

  [image: image]




  Stop Me If You’ve Heard It!




  [image: image]
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  Foreword




  Stop me if you’ve heard this: I love Soupy Sales. I’m being stopped aren’t I? And it’s not just me; it’s also my cronies over at the Friars Club—that would be the haven for all things funny. The reason we love Soupy is as simple as the answer to “Why did the chicken cross the road?” Because he makes us laugh. He will also have you laughing by the time you’ve reached the Table of Contents.




  Soupy is timeless and his mastery of the funny word is an homage to humor.




  Several years ago he hosted an event at the Friars called “Stop Me If You’ve Heard It.” The premise had Soupy joined by several comics, all seated on bar stools (those are the only stools we have at the Friars), attempting to top each other with their wit. One told a joke about vegetables, followed up by another who told a joke about eating on cruise ships, and another who told a joke about Columbus—somehow in their fertile, albeit deranged, imaginations these items were all related.




  By the end of the evening it’s not all that clear who actually topped who, since the audience was too busy brushing tears away, doubling over in laughter, and praying their bladders remained intact before making a beeline for the bathrooms. Needless to say this has become an annual event with Soupy as top banana and is as highly anticipated as our infamous Roasts. Hilarious doesn’t begin to describe these evenings. Nor does it begin to describe Soupy Sales.




  The Friars adore Soupy so much that they keep Roasting and Toasting him—which explains why his sense of humor is done to perfection. Speaking of bladders . . . Soupy once told me that when we Roasted him in 1965, “It was great! Except that I had to go to the bathroom. Marty Allen and Joe E. Lewis were sitting next to me. I couldn’t leave because it was about ME. I was sitting right next to the podium and I asked Marty to hand me a pitcher and he said, ‘all right.’ “ See what I mean? He’s a trooper and he’s a funny one, which makes him an extra special Friar.




  There is never a dull moment when Soupy is in the room, because he will always make you laugh. Whether it’s punch lines or pies, he always hits his mark. Let us not forget this is the man who had the cajones to toss a pie in Frank Sinatra’s face and lived to tell the tale. But who wouldn’t want to be hit in the face by a pie thrown by Soupy? And who wouldn’t want to laugh at Soupy’s best and favorite jokes—which is why this book comes in real handy.




  I’ll admit, the Friars are lucky—we just have to turn around and listen to Soupy tell his hilarious jokes. Thanks to this book, though, you’ve now got the next best thing—if you can’t join him, read him. The Soup is on and he’s boiling over with laughs!




  —Barry Dougherty & The Friars Club
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  I’ve been in show business for over fifty years—since 1946 to be exact. During that time, I’ve been through eleven presidents, watched thirty-seven Super Bowls and been hit with over twenty thousand pies. I’ve also had to cope with many changes in my performing life, like the evolution from radio to TV to TiVo or seeing my performances documented on everything from kinescope to videotape to DVD. The one thing that has not changed, however, is humor. What was funny when I began my career in 1946 is still funny today. Newer generations are still laughing at episodes of Soupy Sales shows recorded way back when. What’s also interesting is that, in many cases, it’s the same jokes and skits (with minor changes or updated references) that have been making people laugh for more than a century. George Burns, for instance, spent nearly one-hundred years cracking people up with the same jokes!




  To prove this point in the real world, in 1998 I had what I thought was, and turned out to be, a great idea: a joke show. The idea was this: get the world’s best comedians of all ages (or at least a few of them at a time) on stage together and have them tell their best jokes. Since I’d spent most of my life working and socializing with the world’s best comedians, this proved not to be difficult. The result was a hilarious and entertaining show of funny people telling hilarious jokes! Even though the jokes were familiar, it was still a hit. Like enjoying a favorite singer performing a hit song, the delivery of a familiar joke by a master comedian proved a winning combination. Audiences loved it.




  The show, which I called Stop Me If You’ve Heard It, debuted at the famed Friars’ Club in New York City. When I pitched the idea to the Club’s president, Jean-Pierre Trebot, in less time than it takes to say, “Take my wife, please,” he said yes. He couldn’t have been more enthusiastic or supportive if I were offering him a winning lottery ticket or a weekend in Tahiti with Julia Roberts. An according to him, the show is one of the most popular at the Club.




  In fact, Stop Me If You’ve Heard It was such a success it has become an annual tradition at The Friars’ Club, and there’s talk of taking it to radio, television, and on the road. The demand for tickets is so high that we even have to perform it at a theater outside the club in order to accommodate all who want to see it. Who knows, maybe some day we’ll even take it to the moon.




  In the meantime, this book will have to do. Like the show, this book is a collection of my favorite jokes. It is my hope that the book makes you laugh as much as the audiences who see the stage version. But unlike the show, you can savor these bits a few at a time. Any time you need a laugh or an emotional pick-me-up, just open to any page and enjoy.




  In any case, I hope you have as many laughs reading these jokes as I did when deciding which ones to include.




  —Soupy Sales




  PS—Remember: There are no bad jokes, only bad parents!




  

  FOUR SCORE AND TWENTY YEARS AGO, PEOPLE COUNTED VERY FUNNY.


  —Abraham Lincoln
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  Birth




  




  A woman jumps into a cab outside her building, and says, “To the maternity hospital, but you don’t have to rush. I just work there!”
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  A pregnant woman tells her husband he’d better get her to the hospital. So right away the nervous husband runs to the phone and calls the hospital.




  He tells them he’s bringing his wife in and they should notify everybody that she is going to have a baby.




  And the receptionist asks, “Is this her first baby?”




  And the guy says, “Of course not, this is her husband!”
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  A young man working at an office goes in to see his boss and asks him if he could have the rest of the day off.




  And the boss asks him, “What for?”




  And the guy says, “My wife’s gonna have a baby.”




  So the understanding employer gives him the rest of the day off. When the young clerk comes to work the following morning, the boss calls him into the office and says, “Congratulations! Was it a boy or a girl?”




  And the clerk says, “Oh, it’s much too soon to tell. We’ll have to wait nine months to find that out.”




  Babies




  




  A woman expecting her seventh child decides that the time has come to tell her children about the blessed event. So she calls everybody into the living room and she says, “The stork will be coming to pay us a visit!”




  And her husband looks up from the newspaper and says, “A visit! What do you mean a visit? He lives here!”
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  It’s a beautiful day in the park and a young father is pushing a baby carriage in which a baby is screaming his head off. And as the father wheels the baby along, he keeps murmuring, “Easy now, Donald. Just keep calm, Donald, steady, boy. It’s all right, Donald. Just relax, Donald. It’s gonna be all right, Donald ....”




  And a mother passes by and says to the guy pushing the carriage, “You certainly know how to talk to an upset child—quietly and gently.” And she leans over the carriage and says, ”What seems to be the trouble, Donald?”




  And the father says, “Oh, no. He’s Henry. I’m Donald.”
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  Two partners were both dating Sally, their secretary. One day she comes in and tells them that she’s pregnant.




  Each one of them blames the other. One of the partners goes on a trip and while he’s away, the secretary goes into the hospital. Soon after, one of the partners sends his partner, who’s on a trip, a telegram that says:




  “SALLY GAVE BIRTH TO TWINS—MINE DIED.”
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  A lady is sitting on a bus with her baby when a drunk staggers by and stops and stares down at the both of them. The drunk says, “Lady, that’s the ugliest baby I’ve ever seen in my life.”




  The woman starts crying and a couple of guys pick the drunk up and throw him off the bus.




  The bus driver pulls over and stops and walks to the back of the bus and asks, “What’s the matter?”




  The woman is out of control with her emotions. She’s inconsolable and can’t even talk she’s crying so much.




  

  ART IS A JEALOUS MISTRESS. ART’S WIFE DONNA, IS EVEN WORSE.


  —Ralph Waldo Emerson.


  




  The bus driver says to her, “Look, I don’t know what that bum said to you, but to calm you, I’m going to get you a cup of coffee.” So the driver gets off the bus, goes into a road-side store and comes back with the coffee.




  He says to the lady, “Just calm down. Everything’s going to be all right. See, I brought you a cup of coffee and a banana for your monkey!”




  Kids




  




  A six-year-old boy sits down at the dinner table with his mother and father. His dad asks him what he’s done that day and the kid says that he played soccer in the back yard and proposed to his friend Susie who lived next door.




  So his father, going along with the situation, says, “Well, you’re six and Susie is five. What are you going to do about expenses?”




  And the boy says, “I figured with the fifty cents I get for allowance and with the fifty cents Susie gets for allowance from her parents, we’ll get along just fine.”




  So his parents laugh and the father says, “Yes, but what will you do when you have children?”




  And the kid says, “Well, up till now, we’ve been lucky!”




  

  NEVER HAS SO MUCH BEEN OWED SO MANY BY SO FEW.


  —The IRS
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  A little boy in second grade says to his teacher, “I ain’t got no pencil.”




  And the teacher corrects him by saying, “I don’t have a pencil—I don’t have a pencil. You don’t have a pencil. We don’t have any pencils. They don’t have any pencils. Is that clear?”




  And the kid says, “No, what happened to all them pencils?”
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  A salesman calls up a prospective customer, and the phone is answered by an obviously small boy.




  And the salesman says, “Is your mother or father home?”




  And the little boy says, “No.”




  So the salesman says, “Well, is there anybody else I can speak to?”




  And the little boy says, “My sister.”




  So the salesman says, “Can I speak to her?”




  And the little boy says, “Yes.”




  So the salesman waits, and after a long period of silence, the little boy gets back to the phone and says, “I can’t lift her out of the playpen!”
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  A father asks his twelve-year-old son if he knows about the birds and the bees. “I don’t want to know!” the child says, bursting into tears. “Promise me you won’t tell me!”




  Confused, the father asks what’s wrong.




  “Dad,” the boy sobs. “When I was six, I got the ‘There’s no Santa speech.’ At seven, I got the ‘There’s no Easter Bunny’ speech. When I was eight, you hit me with the ‘There’s no tooth fairy’ speech. If you’re going to tell me that grownups don’t really get laid, I’ll have nothing left to live for.”
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  A lady draped in mink pulls up in front of a very expensive hotel in Manhattan and gives the doorman firm instructions. She tells the doorman that she wants all of her suitcases removed from the car with care. And she wants the same special attention paid to her hat and boxes, and she wants her son carried upstairs to his room.




  The doorman looks at the boy, who, he estimates must be around thirteen, and says, “But Madam, can’t the child walk?”




  And the lady in mink says, “Of course, but with our money, he doesn’t have to!”
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  A teacher says to her third grade class, “Children, I’m going to ask each of you what your father does for a living. Bobby, you’ll be first.”




  So Bobby stands up and says, “My father runs the bank.”




  The teacher says, “Thank you,” and calls on Sarah.




  Sarah stands up and tells the teacher, “My father is a chef.”




  Again, the teacher says, “Thank you,” and calls on Joey.




  So Joey stands up and says, “My father is a politician and took bribes in the pub over in Queens.”




  So the teacher becomes very upset and changes the subject to arithmetic.




  Later that day, after school, the teacher goes to Joey’s house and knocks on the door.




  And Joey’s father answers it and says, “Yes? Can I help you?”




  And the teacher says, “Your son Joey is in my third grade class. What is this I hear about you being in the pub bribery scandal in Queens?”




  And the father says, “You see, actually, I’m an attorney. But you try telling that to an eight-year-old kid!”
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  The sole purpose of a child’s middle name is so he can tell when he’s really in trouble.
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  A mother in the Bronx walks into her son’s room and says, “Hey, get up sonny boy, you’re late for school!”




  And her son says, “I’m not going to school!”




  “Why not?” His mother says.




  And he says, “Well, for two reasons. All the kids hate me and all the teachers hate me.”




  And his mother says, “Well, I’ll give you reasons why you should go to school.”




  And her son says, “Yeah? Name them!”




  And his mother says, “One, you’re forty-five years old, and two, you’re the principal!”
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  A door-to-door salesman rings the bell in a suburban home and when the door opens, the salesman looks down and sees a four-year-old boy puffing on a long, black cigar.




  The salesman is taken aback momentarily at the situation and, trying to cover his amazement, he says, “Good morning, Sonny, is your mother in?”




  And the boy takes the cigar out of his mouth, flicks off the ashes, and says, “What do you think?”
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  There’s this family and they have an eight-year old boy who has never spoken a word. Like any parents with a situation like this, they are worried sick. Then, one morning while the three of them are having breakfast, the boy looks up and says, “Could I have a little more sugar on my cereal?”




  The parents look at each other. They’re dumbfounded. They rush to each other and start crying hysterically and they pick up the little boy and they dance around the kitchen crying with joy.




  The mother breaks down, crying, “You spoke. You said something! Tell us, why have you waited all these years?”




  And the little kid shrugs his shoulders and says, “Up till this, everything’s been okay!”
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  Two fathers are at a PTA meeting and they’re discussing their families.




  

  ALL THE WORLD’S A STAGE. WHICH EXPLAINS HOW STEVEN SEAGAL MANAGES TO FIND WORK.


  




  One of the fathers says, “Now, my three boys sure stick together. They’re the three Musketeers; they’re always together. When one of them gets in trouble, the other two will never squeal on him.”




  And the other dad says, “That’s something great, but tell me, how do you find out the guilty one so that you can punish him?”




  And the other father says, “Oh, that’s easy. All I do is send all three of them to bed without supper, and the next morning I beat the hell out of the one with the black eye.”
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  A four-year-old went with his dad to see a litter of kittens. On returning home, he informed his mother that there were two boy kittens and two girl kittens.




  “How did you know?” his mother asked.




  “Daddy picked them up and turned them over,” he replied. “I think it’s printed on the bottom.”
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