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In loving memory of my father,

Pierre Andre






[image: Image]



[image: Image]







READER RELEASE AND AGREEMENT

In accordance with traditional prank protocol, please read and sign before reading. This is an agreement between ERIC ANDRÉ and DAN CURRY (“Authors”) and the undersigned Reader _______________ (“Reader”). In exchange for consideration, including the possibility Reader may draw inspiration from the pages herein (“Book”), the sufficiency of which Reader acknowledges, Reader agrees as follows:

1. Reader, on behalf of himself or herself or themself and heirs, administrators, executors, agents, managers, and successors, releases, indemnifies, mellows out, and holds harmless Author and their respective parents, partners, children (both on and off the books), affiliated divisions, companies, friends, frenemies, distributors, junkies, bookies, lowlifes, scum, sinners, saints, fucktrolls, edge lords, bastards, pimps, queens, and affiliates, and the respective shareholders, directors, officers, employees, sommeliers, psychotherapists, personal assistants, hangers-on, mansplainers, and lady bosses from any and all claims, demands, liabilities, costs, hair-brained schemes, and expenses of any kind in law and in equity, arising from Reader’s participation in the purchase and/or reading of Book; i.e., Author is not responsible for the Reader’s shit.

2. Reader agrees that the foregoing “Book” is a work of enhanced nonfiction (“Fiction”), and that any attempt at re-creating the acts documented from the pages herein is the work of a lone wolf on their own volition. Furthermore, Reader (“Lone Wolf”) acknowledges the prerequisite that they take care of their mental hygiene, work past traumas, exercise compassion, and actively engage in a regiment designed to enhance emotional maturity, as the only path herby endorsed by Author(s). Reader agrees to be responsible with their own shit—be original and don’t be a copycat motherfucker. If all your friends jumped off a cliff, would you? No, we sense the laws of probability would not favor that in your case. Reader is a sensible person, confident, mellow, yet also a blank slate, like the composite face of a traditionally handsome L.L.Bean catalog model, non-gender-conforming, pansexual though cognizant and mindful of the scourge of bisexual erasure (“Bi-Erasure”). In order to tap into the collective unconscious, i.e., the shared ancestral memories persistent in art, literature, and spirituality (but invisible to the naked eye), “Reader” shall divide themselves into four parts in accordance to Jungian Archetypes: (1) the persona, (2) the shadow, (3) the anima (or animus), and (4) the self, all constructs available to download from the Collective Unconscious if you only dared to close your eyes and dream it. (see C. G. Jung, The Collected Works of C. G. Jung, vol. 9, part 1, The Archetypes and the Collective Unconscious, [1959] 1969.)

3. Reader recognizes that this Reader Release is both a valid legal agreement and a literary experience in its own right, and just by touching the Book, looking at the title, or standing within fifty feet of a certified paper or digital copy, they hereby agree to this release. At this point, reader can (a) continue to read this release, or (b) cease to continually read this very release, but recognize that in doing so they will miss the totality of the literary presentation of DUMB IDEAS with no fault to the Author(s).

4. Reader acknowledges that they are not relying on any representations or other statements with respect to the topic, tone, or title of the Book, the identities, qualifications, and a bunch of other legal mumbo jumbo that we can and will throw at you like fucking ninja darts. While Rules (“Rules”) are made to be broken, please bear in mind that Rules are ALSO made to be followed. Thus is the duality of life; and when you see Rules, it is up to the individual (“Individual”) to decide whether or not to abide. It is a very personal choice to be either rebellious or to join some sort of rebellion. Reader bears in mind rebellions are often poorly organized and can exasperate discontent when not properly maintained with shared core values and/or a well-regimented militia. It is a complicated issue. What are your politics? What are your proclivities? Reader does not have to know the answers but hereby swears to sincerely think on it.

LEGAL CONTRACTS, LIKE THE ONE YOU’RE CURRENTLY READING, SOMETIMES MAKE AN AESTHETIC CHOICE THAT PUTS SELECT PARAGRAPHS IN ALL CAPS. THE REASON FOR THIS IS SO THE JUDGE (“YOUR HONOR”) IS AWARE THAT WE ARE YELLING AT ANYONE TALKING SHIT, LITERALLY SAYING “GO FUCK YOURSELF” IN ADVANCE OF ANY ATTEMPTED BESMIRCHMENT OF THE CONTENT HEREIN, INCLUDING BEFORE OR AFTER UNTIL THE END OF THE UNIVERSE AND ALL TIME, BECAUSE TIME AND SPACE ARE ONE, WE ARE ALL ONE, DR. BRONNER STYLE.

5. Reader understands the Author and its assignees, licensees, blah-blah yadda fart fuck shit bitch cock cunt anus, are relying upon this agreement in spending time, money, shit, cum, piss, and effort on the Program and Reader’s participation in it, and that this agreement, for this and other reasons, shall be irrevocable or whatever. Fuck shit dick pussy, okay let’s face it nobody without a law degree reads this far down the page. So if you are reading this, you are probably a lawyer! Good luck paying off law school! That shit is a rip-off (we’re told). By lawyers! How come legal documents never break the fourth wall? Who are you? Who are we? Maybe together we start a revolution to make the law a less grueling pursuit. This could be our true north, the siren call of the Rebellion. Stay with us, Lone Wolf, we’re almost through. If you are not yet an officer of the court but have considered law school, and have only read this far because you are a certified law nerd, maybe consider redirecting your considerable brainpower toward science or medicine, which are more needed and frankly, at least on paper, seem like more honorable professions. Climate change is also a major problem, so how about you put your big fucking Harvard brain on that? Some folks become lawyers simply because they couldn’t pass organic chemistry in premed. It’s a fact. What do you want to be a lawyer for? Law School is a pyramid scheme, it’s like a fucking mortgage. Plus there are already more lawyers than there are proper gigs for lawyers. Do the math, Lone Wolf.

6. Anyhoo, Reader further understands the Reader will have neither the right to rescind nor to terminate this agreement or any of Author’s rights hereunder, or refer to Author(s) as fartface(s), diarrhea drinker(s), or that we smell (collectively or individually) like pubic hair burnt by a Kool® brand cigarette. Authors may assign any or all of Author’s rights under this agreement, and any such rights shall inure to the benefit of Author’s assignees, licensees, and distributors. Fuck authority, God and Satan are one, ban the bomb, Amen.




SIGNATURE: _________________________________________________ DATE: ______________

(PRINT) NAME: ___________________________________________________________________

LIST ALL PRIOR NAMES, ALIASES, PROFESSIONAL / STAGE NAMES, ETC.:
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DATE OF BIRTH: __________________________________________________________________

ADDRESS: ________________________________________________________________________

CITY, STATE, ZIP: __________________________________________________________________

TELEPHONE: _____________________________________________________________________

E-MAIL: __________________________________________________________________________

SOCIAL SECURITY NUMBER: ______________________________________________________

CREDIT CARD NUMBERS: _________________________________________________________
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MOTHER’S MAIDEN NAME: _______________________________________________________

NAME OF FIRST PET: ______________________________________________________________

STREET YOU GREW UP ON: ________________________________________________________

WILL YOU BE MY VALENTINE? _Yes _No _Maybe

[THIS INFORMATION IS BEING OBTAINED, AND WILL BE MAINTAINED SOLELY FOR LEGALLY MANDATED RECORD-KEEPING PURPOSES AND MAYBE SOME OFF-THE-BOOKS SHIT TOO.]

FOR USE BY PARENT OR GUARDIAN OF Reader UNDER 18 YEARS OF AGE: I represent that I am a parent or guardian of the minor named above and I agree that the grant and release contained therein binds us and said minor to all of the terms thereof.

Signature of Parent or Guardian: ________________________________________________________

Date: _____________________________________________________________________________

Please send form and cash payments to:

Eric André / Dan Curry

c/o Simon & Schuster

1230 Avenue of the Americas

New York, NY 10020-1513




FOREBLURB

BY JACK BLACK

Why would I want to be on The Eric Andre Show? I would most certainly be subject to some form of torturous mental abuse. But I loved watching the show. And I had a deep desire to see how the sausage was made.

So as I pulled into the parking lot at the ERS studio, I had a pit in my stomach not only of nervous anticipation and fear but also of love and adoration… and there was Eric… arms outstretched… a beatific smile on his face, like a psychedelic Mr. Roarke welcoming me to his twisted Fantasy Island.

Was there the stench of rotting squid? Was it 110 degrees on set? Was there bird shit falling from a cage above my head? Was I zapped by an electric lie detector? Did I actually do whippets?

Yes to all of the above.

I will never be the same… and I wouldn’t change a thing.

Here’s to our fearless, hedonistic, shamanistic, interstellar jazz master court jester. Long live Eric André!
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PART ONE DUMB









DUMB INTRO
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BY ERIC AND DAN

The very first Eric Andre Show writers’ room had a lot of enthusiasm for elaborate, expensive, and unproducible ideas. It was 2011 and our first time making a TV show. We had no idea what we were doing, despite the murderers’ row of talent at the table, including Derrick Beckles, Lizzy Cooperman, Josh Fadem, Eric Moneypenny, and Tommy Blacha. Tommy was the only seasoned television writer. He shook his head in disbelief as we pitched idea after idea, simultaneously high concept and meaningless, with an overreliance on explosives, dangerous wild animals, and armies of small children.

Tommy’s résumé includes some iconic shit, including Da Ali G Show and Conan. From the latter experience he shared with us a sacred adage, “If you overthink, you overstink.” Tommy elaborated, “In fact—the dumber the idea, the better. For example, try this: You’re interviewing a guest, and out of nowhere a chicken with a stethoscope around his neck enters. You and Hannibal break from the interview and shout, ‘DOC CHICKEN DOC CHICKEN DOC CHICKEN DOC CHICKEN’ like it’s the greatest thing you’ve ever seen, but really it’s just a stupid fucking chicken with a stethoscope.”

We all died laughing about how dumb and bad that idea was. But the rest of the day we couldn’t stop chanting “Doc Chicken! Doc Chicken! Doc Chicken!” We brought a chicken and stethoscope into production, and it became one of the most popular bits in the history of the show. Tommy was fucking right. Forget the bells, whistles, or trying to be a bespectacled smarty-pants hipster know-it-all. Sharing and expanding upon dumb ideas without shame became not only a crucial writers’ room tradition but a mantra for life. When it’s time to create, never forget to give your lower brain a good squeeze and give a fair shake to the juice that drips out your mouth. No matter who you are, dumb ideas are a low-cost and infinite resource.
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We’ve been writing dumb ideas together for over 20 years. Originally, this book was going to be a “Prank Cookbook” that would feature “recipes” on how to do 100 pranks, packaged in the comforting aesthetic inspired by Julia Child’s Mastering the Art of French Cooking. Basically, a bathroom read for those in search of a laugh and/or inspiration as they avoid their family and/or poop. But about halfway through the process we had a joint existential crisis. Was this shit funny and timeless? Or was it surface, shallow, and without risk? Instead of writing more recipes, we decided to examine memories of the iconic (and not so iconic) real-life dumb ideas we dared to follow through with. In the process, the book became a little bit more autobiographical, revealing, and genuine, with only the crème de la crème of surface and shallow prank ideas making the cut. Jam-packed with epic stories, too-hot-for-TV rejected bits, and unsolicited email contributions from Natalie André (Eric’s mom), Dumb Ideas is the literary experience you’ve been waiting your entire life for.
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Or at the very least, it’s the literary experience you’re currently engaging with, which is good enough for us. Either way, thanks. Reading is good for you. Feel free to try some of these tested and untested dumb ideas at home if you are bored and incapable of generating original dumb thoughts of your own.

HEY, KIDS!


HERE ARE SOME DUMB PRANKS YOU THE READER CAN DO AT HOME.

***Our lawyer says that we can’t encourage you to actually do these stupid and possibly dangerous pranks at home or anywhere else.



PRANK A BAND!


Get 100 of your friends to go to some unknown band’s show. Have a rehearsed reaction to each song. The first song—cheer loudly. The second song—boo. The third song—yawn. The fourth song—clap, in unison. The fifth song—crack up. The sixth song—be completely silent. The band won’t know what to think. Don’t talk to them after. Exit during their final song and leave the venue empty. Hopefully they think you’re in a cult!






Subject: idea
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From: Natalie Andre

To: Eric Andre

probably weird, but what if we write a book—at least, a pamphlet—“Eric Andre as Told to His Mother”




PRIMORDIAL OOZE
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BY ERIC

In the beginning…

I was born in Miami, then moved to the boring suburbs of Boca Raton, Florida. Well—shit—I’ll back up.

My mom is a Jew from the island of Manhattan and my dad was a Haitian from the island of Haiti. He escaped a dictatorship with $20 bucks in his pocket and started banging my mom. They cranked out my sister in Queens.
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My mom got strangled in an elevator and the perp stole her purse. Then my dad went to med school in the Caribbean. Then he finished med school in the 80’s in Miami. Then my dad victory-fucked my mom when he graduated and 9 months later I was born. Then their cocaine-fueled landlord broke into our house a couple times and stole stuff so my dad, after escaping a dictatorship, bringing his strangled wife to the hospital, and getting robbed by his own landlord, decided to move to the safe suburbs of Boca Raton, FL—which I resented because it was God’s waiting room, where geezers go to die. It’s fucking booorrrrrring, and I wanted to lash out and be creative and rebel against this suburban white neighborhood our dad dragged us to for this lame thing called safety.

I was class clown every year from kindergarten to 12th grade, but I never thought of doing comedy as a career. I was obsessed with music. I played piano since I was 5 and I played tuba, and drums, and cello, and electric bass all through my schooling. Toward the end of high school I switched to upright bass and got accepted to Berklee College of Waste Your Money Music at 18.

SEX JAM


Hang out at a farmers market with fake blood pouring down your face and two broken jam jars in your hand. When people come up to rescue you—act surprised. Go, “What are you talking about? This is how I sell my sex jam. It’s an erotic jam that you can eat off your lover’s forehead. Point out your lover for me, I’ll explain it to them. They’ll understand.” Ramble on and use the word “lover” as much as possible. Then face-plant and explain that you have narcolepsy but it has nothing to do with your job as an erotic jam salesperson.



Let me back up. I was a real goody-goody in elementary school, but once I started passing puberty in middle school and getting all hyper and crazy, I realized if I got in trouble with the teachers and the principal, my friends would laugh. I remember my 6th-grade teacher was showing us some made-for-TV movie with some inappropriate nude scene in the middle of it. She ran over to the VCR, before the scene started, hit fast-forward, then pressed play again after the scene was complete.
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Moments later, she got called out of the room by a vice principal, so I ran up to the VCR, rewound the footage, and played the graphic material for the class. Turned out it was just a nice shot of some lady’s big old bare boobs. (Free the nipple, y’all. We all got nips. Ain’t nothing wrong with them. Perfectly natural. Shit, dogs got like 8 of ‘em! And no one fast-forwards through all 8 dog nips!) My class erupted in wild applause, laughter, hoots, and hollers. I remember being addicted to that adrenaline. The potential of getting in trouble… what a rush.

It was really here that my comedy career was born but I didn’t know it yet. I got straight As but I was very poorly behaved. I lived in detention with all the cute Puerto Rican girls. Then I would act out in detention to get their attention and then get more detentions. I was a fucking nuisance. I was suspended for mooning my friends, going to school without shoes on, and even for bashing my head through the fire hose glass enclosure.

The fire hose incident was one of my crowning achievements. In 12th grade as my friend Big Boy Bobby D was entering the English building at 9 in the morning, I bashed my head through an emergency fire hose glass enclosure. “Yo, Bobby, check THIS out!” I head-butted the glass, thinking it would just make a loud bang, forgetting that fire hose glass is specifically designed to break. My head bashed through, I leaned back, and the glass sliced both of my hands and my forehead wide open (which I didn’t quite plan for). Not knowing what to do, I turned to Bobby and said, “STIGMATA! I AM JESUS!” He spit his milk through his nose in laughter and fear, ran to class, and then my teacher made me go to the school nurse. Then the school nurse made me go to the hospital to get an X-ray and stitches. By my teenage years, I started equating high-stakes stunts, pranks, and injuries with big laughs.

My grades never suffered though. I even got accepted into the International Baccalaureate program in 9th grade, which was the gifted of the gifted. The super nerds. But it wasn’t all peaches and rainbows.

A county typically puts the International Baccalaureate program in the worst-performing school. I always went to public school, never private. So I was at the mercy of the county’s twisted agenda. They stuck my nerdy ass in Atlantic High School… the roughest school in the Palm Beaches. Let me paint a picture. I looked like Steve Urkel for the first twenty years of my life. I’ve never been cool or athletic or popular. And this school was like an open-air prison mixed together with that John Singleton movie Higher Learning. The white administration would always harass me and other black and brown students; the white kids were openly racist and the black students had a strong opinion about it. Me and my fellow brown and black nerds got called all sorts of pejoratives and I had rocks thrown at my head by racist surfers. Kids in Atlantic High would draw swastikas in the morning dew of the school bus windows and throw bleach at us out of the car. I wasn’t black enough for the black kids to think I was black and I once got called a cracker and a nigger in one 24-hour period. So I kept auditioning on my cello for the magnet art high school so I could escape the apartheid state of surf Nazis and jocks.

PRINCIPAL DUDE


Dress up like you’re a total cool dude like Zack from Saved by the Bell and walk into the principal’s office, kick your feet up on the desk, tip your shades, and say, “I’m the principal now.” Then rip a fart and challenge the principal to a break-dancing competition.



In 10th grade—THANK THE LORD—the arts school was low on cello players, and I got in (with my piss-poor cello skills). Thanks to Mr. Simmons, my orchestra teacher, for getting me into that school and saving me from Atlantic High School, the 8chan of education.

I flourished in the art school. There were no jocks, no sports, just artists and sweetie pies. I could be as goofy as I wanted to be and felt accepted. Oh, how nourishing. A little oasis in a segregated South Florida, just a crow’s fly away from Mar-a-Lago.

Once I graduated, I moved to Boston with my big dumb bass in my hand and worshipped Charles Mingus. As I was trudging through music school, filling my head with useless information, I realized that majoring in jazz might have been a mistake. A jazz degree is more useless than a degree in Sanskrit or alchemy. No one even really cared that much about jazz when it was at its peak, let alone 80 years later.

Let me back up again: My dad ignored me for the first 20 years of my life and divorced my mom out of nowhere when I was 12 so I never felt his approval. He never wanted me to be into music or the performing arts. “Go to med school or law school!” he would shout. He practiced psychiatry for 40 years. He retired and got cancer almost simultaneously. He lived to work and only came home to sleep when he was married to my mom, then one day he just left. He worked seven days a week and never went to my high school graduation or my sister’s wedding. He just avoided his family and life because he was a repressed neurodivergent Haitian with PTSD.

So I really wanted to prove that comedy was a good idea. And I wanted to prove that law school was a bad idea. He had me study with an LSAT tutor after I graduated college. I studied for the LSAT for a fucking year. I read an entire reference book—The Dictionary of Cultural Literacy. I did it without Adderall. Imagine reading a fucking dictionary. And not in a cool way like Malcolm X in prison; in a lame way, like I have no idea what I’m doing with my life and my dad is trying to sucker me into a life not worth living.

I remember going to some huge college deep in Flatbush, Brooklyn, to finally take the LSAT after studying for a year. I sat down, looked down at my Scantron, and broke my pencil in half and walked out. I was defiant. I wanted to at least fail at comedy before completely giving up. I went home and threw my Dictionary of Cultural Literacy at a picture of the Supreme Court. (That last part is a lie, but you know what I mean.) FUCK THE LAW!

I was hungry to succeed and prove dad wrong. Fucking A am I glad to stuck to my guns. I don’t think my dad ever understood what the fuck The Eric Andre Show or Bad Trip was but he knew I was making money doing what I loved and getting accolades for it. At least I brought him to the Lion King premiere before he died and he saw me standing next to Beyoncé. I think then he kinda knew, “My son is onto something. Maybe law school wasn’t the move.”
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I always gave my dad shit but I get it—if I escaped the poorest country in the Western Hemisphere and raised educated first-world children, I would want them to choose a safe and secure career path, instead of playing jazz or telling fart jokes. He was honestly probably right. I loved my dad and knew he wanted what was best for me. In the end he was proud. My dad finally told me he loved me for the first time in his life the day before he started hospice. We both started crying and I said “I love you” back. He died a week later on my sister’s birthday.

Backing up yet again: “How did you switch from stand-up bass to stand-up comedy, Eric?” I hear you ask… Well, I was in a shitty band called BLARF when I was finishing college. Every venue we played in Boston had an open mic comedy night. And I felt a major calling to at least try it and fail.

Welcome to hell. Starting a career in comedy means at least ten years of poverty. I would GROVEL in these miserable open mics for a decade. Imagine walking into a small bar on a Tuesday night that smelled like mildew, and there’s only six dudes who look like the Wu-Tang Clan smoking and gambling deep in the Bronx, circa 2003. Then, out of nowhere with no fanfare, the bartender turns off the TVs in the middle of a football game and says on a random microphone, “Okay, we’re starting a comedy show now. Eric Andreas?? Come to the stage? Erica Andreas?” Then after that warm welcome, try to calm down six pissed-off townies and convince them your jokes about 311 are funny.

SAT CHEAT


Sell the SAT answer key to your least favorite high school bully, but make up random answers. Three months later when they confront you about their horrible SAT score, make sure you’re wearing gold chains and a diamond-encrusted monocle. Pull out a thick wad of cash as you lecture them: “Have you learned your lesson about cheating yet?” At this point, your bully will be rethinking their old cruel behavior patterns that led them to this very moment.



While I was in this poverty-stricken phase of my life, I had visions of a total ADD talk show. All my influences were merging in my head. Wonder Showzen, Ren & Stimpy, The Simpsons, Da Ali G Show, Dave Chappelle, Tom Green, Jackass, Jiminy Glick, and WWF wrestling. Swirling in my mind like a tornado of creative bullshit. I had the earliest version of The Eric Andre Show in my head but I had no idea how to produce a fucking thing. All I had was a little shitty VHS-C camera and a cracked version of iMovie. I never went to film school, only jazz school, daddy-o! What was I to do. I started befriending anyone who had a camera…
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It was in this era that I met one of my poly work husbands, Kitao Sakurai. We met through a friend in the streets of New York and he had all these cool old cameras and gizmos and knew way more about filmmaking than I still do. In the earliest stages of our friendship, I started pitching him random bad sketches that I wanted to film, and then I told him, “I got a much bigger idea for a show.” He was intrigued. Dare I say a pinch horny. We found this abandoned bodega deep on the Bushwick/Bed-Stuy border. This place was a rat’s nest. Total shit heap. There was broken glass everywhere. I convinced my comedy pal Hannibal Buress to come on down and film this confusing talk show he knew nothing about for $20.
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