
Quirks
My Uncle Arnie always sniffles,
Sometimes he even snorts,
My brother says, “What’s the difference,
If all I do is . . . sports?”

My baby brother always gurgles,
My sister Cindy smiles and smirks,
My sister kisses gerbils,
But they’re all just little quirks.

Chorus:
Yeah, quirks are things that everybody’s got
Some got a few, and some got a lot, and
Some are kind of cute, but some are not—
People’s quirks need some understanding.

My cousin Nicky slicks his hair up,
My best friend always burps.
Some folks’ tempers flare up
But they’re all just little quirks.

Chorus

They’re funny little things with a funny name,
Funny little things, it’s true,
But who’s to say just what’s okay
Or judge what others do? Not me and you . . .

Yeah, my Momma’s always thinkin’,
And my Daddy has a knee that jerks,
Grandma’s always winkin’,
And Grandpa whistles when he works . . .

Chorus

Quirks are things that everybody’s got,
Some got a few, and some got a lot,
And some are kind of cute, but some are not,
Little quirks, little quirks,
Little quirks are what we’ve got.


