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Foreword

by Abraham Lincoln




OF all the conflicts in our nation’s history, the Civil War was definitely the shittiest. This terrible war, which was fought sometime in the 1800s, pitted our noble country against itself. North versus South. Brother versus brother. Or a brother and his friend versus a bunch of schoolgirls. I even heard about one instance where a couple of goats fought a set of bagpipes. Dark days indeed.

Most of you probably know that I had the sad honor of being president during that tragic time. As the nation ripped itself apart, I often found myself heavy of heart, and in need of good cheer. In those days we had no television, of course, and so I was forced to take my entertainment from the radio.

This miraculous new invention gave our scarred country much merriment when we needed it most. Many nights, Mary Todd and I would gather our boys around the “talking box,” as we called it, and listen to the jesters of the day: Vanderloo P. Vanderloo and his Talking Spinnaker, Haypenny Pete’s Rascally Band of Rum Runners, Bob Hope, and so many more.

(Mary Todd was always partial to the humourist Mark Twain, but I think she just liked that bushy mustache of his. She often remarked how ticklesome it appeared, but she was incoherent much of the time, so I rarely gave her words much credence.)

One evening as Atlanta happily burned to the ground, I heard a new voice come from that talking box. The announcer introduced him as a “fine young comickster, and a good Union boy, even if he is a Jew.” Then the young fellow spoke into the amplificator, and what followed was several delightful minutes of amusing patter, quips, and japes, the likes of which I’d never heard before, nor since. I especially recall a mirthful story the man told about eating tacos and the various indigestinal difficulties the foul food produced.

My boy Robert found the man irksome, calling him “an egregious specimen” and “a rapscallion,” but one of us was president and one of us was not, so I leave it to the reader to determine who between us had the better sense of humor.

Anyway, by the time this amusing character concluded his tomfoolery, I found myself in such good spirits that I freed the slaves.

Then I grew a beard.

The despondent cloud that hung so heavy upon my countenance was lifted, my merry disposition restored. That night, after I had my way with Mary Todd, I asked her what she thought about inviting this wag to the White House for a command performance. She responded with tears and accusations of the most horrid sort. As I said, though, she was rarely lucid, and in point of fact, several times during our lovemaking called out the name “Jimmy,” which I took to be more nonsensical rantings.

The morning next, I instructed my secretary Jimmy to write the man a note, requesting that he make all possible haste to Washington, for I knew his merrymaking would cheer my cabinet and officers as much as it had cheered me. A good Union man, even a Jewy one, would surely do his part for the American cause.

Alas, the performance never occurred. Shortly after dispatching that missive, I was shot in the head by John Wilkes Booth and so never had the opportunity to meet the man who brought me such joy in my time of need—Michael Ian Black.

It was with profound happiness, then, that I received a request to write the foreword for Mr. Black’s new book. Reading through an early draft of the anthology, I found myself once again chuckling at his ribald badinage. Yes, thought I, upon reading the selection “A Series of Letters to the First Girl I Ever Fingered,” I too have often thought back to the maiden who first felt my manual intrusions. Yes, thought I, reading his comickal gem “Testing the Infinite Monkey Probability Theorem,” I too have wondered about the quality of literature three chimpanzees and a bonobo monkey would produce if given several typewriters and a pile of Subway sandwiches. Yes followed yes throughout my perusal of this handsome volume.

Wasn’t it me who said, “Without laughter we must cry”? In retrospect that was a foolish thing to say. There are many other things besides crying we might do without laughing: splitting logs, hunting quail, playing Wii, et cetera. Yet the spirit of that humble aphorism holds true. Laughter relieves the tedium of the day; it replenishes the spirit and invigorates the mind. Of course, laughter may also induce the hiccups.

Michael Ian Black’s clever new book will, I hope, give all readers much gaiety and few hiccups. (If, by chance, the reader should contract hiccups, I find the best cure to be a shot of fresh apple cider vinegar applied through the nose.)

The nation may have paid a dear price for her unity, but it is my hope that this book will do for our nation what no war ever could—create everlasting peace, joy, and love. Is that too much to ask for a book containing an essay entitled “Why I Used a Day-Glo Magic Marker to Color My Dick Yellow”? Perhaps. But I don’t think so. And my opinion means more than yours. After all, I was President of the United States of America.

Until I was shot in the head by John Wilkes Booth.

Abraham Lincoln


Springfield, Illinois


2008








What I Would Be Thinking If I Were Billy Joel Driving to a Holiday Party Where I Knew There Was Going to Be a Piano



I’M not doing it. I’m just not. I know I say the same thing every year, but this time I mean it—I am not playing it this year. Seriously, how many times can I possibly be expected to play that stupid song? I bet if you counted the number of times I’ve played it over the years, it probably adds up to, like, a jillion. I’m not even exaggerating. One jillion times. Well, not this year.

This year, I’m just going to say, “Sorry, folks, I’m only playing holiday songs tonight.” Yeah, that’s a good plan. That’s definitely what I’m going to do, and if they don’t like it, tough cookies. It’ll just be tough cookies for them.

But I know exactly what’ll happen. I’ll sit down, play a few holiday songs, and then some drunk jerk will yell out “‘Piano Man,’” and everybody will start clapping, and I’ll look like a real asshole if I don’t play it.

I wonder if they’ll have shrimp cocktail.

Now that I think of it, it’s always Bob Schimke who yells out “‘Piano Man.’” He does it every year. He gets a couple of Scotches in that fat gut of his, and then it’s “Hey, Billy, play ‘Piano Man’!” That guy is such a dick. He thinks he’s such a big shot because he manages that stupid hedge fund. Big deal. He thinks because he used to play quarterback for Amherst that everybody should give a shit. I don’t. Who cares about you and your stupid hedge fund, Bob? That’s what I should say to him this year. I really should. I should just march right up to him and say, “Who cares about your stupid hedge fund?” Let’s just see what Mr. Quarterback has to say about that. And I know he made a pass at Christie that time. She probably liked it too.

I’m such a loser.

Why do I even go to these parties? I mean, honestly, how many times do I need to see Trish and Steve and Lily and that creepy doctor husband of hers and all their rich Long Island friends? Although that Greenstein girl is nice. Maybe she’ll be there. What’s her name—Alison?

What if Alison asks me to play “Piano Man”? Then what? I’ve got to stick to my guns, that’s what. I’ll simply say, “Some other time.” Yeah, that’s good. Kind of like we’re making a date or something. And then at the end of the night when we’re all getting our coats, I’ll turn to her and say something like, “So when do you want to get together and hear ‘Piano Man’?” Oh man, that’s really good. That’s so smooth. After all, how is she going to say no? She’s the one who asked to hear it in the first place! Oh man, Billy, that is just perfect.

Maybe she’ll say something like, “How about right now?” Yeah. And maybe we’ll leave together. I can drive her back to my place and I can play her the stupid song and then maybe we’ll do it. I’d really like to do it with that Greenstein girl. How awesome would that be? Me leaving with Alison on my arm and Bob’s big fat stupid face watching us go. That would be too rich. I’d be real nonchalant about it, too—“See you later, Bob.”

Who am I kidding? She’d never go out with me. She was dating that actor for a while. What’s his name? Benicio? What kind of name is Benicio? A stupid name, that’s what kind. Hi, I’m Benicio. I’m so cool. I’m sooooo cool. I should start going by Billicio. I’m Billicio Del Joelio. I play pianolo.

Sing us a song, you’re the piano man…

Oh great. Now it’s in my head. Perfect. Now I have to walk around that stupid party with that stupid song stuck in my head all night.

Amherst sucks at football.

You know what I should do? I should just turn this car around and go home. Just pick up the phone and call them and tell them I ate some bad fish or something. Yeah, that’s what I should do.

What am I going to do? Go through my entire life avoiding situations where somebody might ask me to play a song? I can’t do that. No, Billy, you’ve just got to grow yourself a sack and take care of business. And if that loudmouth Bob Schimke requests “Piano Man,” I just need to look him in the eye and tell him I’d be happy to play it for him just as soon as he goes ahead and fucks himself.

Who am I kidding? Of course I’m going to play it. I always play it. Probably the only reason half the people at that party even show up is to hear me play “Piano Man.” They probably don’t even like me. Not really. They just want to tell all their friends that Billy came and played “Piano Man.” Again. Like I’m the loser who’s dying to play it. Whatever.

Fine. I’ll do it, but not because they want me to, but because I want me to. I’m not even going to wait for them to ask. I’m going to march right in there and play the song and that’ll be that. I’m not even going to take off my coat first. Yeah. Let’s see what Bob has to say about that. I might even play it twice.








One Day, I’m Going to Open a Scented Candle Shoppe



EVERYBODY loves a good scented candle. Scented candles are to people’s nostrils what friction is to their genitals—in other words, terrific. Nothing relaxes me more after a stressful day than a stroll through a scented candle shoppe, and I often find myself thinking, I wonder what it would be like if this store were mine?

The answer? Wonderful.

One day, I’m going to open a scented candle shoppe. Nothing too fancy. A little gingerbread store just off the beaten path. Someplace travelers will hear about from friends and friends of friends. A special place they’ll have to get off the highway to find. They’ll drive through some scenic part of the country until they happen upon a local walking along the side of the road. They’ll pull their car over and say, “Excuse me, I’ve heard there’s a wonderful scented candle shoppe somewhere around here. Can you point the way?”

The local will give those travelers a little wink and point them in my direction. “Take this road until you come to an old oak tree. Then roll down your windows and just follow the scent of cinnamon until you arrive.”

The travelers will thank the old-timer and drive off. (In this scenario the local is an old-timer, but it could just as easily be a freckle-faced paperboy.)

A lot of people may wonder what the difference is between a “shoppe” and a “shop.” There’s no precise definition, but I’ll try to explain. A shop is a place of business. No more. No less. But a shoppe is different. A shoppe is a place where business is conducted, yes, but it’s also a place where friendships are formed, trust earned, scented candles smelled.

There’s always a dish of free butterscotch candies in a shoppe, and a bowl of milk left out for any stray tabby cats that may wander in. It’s a place where Lite FM is always on the radio, except during Christmas, when it’s nothing but Nat King Cole and Bing Crosby. A cheerful little bell tinkles when visitors enter, and tinkles again when they go.

“Come again,” the owner says, and means it.

“We will,” says the customer, and they mean it, too.

A shoppe is a place where if something falls and breaks, the customer offers to pay, but the owner says, “That’s all right. The place was getting a little too crowded anyway.” Then they both chuckle and eat a butterscotch.

That’s the kind of place I’m going to open one day. And it’s going to sell scented candles.

What kind of scents? Every kind. Cinnamon, rain forest, pumpkin spice, Drakkar Noir. A Drakkar Noir candle? Yes. Fuck yes.

Of course, a scented candle shoppe needs a name, and I’ve thought of one for mine. Every good shoppe has a pun in the name, and mine is no exception. I’ll call it the Modern Thymes Scented Candle Shoppe. The sign will be hand-painted in medieval script with a portrait of me dressed as a court jester (a nod to my past as a very famous celebrity), and then underneath there’ll be a little slogan: “Smell the difference.”

Cute, right?

Inside will be candles. Thousands of candles of all shapes and sizes. Paraffin wax, beeswax, ear wax ( just kidding). Votives, tea lights, big candle columns, candles shaped like dragons and wizards. It’s going to be great.

Question: When one owns a scented candle shoppe, what does the store smell like? This is a real problem. In the industry, the problem is referred to as STINK (ScenT IngestioN over Kill). The problem is, if you have too many scents going at once, they cancel one another out; the nose can only process so much information before it stops being able to distinguish anything. The solution is to choose one scent per day. Valentine’s Day might be a chocolate-scented day. Halloween might be a chocolate-scented day. I realize I just gave the same example twice, which was a mistake.

Here’s an idea I’m presenting to the scented candle national conference when it meets next year in Morrison, Illinois: a “sniffing chamber.” This is a separate room within the shoppe for customers who want to sample their scents before purchasing. It’s like a tasting spoon for the nose, and I think it has the potential to revolutionize the industry.

Another idea: an American flag candle that smells like victory. I’ve been to a lot of candle shoppes, and I’ve never seen a wax representation of “Old Glory.” Why not? As I think about it now, I’m realizing it might be because the purpose of candles is to burn them, and some people might object to burning an American flag, even if it is a candle. I still think the smell of victory is a good idea. I don’t know exactly what that would smell like. Maybe a combination of burned hair and marshmallows.

Anyway, it’s really going to be great. Maybe it’ll become a tourist attraction. Maybe I’ll even attach a little restaurant, the Thyme Out Café, where people can buy lunch and souvenirs. Like T-shirts that say, “I had a great ‘thyme’ at the Modern Thymes Scented Candle Shoppe.” Or “We had the ‘thyme’ of our lives at the Modern Thymes Scented Candle Shoppe.” That sort of thing.

I’ve certainly thought enough about it, and I hope one day I will actually get off my duff and do it! Everybody has a dream. Opening an adorable scented candle shoppe is mine.

Of course, the whole thing will be a front for dealing coke.








Maximus Beer



ON behalf of Bob, Donna, and the rest of my team, I want to start this afternoon’s presentation with a word of thanks. So Walter, thank you. When I first came to you several years ago and told you that I believed America was ready for a beer that was both low in calories and tasted like somebody’s ass, you didn’t laugh. Instead, you asked me questions. Good questions, like, “Why would somebody want to drink a beer that tastes like somebody else’s ass?”

I didn’t have all the answers that day, Walter, but I had a feeling. An unshakable feeling that I was right. So rather than BS you with a bunch of corporate gobbledegook, I just looked you in the eye and said two words. Do you remember what those words were?

“Trust me.”

And trust me you did.

We poured millions of dollars into market research. We spent millions more developing the perfect assy taste. And millions more after that, making sure it was the lowest calorie, assiest-tasting beer on the market. And guess what? We did it. It took a hell of a lot of money and a hell of a lot of time, but we did it.

We created “Maximus” beer.

I remember that day when the first focus groups sat down to try it. How nervous we all were. Would they get it? Well, I remember as they took that first drink, they all pretty much said the same thing—those five magic words we’d been waiting years to hear: “It tastes like somebody’s ass.”

Mission accomplished, Walter. Mission accomplished.

We launched the largest advertising and marketing campaign in this company’s history. The ad campaign was brilliant. Supermodels with their backsides facing the camera, all asking the same question: “Does it taste like mine?”

You threw every nickel you had into that campaign. Then you borrowed some more money and threw that in, too. Your Board of Directors said not to do it. They said you were being rash. But you didn’t listen. Instead you said to them what I told you so long before.

“Trust me.”

In the end, we received a 98 percent saturation rate. Almost one hundred percent of the country knew two things about Maximus—that it was low in calories and that it tasted like somebody’s ass.

I’m proud to say that Maximus was the most talked-about product of the year. People talked and talked and talked. Everybody talked about it, from the man on the street to the late-night comics. We were the “butt” of a lot of jokes, Walter, excuse the pun, but we knew who would be having the last laugh, didn’t we? Us.

Finally the product launched. After all the research, the ad campaign, the talk, only one question remained: Would they buy it? Would America buy a premium, low-calorie beer that tastes like somebody’s ass? We got our answer, didn’t we, Walter? We got our answer loud and clear.

No, they would not.

No, they stayed about as far away from a beer that tastes like somebody’s ass as they presumably would from somebody’s actual ass. It seems in our zeal to perfect Maximus, we failed to answer a simple question—the same question you raised with me, Walter, all those years and all those millions of dollars ago. Why would somebody want to drink a beer that tastes like somebody’s ass? We finally learned our answer.

They wouldn’t.

And when you think about it, why would they? Drinking a beer (even a low-calorie one) that tastes like somebody’s ass is essentially the same as just drinking their ass—completely disgusting. Honestly, I’m getting a little nauseated even talking about it.

But you trusted me when I walked into your office, Walter, and for that I am eternally grateful. Especially considering the fact that I was a guy who didn’t even finish the eighth grade. A guy who has been convicted multiple times and on numerous counts of public urination. A guy who didn’t even work at the company.

A guy who has spent the better part of his life addicted to model airplane glue, and who is, in fact, high on glue right now, which also might explain my nausea.

I started today by thanking you, Walter, and I’d like to conclude by apologizing. I’m sorry. Sorry I bankrupted the company. This family brewery survived for more than two hundred and fifty years before I came along, and then with one bad idea it all went to hell. So that sucks. I’m sorry you lost everything, and I’m really sorry that you hanged yourself. Honestly, I don’t even know how your family can afford this nice funeral. All these flowers must have cost a bundle.

Anyway, on behalf of Bob, Donna, and the rest of my team, I’d like to present your wife with this. Sheila, I know this can’t possibly make up for all the pain I’ve caused you and your family, but when you open the envelope, you’ll find a coupon good for one free massage every week for a month. To be administered by Bob, Donna, myself, or the rest of my team. Your choice.

Walter, you were a good man.








Why I’ve Decided to Go Blonde



I’VE been giving this a lot of thought. A LOT of thought. After many sleepless nights, I’ve decided to go blonde. Believe me, this was not an easy decision. I’ve spent a lot of time in consultation with my wife and minister ( just to clarify, my wife is not my minister. They are two different people). We agonized over this decision, we prayed over this decision, and in the end they both told me the same thing: “Follow your heart.”

Well, my heart is telling me to give blonde a try.

Is this yet another shallow attempt to save my floundering marriage? Perhaps. After all, my wife always wanted to be married to a blonde man. When we first got together, I led her to believe that I was blonde. Foolishly, she believed me, even though it should have been pretty obvious to her that I was not. For one thing, I have dark hair, which was a real giveaway, but she wanted to believe in me so badly that she allowed herself to be suckered in by my lies. Fourteen-year-old runaways are like that.

Maybe I wanted to believe it, too. For a while there I was even wearing a lot of pastels because I thought they would look good with my blonde hair. But I could only lie to myself for so long. I didn’t have blonde hair and for a long time, for years, I thought maybe I never would.

We got married and settled down. Had a couple of kids. Everything was going great. And then I had a relapse. We were at the mall, and a couple walked by. They were about our age. A nice-looking couple. They had their arms around each other and they looked so happy together. But the thing that struck me wasn’t so much the way they gazed at each other or the way he was (I thought, inappropriately) licking the inside of her ear. It was his hair. Blonde. Blonde hair cascading down his shoulders into a perfectly coiffed mullet. The kind you sometimes see at drag races and carnivals. I looked at him and thought to myself, That could be me.

At first I didn’t tell anybody. I was too scared. What if they laughed? What if they rejected me? What if it looked so unnatural on me that I ended up looking like post–plastic surgery Patrick Swayze? After all, I’m a Sephardic Jew. My people have always been swarthy. Swarthy and cheap. For me to turn my back on five thousand years of tradition and go blonde, the thought was incomprehensible. And so I tried to put it out of my mind.

Tried and failed.

I kept envisioning myself looking like that man in the mall. Carefree. Gaunt. Bleeding a little from a cut on the cheek. Blonde. I didn’t know what to do. I found myself congregating in places where blonde people hang out. Like Abercrombie & Fitch stores. I rented Robert Redford movies, even though I am against saving the environment. It was a very confusing time. Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore. I had to make a decision about my hair.

That’s when the sleepless nights started. The thought that kept going through my head was, How am I going to tell my kids? I mean, really, how do you look your kids in the eye and tell them that you’re going blonde?

My wife and I took them out for pizza and I carefully explained that Daddy was going to change his hair color. Naturally they had a lot of questions, but overall I think they took the news pretty well. Kids are resilient, and the thing that I tried to stress to them was that just because Daddy was going to dye his hair blonde didn’t mean I loved them any less. At one point, my son asked, “Is this my fault?” I didn’t know whether to cry or smack him across the face. I chose the latter.

Anyway, that’s my decision.

What do I hope to gain from this experience? For starters, I want to find out if blondes really do have more fun. Which is to say, do they play more Scrabble?

Also, I think blonde hair will make my cornrows look even better. Yes, they look incredible now. Yes, my dark hair beautifully offsets the tiny white seashells I weave into them. All of that is true. But blonde “Axl Rose style” cornrows would also be off the hook, and if there’s one thing I’ve always wanted to be even more than blonde, it’s off the hook.

So there you have it. I’ve already made an appointment at SuperCuts and I’m not looking back. What my wife and minister helped me realize (again, two totally different people who happened to make me realize the same thing) is that if I don’t like my new look, I can always go back to being plain old Michael Ian Black.

But for once, just once, I’d like to be Michael Ian Blonde.
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