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THIS BOOK IS DEDICATED TO THE STRAYS AND
TO THE ONES WHO PROTECT THEM.


What is man without the beasts? If all the beasts were gone, men would die from great loneliness of spirit, for whatever happens to the beast also happens to the man.

—Chief Seattle, 1855

A farting horse never tires.

—Willie Nelson, 2009
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INTRODUCTION
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Dear Reader,

The Lord has commanded me to write a celebrity pet book. Like a good little church worker, I always try to follow all of God’s commandments that I like. I remember His voice quite clearly as it came to me several years ago while I was polishing the Luger I’d bought from a former U-boat commander. The conversation, as near as I recall, went something like this:

GOD: Kinkstah!

KF: Start talkin’.

GOD: I am the Lord Thy God.

KF: Shit. I thought you were my agent.

GOD: In a sense, I suppose, I am thy agent. Let’s see. I believe you’re up to twenty-seven books. That’s twenty-two more than Moses.

KF: Twenty-eight! I’ve written twenty-eight!

GOD: Hold the weddin’, son. You don’t really expect me to count that last one where you throw the lesbian off the bridge and then kill yourself? Lesbians are my children too, you know.

KF: Who is this?

GOD: In this time of great trouble in the land, like everything and everyone else, book sales are suffering. The only books that are selling are books about celebrities and books about pets, and, of course, my book’s still doing pretty well.

KF: Sure your book’s doing well—it was ghostwritten by Janet Evanovich.

GOD: (chuckles good-naturedly) Kinkstah! I command you to write a celebrity pet book! And I command you to do it without including Paris Hilton and her pretentious pedigreed poodle!

KF: What! That’s impossible! It can’t be done!

GOD: Thus saith the Lord!

And so, dear reader, that was exactly how it went, and here you are reading the author’s introduction and wondering where the hell is Paris Hilton and her pretentious pedigreed poodle, and now you know why they aren’t in the book. As for the people and pets who did make the cut, however, I can say only this: “Some are dead and some are living, and in my life I’ve loved them all.”

 

Kinky Friedman

Texas Hill Country

Jan. 10, 2009
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JERRY JEFF WALKER and COCO
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WHILE I’VE NEVER been a really big fan of pedigreed dogs in general, I’ve always been a really big fan of Jerry Jeff Walker’s. And, I have to admit, some Maltese are very smart and very cool. Furthermore, whether or not a dog happens to be pedigreed is never his or her fault. But I’ll let Jerry Jeff explain the situation in his own words.

“Coco comes from a breeder in Ireland,” he told me, “who only sells to European clients. Friends of ours got her and delivered her to us while my wife Susan and I were staying at the Ritz in Paris. Coco Chanel had lived there for years with her dogs. The Ritz could not turn us down for having a puppy when we reminded them of that. So, in honor of Coco Chanel, we named her Coco.

“Coco is actually my wife’s dog—or was at one time. I have managed to steal her unwavering affection by feeding her people food and totally acknowledging that she is the mistress of the house. Ever since Susan got her in Paris eight years ago, she’s traveled with us everywhere. She is a very worldly dog. Like me, however, she now prefers to stay close to home and make sure everything is in its place.”

Johnny Donnels, whom Jerry Jeff refers to as “the infamous New Orleans photographer,” took this early photo when the Walkers lived in New Orleans and Coco was just a puppy. Donnels not only took the photo but was also, apparently, quite taken with Coco. Of his subject he adds, “She has a French tattoo in her right ear, so she has dual citizenship. And she flies first class.”

“We were talking the other day,” says Jerry Jeff, “about what breeds of dogs do. The Maltese is bred to sit in your lap and snuggle. Coco is purebred and has these traits down pat. Because she’s traveled so much, she knows about suitcases. When I pack for the road, she hops in before I’m finished. I have to sneak out. But there have been some driveways of life that I’ve had to back out of with my lights off.”

There’s another dog in Jerry Jeff’s life, one he heard about only in a cell in New Orleans when he was down and out. This dog had no pedigree. He later would immortalize the dog and his human companion in one of the most recorded songs of all time, “Mr. Bojangles,” a simple, perfect verse of which follows.

He danced for those in minstrel shows and county fairs throughout the South
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“I hate it when he does this!”

He spoke with tears of fifteen years how his dog and him traveled about

His dog up and died, he up and died

After twenty years he still grieves

Mr. Bojangles

Mr. Bojangles

Mr. Bojangles

Dance.

Jerry Jeff wrote this song in Austin in the mid-sixties, when he was practically a homeless person with a guitar. Looking back, it is hard to believe that a Nashville record executive once passed on the song, remarking at the time, “Nobody wants to hear a song about an old drunk nigger and a dead dog.”

“Mr. Bojangles was actually white,” Jerry Jeff told me. “If he’d been black, I never would’ve met him. The prison was segregated.”

I asked Jerry Jeff to tell me about writing “Mr. Bojangles.” This is what he said: “I’d been reading a lot of Dylan Thomas, and I was really into the concept of internal rhyme. I just had my guitar, a yellow pad, and the memories of guys I’d met in drunk tanks and on the street—one gentle old man in particular. The rest of the country was listening to the Beatles, and I was writing a six-eight waltz about an old man and hope. It was a love song.

“During the time I was writing ‘Mr. Bojangles,’ I used to go down to the Austin city pound about every two weeks and adopt a dog. I didn’t really live anywhere myself, so the dog often stayed with me awhile and then it would run away. Maybe find somebody else. At least I felt I was giving him a second chance.”
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“I know who you are, and I saw what you did.”
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MURRAY LANGSTON, THE UNKNOWN COMIC
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MURRAY LANGSTON IS an old friend of mine. He’s also one of the most talented, most independent, toughest, and funniest people I know. Imagine surviving, often thriving, in Hollywood for four decades appearing in more than eight hundred TV shows and movies without ever having an agent or a manager, and much of the time with a paper bag over your head.

This is precisely what Murray Langston, aka the Unknown Comic, has been able to accomplish; he has navigated the dangerous, deceptive currents of life and show business, in high tides and in low, always maintaining a brilliant sense of humor. There are two kinds of sailors, I’ve often thought: the sailor who fights the sea, and the sailor who loves the sea. Murray loves the sea. I’ll let him tell you in his own words, as he told it to me.

“I got on Laugh-In, a big, popular TV show, by just calling them up. It was 1970 and I was very naïve. ‘How can I get on that show?’ I asked, and they said, ‘Do something unusual.’ They had me on four times. I did an impression of a fork, a tube of toothpaste, a grandfather clock, and something else I’ve forgotten. After that it was the typical Hollywood story: I didn’t work for three years.

“Then I started doing sketches at a club owned by Redd Foxx, hanging out with guys like Cheech and Chong before they made it. I formed a comedy team with a guy named Freeman King and some producers saw us at Redd’s club, and for the next four and a half years I was on the Sonny & Cher Show.

“Then I had some money so I bought a nightclub in North Hollywood where I specialized in ribs and later in bankruptcy. My club was the first place David Letterman worked in L.A. Debra Winger was one of my waitresses.

“After I lost the club I was broke, and The Gong Show was a big hit, with many actors who needed money going on. I didn’t want anybody to know it was me because I’d just been on The Sonny & Cher Show. I figured I’d put a paper bag on my head and call myself the Unknown Comic. I’d do a couple jokes and get my couple hundred dollars. That’s all I meant to do. But what I did is, I came out and insulted the creator and host of the show, Chuck Barris. I did a few jokes and then said, ‘Hey, Chuck, do you and your wife ever make love in the shower?’ And he said, ‘No.’ I said, ‘Well, you should. She loves it.’ The audience loved it, too. So he wanted me to come back and insult him again. I did maybe forty or fifty television shows like that, as the Unknown Comic.

“Things got so hot I contacted Vegas and got a booking at the Sahara. I had a band with bags over their heads and dancers with bags over their heads. I was getting paid five grand a week, and the show was costing me six grand a week. But I had to do something because I had no real act. It took me a year to develop an act and I could slowly let everybody go, and then I started making money. But in the beginning that’s what people wanted to see, the whole show was this bag character.

“One night Freeman King and I went backstage to see my friend, the singer Bobbie Gentry. She said, ‘I want you to meet a friend of mine.’ We go, ‘Holy jeez.’ It was Elvis. Anyway, we start talking to him and he says, ‘Come on, we’ll go to my place, have a party.’ This was Vegas, so we go to his suite in the Hilton. He’s doing karate moves on me and I’m always making him laugh and every time I made him laugh my brain would go, ‘You just made Elvis Presley laugh.’ It was the freakiest thing. We were there for hours. We sat on the floor and he’s sitting right next to me singing, ‘Are You Lonesome Tonight?’ You couldn’t believe you’re sitting next to Elvis while he’s singing. At about five in the morning he started doing Bible songs and that’s when we got going.

“I’ve also been threatened by Frank Sinatra. I never did Sinatra jokes in my act, but I did one joke on television where I said, ‘Sinatra’s gonna open a halfway house for girls who don’t go all the way.’ I totally forgot about it and later I’m home shaving and he calls me on the phone. Of course, you don’t think Sinatra’s calling you. So I pick up the phone and he goes, ‘Is this Murray Langston?’ I go, ‘Yeah.’ He says, ‘This is Sinatra, you cocksucker,’ and he starts cursing me. ‘You ever mention my name, I’m going to break your fucking legs.’ That kind of thing. I don’t believe it’s Sinatra, I think it’s a friend of mine.

“I’m going, ‘Fuck you, dickhead.’ He’s going back and forth with me and I’m laughing at him, and the more I laugh at him, the more he’s getting pissed off. He’s screaming at me, saying, ‘This is Frank Sinatra.’ So I say, ‘Yeah, if you’re Sinatra, sing “My Way,” asshole.’

“That’s what did it. He just yelled at me and hung up. So I go back to shaving and a few minutes later the phone rings again and I pick it up. It’s another voice I recognize, saying, ‘Is this Murray Langston?’ I say, ‘Yeah.’ He says, ‘This is Uncle Miltie. Milton Berle. Do you recognize my voice?’ I tell him I recognize his voice. He says, ‘Look, Frank just called me. Apparently you didn’t think you were talking to him.’ I had to stop shaving because I probably would’ve cut my throat.

“I love Kinky Friedman, but you take away his looks, you take away his money, and you take away his talent, and what do you have?

“Before becoming the Unknown Comic, I used to be a stuntman in porno films, but I only had a small part. My most notable film was King Kong Plays Ping Pong with His Ding Dong in Hong Kong.”

p.s. Murray informs me that his cat is named Pussy.
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“Shh . . . If we don’t look at her, maybe she’ll go away.”


[image: images]

WINSTON CHURCHILL and RUFUS
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THERE IS VERY little worth saying in this world that hasn’t already been said by either Mark Twain, Oscar Wilde, or Winston Churchill. Though all three indubitably had their favorite pets, and I use that word loosely, Churchill was by far the most avid animal lover. It is no wonder that this wise and witty warrior was able to weather the wrath of the Wehrmacht so well. He knew that in life success was never final and failure rarely fatal and what was important was what you did after that. Much of Churchill’s personal strength and iron will, widely acknowledged to have played a major part in pulling England through the dark days of World War II, can be attributed, I believe, in no small part to the comfort and spiritual stamina of a soul that shares its life and its love with animals.

As for the wit of the man, the incidents are legend and legion. There was the time Churchill was in the upstairs loo, in the words of my friend the Reverend Goat Carson, “letting the possum out.” An annoying politician came to the front door and, with great urgency, prevailed upon the servant to give the message to the prime minister that he must see him immediately. When the servant dutifully went upstairs and relayed the message, the great man is said to have responded, “I can only take one shit at a time.”

Then there was the time when George Bernard Shaw was opening a new play in London. The playwright and Churchill were not fond of each other, but the play’s producers prevailed upon Shaw to send Churchill an invitation to opening night. Shaw sent the invitation, scrawling a personal note at the bottom, “Bring a friend, if you have one.”

Churchill wrote back expressing his regrets that he couldn’t make opening night. At the bottom he wrote, “Will attend a later performance, if there is one.”
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Kinky Fricdman is not only a man of the
people, he's a man of the animal kingdom.

Kinky is a man who wears many hats—not just a
Stetson. Aside from being a politico, folksinger, and
mystery author, he’s also a longtime animal advocate
and fecls as passionately about his pets as he docs about
legislative reform. But raher than simply write about

his own experiences, why shouldn' he include a few

fri Of course, Kinky's address book is unique, and

he’s taken full advantage. In his new collection,

Kinkys Celebrity Pet Files, the Kinkster writes about

his famous fricnds and their pets you've never met,

cach with a story

delighcful and offbeat as the
author himsclf

Kinky has gathered together an eclectic and
extraordinary group of talented celcbrity pals to talk
about the subject nearest and dearest to their hearts:
their pets. With candid, personal photos of the stars

and their beloved animals and insider storics to match,

the book islike a party only Kinky could throw, and
the results are both enteraining and endearing, I¢s

Kinky’s
cians, like

ot your average celebrity pet book, becau

not your average celebrity. He's got mu
Johnny Cash and his pig, Brian Wilson with his
dog, and Willic Nelson d i

impersonation; actors and comedians ranging from

ng his best horsew

Phylls Diller with Miss Kitty to Richard Pryor on a
pygmy pony; and a lincup of writrs, politicians, and
some heroes of the past—Bill Clinton, Joseph Heller,

and Mark Twain, to namea few.

Hilarious, oddball, hearcwarming, and edgy al

once, Kinkys Celebrity Pet Filesis a book for animal

lovers, celebrity junkies, and anyone who just likes a

good story. Isalitle weird, i’s completely charming,
and it's 100 percent Kinky.

KINKY FRIEDMAN lives

hills of Texas. He has four dogs, on

one Smith Corona typewriter. He is a defender of

strays. To find out more about the Kinkster and

his advocacy on behalf of animals everywhere, visit
; com and .
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