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A GRAND IRISHMAN

An Irishman enters a doctor's office.

IRISHMAN: You've got to help me, Doc. It's my ear. There's somethin' in there.

DOCTOR (looking in the man's ear): Let's have a look. Why, my goodness, it's true. You've got money lodged up in there.

The doctor pulls out a $100 bill.

DOCTOR: Wow! And there's still more!

He pulls out more bills--with a great deal of effort.

DOCTOR: Well, that seems to be it.

IRISHMAN: How much was there, all told?

DOCTOR: One thousand, nine hundred, and ninety dollars.

IRISHMAN: Ah, yes, that'd be right. I knew I wasn't feeling two grand.
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AGGIE CONVENTION

A host and speaker at a convention on one side of the stage and several "Aggies" on the other side, preferably sitting.

HOST: Welcome to the annual convention of Texas Aggies. Our first speaker will try to prove that Aggies are NOT dumb.

All the Aggies clap and cheer.

SPEAKER: Thank you. To prove my point, may I have a volunteer?

The speaker chooses one of the Aggies.

SPEAKER: I shall now ask you a question. How much is 101 plus 20?

AGGIE: 120?

SPEAKER: No, that's not right. (All the Aggies boo and yell "Give him another chance!") Okay, how much is 10 plus 13?

AGGIE: Uh, 16?

SPEAKER (shaking his head): No, no! (All the Aggies yell "Give him another chance!") Okay, this is your last try. How much is 2 plus 2?

AGGIE (thinking for a moment): 4?

AGGIE CROWD: Give him another chance! 
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AGGIE HUNTERS

Two Aggie hunters are dragging a deer (boy with fake antlers) by its "feet" back to their truck. They are having trouble since the antlers keep sticking in the dirt. Another hunter stops them.

HUNTER: I guess you two boys are from A&M.

AGGIE #1: Yes, sir, how did you know?

HUNTER: Well, never mind that. I don't want to tell you what to do, but it's easier if you drag the deer in the other direction so the antlers don't dig into the ground.

AGGIE #2: Gosh, thanks, mister. You sure are smart.

Hunter leaves, and the two Aggies start to go the other way with the deer, dragging it by the "arms."

AGGIE #1: Man, this is much better.

AGGIE #2: Yeah, it sure is. But we keep getting farther and farther away from the truck.
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Bad Rash

A Man waits on a park bench to meet his girlfriend for lunch when Lunchers start arriving and start crowding him off the park bench.

Man:  I'm waiting for my girlfriend.  I hope she comes soon.

Luncher 1 sits on bench and rudely hip-checks him to scoot him over. Opens lunchbag and begins eating.   

Luncher 2 sits on end and they move over, further pushing guy. Begins eating his luch  

Luncher 3 comes, and does same thing, really hamming up the actions.

Luncher 4 comes, pushing very forcibly till Man is almost falling off.  

Really annoyed, Man starts to scratch himself a little, then a little more then all over till finally he’s scratching himself lick crazy.  Lunchers look at the Man as he scratches all over, then looking at each other, start scratching themselves as they begin to get a worried look.  Finally, they decide to get up and leave – scratching themselves as they walk away.

Man:  (Sitting on bench again) Works every time!
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Battlefield Shrubbery

Cast:  General, Sergeant, Captain, Sergeant, Private
Setting:  During the war from the battle planning center.

General, wanting to know what the enemy was up to and their position, decide to send out  some reconnaissance.

General:  (To Sergeant)  Send out a Scout to see what General the enemy’s troops are up to!

Sergeant:  (To Private)  Find out what General The enemy’s troops are up to!

(Private goes off, then a moment later comes limping back, injured, just barely clinging on to his life.)

Sergeant:  (To Private)  What's wrong?  Did you find anything about the enemy’s troops?

Private:  (In raspy, dying voice)  Bacon Tree!  (And he dies.)

Sergeant:  Inexperienced fool!  (To Sergeant)  Find out what General the enemy’s troops are up to!

(Captain goes off, then a moment later comes limping back, injured, just barely clinging on to his life.)

Sergeant:  (To Sergeant)  What's wrong?  What's The enemy’s position?

Sergeant:  (In raspy, dying voice)  Bacon Tree!  (And he dies.)

Sergeant:  He obviously wasn't inconspicuous enough!  (To Captain)  Find out what General the enemy’s troops are up to!

(Sergeant goes off, then a moment later comes limping back, injured, just barely clinging on to his life.)

Sergeant:  (To Captain)  What's wrong?  What's the enemy doing?

Captain:  (In raspy, dying voice)  Bacon Tree!  (And he dies.)

Sergeant:  What's wrong with you people?  I guess I'll have to find out what General the enemy’s troops are up to myself!

(Sergeant goes off, then a moment later comes limping back, injured, just barely clinging on to his life.)

General:  (To Sergeant)  What's wrong?  What is the enemy up to?

Sergeant:  (In raspy, dying voice)  Bacon Tree!  (And he dies.)

General:  What's this Bacon tree?  I guess I'll have to find out what General The enemy’s troops are up to myself!

(General goes off, then a moment later comes limping back, injured, just barely clinging on to his life.)

General:  (In a raspy, dying voice)  Those fools!  That was no Bacon Tree!  That  was a Hambush!  (And he dies.)
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Be Prepared

Scout 1 enters, stands to attention, salutes and says, 

Scout 1:  Be Prepared!

Scout 2 does same thing, standing next to Scout 1

Scout 3.  Be prepared!

Again with Scout 3

Scout 3:  Be prepared

Someone at the back of the crowd sounds a loud warning signal horn, which of course startles everybody.

Scouts: (together) WE WARNED YOU TO BE PREPARED.
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Bee Sting

Scout 1:  (holding hand, writhing in pain) Ouch, ouch, OOOOOUCH!

Scout 2:   What's the matter with you?

Scout 1:   A bee just stung me!

Scout 3:   Try putting some cream on it then.

Scout 1:   Are you crazy?  That bee has got to be a mile away by now!
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Bell Ringer
Props:  Coat with football or wadded clothing under it for the Hunchback, hat or nightstick for Policeman.

Announcer:  The Hunchback of Notre Dame has decided to retire, and has place an ad in the Paris Times for someone to come and learn how to ring the bells.

Effects:  (Knock, knock, knock)

Hunchback:  (Gravely voice) Oh, somebody must be here about my job.  I'll go down and see.  (Goes 'round and 'round the campfire, as if going down the bell tower, bent over due to hunch.)

Effects:  (Knock, knock, knock)

Hunchback:  (Angrily) I'm coming, I'm coming.  There's a lot of stairs here.  (Arrives at and opens the door.)

Hunchback:  Yeah !  What do you want ?

Applicant:  I'm here about the bell ringer's job.

Hunchback:  All right !  Come on up and I'll see if you can do the job.  (Begins to go up (the other way around) followed by the applicant.)

Applicant:  Boy, the ceiling is not very high here, is it ?

Hunchback:  Listen, you go up and down these stairs 24 times a day for 45 years and you just learn to stay bent over.  Hey, did you close that door, didn't you ?

Applicant:  I don't know.  I don't remember.

Hunchback:  Well, we gotta go down and keep it locked, can't run up the church's fuel bill.  (Both turn around and go back.)

Hunchback:  That's the first thing you gotta learn.  Keep the door closed.  Up and down these stairs, that's the hard part.  (Arriving at door) O.K., so now you're here, close the door.

Applicant:  (Closes door) How are the benefits in this job ?

Hunchback:  (Both going back up) Well, it has it's ups and downs.  The Church board will buy you ear plugs every six months and a new bottle of bell polish once a year (Finally arriving at the bell)  All right, now you stand over there, and I'll show you how it's done.  First you grab the bell here and push it out very hard (steps back and follows path of bell out and back) then the bell comes back on it's own.  That's all there is to it.  Do you think you can do that ?

Applicant:  Sure ! (does the action with the bell, but does not step back, is hit by bell and falls back, to the ground)

Hunchback:  Oh my gosh !  He's fallen 15 stories to the sidewalk.  I'd better get down there.  (Goes 'round and 'round until he reaches the ground)

(Crowd enters mumbling, stops astonished at body)

Policeman:  (Entering, calls to Hunchback) Hey you!  Do you know this guy? (Rolls body over with foot)

Hunchback:  No, but his face sure rings a bell!
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Best in Show
The scene is an art show where judges are inspecting the work and several canvases are displayed.  Judges/art critics mill past the artists paintings making comments.  An artist listens intently.

Critic 1:  Nice technique, but I don’t get any feeling from it.

Critic 2:  Where’s the inspiration?  Doesn’t do anything for me.  

Critic 3:  Hey guys come look at this one!

Critic 1:  Very nice.  

Critic 2:  Excellent use of color and hue!

Critic 3:  Outstanding!  No question about it, this is a masterpiece!

Critic 1:  (Showing the painting to all) Ladies and Gentlemen, we have a winner!

Artist:  (gasps in shock and embarrassment) Oh, my goodness, that got in by mistake.  That's the canvas that I clean my brushes on.
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Best Soup Ever
Props:  a large pot, several spoons, and a floor mop.  A chef's hat would also be useful.

Announcer:  This scene takes place in the camp Dining Hall.

(Several boys are seated around a large pot, sampling the imaginary contents with the spoons.)

Scout 1:  Boy, this is sure good soup.

Scout 2:  Oh yeah, tastes so good.

Scout 3:  Better than Mom can make.

Scout 4:  Oh yeah – best soup ever.  I don’t think I’ve ever had such good soup

COOK:  Hey you guys !  Get out of my dish water !!!
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BRAGGING RIGHTS

A Texas rancher visits an Australian farmer, and they look at the farmer's land.

RANCHER: You've got a right nice spread here in Australia. Almost as good as the one I have in Texas.

FARMER: Is that right, mate?

RANCHER: Yup. We've got wheat fields twice as big back home.

They look a while longer, then the rancher points in the distance.

RANCHER: Look at your cattle. We have longhorns twice as big back home in Texas.

FARMER: Is that right, mate?

RANCHER: Yessiree!

A minute later, the rancher spots two kangaroos (Scouts jumping).

RANCHER: What are those two jumping varmints?

FARMER: Mate, don't you have grasshoppers in Texas?
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BOUDREAUX AND THE AGGIES

Boudreaux is sitting near three other guys.

BOUDREAUX: Hey, my name is Boudreaux. You guys want to hear a good Aggie joke?

One of the three gets up and stands over Boudreaux, flexing his muscles.

AGGIE #1: Let me tell you something, Boudreaux. I'm an oilfield roughneck, I weigh 270 pounds, and I don't like Aggie joke.

AGGIE #2 (stands up also): And I'm a pro football player, and I weigh 300 pounds, and I don't like Aggie jokes either.

AGGIE #3 (now standing up): And I'm a professional wrestler, and I weight 320 pounds, I always have a chip on my shoulder, and I like Aggie jokes even less than my two buddies do.

ALL THREE AGGIES: And we're all Aggies!

AGGIE #1: So, Boudreaux, you still want to tell us your Aggie joke?

BOUDREAUX: Well, I guess not! After all, I don't want to have to explain it three times!
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C.P.R.

Scout 1 enters, grabs chest and collapses of apparent heart attack when Scout 2 and Scout 3 enter.

Scout 2:  Heart attack!  We have to do CPR!

Scout 3:  You do chest compressions.  I’ll do the breathing. 

They do 3 sets of breathing/compressions.

Scout 2:  I’m getting tired.  What should we do?

Scout 3:  Switch!

Scout 2 and Scout 1 (the heart attack victim) switch places so Scout 2 lies down to become the heart attack victim.
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Can’t tell a Joke

Several Scouts are seated at a table beginning to eat dinner.  One scout is obviously new to the troop.

Scout 1:  Pass the rolls, please.

Scout 2:  Sure thing. (passes the rolls)

Scout 3:  Hey guys !  Thirty-four!

All Scouts laugh hysterically, except for New Scout who looks confused.

Scout 4:  How about this one – seventeen!

Once again All Scouts laugh, except for New Scout.

New Scout: (Leaning over to Scout 2, who is seated next to him) I don’t get it.  What’s so funny?

Scout 2:  Oh, I forgot you’re new to the troop. You see, the Scouts all know each other’s jokes so well they’ve just numbered them.  So to save the time and trouble of telling it.  When someone calls out a number we all remember that joke and have a good laugh.

New Scout:  How efficient!  Maybe I’ll try. (to everyone) Get a load of this, guys!  Twenty-six!

All Scouts are silent – nobody laughs.

New Scout: (to Scout 2) I don’t get it.  Why didn’t anybody laugh?

Scout 2:  (sympathetically) Don’t take it hard, kid.  It’s alright - some people just don’t know how to tell a joke
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Cracked Pot

(This is a Scoutmaster’s Minute)

Once - a long time ago, it was a young girl\'s responsibility to bring water from the well to the house each day.  She did so using a long pole with a clay pot on each side.  Now one of the pots was cracked.  Well, each morning, the girl would walk to the well, fill the pots, and return to the house.  But the cracked pot was ashamed of it\'s flaw and sad that it could only deliver a partial load to the house.  The pot felt it failed the beautiful girl and her family.  After many months, the cracked pot spoke to the girl, \'I am sorry that I have failed you over these months.  You should replace me with a complete pot that can deliver a full load of water.  I am only an imperfect pot and there are many far better than I.\'  The girl smiled and replied, \'No, look at those flowers on the side of the walkway.  They are only on the side which you are on.  You see, I saw your crack and realized it was an opportunity to water beautiful flowers each morning as we returned from the well.  Because of you, my family can enjoy beautiful flowers.\'  Remember the girl and the pot.  We all have cracks....but only we can decide if they are flaws or opportunities.
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Dead Body

Scout 1 walks on stage and discovers Scout 2 lying dead on the ground.  Checks his pulse and breathing to confirm.  Look of worry overcomes his face when he spots a phone and calls 911:

Scout 1:  (a few moments after dialing 911)  Hello, Police?  Yes.  I’ve just discovered a dead body over here…..Where? (looking around)  Uh, I’m at Montgomery and Westchester…….Spell it?  OK, I’ll try….M-O-T-G.  No wait, start over  M-O-T-N…(confused again)  Hold on a minute, I’ll drag him over to Elm and Vine!

Drags Scout 2 off stage…..
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Do Have the Time?

A Sleepy Scout is sitting on a park bench.  He has a newspaper and a large magic marker hidden in his pocket.  He yawns as he gets tired so he lays down on the bench to go sleep and puts a newspaper over his face to block the sun.  One by one, Scouts wake him up and ask for the time.

Scout 1:  (waking Sl)  Do you have the time?

Sleepy:  (looking at watch)  Uh,  it’s 7 o’clock.

(Lays back down).

Scout 2:  Mister, can you tell me what time it is?

Sleepy:  (annoyed)  Hmm….It’s 7:15

(Lays back down)

Scout 3:  Sir, what time is it?

Sleepy:  (irritated)  Huh….It’s 7:30!

Scout 4:  Sir, would you happen to have the time?

Sleepy: (perturbed)  Urgh…..It is 7:45!

(At this time, Sleepy takes out a marker and in very large letters writes, “I DO NOT HAVE THE TIME!” on it.  Showing it to the audience to read, before placing over his face as he lays back down.”

(Scout  5 enters, and notices Sleepy, reads the writing on the newspaper and begins to shake Sleepy to wake him up.

SCOUT 5:  Hey mister!  Hey Miser! Wake up!

Sleepy:  (frustrated) What!?

SCOUT 5:  Hey, mister.  (pointing to newspaper) It’s 8 o’clock.

Sleepy:  (angrily chasing Scout 5 out) Aarrrgh!
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Do You Hear What I Hear?

Person 1 has ear against a wall, listening.  Others come along and ask him what he is doing. 

Person 1:  What’s up?

Person 2: Shhhhh!

Person 1:  What are you doing?

Person 2:  Listen!

(1 puts ear to wall and listens.) 

Person 1:  I don’t hear anything.

Person 2:  LISTEN!

(Person 3 and Person 4 enter and become curious, so they listen too)

Person 3:  I don’t hear anything, do you ?

Person 2: (walking away with a faraway look on his face) No. And you know…….it’s been like that all day!
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Doggy Psychiatry

A patient comes to a Psychologist with concerns that he thinks he is a dog.

DOCTOR:  What seems to be the problem.

PATIENT:  (hand up begging, tongue out panting) I think I’m a dog!

DOCTOR:  How long has this been a problem?

PATIENT:  (scratching behind his ear) Ever since I was a puppy.

DOCTOR:  Why don’t you lie down on the couch and we’ll talk about it.

PATIENT:  Oh, no.  I can’t do that.  I’m not allowed on the furniture.   Can you cure me?  What should I do?

DOCTOR:  Here’s my advice.  Get all your shots, leave the cats and squirrels alone, and don’t chase any cars.
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ENDANGERED SPECIES

A hiker is lost in the woods. Come on stage, looking around.

HIKER: I think I'm lost in the woods. I wonder where I am. I sure am hungry.

He suddenly stops and points up.

HIKER: A bald eagle! I'll hit it with a rock and eat it!

He picks up a rock and throws it. Then he goes to recover it and pretends to eat it.

HIKER: Sure is good!

PARK RANGER (coming on stage): I'm a park ranger and saw you kill that bald eagle. It's an endangered species so I'll have to arrest you.

HIKER: But, Ranger, I had no choice. It was either do that or starve!

PARK RANGER: Well, I see your point. Since you had no choice, I'll let you go. 

HIKER: Thanks!

PARK RANGER: By the way, what did the bald eagle taste like?

HIKER: Well, it tasted like a cross between a whooping crane and a spotted owl.

He runs off with the Ranger chasing him.
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Engine Trouble
7-Scouts acts as the pilot, co-pilot and radioman on an airliner.  4 other scouts are on the wings as the “engines.”  One by one the engines sputter as the skit progresses.

Engine One sputters, dies.


Pilot to Copilot:  Engine One has failed. 

Copilot to Radioman:  Radioman, call the tower and inform them we’ll be 15 minutes late.

RADIOMAN:  Scouter Flight 124 to Tower – we will be 15 minutes late on arrival.

Engine Two dies

Pilot:  (Concerned) Engine Two has failed.

Copilot:  Radioman, call the Tower and tell them we’ll be 30 minutes late.

Radioman:  Scouter Flight 124 to Tower  - we will be 30 minutes late on arrival.

Engine Three dies.

Pilot:  (Very worried) Engine Three is out.

Copilot:  Radioman, call the Tower and tell them we will be one hour late.

Radioman:  Scouter 124 to Tower – we will be 1 hour late on arrival.

Engine Four quits.

Pilot: (Panicked) We’ve just lost our last engine.

Copilot:  Radioman…..!

Radioman:  Yeah, yeah, I know…”call the tower” – We could be up here ALL DAY!
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Eskimo Pie
Scene:  Group of Scouts sit around a table reading a recipe

Props:  Ping pong ball, sponge, white golf tees, one ice cube, and a large pot with ice cream sandwiches already inside.  

Scout 1:  Isn't it great our leader is letting us make a pie for our troop meeting treat? 

Scout 2:  Sure is.  I don't know what kind of pie it is, but here’s the recipe.  

Scout 3:  Let's see, first you put in two walrus eyes.  

Scout 4:  Walrus eyes? Are you sure? 

Scout 3:  Says so right here.  (Puts ping pong balls in pan.) 

Scout 5:  OK, next put in a pound of blubber.  

Scout 4:  A pound of blubber? Are you sure? 

Scout 5:  That's what it says in the recipe.  (Puts in white sponges.) 

Scout 6:  The next thing to add are two dozen polar bear teeth.  

Scout 4:  I don't believe that.  Why would you put teeth in a pie? 

Scout 3:  Hey, you have to have teeth to eat a pie! 

Scout 4:  OK -  go ahead.  

Scout 6:  Here go the teeth.  (Puts in golf tees.) 

Scout 1:  Now  we put in one ice cube.  (puts in ice cube)

Scout 2:  Let's see what we've got.  (Uncovers pot.) 

All:  (Look into pan and exclaim.) Eskimo pies!!!! (Pull out ice cream sandwiches, open and eat.)
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First Skydive
Scout 1 showing Scout 2 a backpack.

Scout 1: So I see you’re taking up skydiving.  

Scout 2:  Yep.  

Scout 1:  Great sport – but you should always buy the best equipment.  Can’t afford to skimp in that area, you know. 

Scout 1:  Yep.  That’s why I’m here. 

Scout 1:  This is our top of the line parachute, guaranteed to work.

Scout 2: What’s this cord for?

Scout 1: That's the ripcord, you pull that and the parachute opens.

Scout 2: What's this other cord for?

Scout 1: That's for the reserve chute.  If the first one fails to open, you pull that cord and the reserve chute opens.

Scout 2: What if that one fails to open?

Scout 1: Bring it back and we'll give you another one….no charge.
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FISHING

Fisherman enters stage with a cooler full of fish. The game warden enters from the other side.

FISHERMAN: Uh, hello, Mr. Game Warden. What can I do for you?

GAME WARDEN: Well, sir, it seems you know how to catch a lot of fish. In fact, I've seen you catch a lot the last few weeks.

FISHERMAN: Just lucky, I guess.

GAME WARDEN: I'd like to go fishing with you sometime!

FISHERMAN: Well...

GAME WARDEN: In fact, let's go now.

Both walk off stage and then back on. Pretending to be in a boat, they sit on the ground. The game warden is baiting his hook. The fisherman pretends to light what looks like a stick of dynamite and hands it to the game warden.

GAME WARDEN (tossing the stick from one hand to the other): Dynamite!! It's illegal to use dynamite to fish!!

FISHERMAN: Are you going to talk or are you going to fish?

Game warden throws the dynamite. Perhaps have other Scouts offstage yell, "BOOM!"

FISHERMAN: Good job! You caught a lot of fish with that dynamite!

Game warden chases after the fisherman off the stage.
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FISHING AGGIES

Three Aggies go up to a dock where someone is renting fishing boats.

AGGIE 1: Howdy! We'd like to rent a fishing boat!

BOAT OWNER: Sure! You can take this one!

The Aggies take a cut-out of a boat and move to the other side of the stage, pretending to fish. They seem to be very successful, catching a lot of fish.

AGGIE 1: This is great, fellas!

AGGIE 2: Sure is! We've caught enough fish to last us a couple of weeks!

AGGIE 3: I can't wait to eat some. Let's take the boat back!

AGGIE 1: Did you mark the spot where we got all these fish?

AGGIE 2: Great idea! I'll just put a big white X on the side of the boat where we caught them. 

He paints a big white X.

AGGIE 3: You idiot! I can't believe you! Why did you put a big white X on the boat! What makes you think we will be able to rent this boat the next time!!
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Fresh Socks
Sergeant holds a box of socks as he addresses his Soldiers
Sergeant:  Well men, our order of fresh socks just came in.  Looks like there’s plenty.  Gather round and we’ll dispense them. How many pair do you need soldier?

Soldier 1:  I need four pair.  

Sergeant:  Why do you need four pair? 

Soldier 1:  For good hygiene, sir.  I change my socks every other day.  (counting out on fingers) I need them for Monday, Wednesday, Friday, and Sunday.  

Sergeant:  Well, O.K.  Here are your socks.  Next please.  

Soldier 2:  I need seven pair.  

Sergeant:  Seven?  Why do you need seven pair? 

Soldier 2:  For good hygiene, sir.  I need a pair for Sunday, Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, Friday, and Saturday.  

Sergeant:  O.K.  Here are your socks.  

Soldier 3:  I need 12 pairs.  

Sergeant:  Wow, you must really be a clean guy! So why do you need 12 pair? 

Soldier 3:  (counting on his fingers as he goes) Well, there's January, February, March, April...
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Good News and Bad News
Sergeant and Soldiers are visibly exhausted at the end of a very long march.  Seargent addresses his men.

Sergeant:  All right men!  I know we’ve been marching for 20 hours straight and we haven’t eaten for 3 days.  

Soldiers:  (exhausted sigh)  Ohhhh!

Sergeant:  This has been tough, but we’ve been able to get behind enemy lines.

Soldiers: (happy)  Yay!  

Sergeant:  In the next 48 hours things won’t get much easier.  We won’t be able to eat for another 2 days.

Soldiers::  (worried) Ohhh!

Sergeant:  But I have some good news and some bad news.  The good news is today everyone will get a change of underwear.

Soldiers::  (pleased) Yay!

Sergeant:  The bad news is, Jones you change with Smith.  Malone, you change with Carter…..

Soldiers: (disgusted)  Ohhhhhhh!
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Gotta Go Wee
Five guys sleeping in a tent, all in a row.  The SPL on one end, the Little Scout on the other.  Little Scout climbs over all the other sleeping scouts, who struggle to remain asleep, and shakes the SPL.  

Little Scout:  SPL! SPL! I gotta go wee!

SPL:  (tired) Huh? What? Go back to sleep

(Little Scout crawls back over everyone and goes back to sleep for a few seconds but wakes up again.  Little Scout climbs over all the other sleeping scouts, who try to remain asleep, and shakes the SPL.)

Little Scout:  SPL! SPL! I gotta go wee!

SPL:  (annoyed)  Huh? Wha? Go back to sleep.

(Little Scout goes back, but again wakes up after a few seconds)

Little Scout:  SPL! SPL! I gotta go wee!

SPL:  (exasperated) OK! OK!.  I guess if you gotta, you gotta!  Go ahead! 

Other Scouts:  (groaning, covering their ears with their hands) Oh, no!

Little Scout:  (stands up and gleefully waving his hands in the air)  Weeeeeeeeeee!!!!
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Hairy Hamburger
A man is seated at a table in a restaurant.  Takes bite out of imaginary hamburger and find a hair in it.

CUSTOMER:  Hey waiter!

WAITER:  Yes sir, how may I help you.

CUSTOMER:   There’s a hair in my hamburger.

WAITER:  I’m sorry, Ill bring you another one.

(returns from kitchen)

WAITER:  Here you are sir.

(C takes a bite.  Finds another hair)

CUSTOMER:  Waiter!

WAITER: Yes sir.

CUSTOMER:  There’s a hair in this one, too

WAITER:  Oh, I can’t apologize enough.   I’ll bring you another one.

(returns from kitchen)

WAITER:  Here you are sir.

CUSTOMER:  (pointing at plate) Wait, look right there.  It’s another hair!  I demand to talk to the chef!

WAITER:  Chef!

Chef:  Yes sir.

WAITER:  This customer would like to talk to you.

CUSTOMER:  I’ve just had three hamburgers in a row, and every one of them had a hair in it.  What kind of kitchen do you run here?  How do you make these burgers.

Chef:  Well I cook every hamburger to order.  I take a ½ pound of the freshest USDA prime hamburger meat, roll it into a ball (mimics actions), and flatten it to make a pattie out of it. (demonstrates squashing it under his armpit to flatten the pattie.)
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Hard Landing
Cast:  2 scouts (If more are desired, they can be passengers, with suitable sound effects and actions. Seating for pilot and co-pilot, and for passengers (if required), and a compass.   

Announcer:  This scene takes place on board a very cheap airline.   

Pilot: Well, are we even close to the airport, Co-Pilot?  

Copilot: (peering out the window) I don't know... I see lights way over there to the right.  That's probably it.  Circle around and let’s get a better look.  

Pilot: (lurching plane hard to the left, passengers mimic movement of the plane) Boy, I can't tell. I wish the company would buy us some instruments. 

Copilot: (pulling compass from pocket) Oh, I've got my trusty Boy Scout compass and the sun just went down over there, so we've got to be on course.  (Excited) Look, see that spot down there, that must be it.  

Pilot: Okay, here we go.  Give me 20 degrees flaps, I'm going in.  (Puts plane into a nose dive, sound effects.)

Copilot:  Check.   

Pilot: This is going to be tough. Give me more flaps, cut back the engines. (Louder) More flaps, less throttle!

Copilot:  (making hurried actions and appropriate sounds, acting hurried) Check and check.  

Pilot: QUICK, cut the engines, give me brakes. MORE BRAKES !  

Copilot:  Check, check and…check.

Both: (Sighs of relief) We're down, we made it !   

Pilot: Boy that was a short runway !  

Copilot: (Looking right, then left) Yep, and wide too !  
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Hit By a Train
Two Scouts are standing on a track arguing over what the animal that has been run over on the track is....  

Scout 1:  Look a deer has been run over by a train.

Scout 2:  Nope, it's bear

Scout 1:  I'm sure it's a deer

Scout 2:  Uh-uh...look there.  See?  It's a bear...

Scout 1:  But….bears don’t have antlers…

Scout 2:  Have you lost your glasses?

(as the Scouts continue to argue a group of scouts forming a train come through and run over the Scouts)

Whole Train:  Choo Choo!

Train Engine:  What’ya think we hit?

1st Train Car:  It was a deer.

Train Engine:  Looked like a bear...

1st Train Car:  But….bears don’t have antlers….

(train runs off stage)
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HOKEY POKER

Four to six guys are playing poker. Suddenly, one of the guys wins bigs.

JOE: Awright! I won all the money!

SMITH: Oh, no! I lost $500!

Smith clutches his chest and falls over dead.

EVERYONE: He's dead! Who's going to tell his wife?

They draw straws and Jack loses.

JACK: Okay, I'll tell her.

JOE: You have to be discreet! Break it to her gently!

JACK: No problem.

Jack walks over to where Ms. Smith is standing on the other side of the stage.

JACK: Ms. Smith?

MS. SMITH: Yes?

JACK: Your husband just lost $500 playing cards.

MS. SMITH (who rants and raves): Tell him to drop dead!

JACK: Okay, I'll tell him!
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Honestly, Boys!
Scoutmaster lines up his Scouts to inquire about some mischief that has been going on.  

Scoutmaster: Someone pushed the outhouse over a cliff, last night.  Honestly boys, who did it?

Scout 1:  Not me!

Scout 2:  Not me!

Scout 3:  Not me!

Scoutmaster:  Boys, let me tell you a story of a great American hero, George Washington.  When George was boy, he chopped down a cherry tree.  His father asked him, 'George, did you chop down that cherry tree?' 'I cannot tell a lie, father. I chopped down the cherry tree,' said Little George.  'Because you told truth, George,’ said Gorge’s father, ‘I will not punish you.' And George Washington grew up to be first President of United States! Now I ask again.  Who pushed the outhouse over cliff last night?

Scout 1:  Not me!

Scout 2:  Not me!

Scout 3:  (humbled) Your story has inspired me, sir.  I cannot tell a lie.  I pushed the outhouse over the cliff last night. 

Scoutmaster:  (angry) That’s it son!  I’m calling your parents right this minute.  You’re going home!

Scout 3:  What?  Why?  When George Washington told the truth, he didn’t get punished!

Scoutmaster:  That’s because George Washington’s father was not IN the cherry tree when he cut it down!
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How Scouts Tell Time After Dark 

Scouts sitting in a tent playing Go Fish.

Scout 4:  Do you know what time it is?

SCOUT 1: (loudly)  No, but we can find out.  Do you have any fours?

SCOUT 2:  (loudly) Go fish!

All scouts pause and place cup hands to ears, listenting.

SCOUT 2:  (louder)  Do you have any jacks?

SCOUT 3:  (louder) Go fish!

Again scouts pause and cup hands near ears to listen)

SCOUT 3: (yelling)  Do you have any aces?

SCOUT 4: (yelling)  Goooooooooo Fiiiiiiiiiiish!

Scoutmaster:  (yelling from offstage) Would you guys keep quiet! Don’t you know it’s 2;30 in the morning?

Scouts in unison:  (satisfied smiles) It’s 2:30!
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How to Survive a Spelling Bee
Four Scouts are finalists in a spelling bee.  Two Judges sit opposite.

JUDGE 1:  Welcome to the final round of our spelling bee.   Scout 1, are you ready?

SCOUT 1:  Yes.

JUDGE 2:  Please spell “idiot”

SCOUT 1:  (spells it incorrectly) Idiot.  I-D-I-A-T-E Idiot.

JUDGE 1:  That is incorrect.  You have been eliminated.  (judges both pick up pistols and shoot Scout 1)

JUDGE 2:  Scout 2, please spell “dumbbell”

SCOUT 2:  Dumbbell.  D-U--M-B-B-E-L-L Dumbbell.

JUDGE 1:  That is correct.

JUDGE 2:  Scout 3, please spell “brainless”

SCOUT 3:  Brainless.   B-R-A-N-E-L-E-S-S  Brainless.

JUDGE 1:  That is incorrect.  You have been eliminated. (judges shoot Scout 3)

JUDGE 2:  Scout 4, please spell “goofball”

SCOUT 4:  Goofball.  G-O-O-F-B-A-L-L Goofball

JUDGE 1.  That is incorrect.  You have been eliminated.  (judges raise guns to shoot, but Scout 4 interrupts)

SCOUT 4:  Please check it again.  I think I got it right.

(Judges confer)

JUDGE 2:  He’s right, you idiot!

JUDGE 1:  Don’t call me an idiot, dumbbell!

JUDGE 2:  Brainless!

JUDGE 1:  Goofball!

(Judges raise guns and shoot each other)

Scout 2 and Scout 4 (picking up trophy and walking out) Well I guess it’s a tie!
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I Can Climb Anything
Two men meet again after many years apart.  One boasts that he is the best climber in the world and can climb anything.

Moe: Joe!  Well, well.  I haven’t seen you since we were kids.  What has become of you?

Joe:  I have taken up the hobby of climbing and now I am the greatest climber in the world.

Moe:  (skeptical) Really?  Can you climb that tree?

Joe:  No problem.  Used to do that every day when I was ten.

Moe:  How about that steep cliff over there.

Joe:  Of course – did that every weekend when I was in high school.

Moe:  How about the Empire State Building?

Joe:   During Spring Break when I was in college.

Moe:  Mount Kilamanjaro?

Joe:  Last year.

Moe:   Hmm, how about Mount Everest?  

Joe:   Boy it was cold and windy up there just last Friday.  I told you I am the world's greatest climber. I can climb anything!

Moe:  I'll bet you a hundred dollars that I can show you something you can’t climb.

Joe:  I could use an easy hundred bucks.  You’re on!

Moe:  (pulls out a flashlight and shines the beam straight up into the sky) All right, climb that!

Joe:  What are you kidding?  You’re crazy!  Not a chance! 

Moe:  I knew you were just full of hot air.  You’re chickening out.  Now give me my hundred bucks.

Joe:  I won't pay because it’s not fair!  I know you - I'd start climbing and when I get half way up, you’d turn the flashlight off and I’d be stuck
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ICE FISHING

Three fishing buddies enter a bait shop in Minnesota before going ice fishing.

STORE OWNER: Welcome to my bait shop. Can I help you, gentlemen?

FIRST BUDDY: Yeah, we're from Texas A&M, and we've driven all the way up here in Minnesota to go ice fishing.

SECOND BUDDY (holding a sack): That's right. We need to buy these supplies.

STORE OWNER: Don’t forget an ice pick!

THIRD BUDDY: That's a good idea. We'll take one!

The three buddies leave, and the first buddy returns.

STORE OWNER: Did you forget something?

FIRST BUDDY: One ice pick wasn't enough. I need twelve more!

STORE OWNER: Twelve more? Okay, good luck.

The first buddy takes his purchase and leaves. The second buddy comes in.

STORE OWNER: Now what do you want?

SECOND BUDDY: We need more ice picks!

STORE OWNER (shaking his head): Okay, here you go.

The second buddy leaves with a bag, and soon the third buddy shows up.

STORE OWNER: Don’t tell me. You need ice picks.

THIRD BUDDY: Yes, sir.

STORE OWNER: Have you caught any fish yet?

THIRD BUDDY: No, sir. We haven't even got the boat in the water yet!
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Invisible Bench
First boy is squatting as though sitting on an invisible couch.  The second boy comes in and asks what the first is doing.

Scout 1:  I'm sitting on the invisible couch.

Scout 2:  Can I join you?

Scout 1:  Sure, there's plenty of room.

(Second boy pretends to sit and shortly thereafter a third boy enters.)

Scout 3:  Cool!  An invisible couch! 

(Runs over an sits down)

Scout 4:   (entering)   Hey guys, whatcha doing?

All:  Were sitting on the invisible couch.

Scout 4:  No you’re not.  (pointing) I moved it over there just this afternoon to make room for the invisible rug!

All:  (startled)  Huh?  Oh, no!  Aaaaahhh!

(All seated Scouts fall down.)
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JOB INTERVIEW

Two guys are sitting down next to each other, when a man interviewing them for a job comes in.

BOSS: Hi, Boudreaux and Thibodeaux. So you're both here to apply for the job in my company.

BOTH: Yes, sir!

BOSS: Well, here's a test. Go ahead and take it, and I'll be back in a few minutes.

He hands them paper with pencils, and leaves. The two Cajuns start taking the test. Thibodeaux keeps looking at what Boudreaux is writing.

The boss comes back.

BOSS: Are you two all done?

BOTH: Yes, sir!

They hand him their papers, and he looks at them for a few moments.

BOSS: Y'all both did very well and passed the test. In fact, y'all scored the same grade. Boudreaux, you are hired!

THIBODEAUX (jumping up): What? Wait a minute. If we both got the same grade, then why does Boudreaux get the job?

BOSS: Well, because of your answers. For example, here on number twelve, Boudreaux wrote, "I don't know."

THIBODEAUX: Yeah?

BOSS: Well, you wrote, "Me either."
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KING OF ASSYRIA

MINISTER (bowing before the king): O great King Ozzy-Mozzy of Assyira. We have spent many years fighting the Hittites. We are running low on cash. What do we do?

KING: Hmm, there is only one thing we can do. 

MINISTER: No, your highness, not that!

KING: Yes, I must sell the most valuable diamond in the world, the Star of the Euphrates. Bring me Crosus the pawnbroker.

MINISTER: Yes, your highness.

The minister leaves the stage and returns with Crosus.

KING: Ah, Crosus. I must pawn the Star of Euphrates. How much will you give me for it?

The king hands the diamond to the minister who then gives it to Crosus to examine. He takes his time looking at it carefully.

CROSUS: Hey, king, I'll give you 100,000 dinars for it.

KING: What? I paid a million dinars for that diamond! Don't you know who I am? I am the king!!

MINISTER (yelling to the crowd): Punchline coming!

CROSUS: When you wish to pawn a Star, makes no difference who you are!
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Late for Work
Boss:  Why are you late?

Worker 1:  (Rushing into work, breathless.)  Sorry I'm late, Boss.  My car broke down, so I took the bus.  But the driver hit a tree, so I had to take a cab.  And it broke down, too.  Fortunately, I was near a carriage so I borrowed the horse.  But it ran so fast that it had a heart attack and collapsed.  I had to jog the rest of the way!

Workers 2 & 3 come in late with exactly the same excuse.  The boss becomes a little bit more exasperated each time, until #4 finally comes in, late of course.

Boss:  Why are you late?  No, wait.  Let me guess.  Your car broke down, so you took the bus.  But the bus driver hit a tree, so you took a cab.  And it broke down too.  Fortunately, you were near a carrage,  so you borrowed the horse.  But it ran so fast that it had a heart attack and collapsed, so you had to jog the rest of the way, right?

Worker 4:  No boss, you got it all wrong!  The streets were so crowded with broken down cars, buses and cabs, fallen trees, dead horses, and worst of all so many crazy joggers that I couldn't get through!
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Lobster Tail Special
Two Customers are seated at a table in a fancy restaurant when a Waiter approaches to take their order.

Waiter:  Welcome to Chez Martin, the best seafood restaurant in town.  May I take your order, please?

Customer 1:  Wow everything on the menu looks great.  I think I’ll have the shrimp and crab combo.

Waiter:  Excellent choice, sir. It’s very good. (Turning to customer 2)  And you, sir?

Customer 2:  I’d like a large cup of hot chocolate, topped with whipped cream and chocolate sprinkles, a cozy warm blanket, and,…a nice lobster tail.

Waiter:  (sighs snobbishly)  Hmmmm.  Very well, sir.

Waiter returns carrying a plate, a blanket, a mug, and book.

Waiter:  (placing plate in front of Customer 1) Sir, your shrimp and crab special. (turning to Customer 2, annoyed)  And for you sir, your hot chocolate with whipped cream and chocolate sprinkles, a cozy blanket and (sighing in irritation)….your lobster tail. 

Waiter wraps the blanket over Customer 2’s shoulders.  Customer 2 cuddles up under the blanket and begins to sip the hot chocolate with warm satisfaction as Waiter pulls up a chair, sits down and opens the book.  Customer 2 closes his eyes and smiles warmly.

Waiter:  Once upon a time in a large ocean, there lived…a little lobster……
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LOBSTERS

A lobster poacher is on the beach, examining his fine catch: 2 lobsters.

POACHER: These are great lobsters. I guess I should have gotten a permit for taking them.

Game warden approaches the poacher, waving his finger.

GAME WARDEN (shouting): I caught you red-handed this time. I'm going to have to fine you for taking lobsters without a permit!

POACHER: Uh, I didn't break the law. Uh, uh. These two lobsters are my pets! Yeah, that's it. I'm just going for a walk with them.

GAME WARDEN: Nonsense!

POACHER: It's true! They go into the surf for a swim, and when I whistle, they come back to me!

GAME WARDEN: This I've got to see.

Poacher tosses both of the lobsters out into the waves (off the stage).

GAME WARDEN: Okay. Now let's hear you whistle for your pet lobsters to swim back to you.

POACHER (shrugging): Lobsters? I don't have any lobsters!

Game warden chases the poacher off the stage.

Back to Index of Contents
Mayday!  

Setting:  Airplane pilot in cockpit on one side of stage.  Ground control operator seated facing away pretending to be watching an invisible computer.  

Airplane Pilot:  (panicked) Oh no!.  My plane’s been hit.  Mayday! Mayday! Engine on fire.  Mayday! 

Ground Control:  We read you.  Hang in there.  We're going to try and lock in on you with our global positioning system  

Airplane Pilot:  Well, hurry up! I can't hold on much longer.  I'm surrounded by flames.  

Ground Control:  O.K.  This is critical.  Before you go down -- state your height and position.  

Airplane Pilot:  (shocked) What! Are you kidding?  At a time like this?

Ground Control:  Before you go down – please state your height and position.  

Airplane Pilot:  (annoyed) What? There’s no time for that!  I’m gonna have to put this plane down any second!

Ground Control:  I must have your height and position, now!  

Airplane Pilot:  (angry) Alright, already! But I can’t see how it will help you.  I'm 5 foot 6, and I'm sitting down!  Bye! (plane crashes)
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Medical Malpractice
The secret to success with this series of quickies is to keep them moving along.  You can have one doctor and different patients, but it may add greater rush and flurry if a different doctor and patient fly in and out for each quickie.  

Patient:  Doctor! Doctor!  After my injury, will I ever be able to climb that mountain again?  

Doctor:  Look, just get over it.

Patient:  Doctor! Doctor! I feel like set of curtains.  

Doctor:  Pull yourself together!

Patient:  Doctor! Doctor! Am I going to die?

Doctor:  That's the last thing you'll do.

Patient:  Doctor! Doctor!  I’m a hypochondriac.

Doctor:  Well don’t make yourself sick about it.

Patient: Doctor! Doctor! Everyone keeps ignoring me.  

Doctor:  Next!

Patient: Doctor! Doctor!  I’ve got amnesia.

Doctor:  Then forget about it.

Patient: Doctor! Doctor! I keep dreaming I’m a deck of cards! 

Doctor:  I'll deal with you later.

Patient: Doctor! Doctor!  I’m having Déjà vu. What's wrong with me? 

Doctor:  Have had this before?

Patient: Yes.

Doctor:  Well, you've got it again!

Doctor:  You'll live to be 80.

Patient: I am 80.

Doctor:  See?

Patient: Doctor! Doctor! I've got insomnia.

Doctor:  Don't lose any sleep over it!

Patient: Doctor! Doctor! My friend’s doctor said he had appendicitis and, two weeks later, my friend died of a heart attack.

Doctor:  Don't worry.  If I say you've got appendicitis, you'll die from appendicitis!
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MODERN MEDICINE

NARRATOR: Joe and Bill work at the sawmill, cutting wood. One day, Bill accidentally saws off his arm!

Bill, hiding his real arm, shows a fake arm.

JOE: Hold on, Bill. I'll put the arm in this plastic bag and take you to the hospital.

Joe escorts Bill off stage.

NARRATOR: Miraculously, Bill returns to work the next day.

Joe is working, and Bill enters.

JOE: Wow, your arm looks great! The wonders of modern medicine!

They work for a few moments when Bill cuts off his leg.

JOE: Hold on, Bill. I'll put the leg in this plastic bag and take you to the hospital.

Joe escorts Bill off stage.

NARRATOR: Miraculously, once again, Bill returns to work the next day.

Joe is working, and Bill enters.

JOE: Wow, your leg looks great! The wonders of modern medicine!

They work for a few moments when Bill cuts off his head.

JOE: Hold on, Bill. I'll put your head in this plastic bag and take you to the hospital.

Joe escorts Bill off stage.

NARRATOR: The next day, the doctor pays Joe a visit.

JOE: Hello, Doctor. Where's Bill?

DOCTOR (shaking his head): Bill didn't make it. We might have saved him, but some idiot put Bill's head in a plastic bag--and he suffocated!
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NAILED

NARRATOR: Our two Aggies, Clem and Lem are building a house. Let's watch as Clem begins to use his hammer.

Clem and Lem are two Aggies building a house. They're hammering siding. Clem reaches from his nail pouch and pulls out a nail. He pounds one into the side of the house. The next one he tosses away. And so on.

LEM: Hey, Clem, why are you using some of the nails but throwing the other ones away?

CLEM: If I pull a nail out of my pouch and it's pointed toward the house, then I nail it into the siding. If it's pointed toward me, I throw it away cuz it's defective."

LEM (yelling): You moron! The nails pointed toward you aren't defective. They're for the other side of the house.
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Necktie Required
Cast:  Person, 3 Tie Salesmen, Maitre d'

Setting:  Desert

Person 1:  (Gasping)  Water!  I need water!

Person 2:  Sir!  Would you like to buy a tie?  This one would look so good on you!

Person 1:  I want water, not a tie!

Person 2:  (After a pause)  Sir!  We're having a tie sale.  Would you like to buy a nice tie for a great price?

Person 1:  I'm dying of thirst, and you want to sell me a tie?

Person 2:  (After a pause)  Sir!  I have these fine silk ties at reasonable prices.  Would you care to look at my stock?

Person 1:  Sheesh!  What kind of people sell ties in the middle of the desert to thirsty people?  (After a pause; looks to the distance)  An oasis!  I'm saved!  (Scrambles over.)  Sir!  Please!  I would like to buy a glass of water!

Waiter:  I'm sorry Sir, but you can't enter this restaurant without a tie.

Back to Index of Contents
New Fathers
Doctor and three New Fathers in the maternity ward waiting room at the Hospital

Doctor:  Mr. Thompson, congratulations.  You're the proud father of twins!

Father 1:  Twins?  Wow!  That’s odd - when I cracked an egg to fry up for breakfast this morning, it had TWO yolks!

(Next)

Doctor:  Mr. Smith, you now have triplets!

Father 2:  That's quite astonishing!  What a coincidence! Today for lunch I had THREE CHEESE LASAGNA!

Third father faints; doctor revives him.

Doctor:  Mr. Smart -- what's wrong?  Your wife hasn't even given birth yet!

Father 3:  I know, but I had a chef salad for dinner!

Doctor: So?

Father 3:  (crying) I put THOUSAND ISLAND dressing on it!
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Olympic Blanket Tossing Team
Six to eight Scouts form an Olympic Blanket Tossing Team.  They demonstrate their sport and ability by showing how high they can toss Bruce, their invisible team member, into the air from an invisible blanket held by from its edge by the Team Members.

Team Captain:  We're an Olympic blanket tossing team, and Bruce in the middle here is our star blanket bouncer.  We'll toss Bruce a bit just to warm up.  

Team Members:  (in unison) One, two, three! One, two, three! One, two, three!

On three each time, the team lets the pretend blanket go slack, then pull it taught.  They watch the invisible Bruce go up in the air, then come down, and the gently catch him again in the blanket.  Each time they toss him higher.  The Team has to be in sync, and they have to watch about the same spot -- the easiest way to do this is to have everyone just imitate the leader, who is the speaker.  

Team Captain:  OK, we're all limbered up now? 

Team Members:  (showing agreement) Oh yeah.  Doing great.  Got it down, etc.

Team Captain: Then let's toss Bruce a bit higher.  One, two, three!

Bruce comes down, and the team adjusts their position a bit to successfully catch him as he comes down.  

Team Captain:  One, two, three! 

Team waits about ten seconds, and then begin shifting quite a bit to get under him.  Move this way and that before finally catching him.  

Team Captain:  One, two, three! 

(Air time is twenty seconds this time, Team almost loses track of him, adjust the position here, there, and here again.  Some members take time to tie their shoe, comb hair, flirt with a girl in the audience, or other distractions before returning their attention to catching Bruce.)

Team Captain:  What? What's that you say, Bruce?  (there’s a short pause)

Team Captain:  Well, audience, you are in luck! Bruce wants to go for the world record blanket toss! Ready 

team? One! Two! Thu-reee!!! (A tremendous throw! The team shifts positions, like trying to catch fly ball lost in the sun.)

Team Captain:  There he goes! He's past the trees! He's really up there!  (looking hard into the sky, turns to Team Members) Do you see him? 

Team Member 1:  I've lost him.  

Team Member 2: Where'd he go? 

Team Member 3:  Don’t know…Oh well. 

(The Team leaves the stage, and the program continues.)

 After another skit or song, Team Captain hurriedly summons Team
Team Captain:  It’s Bruce! Quick team! 

The blanket tossing team runs back on stage, positions themselves this way and that, and catches Bruce.  

Team Captain:  Let's have a big hand for Bruce! Yay!!!
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ONLY ONE SEAT ALLOWED

Arrange two rows of three seats each. Have two or three people in the back row pretending to eat popcorn and watching a movie. In the front row, MAN is sprawled across the three seats.

USHER (walking down the aisle, spotting MAN): Sorry, sir, but you're only allowed one seat.

MAN doesn't move.

USHER: Sir, if you don't get up, I'm going to have to call the manager.

MAN still doesn't move. USHER goes off and retrieves MANAGER.

MANAGER: Sir, if you don't get up, we'll have to call the police.

Still nothing, so the USHER and MANAGER go get a POLICEMAN.

POLICEMAN: All right, buddy. What's your name?

MAN (moaning): Sam.

POLICEMAN (holding a book to write in): Where ya from, Sam?

MAN (weakly pointing above): The balcony.
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PARAKEET PAINT

Man strolls into a paint store and walks up to the store manager.

MAN: I'd like a pint of canary yellow colored paint.

MANAGER: Sure. Mind if I ask what it's for?

MAN: My parakeet. See, I want to enter him in a canary contest. He sings so sweet I know he's sure to win.

MANAGER: You can't do that, man! The chemicals in the paint will almost certainly kill the poor thing!

MAN: No, they won't.

MANAGER: Listen, buddy, I'll bet you ten bucks your parakeet dies if you try to paint him.

MAN: You're on.

The man leaves and later returns, looking sheepish and planting a ten-dollar bill on the counter.

MANAGER: So the paint killed him?

MAN: Indirectly. He seemed to handle the paint okay, but he didn't survive the sanding between coats.

Back to Index of Contents
PARROT

A man is browsing in a pet shop and sees a parrot (boy acting like a parrot) with a red ribbon tied to its left leg and a green ribbon tied to its right leg. The man goes up to the store owner.

MAN: What's with this parrot? On one leg there's a red ribbon, and on the other there's a green one.

STORE OWNER: This is a highly trained bird. If you pull the red ribbon, he speaks French.

MAN: How about the green one?

STORE OWNER: If you pull the green ribbon, the parrot speaks Spanish.

MAN: What happens if I pull both of them at once?


PARROT (flapping his wings): I fall off my perch, you fool!
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Penny Candy
A Kid comes in every day to a candy store owned by an old Storekeeper.

Kid:  (Kid enters Storekeeper’s candy shop) I just found a nickel and now I’d like to buy five of those red candies in the jar on the top shelf.

Storekeeper:  You mean those red penny candies, way, way, waaaaaayy up on the top shelf?

Kid:  Yes, please.

Storekeeper:  (frustrated) Hmmm, OK!  

Kid is amused at the Storekeeper’s struggle to get up the ladder to reach the candies.  Storekeeper climbs slowly up to get him five candies, and receives the five cents.

The scene is repeated each day with the Kid getting more enjoyment at the Storekeeper’s exhaustive struggle to get to the candy.  Finally, Storekeeper catches on.

Storekeeper:  Oh!  I see that kid coming.  I’ll die of a heart attack if that kid thinks he’s gonna take pleasure in watching me climb all the way up there again.  I’ll get them down before he comes in.  (Kid walks in.)  I bet I can guess what you want.  You just found a nickel and you want five of the penny candies from way up top, right?

Kid:  Nope!  Not today!

Storekeeper:  Sigh!  Now I have to climb back up to put them away.  (He climbs up to put them away and then comes down.)  Now, sonny, what’ll it be today?

Kid:  I just found a dime and now I’d like TEN of those red candies in the jar on the top shelf.

Exhausted Storekeeper grabs chest and collapses of heart attack.
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Pitch Your Tents, Boys!
SPL and his troop arrive at the precipice of a cliff, where they plan to camp for the night.  SPL begins organizing necessary equipment.

SPL:  What a view!  Won’t it be great to camp on the edge this cliff and be able to wake up to such a wonderful vista.  Well let’s get camp made up.  Who packed in the food?

Scout 1:  Oh, no!  I knew I left something in the car.

SPL:  Well, we’ll just have to make do with some edible vegetation here and maybe we can trap a rabbit or something.  Someone will have to start the fire.  Who has the matches?

Scout 2:  (looking though pockets) I uh, must have lost them on the way up?

SPL: (annoyed) OK, well have to build a fire without matches.  I can do that.  How about water?

Scout 3:  (holding up empty container) The water container must have a leak in it.  It’s empty.

SPL:  (irritated) Can’t anything go right?  No food, no water, no matches… well at least we’ll stay dry tonight because I see you all have your tents.  Go ahead then and pitch the tents.

Scouts:  But, but….

SPL:  (angry) Don’t argue with me, just pitch the tents!

(Scouts all throw their tents over the cliff)

SPL:  Oh, no!……
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Presidential Address
Announcer:  Ladies and gentlemen.  Today I have the great honor of presenting to you our esteemed President of the United States.  Our President, went to Whatsamatta U. for his undergraduate degree in Political Science; he went to Duck University for his Masters in World Economic Affairs and was institutionalized Illinois by his Doctor – no wait I mean, he got his Doctorate at some institution in Illinois.  For some time he served as governor of one of the southern states.   It is now our privilege to hear him speak to us.  Ladies and gentlemen, the President of the United States will now give us his address.  (initiates applause)

President:  My address is 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue, Washington DC.  Thank you. (bows)_____
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Recognize These Tracks?
Several Scouts enter apparently following tracks in front of them. 

Scout 1:  Here is it.  I think these are bear tracks.

Scout 2:  (looking) No, I think they’re mountain lion tracks.

Scout 3:  No, that’s a coyote.

Scout 4:  Too big for any of those.  I think those are raccoon tracks.

(as boys continue to argue about the tracks, a string of boys comes through in single file with the first boy holding a flashlight straight out in front of him.  They run right over the Scouts)

Train Boys:  Chugga-chugga-chugga-chugga, Choo Choo!
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Schoolhouse Fire
Boy runs onstage carrying a sloshing full drinking cup.  Leader stops him to ask what he’s doing?

Boy:  The school’s of fire.  I have to hurry and get there.

Leader:  Whoa, there.   How big of a fire to you expect to put out with just a glass of water?

Boy:  Water?  This isn’t water.  It’s gasoline.
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Scoutmaster Shortcake
You need a handful of readily available small props and a strategically hidden can of whipping cream for this skit.  

Choose a “volunteer” from the audience who can take a joke to play the role of the dead Scoutmaster, Mr. Shortcake.  Instruct him to lie down and close his eyes (important!) like he’s dead.  Scouts mourn the death of Mr. Shortcake and respectfully begin preparing his grave.

Scout 1:  Our brave Scoutmaster, Mr. Shortcake has lead our troop through many hikes, camps, and outings.  Now he has died and we must prepare him for his journey to join the Great Scoutmaster in the sky.

Scout 2:  l will place my walking stick next to Shortcake that he may walk upright along his journey. (places walking stick next to Shortcake)

Scout 3:  I will place a marker of polished river stones at the head of Shortcake’s grave, so that those who pass by may know where he rests. (places rocks near Mr.’s head)

Scout 4:  I will place comfortable hiking boots on the feet of Mr. Shortcake that he may walk forever strong among the stars. (puts shoes near his feet)

Scout 5:  I will build a fire to give Shortcake warmth from the cold, cold, nights.  (places log of wood at is feet)

Scout 6:  I will bury Shortcake among the wild strawberries. (pulls out can of whipping cream and squirts it all over Shortcake’s face).
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Sleepless Night
Two sleepy scouts are getting ready to go to bed

Scout 1:  Well I guess it’s time to hit the sack.  Since your youngest, I get to sleep in the tent.  You sleep outside.

Scout 2:  Can’t you please let me sleep in the tent, too?

Scout 1:  No, it’s too crowded.  Now go to sleep.

Scout 2:  (dejected) Alright.

The two lay down and after they’re asleep, a motorcycle gang comes through. (making motorcycle noises as the enter)

Biker 1:  Hey look!  A sleeping scout!  
Biker 2:  Well isn’t that JUST adorable – let’s beat him up.

The Bikers proceed to beat up the scout. Driving off leaving the moaning scout behind.

Scout 2:  (to Scout 1) Hey wake up.  Let me in.  A gang of motorcycle thugs just drove through and beat me up.

Scout 1:  Go back to sleep.  It was just a bad dream.

Scout goes back to sleep and Bikers return.

Biker 1:  Hey!  He’s sleeping like a baby!

Biker 2:  Well let’s make him cry like one too, then.

Bikers beat up Scout 2 again before leaving him groaning in pain.

Scout 2:  Hey wake up.  Let me in.  Those motorcycle guys came back and beat me up again.

Scout 1:  I tell you it was just a bad dream!  But if it will make you feel better, you sleep in the tent, and I’ll sleep outside.

Scout 2:  Thanks.

Scouts go back to sleep.  Bikers return.

Biker 1: It’s a wonder he can even sleep after what we’ve put him through.

Biker 2.  Yeah no kidding, let’s give him a rest.  Let’s beat up the guy in the tent.

Bikers drag Scout 2 out of the tent.

Scout 2:  Oh no!  Not again!
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Something’s Going Around
Requires 4 actors, 4 chairs and a pillow.  Skit has no words, so actions have to be really overdone - almost to the point of overacting.  It’s really funny if the Patient’s conditions can be done to some soft background music, in simultaneous rhythm.  Scene takes place in a doctor’s waiting room.  Requires 4 chairs in the waiting room.  Sign on the door says:

Dr. Mel Practice, MD

Board Certified in the Treatment of

Highly Contagious Diseases in Men.

Please sign in upon arrival.
Patient 1 enters.  He has a very noticeable twitch in his neck that causes his head to jerk in predictable rhythm.  He signs in and takes a seat.

Patient 2 enters. He has a leg twitch that causes his foot to kick out randomly.  He signs in and takes a seat next to Patient One.  After a few moments, Patient 1’s foot begins to jerk just like Patient 2’s does, and Patient 2 has picked up the neck twitch from Patient 1. They look at each other and notice they both now have two conditions and sigh in annoyance.

Patient 3 enters.  He has a problem with his arm that causes his hand to occasionally raise above his head.  He signs in and sits next to Patient 3.  Before long all three Patient have all three conditions.  They look at each other and make a desperate groan.

Patient 4 walks in.  This is a Scout with the pillow under his shirt that very obviously shows he’s pregnant!

The other three Patients instantly notice this, look very worried, and run out screaming in fear - twitching, kicking, and hand-raising as they go.
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Stop the Intruders

A security Guard has his first day on the job to protect it from trespassers, who must be killed on sight.  There is inadequate equipment for the Guard to do his job.  The Boss tells him how to improvise in case Intruders try to enter.

Guard:  Hi, Boss!  I'm new here!  What do I do?

Boss:  Well, you have to make sure that people don't try to enter.  See that sign?  It says intruders will be killed on sight.  You can shoot them if you have to.

Guard:  With what?

Boss:  Well, we're out of guns, so here's a broom.  People won't know the difference if you just go Bang! Bang!  Bang!

Guard:  OK.  

He goes to the side, and Intruder 1 tries enter, so he shoots at him.  

Guard:  Bang! Bang! Bang!

The crosser falls.  

Guard:  Boss!  Boss!  It worked!

Boss:  See?  I told you.  Now whenever it doesn't work, here's a pretend bayonet.  If they don't fall from the fake gun, you can always say “Stab! Stab! Stab!” as you stab them with it.

Guard:  OK.  

He goes to the side, and Intruder 2 enters, so he shoots at him.  It doesn't work, so he tries stabbing him.  

Guard:  Bang Bang!  Oh, no what do I do?  Oh yeah, I remember! Stab! Stab! Stab!

The Intruder falls.  

Guard:  Boss!  Boss!  It worked!

Boss:  See?  I told you.  Now go to work and don't stop until your shift is finished.

Guard:  OK.  

He goes to the side, and someone tries to enter without stopping, so he shoots at him.  It doesn't work, so he tries stabbing him.  It doesn't work either.)  

Guard:  Boss!  Boss!  What do I do?

Before Boss answers, Intruder pulls a whiskbroom out from under his jacket, points it at the guard and says:  Intruder 3:  Bang!  Bang!  Bang!

The guard falls dead.
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Submarine Practice
All the Scouts are standing in a line one behind the next.  Each time the first boy says his line to the second boy, the second boy repeats it to the third.  This continues until it reaches the last boy in the back.  The boy in the back, replies.  Messages gets passed back to the front in a similar fashion.

First to Fast: Lower periscope (last boy flips a switch)

Last to First: Periscope lowered (first boy turns his hat backwards and looks through periscope)

First to Fast: Fire torpedo 1 (last boy flips a switch)

Last to First: Torpedo 1 away.

First to Fast: We missed.

Last to First: Darn!

First to Fast: Fire torpedo 2 (last boy flips a switch)

Last to First: Torpedo 2 away (All the boys get into a football huddle, arms interlocked)

First to Everyone:  It’s a direct hit!

All together: "We sunk a rowboat! We sunk a rowboat!"
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SURVIVAL

Sergeant stands facing three of his Marine recruits.

SERGEANT: Men, part of Marine training is knowing how to survive under tough situations.

ALL THREE: Yes, sir!

SERGEANT: Each of you will embark on a survival test in the desert. You can take one thing along with you. 

FIRST RECRUIT: Sir, I'll take a canteen filled with water so I won't get thirsty.

SERGEANT: Very good, Marine.

FIRST RECRUIT: Sir, thank you, sir!

SECOND RECRUIT: Sir, I'll take a cooler filled with food so I won't get hungry.

SERGEANT: Very good, Marine.

SECOND RECRUIT: Sir, thank you, sir!

THIRD RECRUIT (first thinking a bit): Sir, I'll take a car door.

SERGEANT: Marine, why do you want to take a car door?

THIRD RECRUIT: Sir, so when it gets hot, I can roll down the window!

The sergeant and other two recruits slap their heads and fall down.
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Tankety Tank
This skit requires little preparation and no props, and has only two speaking parts.  It can use a cast of hundreds, and it is full of blood, gore, and dead bodies.  

Preparation
Wizard and Scout need to rehearse their lines, and everybody should practice a few times.  The practice is as much fun as the skit.  Encourage all participants to ham it up.  The Wizard should wear a long bathrobe.

The Skit
Scout rushes onto the stage and screams that the enemy is coming.  He has no weapons to fight with!  What should he do?  "I know.  I'll have to ask the Wizard.  It's my only chance to save humanity from the terrible enemy."

Wizard enters the stage, and the Scout rushes to him begging for help.  Wizard tells him not to panic, and hands him a secret invisible sword.  Wizard explains the sword, and tells him to say, "Stabety Stab!" when he uses it.  Wizard tells Scout that this magic sword will protect him.

Wizard retires to a quiet corner of the stage.

Scout is delighted.  He waves the sword around, and tells everybody about it.  He boasts about what he will do with it.  He moves to one end of the stage.

Several enemy soldiers sneak onto the other side of the stage, saying, "There he is" and "Let's get him." The Scout panics as they approach, worries aloud about what to do, and finally remembers to use the magic sword.  Yelling "Stabety Stab!" over and over, he kills the entire enemy in a mighty battle.  He is very proud of himself, and boasts of his ability.

More enemy soldiers begin to enter.  Scout starts forward, yelling "Stabety Stab!"  but the enemy keeps on coming.  Scout rushes back to Wizard for more help.  Wizard gives him an invisible gun, telling him to yell, "Bangety Bang!"

Again Scout boasts about his weapon, goes into battle, and kills all the enemies.  Again he boasts that he can defeat any enemy with the Wizard's magic weapons.

The situation is repeated, and Scout tries "Bangety Bang!" and "Stabety Stab!" without success.  This time the Wizard gives him a magic laser, for which the Scout yells, "Zapety Zap!"  Again he kills all the enemy and boasts.  Wizard quietly disappears.

A single enemy soldier enters the stage.  He is the biggest Scout in camp.  He creeps slowly forward, as our Scout boasts about how easily he can defeat the enemy.  The enemy soldier ignores the "Stabety Stab!", "Bangety Bang!", and "Zapety Zap!", as the Scout tries them several times.  The Scout looks desperately for the Wizard.

The enemy moves faster across the stage.  As he knocks the Scout down and runs over him, he yells, "Tankety Tank! Tankety Tank!"
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The 5th Floor
Listener is listening to Storyteller tell a story.  Other actors enter and act out bonking the Storyteller on the head as they say their respective lines.

Storyteller :  You know, in my friend’s house, they have four floors.  Each member of the family occupies a floor.  The other day, for instance, I went to the kitchen on the first floor, and Mrs. G. was making a roast for dinner.  I told her, ‘Mrs. G., you should bake it at 375 degrees.’ But she told me,

Mrs. G.:  (Bonks him on the head) Keep quiet.  This is my kitchen.

Storyteller:  Then I went to the second floor.  Mr. G. was working on his model airplane.  I said, ‘Mr. G., you should paint this part red.’  He told me,

Mr. G.:  (Bonks him on the head) Keep quiet.  This is my model airplane.

Storyteller :  Then I went to the third floor.  Suzanne was doing her hair.  I said, ‘Suzanne, you should use some mousse.’  She spun around, really annoyed, and tells me,

Suzanne:  (Bonks him on the head) Keep quiet.  This is my hair.  

Storyteller :  I was losing my nerve, but I went to the fourth floor anyway.  Gary was doing his homework.  I suggested, ‘If you type it out, it'll look better and you'll get a better grade.’  He got really angry and told me,

Gary:  (Bonks him on the head) Keep quiet.. This is my report.

Storyteller :  Finally, I figured I'd go to the fifth floor and ...

Listener :  But wait a minute.  You said there were only four floors!

Storyteller :  (Bonks him on the head) Keep quiet!  This is my skit!
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The Elevator
Scene is in an elevator.  Elevator Operator stops at each floor picking up passengers. 

Elevator Operator:  Ground Floor.

(a passenger gets on.  Starts to fidget slightly)

Operator:  First  floor.

(Another passenger gets on.  Also fidgeting, but a little bit more.)

Operator: Second floor.

(Third passenger gets on.  This time very noticeably wiggling an the rest of the people are very fidgety, too)

Operator: Third floor.

Last passenger gets on.  By now everybody is fidgeting and wiggling excessively.

Operator: Fourth floor (everybody waits)….and, public restrooms (everybody rushes off the elevator).

Operator: (straining) ME TOO!

(Operator runs off stage)
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The Fire’s Gone out
You need two Readers and a behind-scenes person to move the fire (an artificial campfire with small strings attached).

The Readers sit by the fire, reading, doing a puzzle, etc. Behind the scenes person pulls gently on the fire so as to drag it  a small distance as the fire moves slightly. Readers don't notice. It moves again; they don't notice. This continues until, finally, the fire is pulled off stage. At that point, one of the Readers looks at the other and says, "Looks like the fire's gone out again!"
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THE HYPNOTIST

A "shark" is swimming in circles nearby. A man is feeding the shark by throwing "fish" to him. A hypnotist will approach.

FEEDER: Man, this shark is hungry today!

HYPNOTIST: Excuse me. That's quite a shark there!

FEEDER: It's one of the fiercest creatures in the world!

HYPNOTIST (dangling something like a watch): You know, I could hypnotize that shark.

FEEDER: You're crazy! He'll rip you from limb to limb. But, hey, if you're so brave, be my guest.

The hypnotist pretends to jump in with the shark and tries to hypnotize it. The shark pauses, stares, then shakes his head. He then proceeds to attack the hypnotist. The feeder helps him from the tank.

FEEDER: I thought you could hypnotize that shark.

HYPNOTIST: I did! I did! Now he thinks he's an alligator!
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The Loon Hunt
Narrator:  This is the story of the little-known Melican and two hunters' efforts to capture it.  For instance, watch.

The Melican, which has been dancing around during the Narrator's speech, suddenly spots the two hunters, who blunderingly, and unsuccessfully, attempt to catch the Melican.  During the next speech, all actors act according to the Narrator's storyline.

Narrator:  Several times our bold hunters attempt to catch this Melican; they use traps, "Melican" calls, even a sick loon.  (Every once in a while the actors make appropriate comments.)  But all this was to no avail.  Finally, they consulted a wise man.

Hunter 1:  Wise man, we have been trying to catch the Melican for quite a while, but without any success.  We even tried to lure it with a sick loon, because we'd heard that it was a good idea.  What do you suggest?

Wise man:  (In one of those old, strained, many years-of-experience sage voices,) You have been going about it almost in the right way.  But the Melican also needs a sweeter trap!

Hunter 1:  (Bewildered)  Uh...  Thank you, Wise man!  Let's go!

Hunter Person 2:  What did he mean by a sweeter trap?

Hunter 1:  I don't know.  Maybe we should feed our sick loon some sugar!

Hunter Person 2:  Sugar?

Hunter 1:  Yeah!  You know, like sugar cured ham!

Narrator:  And so our brave hunters took a bag of sugar and forced it down the loon's throat.  Ahh ...  Watch now as the Melican spots our loon.

Melican sees the loon and DIVES for it, at which point, the hunters capture the Melican.

Narrator:  Out brave hunters have finally succeeded in capturing the Melican.  Which, dear audience, leads to the moral of this story ...  A loonful of sugar helps the Melican go down!
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THE LUMBERJACK

Several lumberjacks are cutting trees. One lumberjack is bossing them around.

SMALL LUMBERJACK (entering the area--use the smallest person available) walks up to the boss: Hey, I'm a lumberjack and I'm looking for work!"

BOSS (looking up and down at the scrawny lumberjack and then laughs): You? What can a scrawny little lumberjack like you do?

SMALL: Just give me a chance to show you what I can do.

BOSS: All right. Take your ax and cut down that giant redwood tree over yonder.

The small lumberjack marches off stage and the boss and his men start laughing. In moments, the small lumberjack comes back.

BOSS: What happened? Did you get lost?

SMALL: Nope. I'm finished. I cut down the giant redwood tree and split it up into lumber.

BOSS (looking amazed): Where did you learn to cut trees like that?

SMALL: The Sahara.

BOSS: The Sahara? You mean you cut trees in the Sahara DESERT?!

SMALL: Desert? Oh, sure, that's what they call it now!
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The Magnifyer
Preparation:  Decide which objects will be enlarged, and collect both large and small versions.  For example:

A dime becomes a quarter.

A string becomes a coil of rope.

A newspaper page becomes the Sunday paper.

Set up a sheet as a backdrop, and hide a Scout behind it with the large objects and a bucket of water.  The Professor will be in front of the sheet with the small objects.  If it is dark, you will need a spotlight on the action.

The Skit

The Professor walks out and announces that he has developed a wonderful Enlarging Machine that will make anything - anything - bigger.  As the Scout behind the machine makes 'machine' noises, he explains that the machine is operated simply by tossing an object over the sheet.  The machine will then return the object in a much larger form.

The Professor will demonstrate his fantastic invention, but he needs volunteers to help.  One by one, the volunteers come forward.  The Professor hands them an object which they throw over the sheet.  The machine then makes noises, and the larger object is tossed back.  Each time, the Professor exclaims about the value and capability of the machine.

The last volunteer is the Scapegoat, who is volunteered by the Professor and the crowd.  The Professor takes the Scapegoat by the arm and leads him toward the audience and away from the sheet.  In tones of great secrecy, the Professor encourages him to have some fun with the machine and spit over the sheet.  They return to the sheet, and the Scapegoat spits.  He is instantly drenched by a bucket of water.

Variation

The Professor can talk out loud about an object, but actually hand the Scapegoat a cup of water.  By his actions, he implies that he and the Scapegoat are going to surprise the Scout behind the machine.  This can have several outcomes; the Scout can be surprised; the Scapegoat can get wet anyway; or the Professor can get wet, to his surprise.
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THE PARROT

Thibodeaux walks in and waves to Boudreaux.

THIBODEAUX: Hey, Boudreaux! How are you doing, man?

BOUDREAUX: C'est bon, Thibodeaux! Everything is good.

THIBODEAUX: Did you get the parrot I sent you for your birthday?

BOUDREAUX: Oh, yeah, I got the parrot. It was real good!

THIBODEAUX: You ate the bird?!

BOUDREAUX: Of course I ate it.

THIBODEAUX: That bird spoke five different languages!

BOUDREAUX: Then he should have said something!
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The Sneeze

A platoon of Soldiers marches on stage single file, led by the Commandant and Lieutenant.

COMMANDANT: Halt! (Soldiers stop)    About face! (Soldiers turn to face audience.) 

COMMANDANT: I run the most disciplined platoon in the whole army.  It is time for inspections.

(Commandant and Lieutenant walk in front of the Soldiers, grunting, showing signs of dissatisfaction.  “Suck in that gut,” “stand up straight,” etc…as he gets to the end of the line, the Soldier farthest away sneezes loudly.)

COMMANDANT: (turning around briskly) What was that?  Who sneezed?  

(Soldiers don’t answer)

COMMANDANT:  (turning to nearest soldier) Did you sneeze?

SOLDIER 1: No, sir!

COMMANDANT: Do you know what I say to that?  (turning to Lieutenant) I think he is lying!  Take him out and shoot him!

(Lieutenant shoots him, Soldier falls dead)

The same thing happens with Soldier 2, 3, 4…until only the Sneezer remains.

COMMANDANT:  You are the last one!  So, it must be you.  Did you sneeze?

Sneezer: (shaking in fear).  Yes, sir.

COMMANDANT:  Do you know what I say to that?

Sneezer:  (scared) No sir.

COMMANDANT:  I say GEZUNDEIT!

Sneezer:  (sniffling)  Why, thank you, sir.

COMMANDANT:  (sympathetically leading him offstage) Poor boy…you have a terrible nasty cold.  Can I get you a tissue?
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The Stars at Night

Scout 1 walks on stage looking straight up.  Scout 2 enters, sees Scout 1 and begins looking up, too.  Scout 3 enters.

SCOUT 3: (to Scout 2, looking up) Whatcha looking at?

SCOUT 2:  Don’t know.

SCOUT 4:  (entering, sees Scouts and look up)  What do you see?

SCOUT 3:  Not sure. 

SCOUT 5:  What’s everybody watching?

SCOUT 1: I don’t know what they’re looking at.  I just have a crook in my neck.
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The Successful Fisherman
Five or six fishermen sit on the end of the dock (chairs), casting and winding in their lines.  One fisherman is catching all the fish:  the others have no luck.  In turn, the unlucky ones ask the successful fisherman why he's doing so well.  Each time, he mumbles a reply without opening his mouth, and nobody can tell what he is saying.  When the last person asks the question, the successful fisherman sighs, spits mouthful of gummi worms into his hand, and says, "You have to keep the worms warm."
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THE TRUCK

Two people meet and begin to talk.

BOUDREAUX: Hey, Thibodeaux! How's it going?

THIBODEAUX: It goes well, my friend. Have you sold your truck yet?

BOUDREAUX: No, I'm having trouble selling it.

THIBODEAUX: How come, Boudreaux?

BOUDREAUX: It has over 200,000 miles on it, and I'm trying to get $1,500 for it.

THIBODEAUX: That's a tough sell. Why don't you set the odometer back to 50,000 miles to make it easier to sell.

BOUDREAUX: Hey, good idea. I'll do that. See ya later.

The two walk off, take a moment, then come back on.

THIBODEAUX: Hey, Boudreaux! Did you ever sell that truck?

BOUDREAUX: No way, man. I'm keeping that truck!

THIBODEAUX: What do you mean, you're keeping it?

BOUDREAUX: Why should I sell it? It only has 50,000 miles on it.
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THE Unhappy Meditator
Cast:  Meditator, Wise Philosopher, Narrator
Scene:  A remote compound where philosophers meditate in silence

Narrator:  This skit takes place in a remote jungle compound where philosophers silently meditate.  They can only two words every ten years.  A young friendly meditator who joined the compound ten years ago is about to come in and say his two words, after a very long 10 years of silence.  Let’s listen in.

Wise Philosopher:  Yes, my son, what do you wish to say? 

Meditator:  Bad food!

Narrator:  Well, ten years have gone by, and of course our friendly meditator’s time has come again to say his two words.  He of course is not quite as young as he used to be, and walks a touch more slowly.

Wise Philosopher:  Yes, my son, what do you wish to say?

Meditator:  Uncomfortable bed!

Narrator:  Well, yet another ten years have gone by, and of course our friendly meditator's time has come again to say his two words.  He is really old at this point, having been at the compound for thirty, long, devoted years.

Wise Philosopher:  Yes, my son, what do you wish to say?

Meditator:  I quit!

Wise Philosopher:  I'm not surprised!  You've been here for thirty years and all you've done is complain!
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What an Ugly Baby!
A lady riding in a train is holding a baby covered by blankets.  One by one Passengers seated nearby ask to see her baby and subsequently make comments on how ugly the baby is.

PASSENGER 1:  Can I see your baby, ma’am?

(lady shows the baby)

PASSENGER 1:  Wow! I thought all babies were cute…until now!

LADY:  (astonished) For goodness sake!

PASSENGER 2:  May I look at your baby?

(lady shows baby)

PASSENGER 2:  (startled) Wow that’s the ugliest baby I’ve ever seen.  

LADY:  (irritated) How rude!

PASSENGER 3:  I love babies.  Can I take a peek?

(lady shows baby)

PASSENGER 3:  (screams) What an ugly baby!

LADY:  Why the nerve of some people.  Conductor!

CONDUCTOR:  Yes, ma’am.  How can I help you.  

LADY:  I’d like to be moved to a different seat.  These people have insulted my little sweetheart!

CONDUCTOR:  Well, of course.  How about this seat up here?  We want our riders to be happy.  Can I get you anything else?

LADY:  You know? I am thirsty.  Can you go to the dining car and get me a glass of water?

CONDUCTOR:  Sure.  And while I’m there, I’ll get a banana for your monkey.
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What’s Your Name?
A soldier has just been shot on the battlefield.  Another soldier comes to help.

(Soldiers are fighting an invisible enemy, when one of them gets shot) 

SOLDIER 1:  Ahhhhh!  I’ve been hit!

SOLDIER 2:  Soldier, I’m here.  What’s your name?

SOLDIER 1:  Ohhhh! It hurts sooooo bad. Help me!

SOLDIER 2:  OK.  I see you’ve been hit in the shoulder and you’re bleeding badly.  What’s your name, pal?

SOLDIER 1:  I’m fading fast.  Can’t you do something?

SOLDIER 2:  I have some pain killer, buddy.  I’m afraid that’s all I can do for you.  What’s your name?

SOLDIER 1: Why do you keep asking me my name?

SOLDIER 2:  (solemnly) I’m afraid you are not going to make it.  I need your name so I can tell your mother.

SOLDIER 1:  You fool!  My mother already knows my name!
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Who Killed the Bear?

Two Bear Hunters are hunting in the woods when they spot a Bear.

Hunter 1:  (Whispering)  Ah!  There's a bear!  I can shoot it and I'll have my take for the day!  

Both Hunters aim their guns and shoot simultaneously (Bang!  And the Bear falls down.)  

Hunter 1:  Well, I'll go get some rope to drag it back to the truck.

Hunter 2:  No you don’t!  I shot that bear.  It's mine!

Hunter 1:  I beg your pardon?!  I shot that bear myself.  It's clearly mine.

Hunter 2:  Look.  Even if was your bullet that hit that bear -- and I’m not saying it was -- you couldn't have shot that bear if I hadn’t driven us up here.

Hunter 1:  Well, I've got news for you.  I just killed that bear and I’m taking it.

Hunter 2:  And another thing, you’re such a lousy aim, you couldn’t hit an elephant if it was sitting on the end of your gun.  So there’s no way you hit that bear!

Hunter 1:  Oh yeah?! I’ll tell you what…..

As the two carry on their quarrel, the Bear “wakes up” rises, growls fiercely and chases the two Hunters away.
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World Record Tree Climbers
Tree climber is hidden in the woods and is able to ruffle a bush or tree.  Scout 1 enters and sees Scout 2 looking at something way up high, but off in the distance.

Scout 1:  What are you doing?

Scout 2:  I think I can see the US Olympic tree climbing team practicing up there in the trees.  But it’s getting dark and I can’t tell for sure.

Scout 1:  How can we find out if it’s them?

Scout 2:  Holler out and see if it’s them, I guess.

Scout 1:  Hey!  Tree Climbers!  Is that you?

Climber:  (from off stage, climbers answer)  Yep!  That’s us!  Greetings!….Etc..

Scout 1:  You practicing?

Climber:  Yep! We sure are!

Scout 1:  How high are you?

Climbers:  Oh, let’s see, not high.  100 feet or so.

Scout 1:  Wow!  Can you go higher?

Climbers:  Yep!  (Ruffles tree.)  Now I'm at  200 feet.

Scout 1:  Gee whiz!  Can you go higher?

Climbers:  Yep!  (Ruffles tree.)  Um, about 275 feet, now.

Scout 1:  Outstanding!  Can you go higher?

Climbers:  Yep!  (Ruffles tree.)  Now we’re at about 325 feet.  We can see the whole valley from here.

Scout 1:  Unbelievable!  Can you go higher?

Climbers:  Yep!  (Ruffles tree.)  Now we’re at about 400 feet.  It’s kind of windy, but I can see there’s a waterfall where the river comes off the mountain 10 miles away.

Scout 1:  Amazing!  400 feet, can you believe it?

Scout 2:  Excuse me, sir, but I was reading in the Guinness Book of World Records that the tallest tree is a sequoia in California.  And it’s only 360 feet tall.

Climbers: (one after the other) Ahhhhhh!!!!!! Ahhhhhh!!!!!!  Ahhhhhh!!!!!!   (Thump! Thump! Thump!)
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Yukon Winter
Narrator:  One day Scouter Kent (Scoutmaster) and Scouter Jason (Assistant Scoutmaster) decide to retire and move to the Yukon. They sell everything and pack up for a long trip by canoe (get in and row) finally arriving in a sheltered valley that they decide is the place for them. 

Kent:  Nice place.   Let’s build a log cabin.

Jason: (happily) Yeah. 

Narrator:  So they build a cabin and after all that work, they have a nice home in which to survive the harsh weather of the north. It’s fall, and leaves are turning.

Kent: Winter is coming and we need to cut firewood.

Jason: (wisely) Yeah. 

Narrator:  So they start cutting wood with ax and saw – they cut and saw and saw and cut 5 cords, 10 cords, 15 cords (neatly piled as good scouts know how). 

Kent: Hey Jason, I wonder if we have enough for the winter.

Jason: (concerned) Yeah?

Kent :  I heard that there is an old hermit gold Miner that lives in a cave on top of that mountain.  He can tell what winter is like here.  Let’s go and see him. 

Jason: (agreeing) Yeah. 

Narrator:  So they pack up and start the long trek to the top of the mountain, through the woods.  (Demonstrate going through rivers, mud, climbing a cliff, rain, encountering bears, etc.  They finally arrive at the top of the mountain where they find an old Miner sitting on a rock.  Kent, approached the Miner and said, 

Kent : Oh, wise Mountain Man, I was told that you can tell us how the winter will be.  Please help us. We are from the south where we had warm winters and heaters!

Jason: (with nostalgia) Yeah.

Narrator:  The Miner gets up and goes to the edge of the cliff, looks around putting his hand to his brow looks straight in front of him and says, 

Miner:  It will be a Cooold winter, loooong winter.  (He goes back to his cave.) 

Kent: Thank you, Wise Miner.

Jason: (thankfully) Yeah. 

So they turn back to their cabin.  (Demonstrate trek in reverse). 

Kent: I don’t think that we have enough wood for the winter.  We should cut more.

Jason: (firmly) Yeah. 

Narrator:  So for the next two weeks, they cut wood  -- 20 more cords.  By now they have 35 cords and the snow has started falling in the valley and it is cold. 

Kent: Now we have 35 cords, I wonder if this will be good enough for winter. 

Jason:  (unsure) Yeah.  

Kent: We should go and see the Miner to ask him again how the winter will be.

Jason: (in agreement) Yeah 

REPEAT THE TREK to find the Miner in his cave on the top of the mountain. 

Kent: Oh, wise Mountain Man – again, how will the winter be?

Narrator:  The Miner gets up goes to the edge of the cliff. He looks around and puts both hands to his brow and says: 

Miner:  Cold, cold winter, very long winter!

Kent: Thank you, Wise Miner.

Jason:  (gratefully) Yeah.

Narrator:  So back to camp they go.  Snow is falling more and more now and it is November.  Again they cut wood, day and night.  Until have 25 more cords - 60 cords in all. 

Kent: I think this should be plenty for the winter. But we should see the Old-timer again, just to be safe.

Jason: (wisely) Yeah

Narrator:  So again they trek up the mountain for the third time. (Demonstrate trek again) Tired and sore from their encounters, finally, 5 days later, they get to top of the mountain where the Miner is covered with frost, sitting in his cave as usual. 

Kent: Oh wise Mountain Man, tell us one more time what the winter will be like?

Jason: (intently) Yeah.

Narrator:  Again the Indian gets up goes to the edge of the mountain and putting his hand to his brow and says: 

Miner:  Big winter, very big winter.

Kent: Oh wise Old Miner, tell me how you know this. Is it because of the mountains? The animals? The way the clouds move?  I want to learn how you read the signs of nature. 

Jason: (interested) Yeah.

The Miner, turning to Scouters Kent and Jason he says,

Miner:  Easy. When I look down in the valley from here, I can see two old Scouters cutting and piling wood like crazy!

Jason:  (instantly understands) Yeaaaaah.
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