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WARNING



IF YOU ARE EASILY OFFENDED BY HUMOR, PLEASE FUCK OFF AND BUY SOMETHING ELSE. ANY E-MAILS NOT FILLED WITH PRAISE AND/OR OFFERS FOR A SLOPPY BLOWJOB WILL BE DELETED.

JIM NORTON

APRIL 2007








For Jade

You were a great friend, a great roommate,

and your farts were atrocious.

I wish you could have stayed a little longer.

Love, Jim






FOREWORD BY COLIN QUINN



JIM NORTON IS an ass. When he asked me to write this foreword to his book, he, of course, never thought to send me the book itself because he doesn’t read books and doesn’t realize that the foreword is supposed to have a part where the person says this book is one of the funniest…it resonates…it’s a fresh voice on the literary scene. He’s such an ass that he probably thinks the foreword is like a comedy club introduction; as the MC of his fucking book I just write: Ladies and gentlemen, please enjoy the comedy stylings of a true comic genius, Jim Norton.

Jim Norton is one of the great ones in comedy and he’s only started. The way he writes and the way his mind works is original, intelligent, and most important, always as funny as anyone I’ve seen.

One of the times when Jim Norton was on Tough Crowd, I mentioned to the panel of comics that the Olsen twins had been in a movie where they went to Europe, and Jim Norton yelled out, “Passport to Paris, stupid!” Another time we were in the greenroom at the show waiting to go on, and there was some comic who was from California. He didn’t know Jim, and he was talking about a movie or TV show or something that he was working on. Whatever it was, his upbeat attitude was aggravating Jim. So, of course, Jim asked him a question that required a long answer, and as the guy started responding Jim nodded like he was interested and pushed the door so it closed in the guy’s face midsentence.

Now, that would be obnoxious if Jim Norton was a physical entity. But Jim is a self-described “fat-titted nothing,” so that changes the stakes and makes it ten times funnier when he stands up against the mediocrity in all of us, and especially in himself. That is why he’s so funny. Jim Norton never says “People that do that,” if he’s done it or does it or is thinking about doing it. To describe Jim as “dirty” or “shocking” is to miss the point. He’s not trying to be dirty or shocking. He’s revealing himself, warts and all, and whether he’s talking about his awful acting or his uncomfortable sexual encounters it’s always in the interest of being funny and honest.

So what can I say, except…ladies and gentlemen, please enjoy the comedy stylings of a true comic genius, Jim Norton.
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I took this photo of Colin in his Tough Crowd dressing room after his chair tipped over. But I’m an ass.









FOREWORD BY COLIN QUINN: PART TWO

My new foreword, since I just read the whole fucking thing




I HAVE JUST finished reading Jim Norton’s new book a day after I received my second Lasik eye surgery. I mention this not just because I am finished to the point where I’ve had two Lasik surgeries, but because the fact that I shouldn’t be straining my eyes to support a friend means nothing to Jim, as long as his book comes in on time. So I sat here all day and I have to be honest, I could not stop laughing. This ass has really written a hilarious and unpitying look at his awful, sex-addicted life. In addition, there are many heartwarming chapters of his teen years, including several secret documents that he has uncovered in the form of awful poetry and cowardly self-interested love letters. But you have to give credit to a man who is so brutally self-analyzing that he even questions the sincerity of his own suicide attempt.

This book is really hilarious. Even if it wasn’t I would probably say it was because I feel important being asked to write a foreword for a book, but I swear to you, you will never read an autobiography like this. It’s obscene, profane, intelligent, depressing, Godless, and hopeful. When God made Jim Norton he broke the mold. Or when God broke the mold he made Jim Norton. Please enjoy this work of comic brilliance. Or don’t. Honestly, I am not that invested in the success of this one way or the other.

Love, Colin








A TRULY PROFESSIONAL INTRODUCTION



I HAVE NO fucking idea where to start. I’m supposed to write a proposal for this stupid book, but no one has told me what that entails. Should I be melodramatic and talk about the mortality rate of children under six in Third World countries? Or should the tone be breezy and whimsical, perhaps an anecdote about spilling a semen sample on my tie? Either way I win, I suppose; I love whimsy and hate children.

I had lunch this afternoon with Lydia, my potential literary agent. We met in a place on Forty-fourth Street in Manhattan at noon, which is still horribly early for a Saturday. I pried myself out of bed about eleven fifteen, all groggy, and sat stupidly in front of the computer until it was time to leave. Last night I took some cold medicine to help me sleep and now I feel hungover and shitty. We were brought to a table next to three fat businesswomen who were laughing and prattling on about nothing. And not only are these blathering fatsos having the time of their lives, they’re doing it loudly. My head hurts and my fucking sinuses are blocked; I really want to pick up a baseball bat and smash one of their heads on the table like DeNiro in The Untouchables. A nice solid CLUNK, the sound of a coconut being split open, followed by blood and brains all over the table and a stunned, uncomfortable silence. Since I am basically a coward and can never find a bat when I need one, I enjoyed that thought for a few moments and giggled good-naturedly.

I tend to be incredibly awkward at these lunches, and the fact that Lydia is very attractive doesn’t help. Attempting to idiotically flirt with her is out of the question, as she is married to a 6'4'' martial artist. Not to mention that as we’re talking I’m coughing and literally have snot leaking out of my nose. We must be an enchanting sight: the hot blonde and the leaky nosed, unshaven fat neck in the Comedy Cellar T-shirt. After about ten minutes of mindless prattle from the sea lions at the next table, a tan, bisexual waiter sashays over to take our orders. We both get crab salads, which come in portions that a Somalian would laugh at. After finishing our shitty, two-bite lunch, we began to talk about me possibly writing a book of some sort.

When I refer to Lydia as my potential literary agent, I say “potential” not in reference to her willingness to work together, but in reference to my complete laziness. I love to write but I don’t do it often because I am such a quick-fix junkie. I need a reaction now. One of the more satisfying things about stand-up is that I know within a second whether a joke is working or really shitting the bed. Writing a book, though, is another matter. I have nightmares about finishing it with a flare, getting hopeful, and selling eight copies. There’s nothing worse than managers and agents who want to tell you the project you’ve worked so hard on sucks gorilla cock but can’t, so they have to stand there and stammer on about how the economy is tanking and people just aren’t buying books from mediocre, sex-addicted comedians at this time. And I am addicted to sex. As I write this I am waiting for a massage girl to come over. I’m getting the forty-minute special, which I imagine will end with me wiping tadpoles off my stomach.

I’m back. Not in some corny, “wait five seconds and pretend” way, either. The massage girl came over and thirty minutes into it began jerking me off. She was using both hands and looked like she was trying to yank a turnip out of the ground. I asked if she’d do anything else and she said occasionally she does oral but couldn’t do it with me because she didn’t have a condom. Fast-forward three minutes and a hundred dollars later, she’s blowing me without a rubber. I know, I know, “What about AIDS?” Look, I don’t want AIDS any more than the next fellow, but I suppose I’d rather catch it getting head from a cute twenty-four-year-old than stepping on a dirty needle in Seaside Heights. It wasn’t a bad hummer, although I wish her stupid teeth wouldn’t have spent so much time scraping my helmet. Don’t women know when they’re doing that? If I have a piece of broccoli stuck in my teeth it drives me nuts; how can you not tell when your molars are dragging over a spongey cockhead?

The upside of the blowjob was that it was rather wet and sloppy, which pleases me. I like to look down and see a girl drooling on my dick like a retard eating ice cream cake. For some reason I cannot finish this way with her, probably because in the back of my mind I am picturing Groucho Marx chomping down on a cigar as she clumsily bobs up and down. I finally pick up the lube and begin taking care of things myself and ask her to just lean over and lick my nipples, which she does with all the zeal of a kid going to the dentist (quite an accurate comparison, as during this encounter I have said things like, “Open up,” “Spit,” and “This will only hurt a little.”). To get myself off I actually have to fantasize about another masseuse I see who gives better head. That should probably be an indication that you have a sexual problem: when you pay someone to blow you, and can’t shoot your load unless you think about someone else you’ve paid to blow you. There really is something horribly lonely about that.

So back to lunch. We finished up and talked awhile over our cappuccinos (they were excellent, by the way, but the caffeine was so strong after four sips I had to excuse myself because I honestly thought I might shit my pants). I walked like I was on stilts because bending my legs would’ve loosened the clench of my ass cheeks just enough to send shit tumbling out all over the place. I came back to the table twenty minutes later and was embarrassed because she had to know I was shitting. I tried making up some excuse about how my contacts were bugging me and I had to keep taking them out, which I hoped would explain away the time I was gone. But we both knew I had been shitting. It was written all over my face.

I had never really considered writing a book. A written book is something I’d love to have, but the time and effort it takes to actually write one is my sticking point. When I think back, though, my very first laughs as a young kid came from stories I wrote. I would always write purposely funny things, then disingenuously act sheepish and shy and pretend I didn’t want the teacher to read them. Believe me; I wanted them read. I’m sure had I been older, the thought, I sure hope she reads my story, would’ve morphed into, Hurry up and get to it already, you cryptic meat bag. Eventually, she’d read them and I’d always put on my horseshit “Aw, shucks, ma’am” routine, but inside I’d be beaming. I guess I still do that to a certain extent. I realize it’s an irritating quality and I should knock it off already. Maybe the idea of not saying “I want this,” somehow removes the risk in my mind? If I don’t ask for it or show how much I want it, the inevitable failure will be less embarrassing and awful. It’s the same thing when I like a girl. Instead of just walking up and saying something metrosexual like, “Hey, good looking, what’s cooking?” I just look at her and imagine what a relationship with her might be like. How she and I would get to know each other, how we’d laugh, and what sex together might be like. Is she affectionate? Does she like her breasts kissed tenderly, or does she like them squeezed so hard she blacks out? It’s usually at this point I realize I am staring at her and angrily masturbating.

One problem I’ve had when considering writing is that, other than prostitutes, I can’t think of one subject I care about for two hundred pages. I get bored very quickly and things that seem fascinating to me today will make me want to slit my wrists a week later. This is why I have written in a pseudojournal form. It’s just easier that way because I detest structure.

It’s been three years since I wrote the preceding paragraphs. Not only is a book happening, but my deadline is in two weeks. Some of these writings are old writings; many were written specifically for this book. Who gives a shit, right? Hope you enjoy it.








HERE GOES NOTHING



WELL, THIS IS my first little entry. I am voluntarily writing a diary; I am now officially a fat girl. I don’t know if I am doing this because it is somewhat cathartic or because I’m hoping to meet up with some incest survivor who will possibly perform oral sex on me. Don’t misunderstand; I am not claiming to be too hip for the room right after knowingly walking into it, I am just not sure why I am doing it. I suppose there’s a certain arrogance that goes with it. Every jackass who starts one of these does so with outwardly false humility, while inwardly thinking he’s a true master who not only has important things to say, but whose wonderfulness will be discovered and gain him legions of devoted worshippers.

I am currently in Baltimore in my hotel room. Did three shows tonight and they went relatively well. It’s frustrating to be down here because I don’t draw worth a shit. In Philly and D.C. I do very well, but nobody in this awful, murderous shithole gives a good goddamn about my stupid act. The second show tonight had a decent-size crowd (which isn’t saying much; second shows on Saturday always do well, in every club). The first and third shows were light, an accurate testament to the complete indifference Baltimore as a whole has for me. I did radio and television on Thursday morning and radio on Friday. All the press went well and still, fucking light shows. I feel like a complete dickhead standing outside in the lobby after each show whoring my CD and DVD.

Another irritation is that my throat is getting sore. I have been taking vitamin C and echinacea every day and the last time I got sick was in December, ironically the last time I was in Baltimore. It sucks being in a city and drawing small crowds and not having an excuse. Back in December there were awful snowstorms, which secretly delighted me because I could speculate with the club owner how big the crowds would be if not for the snow. Well, no snow this week. Hopefully there’s been some sort of SARS outbreak near the Inner Harbor that is keeping people inside. I hate being onstage and looking into the back of a half-empty room and seeing the waiters and waitresses sitting and watching the show. They’re sitting because they have so few customers and watching because the only other option is to stand in the bathroom and stare at septic tanks. I know that they must hate me and see me as the reason they’re making such shitty money that night. I actually feel bad. Not so much for them as for the smashing my ego is taking. An entire staff of servers wasting a Saturday night, not making any fucking money, and knowing exactly who to blame.

I can picture the hot waitress undressing in front of her boyfriend. “I hate when this fucking guy performs here; the shows are always empty blah blah blah….” He probably consoles her with a great fuck while I jerk off once again like a zilch in my hotel bed. An out of shape, sweating, pear-shaped thirty-five-year-old dumping a load onto his belly while watching soft-core porn on SpectraVision. Enchanting. I so rarely get laid on the road, partially because I am too lazy to try and partially because I am such a far-gone pervert that if a girl doesn’t just walk up to me and announce her intentions to use my face as a toilet, I have no interest.

I have one more show tomorrow night, Sunday, 7:00 p.m. Should be a real barn burner.








RUMPLESTILTSKIN



I OVERSLEPT BYfive cocksucking hours today. I went to bed and called the operator to leave a 2:00 p.m. wake-up call. I also put a block on the phone because even with a do not disturb sign on the door, some chimp from housekeeping will always call the room to ask if you need service. Nothing makes me want to perform a clitoral circumcision more than a stupid accent on the other end of the phone waking me up early. So I put the block on the phone until my two p.m. wake-up call. I then took a Melatonin pill to help me doze off. (Melatonin is a drug released by the brain to help you sleep. In pill form it affects me like shooting heroin or watching alternative comedy.)

I did wake up a few times throughout the course of the day, not realizing that I was oversleeping. At one point I had a very odd dream that I was using the urinal adjacent to one being used by Dick Van Dyke. He was pressed close to his but still managed to splatter me with piss. Very odd dream and I certainly hope it doesn’t have the obvious homosexual implications it appears to have. How much therapy would it take for me to work through a deep-seated desire to be mouth-fucked and golden-showered by Rob Petrie? Hopefully it represents something entirely benign, like my mind waking me up to urinate, or maybe I just want to teabag Mary Tyler Moore.

Sexy Dick Van Dyke dream aside, the next thing I am conscious of is a knocking at my door. It’s the bellman, telling me I have a ride waiting downstairs. I look at the clock and it is 7:01 p.m. (showtime is at seven), so I panic and throw on clothes, rinse my mouth out with toothpaste, and run out of the room disheveled with my balls smelling like a Muenster and onion sandwich. In the truck I am trying to casually explain why I am waking up that late, and I know the owner is thinking I am a drug addict, a drunk, or just a total ass. The show went well except for the fact that the entire time I was performing I had to take a dump the size of Shaq’s forearm.

A guy who I met in January at the porn awards showed up. Every year in Vegas, there is a three-day porn expo that leads up to the AVN Awards on Saturday night. I was hosting with Jenna Jameson later that evening. I was hanging out during the day in Evil Angel’s signing booth when Mike Tyson walked in. There’s a cool video of Tyson with his arm around me, making me promise to refer to him as a pimp at the awards show. In this pic it looks as if someone shouted out, “Hey, Mike, whose ass are you going to fuck?” and Mike is responding, “His.”

[image: image]

I came back to the room tonight, packed, ate a hamburger, and drove back to New York right after. Because I packed and ate after the show instead of before, I missed getting back in time to watch a porn shoot my friend was involved in. I hope the hotel operator who made the error one day oversleeps as a five-alarm fire is ravaging her house. As soon as I arrived home I ordered an escort named Kathy; very juicy, full lips, and a nice hiney. As soon as we finished I began to suspect she was a postop transsexual. I don’t know why I felt that way; she had no Adam’s apple or anything, just a gut feeling. I watched her pee and she kind of covered her pussy a bit while she did it, which made me think she was pointing something downward. Who knows and who gives a hoot. It’s not gay once surgery is involved, wink wink, nudge nudge. It’s a little after 4:00 a.m. and I am about to order a club sandwich. No wonder I’m a fat-titted nothing.








THE MASSAGE



I ENJOY GETTING massages occasionally to alleviate the stress in my shoulders, as well as the stress in my balls. One of my semiregulars came over; we do half-hour sessions, which is great. There’s nothing worse during a massage than tolerating all of the shoulder rubbing while patiently waiting for a finger to mosey on down to your anus. When you have a thirty-minute session, there is none of that “attempt to look legitimate” silliness.

In preparation for my massage, I lay towels on my bed (due to the oil she will use; I don’t want it staining my sheets. Logs are okay on the chest but don’t get oil on my bed. A slight inconsistency in thinking.). She comes over and strips down to her bra and panties. She is in her early forties, slim with dirty blond hair. But she’s not slim in the classic, sexy, slim kind of way. She has a body that would look good getting out of a tub in The Shining. But she has great hands, so I lay on my stomach to begin.

She started off by kneeling at my side, using her hands in sweeping strokes over my back and lightly on my ass. She kept leaning over so her breasts rubbed against me while her arms went in either direction. It was quite a nice feeling and whenever her hand brushed over my dumper I gave the subtle, sexy signal of pumping my hips up and down. I looked like a dog scratching my vaginal lips on a carpet. Her light touches on my ass were really making me happy; and when a finger happened to slip in a bit, I felt it would be rude to say anything. Technically she was a guest in my home, and if she wanted to insert a slippery finger into my asshole, who was I to be a curmudgeon about it?

Now that I had oil on my back and a digit in my crack, it was time to turn over for the main event. This enchanting gal immediately began grabbing my mule and talking to me in her German/Austrian accent. It was sexy, yet I was also waiting for her to start peeking in my mouth for gold teeth. I begin playing with her breasts, but she wouldn’t move her arm for me to give the nipple a neighborly kiss. Of course I wanted to lower her panties for a vaginal peek, which she wasn’t happy about either. I was rubbing her hiney while she fingered mine and tugged my penis and talked to me sounding not unlike Arnold Schwarzenegger. She was getting irritated with my groping (apparently what’s good for the goose is not good for the gander) and told me to stop, that she’d been generous enough. I stopped, and suddenly felt like a boy who’d been caught with his hand in the cookie jar (or in this case, the boy who’d been caught with his finger in the Nazi). I was trying to keep my mood but invariably, my dick wilted like scalding tea was spilled on my bag. And instead of just keeping going, this idiot told me that we only had four minutes left. Four minutes? How exact a fucking number is that? Rotten fucking Hun. I just stopped her and said forget it. I stood up and got dressed, which was her hint to leave. It really was a very Don Corleone–like dismissal. She apologized as she was getting dressed (she probably figured I’d freak or be abusive or ask for the money back, which I didn’t) and that was that. So she left with my money while I sat there with a bag full of needing-to-be-released seeds. I jerked off like a lab animal and then went to sleep. I showed her.








MORBID OBESITY



I WAS WATCHING a special earlier tonight on Discovery Health Channel about a woman named Kathy who was having stomach-stapling surgery. Kathy wouldn’t have been bad looking if she dropped two hundred pounds and stopped wearing her hair like the Hulk. She actually looked a lot like Augustus Gloop. The documentary narrator must have said the words “morbidly obese” about forty times. I loved it. I don’t know why, but I enjoy those words very much. Maybe because they’re so brutally honest. So, how was your blind date? “Morbidly obese.” Not a lot of room for interpretation there. It’s probably not a term used very often in singles ads. “Morbidly obese woman seeks morbidly obese gentleman for friendship and geometrically impossible attempts at intercourse. Must enjoy strenuous activities such as breathing, shoe tying, and taking long, romantic walks to the kitchen. I love dogs and horses as well as traditional luncheon meats. My favorite films are Shallow Hal and anything starring Marlon Brando after 1980. You must be sincere, intelligent, and adept at barnacle removal.”

I sure would hate to be stricken with morbid obesity. I wonder how the doctor words that to a patient. “Well, Kathy, as everyone in the free world already knows, you’re obese. Now I hate to be the bearer of such news, but I’m sure your suspicions were already aroused by things like creaking floorboards and housedresses that were mistaken for car covers. I feel it’s my duty to inform you that your obesity has shot past unpleasant, sailed right over disgusting, made a brief stop at horrendous, and finally landed on morbid.”

[image: image]

This portly enchantress (no, this is not Kathy) rode me like a pony in front of almost three thousand people the night I hosted Babefest for WYSP in Philly.

As I watched this special I started to feel bad for Kathy. Sure, at first I was yelling, “Die, Fatso!” and throwing butter cookies at the screen; it’s only natural. Initially she weighed about four hundred pounds and was quite miserable. They showed some great footage of her wheezing to the mailbox and talking to her husband. He was a svelte little thing and looked like Billy Bob Thornton, with a stupid smile plastered on his face the whole time. I never quite understood skinny guys who like fatties. They’re called “chubby chasers” and I suspect it has to do with a fear of being abandoned. (Four-hundred-pound women don’t just up and leave you because (a) no one else will fuck them, and (b) getting up and leaving would waste precious energy that could be better spent raiding the refrigerator like a Viking.) Either that, or maybe these guys just love being hugged by those giant, awful arms so they can feel safe and secure like mommy made them feel. Or perhaps it’s something simple, like enjoying massive tits that smell like a potpie when you lick underneath them.

Either way, during the interviews Kathy was saying that she wanted to drop 260 pounds to get down to 140. I admired the fact she wanted to lose all of it and not just get down to water-buffalo weight. She had this tiny white negligee that she used as a motivator. She put it over her fat head before the surgery and it just hung around her neck like an apron. Her goal was to lose enough tonnage to wear it for her husband. He seemed like a nice chap, and said that as far as her surgery was concerned, it didn’t matter to him as long as she was happy. He’s a better man than me. I would have long ago presented her with an ultimatum: Either go through with the surgery and get down to a decent size, or I’m going to start fucking the children.

Six months after the surgery she’d lost something like 110 pounds and I was pleased for her. I am grateful I am not in her shoes (although I’m sure they’d be much happier shoes if I were; RIMSHOT!) Truth be told, I do empathize with her. I certainly understand unhealthy addiction. For me, it’s porn and hookers; for years it was drugs and alcohol, and until a couple of years ago, cigarettes as well. I love anything that removes me from the present. And I do eat compulsively, but so far it hasn’t done more than add fifteen extra pounds, which I’d lose if I didn’t have the exercise regimen of a truncated burn victim.

I think I liked Kathy because she wasn’t a typically melodramatic, crying fat girl on camera. No hand-holding malarkey, no attempts at yanking emotion out of the viewer. As she was being wheeled into surgery on a gurney (which was quite a visual. It reminded me of the government transporting a ballistic missile all covered up on the back of a flatbed truck), she admitted she was frightened but had faith in God, and then mercifully, they administered drugs and sent this sea cow off to la-la land.

The special ended with her at about 240 pounds or so, but by this time she may have lost a lot more. Either that or she just kept eating until she ended up as a scene from The Meaning of Life. I am optimistic for her, though; she seemed very committed. At one point they showed her and a couple of hundred other plus-sized delights volunteering to go on a march to raise obesity awareness. A march is probably not necessary, as you become aware of obesity when you’re stuck next to one of these manatees on a cross-country flight or one of them steps on your foot. I hope they try that march here in New York and city officials make them walk through the Midtown tunnel like a herd of circus elephants.

Kathy was doing well and I hope she made it. I hope she hit her goal weight and finally got to put on that little negligee for her husband after a candlelit salad for two. I can picture her seductively sauntering into the bedroom wearing it, then him not being able to get an erection. She’ll ask what’s wrong and he’ll break down crying and admit he’s gay. This will send her spiraling into a depression and she’ll seek solace by filling her tennis ball–size stomach with a Velamint and two garbanzo beans. In a last-ditch effort to seduce him she’ll put on the outfit she was wearing the day they met: a leopard-print dress made from the living-room curtains of a Puerto Rican. When this doesn’t work, she’ll perform oral sex on him. His limp, noodley dick will subconsciously remind her of lo mein, which will cause her to pour duck sauce on it and eat it.

If it weren’t for shit, prostitutes, and fat girls, this book would be about eight pages long. I’m a three-trick pony and an ass. See you later, alligators.

[image: image]

I took this photo last year; it is simply the worst ass on earth. This woman is black and obese and still managed to have a flat, awful pancake ass. I only photographed her because at first glance I thought she was Patrice Oneal.








LAS VEGAS



TRAVELING ALWAYS MAKES me tired and lazy. I got to Vegas on Friday morning and spent the early part of the day in the Sprint store with Bob Kelly. I had just come off a plane, it was over a hundred degrees out, and my asshole itched like there was a small ant colony break dancing in it. I was in no mood to deal with some faggoty salesman and was honestly afraid I would throw my nonworking phone right at his teeth. I didn’t have to worry, though; the guy who helped me actually upgraded me to a better phone free of charge, so my anger drained away quickly. We stood outside for an hour waiting for the hotel van to come and get us, and I was seriously debating hitchhiking. Of course, I was aware of all the possible dangers of hitchhiking, but I didn’t figure we were particularly good rape candidates. And to be honest, I wouldn’t have cared if someone plugged my asshole with dynamite if it did anything to ease the incessant itching.

My first day was a fun hang, but I didn’t really do too much. Me and stupid Bob just hung around the casino looking at box and losing money. We shoved a lot of food into our fat faces as well. And if you’re in Vegas and you want to look at girls, the Hard Rock is without a doubt where you want to be. I’ve never been tempted to actually jack off on a casino floor (which is probably legal in Vegas as long as you’re gambling while you do it).

I slept really late on Saturday and woke up frustrated and cranky. I refused to go anywhere near the pool; my self-esteem couldn’t handle it. We went to a show rehearsal around six for Beacher’s Comedy Madhouse, which is run by a guy named Jeff Beacher. He’s an interesting character and a great promoter, but he looks like Jake LaMotta in the second half of Raging Bull. This show is unlike any other I’ve done; it’s got dancers and music and a talent show, as well as a six-foot-eight bisexual Russian sword swallower. After talking to him for thirty seconds I understood why he had no gag reflex. He finished the show by prancing around in a pink fur with a big pink feather hat. He couldn’t have looked more feminine if he had been breast-feeding in a Markie Post movie on the Oxygen network.

There are a shitload of hot chicks in the show, none of whom would even look at me. It is a very rowdy crowd and there’s at least an hour of music and dancing before comics are on. Bob Kelly went up and had a great show. I really was rooting for him to take a nice bombing on the chin so I would look better.

After Bob there was a brief freak parade onstage and then I was announced. I did well but not great; Bob definitely did better. (That could be the hardest sentence I’ve ever had to write; the only thing I ever want Bob to do better is die in a fiery boating accident.) I was slightly depressed after the show so we went to the new club in the Hard Rock basement. The casino owner is a young guy named Harry Morton, who took great care of us, VIP seating in the club with free beverages. No pussy for me, of course. At the end of the night I was walking back to the room and I saw Chuck Zito at a poker machine. He’s a very large Hell’s Angel who was also a cast member of Oz. He is most famous for knocking out Jean Claude Van Damme at Scores strip club in New York City. I asked him for a photo and he was surprisingly pleasant. (Yes, I did just use the words “surprisingly pleasant” to describe Chuck Zito. I don’t know why, but in the presence of real men, I turn into a fucking Jewish grandmother.)

I wound up staying in Vegas the next day. I never take time to do shit like that and it was well worth it. On Sunday afternoon around five, a smoking twenty-year-old prostitute came to my room, courtesy of Jeff Beacher. She drank from my mule and made me very happy. I then went down and met Bob and some friends in the diner, and Chuck Zito popped in and ate with us. Me and that fat idiot Bob were asking him tough-guy questions like a couple of swooning fairies: “Mr. Zito, did you ever punch someone really hard??” and, “Were the people in prison scary, Mr. Zito??” We both traipsed to the gift shop in our high heels to buy copies of his book so he’d sign them for us.

[image: image]

A mercifully blurry photo of me and Chuck.

I was completely disgusted with my lack of manliness. I enjoyed eating with him but the more he talked about kicking asses the more I felt like a crossdressing slug. I went upstairs and saw another prostitute. One of the finest ever. Kissing, tinkling, and fucking. What a terrific gal.
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