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This book is dedicated to everybody
I have ever made fun of.
Thanks for being such good sports.
(Especially you, Bea Arthur!)

This book is also a love letter
to all the great Roastmasters who came before me.
I hope they are taking turns insulting me
from that big podium in the sky.

And to the Roastmasters who will come after me,
I say … fuck you and happy roasting.


The first human being who hurled an insult instead of a stone was the founder of civilization.

—SIGMUND FREUD
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INSULTRODUCTION


MY NAME IS JEFFREY ROSS, but I am commonly known as the Roastmaster General. I’m not entirely sure how I got this title, but it has stuck and I am proud of it. Most stand-up comics are self-deprecating. I’m all-deprecating. Sure, I occasionally make fun of myself—but I specialize in making fun of others. I’m what is commonly known as an insult comic. Diss is my life.

I never planned on making fun of people for a living. It happened by accident. In fact, my whole life has been a series of happy and not-so-happy accidents that have transformed me into the black belt in busting balls that I am today. I am very fond of my reputation, but I must admit that it’s a blessing and a curse. I may make a nice living—but every now and then somebody wants to kill me.

With this book I offer you my philosophies of roasting, which are also my principles for a better life. If you adapt these principles to your own experiences, they will surely help guide your journey through an increasingly harsh world.
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WE ALL HAVE AN INNER ROASTMASTER


OUR WORLD IS FULL OF Roastmasters. Some of them are well known. But most of them are completely unknown. They live amongst us. They live inside of us. They are the part of us that occasionally says out loud what most people only dare think to themselves. The part of us that isn’t afraid of severe consequences. The part of us that isn’t afraid to die for a laugh. The part of us willing to take a punch from Courtney Love, if necessary.

It is the Roastmaster’s belief that gracing someone you admire with unfiltered honesty is the highest form of respect you can pay them—especially when it’s delivered in the form of a well-crafted joke.

Of course, not everyone has the guts to channel their inner Roastmaster. In fact, most people have the good sense NOT to insult people to their faces. Instead, they talk behind people’s backs after they leave. They gossip. They whisper. They say mean things. They laugh at the weaknesses of others. This is just human nature. But a Roastmaster defies human nature. A Roastmaster goes for it. A Roastmaster tells it like it is. A Roastmaster says, “Fuck ’em if they can’t take a joke.” A Roastmaster kills.



A ROASTMASTER MUST HAVE THICK SKIN
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IF A ROASTMASTER IS GOING to dish it out, he’d better be able to take it.

I first began developing a tough exterior when I was just a baby crawling around my grandparents’ cramped apartment in the Bronx. My nana Helen was making tea. While lifting the kettle from the stove to the table, she stumbled over me and spilled some boiling water onto my back. I didn’t cry. No doubt I was in some kind of shock. My grandfather Pop Jack scooped me up with his giant hands and ran me fifteen blocks to the hospital. Since then, the scar behind my left shoulder serves as a reminder that my skin is thick enough to withstand anything life has to drop on it, especially insults.

I love it when other roasters take shots at me. It’s a sign of love and affection. Below are some of my all-time favorites:

“Jeff Ross has a very active sex life. Every night he fucks an entire audience out of fifteen bucks apiece.”

—Lisa Lampanelli

“Jeff Ross, forgive me for not recognizing you earlier—it’s just that when I see a face like yours it usually has a bag of oats hanging from it.”

—William Shatner

“Hey, Jeff Ross—I’m gonna give you a rap name, ‘Old Ugly Bastard.’ “

—Flavor Flav

“You know, Jeff does these roasts every year. It’s like a holiday for him, ‘Bomb Kippur.’ Yeah, nigga! I know some Jew shit too!”

—Snoop Dogg

“I get a lot of flak from critics for being homophobic, but lemme tell you somethin’ … I think having invited Jeff Ross here tonight proves how much I love the queers.”

—Larry the Cable Guy

“Jeff Ross and I, we both perform for the troops. Difference is, Jeff charged for his shows.”

—Toby Keith

“For your safety please avert your eyes and welcome the pork–Roastmaster General … Jeffrey Ross!”

—John Stamos

“What’s up with Pam Anderson’s implants? Pam, you’ve been flattened out and reinflated more times than Jeff Ross’s prom date.”

—Greg Geraldo

“You cannot have a roast without our next comic, but it would be great if for once we tried. He is the Michael Jordan of baseball of roasts—and is literally the only person in this room Pamela Anderson wouldn’t fuck.”

—Jimmy Kimmel

“Jeff Ross’s dick is so small he can pee on his nuts.”

—Jamie Foxx
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“Jeff, we’re buddies, but I’ve always wanted to tell you this … you look like they took the Friars Club and beat you in the face with it. If you looked any more like a horse, Norm Macdonald would lose ten grand on you.”

—Bob Saget

“Jeff, I’d just like to thank you for doing the jokes my father used to tell me when I was seven. I’m sure this is the first time you’ve ever made a woman happy.”

—Cloris Leachman

“Jeff Ross wants to be an old comic so bad he’s having his balls lowered.”

—Brian Posehn

“Jeff Ross, you’re a failure and you’re nothing to look at. I look at you and I remember to shave my taint … Jeff Ross is so ugly when he jerks off his hand throws up.”

—Lisa Lampanelli

[image: Image]

Equal opportunity ego bruising—that is the very definition of the roast. For every insult you hurl, be prepared to be insulted in kind. Your fellow roasters will be packing heat, and as my friend Snoop Dogg once told me, “Never bring a knife to a gunfight.” A thick skin and a sharp wit are your best defense, so bring your A game to the podium and make every joke count.
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THE ORIGINS OF THE ROAST


HUMAN BEINGS HAVE BEEN BUSTING one another’s balls ever since we grew sacks. Early attempts at edgy humor took many forms, from the prosaic to the artistic. Evidence of prehistoric insult comedy is being unearthed as we speak. Someday soon, I hope a tape of Don Rickles roasting Frank Sinatra will surface and claim its rightful place in the Museum of Natural History—beside a North African cave drawing of a limpwristed Homo erectus fucking a triceratops in the tuchus, where it belongs.

A growing minority of biblical scholars believe that the first use of insults in a formal dais-type setting occurred at the Last Supper. Experts believe John the Baptist stood up shortly after dessert and started making fun of Jesus’s outfit. “Hey, JC, thanks for dressing up for the occasion. Seriously, nice flip-flops. I wish I kept everything I made in summer camp.”

However, it wasn’t until the year 1783 that a great American patriot named Emmanuel J. Roastenberg conceived and organized the first formal insult-themed testimonial dinner.

His client and childhood friend General George Washington was about to be sworn in as the young nation’s first leader, and Roastenberg thought it might be fun to honor his wooden-toothed compatriot by “dishonoring” him in front of Virginia’s landed gentry.

Roastenberg decided to call the night “An Evening of Unkind Words in Tribute to Our Dear Chum,” with ticket proceeds going to scurvy research. Over cigars at Washington’s Mount Vernon estate, Roastenberg explained that the evening would be a “… fair and egalitarian exercise in wit and bawdiness.” With great passion, he further reasoned that if a war hero and first president was willing to endure such a verbal lashing, it would not only add to Washington’s already immense popularity but prove irrefutably to all citizens that they were finally free to criticize their leaders without fear of persecution.

“The right of the people to bear arms and hurl insults shall not be infringed. Fuck King George! Let freedom zing!” Roastenberg famously proclaimed.

Although Roastenberg was an eminent figure in colonial life, his origins are shrouded in mystery. Some historians think he was descended from a family of Prussian Jews who catered the first Thanksgiving. Another theory posits that his great-grandfather provided comedic entertainment on the Mayflower, and bombed so badly that he was thrown overboard. One contemporary, writing anonymously in a legal pamphlet dating from 1779, describes Roastenberg as “an irrepressibly saucy and ebullient attorney blessed by the Lorde with a sagacious wit, which has the power to illuminate truthe even as it offends gentle hearts,” while another observer calls him simply “an asshole.” Roastenberg was renowned for his ability to demolish friend and foe alike with a pithy, perfectly timed bon mot, which made him a formidable opponent in the courtroom. Look at this jury. What is this, a trial by ugly?

Some say that Roastenberg employed an indentured Irish servant to write jokes, while other accounts say he even owned a gag-writing slave. We do know for sure that invitations went out soon after General Washington agreed to participate. Roastenberg commissioned a local carpenter to build two long narrow tables, “long enough for ten men of considerable girth to sit side by side without knocking knickers.” Between the two tables Roastenberg placed a preacher’s pulpit borrowed from a local church, so the invited speakers would have a place to rest their notes and libations.

According to a brief report in the Virginia Gazetteer, the event was a rowdy and raucous affair that lasted well into the night. Legendary brewer Samuel Adams was the first to speak.

“It’s no secret that leading the Revolution has given our friend George a bulgy ego. Yes, that’s right, bulgy—like Ben Franklin’s tits or Betsy Ross’s clitoris.”

“Or your liver!” yelled out John Hancock to thunderous laughter.

Betsy Ross herself leapt out of her chair to reveal a skimpy outfit she had made. “Oh, you’re just jealous, Mr. Adams! If memory serves, your extremities are small and bent—like the colony of New Jersey! I do, however, apologize for my scandalous attire. I just came from the Boston T & A party! Georgie likes to salivate at the sight of my ample bosoms anyway, and I call that masturbation without representation!” America’s Seamstress was a surprise hit. But it wasn’t until Emmanuel J. Roastenberg himself took the pulpit that the show reached full gallop.

“Dearest Lord, I never saw so many bigwigs wearing bad wigs. I see Thomas Jefferson is here. Is this a benefit for scurvy or jungle fever? Seriously, Tom, we should party later—I hear it’s singles night on the Amistad.

“Ben Franklin, thanks for polishing your scalp for the big show tonight. Poor guy invented electricity, bifocals, and the fire department, and he still can’t get laid. He should have invented the toupee—that’s about as close as he’d ever come to giving a beaver head.”
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After ribbing everyone in the room, Roastenberg finally focused his attention on the guest of honor. “George’s wife, Martha, wanted to be here but she’s having a splinter removed from her pussy. You didn’t give her crabs, you gave her termites. Folks, I’ve known George since he was a kid. And I think the real reason he chopped down that cherry tree was because it had more of a personality than he does!” As for Washington, the normally stoic general took the jokes in stride, claiming it was all for a good cause. Indeed, Roastenberg’s “An Evening of Unkind Words in Tribute to Our Dear Chum” raised more than thirty dollars for scurvy. Despite a minor protest from the Federation of Colonial Censors (FCC), Roastenberg’s bold experiment was a rousing success.

The historical significance of this night became evident a short time later during Washington’s inaugural address, in which he called for a Constitutional Amendment guaranteeing free speech to all Americans. Most scholars agree that it is difficult to imagine a more influential event in our nation’s history than Roastenberg’s “roasting” of his dear friend and the father of our country.
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RECIPE FOR A ROAST


JAKE A WALK, BASEBALL! GO fuck your sister, NASCAR! Roasting is quickly becoming America’s new national pastime.

Whether it’s professional insultarians making fun of a celebrity or just regular folks roasting a loved one, the art of busting balls is boldly on the rise. You may have noticed that homemade roasts seem to be popping up every weekend in backyards, catering halls, dormitories, and convents all over this great land. As Americans, there is no healthier way to exercise our right to free speech than by saying atrocious things about other people in public.

However, you can’t always wait for an invitation. Occasionally you may want to whip up a roast yourself. But beware—ingredients may vary and no two roasts ever turn out the same. But one thing is for sure, people will talk about it forever.



Ingredients



THE HONOREE

As you might expect, the hardest part of producing a roast is getting someone to volunteer to be ripped a new one in front of other people. That is why your honoree must feel protected. That’s why we only roast the ones we love.

Ideally, the honoree should be an exceptional individual of high regard. You know, someone who deserves a pat on the back and a kick in the pants. I believe the best roasts occur when you laud an accomplished person on a special occasion. Perhaps they are Teacher of the Year or Employee of the Month or Fuck-face of the Century. Maybe they just got a divorce or a hysterectomy. A personal roasting can even be the perfect birthday gift for the man who has everything. That’s what I gave Jimmy Kimmel for his fortieth birthday, at a party where he was surrounded by his huge and hairy extended family—most of whom are also employees on his long-running late-night TV show.

“Congratulations, Jimmy—how is it possible to give nepotism an even worse name? Seriously, I haven’t seen a family bond like this since Jerry Lee Lewis fucked his cousin. And imagine how much better off your relatives would be if they were related to Jay Leno?”

When I was asked about producing a roast for boxer Mike Tyson I felt I had to decline because under my own criteria he just didn’t seem a worthy recipient. I just couldn’t wrap my brain around honoring a convicted rapist and part-time cannibal. I also once refused a request by the great Howard Stern to roast my fellow Jerseyite Artie Lange on the radio. When I asked their producer Gary Dell’Abate what charity they were raising money for by roasting Artie, he said there wasn’t one. “We’re just doing it for shits and giggles,” Gary said. I responded that that wasn’t a good enough reason for me to honor somebody I love as much as Artie and politely declined.

Months later, Artie mentioned on the radio that he would soon be traveling to a war zone to entertain the troops. When I heard this I called Gary back and asked if I could come give Artie a personal mini-roast in honor of his upcoming trip. He agreed, so I came into Howard’s studio and let it rip: “It’s no coincidence that Artie has become patriotic because his weight just hit 9/11. Artie, be careful—it’s dangerous over there. What are you gonna do? Wear a bulletproof and a button-proof vest? I hear Artie’s USO codename is Blob Hope.”

All I’m saying is you never roast somebody just because. I believe it should benefit a good cause or be based around an important moment in the honoree’s life, like a marriage, graduation, or retirement. I once roasted my cousin Mikey at his going-away party. After two years of living in my guesthouse, it was finally time for my comatose Cuban cousin to migrate back to his natural habitat in Miami. Don’t get me wrong, I love Cousin Mikey with all my heart and half my refrigerator—but when he wasn’t lounging by my pool or playing Xbox, he was sound asleep on my sofa. Now he was finally moving on with his life and what better farewell could there be than creating a special night in his honor? I also knew Cousin Mikey would be a great guy to roast because he has a huge heart and even huger ears. Plus, he had just spent two crappy weeks in the hospital because his diabetes had spiraled out of control and an evening of laughs seemed to be just what the doctor ordered.

Our pal Brendan came up with the idea for the roast. He owns a fledgling animation studio where Cousin Mikey allegedly worked, and even though Brendan considered Mikey “The PA” Gonzalez to be the least productive production assistant in television history, he still loved the guy and wanted to give him a big send-off.

Brendan decided that donations at the door would go toward gas money for Cousin Mikey’s long drive back to south Florida, and he gave the whole evening a Scarface theme because that is Mikey’s all-time favorite movie. Cousin Mikey was extremely flattered by Brendan’s generous gesture. After all, who doesn’t love being the center of attention—even when there’s a target on your forehead? The story of roasting my cousin Mikey provides an object lesson in gathering the ingredients for a deliciously disrespectful roast.

THE ROASTMASTER OR ROASTMISTRESS

Every roast has an emcee, or Roastmaster. This person sets the tone for the whole evening and should have a very close connection to the guest of honor—such as being a teammate, roommate, soulmate, classmate, or cellmate.

Being asked to serve as someone’s Roastmaster is considered an honor unto itself—on par with being a best man or a pallbearer or a fluffer. This is why I was so tickled to serve as Roastmaster at my cousin Mikey’s farewell roast. He and I are like brothers and I wanted to do right by him.

Typically, the Roastmaster has crucial responsibilities, such as introducing the other roasters and deciding the order in which they speak. The later in the line-up somebody goes on, the harder it is to find untapped angles to joke about. On too many painful occasions, somebody has done the exact same joke as mine right before me. In this situation, I have no choice but to drop it from my script. This can be very frustrating, but it’s just one of the inherent challenges of the game. People will hassle you to go on early, but remember that a Roastmaster saves his strongest acts for the end of the show. If your aunt Lulu can fart the alphabet, you may want to put her on last.

Of course, at a roast, anything can happen and a Roastmaster must stay engaged at all times. I once physically dragged Andy Dick offstage because he wouldn’t stop humping Carson Daly’s leg. Another time I helped lift Gene Simmons from KISS off the floor after he stumbled over his own seven-inch platform boots. And I once dragged sports anchor Dana Jacobson away from the podium because she was guzzling Grey Goose and screaming “Fuck Jesus!” to the football coach of Notre Dame. To be a great Roastmaster one must not only command respect—but demand it.

THE ROASTERS

A well-done roast should have no less than five speakers and no more than a dozen. The trick is to cover every angle of the guest of honor’s life without getting too redundant. Aim for variety. Try tracking down an old teacher, coach, or ex-girlfriend with a great rack and a good sense of humor. Mikey’s roasters were a mixed bag of friends, co-workers, and childhood homeys who flew up from Miami for the occasion.

When I produced MTV’s roast for Carson Daly, the beautiful actress Jennifer Love Hewitt got some of the biggest laughs of the night when she walked out and said, “Hey, Carson—remember me? Girlfriend number 147?” Then she went on to read an old love letter from him that revealed he used to wear her nail polish. In the end, they hugged it out and it was a long-overdue reunion that Carson really enjoyed. At least until his lifelong pal Jimmy Kimmel came out and delivered what would have been the best-man speech at Carson’s wedding.

I truly believe great roasts are the extension of great friendships. That is why the guest of honor must be surrounded by loved ones. Ideally, an honoree should feel like he’s Frank Sinatra and his friends are the Rat Pack. If the center of attention is having a good time, then everybody else will too. The ultimate goal is to have everyone leave at the end of the night hoping they too will get roasted by their friends someday.

THE AUDIENCE

Getting a crowd for a roast is never difficult. For some reason we Americans love the sheer spectacle of public humiliation. Back in the day, entire populations would fill a town square just to watch people get tarred and feathered. It’s basic human nature to derive pleasure from watching other people squirm—especially if it’s for an important cause. That’s why so many roasts are produced by charity organizations. I mean, who isn’t willing to buy a ticket to watch somebody be called a lazy good-for-nothing schmuck in the name of pulmonary heart disease? Believe me, if you roast them, they will come.


THE VENUE

Because we were expecting a big crowd for Cousin Mikey’s roast, we rented out The Comedy Store on a night they would normally be closed for fumigating. However, my experience is that you can hold a roast practically anywhere. I once roasted Johnny Knoxville in the back of a van in Burbank and Rachael Ray in a baseball stadium in Houston. I once roasted Drew Carey on a flatbed truck in Fallujah and my uncle Murray in a whorehouse in Havana. Just make sure you pick a place with plenty of parking and a back door, because occasionally a Roastmaster needs to get out of Dodge.

THE DAIS

The dais is the long narrow table where all the roasters and other honored guests sit in the most traditional of roast settings. If long tables are not available or do not fit in the room, a few couches or chairs assembled side by side will do just fine. Sitting on blankets is for picnics, poetry readings, and pussies—and this is a roast you’re producing, for crying out loud.

As the producer it is your responsibility to make sure the dais is safe and secure. One time at the Friars Club, we were in the middle of roasting Drew Carey when suddenly ninety-three-year-old comedian Joey Adams fell off the back of the elevated dais. The poor old guy just lay squirming behind a curtain while an oblivious Kip Addotta continued his riff about having anal sex with Drew Carey in the bathroom of a turkey farm. Paramedics eventually arrived and took Joey in for tests. The audience never knew a thing. In the end, it all worked out. Joey Adams lived and Kip Addotta killed.


THE PODIUM

Ideally, the dais should be separated in the middle by a podium or lectern. This will give the roasters a place to rest their notes, drinks, and firearms.

The podium should be sturdy and relatively simple in appearance. I recently saw a roast for stoner comic movie legends Cheech and Chong on TV, where the producers tried to be cute by creating a podium that looked like a giant bong with smoke coming out of it. Halfway through the show, Penn & Teller were attempting a magic trick when Penn’s hand accidentally bumped the side of the podium. The flimsy prop collapsed in a smoldering heap and couldn’t be repaired or removed. Consequently, each roaster was forced to perform while holding their notes and noses in front of a smoking pile of shit, just like Up in Smoke, which, ironically, is also how I would have described Cheech and Chong’s movie career if only they had the guts to invite me to their roast that night.

THE MICROPHONES

A firmly mounted unidirectional microphone with an adjustable gooseneck stand is an essential ingredient of any roast. As the Roastmaster General, I feel it is my duty to warn you never to skimp on the sound system. Also, you should always get a backup microphone just in case one of the roasters accidentally drops it, breaks it, or inserts it into their private parts. (That means you, Aunt Lulu!) Like I stated earlier, anything can happen. Be prepared.


CUSTOM ARTWORK

It’s always a fun idea to track down an embarrassing picture of the guest of honor and affix it to the front of the podium. Photoshopping in a Hitler moustache or Frankenstein bolts is always a fun option. Because my cousin Mikey worked with animation artists, they designed invitations and a special poster for his roast that depicted him as a naked piglet with pineapple rings stuck in his butt cheeks, ready to get barbecued. Not only did this image help set the mood, but it gave the whole event a certain artistic flair.
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THE BOOZE

Booze is the secret ingredient of any roast. Liberal amounts of libations will loosen everybody’s lips and help the verbal abuse go down easier. Personally, I like to drink scotch on the rocks. It makes my mind soar and my balls tingle. However, you do have to be careful at these events. At the roast of Pam Anderson, I practically had to be carried out by my pals Aaron Lee and Eddy Friedfeld after Andy Dick put a roofie in my drink. I don’t have any proof, but it was probably payback for saying, “Andy Dick’s sole mission in life is to give AIDS back to the monkeys.”

By the time I called Cousin Mikey’s roast to order, most of his friends and loved ones were on their third round of Cuban mojitos. This helped put everybody in the laughing mood as I introduced our honoree. With a drink in his hand, a grin on his face, and a silk Tony Montana–inspired shirt on his back, Cousin Mikey was escorted to his throne by our sexy twin friends Bibi and Fifi Poubelle, who enthusiastically embraced the Scarface theme by dressing as hookers from Havana. Everyone raised a glass as Mikey assumed the position.
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THE JOKES

One should always come to a roast armed with an array of salty zingers. Showing up at a roast without jokes is like driving a car without a motor. Don’t assume you can just go up and riff. Only Don Rickles can do that. You’re not as talented as he is, although you’re almost certainly better-looking.

As you write your jokes, don’t censor yourself. Everyone in the audience wants you to hit hard, and you owe it to the guest of honor to bring the pain. However, before I roasted the scary monster Shaquille O’Neal I was terrified that he might not understand what he was in for. I’d seen his temper flare up before and I honestly thought that if I said the wrong thing he might just rip my head off and eat it on national television. When I ran into him at rehearsal, I asked as gingerly as possible if he was the type to be easily offended. He told me the only thing that I could do that would piss him off was to go soft on him. He said, “Do what you do, Ross. Nobody ever told me to hold back on the basketball court—so you shouldn’t hold back on your jokes. If people think you let me off easy, only then will I look bad.” The big man’s encouragement gave me the go-ahead to say crazy stuff like, “Shaq, your knuckles look scraped—did you walk here? You’re so big and clumsy, watching you play basketball is like watching a retard fuck. But seriously, Shaq—you were great in The Green Mile.” My license to kill was further validated by Roastmaster Jamie Foxx, who kicked into the air yelling “Fuck yeah!” every time I landed a big joke.

Even with all my goodwill and experience, it still takes me weeks to properly prepare for a roast. I start by asking myself questions from every conceivable angle. What does everybody hate about this li’l angel? What does everybody love about this big asshole? Sometimes I even hang up pictures of the guest of honor around my house so I can become more familiar with how uniquely unattractive they are. When possible I even reach out to them personally and take them to lunch or dinner sometime before the big night. This way I can get into their heads and find out their sensitive areas. Like a shark, a Roastmaster circles his prey before going in for the kill.

Serving as Roastmaster for Cousin Mikey’s farewell party meant I got first crack at him. I began with a reference to the large crowd, “Wow, Mikey—this turnout is clearly a testament of how excited we all are that you’re getting the fuck out of town…. Oh, Mikey, what a cruel twist of fate to have such large ears but nothing in between them. Seriously, when you were a kid, did you use your ears to swim here from Cuba? In case you didn’t know, my cousin Mikey is half Cuban and half Jewish. That’s right, he’s a Jew-ban. Everyone knows Mikey loves to play Xbox because that’s the only box he can get into. Seriously, Mikey, forget animation—you should work in a masturbation studio. You think you’re Tony Montana? Please. You’re about as tough as Hannah Montana. Of course Mikey is obsessed with Scarface—which reminds me … Mikey, say hello to my little friend—his name is Unemployment.”

When preparing a roast, I never write a specific number of jokes. I usually just keep going until I can’t think of anything else mean to say. That’s when I know I’m done. Also, try to keep in mind that your jokes are precious. For maximum effect, they must be kept secret until the big show.

A DASH OF SINCERITY

At the end of your speech, it’s traditional to throw in something affectionate. At Cousin Mikey’s roast I said, “Everybody who knows Mikey understands that he is a compassionate guy and a true sweetheart. His time in Cali was not always easy, but he surely enriched all our lives while he was here. Mikey is not only my cousin but he’s one of my best friends—and I’m gonna miss him. In fact, we’re all gonna miss you. I love you, Cuz.”

It was a beautiful moment. Cousin Mikey teared up. I even got a little weepy. Before the entire roast melted into a sugary disaster, I banged my fist on the podium and said, “Okay, Mikey—you ready for this?” He took a swig of his drink and said, “Bring it on, Cousin Roastmaster.” Then one by one I presented a ragtag roster of roasters, who all paid tribute in their own different ways and ended by saying something sweet about the honoree. Cousin Mikey loved every minute of it.

THE SURPRISES

No roast is truly complete without a couple of “holy shit” moments. Because MTV’s Jackass is Cousin Mikey’s favorite show of all time, I secretly invited one of its most popular cast members to his roast. The crazy and unpredictable Steve-O agreed to perform a physical stunt in which he would have Cousin Mikey assist him in stapling his testicles to his inner thigh.

Unfortunately and unsurprisingly, Steve-O showed up too wasted to perform the stunt. Instead he just showed off his latest conquest—a beautiful blond Norwegian supermodel—and then went on to recite an unintelligible rap song that had nothing to do with anything. Still, it was wonderful that he showed up because it allowed me to mention to the entire audience that after the roast we were all going to take turns finger-banging “Steve-O’s transvestite girlfriend.”

THE REBUTTAL

After enduring an evening of insults, the now disheveled guest of honor approached the podium for his customary last licks. Cousin Mikey graciously thanked me for serving as the evening’s Roastmaster before zinging me. He said, “All my friends had the same response when I first told them I was moving out to California to live with my famous cousin, Jeff Ross. They said, ‘Who?’ “

Now that he’d gotten his first laugh, he had the confidence to go after the dais as a whole. “I was worried you guys were gonna make fun of my beloved Miami Dolphins, but then I remembered … queers don’t watch football.” Next he turned to his boss at the animation studio and said, “I’d seriously like to thank Brendan for teaching me the business—the business of drinking and smoking weed.”

Cousin Mikey went on to acknowledge every person who roasted him, before wrapping it up with a short farewell: “I’ll be taking a piece of everyone here back with me to Miami. All of you are great friends. Loyalty means everything to me. You guys were always there for me whenever I needed help or to be cared for. I love you guys—you won’t be forgotten. Thank you.”

After soaking in the standing ovation, Cousin Mikey walked around and hugged everybody in the place, including the waitresses and the bathroom attendant. The next morning he packed his Scarface shirts and his Xbox into his PT Cruiser and headed for home. A few days later, he called to tell me he had arrived safely and that getting his balls busted by all of his buddies was the best night of his life.

Being the honoree of a roast is the ultimate ego trip. And roasting somebody is an incredible rush. But actually producing an entire show to benefit a good cause and honor somebody you love is a major accomplishment. So don’t forget to tape it.
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A ROASTMASTER SAVES LIVES


OEBPS/images/f0002-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0027-01.jpg
i :
Feruary 480008 ;590 12 midngh
COMEDY STORE





OEBPS/images/f0008-01.jpg







OEBPS/images/f0016-01.jpg
MEMORABLE QUOTES
FROM HISTORY'S MOST
ILLUSTRIOUS ROASTS

165 ron the guy who discovered gravy can
n

Gaatio ez s e Ar o Suciy Onar-

Honorng S < N, Loncon, Enga, 1701

“Ihear Naplecn i 5 shor e cango down o ose-
phin whis stading p.”

1 was 2 big fan of Herman's book Maby-Dick. And

speaking o whles, where's Madame el this
evening?”








OEBPS/images/f0018-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0010-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0028-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f000x-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0007-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0005-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0015-01.jpg
"Le; oo
Freedom Zing!"





OEBPS/images/9781439101404.jpg
| ONLY ROAST

lhe

ONES | LOVE

BUSTING BALLS WITHOUT BURNING BRIDGES

JEFFREY ROSS

TR

Simon Spotlight Entertainment
New York London Toronto Sydney





OEBPS/images/f0017-01.jpg
“Law, ok maybe you'l appreciat h ron of tis:

milknan”

o, P, 1881

“She's go ne eyebrow and ixboyriendsF
Lo oyt Rost of i Ko, e

“Matat, mysprtua guice, | Know ou'e onahun-
ger sk, but 3 you on 2 deodorant stk too?”

sy g, 1940

“Nico beard, Fidel. What 6 you
and come up wi 2"

Cre Gt £ s s P oo bt

. 50 down on i






OEBPS/images/f0034-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0034-04.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0034-02.jpg





OEBPS/images/copy.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0034-03.jpg





OEBPS/images/pub.jpg
SIS

Siman Spatiight Entertainment
Hr i ot St Mo





