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“There is a vitality, a life force, a quickening that is translated through you into action, and because there is only one of you in all time, this expression is unique. And if you block it, it will never exist through any other medium and be lost. The world will not have it. It is not your business to determine how good it is, nor how valuable it is, nor how it compares with other expressions. It is your business to keep it yours clearly and directly, to keep the channel open. You do not even have to believe in yourself or your work. You have to keep yourself open and aware directly to the urges that motivate you. Keep the channel open.…




“No artist is pleased.… [There is no] satisfaction whatever at any time. There is only a queer, divine dissatisfaction, a blessed unrest that keeps us marching and makes us more alive than the others.”


—Martha Graham to Agnes de Mille, Martha: The Life and Work of Martha Graham







“We shall never understand one another until we reduce the language to seven words.”


—Kahlil Gibran, Sand and Foam


















PREFACE



For a long time, my stand-up material has drawn from three sources. The first is the English language: words, phrases, sayings, and the ways we speak. The second source, as with most comedians, has been what I think of as the “little world,” those things we all experience every day: driving, food, pets, relationships, and idle thoughts. The third area is what I call the “big world”: war, politics, race, death, and social issues. Without having actually measured, I would say this book reflects that balance very closely.


The first two areas will speak for themselves, but concerning the “big world,” let me say a few things.


I’m happy to tell you there is very little in this world that I believe in. Listening to the comedians who comment on political, social, and cultural issues, I notice most of their material reflects an underlying belief that somehow things were better once and that with just a little effort we could set them right again. They’re looking for solutions, and rooting for particular results, and I think that necessarily limits the tone and substance of what they say. They’re talented and funny people, but they’re nothing more than cheerleaders attached to a specific, wished-for outcome.


I don’t feel so confined. I frankly don’t give a fuck how it all turns out in this country—or anywhere else, for that matter. I think the human game was up a long time ago (when the high priests and traders took over), and now we’re just playing out the string. And that is, of course, precisely what I find so amusing: the slow circling of the drain by a once promising species, and the sappy, ever-more-desperate belief in this country that there is actually some sort of “American Dream,” which has merely been misplaced.


The decay and disintegration of this culture is astonishingly amusing if you are emotionally detached from it. I have always viewed it from a safe distance, knowing I don’t belong; it doesn’t include me, and it never has. No matter how you care to define it, I do not identify with the local group. Planet, species, race, nation, state, religion, party, union, club, association, neighborhood improvement committee; I have no interest in any of it. I love and treasure individuals as I meet them, I loathe and despise the groups they identify with and belong to.


So, if you read something in this book that sounds like advocacy of a particular political point of view, please reject the notion. My interest in “issues” is merely to point out how badly we’re doing, not to suggest a way we might do better. Don’t confuse me with those who cling to hope. I enjoy describing how things are, I have no interest in how they “ought to be.” And I certainly have no interest in fixing them. I sincerely believe that if you think there’s a solution, you’re part of the problem. My motto: Fuck Hope!


P.S. Lest you wonder, personally, I am a joyful individual with a long, happy marriage and a close and loving family. My career has turned out better than I ever dreamed, and it continues to expand. I am a personal optimist but a skeptic about all else. What may sound to some like anger is really nothing more than sympathetic contempt. I view my species with a combination of wonder and pity, and I root for its destruction. And please don’t confuse my point of view with cynicism; the real cynics are the ones who tell you everything’s gonna be all right.


P.P.S. By the way, if, by some chance, you folks do manage to straighten things out and make everything better, I still don’t wish to be included.

















PEOPLE AHEAD OF ME ON LINE


Here’s something I can do without: People ahead of me on the supermarket line who are paying for an inexpensive item by credit card or personal check. People! Take my word for this: Tic Tacs is not a major purchase. And, I get just as discouraged when a guy who’s buying a simple jar of spaghetti sauce tries to pay with a letter of credit from the Bank of Liechtenstein. Folks, carry some fuckin’ money around, will ya? It comes in handy! No one should be borrowing money from a bank at 18 percent interest to buy a loaf of bread.


And what about these cretins at the airport gift shop who think somehow they’re in the Mall of America? It’s an airport! I’m standin’ there with one newspaper and a pack of gum; I gotta get to my plane. Why does the genetic defective ahead of me choose this moment to purchase a complete set of dishes and a new fall wardrobe? What is this, fuckin’ Macy’s? And of course, the clerk lady has to carefully wrap each dish separately, but she’s working real fast—because she’s eighty-nine!! Plus she’s from Sri Lanka. The rural part. And now dish-man wants to know if it’s okay to use Turkish traveler’s checks. You know what I do? I steal things. Fuck ’em! I grab a handful of candy bars and six magazines and head for the gate. My attitude? It wasn’t their stuff to begin with.
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PEOPLE WHO SHOULD BE PHASED OUT




[image: image] Guys who always harmonize the last few notes of “Happy Birthday.”


[image: image] People over 40 who can’t put on reading glasses without making self-conscious remarks about their advancing age.


[image: image] Guys who wink when they’re kidding.


[image: image] Men who propose marriage on the giant TV screen at a sports stadium.


[image: image] Guys in their fifties who flash me the peace sign and really mean it.


[image: image] People with a small patch of natural white hair who think it makes them look interesting.


[image: image] Guys with creases in their jeans.


[image: image] People who know a lot of prayers by heart.


[image: image] People who move their lips—when I’m talking!


[image: image] Guys who want to shake my hand even though we just saw each other an hour ago.


[image: image] A celebrity couple who adopt a Third-World baby and call it Rain Forest.


[image: image] Guys who wear suits all day and think an earring makes them cool at night.


[image: image] Old people who tell me what the weather used to be where they used to live.


[image: image] Men who have one long, uninterrupted eyebrow.


[image: image] Guys who wink and give me the peace sign simultaneously.


[image: image] People who say, “Knock knock,” when entering a room and, “Beep beep,” when someone is in their path.


[image: image] Fat guys who laugh at everything.


[image: image] People who have memorized a lot of TV-show theme songs and are really proud of it.


[image: image] Women who think it’s cute to have first names consisting solely of initials.


[image: image] People who give their house or car a name.


[image: image] People who give their genitals a name.


[image: image] Guys who can juggle, but only a little bit.


[image: image] Actors who drive race cars.


[image: image] Men who wear loafers without socks. Especially if they have creases in their jeans.


[image: image] Athletes and coaches who give more than a hundred percent.


[image: image] Guys who still smell like their soap in the late afternoon.


[image: image] Blind people who don’t want any help.


[image: image] Guys who wear their watches on the inside of their wrists.


[image: image] Any man who wears a suit and tie to a ballgame.


[image: image] Guys who flash me the thumbs-up sign. Especially if they’re winking and making the peace sign with the other hand.







SEVEN THiNGS i’M TiRED OF


I’m gettin’ tired of guys who smoke pipes. When are they gonna outlaw this shit? Guy with a fuckin’ pipe! It’s an arrogant thing to place a burning barrier between you and the rest of the world. It’s supposed to imply thoughtfulness or intelligence. It’s not intelligent to stand around with a controlled fire sticking out of your mouth. I say, “Hey, professor! You want somethin’ hot to suck on? Call me! I’ll give ya somethin’ to put in your mouth!” I think these pipe-smokers oughta just move to the next level and go ahead and suck a dick. There’s nothing wrong with suckin’ dicks. Men do it, women do it; can’t be all bad if everybody’s doin’ it. I say, Drop the pipe, and go to the dick! That’s my advice. I’m here to help.


I’m also sick of car alarms. Not the screeching and beeping; that doesn’t bother me. It’s just the idea of a car alarm that I find offensive. Especially the ones that talk to you: “Move away! Move away!” “Ohhhh? Really!” That’s when I reach for my sharpest key. And I put a deep gouge in that paint job, all the way ’round the car. Three hundred and sixty degrees. I might even make two trips around, if I don’t have a luncheon appointment that day. And then I walk away slowly, unconcerned about the screeching and beeping, because I know that no one takes car alarms seriously. Car alarms are a Yuppie-boomer conceit, and they’re responsible for most of the carjacking that’s going on. Car alarms and The Club have have made it harder for thieves to steal parked cars, and so instead they’re stealing cars with people in them, and people are dying. And it’s all because these selfish, boomer degenerates can’t stand to part with their personal property. Fuck boomers, and fuck their pussified car alarms!


I’m also sick of having to look at bearded guys who don’t know how to trim the lower edges of their beards, where they extend back toward the neck. They trim too far up toward the chin, leaving a glaring, fleshy strip where there ought to be hair. Guys, you need to let the beard extend far enough back under your chin, so it reaches the point where your neck begins. Then, from the fold or angle that forms between your jaw and neck, you shave downward. If you don’t have that fold; if you have a fat, fleshy pouch under your jaw with no definition, you shouldn’t be trimming your beard at all. You should let it grow long and bushy, so it covers that goofy-looking pouch.


And I’ve just about had it with all these geeky fucks who walk around listening to Walkmans. What are these jack-offs telling us? They’re too good to participate in daily life? They’re sealing themselves off? Big fuckin’ loss. And what is it they’re listening to that’s so compelling? I think a person has to be fairly uncomfortable with his thoughts to have the need to block them out while simply walking around. I’d love to know how many of these obviously disturbed people become suicides.


I’ve also grown weary of reading about clouds in a book. Doesn’t this piss you off? You’re reading a nice story, and suddenly the writer has to stop and describe the clouds. Who cares? I’ll bet you anything I can write a decent novel, with a good, entertaining story, and never once mention the clouds. Really! Every book you read, if there’s an outdoor scene, an open window, or even a door slightly ajar, the writer has to say, “As Bo and Velma walked along the shore, the clouds hung ponderously on the horizon like steel-gray, loosely formed gorilla turds.” I’m not interested. Skip the clouds and get to the fucking. The only story I know of where clouds were important was Noah’s Ark.


And I don’t appreciate being put on hold and being forced to listen to someone else’s radio. I don’t even listen to my own radio, why should I have to pay money to call some company and listen to theirs? And it’s always that same shit, soft rock! That sucky, non-threatening, easy-listening pussy music. Soft rock is an oxymoron. Furthermore, it’s not rock, and it’s not even music. It’s just soft.


I’m tired of being unable to buy clothing that doesn’t have writing and printing all over it. Insipid sayings, pseudo-wisdom, cute slogans, team logos, designer names, brand trademarks, small-business ego trips; the marketing pigs and advertising swine have turned us all into walking billboards. You see some asshole walkin’ by, and he’s got on a fruity Dodger hat and a Hard Rock Cafe T-shirt. Of course you can’t see the shirt if he’s wearing his hot-shit Chicago Bulls jacket. The one that only 50 million other loser jock-sniffers own. And since this cretinous sports fan/consumer zombie is completely for sale to anyone, he rounds out his ensemble with FedEx sneakers, ValuJet socks, Wall Street Journal sweatpants, a Starbucks jock strap, and a Microsoft condom with Bill Gates’s head on the end of it. No one in this country owns his personal appearance anymore. America has become a nation of obedient consumers, actively participating in their own degradation.





A FEW THINGS I LIKE




[image: image] A guy who doesn’t know what he’s doing and won’t admit it.


[image: image] A permanently disfigured gun collector.


[image: image] A whole lotta people tap dancing at once.


[image: image] When a big hole opens up in the ground.


[image: image] The third week in February.


[image: image] Guys who say “cock-a-roach.”


[image: image] A woman with no feet, because she’s not always nagging you to take her dancing.
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KEEP IT CLEAN


I never wash my hands after using a public restroom. Unless something gets on me. Otherwise, I figure I’m as clean as when I walked in. Besides, the sink is usually filthier than I am. I’m convinced that many of the men I see frantically washing up do not do the same thing at home. Americans are obsessed with appearances and have an unhealthy fixation on cleanliness. Relax, boys. It’s only your dick. If it’s so dirty that after handling it you need to wash your hands, you may as well just go ahead and scrub your dick while you’re at it. Tell the truth. Wouldn’t you like to see some guy trying to dry his genitals with one of those forced-air blowing machines that are mounted four feet off the ground?




G.C.’S GUiDE TO DiNiNG OUT


RESTAURANTS


There are certain clues that tell you how much a restaurant will cost. If the word cuisine appears in the advertising, it will be expensive. If they use the word food, it will be moderately priced. However, if the sign says eats, even though you’ll save some money on food, your medical bills may be quite high.


I don’t like trendy food. When I hear, “sauteed boneless panda groin,” I know I’m in the wrong place. There’s such a thing as pretentious food. Puree of woodchuck, marinated bat nipples, weasel chops, porcupine cacciatore. Or fried eagle. A guy said to me recently, “C’mon, we’ll go to Baxter’s, they have really great fried eagle.” I’m thinkin’ to myself, “Do I really wanna know this guy?”


However, if you are going to dine with pretentious people, here are some items you can order that are sure to impress: deep-dish moose balls, diced yak, badger gumbo, gorilla fondue, filet of hyena, jackal tartare, rack of prairie dog, free-range mole en brochette, wolf noodle soup, loin of chipmunk, curried woodpecker, stir-fried weasel, penguin scallopini, sweet-and-sour loon heads, whale chowder, toasted snail penises, koala flambé, wombat souvlaki, grenadine of mule, and candied goat anus.


Then, at the other end of the spectrum, there is the decidedly nontrendy restaurant, where the special sometimes is simply “meat.” Big sign in the window: “Today’s special: Meat.”


“I’ll have the meat.”


“Would you like sauce with that?”


“What kind of sauce would that be?”


“That would be meat sauce.”


It’s similar to a fish sandwich. Have you ever seen these places that feature “fish sandwiches”? I always think, “Well, that’s kind of general.” I mean, I wouldn’t order something called a “meat sandwich,” would you?” At least not without a couple of follow-up questions: “Does anyone know where this meat came from?” “Are any of the waitresses missing?”


DEALING WITH THE WAITER


I think when you eat out you should have a little fun; it’s good for digestion. Simple things. After the waiter recites a long list of specials, ask him if they serve cow feet.


But act really interested in the specials. When he says, “Today we have goat-cheese terrine with arugula juice, sautéed cod with capers and baby vegetables, coastal shrimp cooked in spiced carrot juice, roast free-range chicken with ginger and chickpea fries, and duck breast in truffle juice,” act like you’re completely involved. Say, “The cod. What is the cod sautéed in?” “A blend of canola and tomato oils.” (No hurry here.) “Ahhh, yes! [pointing thoughtfully at the waiter] I’ll have the grilled cheese sandwich.”


Even some low-end places are pretentious. The menu can’t merely say “cheeseburger.” They have to get wordy. So, go along with them. When you order your food use their language. But you must look right at the waiter; no fair reading from the menu. Look him in the eye and say, “I’ll have the succulent, fresh-ground, government-inspected, choice, all-beef, six-ounce patty on your own award-winning sesame-seed bun, topped with a generous slice of Wisconsin’s finest Grade-A cheddar cheese made from only premium milk and poured from large, galvanized steel cans, having originally been extracted from a big, fat, smelly, champion blue-ribbon cow with a brain disease.”


Continue that style with other items: Instead of asking for a glass of water, say you’d like a “cylindrical, machine-blown, clear drinking vessel filled with nature’s own colorless, odorless, extra-wet, liquid water.”


Have fun. Be difficult. Order unusual things: a chopped corn sandwich. Rye potato chips. Filet of bone with diced peas. Peanut butter and jellyfish. Ask for a glass of skim water. Insist on fried milk. Chocolate orange juice. Order a grilled gorgonzola cheese sandwich on whole-wheat ladyfingers. Then top the whole thing off with a bowl of food coloring and a large glass of saturated fat.


Issue special instructions. Ask for the French toast, medium rare. Get a pizza with no toppings, hold the crust. Tell ’em you want eggs: “Fry the whites and poach the yolks.” Order a basket of poppy seed rolls and tell them to scrape off the seeds and put them in a separate bowl and heat them to 200 degrees. Keep them busy.


Tell your waiter you want to make a substitution: “Instead of my napkin, I’ll have the lobster tails.” See what he says. Ask him if the garnish is free. If it is, tell him all you’re having is a large plate of garnish.


If they have a salad bar, ask how many times you can go back. If they say as many times as you like, ask for a lawn bag. Come back the next day with a small truck. Tell them you weren’t quite finished eating the night before. You’re actually within your legal rights, because, technically, no one is ever finished eating.


Ask him if the chef would mind preparing a dish that’s not on the menu. Then describe something simple but unusual. Like half a coconut filled with egg whites. When the waiter comes back and says, “Yes, the chef said he will be delighted to make that for you,” tell him, “Well, never mind, I don’t like that anymore.”


Giving the waiter your drink order can be fun. If you’re alone, show the guy you’re a real man. “Gimme a glass of napalm and paint thinner straight up.” Be an individualist; order a gin and hot chocolate. If you’re with a date, be sophisticated. Say, “I’ll have a rum and goat juice with a twist of cucumber on dry ice.” Always order your date’s drink; that’s very romantic. Especially if you’re trying to get laid. “The lady will have a martini, a glass of wine, two zombies, and a beer. And do you have any quaaludes?”


By the way, if your date is complaining of constipation, order her a prune margarita with a twist of Feenamint.


When the food arrives, change your mind. Say, “I’ve changed my mind, waiter. Instead of the roast suckling pig, I believe I’ll have a half order of Kellogg’s Product 19.”


And always, when the food arrives, send something back. It’s considered very sophisticated. But make sure you use colorful language. Tell him, “Waiter, this veal tastes like the inside front panel of Ferdinand Magellan’s shorts. And I’m referring to the first voyage.”


Show him you’re a man of new ideas. When he comes with the pepper mill, refuse the pepper, but tell him to sprinkle some dandruff on your food.


Actually, the pepper mill can be a source of great fun. Keep the waiter going on the pepper mill for a long time. Disturbingly long. Like, for about fifteen minutes. Until everyone in the restaurant is really uncomfortable. Then, when your food and silverware are completely covered with a thin layer of ground pepper, say, “Okay, stop! That’s perfect!” Then, a few minutes later, call the waiter over and tell him, “This food has way too much pepper on it!”


Now that you have your food, the waiter can begin to ask you if everything is all right. “Is everything all right?” “Yes. Thank you. Good-bye!” Some waiters are very persistent. I had one call me at home the following day. “Did the food stay down?”


Usually, when they ask me if everything is all right, I’ll tell them the truth. I say, “Well, I had a problem with the peas. I received 143 peas. Of them, 36 were overcooked, 27 were undercooked, and 18 were not quite the same color as the others.”


Or I’ll tell them more than they really want to know. “No, everything is not all right. I’m going through a period of upheaval. I have a rogue polyp in my bowel, my wife ran off with a periodontist, and my son has been arrested for defecating in a mall.”


And always fill out the “How did we do?” card. It’s very helpful to the owner. “Everything was wonderful, except the waiter had some vomit on his shoes and a tiny snot on the end of his nose. It was small, but it was definitely a snot.”


I hope these pointers and suggestions will enhance your next experience dining out. Tell ’em George sent you.





FOOD TERMS


BREADSTICKS:


If drumsticks are for playing drums, you’d think breadsticks would be for playing bread, wouldn’t you? “Would you like some breadsticks?” “No thank you. I don’t play bread; I play drums. Perhaps I’ll have a drum roll.”


SHELLED PEANUTS:


Why don’t shelled peanuts have shells? If you’re clothed, you have clothes, so if you’re shelled, you should have shells. You’d think they’d call peanuts without shells, “unshelled” peanuts, wouldn’t you? Same goes for pitted prunes.


And boned chicken. I ask you, Where are the bones? I can’t find them. In my opinion, it ought to be called de-boned chicken.


And what about semi-boneless ham? What’s going on? Does it have only half a bone? Or does “semi-boneless ham” mean that some complete object that is not entirely a bone has been removed from the ham?



WAFFLE IRON:


Why on earth would you want to iron a waffle? Wouldn’t that just flatten out all the little squares? No, I believe waffles should be dry cleaned. Pancakes, of course, should always be ironed.


OPENING YOUR OWN RESTAURANT


Everyone thinks they have a really good idea for a restaurant but I’ve heard some terrible schemes. I even had a few myself.


My first idea was: All You Can Eat for 60 Cents. That didn’t work. So I went the other way: All You Can Eat for $1500. That didn’t work either. Then I made my fatal mistake; All You Can Eat for Free. Closed after one meal.


My next idea was The Used Footwear Restaurant. Our slogan was, How Would You Like to Enjoy a Nice Hot Meal Eaten Out of Someone Else’s Used Footwear? Somehow, it didn’t work. Although, after I sold it, it became the very successful fast-food franchise, Beef in a Brogan.


Chili Alley was my favorite, and a lot of people got a kick out of it. It was a drive-through chili restaurant. And you didn’t even have to slow down. You could drive through at speeds up to 40 miles an hour, and we would shoot the chili at you from a shotgun. Just two dollars. Both barrels, three-fifty. Dry cleaning extra.


Vinny’s House of Toast. This was great. My partner Vinny and I tried to come up with 101 different ways to serve toast. Eventually, we could only settle on three. The first item was… toast. Basically, an order of toast. With something on it—butter, margarine, jelly, whatever. The second thing we came up with was… a double order of toast. That would be, of course, twice as much toast, along with double the butter, margarine, jelly, whatever. The only other thing we could think of was something I liked a lot: a toast sandwich. Usually on toast. We also tried Toast on a Bun, but the public wasn’t ready. Too high-concept.


Then there was Bombs Away. This was an idea that should have worked. Patrons were seated on the ground floor; the kitchen was on the balcony. When your order was ready, you stood under the balcony holding a plate, and the chef dropped your food while everyone yelled, “Bombs away!” It worked great with steak and chops. But the idea began to unravel when we tried things like soup and creamed spinach. Peas were a definite problem, too.


My last unsuccessful attempt was The Top of the Schmuck. It was a ten-story statue of a schmuck wearing a cowboy hat, with a revolving restaurant in the hatband. The problem was, it rotated way too fast. People got sick just waiting for a table. But I still think the idea was basically sound.


Bon appétit.


GOBBLE THIS


On Thanksgiving at our house we like variety, so we don’t have turkey every year. Last year we had a swan. It was nice; everyone got some neck. Another year we had a seagull. Delicious! It’s a little fishy, but at least there’s no need to add salt. Two years ago we had a stork. Lots of meat, but, Jesus, the wishbone makes a helluva noise. This year we’re expecting a few people over, so we’re having a flamingo. And I’m getting the leg that folds up. They say the meat is sweeter and more tender because the flamingo doesn’t use it much.






[image: image]











WELL, YA GOTTA LiVE SOMEPLACE


I grew up in New York City and lived there until I was thirty.


At that time, I decided I’d had enough of life in a dynamic, sophisticated city, so I moved to Los Angeles. Actually, I moved there because of the time difference. I was behind in my work, and wanted to pick up the extra three hours. Technically, for the last thirty years I’ve been living in my own past.


I knew I didn’t want to move to the Midwest. I could never live in a place where the outstanding geographic feature is the horizon. The Midwest seems like a nice place to catch up on your sleep.


Another reason I could never live in the Midwest is that it gets really cold there. You’ve heard of hypothermia and exposure? I could never be comfortable in a place where you can die simply by going out to the mailbox. Living in an area where an open window can cause death seems foolish to me.


Of course, living in the South was never an option—the main problem being they have too much respect for authority; they’re soldier-sniffers and cop lovers. I don’t respect that, and I could never live with it. There’s also way too much religion in the South to be consistent with good mental health.


Still, I love traveling down there, especially when I’m in the mood for a quick trip to the thirteenth century. I’m not someone who buys all that “New South” shit you hear; I judge a place by the number of lynchings they’ve had, overall. Atlanta even found it necessary to come up with an apologetic civic slogan: Atlanta: The City Too Busy to Hate. I think they’re trying to tell us something.


There’s also the communications problem. I have trouble understanding Southerners. Some of them sound like they’re chewing on a dick. And I really have nothing against them individually; one by one they can be quite charming. But when you take them as a whole, there’s some really dangerous genetic material floating around down there.


So, I live in Los Angeles, and it’s kind of a goofy place. They have an airport named after John Wayne. That ought to explain it. It has a charming kind of superstitious innocence.


But if you really want to understand life in California, forget the grief clinics and yogaholics. Forget biofeedback, Feldenkrais, neurolinguistic programming, and the Alexander technique.


Disregard spirit guides, centering groups, dream workshops, bioenergetics, pyramid energy, and primal therapy.


Ignore centering, fasting, Rolfing, grounding, channeling, rebirthing, nurturing, self-parenting, and colon cleansing.


And don’t even think about polarity work, inversion swings, flower essences, guided synchronicity, harmonic brain wave synergy, and psychocalisthenics.


You also need pay no attention to nude volleyball, spinach therapy, white wine hot tubs, jogging on hot coals, and the people who sing Christmas carols to zoo animals.


Forget all that. The only thing you have to know about California is this: They have traffic school for chocaholics.


Okay?


California is the only place where you might hear someone say, “Jason can’t come to the phone, he’s taking his wind lesson.”


The problem most New Yorkers have with Los Angeles is that it is fragmented and lacks a vital center. The people have no common experience. Instead, they exude a kind of bemused detachment that renders them intensely uninteresting. The West Coast experience is soft and peripheral, New York is hard and concentrated. California is a small woman saying, “Fuck me.” New York is a large man saying, “Fuck you!”


Still, I live in California. But I’m not “laid-back,” and I’m certainly not “mellow.” I associate those qualities with the comatose. The solar system wasn’t formed because matter was laid-back; life didn’t arise from the oceans and humans descend from the trees because DNA was mellow. It happened because of something called energy.


New York has energy, and all I can say is this: If you can’t handle it, stay the fuck out. Living in New York is a character-builder; you must know who you are, what you’re doing, where you’re going, and how to get there. No bullshit tolerated! New York people are tough and resilient. All the rest of you are varying degrees of soft.


Most outsiders can’t handle New York, so they wind up back in Big Loins, Arkansas, badmouthing The City for the rest of their lives. Actually, most of the people who run New York down have never been there. And if they ever went, we would destroy them in nine minutes. People hate New York, because that’s where the action is, and they know it’s passing them by. Most of the decisions that control people’s lives are made in New York City. Not in Washington, not on Pennsylvania Avenue. In New York City! Madison Avenue and Wall Street. People can’t handle that. Pisses ’em off. Fuck ’em!


And I’m really glad the Yankees humiliated the Braves in the World Series. I’m glad the gritty, tough, Third-World, streetwise New York culture triumphed over the soft, suburban, wholesome, white-Christian, tacky mall culture of Atlanta. Overgrown small towns like Atlanta have no business in the major leagues in the first place.


Concerning L.A. versus New York: I have now lived half my life in each of America’s two most hated, feared, and envied cities, and you want to know something? There’s no comparison. New York even has a better class of assholes. Even the lames in New York have a certain appealing, dangerous quality.


As an example of how hopeless California is, when I first got there, a policeman gave me a ticket for jaywalking. You have to understand the kind of people who live in California. They are willing to stand, passive and inert, on a curb, when absolutely no traffic is coming, or maybe just a little traffic that could easily be dodged. They simply stand there obediently and wait for an electric light to give them permission to proceed. I couldn’t believe this cop. I laughed at him. The ticket cost me about twenty dollars in 1966. Since that time, I figure I have jaywalked an additional thousand times or so without being caught. Fuck that lame-ass cop! I’ve managed to prorate that ticket down to about two cents a jaywalk.


One thing I find appealing in California is the emphasis on driving. I like to drive, I’m skillful at it, and I do it aggressively. And I don’t mean I scream at people or flash them the finger. I simply go about my passage swiftly and silently, with a certain deliberate, dark efficiency. In the land of the unassertive, the aggressive man is king.


Of course, in Los Angeles, everything is based on driving, even the killings. In New York, most people don’t have cars, so if you want to kill a person, you have to take the subway to their house. And sometimes on the way, the train is delayed and you get impatient, so you have to kill someone on the subway. That’s why there are so many subway murders; no one has a car. Basically, if more people in New York had cars, the subways would be a lot safer.


I hope you can tell, the Apple is still number one in my heart. I’m so chauvinistic, I even root for New York to raise more money than Los Angeles on the Arthritis Telethon. And we usually do.


California: bordering always on the Pacific and sometimes on the ridiculous. So, why do I live here?


Because the sun goes down a block from my house.





SUN OF GOD


I’ve begun worshipping the sun for a number of reasons. First of all, unlike some other gods I could mention, I can see the sun. It’s there for me every day. And the things it brings me are quite apparent all the time: heat, light, food, a lovely day. There’s no mystery, no one asks for money, I don’t have to dress up, and there’s no boring pageantry. And interestingly enough, I have found that the prayers I offer to the sun and the prayers I formerly offered to “God” are all answered at about the same 50-percent rate.



SMALL TOWNS


You know you’re in a small town when:




[image: image] The restaurant closes at lunch so the waitress can go home and eat.


[image: image] The mayor’s nickname is “Greasy Dick” and besides appearing on the ballot, it also appears on his driver’s license.


[image: image] The fashion boutique/post office is located in one corner of the hardware store between the used milking machines and the pay toilet.


[image: image] The police station is closed evenings and weekends, but they leave lit the sign that gives the time and temperature.


[image: image] The newspaper prints the crossword puzzle on the front page above the fold, and prints the answers just below.


[image: image] The zip code has three digits and features a decimal point.


[image: image] The Narcotics Anonymous chapter has only one member, and he’s strung out on ranch dressing.






A NAME BY ANY OTHER NAME


Whatever happened to Eddie? Where did he go? Seems like he was just here. And where’s Billy? And Bobby and Jackie and John? Jimmy, Paul, Vinny, Tom, and Charlie? And Richie? Where did they go?


And where the fuck did Cameron come from? And Jordan and Justin and Shane and Parker? Tucker, Tyler, Taylor, Carter, Flynn, Blake, and Cody? Who let these people in? Brett? Brent? Blair? Cassidy? Where are all these goofy names coming from? Say what you will about the national candidates in 1996, at least they had the decency to be named Bill, Bob, Al, and Jack.


The popularity of first names is perishable; they pass in and out of favor. Occasionally, newspapers will print the most popular names given to babies that year, and they’re never the same as years before. You don’t run into many little girls named Bertha or Edith. Nor are there a lot of Netties, Effies, Opals, Hopes, or Pearls floatin’ around the day care. Ditto Ethel, Nellie, Myrtle, Agatha, and Mabel. And how many expectant parents are praying for a girl so they can name her Blanche, Clara, Agnes, or Lottie? None. You know why? Because most of those women are in nursing homes.


But thanks to the “trendies”—and the sheer passage of time—someday our substandard nursing homes will be filled with Ambers, Kaylas, Tiffanys, Caitlins, Morgans, Courtneys, Whitneys, Cheyennes, Ashleys, Megans, Brittanys, and Heathers. And that’s not to overlook Judi, Lori, Suzi, Debi, Keli, and Wendi, and any other name that can conceiveably be spelled with a final “i.”


There are even some girls whose names don’t end in “y” who can’t resist that trend: “Hi, my name is Margaret, but somehow, I spell it with an “i.”


There are women named Faith, Hope, Joy, and Prudence. Why not Despair, Guilt, Rage, and Grief? It seems only right. “Tom, I’d like you to meet the girl of my dreams, Tragedy.” These days, Trajedi.


I had an uncle who was embarassed because he had a woman’s name. We told him not to worry, lots of men have women’s names: Leslie, Marion, Chris, Dale, Lonnie. We tried to reassure him. But old Uncle Margaret Mary… I guess he just couldn’t handle it. I don’t know why, it never bothered his wife, Turk.


Do you know why hurricanes have names instead of numbers? To keep the killing personal. No one cares about a bunch of people killed by a number. “200 Dead as Number Three Slams Ashore” is not nearly as interesting a headline as “Charlie Kills 200.” Death is much more satisfying and entertaining if you personalize it.


Me, I’m still waitin’ for Hurricane Ed. Old Ed wouldn’t hurt ya, would he? Sounds kinda friendly. “Hell no, we ain’t evacuatin’. Ed’s comin’!”


Guess the white guy: Odell, Tyrone, Tremaine, and Sparky.


Guess the black girl: Cathy, Joan, Peggy, and Vondella.


First names can even suggest how tough you are. Who would you want on your side in a bar fight? Arnold, Seymour, Jasper, and Percy? Or Nitro, Hacksaw, Rhino, and Skull?


And, guys, which women would you rather run into when you’re out drinking: Lillian, Priscilla, and Judith? Or Trixie, Bubbles, and Candy?


The Kennedy family changed William Kennedy Smith’s first name in order to influence the outcome of his rape trial. They changed it from Willie to Will because guys named Will hardly ever go to jail, while America’s prisons are chock full of Willies. Will is all-American, Willie is… well, just ask Michael Dukakis.


Through all these years, I have kept alive my one remaining childhood Catholic fantasy: I’m hoping that someday a new pope will choose the name Corky. Just once in my life, I want to look up at that balcony and see His Holiness, Pope Corky IX. I think you’d have to skip straight to nine to give him a little credibility, don’t you? Somehow, Pope Corky the First doesn’t command a great deal of authority.


That’s because some names are inappropriate in the wrong settings. You won’t find many Schuyler Vanderpools blowin’ into a harmonica on death row; no one in need of brain surgery is breakin’ down the door to see Dr. Lucky Lipshitz; and I’m sure only the most devoted aficionado would pay money to see a ballet dancer named Bruno McNulty.


On the other hand, you’ll know that America has relaxed its hopelessly tight asshole if we someday elect a president named Booger. If we ever get a president named Booger, Skeeter, T-Bone, or Downtown President Brown, you’ll know that finally this country is a relaxed, comfortable place to live.


The point is, there are emotional values that attach to names; they carry psychological baggage. Just think of the Old West. I’m sure if Billy the Kid’s name had been Billy the Schmuck, people wouldn’t have been afraid.


“Who’s that ridin’ into town?”


“Billy the Schmuck.”


“Oh. Well, fuck ’im!”


Would anyone have paid to see a Wild West show if the star attraction was Buffalo Shecky?


Using this approach, western movies would have been completely unbelievable:


“Hey, Shemp! Go get Sheriff Quackenbush, there’s gonna be trouble. Two-Gun Noodleman and Wild Bill Swackhammer are drunk, and they’re lookin’ for Deadeye Stoopnagle.”


This also applies to the legendary criminals of the thirties. Do you think the police would’ve spent a lot of time looking for Pretty Boy Heffleflekker?


And what about Jack the Ripper? If his name had been Wally, I don’t think people would have been afraid to walk the streets of London. Not if they thought Wally the Ripper was on the loose.


“Who’s that? Wally who? Wally the Ripper? Ha-ha-ha-ha! Really? Wally the Ripper, indeed! Ha-ha-ha-ha!”


Religion presents an interesting situation. Jerry Falwell; it’s simply an absurd name for a clergyman. The last person in the world I’m going to believe has an inside track with God is some guy named Jerry. Can you imagine the supreme being, in the middle of the night, “Jerry! Wake up. I got some revelations.”


On the other hand, the founders of the major religions had names that seem quite suitable. There’s still a certain mystery surrounding the names Buddha, Moses, and Mohammed. But the poor Mormons. All they could come up with was Joseph Smith. Not too impressive.


“Listen, Caleb, we got a new religion. You wanna join?”


“Who started it?”


“Joe Smith.”


“See ya later.”


You can’t blame him. I wouldn’t follow a guy named Joe Smith halfway across a continent, either.


“C’mon, we’re goin’ to Utah.”


“Why?”


“Joe Smith said that’s where we’re supposed to be.”


“Well, I’m gonna finish this crossword. Why don’tcha drop me a postcard.”


In ancient times, the rulers had magnificent names: Alexander the Great. Suppose he had been a less imposing figure, do you think he would have been called Alexander the Marginal? As it is, he had his detractors. You know, people who called him Alexander the Scumbag.


History has given us other impressive names from simpler times: Edward the Fair, Charles the Bold, Catherine the Great. These days, they would be Edward the Abuse Victim, Charles the Underachiever, and Catherine the Recovering Codependent.


And let’s not forget the historical figures we never hear of: Tiberius the Wanker and Lucretius the Dog Fucker. Guys like that.


And I’m sure history would not be the same if certain names had been slightly different. For example, World War II would have ended much more quickly if we had been fighting a guy named Skip Hitler.


Suppose there had been a really outstanding eighteenth-century composer who was better than Beethoven, Bach, and Mozart combined. But his name was Joey the Cocksucker. Do you think he would be famous today? “And now, Eugene Ormandy conducts the Philadelphia Orchestra as they perform the Requiem Mass in C-sharp Minor, composed by Joey the Cocksucker.”


Some names are embarrassing. We had a guy in our neighborhood, Michael Hunt, who called himself Mickey because the only alternative was Mike Hunt. Of course, some other names are just plain dirty: “Hi, I’m Peter Ball, and this is Dick Cox. We’re friends of Randy Bush.”


Some people have funny names. They can’t help it, but it’s hard to keep from laughing when a guy named Elmo Zipaloonie introduces you to his friend El Cunto Prickolini. And if you want funny, you can’t beat farmers with names like Orville Pigdicker and Hooter Stumpfuck.


Speaking of funny names, do you realize Howdy Doody’s mother and father are known as the Doodys? And Bo Diddley’s parents are the Diddleys? How would you like to be at a party and have to introduce the Doodys to the Diddleys? And keep a straight face? “Mr. and Mrs. Doody, I’d like you to meet Mr. and Mrs. Diddley. Mr. Doody, Mr. Diddley; Mrs. Diddley, Mrs. Doody. Mr. Doody, Mrs. Diddley; Mr. Diddley, Mrs. Doody. The Doodys, the Diddleys; the Diddleys, the Doodys.” Jesus!


Then, just as you finish all of that, in walks Bo Diddley’s brother, Dudley Diddley, and his sisters, Dottie Diddley, Dodie Diddley, and Didi Diddley. And Howdy Doody’s sisters, Judy Doody and Trudy Doody. I’d never get through it all. I’d be leanin’ over the punchbowl, thinkin’, “Please, God, don’t let Rootie Kazootie show up.”


In Hawaii, I once had the pleasure of meeting Don Ho and his lovely wife, Heidi. Plus his three brothers, Gung, Land, and Hy.


Hospitals often name a new facility after the person who makes the major donation. I grew up with a neighborhood guy who is now extremely wealthy, and I’m hoping someday he’ll make a big donation. I just wanna drive past the hospital and see the “No-Balls” Malone Cancer Pavilion.


I’ve noticed there are a lot of people named Rice, but no one seems to be named Corn.


The artist currently known as The Artist Formerly Known as Prince was presumably trying to shorten his name when he changed it from Prince to an unpronounceable symbol. It didn’t work. His name is now five times longer than it was before.


They have Walnut Street and Chestnut Street, but you know what they don’t have? Peanut Street. What’s wrong with that? And how about some other nuts? Wouldn’t you like to live on Pistachio Place? Or Cashew Boulevard? How about a nice big house out on Dry-Roasted Mixed Nuts Lane?


If they have a shoe store called Athlete’s Foot, why can’t they have a hat store called Ringworm?


There’s a planet named Pluto, but we don’t have one named Goofy. Goofy would be a good name for this planet. It certainly qualifies.


Just to put a button on this topic: It is said that Indians were sometimes named for the first thing they saw when they were born. Makes you wonder why there aren’t more Indians named Hairy Pussy, doesn’t it?


And, as Baretta used to say, that’s the name of that tune.






THINGS YOU NEVER SEE




[image: image] A puppet with a hard-on


[image: image] A butterfly with a swastika design


[image: image] The Latin word for douche bag


[image: image] Someone defecating in church


[image: image] A junkie with leisure time


[image: image] A serial killer with a light-up bow tie


[image: image] A mom-and-pop steel mill


[image: image] A shot glass full of carrot juice


[image: image] A bum with matching luggage


[image: image] Really interesting twins


[image: image] Condoms with pictures of the saints


[image: image] Two homosexuals who own a bait shop


[image: image] A pimp with a low profit margin


[image: image] A Rolls-Royce that’s more than 50 percent primer paint






iT’S YOUR BODY: FEARLESS FASHiONS


I like to look at tattoos on people; I think they’re cool. But I would never get one. I always thought it was a bad idea to let some guy draw a picture on me that’ll probably never come off. Ya know? I’m conservative on this one. Not only the thing never comes off, but it hurts to put it on, and you gotta pay the guy. Plus if you do wanna take it off, it hurts again, and you gotta pay the guy again.


Another reason not to get a tattoo is that a tattoo is positive identification. No one should ever do anything to help the police. In any way. Especially when you may be the object of their interest.


So I never got a tattoo. But I had some good ideas. I was gonna get dotted lines tattooed on all my joints, wherever I bend. With little instructions: “Fold here.” “Do not glue.”


I also thought about gettin’ a necklace of hickeys.


Here’s one I almost went through with. I was gonna get my nipples tattooed as radio dials: “volume” and “tuning.” And the hair in the middle of my chest was gonna be the speaker. For stereo, I’d raise my arms. Armpit speakers!


I guess the most popular tattoo of all time is MOM. A lot of guys get MOM. No one ever gets POP. You know why? Cause you can’t read POP in the mirror. In a mirror, MOM comes out MOM. POP comes out “909.” What the fuck is that?


If you guys want to get a MOM tattoo and save a little money, just get two letters done. Get about a one-inch capital M tattooed on each cheek of your ass in pink and brown ink. Then when you bend over, it says “Mom.” Also, later on if you’re havin’ sex with your girlfriend, and her parents are in the next room, when you finish up you can just lie on your back, draw your legs up to your chest and silently say, “Wow!”


Here’s another good one for guys: at the top of your inner thigh, next to your groin, you put, “In case of emergency, pull handle.” Or get your penis tattooed to resemble a candy cane. Great for Christmas blow jobs. But be very careful not to let the tattoo guy bend your penis into a J shape.


Get the words, “tote bag” tattooed on your scrotum. Or “Bloomingdale’s” might be good. “Cartier” would be more appropriate; a little hairy pouch for your precious jewels.


How about a tattoo of the Three Stooges peering into your asshole? Or a serpent coming out? Or a nice tattoo of Madonna with her hand up your ass? Here’s a good one for right next to your asshole: “No gerbils!” Or, “Gerbils welcome.” Depending on what puts a smile on your face.


Here would be a great tattoo for right in the middle of your forehead: “I have colored ink in my skin!” Or, “Your message here. Fifty cents.” How about, “Yeah, it’s a tattoo, you miserable prick! Right in the middle of my forehead. If you don’t like it, suck my dick!” This will really keep you from having to deal with that bothersome job market.


And here’s a solution to an age old tattoo problem. If your girlfriend’s name, say, “Suzie,” is tattooed on your arm, and you break up with her, don’t have the tattoo removed. Just have the tattoo reworked so it says, “Fuck Suzie.”


By the way, you don’t actually have to do all these things; they’re just suggestions. Think them over first. Sit down, have six or seven vodkas, and give them a few seconds thought.


Besides, you wanna know something? Tattoos are passé. They’re yesterday’s thing. I’m lookin’ for the next big thing in body decoration. And I think I may have it.


Everyone’s skin has imperfections. It’s unavoidable. Pockmarks, wrinkles, bullet holes, scars, blotches, stab wounds, cysts, warts, needle holes, acne pits, enlarged pores. I think people should see these imperfections and disfigurements as positive things. Flaws and defects can actually be forms of decoration.


Take moles, God’s punctuation marks. Moles are great, and they can be useful if you want a really interesting look. The only problem is they’re usually randomly placed; they don’t represent anything. I think plastic surgeons should offer a new service: rearranging people’s moles. Think of your moles as fashion accessories. “God, look at all the moles that guy has!” “Yes, and aren’t they nicely arranged?”


There are lots of things you can do with moles: make the double helix, do a happy Hitler face, spell out the name of your bowling team. And how about moles with velcro, so you could change your look every day? Here’s something novel. Choose a good size mole on your arm, and tattoo little legs sticking out of the sides. People will constantly be trying to shop the “bug” off your arm. It’s great for picking up girls.


Next, body-piercing. Now, the piercing movement is off to a good start, and I like the idea behind it: self-esteem through self-mutiliation. I’ve always said, when in doubt, punch a hole in yourself. That’s fine, but I think the piercing people are missing a good bet. Vital organs. I mean, skin is one thing. That’s easy. But how about getting your lungs or kidneys pierced? Why not some lovely diamond studs all over the surface of your liver? Or a couple of nice 18-karat gold rings hanging from your thyroid gland?


But, you know, stuff like this might not be dangerous enough for today’s happenin’ people. What’s really gonna be great is when the ozone layer is completely gone, and everyone has melanomas. Then you’ll start to see “fashion skin cancer.” It’ll probably start in Malibu. People will use their skin cancers to form little designs. Since it’s Malibu, a lot of them will do their zodiac sign. Of course, if your sign is Cancer, you’ll be in real good shape.


I believe skin cancer will eventually become part of every American’s fashion arsenal. “That’s a lovely growth, Bambi. Twenty millimeters and right between your eyes. God, I’m so jealous!”


Before I leave this subject, I have two more ideas for the truly avant garde: How about living small, live mammals medically grafted onto your skin? Wouldn’t you like to have a prairie dog living in the middle of your chest, sharing your blood supply? How about an adult male Norwegian rat sewn onto the top of your head, keeping an eye on everything?


I think we also might take a page from Africa’s book and get into deliberate scarring. Not ritual scars that form coherent designs. Random scarring! Let a bunch of drunks with swords inflict hundreds of small, deep cuts on your skin. Or have a friend throw boiling grease all over you, then sit back and see what develops.


I don’t believe the body-decorating trend has reached its peak yet, and as it does, I shall try to be at the forefront, always pointing America toward the hot new look.
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