“Daddy’s Quips”
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It won’t matter in a hundred years.

Coffee, girlses (What about ‘Me, too?’)

The difference between doing and not doing—IS DOING!

What am I? Chopped liver? (Mom’s mangled proverbs)

Got a dollar waiting on dime here.

You know I’m not kidding.

What a chunk of chocolate!

Aren’t you going to look in the mirror?

We make something out of nothing.

Let the ‘old bag’ have it.

Aspetto minuto…

If man made, another man can fix it.

I guess I have to do everything.

Let me function.

The noisy wheel gets the oil.

The right tool for the right job.

Why’s it always up to the ‘old guy?’

If it’s worth doing, it’s worth doing right.

That’s all she wrote.

As long as I don’t lose my looks…

The impossible just takes a little bit longer.

Does a bear sh__ in the woods?

I’m just a pillow…

Make it level.

Don’t take life seriously.

You can catch more flies with honey.

God was good to me.
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Saw the writing on the wall!

Was your father a glass maker?!

You’re gonna turn into a chicken!

Uh-oh! Mommy just pushed me out the window. (Wide load)

They’re a bunch of chickens out there. Bock bock bock…

It’s always garbage night.

You’re a good sport, Zalamedy.

I have a lot of fun with you (girls) or (Zalameda).

Stick ‘em up! You silly wabbit!

What’s the weather in the North Sea, Mrs. Bale?

Don’t get me more than a dozen.

What is this? A Chinese restaurant?!

It’s a triumph, my dear. A triumph.

Is it egg day? It’s always tomorrow!

Do the bat signal.

Who’s a bad boy?!

Whose turn is it? It should always be my turn.

Do the alphabet. I’ve gotta go through my rusty cabinet with broken bottles and old shoes.

Busted! Those eyes got to last you another 80 years!

Look at that! You brought it to life.

Gimme some bug juice. That’s what we called it in the Army.

I’m a killer, man!

Nobody cares…it’s only me.

You gonna breaka you neck! (Said in a thick Italian accent)

Chloe says I’m just mischievous. (“Mischievous, my foot!” (Says Mom)

Fish is Jesus food.

What kind of turn is this, Brag? (HAIRPIN!)
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Didn’t I tell you this was a good one? They don’t make ‘em like this anymore!
Oh, Chlokie! Not the mud! Now I’ll have to throw my mouth away!

Aww, you think too much of me.

Her eyes are blue—one blew this way and one blew that way.

How do I remember all these words?! I haven’t heard this in 40 years! God gave me a good brain.

You’re just like me when I was young—you’re writing up a storm!
Doesn’t Mommy look pretty today?

Even a monkey could do it!

Chooch! Cidrule! Sunday driver! Did driving just get out?!

‘Almost’ only counts in horseshoes and hand grenades.

Don’t kiss me! Don’t kiss me! Aww, now I have to wipe my mouth off!

“Get outta the road, Hanes!”

I’m older than dirt!
I eat broken Coke bottles.

C-rvy gets a free car wash.

I’ve been around the block a few times.

More than you can ‘stick’ a ‘shake’ at!

You can’t snow the snowman!

I had you fooled!

I don’t know why we keep paying for this digital garbage.

“I’m always kind to the ladies! It’ll be the ruin of me!” (Said with Dad’s cockney accent version)

That’s murphy’s law for ya! (Moiphy’s)

Chew 20 time!

I knew that would get you down here.

No road rage!

It ‘shows to go you’! (Goes to show you)

If it’s important to you, it’s important to me.
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Special delivery for Wide load!

Your sister is your best friend.

‘Snake eyes’ ‘Ebenezer!’ Ollie-oddy would say.

You’re gonna get fat—I’m not gonna love you!

Call me ‘George.’

I tried out for that part.

Don’t be ‘fraid—let me kiss your neck and suck your blood! (in accent)

And then you little girls would both go running with tootsie rolls flying everywhere.

That was my Mama’s song. (The Old Rugged Cross)

You silly goose!

Save my legs and get _____________ for Ol’ Dad.

Bring me Ol’ Sledg-o.

You’re gonna turn into an old piece of leather, Zalamedy.

My big, stupid fingers! It’s ridiculous…Heh heh heh.

Mommy and her refrigerator.

She’s in Never Never Land again!

‘My Silly Pony’ is on.
Safety first.

Stop your fidgeting.

Punch this in the computer.

We call sauce ‘gravy.’ (We Italians)

Are you talking to me from the ‘crapper?’

Like when Mommy dropped three watermelons.

What fruit can’t get married? They can’t elope! Ha ha ha!

Before Mommy eats all my ice cream.

I don’t know how you girls do it! You’re geniuses!

I thought I turned that commercial off.
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You gotta break eggs to make omelets.

Nothing ventured, nothing gained!
I kid you not!

Get off my screen!

Now I have to shoot the TV.

Do I gotta do your job, too?
You wanna knuckle sandwich?

What’s all that fun and happiness?

You got a banana in your ear?

That’s a ‘yolk,’ son.

You wanna little hot dog with that mustard?

Before you work, eat your ‘cercils.’

She got a name for everything.

Gimme some of the pink stuff.

Believe you, me.

Glad it wasn’t me!

Uh-oh! It’s a prison break!

Everyone’s lost except me.

I don’t even know what color socks they’re wearing.

Thatta girl.

There’s our Chlokie—doing her Sailor Moon!

That’s ‘used’ food. (“No, no, no! ‘Rerun!’”)

I like the pretty one best.

You’re just like your father. (I got one!)

It’s froggy out.

Don’t call your sister ‘dull’ just because she’s dull.

You’re my two doctors.
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No, I left the car running, the lights on and the air conditioner, too. (“Did you shut off everything?”)
Turkey lurkey!

Let’s go get Mommy’s pepper.

Uh-oh! Drunk again!

It’s ‘chile’ today and hot ‘tamale.’

‘We went through thlee lights on the way to the gas es-station.’

No, I didn’t ‘puss’ it. (Did you ‘push it?)

See if you can decipher her hieroglyphics.

You’re never too old to learn.

Moanday Toothday Wedsday Thirstday Fryday Satday Sunny side Up Day

“Poor Dad!”

I wanna be unpredictable.

It’s tough being a man!

Run in between the raindrops.

Walk flatfooted in the rain.

Ooh! I thought that was Mommy! (“Your arms are darker than mine!”)

Chlokie! Aren’t you gonna snitch on me?

Don’t hit the driver?

Where’s my coffee? (You didn’t ask for one.) I should have!
When are you gonna find another $20 bill, huh, Chlokie?

They call that a ‘fingernail’ moon. I studied astronomy when I was a kid, too. Keep looking up, fellow stargazer!

Are we friends, Zalameda?

Put up the ‘marquee.’ (on the TV)

It’s so funny—I use to write and write like her when I was young.

You talk when you shouldn’t and you don’t when you should.

Wanna ‘baccala?’ See, how my hand is shaped like a fish!

She’s built like a brick sh__ house!
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Give me my ‘shirp.’ (Shirt)

California should just break off an float away into the ocean.

You look like you got shot out of a cannon.

Holy mackerel, Andy!

You girls stick together like glue, ya hear?
“I think I can fix a rainy day, Jim.”

Why do they say ‘It’s raining cats and dogs?’ It should be fish and frogs.

You must have a million miles on you.

“He’s dead, Jim.”

All bets are off.

Ya made out like a bandit!

Bad news bears!

Degenerate—she’s got the right name!

It’s a ‘shoot ‘em up.’

I’d hear 2 little voices in the back seat saying ‘Sing it again, Daddy! Sing ‘Hobo Bill’ again!’

Eat your breakfast before you work.

You’re a cornball.

“’P-51! Cadillac of the sky!’ ‘Stop thinking, son.’” That was me and Pop.

You’re a pain in the neck!

There’s always someone worse off.

We don’t do jackrabbit starts.

You betcha ketchum, red ryder!

It’s just a come on.

It’s shot. You’re beating a dead horse.

I don’t know how Mommy knows when I’m coming back to bed to cover me.

Just going to stretch my legs.

Ayyyy!! I was like the Fonz when I was young.
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I like to see God’s sayings. (Psalms on tv)

Chloe says it looks ‘real.’

Measure twice, cut once.

Merle-Mommy, Chlokie-dokie, Heidi-baby!

Those poor little kids—God bless ‘em!

Your face is gonna freeze like that.

Do it catty-corner!
Bodacious voice!

Ugh! You missed your mouth.

How’d I do all that?

Don’t stay in one position long.

What do you want? Blood?

Shadrach, Meshach, and Abednego! Louie use to say when I came in!

Ya pain in the butt!

‘GE’ stands for ‘Garbage Electric.’

I needed that like a hole in the head.

Is there an injured cat up there? (In response to hearing us singing)

They’d cut off his arms and legs, throw him in the drink and call him ‘Bob.’

Look at the sun—but don’t look at it.

Look what you did to my rooms!

How could I ever have been a baby?

That should do the trick!

I wouldn’t trade my girls for a dozen ‘Claudes’ and Henrys.’

You’re the greatest, Brag!

Did you get the name of the bus that hit you?

Can you make me a new head?

You’d forget your head if it wasn’t attached.
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Hey! Gumba! Over here!

Here come the violins!

Don’t hurt Jiminy Cricket!

Mommy is wearing her ‘errings.’ (earrings)

Make yourself stiff. (To put Chloe in the trunk of the car amidst all the furniture stuffed)

I shot her in like a torpedo.

Someday you’re gonna write a book of all our sayings.

We’re in the home stretch!

Rajedy Ann! (Raggedy Ann)

I don’t blame Chlokie’s socks for running away!

Sleepy head!

Where’re you going? Timbuktu?

You’re my little Orphan Annie. (Heidi singing’The Sun’ll come out tomorrow!’

That’s me and Mommy when we’re old.

Don’t open your mouth too wide.

Okay, Harold. (“Uncle Red! If the women don’t find you handsome, at least let ‘em find you handy!”)

When I first met her, she couldn’t even boil water.

I just get a bunch of ‘used’ dvds.

Smokey Joe and Gene the Trumpeter. He’d ask ‘Mr Braga, could I play in the back room.’ I’d say, ‘Sure, Gene.’ I wonder where he is now—maybe he’s famous.

You’re a good cook now, Zalameda.

How many times do I have to tell you to turn on the lights? 

That’s one of them _______ jobbers.

See Mommy’s chicken hand!

The Jews and Japs are the best people in the world.

Eyes! Fingers! (Watch yourself when he’s working with tools)
Doozie Pots

Make sure it’s straight and true.

Gypsy kitchen!
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Heidi and her pins. (pins all on the floor)

Don’t sneeze too loud, you’ll hurt your lungs.

No one can kick around a signal like me.

Every song Mommy sings sounds like the ‘Star Spangled Banner.’

They’re dropping like flies!

You’re smart, Brag!

She’s got a horse face.
‘Little House on the Dreary’

Take care of your tools and they’ll last you a long time.

That’ll stick out like a sore thumb.

How about some biscuits?

We used every tool in the toolbox.

Mommy’s ‘Mickey Mouse eyes.’

It’s a ‘hearts and flowers.’ (Corny movie)

Leave it to the ‘dunkey.’ (Donkey)

You up to some-tin! (something)

Gimme them cold patties! (to warm our hands)

I loved feeling Pop’s whiskers on my face when he hugged me.

You tease your poor Mama, you bad girl!

Give it to Chlokie—she’s our jar opener.

That’s neither here nor there.

Guess you’ll never get rid of me, Z. (with Heidi the same as me)

My girls can do anything.

Put that in your peepe and smoke it! (pipe)

What station do you want on, Z?

She’s a screamer. (loud annoying singer)

We didn’t have a pan to boil water or a pot to piss in.
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What’s on the agenda tonight?

Don’t curse the darkness—light a candle.

Me and Ollie-oddy, side by side, singing to Mama with our slobber running down the windowpanes.

I should have beveled the edges.

I only watch documentaries and mysteries.

What’s all that gobbeldy gook?!

What a revoltin’ development!

Gotta keep thinking!

It’s the ‘Gorilla!’ (Leo Turrell)

Don’t sneak up on me like that!

Buy this for me, Chlokie-out. (Usually a cable or wire)
Who’s the slob who’s throwing all these cigarette butts on the ground? (self disparaging)

You scared me!

My brain is broke.

Hey there, curly-locks.

Don’t put anything in your ear but your elbow.

I feel like some chocolate. (Mom brings out a piece) Ooohh, ooohhh!

We’re zeroing in on it, Brag.

Do I live here? (Click click click on the doorknob)

Get me some olive loaf.

Electricity is like water but they’re deadly enemies.

‘Hey, Bud!’ That’s what Pop would always call out to strangers in the street passing by.

Brown bread and cheese—but it should be Russian bread.

I trigged it out.

Needs more mayo!

I wish I had some U-needa biscuits.
You’re my holiday girl—just like my Mama!
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