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Author’s Note


(Dave)


It’s difficult to write one book between two people, especially because Mike is borderline illiterate. Still, it’s tricky to establish a single voice, and the reader can become confused as to who is talking when. Truth is, it’s both of us talking, always, regardless of “whose story” it is. Every chapter is a collaboration between us—written, edited, re-edited, scrapped, started over, argued over, drunk over, and then, finally, shoved by both of us face-first through a plate glass window to the finish line (and always past our deadlines).


If that confuses you, we’re sorry. Now you know how Mike feels all the time.




Preface


A Letter to Our Mother, Denise


Dear Mom,


You look great today. Have you done something different with your hair? We love it! Not a lot of women can pull off that look. Good for you.


Mama, we’ve been asked to write a book and unfortunately, it’s mostly the stuff we promised we’d never tell you. Like—remember a few years back when you made us breakfast as we recapped that crazy Christmas party? You finally asked us to stop when Dave said, “You’d be surprised how realistic the vagina felt!” You laughed and you cried and you made us promise never to repeat that story in front of Dad. This book is like that, but way worse.


For as long as we can remember, you’ve led by example and taught us what is important to enjoy and what is important to forget. You taught us not to take ourselves too seriously. You taught us what pairs best with wine (more wine, so simple). Dad may think we’re complete degenerates, and you might not always want to hear the details, but we know that deep down, you’re glad we’re having fun.


Come to think of it, just skip the damn book and let’s go have some wine.


We love you,


Mike and Dave
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Dave and Mike, after a very high Facetime brotherly catch-up/pump-up. December 18, 2013.







Introduction


Meet the Stangles!


(Dave)


Oh man, first off—the book cover reveals our full names, and when our dad reads what’s in here, he is going to shit himself. He will actually shit, and if he is wearing pants at the time, he will shit himself. He wants nothing to do with any of this “nonsense.” When he first heard we were writing a book, he requested final editorial approval on the entire thing. Oh hey Dad, are you NUTS? We aren’t writing a book on conservative talk radio or upstate New York’s best driving roads.


Republican. Robust mustache. Wise. Old. Duck farts. Disapproval. Tough love: John Stangle. You can’t blame our dad for not being crazy about all of this. He’s old-school. He is the face of old-school. You could even argue his appearance resembles that of an actual old school. It needs restoration, funding is tight, and it just wasn’t designed to handle this many kids! Besides, his political beliefs don’t allow room in the budget for excess government spending. Johnny could never have predicted that his future wife’s wild side was genetic, destined to dominate his boring, by-the-book, law-abiding genes when drawing up the pundit squares for the Stangle kids. John Thomas Stangle (JT) was born in the same village in which he currently still resides, sixty-two years later. Yes, we’re from a village. It’s the same village where our entire family was born and raised. How many people do you know who grew up in a village, and aren’t either an Eskimo or a Smurf? Well, now you know two, and you’re about to meet a few more. The Village of Menands was founded in 1924, and as of the 2010 census, the population was just shy of four thousand people (we’ll get there, just wait for 2020!). Our dad loves Menands; it’s a part of everything that is JT Stangle. He even currently holds the title of “Village Clerk,” just so nothing goes on within village lines that he doesn’t have some sort of scent of in that old hound dog nose of his. Old-school guys like our dad are often labeled as hard-asses. He is a hard-ass, but it’s also important to know he is a really sweet fella. Like Jeff Bridges’s character in True Grit, he is a likable, stand-up, grizzled old soul of a hard-ass whom you root for. That’s our old man. No wonder he’s been able to lock up a dime like our mom since ’74.


Our mom, Denise, (Denny, to her friends) didn’t grow up far from Menands. She was only a few towns away, actually. You know what’s cool about our folks? They are high school sweethearts. From villages. I know! God, they’re cute. They’ve been married forty years. Cheers, you two. They met when they were seventeen. Denny claims that my dad is the only guy she has banged throughout her entire life, but we don’t buy it. Come on, Mom! If that’s the case, you missed out, even for that day and age. In any case, we’re happy to say that, somehow, JT and Denny are still smitten to this day. Denise is the very definition of “Forever Young.” Rod Stewart might have even written the song about her. Did he write that song? He certainly sang it; he sang the shit out of it.


Denny encompasses so many incredibly admirable character traits, Mike and I would be lucky to inherit half of them between us. Denny is intrinsically kind, selfless, and caring. She is wildly patient, wise, and has seen it all. She is a great cook, makes a mean cocktail, and can even fix a zipper! She is like a professional mom, but being a friend is her passion. Denny is the complete package. If you didn’t pick up on this already, Mike and I aren’t ashamed to admit we’re huge mama’s boys. I’m proud of it. With a mama like this, who wouldn’t be a mama’s boy? Denny is the throbbing heart of our big old family.


And she raised four kids! Oh yeah, Mike and I aren’t the only ones. Did we mention that? Two came before us; we’re numbers three and four. If there are a couple of fractions somewhere out there in between us, JT, we won’t hold it against you. The seventies were a wild time. The chronological leader of the pack is our brother Sean, age thirty-five. He’s a real tool. Whether or not we actually believe that is known only to us. Sorry, Sean, when two brothers write a book without the remaining brother, they’re compelled to take advantage of the opportunity and call the third brother a tool in print. Sean lives in Las Vegas, Nevada. The day after Sean graduated from college, his long-term girlfriend dumped him (ha!), so he packed up and moved out to Vegas with a few buddies on a whim. Power move. They all still live out there to this day. Sean has two degrees—one in mathematics and another in some sort of engineering. What’s he do out there for a living? Oh, he’s a bartender. In Vegas, he’s a “mixologist,” if you ask him. He pours different combinations of liquor over ice and serves it to bachelor parties, businessmen, and entertainers until they work up the courage to go spend a night with hookers. But he is a damn fine mixologist. Sean knows more about booze and hospitality than anyone I’ve ever met.


For us, this is both a blessing and a curse. It takes a real sick son of a bitch to actually be able to survive while living in Vegas. Think about that for a second. Most normal humans have a firm two-night, three-day limit in Vegas before they lose it. Personally, if I’m within Vegas city limits for more than thirty-six hours, I turn into Teen Wolf and start surfing tops of moving vans. Sean is different. I used to think he was the smart one, but that was just because Mike and I have been acting like idiots the last fifteen years. Our cat Sticky seemed smart compared to us, and he was literally diagnosed as “a retarded cat.” That’s the vet’s phrase, not ours.


My parents didn’t put up with nearly as much shit from Sean as they did from us. Sean had to go through the first-time-parent shit. When Sean was seventeen, he wasn’t allowed to ride in the car with other high school kids, because it “was dangerous.” Things loosened up so much for me that by the time I was seventeen, I was paying twelve-year-olds to chauffeur me around! Hell—by the time Mike was seventeen, he got arrested for throwing a giant party on the roof of our middle school, a story that would appear on the local news. No wonder Sean lives in Vegas now; he’s making up for lost time. Now is also a good opportunity to mention that Sean is only six feet tall, while we rose to the handsome height of six four (though Mike claims to be six five).


Then there’s Kristen. She’s the only girl and is 100 percent our old man’s favorite. She always has been. Kristen is like the Vlad Putin of Stangle offspring sibling popularity. She runs unopposed, every term. She is also an absolute character. We’ve never met anyone more comfortable, aware, and honest about who she is. Kristen does exactly what she feels like doing all the time. If she wants something, she buys it. If she wants to go somewhere, she goes there. If she doesn’t want to be somewhere, she leaves. She is incredibly unfiltered. She’s a tough cookie too; she had to be, after growing up surrounded by three brothers. That poor girl couldn’t bring a prospective guy near the house without us turning into a bunch of junkyard Rottweilers. Her first boyfriend was this turd named Jay. He worked at a Pokémon/Magic: The Gathering trading card store in the mall. The kid had a chin-strap beard at eighteen years old. Jay also went to our rival high school: South Colonie, the Garnet Raiders! We Stangle boys could read the writing on the wall that Jay was bad news. With an effort spearheaded by JT himself, we brothers tried to shake Kristen’s young love for this dirtbag. We tried everything! When Kris and Jay would sneak off to start frenching somewhere, Sean and I would send Mike in there, ten years old and armed with a spatula, to break up the lip wrestling. But no matter how many times we tried, we learned that Kristen cannot be deterred. If she wants it—she gets it.


Now you’re starting to get the complete Stangle family picture. JT and Denny, Sean and Kris, then the shithead duo of Mike and myself. The first time we described ourselves to the public, we didn’t know it would be public at all. We were just fucking around. It provided a fun, creative outlet to break up the day. Had we known one of our Craigslist posts would go viral and be read by so many people, we might have put a little more thought into it.




Who Is Dave Stangle?
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Dave and Frank, both seemingly unimpressed.





(Mike)


Meet my big brother Dave: Division One athlete, business professional, grade-A scumbag. Dave is my mother’s favorite. Why? Good fucking question. We’re talking about the guy who out of sheer boredom spent all of this past Christmas Eve trying to convince my father of his made-up-on-the-spot homosexuality. The guy who dressed up like a stray dog for Halloween only so he could bark and growl loudly at women and piss, dick out and leg up, on every fire hydrant he passed in Manhattan. The guy who insists on pulling his pants (and underpants) all the way down every time he pees in a public urinal—affectionately referring to this as “the preschool pee-pee.” I realize I sound bitter here, but it’s just unbridled jealousy. My big brother is an inspiration: perverse lunatic meets brilliant, charismatic piece of shit. He is creative, ballsy, and has no absolutely positively no conscience whatsoever. It’s a lethal combination.


People who don’t know him typically assume he makes up most of his stories, but I’ve been an eyewitness to more than I’d care to admit, and in most cases he’s actually toning it down. Dave has been punched in the dick by a midget! He was once roundhouse kicked in the face by a female all-American kung fu master (he would kill me if I didn’t make sure to mention that he ended up winning that fight “unanimously,” even though it took place on our front lawn). I might hate him 51 percent of the time and love him the other 49 percent, but I’d be lying if I didn’t admit he’s the perfect guy to have in your corner 100 percent of the time, even if he has the most fucked-up priorities of all time. In a pinch and need a condom? Don’t go to Dave in a million years. Need an iPhone 5 charger? He’s got six in his top drawer, where the condoms should be.


I am not a writer and I don’t pretend to be, but I’m not even sure Dave can put together a grammatically sound sentence. Seriously, the hardest part of writing this whole thing has been correcting his use of “there,” “their,” and “they’re.” Dave, how do you even survive professionally? At the end of the day, my brother and I have a lot in common, but I think what makes us most similar is that we’ve both always believed that to survive as modern-day young gentlemen, we need to have as much fun as possible while giving as few fucks about as few things as possible. We want the last check we write to bounce. I’m lucky to have Dave, this big ol’ mess, as my older brother, making all the mistakes I never had to make, treading through all the mud while my shoes stayed white.


Okay, Dave, me now me now.




Wait, Who Is Mike Stangle?
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Here we see Mike, stoned.





(Dave)


Mike Stangle isn’t just a complete accident that resulted from a road trip our folks took back in 1987. Back then, my mom and dad drove counterclockwise around the outer border of the United States in my dad’s gray panel van (one of several full-size vans my dad has owned in his lifetime). It didn’t have any chairs or benches in the back, you know, ’cause it was a fucking panel van. Our old man just heaved a mattress back there so he and my mom could save on hotel costs. What a classic move! I honestly don’t know how you don’t get a chick pregnant with that plan, but as far as I could tell, no one knew what the hell was going on in the eighties, anyway. Thousands of miles and several dozen boxes of wine later, Mike was conceived. Ew!


Since then, Mike has been sucking up one-quarter of my parents’ attention that otherwise would have been nicely allocated three ways between my brother, sister, and me. I was supposed to be the baby, the family caboose! Instead, I spent my childhood in the middle with my sister. In the meantime, Mike got away with all the shit I got in trouble for. My parents were so worried about the things my buddies and I were up to that they forgot to worry about Mike. The youngest always grows up fast. I’m pretty sure he knew how to put on a rubber before I did. Mike has been a grade-A sexual deviant from a very young age, he figured things out quicker than most kids. The first time I ever put a condom on, I thought that it was supposed to go around my balls, too. Turns out that is basically impossible. The condoms just kept snapping as I stretched them around my entire dick and balls, then they would go flying off like popped balloons, twirling around the room and making the dog bark.


Mike is constantly approached by gay men looking for a good time, despite his (allegedly) unwavering love for females. The top-line fact is that Mike has lived his youth in a way that, upon reflection, splits grown men into two camps. In the first camp are the men who see Mike and regret their own comparatively tame youth. But if they’re lucky, they’re in the second camp—those who look at Mike and are reminded immediately of just how much they truly nailed it. Mike is so many things: unemployed nomad, string cheese enthusiast, scooter rider, silly heart, currently sweating in a men’s room john. I could go on and on. At this point, I’m just riding his coattails; there is no possible way I can keep up. I may be one sick pup, but Mike is a different breed altogether. Have you ever woken up on an Indian reservation? In Canada? Mike has. Try to figure that one out. We’re talking about a guy who once accidently drank his own semen. Fact. He’s the guy who got so drunk before we went on Anderson Cooper (films at 11 a.m. on a Tuesday, mind you) that he couldn’t remember what state Orlando was in. He has a knack for three things: Overeating, armpit sweat, and finding adventure everywhere he sets foot. Yes, two of those are serious flaws that keep him from romantic success. But he’s not all dick jokes and frat stories; never mind that he was never even in a frat and that he has a terrible dick (both true).


We aren’t womanizers. We aren’t frat boys. We aren’t even that weird or fucked-up. We just say yes a lot. Strange things happen when you let your guard down. You’ve got to be successful to write a how-to, and you’ve got to be helpful to write a self-help book—we’re neither of these things. But we do know what it feels like to let our freak flags fly. So, if you have a son, give this to him when he graduates from college; he’ll relate. If you have a daughter, what’s up with her? Is she around?




A Media Tour Done Right


Lauer, Coops, and the Gang


(Dave)


We’d been putting stupid shit on Craigslist for years. If you live in New York, you use Craigslist to get shit done or to rent a shitty apartment because you’re always poor. We used Craigslist to fuck around. That Craigslist wedding ad that somehow went viral? I wrote that on the notes section of my iPhone while taking a number two in the men’s room at work. It took approximately one poop to write. I pasted it into an email to Mike, he added all the parts I couldn’t (I had to wipe) and corrected my absolutely horrible grammar, then boom—up on the Net. It was up for about a week, and the results were pretty stagnant. We sent it around to our buddies for some cheap laughs, then figured we could get some really entertaining responses—You know, the types of responses you expect from the totally normal crowd cruising Craigslist on a regular basis. It took one tweet from a friend with a sizeable Twitter following (hey Starky!) and we were off! But it snowballed like a motherfucker. It went from Reddit to Buzzfeed to Gawker to New York magazine to the Huffington Post! It was everywhere, and it was awesome:




Two Fellas Need Wedding Dates
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From our Craigslist Ad. Everything in this picture makes so much sense.





My brother and I are looking for wedding dates for our cousin’s wedding in majestic Saratoga, New York on March 23rd, 2013.


We’ve been told by the bride that bringing dates is “mandatory” so we “won’t harass all of my friends all night” and “stay under control.” Rather than ask some fringe women in our lives to go and face the inevitable “does this mean he wants to take it to the next level!?” questions, we’d rather bring complete strangers and just figure it out. Still reading? In anticipation of your questions we’ve developed an FAQ section below.


Dave, Mike . . . What’s in it for me?


⋅ An excuse to get dressed up


⋅ Open bar & food all night


⋅ Eccentric/downright dangerous bro-2-bro dance moves (may need to sign a waiver)


⋅ Adventure


⋅ Mystery


⋅ Suspense


⋅ True Love


⋅ Royalties once our night’s story is developed into a romantic comedy*


*if this happens (we estimate the chances at 85 percent) we refuse to let Ashton Kutcher play either of our characters, however, we will consider him for a supporting role.


SO—What are you fellas like, anyway?


Oh us? We’re both in our 20s, single, dashingly tall, Anglo-Saxon, respectfully athletic, love to party, completely house trained, relaxed, passionate, smell great, have cool hair, clean up nice, boast great tie collections, will promise to shave, love our mother, have seen Love Actually several times, controversial, provocative, short-sighted (with a big picture mentality), raw, emotional, sensitive, but still bad boys.


What should us ladies be like?


You should respond in pairs as you’ll want to know at least 1 person at this wedding. Sisters (twins?!) are preferable, but we’ll take friends, or even enemies. You should be attractive or our aunts will judge you, but not TOO attractive or one of our uncles might grope you. You should be relaxed and easy going as we’ll probably make up flattering lies about you on the spot. You should own a dress, or be able to acquire one because we don’t have any. If (when) you respond you should send some pictures of yourself so we know you’ve met the above requirements. Feel free to include a resume; this is a classy wedding and we’re looking for well-rounded women. Interesting/unique pairings are encouraged; don’t be afraid to make yourself stand out!


This feels kinda creepy, are you guys Craigslist killers?


No. Well, if you want to be techni . . . nevermind. No, we aren’t. We just genuinely want to do something different and we don’t see any other way to approach it. What would verify our normalness? Facebook? Instagram? We can have a pre-date screening (interview) prior to the wedding and play 20 questions over a coupla cocktails if you’d like?


We’re IN! What now?


First off—smart thinking. Email us, send along some pictures, information, high school athletic stats, questions, etc. We’ll take it from there.


•  •  •


We were getting blown the fuck up. I’d get up from my desk for two minutes to take a leak, and I’d come back to 254 new responses from 508 babes (they applied in pairs, it’s simple babe math). What’s more is we had responses from the press—reporters, bloggers, journalists, and even this complete bitch from our hometown newspaper, the Times Union! Her name is Kristy Barlette for the record.


For at least the first few days, we replied to every single email. Some were babes, some were not-so-babes, some were old ladies, some were dudes, some were dudes saying they wish they’d thought of this. Gals submitted pictures, PowerPoints, videos, blogs, even some nudie shots! Soon ABC and NBC were competing to do stories on us. Naturally, we pitted them against each other to get the most bang for our buck. It worked. It became a national story. In a matter of days, we went from typing on our iPhones while taking a dump to accepting invitations to nationally televised interviews. What the fuck is the matter with you, America?


Our first stop was with NBC on the Today show. Some folks from NBC’s Dateline division were working on a story about us for a show that was set to air later that summer. Guess who the host was? Chris Hansen from To Catch a Predator. Ha! That guy certainly loves his perverts. What a perfect fit! The entire NBC special on us eventually ended up falling through. After a few weeks of Mike and me pushing off the corny narrative NBC was trying to create (so much for “news”), we gave Kim the Dateline producer a nervous breakdown. She said we drank too much and weren’t “fit for the camera” and “take this seriously” and “You have to wear shirts.” We got some mileage out of it before it fell apart. To push the story’s development further, Kim got us booked on Today, and for the Monday morning after the Oscars, no less. The Today show is composed of 80 percent fluff, 15 percent news, and 5 percent Carson Daly somehow still sticking around. That means the day after the Oscars is one of their most-viewed broadcasts of the year. There would be a lot of eyeballs on us, Kim said. We should make sure to be ourselves. You got it, Kim! I distinctly remember the exact conversation Mike and I had the night before. We weren’t going to try to be funny, we weren’t going to bend to producers trying to make a good story, we weren’t going to say what we were supposed to say or put any effort into coming off as likable. Instead, we were going to act exactly as we had for years: drunk and confused as to why we were there.


Our segment was slated for around 9:30 a.m. that Monday, so Kim arranged for a car to come scoop us up at 7 a.m. She really stressed that she would prefer us not to drink the night before, fearing we’d sleep in and look like shit. No problem, Kim. We’ll just get up at 4:30 a.m. to start drinking instead. I don’t care who you are, you don’t go on the Today show sober.


At the time, I was really into making French pressed coffee. I was fucking around with these mint coffee beans that were an absolute delight. You know what makes a big cup of mint iced coffee even better? When 50 percent of it is bourbon, that’s what. It was 4:45 a.m. on a Monday morning, and Mike and I and Frank the bulldog were blasting my only Pandora station at the time—“Summer Hits of the 90s”—while throwing back spiked iced coffees at an alarming rate. By the time our car arrived, we were pretty tuned up. We’d done at least two hundred push-ups each, changed our outfits nearly as many times, and were ready to roll. The fun part about drinking this way is that the alcohol has been amplified by at least seven cups of coffee, so your body is really partying. Spiked ice coffees are the Red Bull and Vodka of the morning.


By the time we got to 30 Rock and found Denny, made it through security, ran into Michael Phelps, and sat down in the greenroom, we were legitimately wasted. You want to talk about a fucking dork? Let’s talk about Michael Phelps. You’d think a twenty-two-time Olympic medalist would get some amusement from two drunk strangers trying to engage him in a debate over what the best five-dollar foot-long is. Mike was pushing meatball marinara (such a slob) over my classic cold-cut combo. I can’t believe Phelps didn’t back me up. He was sitting in the middle of our heated debate and acted like we didn’t exist. Screw you, Phelps! Lochte 2016!!!


Before it came time to hit the Today show couch, we were introduced to Natalie Morales (babe) and Matt Lauer (superbabe!). I basically shoved Natalie aside to shake hands with Matt. I couldn’t even tell you what Natalie looked like, but I can recall in detail exactly how nice Matt’s suit was. He was fit as a fiddle, too. And his handshake? Top-notch. We exchanged pleasantries for a few minutes, until they realized that it was indeed a gallon of bourbon they smelled on our breath.


As they finished another segment, we got mic’d up on the couch. We noticed a set of thick-rim glasses and an iPhone on the coffee table in front of Matt’s chair. Lauer, you fool! Mike and I wasted no time. We posed for selfies on his phone until Lauer came in from his segment. He wasn’t happy with us. He made that clear. That was when we saw a true dose of Lauer Power. He calmly sat down in his chair, informed us we had one minute and thirty seconds until we were on, then began to rip us apart. For a minute and twenty-nine seconds straight, he attacked everything about us—our suits, how goofy we were, Mike’s sweat issues, my boner that wouldn’t go away, grammatical errors in our Craigslist ad (my fault), where this amount of bourbon consumption would probably lead us long term, you name it. I’ve never respected a man more. This was a guy who interviewed Barack Obama two weeks earlier and came off as the most articulate journalist in the country. Now he was slicing and dicing two drunk goons on his couch. The second the cameras turned to us, he snapped right back into business mode. Total pro.
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Mike’s close to climax and Dave is in active orgasm. They really like Matt Lauer. Photo courtesy of Denise Stangle





The next stop on our media tour took place a few days later. You think my man-crush on Lauer was big? Let’s talk about Anderson Cooper. Whenever I need to do a gay litmus test on myself (every couple of months), I stare at a picture of Coops for an hour straight. In the end, if my wiener doesn’t move, it confirms I’m not gay. Bottom line: if I can’t be attracted to that man, I can’t be attracted to any man. How does he get his hair to look like that? It doesn’t even make sense.


Needless to say when Mike and I found out we were going on Coops, we were ecstatic. We again woke up at 4:30 a.m. to start partying, put down a dozen bourbon mint coffees, and listen to Summer Hits of the 90s, because why the fuck wouldn’t we? Except this time we had guests. The night before we had gone on a double date with two gals who replied to our Craigslist ad, and wouldn’t ya know, it turned into a double sleepover. The ladies were understandably alarmed when Mike and I started pacing around the apartment ass-naked, doing push-ups.


We four lovebirds piled into the car service SUV at 10:30 a.m. and headed toward Coops’s studio. We were all over the girls, making out, touchin’ boobies, actin’ a fool! You’d think our driver would be horrified. Nope. Not Sal. Guys named Sal are incapable of being horrified. I might name my son Sal.


Those gals were swell, but they weren’t so thrilled when we got to the studio and their names weren’t on the security list. It was the perfect out; security had done our dirty work. Before departing, Mike grabbed his gal by both sides of her face and gave her this really long, passionate, and awkward kiss goodbye. It sounded like he was trying to suck a kiwi out of its skin. It was at this point I began to realize how much drunker he was than me. When Mike is really drunk, he takes long pauses in an effort to come off like he is thinking. Usually in this time, he forgets the answer, the question, who he is talking to, and where he is. I could see him doing this as the producer for Coops’s show was briefing us. She hated us immediately. This made me ecstatic. We were the least popular guys in the building, but we were having the most fun. By the time we got to the greenroom, Mike’s coordination was on the level of a newborn fawn with Down syndrome. I took over making the cocktails—I wasn’t going to risk him spilling the bourbon. Make it easy on me, he slurred to me. What? Give yourshelf more bourbon than . . . I do. I made him a mixture composed of 70 percent bourbon, 20 percent coffee, and 10 percent sweetener, so it’d go down real nice. That’s what big brothers are for.


Before we went on set, we once again headed over to get our makeup done. This time, I found myself making small talk with Honey Boo Boo and her giant mother—Mama June. I told them I loved their show and asked if they had any extra “go-go juice” for me. But—fun fact—they were not at all Honey Boo Boo or Mama June. I was completely mistaken. I can’t decide what is more offensive—having a guy mistake your daughter for Honey Boo Boo or being mistaken for Mama June. Awkward. I tried to bring up the five-dollar foot-long debate, but it just didn’t play.


On Coops’s show there are three rows in front that are reserved for guests. During each commercial break, the next guest will move one row closer to the front, which is in the same lens shot as Coops himself. But Mike and I sat down front and center and refused to move, even though we weren’t slated to be on for forty minutes. This means that every guest before us had to do their segment sandwiched between two lumbering giants. In fact, we were so close to their microphones that we could weigh in on everything. Blackout Mike began to peak. He’d squeeze in a random thought or affirmation, despite having no idea what anyone was talking about.


Our segment with Coops couldn’t have gone better! Did we look very drunk? Yes. Did I tune out his first question because I couldn’t wait to say Thanks for having us on, Coops. You look fantastic today as always? You fucking know it. We were happy to get a lot of good laughs out of the audience. However, our ultimate goal was to give a secret “shout-out” to our friends during the interview. Mike and I had decided on a code word—“Orlando, Florida.” I don’t know why we went with “Orlando, Florida,” you guys, we just did. To be honest, I was so caught up with the interview that I had forgotten about the plan. But when Coops asked where our wedding date applications were coming from, Mike perked up. He looked like Bernie from Weekend at Bernie’s II. Fourteen seconds later, a big grin appeared on his face and he said, “Oh . . . rlando.” Another five seconds to add “. . . Florida!” The guys got their shout-out, Coops gave us an are you guys actually retarded? look, and the bit came to an end. Everyone seemed pretty pleased, except the producer. She had security escort us out of the building immediately after our segment was over. Coops declined both an invitation to the wedding and our request for a friendly photograph. He must have been pretty busy. Nationally televised interview number two was a great success.


The third stop was probably our favorite—the Australian TV show also known as Today, which is broadcast on the Nine Network. Jackpot. Mike and I have always gotten along well with Australians. We’re cut from very similar cloth. Mike even lived in Australia for a while and then refused to come home. He ran away to Fiji with an Aussie gal he met while he was over there. Our parents freaked out, but I knew something had to give—she was way out of his league. The Today show in Australia was right in our wheelhouse. Australians are like Americans, except all of them are cool, instead of just some of them. With Lauer Power and Coops, we got drunk to stand out and go against the grain, but for Today in Australia, we were getting blasted just to blend in. They scheduled our interview at three in the afternoon on St. Patrick’s Day. Hello! We didn’t even have to get up early, but we still did. Four thirty a.m. worked so well for us the first few times that we decided to stick with it. When we arrived at the studio, we were one level less than “Coops drunk,” but we had also smoked a whole bunch of grass on our walk there. We were making jokes that only the two of us found funny. Luckily, it never became an issue, because the studio only had one guy, and he wasn’t even Australian! He was just a dude named Kirk.
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