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1.

The mother told her little boy, Nasrudin, that if he stayed home and behaved himself, she
would bring him something from the store.

When she returned home, she asked him: "Well, were you a good little boy, Nasrudin?"
"Oh," said Nasrudin, "I was gooder than good. Why, I was so good I could hardly stand
myself."

2.

"Please, mister, will you ring that doorbell for me?" asked little Nasrudin.
The gentleman obliged with a beaming smile.

"Now, sonny, what else should I do?"

"Run like hell!" said Nasrudin.

3.

A very voluble preacher was working himself into a frenzy during a sermon on hell and
damnation. Little four-year-old Nasrudin in the congregation couldn't take his eyes off
the wild figure in the pulpit. Finally he whispered to his mother: "What will we do if he
ever gets loose?"

4.

The four-year-old Nasrudin's birthday party was well organized the neighbourhood
ladies, with games, races, and treasure hunts. In the midst of the confusion, little
Nasrudin asked: "When this is all over, can we play?"

5.
Father: "Remember, son, beauty is only skin deep."
Mulla Nasrudin: "'S' deep enough for me. I'm no cannibal."

6.

The father was reading the school report which had just been handed to him by his
hopeful son, Nasrudin. His brow was wrathful as he read: "English, poor; French, weak;
Mathematics, poor; History, weak;" and he gave a glance of disgust at the quaking lad.

"Well, Dad," said Nasrudin, "It is not as good as it might be, but have you seen that?"
And he pointed to the next line, which read: "Health, excellent."

7.



A teacher attempting to broaden the outlook of her narrow-horizoned class, asked each
student to write an essay on his views of foreigners. All turned more or less acceptable
pieces except for hard-bitten young Nasrudin, whose essay in full was: "All foreigners
are bastards."

The shocked teacher made us direct comment but devoted her next lecture to a
description of Greek architecture, Roman law, English drama, German music, Italian
poetry, Russian novels, Chinese philosophy, and African sculpture. She then asked the
class tow rite another essay on foreigners.

With beating heart, she reached Nasrudin's paper. It said, in full: "All foreigners are
bastards. Some are cunning bastards."

8.

Nasrudin (who has eaten his apple): "Let us play Adam and Eve."
Small sister: "How do you play that, Nasrudin.

Nasrudin: "Well, you tempt me to eat your apple and I will give in."

9.
Nasrudin, aged seven, asked to count in school, responded promptly: "1, 2, 3,4, 5,6, 7, 8,
9, 10, jack, queen, king."

10.

Little Nasrudin pulled a very weed from the garden. "You must be pretty strong,
Nasrudin, to pull out such a big weed," remarked a neighbour.

"Yes," agreed Nasrudin. "Do not forget that the whole world was pulling on the other
side."

11.

"What a boy you are for asking questions," said Nasrudin's father. "I'd like to know what
would have happened if I'd asked as many questions when I was a boy?"

"Perhaps," suggested young Nasrudin, "You would have been able to answer some of
mine."

12.

The little boy, Nasrudin, would not take his medicine. His father was trying to persuade
him.

"Come on, Nasrudin," said his father. "I don't like medicine any better than you, but I just
make up my mind that I'll take it, and I do. It's just a question of will power."

"Well, when I have got medicine to take," said Nasrudin, "I just make up my mind that I
won't take it, and I don't."

13.

It seemed to the father of Mulla Nasrudin that, now that his son had turned thirteen, it
was important to discuss these matters which an adolescent ought to know about life.
So he called Nasrudin into the study one evening, shut the door careful, and said with
impressive dignity: "Son, I would like to discuss the facts of life with you."

"Sure thing, Dad," said Nasrudin. "What do you want to know?"



14.

"Will you marry me, darling?" asked Mulla Nasrudin.

"Before I give you my answer," the young lady said, "I'd like to ask you one question: Do
you ever drink anything?"

"Yes," said the young Nasrudin rather proudly, "Anything."

15.

Gruff father to Nasrudin: "Why don't you get out and find a job? When I was your age [
was working for Rs.3 a week in a store, and at the end of five years I owned the store."
Nasrudin: "You can't do that nowadays. They have cash registers."

16.

"Kiss me," said the young lady urgently. "Mulla, please kiss me."

But Mulla Nasrudin turned his head away, saying: "of course not. How can 1? [ am your
own brother-in-law. Heck, we shouldn't even be lying here making love."

17.

The first morning after the honeymoon, Mulla Nasrudin got up early, went down to the
kitchen, and brought his wife her breakfast in bed. Naturally she was delighted. then he
spoke: "Have you noticed just what I have done?"

"Of course, dear; every single detail," said his wife.

"Good," said Nasrudin. "That is how I want my breakfast served every morning after
this."

18.

Mulla Nasrudin had been back from his honeymoon only a week when a friend asked
him how he liked married life.

"Why, it's wonderful," was his enthusiastic reply. "It's almost like being in love."

19.

"I should never have got married," said Mulla Nasrudin, the newly wed, to his pal at
work. "My wife does not like me when I am drunk, and I can't stand the sight of her when
I am sober."

20.
Mrs. Mulla Nasrudin: "Just think, we have been married twenty-four hours."
Mulla Nasrudin: "Yes, and it seems like it was only yesterday."

21.

"These spoons which your aunt gave us as a wedding present are not real silver,"
announced Mulla Nasrudin.

"Do you know anything about silver, Mulla?" asked his wife.

"No," replied Nasrudin, "but I know a lot about your aunt."

22.



The little old lady had watched the tender parting of the young couple at the loading
ramp. As the plane taxied down the runaway, the young man, Mulla Nasrudin, burst into
tears.

"There, there, my boy, don't cry," said the lady, who was sitting next to him. "Are you
crying so because you have to leave your wife?"

"No," said Nasrudin, "because I have to go back to her."

23.

"We've been married a year and we never quarrel," explained Mulla Nasrudin. "If a
difference of opinion arises and my wife is right, I give in right away."

"But what if you are right, Mulla?" asked his friend.

"Well," said Nasrudin, "that situation has never come up."

24.

It was their first quarrel.

"And you tell me that several women proposed marriage to you?" asked the wife.
"Yes, several," replied the Mulla.

"Well, I wish you had married the first fool who proposed."

"I did," said Nasrudin.

25.

"Now that you are married, Mulla, I suppose you will take out an insurance policy?"
Mulla Nasrudin's friend told him at work.

"Oh, no," answered Nasrudin. "I don't think she's going to be so dangerous."

26.

"Do you think that you have as good a sense of judgement as I have?" asked the wife
during a quarrel.

"Well, no," replied Mulla Nasrudin slowly. "Our choice of partners for life shows that
you have better judgement than me."

217.

"How is it that, after only three months of marriage, you manage to stay out so late every
night?" asked Mulla Nasrudin's wife.

"It;s easy," said Nasrudin. "I got into the habit while we were courting."

28.

Mulla Nasrudin left his young wife alone on the beach for a few minutes. When he came
back, he saw a crowd of excited people gathered at the water's edge. "What's the matter?"
he asked a cop. "They just pulled some dame out of the water," was the reply. The Mulla
investigated and found that the rescued party was his wife. "What are you doing to her?"
he cried. "We are giving her artificial respiration," was the answer. "Artificial, hell,"
screamed Nasrudin. "Give her the real thing. I will pay for it."

29.



"Darling," she whispered to Mulla Nasrudin after the last quest had left the wedding
reception, "for the rest of your life you will have to put up with my ugly face."
"Never mind," said Nasrudin. "I will be out at work all day."

30.

He was so sick that his doctor ordered him to take a long rest cure in Florida. But after
two months he died anyway.

Shipped back home, the corpse was viewed by the widow and her brother, Mulla
Nasrudin. "Mulla," she sighed, "he does look nice, doesn't he?"

"He sure does," replied Nasrudin. "Who wouldn't after two months in Florida?"

31.
Mulla Nasrudin went in to see his dentist, and when asked which tooth was bothering
him, replied: "Oh, just drill anywhere, doc. I feel lucky today."

32.

At a political meeting addressed by one of the dignified statesmen, Mulla Nasrudin
insisted on shouting: "Who is the woman you're living with in the capital?"

He was ignored and once more yelled: "Who is the woman you're living with in the
capital?"

His friend pulled his arm anxiously: "Shut up. That's his wife."

"I know. I know," said Mulla Nasrudin. "but I am going to make him admit it."

33.
"Mulla Nasrudin, do you plead guilty?"
"I couldn't say, your Honour," said Nasrudin. "I haven't heard the evidence yet."

34.

Mulla Nasrudin boasted how he kept his money in a sock under the mattress.
"Sure," advised his friend, "you lose interest that way."

"Indeed I don't," said Nasrudin. "I put a bit aside for that as well."

35.
The visitor complained of the long muddy avenue to Mulla Nasrudin's house.
"Well, now," soothed the Mulla, "If it was any shorter it would not reach the house."

36.

"I intend to put together a volume of my collected sermons to be published
posthumously," said the preacher to Mulla Nasrudin.

"Oh, really -- I shall look forward to that," said Nasrudin.

37.

"What are you giving up for Ramadan?"

"Smoking, drinking and chasing women. What are you giving up, Nasrudin?"
"Telling lies," said Mulla Nasrudin.



38.

"You are lucky you don't have to get up and go to mosque on these dark morning,
Mulla."

"No -- I am an atheist now-a-days -- Thank God!" said Mulla Nasrudin.

39.

Doctor: "You look much better this week, Mulla."

Mulla Nasrudin: "I certainly am, doctor. I reckon it's because I followed the directions on
the bottle of medicine you prescribed for me last time."

Doctor: "Splendid. Er -- what directions?"

Nasrudin: "It said: 'Keep this bottle tightly corked'."

40.

Mulla Nasrudin said to the bartender: "Have you seen Sheikh Abdulla around here in the
last hour and a half?"

"Yes, he was here," said the bartender.

"Good," said Mulla Nasrudin. "Did you notice whether I was with him?"

41.

Mulla Nasrudin walked out of a hall where a politician was addressing a meeting.
Someone in the corridor asked him of the speaker had finished his speech. "Yes," said
Nasrudin. "He finished his speech shortly after he started, but he has not stopped yet."

42. Mulla Nasrudin, a candidate for the police force, was being verbally examined. "If
you were by yourself in a police car and were pursued by a desperate gang of criminals in
another car doing forty miles an hour along a lonely road, what would you do?"

The Mulla looked puzzled for a moment and then replied: "Fifty."

43.

An exasperated politician was being heckled.

"There seems to be a great many fools here tonight," he exclaimed. "I wonder if it would
be advisable to hear one at a time."

"That's fair enough," shouted Mulla Nasrudin in the audience. "Finish your speech."

44,

Mulla Nasrudin left the gas turned on in his little shop one night and upon arriving in the
morning struck a match to light it.

There was a terrific explosion, and the Mulla was blown out through the door.

A passer-by rushed to his assistance, and inquired if he was injured.

Nasrudin gazed at his place of business, which was now burning quite briskly, and said:
"No, I ain't hurt. But I got out just in time, eh?"

45.



"I sent my little boy for two pounds of plums and you only sent a pound and a half. Are
you scales correct, Mulla?"

"My scales are all right, madam," said Mulla Nasrudin. "Have you weighed your little
boy?"

46.

A man entered Mulla Nasrudin's shop, which he found empty except for the Mulla, who
was playing chess with a dog. The dog, watching the board intently, made his moves by
grasping the particular chessman in his teeth. He wagged his tail wildly when he made a
good move and, on occasion, would bark sharply to indicate "Check!"

The customer, finally recovered from his stupefaction, gasped out, "Hey, that's a smart
dog you have got there."

And Mulla Nasrudin answered: "Not so smart! I have beat him three times out of five so
far."

47.

"If you will give me your telephone number, I will call you up some time."
Mulla Nasrudin: "It's in the book."

"fine! And what's your name, sir?"

Mulla Nasrudin: "That's in the book, too!"

48.

Friend: "How do you spend your income, Mulla?"

Mulla Nasrudin: "About 30 per cent for shelter, 30 per cent for clothing, 40 per cent for
food, and 20 per cent for amusement."

Friend: "But that adds up to 120 per cent."

Nasrudin: "That's right."

49.

Mulla Nasrudin and his friend sat silently over their beers, each sunk in misery.
Finally, the friend heaved a sigh and said: "I wish I were dead."

Nasrudin sighed in his turn and said: "If only I felt that good."

50.

Mulla Nasrudin used to say: "I grew so disturbed with everything I read about the
connection between smoking and cancer that I finally simply forced myself to give up
reading."

51.

Once Mulla Nasrudin was stopped by a thief who said: "Your money or your life."
The Mulla closed his eyes and there followed a lengthening silence.

Finally, the thief said again: "Come on, your money or your life."

Mulla Nasrudin opened his eyes and said querulously: "I am thinking! I am thinking!"

52.
A friend met Mulla Nasrudin for the first time in five years.



"Tell me, Mulla," said he, "did you marry that girl, or do you still darn your own socks
and do your cooking?"
"Yes," was Mulla Nasrudin's reply.

53.

Mulla Nasrudin and his friend Sheikh Abdulla approached each other one night in the
tavern.

"Good morning, Nasrudin. How are you?"

"I am fine, Abdulla, but my name is not Nasrudin."

"Mine's not Abdulla, either."

"Not to worry," said Mulla Nasrudin. "we are probably not ourselves today."

54.

Mulla Nasrudin: "I suppose you could say I have an uncanny knack of getting my own
way. I am terribly ambitious, and somehow I always seem to achieve my selfish goals --
women, money, power -- I just brook no opposition, but forge ahead, regardless of
others."

Psychiatrist: "And how long have you had this complaint?"

Nasrudin: "who's complaining?"

55.

A psychiatrist was called in to examine Mulla Nasrudin who was suing his employers for
compensation after an industrial injury.

"Now, Mulla, perhaps you could show me just how high you can raise your arms..." The
Mulla complied painfully raising his arms only to shoulder level.

"And how high could you raise them before? Can you show me?"

asked the psychiatrist blandly.

"Come off it, Doctor -- you don't catch me that way," sneered Nasrudin. "I could only
raise them this high before the accident as well!"

56.

The landlord sent a stiff letter to his tenant, Mulla Nasrudin: "My rent is considerably
overdue and I must ask you to send on some money."

Mulla Nasrudin's reply was swift: "I don't see why I should pay your rent -- I can't pay
my own."

57.

Mulla Nasrudin bumped into Issacs who was looking terribly dejected.

"What's the matter?" asked the Mulla.

"I am bankrupt," said a quiet Issacs; "my business failed."

"Oh, well," said Nasrudin, "what about the property in your wife's name?"

"There is no property in my wife's name."

"Well, then, what about the property in your children's names?"

"There is no property in my children's names."

Mulla Nasrudin put his hand on Issacs' shoulder: "Issacs, you are very mistaken, you are
not bankrupt -- you are ruined."



58.

Saleem was in a quandry. What to do? -- marry the wealthy widow that he didn't love, or
the poor lassie that he loved overmuch?

"Listen to your heart, man," urged his best friend, Mulla Nasrudin. "Marry the one you
love."

"Aye, you are right as usual, Mulla," he nodded, "money is not everything."

"In that case, Saleem, would you mind giving me the widow's address?" asked Nasrudin.

59.

Mulla Nasrudin called on a doctor to ask his advice. The doctor told him he must stop
drinking and smoking. Nasrudin said nothing and quietly rose to depart.

"Friend," the doctor reminded him gently, "you have not paid for my advice."

"No," said Nasrudin, "and what's more, I am not taking it either."

60.

It was after midnight and Solly Ginsberg was sleeping roundly in his bedroom above his
pawnshop, when he heard a loud hammering on the door below. Angrily, he got out of
bed and put his head out of the window.

"Get yourself down here," demanded Mulla Nasrudin, the caller.

"What, at this time of night?" replied Ginsberg.

"Come down, or I will smash your door in."

Muttering to himself, the pawnbroker staggered down the stairs and opened the door.
"What you want?" he asked.

"I want to know the time," said the Mulla.

"What!" said Ginsberg, "you wake me up in the middle of the night to ask me the time?"
"Well, you have got my watch, haven't you?" said Mulla Nasrudin.

61.

"Everything God made is perfect," said Mulla Nasrudin one day in the tavern.
A hunchback rose from the rear of his audience and asked: "What about me?"
"Why," said Nasrudin, "you're the most perfect hunchback I ever saw!"

62.

Mulla Nasrudin was in bed with a cold and a high temperature. "How high is it, Doctor?"
he wanted to know.

"A hundred and five, Nasrudin," said the doctor.

The Mulla contemplated for a while and then asked again: "What's the world's record?"

63.

"Got a cigarette, Mulla?"

"Here, take the pack."

"Thanks. Got a match?"

"You can keep this lighter."

"Thanks again. Say, have you got an oil well or something?"
"No," said Mulla Nasrudin. "only lung cancer."



64.

Mulla Nasrudin one day noticed a parrot perched atop a farmhouse gable. Attracted by
the bright plumage, he ran to fetch a ladder, climbed on the roof, and was about to clap
his cap over the bird when the parrot fixed on him with a beady eye and asked: "What the
hell do you think you're doing?" "Gosh, I didn't mean nothin'," said Mulla Nasrudin. "I
thought you was a bird, sir."

65.

The bandage-covered patient who lay in the hospital bed spoke dazedly to his visiting
pal, Mulla Nasrudin:

"Wh-what happened?"

"You absorbed one too many last night, and then you made a bet that you could jump out
of the window and fly around the block."

"Why," screamed the beat-up human, "didn't you stop me?"

"Stop you, hell -- I had Rupees 25 on you," said Mulla Nasrudin.

66.

The eccentric Sultan once sent Mulla Nasrudin as a henchman around the country. He
was to interview the house-holders, and to every man who was boss in his house, he was
to give a horse. To every man who was henpecked, he would give a chicken.
Everywhere the Mulla went, he handed out chickens with never an occasion to give
anyone a horse. At last, though, he arrived at the house of a burly farmer, with a bristly,
unshaven face, a deep bass voice, and muscles like an ox. In the background was his thin
and wizened wife. The Mulla said: "Are you boss in your family, sir?" The farmer leaned
his head back and bellowed with laughter. "You bet, little man," he said. "What I say
around here goes." And he opened and closed fists the size of hams. The Mulla was
convinced. "You get a horse," he said. "Do you want a brown horse or a gray horse?"
The farmer leaned his head and shouted: "Tilda, do we get a brown horse or a gray
horse?"

Tilda called back: "You get a brown horse."

And Mulla Nasrudin said: "You get a chicken."

67.

The neighbourhood grocer was weary to death of Mulla Nasrudin and his habit of
stretching his credit as far as it could possibly be stretched. Finally, he decided to have it
out with him.

"Mulla Nasrudin," he said, when the Mulla arrived on his next shopping expedition, "I
am sorry, but before you make another purchase, I would like to have you settle your bill.
All of it. Let's start fresh." Nasrudin drew himself up and allowed a haughty expression to
cross his face and said, distinctly, "Go halfway to hell," turned on his heel, and began to
stalk out.

The grocer called out: One moment, Mulla. Just out of curiosity -- why just halfway to
hell? Why not all the way?"

Mulla Nasrudin sighed. "The trouble is," he said, "I have an equally large bill with the
baker?"



68.

Mulla Nasrudin's face lit up as he recognized the man who was walking ahead of him
down the subway stairs. He slapped the man so heartily on the back that the man nearly
collapsed, and cried: "Goldberg, I hardly recognized you. Why, you have gained thirty
pounds since I saw you last, and you have had your nose fixed, and I swear you are about
two feet taller." The man looked at him angrily. "I beg your pardon," he said in icy tones,
"but I do not happen to be Goldberg."

"Aha," said Mulla Nasrudin. "you have even changed your name."

69.

Mulla Nasrudin, who went to a large city to see the sights, engaged a room at a hotel and
before retiring asked the clerk about the hours for meals.

"We have breakfast 7 to 11, dinner from 12 to 3, and supper from 6 to 8," explained the
clerk.

"Look here," inquired the Mulla in surprise, "what time am I going to see the town?"

70.

Psychiatrist: "your wife is suffering from a severe mental illness, Mulla. You should have
arranged for her to see me long ago!"

Mulla Nasrudin: "But, doctor, when she was in her right mind she wouldn't see a
psychiatrist at any price!"

71.

The prosperous and time-honoured partnership of Nasrudin and Kutbudin threatened to
go on the rocks when Kutbudin fell madly in love with Mulla Nasrudin's wife. The Mulla
was very understanding about the whole thing, but finally told his partner: "This thing
cannot go any longer. The situation must be resolved one way or another."

"We have always been sporting men," said Kutbudin. "what do you think of the idea of
playing one game of backgammon to see who gets the girl."

Mulla Nasrudin thought this proposition over for a few moments and then agreed. "let us
play for a quarter a point," he added, "just to make it interesting."

72.

Mulla Nasrudin and his friend were adrift in an open boat in the middle of the Atlantic,
and things looked very bad for them. After five days without food or water, the friend
began to pray: "Oh, Lord, I have not been very good during my life. I have not been good
to my wife and I have often spent all my wages on gambling and beer. But, if you spare
me life now, I promise...."

"Hang on a minute," interrupted Nasrudin. "don't go too far. I think I can see a boat."

73.

Mulla Nasrudin's old friend Haider Ali died. He was the only atheist in the whole town
but the people came to his wake just the same.

Mulla Nasrudin, looking at the corpse laid out in his best suit, said: "What a waste! All
dressed up and nowhere to go!"



74.

The prosecuting counsel was having a little trouble with a rather difficult witness, Mulla
Nasrudin. Exasperated by the Mulla's evasive answers, he asked him if he was acquainted
with any of the jury.

]"Yes, sir, more than half of them," replied the Mulla.

"Are you willing to swear that you know more than half of them?" asked the counsel.

"If it comes to that, I am willing to swear that I know more than all of them put together,"
said Mulla Nasrudin.

75.

Mulla Nasrudin, in a tailor shop, was viewing his new suit in a three way mirror.
The tailor asked: "Well, what do you think, Mulla?"

"Great," said Nasrudin. "I will take all three of them."

76.

A local bak failed and there was a wildly cursing, milling mob of frantic depositors
pounding on the doors. In the centre of this half-crazed, shouting crowd was Mulla
Nasrudin running his mouth louder than the rest. "They should string up the president of
this bank to a lamp post... also the board of the trustees! To take the poor depositors' hard
earned cash.... the poor depositors now left without homes or bread.... we should send the
bank officials to Siberia to the salt mines..... the dirty crooks!" Finally a policeman
walked over to the Mulla and asked, "Look, mister, have you got any money in this bank,
may i ask....?"

"Listen, officer," came Mulla Nasrudin's answer, "If I had nay money in this bank, would
I be taking it so lightly?"

77.

Mulla Nasrudin had his suspicions. One day he left work early, and sure enough, when he
arrived home, he found a strange hat and umbrella in the hallway and his wife on the
couch in the arms of another man.

Wild for revenge, the Mulla picked up the man's umbrella and snapped it in two across
his knee.

"There now I hope it rains."

78.

Mulla Nasrudin got a job in a bank. The cashier tossed him a packet of one-rupee notes
and said: "Check them to make sure there are one hundred." The Mulla started counting.
Finally he got up to "56", "57", "58". Then he threw the package in the drawer.

"If it is right this far," remarked Nasrudin to the man next to him, "it is probably right all
the way."

79.

Mulla Nasrudin burst into a police court one day. "Your Honour," he snorted, "some
disgusting urchins have chalked a lot of filthy four-letter words on the fence surrounding
my house. And what's more, they haven't even spelled the words right!"



80.

Abdul Rehman was a very sick man indeed and his friends took turns visiting him to keep
up his spirits. The night Mulla Nasrudin came, he was warned in advance that Abdul
Rehman was very low and he must be extremely careful to say nothing discouraging.
Nasrudin was doing beautifully and actually had Rehman chuckling over a number of
funny stories. But, suddenly, however, the Mulla stopped and began to shake his head.
"What's the matter?" said Rehman anxiously.

"I was just thinking," said Nasrudin. "how in the name of the Holy Prophet are they going
to get a coffin down the crooked stairs in this house?"

81.

Mulla Nasrudin was taking a stroll through a cemetery and reading the inscriptions on
tombstones. He came to one which declared: "Not dead, but sleeping."”

After contemplating the phrase for a moment, and scratching his head, the Mulla
exclaimed: "He sure ain't foolin' nobody but himself."

82.

"In view of the present world situation," said Mulla Nasrudin one day in the tavern, "the
best thing that can happen to a man is not to be born at all in the first place. But I doubt
that even one man in a hundred thousand is that lucky."

83.

A young mother was looking at a toy for her small child. "Isn't this awfully complicated
for him?" she asked Mulla Nasrudin, the salesman.

"That, madam," replied the Mulla, "is an educational toy, designed to prepare the child
for life in today's world. Any way he puts it together is wrong."

84.

Mulla Nasrudin, having spent considerable time tramping the corridors of the museum,
paused for a refreshing cigar.

He had not been smoking long when a museum guard approached him angrily and said:
"Do you see that?" He was pointing to a sign on the wall which said in glaring red letters:
NO SMOKING.

Mulla Nasrudin regarded it for a moment, then said to the guard: "It does not say

™rn

'positively'.

85.

Mulla Nasrudin sat moodily over his drink, and his friend said: "You look pretty down in
the mouth, Mulla. What's the matter?"

Nasrudin said: "My psychiatrist says I am in love with my umbrella and that that's the
source of my troubles."

"In love with your umbrella!"

"Yes. Isn't that ridiculous? Oh, I like and respect my umbrella and enjoy its company, but
love?"



86.

Once Mulla Nasrudin said, addressing a big gathering: "It is with some trepidation that I
address an audience of people, all of whom are smarter than I am. All of whom put
together, that is."

87.

Mulla Nasrudin became ill and called in a specialist.

The specialist, as he stood by the bedside, said: "Yes, I can cure you."

"What will it cost?" asked the Mulla faintly.

"Five thousand rupees."

"You will have to shave your price a little," replied Nasrudin. "I have a better bid from
the undertaker, sir."

88.

Mulla Nasrudin was working as a city-reporter in a local daily. One night as he was
passing along the ways on the banks of the river, he heard the sound of someone
struggling in the water.

"Are you drowning?" shouted the Mulla.

"I am," replied a feeble voice from the water.

"What a pity!" said Nasrudin consolingly. "You are just too late for the last edition
tonight. But cheer up; you'll have a nice little paragraph all to yourself in the morning."

89.
"Now look me right in the face."
"Doctor," said Mulla Nasrudin, "I got my own problems."

90.
Mulla Nasrudin, who was invited to a house party he didn't wish to attend, telegraphed to
the hostess: "Regret I can't come. Complete lie follows by letter."

91.

An American, staying with Mulla Nasrudin, received a telegram, and his face broke out
in smiles. Said his friend, Mulla Nasrudin: "Good news, Robert?"

"You bet, Mulla. My grandfather and grandmother just celebrated a golden wedding."
"Golden wedding? What is that?" asked the Mulla.

"Well, you see, they've been together for fifty years -- "

Whereupon Nasrudin broke in: "And now he's married her? Oh, bravo!"

92.

"And at her request you gave up drinking, Mulla?"

"Yes."

"And you stopped smoking, for the same reason?"

"I did."

"And it was for her that you gave up dancing, card parties, and billiards?"
"Absolutely."

"Then why didn't you marry her?"



"Well," said Mulla Nasrudin, "After all this reforming I realized I could do better."

93.

One friend of Mulla Nasrudin was amazed to see that the Mulla had hitched his prize-
winning possession, his prize-winning bull, to the plow and was guiding it across his
fields.

He said: "Mulla have you gone crazy? That bull is worth twenty-five thousand rupees.
Why are you letting him pull a plow?" "That bull," said the Mulla grimly, "has got to
learn that life isn't all play."

94.

Mulla Nasrudin crept into the psychiatrist's office, looked furtively around, then pressed
his ear to the desk.

"Listen!" he hissed.

The psychiatrist pressed his ear to the desk.

"I can't hear anything," he said.

"Exactly what I mean," said Nasrudin. "worrying, isn't it?"

95.

Mulla Nasrudin was defeated ignominiously when he ran for the office of sheriff.

He got only one vote out of a total of 3,5000, and the next day he walked down Main
Street with two guns hanging from his belt.

"You were not elected, and you have no right to carry guns, Mulla," fellow citizens told
him.

"Listen, folks," replied Nasrudin, "a man with no more friends than I have got in this
country needs to carry guns."

96.

"Yes," said Mulla Nasrudin, "my family can trace its ancestry back to Muhammed the
Prophet."

"I suppose," remarked his friend, "you will be telling us that your ancestors were in the
Ark with Noah?"

"Certainly not," said Nasrudin. "my people had a boat of their own."

97.
"What do you think, Mulla, of our two candidates for presidency?"
"Well, I am glad," said Mulla Nasrudin, "that only one can be elected."

98.

Mulla Nasrudin and a friend met in the garment district one day. The friend's voice was
heavy with woe. He said to the Mulla: "Did you hear about Mahmood?"

Nasrudin, startled, said: "No; what about Mahmood?"

"He dropped dead with a heart attack yesterday."

"What!" said Mulla Nasrudin. "in the middle of the season?"

99.



Mulla Nasrudin was driving along a country road when he noticed a couple of repairmen
climbing telephone poles.
"Fools!" he exclaimed to his companion, "they must think I never drove a car before."

100.
Mulla Nasrudin rushed into a barber shop.
"Cut everything short," he said, "hair, whiskers, and conversation."

101.
Mulla Nasrudin lost his faith once and became a hard-bitten atheist. His new credo was:
"There is no God, and Muhammad is his prophet."

102.

Friend: "So your new job makes you independent, Mulla?"

Mulla Nasrudin: "Absolutely. I get here any time I want before eight, and leave just when
I please after five."

103.

As Mulla Nasrudin was leaving, he murmured to the hostess: "The meal was delicious,
what there was of it."

Noting the hurt expression on his hostess's face, the Mulla blushed and hastened to say:
"Oh, oh, and there was plenty of food, such as it was."

104.
"I turned the way I signaled," said the lady, indignantly, after the crash.
"I know it," retorted Mulla Nasrudin. "that's what fooled me."

105.

A young swain, on an automobile drive in the country with his loved one, left the car
long enough to venture into a field where he might pick a bouquet of wild flowers for his
lady fair. He had barely plucked the blossoms, when he became aware of a bull present in
the same field.

The bull, a large specimen, was facing him with head lowered. It made distinct snorting
sounds and with one leg scrapped the ground.

Far away, on the other side of the fence stood the owner, Mulla Nasrudin, who was
taking in the situation with a serene eye. The young man yelled out to him: "Hey, is that
bull safe?"

Mulla Nasrudin shouted back: "Safe as anything." Then he considered a moment more
and shouted again: "I can't say the same about you, though."

106.

Mulla Nasrudin was worried by a vicious-looking dog.

"Don't be afraid of hi," the owner reassured. "you know the old proverb: A barking dog
never bites."

"Yes," replied Mulla Nasrudin. "you know the proverb, I know the proverb, but does the
dog know the proverb?"



107.

Mulla Nasrudin and his two friends were considering the problem of what each would do
if the doctor told him he had only six months to live.

Said Robinson: "The first thing I would do would be to liquidate my business, withdraw
my savings and have the biggest fling on the French Riviera you ever saw. I'd play
roulette, I'd eat like a king, and most of all, I'd have girls, girls and more girls."

Said Sheikh Abdulla: "The first thing I would do would be to visit a travel agency and
plot out an itinerary. There are a thousand places on earthy I have not seen, and I would
like to see them before I die: the Grand Canyon, the Taj Mahal, Angkor Wat, all of
them."

Said Mulla Nasrudin: "If my doctor said I had only six months to live, the first thing I
would do would be to consult another doctor."

108.

Mulla Nasrudin was aboard a ship, but unfortunately, about halfway across, a storm
struck the vessel. It grew rapidly worse, and the cry to abandon ship was given.

There followed a scene of unbelievable confusion. Children screamed, women wailed,
men shouted and rushed wildly to and fro, while the crew struggled to impose order and
place as many as possible in the lifeboats. The sheets of rain and the heavy seas added the
last touch of nightmare to the situation.

And through it all, watching everything with interest, was Mulla Nasrudin. He sat on a
coil of rope, utterly calm, and hummed to himself.

A friend rushed to him, crying: "Mulla, Mulla, how can you sit there so calmly? The ship
is sinking. It is being completely destroyed!"

"So?" said Nasrudin. "The ship is not my property."

109.

Mulla Nasrudin was seriously ill in a foreign country. He said to his friend: "Listen,
Fareed, just in case you return and I don't, here's a letter to give Sultana when you get
back to the old neighbourhood. Tell her my last thought was of her and her name was the
last word I spoke. And here's a letter for Fatima. Tell her the same thing."

110.

The genius of Mulla Nasrudin had carried him to big success in business without much
aid of education.

He was asked to distribute the prizes at a school, and made the usual speech of good
counsel.

"Now boys," he said, "Always remember that education is a great thing. There's nothing
like education. Take arithmetic. Through education we learn that twice two make four,
that twice six make twelve, that seven sevens make -- and then there is geography."

111.

"I saw a feller trying to kiss your lass in the park last night, Mulla."
"Did he succeed?" asked Mulla Nasrudin.

”NO_ n



"Then she was not my lass," said Nasrudin.

112.
Mulla Nasrudin advised his son on his marriage day: "Son, a successful marriage is often
based on what a husband and wife don't know about each other."

113.

The gentleman was on his way home when he passed Mulla Nasrudin's house and saw
through the window Mulla Nasrudin hitting his small boy over the head with a loaf of
bread.

Next day he passed, and the next, and the next, and each time the Mulla was hitting the
boy on the head with a loaf of bread.

Finally one Tuesday when he passed, he saw the Mulla hitting the boy on the head with a
cake.

"Hellow," he said putting his head in through the window," run out of bread today?"

"Of course not," replied Mulla Nasrudin, "It's his birthday."

114.

Mulla Nasrudin: "I can't eat this stuff."

Mrs. Mulla Nasrudin: "Never mind, dear. I have some lovely recipes for making use of
left-overs."

Nasrudin: "In that case I'll eat it now."

115.

The young bride was telling her father how wonderful marriage was.

"Do you know Dad," she said, "Ali gives me everything I ask for."

"Which merely shows," replied her father, Mulla Nasrudin, "that you are not asking for
enough."

116.
Mulla Nasrudin's advice to newlyweds: "No family should have less than three children.
If there is one genius in the family, then there should be two to support him."

117.
"Nice to see you are attending mosque again, Nasrudin," said the preacher. "Is it because
of my sermons?" "Not yours," said Mulla Nasrudin. "my wife's!"

118.

Mulla Nasrudin was obviously enjoying his holiday in the hills. When he returned to his
hotel each evening he was full of the wonders of the place.

another guest, infected, so to speak, by Mulla Nasrudin's delight asked him: "Is this your
first time in these hills?"

"Aye, it is that," said the Mulla.

"You seem to be having such fun that I presume you haven't had a holiday for a
considerable time," said the chatty gent.

"It's not only that," smiled the Mulla, "but it's my honeymoon as well."



"In that case," asked the guest, taken aback, "where is your wife?"
"Oh, she's been here before!" said Mulla Nasrudin.

119.

"Well," said Hameed, "we have been friends for the last thirty years and never fallen
out."

"No, never a word between us," said Mulla Nasrudin.

"But there is just one thing I never liked to bring up in case we would quarrel," remarked
Hameed.

"And what was that?" queried the Mulla.

"Oh, I still don't like to mention it, but I can't stand your wife!"

"Well," said Nasrudin, "we will not quarrel about that. To tell you the truth, I can't stand
her myself."

120.

Mrs. Mulla Nasrudin was reading about birth and death statistics.

Suddenly she turned to the Mulla and said: "Do you know that every time I breathe a man
dies?"

"Very interesting," returned Mulla Nasrudin. "have you tried toothpaste?"

121.

The judge looked very severe. "Mulla," he said, "your wife says you hit her over the head
with a baseball bat and threw her down a flight of stairs. What have you got to say for
yourself?"

Mulla Nasrudin rubbed the side of his nose with his hand and meditated. Finally he said:
"Your Honour, I guess there are three sides to this case: my wife's story, my story and the
truth."

122.

Mulla Nasrudin awoke his wife in a great state of excitement. "Quick," he cried, "give me
my spectacles before I wake up." When his wife brought them to him, he explained, "I
am having a beautiful dream, but there are one or two things in it I can't make out."

123.

Mulla Nasrudin received a note that read: "Leave a thousand rupees under the
cottonwood tree in Pizitz Square Tuesday night, or we will kidnap your wife and you will
never see her again." The Mulla answered: "I haven't got any thousand rupees, and I am
counting on you boys to keep your promise."

124.

Mulla Nasrudin, a race track habitue, told his wife: "The darndest thing happened to me
this afternoon. I was bending down to tie my shoe-lace and some near-sighted goon
strapped a saddle on me."

"What did you do?" asked his wife.

"What the hell could I do?" complained Nasrudin. "I came in third."



125.

Mulla Nasrudin rushed up to a farmer on the road and said: "I am looking for an escaped
lunatic, my wife. Did she pass this way?"

The farmer puffed thoughtfully on his corn cob pipe and asked: "What does she look
like?"

"She is very short," said Nasrudin, "and she is very thin and she weighs about 350
pounds."

The farmer looked at him in amazement. "How can a woman be short and thin and still
weigh 350 pounds?" he asked.

"Don't act so surprised," said Nasrudin angrily. "I told you she was crazy."

126.
Mrs. Mulla Nasrudin: "I suppose all geniuses are conceited."
Mulla Nasrudin: "Some of them -- but I am not."

127.

Mulla Nasrudin's wife had fallen headlong down a steep incline and lay motionless at the
bottom.

Nasrudin, fearful of the consequence, leaned over the tip of the incline and called out:
"Fatima, are you dead?"

The wife groaned and called back: "I am badly bruised, but quite alive."

Nasrudin shook his head dolefully and said: "I hope you are, but you are such a liar, I
don't know whether to believe you."

128.

The Mulla Nasrudin family was planning a daughter's wedding and the guest list was
being made out. There was no use in being foolishly extravagant, so only the minimum
number of invitations was sent out. That is, one to: every member of the family, to the
tenth cousins, and all their relations by marriage; all the bride's friends back to
kindergarten, and their relatives; all the neighbours, and their relatives; and of course,
such strangers as happened to be in the vicinity.

When that was done, Mrs. Mulla Nasrudin looked at the list ruefully and said: "There are
still the guests on the groom's side to consider."

Mulla Nasrudin nodded. "Well," he said, "it has to be. And it will only be fair to give him
free choice. Whichever he wants -- either his mother or his father."

129.

A gentleman at a social function remarked to Mulla Nasrudin, the stranger at his side,
"Heavens, what an ugly woman that one is."

"That woman," said Nasrudin, "is my wife."

The first man flushed painfully and could only stammer, "I am sorry."

"Not as sorry as [ am," said Mulla Nasrudin.

130.
Mulla Nasrudin had managed to make his way into a closet, just one step ahead of the
pursuing Mrs. Nasrudin.



Mrs. Nasrudin banged peremptorily on the door. "Come out of there, you coward!"
"I will not," shouted the Mulla from within.

"Do as I say," thundered Mrs. Nasrudin.

"I won't," yelled the Mulla. "I'll show you who's master of the house."

131.
Mulla Nasrudin (in early morning): "It must be time to get up."
Wife: "Why?"

Nasrudin: "Baby's fallen asleep."

132.
A snorer in a movie house was disturbing the audience. When patrons yelled to cut it out,
the snorer snapped: "I paid for the seat and I will do as I please!"

"Sure," howled Mulla Nasrudin from the back row, "but you are keeping everybody
awake!"

133.

One day Mahmood met Mulla Nasrudin and said: "Nasrudin, I have got a bargain for
you! An elephant! A whole living elephant! And for just one thousand rupees."
Nasrudin said: "Are you crazy? What do I want with an elephant?"

"It's a beautiful elephant. All gray. Ten feet tall with a complete trunk."

"But I have nothing to feed it. I have no place to put it; I live in a three-room apartment."
"Two beautiful tusks, maybe two feet long each. It's a magnificent beast. They don't
make them like that any more."

"Mahmood," said the Mulla, almost screaming. "I have a three-room walkup apartment
on the sixth floor. Where will I keep an elephant?" "You are a hard man, Nasrudin," said
Mahmood. "I will tell you what. I will throw a second whole elephant for only hundred
rupees extra."

And Mulla Nasrudin said: "Now you are talking."

134.

Doctor Abrams was called to Mulla Nasrudin's shop where the Mulla was lying
unconscious. Dr. Abrams worked on him for a long time, and finally revived him.

"How did you happen to drink that stuff, Nasrudin?" he asked the Mulla. "Didn't you see
the label on the bottle? It said: POISON."

Nasrudin: "Yes, Doctor, but I didn't believe it."

Dr. Abrams: "Why not?"

Nasrudin: "Because whenever I believe someone I am deceived."

135.

"How is your wife?" Mulla Nasrudin asked the old friend he had not seen in years.
"She's in heaven," replied the friend.

"Oh, I am sorry," said the Mulla. But then he realized that was not the thing to say, so he
added: "I mean, I am glad." And that was even worse. So Mulla Nasrudin came out with:
"Well, I am surprised."



136.

The scene was a court-martial. Mulla Nasrudin was giving evidence against a private who
was accused of calling a lieutenant an idiot.

"Now, Nasrudin," said the president of the court, "how can you be sure that the accused
was in fact referring to Lieutenant Jones when he called him an idiot?"

"Well, sir," replied Mulla Nasrudin, "Lieutenant Jones was the only idiot there at the
time."

137.

Mulla Nasrudin was subject to insomnia. His wife was, on the contrary, a very heavy
sleeper. It was Nasrudin's amiable habit, when he was having a particularly bad night, to
go into his wife's room, shake her into reluctant wakefulness, and say: "What's the matter,
dear? Can't you sleep either?"

138.

"Oh, poor Mr. Jones," mourned Mulla Nasrudin. "Did you hear what happened to him?
He tripped at the top of the stairs, fell down the whole flight, banged his head and died."
"Died?" said Mrs. Nasrudin, shocked.

"Died!" repeated the Mulla with emphasis. "Broke his glasses too."

139.

Mulla Nasrudin: "If a man steals, no matter what, he will live to regret it."
Wite (coyly): "You used to steal kisses from me before we were married."
Nasrudin: "Well, you heard what I said."

140.

Mulla Nasrudin came into the house, dripping wet and looking incredibly bedraggled.
Outside the window, the pelting rain was all too visible.

His sympathetic wife said: "Oh, it's raining cats and dogs outside."

"You are telling me," said Nasrudin. "I just stepped in a poodle."

141.
"Who was that sweet young thing, Mulla, I saw you with last night?" asked a friend.
"That was no sweet young thing, boy -- that was my wife," replied Mulla Nasrudin.

142.

Mulla Nasrudin and his wife stopped on the street to watch a funeral procession pass. It
was done in elaborate style, from the long, gleaming hearse, through the cars packed with
flowers, to the impressive line of automobiles following.

Said Mulla Nasrudin's wife: "It's a rich guy. I have watched funerals like that before.
There's a solid mahogany casket, polished so you can see your face in it, with satin lining
and gold carved handles. They put it in a big mausoleum, with stone doors, statues,
flowers, praying and singing."

"Wow," said Mulla Nasrudin, eyes shining. "Now that's what I call living."

143.



Salesman: "Sir, is your wife at home?"

Mulla Nasrudin: "Yes, sir."

Salesman (after knocking in vain): "I thought you said she was at home, sir?"
Nasrudin: "yes, sir, but I don't live here."

144.

Mulla Nasrudin came home from a hard day's work, sat down at the kitchen table, and
said to his equally harried wife: "Dear, for once in your life don't start with your own
troubles. Ask, instead, what happened to me at business. Ask, already, what kind of a day
I had. Go ahead, ask. Just ask."

Whereupon Mrs. Mulla Nasrudin said apprehensively: "So what happened, Mulla?"

and Mulla Nasrudin buried his head in his hands, groaned, and said: "What happened?
Oh, dear, better you should not ask."

145.
"Do you believe in love at first sight, Mulla?" a friend asked Mulla Nasrudin.
"Well," said Nasrudin, "I think it saves a lot of time."

146.

"don't you think, Mulla, that a man has more sense after he is married?" asked Mulla
Nasrudin's wife.

"Yes," said Nasrudin. "but it's too late then."

147.
Son: "Isn't it wonderful how little chicks get out of their shells dad?"
Mulla Nasrudin: "What get's me is how they get in, son."

148.

Mulla Nasrudin lived only for the day when the social system could be overturned by
violence and remolded closer to his heart's desire.

"Come the revolution," he said fervently to his wife, "you won't have to live on bread and
potatoes. You will eat strawberries and cream."

"Actually," said his wife, "I don't like strawberries and cream."

"Come the revolution," said Mulla Nasrudin violently, "you will eat strawberries and
cream and you will like it."

149.
Mrs. Mulla Nasrudin: "I suppose you think I am a perfect idiot?"
Mulla Nasrudin: "Oh, dear, non of us is perfect."

150.

Boss: "Mulla, you're a liar. You took a day off to bury your wife, and I met her in the
park this morning."

Mulla Nasrudin: "Oh, I did not say she was dead, sir. I just said I would like to go to her
funeral."



151.

Mulla Nasrudin, an expectant father, was pacing up and down the hospital corridor.

"I hope it's a girl! I hope it's a girl!" he kept repeating.

"What do you mean, you hope it's a girl?" asked a nurse.

"Then," replied Nasrudin, "she will never have to go through what I am going through."

152.

"Has this dog a good pedigree, Mulla?" asked Mulla Nasrudin's wife.

"Has he? Say, if that dog could talk, he wouldn't speak to either of us," said Mulla
Nasrudin.

153.
Mrs. Mulla Nasrudin: "Why, she is the loudest-mouthed woman I ever heard."
Mulla Nasrudin: "Shush, dear, you forget yourself."

154.

"Mulla, dear," said Mrs. Mulla Nasrudin, "such an odd thing happened today. The clock
fell off the wall, and if it had fallen a moment sooner, it would have hit mother."

"I always said that clock was slow," said Mulla Nasrudin.

155.

Mulla Nasrudin was engaged in a most affectionate embrace with his secretary when
there came the sound of a key in the font door.

The Mulla broke away at once, eyes wide with alarm.

"Heavens," he cried, "it's my wife! Quick, jump out the window."

The young woman, equally alarmed, made a quick step towards the window, then
demurred. "I can't," she said, "we're on the thirteenth floor."

"For heaven's sake," cried Mulla Nasrudin in exasperation, "is this a time to be
superstitious, baby?"

156.

Mulla Nasrudin and his neighbour were discussing the weather. Said the neighbour:
"Man, that shower will do a lot of good; it will bring things out of the ground."
"God forbid," said Mulla Nasrudin, "I have three wives there!"

157.

A cameraman, working for the educational department of a film company, met Mulla
Nasrudin in town and said:

"I have just been taking some moving pictures of life out on your farm."

"Did you catch any of my men in motion?" asked the Mulla curiously.

"Sure I did."

The Mulla shook his head reflectively, then commented: "Science is a wonderful thing!"

158.
"So you are undertaking to keep bees, Mulla?" asked a neighbour.



"Yes," answered Mulla Nasrudin. "I don't want to miss anything in life, and I have been
stung every other way there is."

159.

Mulla Nasrudin: "My wife asked me to take our old cat off somewhere and lose it. So I
put it in a basket and tramped out into the country for about eight miles."

Friend: "Did you lose the cat, Mulla?"

Nasrudin: "Lose it! If I had not followed it, I'd never have gotten back home."

160.

School was out and little Maksood came bursting into the house crying bitterly.

"The kids beat me up, Dad. They said I have a big head."

"Now, Maksood, don't you listen to them," soothed his father, Mulla Nasrudin. "It's not
true."

So, partly convinced, Maksood returned to school the next day. That afternoon the scene
was repeated, and again Mulla Nasrudin repeated his words of reassurance.

"So now calm down," said Nasrudin, "because I would like you to run down to the store
and get nine pounds of potatoes."

"Okay, Dad. Give me a bag to put them in," replied Maksood.

"A bag! What do you need a bag for?" asked the Mulla. "Carry them in your cap."

161.

"Oh, Mulla, do you realize it's almost a year since our honeymoon, and that glorious day
we spent on the sands? I wonder how we'll spend this one?"

"On the rocks, dear," said Mulla Nasrudin.

162.

Mulla Nasrudin walked into a bakery and said: "I want a birthday cake baked for me in
the shape of the letter N>" The baker nodded. "I will have it ready for you by two this
afternoon. But it will cost money."

"Money is no object," said the Mulla.

At two o'clock the Mulla was back. The cake was proudly presented in all its glory, and
the Mulla flew into a passion. "Not an ordinary N, you idiot," he shouted. "I want a
beautiful flowing N in script." The baker said: "But you didn't say so. If you can come
back at eight in the evening, I will have it for you."

The Mulla was back at eight. Another cake was presented. He looked at it critically and
said: "I don't like the frosting. Could you make it with a pinker cast? I will pay for the
extra trouble." "I can fix that in no time, if you will wait," said the baker. By eight-thirty
he was back, and the cake was perfect. With a sigh of relief, the baker pulled a box down
and prepared to package the cake. "Hold it," said Mulla Nasrudin. "I am eating it here."

163.

Mulla Nasrudin, very agitated, took his son to a child guidance clinic; the child was noisy
and aggressive. The psychiatrist, having observed that the child was hyper-active, made
out a prescription for a sedative but forgot to specify who was to take it. The next
appointment was a week later.



"How has your little boy been behaving this week, Mulla?" enquired the psychiatrist.
Mulla Nasrudin shrugged. "Who cares?" he drawled.

164.

Mrs. Mulla Nasrudin (as Mulla enters house): "What time is it?"
Nasrudin: "Just one o'clock."

But this very moment the clock strikes three.

Mulla Nasrudin: "Dear me, how that clock stutters."

165.

"Did I ever tell you how I tried jujitsu on a burglar?" asked Mulla Nasrudin.

"No," said his wife.

"Well, I got hold of his leg and twisted it over his shoulder. Then I got hold of his arm
and twisted it round his neck, and before he knew where he was I was flat on my back."

166.

"That fellow must live in a very small flat," said Mulla Nasrudin.

"How can you tell?" asked his wife.

"Why, haven't you noticed that his dog wags his tail up and down, instead of sideways?"

167.

"So your wife is a reckless driver?" asked a friend.

"Say, when the road turns the same way as she does, it's just a coincidence," replied
Mulla Nasrudin.

168.

Mulla Nasrudin discovered his wife again and again in the arms of her lover. Finally, he
shot her dead. The jury brought in a verdict of justifiable homicide.

Just as Nasrudin was to leave the courtroom a free man, the judge stopped him and asked:
"Why did you shoot your wife instead of her lover, Nasrudin?"

"Suh," he replied, "I decided it was better to shoot a woman once than a different man
each week."

169.
Doctor (after examining patient): "I don't like the looks of your wife, Mulla."
Mulla Nasrudin: "Neither do I, Doctor, but she's good to our children."

170.

Mulla Nasrudin, deeply troubled, was consulting a psychiatrist.

"My wife," said the Mulla, "is convinced she's a chicken. She goes around squawking
constantly and sleeps on a large bar of wood she has fixed up as a perch."

"I see," said the psychiatrist thoughtfully. "And how long has your wife been suffering
from this fixation?"

"For nearly two years."



The psychiatrist frowned slightly and said: "But why have you waited till now to seek
help?" Mulla Nasrudin blushed and said: "Oh, well, -- it was so nice having a steady

supply of eggs."

171.

Mulla Nasrudin, having been away on a business trip, returned home unexpectedly and
found his wife in the arms of his best friend.

He staggered back and said: "Fareed! I am married to the lady, so I have got to. But
you?"

172.
Mrs. Mulla Nasrudin: "I can't decide whether to go to a palmist or to a mind-reader."
Mulla Nasrudin: "Go to a palmist. It's obvious that you have a palm."

173.
Wife: "Mulla, what is the most difficult thing for a young mother to learn?" Mulla
Nasrudin: "That other people have perfect children too."

174.

Mulla Nasrudin came home in the small hours and gave his wife the glorious news:
"Darling, I have been elected."

She was delighted. "Honestly?" she said.

Mulla Nasrudin laughed in an embarrassed way.

"Oh, why bring that up?"

175.

"You know, dear, your wife doesn't seem to be as well dressed as she was when you
married her," a friend said to Mulla Nasrudin.

"That's funny," replied Nasrudin. "I am sure it's the same suit."

176.

Mrs. Mulla Nasrudin: "Wake up, Mulla, there's a burglar going through your pants
pockets."

Mulla Nasrudin (turning over): "Oh, you two just fight it out between yourselves."

177.

Mulla Nasrudin, the father of a very obstreperous youngster was listening to his wife
reading from a child psychology book.

"It says here," she announced excitedly, "that we must give him a completely free hand!"
"Does it indeed?" replied Mulla Nasrudin grimly. "And does it say where?"

178.

Sunday was to be the day of Saleem's wedding, and he and his father, Mulla Nasrudin,
were enjoying a nightcap together. Lifting his glass in a toast to his father, Saleem asked:
"Any advice before I take the big step, dad?" "Yes," said Mulla Nasrudin. "Two things.
first: insist on having one night out a week with the boys.



Second: don't waste it on the boys."

179.

Passer-by: "Kinda cold sitting on your front porch in this weather, isn't it, Mulla?"

Mulla Nasrudin: "Well, yes, a little, but you see my wife is taking her singing lesson, and
I don't want the neighbours to think that I am beating her up."

180.

Mulla Nasrudin awoke early one morning and shook his wife until she awoke with a start.
"What's the matter, darling?" she inquired hazily.

"Fatima," said Nasrudin firmly, "if I dream once more that you have kissed another man,
I will never talk to you again as long as I live."

181.

Mulla Nasrudin: "On your way to Abdulla and sons you will pass a football ground."
Office Boy (hopefully): "Yes, sir!"

Nasrudin: "Well, pass it!"

182.

Three girls and Mulla Nasrudin were brought before the presiding judge. The girls had
been arrested for soliciting and the Mulla was arrested for peddling without a license.
"What do you do for a living?" the judge asked, pointing to the first girl.

"Your honor, I am a model," she answered.

"Thirty days," was the sentence.

Then he turned to the second. "What do you do for a living?" he asked.

"Your honor, I am a T.V. actress."

"Thirty days." Then he turned to the third girl. "What do you do for a living?" he
demanded.

"To tell you the truth," she answered, "I am a prostitute."

"For telling the truth," he said, "I am going to suspend sentence." Then he turned to Mulla
Nasrudin. "And you," he said, "what do you do for a living?"

"To tell you the truth," said Nasrudin, twirling his hat in his hands, "I am a prostitute also,
your honor."

183.

During a play, the curtain fell suddenly and the manager of the theater stepped out before
the audience in the last degree of agitation.

"Ladies and gentlemen," he said, "I am distressed to have to tell you that the great and
beloved actor, Mendel Kalb, has just had a fatal heart attack in his dressing room and we
cannot continue."

Whereupon Mulla Nasrudin rose in the balcony and cried out: "Quick! Give him some
chicken soup."

The manager, surprised, said: "Sir, I said it was a fatal heart attack. the great Mendel
Kalb is dead."

The Mulla repeated: "So quick! give him some chicken soup."



The manager screeched in desperation: "Sir! The man is dead! What good will chicken
soup do?"
And the Mulla shouted back: "What harm?"

185.

Sheikh Kareem had heard that his old friend Mulla Nasrudin had married for the third
time, but he didn't meet the new bride until some months later, when he bumped into the
newly-weds in the lobby of a big hotel. He was horrified to observe that the new Mrs.
Nasrudin wore an obvious wig, had one glass eye, a wooden leg and a set of false teeth
that rattled ominously every time she moved a muscle. Completely taken aback, he
whispered in Nasrudin's ear: "What came over you, Mulla, to marry an old battle-ax like
that?" "You can speak up, my boy," said Mulla Nasrudin cheerfully, "She's deaf too."

186.

Mulla Nasrudin: "Did you hear about my wife?"

Fareed: "No! What about your wife?"

Nasrudin: "She ran off with my best friend."

Fareed: "What are you talking about? I am your best friend."
Nasrudin: "Not any more."

187.

Mrs. Mulla Nasrudin, reduced to tears in the course of a family argument, said to her
husband: "You brute! How can you treat me so cruelly after I have given you the best
years of my life?" And Mulla Nasrudin replied: "Good heavens! were those your best
years?"

188.

Mulla Nasrudin was bursting with pride.

"Did you hear about my son?" he asked a neighbour.

"No, What's with your son?"

"He's going to a psychiatrist. Twice each week he's going to a psychiatrist."

"Is that good?"

"Of course, it's good. Forty rupees an hour he pays, forty rupees! And all he talks about is

n

me.

189.
"Has your son's college education been of any value, Mulla?"
"Oh, yes," said Mulla Nasrudin. "It cured his mother of bragging about him."

190.

Mulla Nasrudin's young son came prancing into the room and said: "Papa, may I have
another apple?"

Nasrudin raised his eyes from his newspaper to glance sternly at the boy.

"Again and apple?" he demanded "Listen, where do you think all these apples come
from? You think they grow on trees?"



191.
"Do you know, Dad, that in some parts of Africa a man does not know his wife until he
marries her?" Mulla Nasrudin: "Why single out Africa?"

192.

"I suspect that your son's peculiarities are congenital, Mulla," said the doctor gently. "It
may be hereditary in your family."

Mulla Nasrudin was scandalized.

"You must be wrong, doctor," he protested. "I can assure you there's never been anything
in the slightest hereditary in my family!"

193.

"Sir, I cam to -- er -- ask you whether you would object -- er -- to my marrying your
daughter," a young man asked Mulla Nasrudin.

"My boy," said Nasrudin, "you are only twenty-one and my daughter is twenty-seven.
Why not wait a few years till you are both about the same age?"

194.

It was their twenty fifth wedding anniversary. They were having drinks and dinner at one
of the fanciest restaurants in town. Both were feeling sentimental.

"Mulla," said the wife, "what would you do if something happened to me?"

"I'd go absolutely out of my mind," said Nasrudin.

"Aw, go on," she said. "I'll bet you would turn right around and get married again."

"Oh, no I wouldn't," said Nasrudin. "I wouldn't go that far out of my mind."

195.
"Dad, what effect does the moon have on the tide?" asked Mulla Nasrudin's son.
Mulla Nasrudin (from the depths of his newspaper): "not any, son. Only on the untied."

196.

"Is a ton of coal very much, Papa?"

"That depends, my son," said Mulla Nasrudin, "on whether you are shovelling or buying
it."

197.

Mulla Nasrudin had been trying to reach his home by phone for over an hour, but kept
getting a busy signal. Finally he asked the operator if she could cut in on the line. She
told him that she could do it only in a case of life or death.

"Well," said the Mulla. "I can tell you this much. If that's my teen-age daughter on the
phone, there's going to be a murder."

198.

The young couple, thinking that there parents would oppose their marriage, had eloped to
the hills.

After being there for the necessary period, they got married and had grown to like the
small hill-town so much that they decided to make their home there permanently.



After three weeks of married bliss, a telegram arrived.

"Oh, darling," said the young wife, "It's from Daddy."

"What does he say?" asked the bridegroom eagerly.

"Do not come home and all will be forgiven" -- Mulla Nasrudin.

199.

"Don't you think, Doctor, you have overcharged for attending my son when he had the
measles?"

"You must remember, Nasrudin, that the bill covers twenty-three visits." "Yes," said
Mulla Nasrudin, "but you forget that he infected the whole school."

200.
"But, Mulla, that isn't our baby."
"Shut up," said Mulla Nasrudin. "It's a better carriage."

201.

Mulla Nasrudin sidled up to a guest at one of his daughter's social evenings. He had heard
him addressed doctor and now he said diffidently: "Doctor, may I ask a question?"
"Certainly," he said.

"Lately," said Mulla Nasrudin, "I have been having a funny pain right here under the
heart -- "

The guest interrupted uncomfortably and said: "I am terribly sorry, Mulla, but the truth is,
I am a doctor of philosophy." "Oh," said Nasrudin, "I am sorry!" He turned away, but
then overcome with curiosity, he turned back. "Just one more question, doctor. Tell me,
what kind of disease is philosophy?"

202.

Mulla Nasrudin shook his head sadly as his son left the room. For the fourth successive
month his report card had shown nothing but D's. "I am finally convinced," said Nasrudin
to his wife, "that our son must have a sixth sense. There is certainly no sign of the other
five."

203.

Mulla Nasrudin's youngest son came home in great excitement, saying: "Father! Father!
On returning from school, I ran home behind the streetcar all the way and saved three
annas car fare." Whereupon the exasperated Mulla slapped his son's cheek resoundingly
and said: "Spendthrift! Why did you not run home behind a taxicab and save three
rupees?"

204.
Medium at a seance: "I believe this is your late wife knocking." Mulla Nasrudin: "Ah --
she has not changed a bit."

205.
"Dad, may I go in for a swim?"
"Certainly not," said Mulla Nasrudin. "It's far too deep, son."



"But mummy is swimming."
"Yes, dear, but she's insured."

206.

"Understand your wife fell off a scaffold and died, Nasrudin."
"That's right," said Mulla Nasrudin.

"Frightfully sorry, old chap. What was she doing up there?"
"Getting hanged," said Mulla Nasrudin.

207.

A club of eccentric young men had for one of their rules that on Tuesday evenings any
man who asked in the clubroom a question which he was unable to answer himself
should pay a fine of ten rupees. One evening Mulla Nasrudin asked: "Why doesn't a
ground squirrel leave any dirt around the top of his hold when he digs it?" After some
deliberation he was called upon to answer his own question.

"That's easy," said the Mulla. "The squirrel starts at the bottom and digs up."

"All very nice," suggested a member, "but how does it get to the bottom?"

"That's your question," answered Nasrudin.

208.
"It must be hard to lose a wife," said a friend at Mulla Nasrudin's wife's funeral.
"Almost impossible," said bereaved Mulla Nasrudin.

2009.

Mulla Nasrudin's oldest daughter had just given birth to a beautiful baby boy and
Nasrudin was being congratulated. He looked downcast, however, and a friend said:
"What is the matter, Mulla? Don't you like the idea of being a grand-father?" The Mulla
heaved an enormous sigh. "No," he said, "I don't. But that doe4s not bother me so much.
It's just that it's so humiliating to have to go to bed with a grandmother."

210.

Mulla Nasrudin got into a subway car, which was clearly marked TIMES SQUARE in
various places, and said apologetically to the large man next to him: "Pardon me, does
this train go to Times Square?" Intent on his newspaper, the large man said rather shortly:
"Yes, it does."

A moment later, the Mulla said again: "Are you sure it goes to Times Square?" Irritated,
the large man said: "Of course, I am sure." The Mulla said argumentatively: "But how
can you be sure?" At this the large man exploded. He said: "Can't you see the signs in this
car? Read them. Don't they say TIMES SQUARE? What more do you want?"

The Mulla shrank within himself and sat motionless thereafter. At the next stop, however,
another anxious-looking individual stepped into the train. He approached Mulla Nasrudin
and asked apologetically: "Does this train go to Times Square?" At which Nasrudin
jumped to his feet in agitation, shook his fist at the new comer, and said: "Now look what
you did! You made me uncertain again."

211.



Mulla Nasrudin's wife was on her death-bed, with her husband at her side. He held her
cold hand and tears silently streamed down his face.

Her pale lips moved. "Mulla," she said.

"Sush," said Nasrudin. "Don't try to talk."

But she insisted. "Mulla," she said in her tired voice. "I have to talk. I must confess."
"There is nothing to confess," said the weeping Mulla. "It's all right."

"No, no. I must die in peace. I must confess, Mulla, that I have been unfaithful to you."
Mulla Nasrudin stroked her hand. "Now, dear, don't be concerned. I know about it. Why
else did I poison you?"

212.

Mulla Nasrudin's wife was on her dying bed. She was in great pain.
"Oh," muttered she, "I suffer the tortures of hell."

And Mulla Nasrudin, unmoved, said politely: "Already?"

213.

The funeral cortege was being set up for the wife of Mulla Nasrudin, who was dressed
somberly in the appropriate black.

The funeral director said to the Mulla in a respectful whisper: "And you will be sitting in
the lead car with your mother-in-law."

Nasrudin frowned. "With my mother-in-law?"

"Yes, of course."

"Is it necessary?"

"It is essential. The bereaved husband and the bereaved mother -- the two closest
survivors together."

Mulla Nasrudin turned to look at the large and sobbing figure of his mother-in-law and
said: "Well, all right then, but I tell you right now that it's going to spoil the pleasure of
the occasion."”

214.

Mulla Nasrudin bought a ferocious tiger at an auction sale, outbidding several prominent
circus proprietors. "What on earth are you going to do with that man-eating beast,
Nasrudin?" he was asked by the head of a wild-animal act. "Going into competition with
us?"

"Oh, no," said Nasrudin. "It's not that. But my poor wife died last week and I am lonely."

215.

A country doctor called upon Mulla Nasrudin, soon after the death of Nasrudin's wife,
and announced his intentions of cutting his bill, for services rendered, in half. With tears
in his eyes, Mulla Nasrudin reached out and clasped the doctor's hand and in a trembling

voice said: "God bless you, my good friend. I will be as good as you and knock off the
other half."

216.
The old Mulla Nasrudin said to his wife at the luncheon table: "One time recently, I
dreamed I was lecturing to an audience. I woke up with a start, and by heaven, I was."



217.

"My wife is annoying me," said old Mulla Nasrudin. "Every time she has a bath she
spends a couple of hours playing with rubber ducks and plastic submarines." "If it makes
her happy, why should you worry, Mulla?" asked the psychiatrist. "I certainly don't see
why it should annoy you."

Mulla Nasrudin snorted indignantly. "You should if they were your's..."

218.

Mulla Nasrudin was sitting on a park bench enjoying the late spring sunshine, when
another old man sat down at the other end of the bench. They viewed each other
cautiously and finally the other one heaved a tremendous, heartfelt sigh.

Mulla Nasrudin rose at once and said: "If you are going to talk politics, sir, I am leaving.'

1

219.

"You must help me, doctor," said old Mulla Nasrudin to his psychiatrist. "I can't
remember anything for more than a few minutes. It's driving me crazy."

"How long has this been going on, Nasrudin?" asked the psychiatrist gently.
"How long has what been going on?" replied the Mulla.

220.

The family was very much disturbed. Mulla Nasrudin, aged 90, decided to get married
again. What worried his relatives was the fact that the bride Nasrudin selected was a
young, healthy, 22-year old. One of Nasrudin's sons button-holed him and pleaded.
"Look, Dad, you must give this more thought. It's very serious. In fact, a thing like this
could prove fatal!"

"So what?" answered Nasrudin. "If she dies, I will marry again."

221.

"Pop," said Mulla Nasrudin's youngest son, "can you remember the first girl you ever
kissed?"

The old Mulla gave a hollow laugh. "Son," he remarked drily, "I can't even remember the
last one."

222.
Mulla Nasrudin, on his death-bed, opened his eyes and asked the attending priest
suddenly: "Have you ever wondered where people in hell tell each other to go?"

223.

On his death bed Mulla Nasrudin was heard saying: "Life is not fair to us men. When we
are born, our mothers get the compliments and the flowers. When we are married, our
brides get the presents and the publicity. And when we die, our widows get the life
insurance and the winters in Kashmir."

224.



Saint Peter was dividing the crop of newly arrived souls for easier processing. "All right,
you men, come up here. Just eh men, please. We'll take care of the women later. How
many of you are married men here with your wives? Good. All those of you who are boss
in your family form a line here. The henpecked ones in that other line there."

The line of the henpecked formed immediately and grew longer. The other line was non-
existent until one lone person -- Mulla Nasrudin -- appeared in it.

Saint Peter paused to look at him. "Are you aware that this is the line for those men who
are boss in their family?"

"Yes, sir," muttered Mulla Nasrudin.
"Are you sure you belong here?" "I have to be," said Nasrudin. "my wife insists."

225.

"Hey!" cried Satan to the new arrival, Mulla Nasrudin. "you act as if you owned the
place!"

"I do," said the Mulla. "my wife gave it to me before I died!"



