
TIME FOR A JOKE? 
Adam Stokes 

 
‘What does a clock do if it’s still hungry?’ 

He sighed. ‘I don’t know, what?’ 
The man read off the paper, ‘Goes back four seconds.’ 

 ‘What was the time?’ 
 ‘No, because –’ 
 ‘These jokes are stupid.’ 

The man unravelled the next piece of paper and squinted at 
the tiny anecdote. ‘Okay, okay, here’s a good one.’ 

He could place a small fortune on the fact that it was not 
going to be ‘a good one’; they never were. 
 ‘Are you listening?’ 
 ‘Yes, but only because I have to.’ 
 ‘Why did the skeleton –’ 
 ‘Heard it, next.’ He was getting tired of this. His eyelids 
couldn’t be bothered to stay up and his eardrums couldn’t be 
bothered to tune in. His nostrils and taste buds were starved 
senseless, though not for lack of trying. You could sometimes taste 
drifting smells on your tongue if you tried hard enough. But no. It 
was a crisp, tasteless day, and all he could hope for was some kind 
of hastiness to the proceedings. 
 ‘Right, if this one doesn’t tickle you –’  

It wouldn’t. Nothing ever did. What a stupid use for the 
word. Apart from the fact they wouldn’t as much as make him 
smile, let alone exert any form of amused expression, the use of the 
word ‘tickle’ was never acceptable. Except, of course, when tickling 
was actually being done – which was very rare.  

‘…because it was snowing. Don’t you get it?’  
Yet again, it failed on him. 

 ‘You know, all I’m trying to do here is make a bad situation a 
little better.’ 
 ‘Well, believe it or not, you’re actually making possibly the 
world’s least desirable situation that little bit worse.’ 
 ‘Well excuse me for trying, but you’ve got at least another 
five minutes yet.’ 
 ‘Is this really the most appropriate time for this?’ 



 ‘Not really in the most favourable position to be bartering 
with time, are you?’ 

My God, he thought. Make them quick. 
The next few consisted of a few animals, several ‘What do 

you get...?’ and a couple of his most hated ‘What do you call...?’ 
Kill me now. ‘Jesus, I can’t do this.’ 

 ‘What?’ 
‘I’m sorry, I thought I could, but I can’t. So forget the 

formalities, just do it.’ 
 ‘C’mon Char –’ 
 ‘No. I’ve had enough. Just get it over with for fuck sake.’ 

‘You’re the boss.’ He lowered his axe and the torment was 
finally over. He cleared his throat. ‘Sorry. Were the boss.’ 


