they are shot.
"Please,I want to sing a beautiful aria, one last time." says the cantor.
"It will be 45 minutes and no one will cough or leave or interrupt me."
"Please,I want to give one last sermon," says the rabbi. It will be one hour
and no one will leave or fall asleep"
"Please," says the synagogue president, "shoot me first.”
> HUMOROUS FACTS FROM THE BIBLE
>
>  Q.  What kind of man was Boaz before he married?
>  A.  Ruthless.
>
>  Q.  What do they call pastors in Germany?
>  A.  German Shepherds.
>
>  Q.  Who was the greatest financier in the Bible?
>  A Noah.  He was floating his stock while everyone else was in
> liquidation.
>
>  Q.  Who was the greatest female financier in the Bible?
>  A.  Pharaoh's daughter. She went to the bank of the Nile and drew out
> a little prophet.
>
>  Q.  What kind of motor vehicles are in the Bible?
>  A.  Jehovah drove Adam and Eve out of the Garden in a Fury.  David's
> Triumph was  heard throughout Judea.  Also, a Honda, because the
> apostles were all in one Accord.
>
>  Q.  Who was the greatest comedian in the Bible?
>  A.   Samson.  He brought the house down.
>
>  Q.  What excuse did Adam give to his children as to why he no longer
> lived in Eden? A.  Your mother ate us out of house and home.
>
>  Q.  Which servant of God was the most flagrant lawbreaker in the
> Bible? A.  Moses.  He broke all 10 commandments at once.
>
>  Q.  Which area of Palestine was especially wealthy?
>  A.  The area around Jordan.  The banks were always overflowing.
>
>  Q.  Who is the greatest baby sitter mentioned in the Bible?
>  A.  David.  He rocked Goliath to a very deep sleep.
>
>  Q.  Which Bible character had no parents?
>  A.  Joshua, son of Nun.
>
>  Q.  Why didn't they play cards on the Ark?

>  A.   Because Noah was standing on the deck. 

Goldstein brags that his dog Herschel is so talented, he can do anything he is
commanded to do. The challenge is taken up by Sugarman who finds a stick,
throws it a distance and commands, "Herschel, Fetch!" Herschel looks up and
begins to talk. "All day long people tell me what to do. Roll over! Jump! Play
dead!. Sit! Heel! Shake hands! And do I get any appreciation?" Goldstein
interrupts the dog. "Herschel, all he asked you to do was fetch a stick." To
which the dog responds, "Fetch?! Ohhhhhh! I thought you said 'Kvetch'."

The Chief Executive of Empire Kosher Chicken was visiting with the rabbi of a
well-known congregation in New York City.  After talking for almost an hour,
the CEO finally brought up the subject he came to ask the rabbi about.
"Rabbi," he said, "I'm willing to give your synagogue $5 million.  But before I do,
I must also request that the traditional blessing made over wine on the
Sabbath be changed to a blessing over chicken."

The rabbi was taken aback by this request.  He told the CEO, "For thousands
of years, we have been making the blessing over wine and now in one short
moment, you want me to go against this age-old tradition? I don't think I can do
this."

The CEO was undaunted.  "Rabbi," he said, "you drive a hard bargain. All
right, I will give you $10 million, but not a penny more."  The rabbi looked at
the CEO and, after several thoughtful moments, replied, "I will have to get back
to you on that."

The CEO left, and the rabbi promptly called a special meeting of the temple's
board of trustees.  Dispensing with the D'Var Torah and the usual business,
the rabbi stood up to speak.  He began, "I have some good news and I have some
bad news."

The trustees knew something big was up.  They'd never heard the rabbi address
the board this way before.  The rabbi continued. "We have just come into $10
million!"  The board gasped at the figure. The excitement was growing.  The
rabbi continued.  "That's the good news. The bad news is - we just lost the
Manischewitz account!"

***********************************************

It was several months before Fannie Rosenbloom's 80th birthday, and few
people had lived a more pious life.  She regularly attended services and performed
any mitzvah she could get her hands on.  She never had asked G-d for anything.
 However, Fannie had become weary of struggling to find the money to support
both her tzedakah causes and her grocery bills.  So she decided for the first
time in her life to ask for something for herself.  Fannie began praying each
Shabbat that G-d allow her to win the state lottery.  Months went by without
her prayers being fulfilled, but she waited patiently.  As the High Holidays
approached it became difficult for her to contain her disappointment.  Finally,
on Kol Nidre, when the ark was opened, she slowly climbed the steps of the
b'imah for her honor, with the help of the Rabbi and the President.  The whole
community knew her and her plight and waited quietly and watched intently.
Fannie cried out, "G-d in Heaven.  I have been a righteous woman my whole life.
Every extra penny went to the pushkah every day.  I love all your creations as
much as you do."  Now beginning to weep, she implored, "After 80 years I ask
for something for myself.  A little thing from the maker of the universe.  Make
me a lottery winner."  The room was deathly silent, as if they expected that
Fannie's piety warranted some reply.  Before the Rabbi could say a word, the
entire Sanctuary shook and was filled with a presence that was indescribable.
A voice, obviously that of the Almighty, came from everywhere at once, and
said in an exasperated manner, "Fannie, help me out a little here.  Buy a ticket!"
A fleeing al Qaeda guerilla, desperate for water, was plodding through the
desert when he saw something far off in the distance. Hoping to find water,
he walked toward the object, only to find a little old Jewish man at a small
stand selling neckties.
The Arab asked, "Do you have water?"
The Jewish man replied, "I have no water. Would you like to buy a tie? They
are only $5."
The Arab shouted, "Idiot Jew! Israel should not exist! I do not need an
overpriced tie. I need water! I should kill you, but I must find water first."
"OK," said the old Jew, "it does not matter that you do not want to buy a
tie and that you hate me. I will show you that I am bigger than that. If
you continue over that hill to the east for about two miles, you will find a
lovely restaurant. It has all the water you need. Shalom."
Muttering, the Arab staggered away over the hill.
Several hours later he staggered back, near collapse. "Your brother won't
let me in without a tie."

If all of the above is not enough, take a look at “The Jewish Jokes of awordinyoureye.com”, http://www.awordinyoureye.com:80/ , updated as recently as July 4, 2007.  While copyrighted, the information may be freely copied for private use.
