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A hilarious blast of scathing irreverence
from the award-winning actor and
comedian.A“A pissed off Leary is the
best Leary,A” says one critic of the
writer and comic. In Why We Suck, Dr.
Denis Leary uses his common sense, and
his biting and hilarious take on the
world, to attack the politically correct,
the hypocritical, the obese, the thin--
basically  everyone  who  takes
themselves too seriously. He does so
with the extra oomph of a doctorate



bestowed upon him by his alma mater
Emerson College. A“Sure itA's just a
celebrity type of thing--they only gave it
to me because IA'm famous.A” Leary
explains. A“But itA's legal and it means
I get to say IA'm a doctor--just like Dr.
Phil.A” In Why We Suck, LearyA's
famously smart style and sardonic wit
have found their fullest and fiercest
expression yet. Zeroing in on the
ridiculous wherever he finds it, Leary
unravels his Irish Catholic upbringing,
the folly of celebrity, the pressures of
family life, and the great hypocrisy of
politics with the same bright, savage,
and profane insight he brought to his
critically acclaimed one-man shows No
Cure for Cancer and Lock A'n Load, and



his platinum-selling song, A“Asshole.A”
Proudly Irish American, defiantly
working class, with a reserve of
compassion for the underdog and the
overlooked, Leary delivers blistering
diatribes that are penetrating social
commentary with no holds barred.
LearyA's book will find wide appeal
among people who want to laugh out
loud or find a guide who matches their
view of whatA's wrong in America and
the world-at-large; and fans of his one-
man shows, his many movies, and
Rescue Me, LearyA's Golden Globe and
EmmyA-nominated television show.
Why We Suck is the latest salvo from
one of AmericaA's most original and
biting comic satirists.
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“Just remember, kid—it’s all bullshit.”

—ROBERT MITCHUM, WHISPERING
INTO NICK NOLTE"S

EAR AT THE ACADEMY AWARDS



DOCTOR’S NOTE

I’d like to point out that all of the facts
and allegations and medical science
spoken about in this book have all been
thoroughly researched. By me and my
staff. Which means—just me. I didn’t
make footnotes and I’m not listing any
evidence. That shit just takes way too
long. You wanna find out if what I say is
true IS actually true? Google it. That’s
what I did. The things I didn’t bother to
Google? They happened to me firsthand.
Good luck and good reading.

Dr. Leary
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SECRET HIDDEN
MESSAGE PAGE

I have never been fat. But [ have been—
and oftentimes continue to be—Iloud,
lazy and stupid. So put down the Pop-
Tarts and listen up a little. I’m trying to
help us here.



A SECOND NOTE FROM
THE DOCTOR

Just in case you still do not understand
(and given the condition of this country
and the people we place into elected
office, I think there are whole cities full
of morons who couldn’t beat a bag of
hammers in a game of Scrabble out
there) let me make it simple for you:

This 1s a comedy book.
Which means it’s meant to be funny.
So when I say something in here 1 am

offering up my opinion, my slightly
exaggerated take on people, places and



things and very often a twisted take on
reality.

In other words: it is parody, satire and
poking fun.

If you are mentioned within these pages
and your first reaction is to call a
lawyer?

Good night and good luck.

Because there are endless things you can
buy in America—but a sense of humor
isn’t one of them.

We got pills and potions for your head,



face, fears, tits, ass, anxieties, colon,
kidneys, alcohol addiction, drug jones,
heart, lungs, lips and attitude—but we
don’t have anything that can make you
laugh at yourself.

Otherwise—before you read this book?
I’d prescribe a fist full of'it.

Once again,

Dr. Denis
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PROLOGUE
Put this book down.

Right now.
Do not buy it.
Stop reading.
Now.

Why are you still reading this?
Okay.

I warned you.



Now I will beg you, beseech you—in
short, do everything possible in the
limited format of this medium to get you
to buy any other book within reach right
now (if this book was a gift and you are
at home or on a plane or sitting in a hotel
room somewhere 1 would suggest
grabbing a newspaper or a magazine or
even your laptop) because this book is
going to piss you off.

If you are a woman, you will soon be
livid.

If you are a man, you are going to be
filled with a burning rage.

If you are a kid—meaning anyone under
the age of eighteen—you will soon be
filled with shock and awe.



Scratch that.

If you are under the age of twenty-five
you will soon be filled with shock and
awe.

If you are a fan of Oprah—good luck.

If you hate Oprah or Oprah tends to
drive you insane—you too will need
some assistance.

This is not a book for the faint of heart
or the politically correct or the weak or
the extreme right wing or the left of
center leftist Democrat or nuns or any



other members of any organized religion
or New York Yankee fans.

[ am warning you—I am not here to
make you feel all warm and fuzzy or
superior to everyone else or all soft and
gooey inside. I am here to debunk and
declassify and otherwise hold up a
brutally honest mirror to our fat, ugly,
lazy American selves.

I am here to explain how we can and
must thin the herd and extricate the
stupid and eradicate the obese and take
Rush Limbaugh’s head and make a bong
out of it.

Senators, psychopaths, fence-sitters (all



three of those may sometimes be the
same person), celebrity assholes (hello),
presidents, centerfielders, centerfolds—
everyone is up for grabs here.

Because I’m sick of it all.

I’m sick of low self-esteem and fake fat-
suit-wearing female talk-show hosts and
extreme makeovers and Cats The
Musical and cats in general and steroid-
laden home-run hitters and Paris Hilton
andGrey’s Anatomy and Reese
Witherspoon movies and Paris Hilton’s
himbo boyfriends and celebrity rehab
and Dr. Phil and Terrell Owens and
almost anyone else you can think of.



This country—including you and most of
the people related to you by birth or
marriage or both—is populated by
beings who have been so blessed for so
long that they have become almost
completely immune to any interests other
than their own.

Open ass—insert head.

THAT is the mantra with which most of
America lives each and every day.

THAT’S what should be printed on the
plaque beneath our beloved Statue of
Liberty. Along with the following:

Welcome to America where I’M not fat,
I’M not stupid, I’M not the problem—



YOU are.

Americans have been so isolated
geographically, financially and
psychologically for so long that we don’t
even see reality in the mirror anymore.
Everyone has bought so far into their
own bullshit—backed up by other jerk-
offs and human jack-o’-lanterns on TV—
that the truth has been distorted into a
believable fantasy world: I can’t be
overweight, look at the tub-a-lard sitting
next to me. The food I eat can’t be bad
for me ’cause the commercial on TV
says it’s actually healthy., I'm not
addicted to these doctor-prescribed
drugs, the drug company discovered a
disease that I have and then invented



these pills to cure me.

Responsibility, research and actual
factual thinking have gone out the
window. If most people in this country
see something on TV it must be
true/news/necessary/important.
Therefore, when things go wrong—how
can the innocent citizen/TV watcher be
at fault?

I spill a vat-sized “cup” of morning
coffee onto my giant cellulite-dimpled
thighs at the take-out window and suffer
third-degree burns because it was hot
and I desperately needed to wash down
the two-ton doughnut I just manhandled
into my gaping mouth—do [ blame



myself and go on a diet and start
working out?

No.

I sue McDonald’s because the take-out
window kid who handed me the cup of
joe—who’s from Bumfuck, Mexico, and
has been in this country all of eighteen
weeks and only knows the English
words “can | take your order, please,”
“would you like fries with that” and “go
Yankees”—didn’t warn me that the
coffee was the same temperature as the
air in the hut he grew up in was every
single day of his childhood.

Open ass—insert head with flame-red



tongue.

My kid is the size of an out-of-shape
NFL offensive lineman, has what within
two months might become a full-blown
Fu Manchu mustache and is already
smoking two packs a day and watching
Internet porn even though SHE is only
twelve years old.

Do I put her on a diet and make her start
working out?

Fuck no.

I sue McDonald’s because they make
shitty, hormone-and-chemical-filled
food that she eats every single day three
TIMES a day because I'm very very



busy living my selfish extended
adolescent life and don’t have time to:
a. Cook her normal food.
b. Monitor her free time.
c. Stop smoking pot and drinking so
her easiest sources of alcohol and
marijuana dry up.

Open ass—insert thick, self-medicated
head.

An out-of-shape and overweight guy in
Denver, Colorado, claims he developed
lung cancer because he ate microwave
popcorn with artificial butter flavoring.
He loved when he would pull the bag
out of the microwave and tear open the
top and it would go “WHOOF” and he



would stick his face in and inhale the
aroma. You can just hear him sucking in
the sweet sweet smell of all that great
fake butter, can’t you? Just like Homer
Simpson: Ooooh—buttery fake butter.
After whiffing up the cloud of chemicals,
this moron on a mission would proceed
to scarf down the entire bag and then—
that’s right—start the whole process all
over again. He admits to snorting and
scarfing two bags a day so let’s do the
actual math and add the two more bags
he won’t admit to because he probably
figures four bags a day would just be
really embarrassing so what we have
here is a guy who ate and sniffed so
much fake butter that he developed the
same cancer that people who work in the



plant where they manufacture the fake
butter did—people who make thousands
of bags of pretend popcorn every single
day.

Should he blame himself for his lazy
butter-assed slovenly ways?

Nope.

The popcorn factory workers filed a
dangerous workplace/permanent health
damages lawsuit and he decided to ride

their cancer coattails all the way to the
bank.

Let’s up his total to at least five bags a
day. Whatever the actual number might
be I’'ll guarantee you one thing right now



—you don’t wanna be THIS guy when
you’re sitting down in the lung cancer
chemotherapy waiting room. ’Cause
when the guy who worked in a coal mine
for twenty-seven years or the fireman
who spent decades pulling people out of
asbestos-ridden burning buildings asks
how YOU got lung cancer the last word
you wanna mention is “popcorn.”

Open ass—insert fake butter bag.

And I don’t wanna hear the words
“misogyny,” “racial profiling” or
“politically incorrect.”

I’m talking common goddam sense.



Misogynistic means you hate women—it
doesn’t mean you hate women because
you are trying to tell them what they do
not want to hear.

Like yes, your ass IS fat.

Or no—most heterosexual men do NOT
find Renée Zellweger attractive.

AND—it’s not possible that every single
pair of shoes or every dress you decide
to buy can be on sale. Maybe four
hundred and seventy-nine dollars is the
ACTUAL price and “marked down from
seven hundred” is what they teach the
salesclerk to tell you.

Danica Patrick—the much-heralded and



publicized and ostracized and cursed-
about-by-men female race car driver
finally won her first race in 2008.
Legions of women all over the earth
were quoted in happy, feminist quotes
about female power and female
challenges and equal rights and equal
abilities. Danica cried as she accepted
her trophy and was photographed in all
of her glory and joy. But the picture that
was most often seen the next day was
Danica in a bikini. From her pages in
Sports Illustrated ’s Annual Swimsuit
Issue. In which she looked very very hot.
Now—we can all agree or disagree
about that picture and its placement and
why she took it and are women
objectified and blah blah sexist blah—



but the truth is if you ask most men if
they are attracted to a woman who can
drive faster than them you will get either
a no or a big fat maybe. But if you ask
most men if they mind a woman who
looks like Danica does in a bathing suit
beating their brains out on the track? The
answer is—not at all. Especially if she’s
WEARING the bikini while she drives.
Hell—I’1l sign up right now and ride
shotgun. As a matter of fact—I wish
there were a whole race of female race
car drivers who drove like cheetahs on
crack and looked fine in a swimsuit
issue—I think the ratings would go
through the roof.

But that will NEVER happen.



If you are a woman reading this, odds
are Danica will win another few races
but not you. Or your daughter. Danica is
an anomaly. You and your daughter most
likely are not. Even if you somehow
managed to convince yourself that you
were Danica Part Deux and passed
every physical and mental challenge in
your path and got sponsored and suited
up and officially entered and placed on
the track—you would never win a single
IndyCar—EVER. Even if all the other
male drivers were involved in an
incredible crash that left them literally
without the wherewithal to circle the
track, you would be unable to maneuver
around and between all the burning and
airborne debris fast enough to see the



checkered flag,

Especially if you have or plan on having
kids.

Why?

Because there’s an instinct built into the
female DNA—if a woman is still of
natural child-bearing age—to protect
herself and not risk the future of her
children, whether they exist in egg or
embryo or live germ-factory form.
Potential kid, kid in the oven or kid
already running around. It’s why most
women don’t wish to get into fistfights
or shoot animals or fly airplanes into tall
buildings—unless it’s to protect or feed
or avenge the lives of their own
children. You wanna win the Daytona
5007 We would have to strap your



firstborn into the shotgun seat of a lead
car driven by a crazed ex-boyfriend on a
revenge ride from hell or your current
lover while he was under chemical
influence and give either of them a
fifteen-second head start and then and
only then would you be headed for a
victory lap. And the winner’s circle
celebration would probably involve
breast instead of bottled milk.

It’s absolutely commonsense fact: girls
like to dance and boys like to hit. That’s
why girls become cheerleaders and boys
become football players.

Girls play mommy and boys pretend to
kill each other. Girls like pretty clothes
and boys like fire trucks.



For women, their list of hot men
includes a dad who waits at the corner
bus stop with his toddler son and places
him on the bus with a kiss atop the head
and waves goodbye as the bus drives
away. This man could be thirty pounds
overweight and wearing a goofy hat.
Women will still find him sexy.

For men—a mom doing the same thing—
placing her toddler on the bus with a
loving kiss and a wave—would be just
as hot and sexy. As long as she was built
like Giselle Bundchen and wearing a
leopard-print thong.

I know 1t’s awful. I know 1it’s incredibly
simple and stupid and sad.



But it’s true.

As a matter of fact—you could skip the
kid and the bus and just have Thong
Mom walk down to the corner and stand
there—same difference for straight men.

A recent online poll by Woman's Day
magazine came up with these results:

When asked which they would rather
have—Jennifer Aniston’s body or a
million dollars—78 percent of the
women chose the money.

If you had asked men—78 percent would



have chosen Jennifer Aniston’s body—
as long as they could press it right up
against their own.

As a matter of fact—if they had asked
men—they would have found that most
men WITH a million dollars would
gladly give it up for the CHANCE to
touch Jennifer Aniston’s body. Or just to
see her naked.

Maybe that’s the difference between men
and women.

One of them, anyway. Here’s another:

Ninety-four percent of the people in this
country who visit, pay and place heavy



stock in psychics and what they have to
say are women. The other 6 percent?
Gay men.

Women go to psychics to find out what
the future might hold for them in terms of
true love, their children, former lives
they may have lived, where their dead
father/boyfriend/best friend might be.

Straight men? If psychics are capable of
seeing into the future—why the fuck
can’t they give us the score to next
year’s Super Bowl.

That’s it for men. Very cut and dried,
very black and white. We’ll discuss that
and many other issues between men and
women between these covers.



By the way—bipolar? Bullshit. Every
single woman [ have ever known has
been bipolar for SOME part of her life
—one week here, nine months there,
ever since her mother stopped calling—
something. When I was a kid, bipolar
meant either the twin axis ends of the
earth or maybe a bear who swung both
ways. Now it’s an excuse for every
other girl whose hormones are
conducting a human body remake of
Raging Bull.

They didn’t have bipolar when I was
growing up. If they did—my mom
would’ve been called TRIpolar. She
could smack one kid with a wooden



spoon, ask a second kid if she was
retarded and give a third kid a sweet
little kiss on the head—all within four
and a half seconds. And ya know what?
Each one of us almost always deserved
what we had coming.

And that’s another thing I don’t wanna
hear ever again—dysfunctional families.
That one is officially off-limits. Done.
Retired forever. Has anyone ever heard
of a FUNCTIONAL family? Who?
When? Where? The Jacksons? Nope.
The Osmonds? I don’t think so. You
wanna know what a functional family is?
One where no one ends up killing
everyone else. You can’t have four or
five or fifteen people live together in



one place WITHOUT war and envy and
greed and anger and theft and every
other available weapon.

You disagree?
Then you gotta be a chick.
Open vagina—insert head.

I told you this book was gonna tick you
off. Let’s face it—the raw truth hurts.

Like this fact: I don’t know a living man
on this planet who DOESN’T have
attention deficit disorder or spends at
least twelve hours of each day thinking



about his penis.

I didn’t know the guy personally but I
would bet my left ball that even Jesus
thought a lot about his johnson. Hey—he
could probably make his do special
tricks. If I was the Son Of God, special
dick tricks would probably be the
second or third thing I’d be spending my
time on after I found out about my secret
identity.

That’s a lie.

Who am I kidding? 1t’d be the first.

Here’s another lively topic:



It says somewhere in the piece of paper
that this great country of ours was
founded upon that all men are created
equal.

Bullshit.

All men are created equal as long as
they don’t wanna blow each other.

And then decide to keep on blowing
each other long enough to fall in love.

And then suddenly express a desire to
formalize that relationship by getting
married.



It’s apparently okay to have sex with
other guys as long as you keep it secret
and have a wife who somehow doesn’t
know AND you are either the pastor of a
church or a sitting senator or both. In
Larry Craig’s case the term ‘sitting
senator” will more than likely get a
laugh out of you—as will the term “wide
stance.”

Yup—there is a real fear in America that
gay marriage will somehow upend
heterosexual unions and throw the entire
moral fabric of the country into a tailspin
—no pun intended.

I know several gay men and gay women
involved in very committed and honest



relationships with other gay men and gay
women that would put a lot of straight
married couples to shame. They are
monogamous and caring and devoted and
affectionate.

Besides—why shouldn’t they  get
married? Why should straight married
couples be the only ones who never have
sex, argue incessantly over what to
watch on TV and walk around on a daily
basis harboring a deep and bottomless
well of resentment and anger pieced
together brick by murderous brick over
years and years of both real and
imagined slights and emotional warfare
and wallpaper choices? Shit—I say
marry every gay and willing couple oft



right now. Mark my words—just like the
rest of us—within eighteen months at
least half of them will come running
back to court begging to be released
from such an endlessly mind- and libido-
numbing fate.

Open ass—insert the Bill of Rights.
Here’s another inarguable factoid:

Racial and ethnic stereotypes exist
because they are TRUE. For instance—
don’t tell me the Irish don’t love to
drink. I AM Irish. We invented whiskey,
for crissakes. You know what whiskey
means in Gaelic? Water of life.



[ rest my case.
Of whiskey.

On YOUR politically correct goddam
lap.

Years ago I wrote a piece for the New
York Post about the St. Patrick’s Day
Parade in which I made fun of the fact
that most of the Irish and a few Puerto
Rican guys I knew would annually—
which means every single fucking year
—spend the wunofficially holy day
painting their faces green and getting
drunk and then beating the living shit out
of each other after an argument broke out
over who had better pitching, the
Yankees or the Mets.



The Irish Defamation Society threatened
to file a lawsuit against me for
perpetrating an awful and ruinous myth
about Irish Americans.

Several weeks went by and no lawsuit
emerged. Why?

Because they soon realized that all I had
to do was call up any local news
channel and request footage from ANY
St. Patrick’s Day Parade held since the
invention of the television camera and
there in front of our eyes would be
green-faced Irish Americans in a
drunken punch-up with their own cousins
and best friends and actual brothers—



many times right in front of St. Patrick’s
Cathedral. The Puerto Ricans and the
New York Mets didn’t enter the equation
until they both started playing baseball
during the 1960s. Otherwise?

Case closed.

The right to bear arms and the right to
vote and the equal rights amendment and
freedom of speech and every other piece
of paper evidence you wanna throw onto
the pile may guarantee you the right to
spout stupidity (see Newt Gingrich, Mel
Gibson, Barry Bonds et al.) but it also
guarantees that the rest of us don’t have
to buy into it.



Ya wanna build a giant fence to keep all
the Mexicans out? Fine. Who’s gonna
build the fence? Where are we gonna get
our cheap Mexican weed? Who’s gonna
host The Dog Whisperer?

Our country has been so driven into debt
by a drug-addled, inbred, dry drunk of
the Republican revolution—a man who
ran an oil company into the ground (do
you know how hard it is NOT to make
money off of o0i1l? My daughter’s
Chihuahua could pull it off)—that we
are now borrowing money from China.

China.

The same country that tried to KILL our



dogs with poison dog food three years
ago.

China.

Where there are seventeen BILLION
people and eight automobiles.

China.

A country so corrupt that if I lived there
and typed the words “CHINA SUCKS”
as I did just now? Within a day I would
have disappeared off the face of the
earth, leaving my wife and the only child
we are allowed to have—and our three
bikes—to fend for themselves.



We will delve deeper into each and all
of these matters during the next couple of
hundred pages.

And I do so as a doctor, ladies and
gentlemen.

That’s right.
Dr. Denis Leary.
You don’t believe me?

Here’s a photograph of the actual degree
I received from my alma mater Emerson
College on the afternoon of May 16,
2005.



Suck on that, Dr. Phil.

Or as I like to call hhm—Dr. Full.



grson Uy
gttt ol

By anthpity of the Commonealth of essacpertts
aud o the worommendation of the Prosident and Farulty
tlye Tenstoss confer wpm
Bonis Leary

the Blegeee of
Durtar of Hrmaue Lefters

honoris causa
it ll the rights, homors,ad peivileges ptaining theseta
T e fereof this Biploma hus been eignsd and saled
S 16,2005

4

// / / .
W/ - | ot LA
Wil s ek I,’ / Poosloai of s Ballas

Hey—I don’t know what his actual



weight was when he started pushing his
diet book, but let’s just say he was more
than a little puffy and really not what I
would call an authority on that particular
subject. Hell—he might as well have
written a book on how to stop being bald
while he was at it.

Let me point something out—Dr. Full
doesn’t even have a license to practice
in the state of California, which is where
he tapes his daily talk show.

Let me point something else out—if I
needed to go on a diet, I’d want the guy
selling me his diet book to not only be
thin but actually be in shape—is that too
much to ask?



But this 1s America—where if you’re on
TV—especially if you appear on Oprah
—you MUST be some kind of authority.

Well, I haven’t been on Oprah but I DO
have my own TV show and a degree that
calls me a doctor. So here’s my point—
if Dr. Full can write a diet book then I
can sure as hell write a self-help book.
And that’s really all ’'m trying to do
here—help you to help yourself AND
make a shitload of money while I'm
doing so.

Because I really do believe we live in
the greatest country on earth but—just
like that fixer-upper you get a very good
price on—there’s still a lot of work left



to do.

We live in a country that’s still very
very young, as countries go, and I think
the whole 1dea of the American Dream
has been convoluted and undone.

We live in a country where the first
pictures of Brad Pitt and Angelina
Jolie’s baby were sold for over four
million dollars. Shit—for THREE
million dollars I’d sell you the pictures
AND the kid.

We live in a country where Rosa Parks
had the courage and conviction to sit
down long enough to start a revolution
that led to Al Sharpton screaming racism



every time Barry Bonds gets indicted for
taking performance-enhancing drugs in
order to break a home-run record set by
a black man who didn’t even have the
benefit of Advil.

A country where—once upon a time—
the Presidential Medal of Freedom was
given to people who fought for civil
rights and equal rights and other matters
that made a genuine difference and real
contributions to a better future for
everyone on the planet. Now it goes to
guys who so botched the War on Terror
that the president has to accept their
resignations before they squirm off into
the shadows to lick their wounds.

We used to honor our living war



veterans with respect and bury the dead
heroes with dignity.

George Bush The Second avoided
Vietnam through privileged connections,
shot down the brave deeds of another
privileged  son—John  Kerry—who
volunteered to serve, came home with
medals on his chest and made the
mistake of thinking the best man might
win when he ran against a guy whose
administration was caught cremating
dead American soldiers from Iraq in a
pet cemetery incinerator.

Because i1t was cheaper.

Open ass—insert Oval Office.



It’s time to tear down the walls of the
stupid and the inane and the politically
correct and the righteous and the
pretentious and the bald and tell them
how much they suck and how fat they are
and how everything in the Bible is NOT
necessarily true and no your hair will
never grow back and yes you look much
older without it and no—women really
don’t find bald guys attractive unless
you're  Mark  Messier or @ a
multizillionaire or both.

It’s time to shave your back and pay
attention to your kids and buy a bigger-
size dress and stop wearing spandex
until you lose a hundred pounds.



Skinny jeans are meant for skinny
people. In case you don’t understand the
term “skinny”—if your ass doesn’t fit
into a seat at the ballpark or hockey rink
or football stadium—yer fat. Too fat for
skinny jeans.

What would Jesus say? What I just said.
Only louder.

And his hands and feet would be
bleeding so he’d probably be in a very
pissy mood.

So listen up.



I’m trying to help you here.

It won’t be pretty. But it will be goddam
funny.

Strap yourself in.

It’s gonna be a bumpy-assed, roller-
coaster-on-fire type of ride.

No helmets allowed.



CHAPTER 1

WHY EVERYONE HATES
US

Us being America. This is just a partial
posting. Many of these subjects will be
discussed in much further detail as the
book moves along.

But I wanted to give you a starter kit. A
little menu tasting of the who, what and
why when it comes to the rest of the
world and the things about us that burn
their proverbial balls.

A lot of them are things and people and
events that many of us—Ilike our fellow
humans in the world—don’t get or



support or even have the slightest
interest in. But for some reason they fill
up our magazines and televisions and
radio waves until they are chock full to
spilling over with incredible pulsing
chunks of unbelievably stupefying
activity. And like a train wreck or
multicar collision or Mickey Rourke’s
most recent face—we just can’t turn our
eyes away.

ANNA NICOLE SMITH

It’s never pretty when you die in a pool
of your own puke.

But when you’re a mom and you die in a
pool of your own puke AND you have a
newborn baby—ya can’t really blame
postpartum depression.



Brooke Shields may have done many
strange things after the birth of each of
her kids, but lying facedown in her own
vomit and trying to swim upstream was
not one of them.

In Anna Nicole’s case there were
obviously several different wiring
problems gone wrong. She may set the
first public example for Babies Who Are
Better Off With Their Birthmoms
Absolutely Erased.

Anna Nicole may also be the ultimate
example of what happens when white
trash gets money. And she serves up a
great argument against taking strippers
out of the strip club. Listen, go ahead



and watch them wiggle, watch them
giggle and jiggle and strut their stuff—
give them each all the singles and wolf-
whistles you want but please—we beg
of you—please do not bring the dancers
home. It’s like taking King Kong off the
jungle island and dropping him into the
middle of midtown Manhattan—nothing
good can come of it.

Let’s face a few facts about Anna. Pick
any angle.

Her fabulously idiotic persona that—
ingeniously—seems to have been
created out of her actual penchant for
pure moronitude built on a foundation of
her own absolute genetic idiocy.



Her “I'm, like, really really really in
love with him” marriage to a 109-year-
old multizillionaire businessman that
involved more than likely only one
partial erection and then several years of
undone hateful relatives and continuous
litigation.

Her giving birth to one child while a
second fully grown child already
scarred by his exposure to his mother
and a worldwide reality TV show
audience—not to mention several
hundred forms of prescription and
recreational drugs—basically dies in the
recovery room. Of a drug overdose.
Which was probably a good thing
because let’s be honest—he was only



facing a future full of “Mom, have you
seen my methadone?”” afternoons.

And when it came to drugs, Mom set a
goddam house record. In the fridge of
her Indian-owned hotel mini-bar they
found several powerhouse forms, in
amounts large enough to mollify a small
horse. These were the various drugs
found in her system at the time of her
death: Ativan (an anti-anxiety pill);
Klonopin (an anti-seizure medication);
Robaxin (a muscle relaxant); Soma
(another muscle relaxant—I guess she
was bigger than we thought); Topamax
(another anti-seizure medicine—maybe
she was so worried about the first anti-
seizure stuff she took, she was afraid the



fretting might cause a seizure in itself, so
she superseded that seizure-mania with a
backup plan); Benadryl (to ward off any
sniffles); HGH (wow); Nicorette (’cause
God forbid you smoke around the baby);
Tamiflu (is it possible to feel a little
achy with all of this other stuff in your
system?); methadone (just in case the
Tamiflu doesn’t work); and Noctec
(another sleeping medication—hey, you
try lugging those two tits around all day);
vitamin B-12 (just in case she gets a
little sluggish while she’s sleeping);
Tylenol (probably just found a white pill
on the hotel room carpet and swallowed
it out of habit); and that good old standby
—Valium.



Wow. That’s what she took the day that
she died.

Happy Mother’s Day, mom.

And, perhaps my favorite—narcotic
lollipops. Which are used for kids who

have cancer.

Narcotic lollipops—these alone give the
Islamic world a sudden urge to strap on
bombs.

Great name for a band, by the way.
Ladies and gentlemen, please welcome
—Narcotic Lollipop.



Where did the narcotic lollipop come
from?

Good old-fashioned American ingenuity
folks.

You know kids—they hate medicine. So
when they are really terribly horribly
sick and absolutely need to take heavy-
metal medicine—some genius doctor
devised a way to put the dose inside a
piece of candy glued to the top of a stick.
The kids lick their little hearts out and
fall into a pain-free, blissful, semi-coma
state.

Wish they’d had these things when my
kids were small. I woulda stuck those



suckers in their mouths every single
waking moment—which woulda been
only about fifteen minutes a day, by the
way. They would have spent most of
their lives in dreamy McDreamland.

As did Anna Nicole, apparently.

Yup. She out-Elvised Elvis.

Elvis may have ingested drugs in myriad
forms—mostly pills—and eaten his way
through most of the peanut butter, bacon
and bananas available on this green
globe during his lifetime, but he never
ever EVER took goofed-up candy from a
cancer-stricken baby.

Would he have—if they had been



invented sometime during his four
decades on the earth? You can bet yer
ass. The King woulda been the Kojak of
the rock ’n’ roll universe. But, alas, he
died too soon. On the toilet. Which is
literally only a couple of steps above
where Anna Nicole ended up.

And then there are the men in her life, or
as I like to refer to them—The Scumbags
On Parade.

In no particular order:

(Ah, what the hell—let’s put them in
order of their proximity to the dead,
bloated but always bronzed-with-skin-
bronzer body):

Ed Her scumbag lawyer, who the



real Howard Stern should be
currently taking to court for
defamation of character by name
association. This guy apparently
had no other clients, lived in
adjacent hotel rooms whenever
Anna Nicole was in a hotel or
upstairs in a guest bedroom at
whatever abode she may have been
renting or owned and his legal
advice consisted of making deals
for semi-glorified Girls Gone Wild
videos featuring only one giant
Orcatype  girl—namely, = Anna
Nicole. As well as drunken,
drugged and reeling casino
appearances. And drunken, drugged
and reeling public appearances.



Last time I checked, that doesn’t
make you a practicing lawyer. But
it does put you right at the top of the
Celebrity Pimping List.

Her pretty boy ex-boyfriend who
also claims to be the father of the
child and is an actor slash model
slash—what, exactly? = Whore?
Parasite? Yeah. Put those two
words on your résumg, pal.

And then there’s the créme de la
créme of the douchebag brigade—
Zsa Zsa Gabor’s twenty-seventh
husband, who—while Zsa Zsa
spends each day in a catatonic state
being wheeled around her Bel Air
mansion—was out carousing with
Anna Nicole and who knows who



else, which may just be his
personal business except he made it
public knowledge that they met for
sexual trysts in hotels all over the
country,. Now—I don’t know
exactly how much Zsa Zsa is worth,
but it’s obviously not enough to
keep this male version of Anna
Nicole away from the media or the
pile of money Anna Nicole’s
wheelchair-bound  spouse  left
behind.

These are just three more elements of the
low-rent high-lush life Anna lived that
were left behind. At least Marilyn had
Some Like It Hot and The Misfits and
The Seven Year Itch.



What’s Anna Nicole’s legacy?

Her gaining seven thousand pounds
while bingeing her way out of the death
of her aforementioned lover/human
ATM card and then taking an over-the-
counter form of methamphetamine and
losing all seven thousand pounds and
then some and serving as a
spokesperson/swimsuit model for this
legalized speed.

PLUS the rumor that the eventually
victorious dad Larry Birkhead (insert
your own joke about his name here) and
the evil Howard Stern guy were
apparently videotaped going down on



each other in a fabulous and hopefully
very very funny 69 session—a rumor I
have actually prayed to God is true. If
there is a God I’m sure he has helped
Larry and Howie to spend some of that
dead lover cash-cow cash in exchange
for the original copy of said video.
THAT would be—at the very least—a
tiny little sliver of sweet karma pie
delivered almost immediately after the
judge handed the kid they hope grows
into another cash cow over into their
greedy and supposedly gay grubby
hands.

Amma  Nicole and  her  two
lover/liar/blow job buddies are a
walking  talking eating  breathing



advertisement for why America makes
everyone else in the world angry.

By the way—we could replace this
profile of Anna Nicole with so many
other people—from Paris Hilton to
Terrell Owens to Britney Spears and any
guy she has married or even had sex
with.

Not to mention—if we ever get to pick
the 1initial hostages/innocent victims
taken during a future American soil
invasion, men who had sex with either
Paris, Anna Nicole or Britney should be
first up. And hand jobs definitely count.

GEORGE BUSH JR.



That’s right.
Junior.

Fuck this Herbert Walker blah blah blah
bullshit.

Looks like a junior talks like a junior
walks like a junior.

Junior.
Junior brain junior brawn junior bullshit.

His father fought as an actual jet fighter
pilot during World War Two and after a
real live fight to the death in the sky



crash-landed off the edge of a navy
airship into the Atlantic Ocean and
crawled up the side of the ship to safety.

Junior dressed up like a jet fighter pilot
and pretended to land a plane on the
deck of a navy airship and then changed
into a suit and announced the victorious
end of a war that then went horribly
wrong and lasted LONGER than the war
his father fought in.

Junior.

Nuff said.

BRITNEY SPEARS’S



VAGINA

Whether you’ve seen it or not.

Whether it was actually her very own
God-given pooch or just a Photo-shop
configuration or not.

You know what I’m referring to.

That fact—along with the idea that so
many millions of us either overheard a
watercooler discussion of her muff or
were actually the instigators of a
“Britney’s pussy” confab—is immediate
grounds for foreign antagonism.

And it’s not just an anti-pop star snatch



hunt here.

The 1dea that in a civilized, free society
there are supposedly grown men actually
getting paid to find untethered and free-
ranging celebrity hair pies, photograph
them and then sell them to magazines
apparently watering at the mouth for hot
naked Hollywood gash can only mean
one thing—well, maybe two things:
there either is no God or not only is
there one, but His idea of divine balance
is an indiscriminate act of unjustified
violence one second and then a naked
celebrity coochie shot the next.

Because let’s face the real facts: I may
personally have no interest in Britney’s



bush, but you come up with a flash pic of
Heather Locklear’s or Sienna Miller’s
or Meryl Streep’s and not only am I in—
men all over the world are hard-
charging to the Internet and their local
magazine racks. Hell—Meryl Streep
would send a lot of WOMEN running
after those shots, if only to check out
what Oscar-winning pussy looks like.

And that’s why Muslims hate us. Not
because they hate pussy or celebrity
pussy photography. Just the opposite—
they love it just as much if not more than
we do. They just can’t get their hands on
it as readily as we can.

BRITNEY SPEARS’S



HEAD

See preceding section on Britney’s
vagina.

Only in this case, the little-known
Tarzana, California, hair salon she
suddenly stepped into—demanding they
shave off all of her hair before grabbing
the shears and performing the task
herself—at first discussed her condition
as if they actually gave a shit about her.
Words like “concerned” and “sad” and
“hope” were being bandied about. But
come the bright new light of the
following morn?

They were selling her shorn locks on



cBay.

Along with the empty can of Red Bull
she left behind.

And her blue Bic cigarette lighter.
All available to the highest bidder.

In the newspapers that same day the shop
owner’s husband was quoted as saying
some—and 1 emphasize the word
“some”—of the proceeds from the sale
would go to charity, possibly—and
again |  emphasize the word
“possibly”’—including Locks Of Love,
which supplies wigs to kids with cancer.
He also was quick to point out that the



tresses from Britney’s naked skull were
the ONLY authentic Britney tresses
available for sale.

Wow.

Imagine how much her pubic hair would
be worth on eBay.

And which kids’ cancer charity would
“probably” receive ‘“‘some” of the
profits.

Britney Spears is a national train wreck
who leaves the entire Western world
looking suspect in her wake:
a. all the housewives and
postfeminist pulpit bangers who
buy the magazines with all the



pictures of the hair and the hair
salon and the vagina (with a gold
star over the important bits) in
them.

b. the paparazzi who not only take
those unbelievable photos but the
one or two who have apparently
started having sex with her since
the children were taken away and
she blew a serious gasket.

c. the college and high school kids
who—upon hearing that on the night
she locked herself in the bathroom
of her mansion with one of the kids
when the cops came to take them
away and place them back into the
protectively tattooed arms of K-Fed
—the night when she was



photographed and videotaped being
led out of the house while strapped
on a gurney looking wild-eyed and
insaner than ever—she apparently
had been drinking a combo of Red
Bull, vodka and NyQul. Yeah.
NyQuil. These college and high
school kids immediately started
having parties at which that
concoction was not only served in
great numbers but was given
various nicknames: Purple Drank,
Wake-Up Call, Britney Stinger,
Good’n Crazy, The 911 etcetera
etcetera.

d. Dr. Phil/Full and his holier-than-
thou visit to the hospital to “help”
Britney after she snapped and his



claim immediately afterward that
he was hosting an hour-long
episode of his talk show where he
and Britney would have a sit-down
and he would help her turn the
whole messy thing around and get
her back on the right track. Which
would’ve been nice. But she
changed her mind. And he was still
going to use her name to sell the
episode until an uproar arose and
everyone started calling him a
media whore/ambulance chaser etc.
Which gives you some hope for the
American people. Until you stop to
realize if Britney HAD appeared on
the program it would more than
likely have been the highest-rated



show on TV all year.

Believe me when I tell you—it’s not just
the Muslims who look at such
information and immediately begin
building bombs.

Anyone talked to China lately?

By the way—get Billy Ray Cyrus on the
phone and tell him to start stock-piling
that rehab money right now. You wanna
talk about bipolar? Billy Ray’s daughter
performs LIVE IN CONCERT as
Hannah Montana AND Miley Cyrus.
And she’s only fifteen years old. You
don’t need a calculator to figure out the
math on this one. Christ—you could do it
on an abacus.



By the way—if you don’t know what an
abacus 1s—throw this book into the trash
can right now.

YOU

[ don’t mean you personally.

Unless you are fat, loud and wear low-
slung hip-hugging jeans with your
fuchsia thong underwear and two inches
of backfat, a half inch of side-slop and
what looks like white jelly but is in fact
a whole extra ass hanging off your
stomach and over the front of those
jeans. Which are six sizes too small.



Or you insist on eating at McDonald’s
even though you’re in Paris, France—not
Texas.

Or you think black socks and sandals are
the zenith of summer style.

Or you refuse to have your back waxed
before the family trip to Europe.

Or you’re over the age of thirteen but
still just LOVE Adam Sandler movies.

Or you spend your entire tour of the
British Museum going “Ewww—I just
saw some dead dinosaur bones—can
you believe I’'m in London’n yer still in
Cincinnati but we’re both still talkin’



live to each other?” into your cell phone.

Or you spent four months bitching about
Janet Jackson’s tit and how it ruined
your children when she exposed the
nipple during the halftime show at Super
Bowl XXXVIII but didn’t blink an eye
during the five hundred and sixteen
erectile dysfunction/“get a hard-on for a
whole weekend” pill commercials.

Okay.
I take 1t back.

I do mean you.



MTV’S SWEET SIXTEEN

If you haven’t seen or heard of this
particular program you either spend far
too much time sitting alone reading or
suffer from a severe case of autism. If
the first case applies—wake the fuck up.
If your condition includes the second
case—congratulations. You’ve been
spared.

Not only does this program make a fine,
upstanding and fairly normal red-
blooded American like myself want to
gather up every teenage girl with raging
hormones and absolutely no sense of
real-life limits, stick ’em in a pair of
standard-issue fatigues and drop them



chuteless into the middle of the Iraqi
desert, but what’s a day at a warm and
breezy beach compared to what would
lie in store for their parents.

Ya plant carrots ya get carrots.

In between bouts of whining and texting
and whining WHILE texting and
soporific party-planning and stomping
their Jimmy Choo-clad feet because their
dads didn’t book 50 Cent for their party
these denizens of designer clothes and
high-end vodka, these future mental
vacuums harangue their moms about
seven-thousand-dollar place settings and
gold-engraved invitations.



No jobs. No discernible talent. Not even
one good blow job available from the
entire batch.

They are living breathing Bermuda
triangles.

Loaded with cash but not one iota of
interest in anything other than the
mundane.

Problem is—the terrorists get basic
cable too.

TRUMP VODKA
The Donald doesn’t drink.



At all.
Ever.

But some brilliant business guy came up
with the idea for Grey Goose vodka—a
smooth, sensational drink that would be
distilled in its best form and become the
best vodka in the world and be
delivered into your hands in the most
gorgeous bottle you could imagine.

Years later he sold the brand for over
one billion dollars.

The Donald couldn’t keep himself away.

He came up with an okay vodka that is



distilled in an okay form but comes in a
gold-plated bottle that is worth far more
than the drink itself.

He went on CNN and told Larry King
that even though he hadn’t tasted the stuft
himself, the people who worked for him
guaranteed it was the best-tasting vodka
ever made. And oh, yeah, boss—by the
way—mno one ever makes fun of your
hair.

See, no matter what you might think
about extreme Islam and its fevered
believers, one thing you can take as a
guarantee is this: they have a really truly
madly deeply held passion for the things
they love/hate. In other words, if they do



not drink beer the last possible idea they
would come up with is Muslim ale.
Unless every bottle contained a secret
hidden explosive device that was ignited
by the opening of each individual cap.

And how many times could that work.
Maybe once.
Except in my family at Xmastime.

Then—maybe—somewhere between the
second six-pack and the fourth dead
uncle—we’d be bound to figure it out.

BILL CLINTON / BLOW



JOBS

One of the big downsides of the Monica
Lewinsky scandal as far as men were
concerned was  this—the  highly
acclaimed and heavily leaned upon
“blow jobs don’t count” rule that so
many men had loved and lived by as a
way of not really cheating on their
wives/girlfriends was not only on full
public display but became everyday
fodder for discussion with almost every
woman you knew—cousin, friend,
spouse, sister, daughter, mother.

It’s the one thing men will never forgive
him for.

But had he not gotten caught—most men,



including myself—along with a large
bevy of women—would have agreed
with the basic idea: balance the budget,
orchestrate a healthy and robust
economy, keep our country away from
war? Free blow jobs.

Talk about an incentive. If every
president knew—if he had it in writing
—that a balanced budget meant a free
blow job? Take my word for it—there
would no longer be a federal deficit.

I’d even take it a step further. JFK slept
with Marilyn Monroe and Angie
Dickinson—the two hottest chicks on the
face of Planet Hollywood during the
early sixties.



Let’s run with it, baby. Lower taxes?
Tag Tyra Banks. Unemployment goes
down? So does Sienna Miller. You win
a war while in the Oval Office? You get
to bang Halle Berry. And if Halle or
Sienna or Tyra or whoever has a
problem with the whole idea—hey, it’s
for the good of all mankind.

Let me tell you something. George Bush
Junior looks like he hasn’t gotten laid—
never mind a blow job—since he quit
drinking and snorting coke. If you
guaranteed him that Sharon Stone would
suck his testicles on Tuesday afternoon
the war in Irag would be over on
Monday morning. He’d be sitting at his



desk with his pants down watching a
director’s cut DVD of Basic Instinct
Three—the widescreen edition.

The point I’m trying to make here is this:
most of the world never understood the
anger and unrest over the Monica
Lewinsky deal because the idea that a
world leader would receive oral
satisfaction from a surrogate in a
historically significant location made
perfect sense to them. The conquering
hero, the triumphant tribal chief blah
blah blah. In France, Greece, Italy,
Ireland, Turkey, Turkistan—everywhere
else on this green globe—no one gives a
crap who their leaders end up in bed
with. All they care about is results—



food, family, shelter. That’s all anyone
should care about.

We finally get a leader who not only
solves most of our financial problems
but is intelligent and compassionate and
i1s not only interested in foreign policy
but seems to have a pretty good sense of
how to go about dealing with it and what
do we do? Fry him up over a late-night
snogfest.

Even terrorists like blow jobs.

And I’ll go one step further: I’m sick and
tired of being sick and tired of right-
wing, clean-living, religious
fundamentalists trying to run this country.



It seems to me that the less fun the
president has the more trouble our
country gets into.

JFK? Womanizing, cigar-smoking, beer-
drinking, boat-loving guy who scared the
shit out of the Russians and Castro and
started the Peace Corps. Nixon? Staid,
isolated, intellectual monogamist who
hated half the people who were
breathing and the limits of the
Constitution. LBJ? Lunatic pussyhound
with a penchant for bourbon who gave
us welfare and signed the civil rights
bill and when he screwed up in Vietnam
decided to get the hell out of the way.
Bush Jr? You get the idea.



I think every presidential candidate—
man or woman—ifrom here on in should
have to prove that they not only drank
but smoked weed and tried blow and
had casual sex while in college and
maybe even beyond. In other words—
they were fairly normal, just like the rest
of us. No blow, no booze, no weed, no
sex? Guess what? No federal matching
funds. You want my vote? Show me
some pictures of you in a rum punch-
stained bedsheet at a college toga party.
Forget some bullshit behind-the-scenes-
developed middle-of-the-road policy on
stem cell research or the future of the
Middle East—I want to hear how many
Twinkies you ate after the Halloween
bong hit competition during your



sophomore fall term.

Now Bush Junior apparently performed
many of these actual tasks but decided to
cover all of them up. No dice, folks. You
gotta be proud of them. Cut to the chase
and avoid all the bullshit. Like Obama.
Did he do blow. Yup. How do we know.
He told us. Weed too. Now that’s the
kind of candidate I like. Made mistakes.
Owns up. Probably also wore ridiculous
pants and had shitty haircuts too. Get the
point?

Forget your grade point average and
your congressional voting record—I
want Polaroids of your ass etc. on
display during some drug-and-sex-fueled
youthful indiscretion. And we wanna see



them in People magazine. DURING the
campaign. Released by your own staff.
Make it personal—not presidential. One
of the great things about JFK was the
fact that he was funny. As was Reagan.
As was Clinton. And if the leader of this
country doesn’t find his job funny—
believe me, we’re fucked.

KATIE COURIC’S
EVENING NEWS

The day of her debut as a network news
anchor her third story from the lead was
about Tom Cruise’s baby.

She led with a report about the war in
Iraq.



The second story dealt with the
skyrocketing price of gas at pumps
across the country.

And then—Tom Cruise’s baby.
Poverty? Nope.
Genocide in Darfur? Not yet.

A possible cure for cervical cancer in
preteen American girls?

Nope.

Tom Cruise’s baby.



That’s what the news has come down to
in this country—with minor variations
on any given night:

MONDAY

Wildfires continue to rage in Southern
California.

President Bush to visit the Middle East.

Gwyneth Paltrow chokes on a raisin.

TUESDAY

Hurricane Carole set to hit the Florida
coast.



Mitt Romney wins Republican primary
in Michigan.

Nicole Kidman’s face doesn’t move.

That’s all I’'m asking for—throw in a
curveball. I know that no one in America
is really reporting vital facts and true
information anymore. It’s all showbiz.
Anderson Cooper only looks forward to
being live on location in New Orleans
or Malibu so he can climb out of a
monkey suit and wear a tight-fitting T-
shirt that shows off his pecs—so let’s
have some fun with it all. Make some
shit up that catches us off guard or—
even better—makes us laugh.



And you wonder why half of the
audience gets their news from The Daily
Show with Jon Stewart?

THE DOUBLE QUARTER
POUNDER WITH CHEESE

Most of the people on this planet have
massive problems finding enough food
to eat, yet we not only throw away more
food in the course of a single day than
they might see in their entire life spans—
we also have obese pets. And books
about obese pets. And sidebar segments
on national news programs about how to
put your obese pets on a weight-loss/
workout regimen. Meanwhile—most of
these pets that are eating too much dog



and cat food actually ARE food in other
parts of the world—so while we are
desperately trying to slim them down
there are families of eight in Africa who
are dreaming of roasting them on a rusty
spit over an open flame. They hate us
and our pets. We make no sense to them.

Not to mention The Food Channel.

FIFTEEN-MINUTE ABS

A lot of people on planet Earth spend
every waking hour of each and every day
“working out”—walking twelve miles
with ceramic jugs on their heads to get
clean drinking water and another twelve
miles back. Hunting and searching for
scraps of rice. Or killing and skinning



and deboning what we would call pets
for dinner. Or chopping branches and
wild brush in order to rethatch the
rooftops on their meager huts after the
most recent monsoon/hurricane/tsunami
left them sleeping under the stars. This is
when they aren’t working for slave
wages under the scrutiny of whatever
dictator/communist regime currently runs
their country while they work seventeen
hours a day to make Nike sneakers that
cost pennies to produce and sell at your
local Foot Locker for slightly less than
five hundred bucks. Meanwhile—we
buy aluminum- or titanium-tubed gizmos
they made for Suzanne Somers to sell to
us so that we can tone and firm up our
oversized thighs and ass cheeks. Then



we wonder why the ones who can’t get
here to live just wanna watch someone
—anyone—blow us up. Hmmm.

NASCAR

Most of these people have never been IN
a car even though they live in countries
absolutely polluted with deep, thick,
unbelievably rich oil and gas preserves.
And we have rules in place so that if
Kasey Kahne or Jeff Gordon tries to
sneak jet fuel into his gas tank we can
fine him—just so they don’t have an
unfair advantage as they race around a
circular track at two thousand miles an
hour for half a day in order to win a
couple of million dollars.



Look—I'm like you—I like to see car
crashes as much as the next guy.
Especially when it doesn’t happen on a
highway DI’'m driving across and
therefore affects my commute. And
especially when it’s in a controlled
situation that includes high-def cameras
so I can watch the crash replayed in
digital slo-mo from seventeen different
angles.

But let’s face the facts—in many places
other than America and Europe—this
may be the biggest example yet of
profligate waste and arrogant expense.
One tribe saunters along through 27,000-
degree heat under a desert sun on top of
a thirsty camel in search of moisture and



food while down in Daytona Beach
well-fed white hillbilly guys with
leather jumpsuits on ride multicolored
road rockets 500 miles to nowhere.

Tennis, anyone?

How about golf?
REHAB

They’ve never even heard of it.

Until rich white American celebrities
started “entering” it.

They drink red wine with lunch and
dinner and live to be one hundred and



sixteen years old.

We have celebutards who can’t make it
past age nineteen without downing
eleven-hundred-dollar bottles of
champagne and vodka while blowing
eight balls up one orifice and sucking
weed and x through another.

Been drinking without wearing panties
for six to eight months?

Rehab.

Image declining because of late-night
drunk-driving arrests and numerous
public pukefests?



Rehab.

Wanna kick that nasty heroin/cocaine
habit and get back in the good graces of
the studio execs who won’t hire you for
that next big movie or TV show?

Rehab.

Why—we can even cure your
homosexuality. Ted Haggard did three
weeks in a rehab center and came out
claiming he was back in love with
women.

What a deal. Go gay for as many years
as you like—hell, throw in an addiction
to methamphetamines—and whenever



you feel the need (or you get outed in the
press by a male hooker/drug dealer,
whichever comes first), get back in the
good graces of the public AND your
wife by spending three weeks in a
glorified spa and pop out the other side
drug free and no longer desiring anal sex
with men.

Talk about worth the price of admission.

And then—once again—there’s Britney.
She did one day in Eric Clap-ton’s
Crossroads rehab facility and then
checked out. A week later she did a day
at Promises in Malibu before checking
out. Then she checked into a third rehab
joint about a week later. She was a little



confused at first, apparently she thought
“one day at a time” was meant to be
taken literally. Thirty days in thirty
different rehab centers in thirty different
cities. Hey—she spent most of her life
on tour, so can you really blame her?

ICE CREAM

You scream I scream we all scream.

Yup. One of the first food items
welcomed back onto the streets of
Afghanistan after the fall of Osama et al.
was—you guessed it—ice cream.

Even terrorists love it.

And we have the best.



Hands down.

Hence—one very simple reason for them
to hate us even more.

Haagen-Dazs.
Ben and Jerry’s.
Maybe that’s the key to peace on earth.

Instead of dropping bombs we drop halt
pints of Chunky Monkey and Cherry
Garcia and good old just plain
chocolate.



Somebody get the Dove Bar people on
the phone.

ANGELINA JOLIE
Okay. It’s not just Angelina.

It’s Angelina and Madonna and Rosie
and Meg Ryan and whoever else in the
female acting world fits the following
requirements:

Fame

Cash

Raging hormones

A private jet
That’s it. That’s all you need. Those four
simple items will allow you to fly into
any Third World country and scoop up a



black or brown or yellow baby, sign a
couple of autographs and then head on
home.

Where you can name the kid according
to whatever whim strikes you. No need
to adhere to the kid’s actual ethnic or
national background.

Chinese boy? Name him Johnny Boy.
African girl? Name her Ellen.
Totally up to you.

Now I have a cousin who adopted a
Chinese kid years ago and named her



Colleen. Which is well within her rights
as the adoptive mom. But she wasn’t
famous or rich and didn’t have a private
plane so it took her THREE GODDAM
YEARS to pull the whole thing off.

And why i1s it always white actresses
flying in and scooping up?

Oprah flew into Africa in a private
plane—with cash and fame and more
than likely a SHITLOAD of raging
hormones—and she started a school for
African kids.

Why aren’t black actresses flying into
piss-poor white countries and nabbing
parentless little pink children and jetting



them back to the Hollywood Hills?

Grab a so-white-he’s-almost-transparent
white boy out of the Belfast slums of
Northern Ireland, jet him off to a
mansion in Bel Air and call him Jamal.
Or Kaleel.

Never happen.
And you wanna know why?

"Cause caustic see-thru white kids with
new names don’t make for good press.

OR fashionable appearances.



I think a lot of these kids are like Gucci
purses or Jimmy Choo shoes—not only
are they cutting-edge accessories.

They’re on sale.

THE WESTMINSTER
KENNEL CLUB DOG
SHOW

We’ve already discussed what most of
our household pets are considered in
other countries.

Throw in a full week’s worth of dogs
that have personal groomers and
personal trainers and individual walkers
and their own hotel rooms?



Death on a leash to a terrorist.

DR. LAURA AND MIKE
AND MIKE IN THE
MORNING

I like Dr. Laura.
I really do.

Besides the dirty pictures she took when
she was young and foolish (and let’s
face the fact—weren’t we all) in which
she 1s actually very hot, she has grown
up to piss people off. And by people |
mean the morons with cell phone service
who call up to complain about how their



mom won’t listen or their boyfriend
doesn’t wanna have sex anymore or their
husbands want dinner on the table at
such and such a time and her in a pink
thong and high heels and they feel like
they are not appreciated and blah blah
blah and Dr. Laura comes thisclose to
calling each one of them a whiny, self-
obsessed, deaf and dumbass bitch. Over
and over again. Which is what I wanna
say when I listen to them. I love Mike
and Mike in the Morning as well—when
it’s just the two of them OR the two of
them and a sports expert discussing
sports. Once they get into the cell phone
calls from ingrate assholes on their way
to work but unable to make it there
without wondering how the Yankee



pitching staff or the Islanders’
goaltending or Eli Manning’s left
hamstring 1s gonna work out—I wanna
grab a gun and take no hostages. This is
a  running,  screaming,  constant
commentary on why we need to thin the
herd on our own before the terrorists do
it for us. Let’s make it this easy—if you
feel the urge to call Dr. Laura and ask
whether you should stay in your current
relationship even though your boyfriend
has told you he doesn’t love you and
he’s moving out and you weigh too much
and he’s banging your sister AND your
best friend—and Dr. Laura tells you to
get out now and you still don’t wanna
g0? Save us all the trouble and swallow
four bottles of aspirin. Better yet—make



that sleeping pills. Maybe she’ll even
send you the prescription for them. If you
really really actually for certain no
bullshit now I’m serious here cannot
drive to work without finding out what
an ex-lineman and a nerdy little Jewish
guy think about Brett Favre’s ballsack?
Drive off the highway and into a lake.
Now. Otherwise we may have to place a
suitcase bomb in your garage long
before an angry Muslim fundamentalist
does.

ME

What terrorists and communists and
dictators hate most of all is guys like me.
Guys who make a living writing the kind
of stuff you are reading right now.



Humor, comedy, satire—these are the
first things to go out the window in any
society ruled by an iron fist or organized
religion. Remember the uproar in
Muslim countries over political cartoons
lampooning the prophet Mohammad a
couple of years back? Their first
response was, of course, abrupt and
absolute violence and when that was
ridiculed they decided to publish their
own Hitler and Bush Jr. cartoons.
Which, of course, weren’t funny.

In America, you have the freedom to
say/paint/sing/dance or film whatever
you want, and within your chosen
medium you can satirize/
denigrate/lampoon/cajole or blister any



place, person or thing. Except Jesus.
Oh boy—stay away from Jesus.

I still remember years ago when
Rudolph Giuliani was mayor of New
York, an up-and-coming painter no one
had ever heard of had a showing at a
gallery in the city that included a piece
in which the Virgin Mother was either
urinating on Jesus or vice versa. I can’t
remember—which probably shows just
how lapsed a Lapsed Catholic I truly
am. Giuliani held a press conference and
announced that such a piece of so-called
art would never be displayed while he
was the boss of the Big Apple. Much
press coverage and many lawsuits



ensued. Giuliani’s approval rating shot
through the roof. The Catholic Church
went crazy. And considering how crazy
the Catholic Church is to begin with—
well—nuff said. T love an organization
that says you can’t paint an abstract
portrait of Jesus or His Mom because
that would be sacrilegious but hey—if
you happen to see the face of Our Lord
The Saviour or His Mom in a grilled
cheese sandwich or in a bunch of
random wood knots on a bathroom door
or even in the wet birdshit-ridden bark
of a public golf course maple tree—it’s
a miracle!

Call CNN! See if we can get Anderson
Cooper down here—even though he’s
gay and we believe Jesus hates him!



I met Jesus once at a party in Boston
sometime during the summer of 1985. He
slipped out of a cloud of smoke in the
living room—full beard, long hair,
flannel shirt, scabby hands, the whole
nine yards (I figured the flannel shirt
was his way of fitting in a little). He
walked up to me and said “Hey—they
orderin’ pizza or what?” 1 was so
stunned, I didn’t have the chance to tell
him I think so but lemme ask you about
the whole hell-fire and damnation thing
and whether The Clash will get back
together or not because he kinda snarled
at my silence and disappeared back into
the crowd. My first reaction was shit—
he better not hit on Ann (then my



girlfriend and now my wife. By the way
—I trust my wife now and I trusted her
even then but, ¢’mon—we’re talking
about the Son Of God here. Even though
she hates beards—who knows what
tricks he has up his Holy Sleeve). Later
when the pizza came [ saw Jesus
grabbing a slice and heard someone call
him Doug and realized that in fact he
wasn’t the Messiah but a stonemason
cousin of the guy throwing the party
AND I’d had about seventeen beers and
eight shots of Jameson’s. So there ya go.
Ya see what ya wanna see.

I was raised under the thumb of
organized religion—I did twelve years
in a Catholic school. The beauty of it



was, the nuns and the priests and the
monsignors and the bishops pretty much
forbade laughter in the classroom and
the hallways and in the church itself and
all that led to was us laughing and
giggling. When they published the list of
banned books and records and movies in
the church newsletter every Sunday,
guess which books and records and
movies we immediately sought out.

So—talk about simple math—because of
Giuliani’s public outrage and the front
cover stories in the New York Post and
the fact that it takes weeks to get the
legal system lined up—the painter’s
little-known show became a sold-out
sensation. Yup—it was good old-



fashioned American-style capitalism
gone wild. No one talked about whether
the art was good or bad or even worthy
of an admission price. It was all about
the Benjamins and that most basic of
human itches—curiosity. Not to mention
that the people who were the most
outraged by the moral fecundity of the art
—a guy who was probably already in
the process of cheating on his second
wife and a church built on the concrete
foundation of hiding and transporting
pedophiles—were both standing on very
soft and unstable moral ground. But he
got the attention every politician craves
and they—more than likely—saw a
spike in the green cabbage their
dedicated Sunday churchgoers drop into



the basket each week. It was a win/ win
situation for the mayor AND the pope.
Meanwhile—I got a five-minute routine
out of it that I performed onstage and as
a guest on David Letterman and Jay
Leno. See? What a great system.

Stand-up comedy and comedy in general
is the ultimate form of free speech
because you get to poke holes in all the
pretentious bubbles politicians and
pundits and popes and pretenders try to
float over our heads.

Every single album and DVD and
television special and book—most
likely including this one—that 1 have
ever put on public sale has been banned



or scorned or both by the Catholic
Church. And—in the nineties—by
Tipper Gore. She made them put an
explicit lyrics/language sticker on my
CDs and DVDs. Guess what happened?
The sales quadrupled. So here’s to
hoping that—as you read this—the
Catholic Church is warning teenagers
and kids everywhere NOT to read Why
We Suck. And just in case they are
somehow not offended by and/or
banning it yet—let me make sure they
do. Sorry. This’ll just take a couple of
lines here:

JESUS WAS A GIANT HOMO!

TIPPER GORE’S A DYKE!



See? That didn’t take too long. I may
have just spiked the sales of this book by
several thousand copies. 1 didn’t take
time to overtly offend the Muslims
because, well, they actually BLOW
YOU UP when they get pissed.

That’s why—for all of its faults and fat
pets and celebutards and warmongering
figureheads—this country is still the best
chance humanity has. There may be a lot
of noise and news conferences and
finger pointing but—in the end—you
pretty much get to do or say whatever the
fuck you want. Whether you are an idiot
or a true sage—it doesn’t really make a
difference.



I’ll take five Anna Nicole Smiths for
every Martin Luther King. And if
Reverend King wants to sleep around
while he’s sacrificing his life in the
name of a world-altering civil charge—
hey, line up the ladies.

Loud, stupid and overeating will suffice
as long as we also have the funny, the
fierce and the intellectual.

C-SPAN versus pay-per-view porn.

NPR versus Howard Stern.

Monster Truck Races versus the national
Scrabble competition.



I want 1t all and I want it available 24/7.

Let the terrorists have their seventy-two
virgins.

I’11 take an actual, experienced hot forty-
seven-year-old mom.

And a pizza.



CHAPTER 2

YOUR KIDS ARE NOT
CUTE

Yeah yeah—we know. We all know.
Your kids are special. They are talented
and gifted and smart and gorcial. They
are talented and gifted and smart and
gorgeous and endlessly cute and full of
unbelievable inner light and
extraordinary ability. They walked early
talked early have expansive and unique
motor skills and they should be kid
model/stars. They have the most
beautiful eyes and the most plump little
red cheeks and the tiniest little toes and
they are so endlessly fascinating that you



just wish you could eat them all up in
one big happy bite.

Yeah well—here’s another headline:
they also suck.

A lot.

To anyone outside of the precious inner
sanctum that includes you, your spouse,
the kid’s grandparents and some of the
tiny dimwit’s classmates—your kid
sucks so bad he or she is a living
breathing vacuum of suckitude.

Everyone else hates himv/her.



The dog. The cat. The other kids in the
family.

The aunts, the uncles—even the
godparents.

I am an uncle and godparent. I know of
what | speak.

Yes, the kid may sometimes be cute and
maybe even—every other odd time—on
occasion—even almost bearable.

But most of the time he/she is a whining
sniveling selfish thieving angry violent
midget who not only makes a baboon
look like a major intellectual but also
uses his/her small size to advantage full
well knowing no matter what evil he/she
decides to create—my mommy and



daddy will think it’s cute.

Here are the actual facts: your kid is a
gimongous germ factory. A walking
talking coughing pants-pissing snot-
snotting shit-directly-into-whatever-
outfit-I-happen-to-be-sporting sniveling
crying where’s my mommy noise
machine.

They have no sense of the real rules or
how to behave or who not to puke on or
what not to throw absentmindedly in any
given direction that happens to strike
their tiny unmanageable pealike brains.

When they want something they want it
now. Right now.



And they have no idea what sharing is.
Mine mine mine. Me me me. Mine, me,
mine, me—me me me me me. What’s
mine 1s mine and what’s not I will steal.
Or break. Or hide.

They will defecate happily into their
trousers and then walk around acting as
if—literally—their shit don’t stink.

As a matter of fact the only reason they
shit in their pants is because THEY
HAVE PANTS ON—otherwise they
would shit directly onto whatever
surface they happened to be standing
over—the floor, the couch, the sidewalk
—you name it.



The only thing separating children from
wild jungle monkeys IS pants. Kids have
them. Jungle monkeys don’t.

To children—the world is their
immediate and utter personal oyster.
They do not know that all cookies are
not THEIR cookies. That too many
cookies can kill you. That cookies—or
the elements involved in making them—
cost money. That in order to gain cookie
money you must have a marketable skill
that results in your getting paid cash at
the end of the week—thereby allowing
you to not only purchase the cookies
and/or the items needed to make them—
but, in fact, giving you the power to eat



all of the cookies bought/made yourself
or decide to disseminate them amongst
several other humans and animals who
are either:
a. Nice to you
b. Listening to you
c. Painting your house/shoveling the
snow around your house
d. Somehow related to you and too
small to perform the duties required
to get the cookie money but have
had the rules explained to them and
behaved well within the boundaries
of those rules—one of which is
finishing all of the normal food on
their plate on this particular
evening before being allowed to
have a cookie.



Children are born without knowledge of
cookies and playthings. When they first
arrive the only sustenance they know of
and seek is the milk they find at their
mother’s tits. But once they get a taste of
the real fun stuff—BAM! Just like
junkies—they become bottomless black
holes waiting to take advantage and fill
themselves up with sugar and chocolate,
surround themselves with every single
toy imaginable and make themselves
king of the hill they happen to live on.

And why wouldn’t they be selfish black
holes?

They have lived inside a soft, warm,



pouchy round sac in which they were fed
endlessly and floated in a near constant
sleep state for nine peacefully pain-free
months.

Then someone unplugged the juice and
yanked them out of dreamland right
smack out into a cold hard world.
Sometimes with a hard fast slap on the
ass.

Why wouldn’t they think of anyone but
themselves?

It’s like the old joke about men: you
spend nine months waiting to come out
of a vagina and the rest of your life
trying to get back in.



So this whole theory about children
being born as innocent and sinless
vessels waiting to be ruined and
overcome by the darkness and anger and
hatred of an already evil world is a total
crock. Kids are born as pure,
untempered one-way evil beings. They
get that umbilical cord cut and all holy
hell breaks loose. First it’s just the tits—
which they almost never manage to
relinquish. Then once they get a good
look around while sucking on those
nipples, they instantly become what they
are born to be: round mounds of
unending, unblinking and eager chaos
who will use their newly discovered
cuteness to curry favor and gain more



access to people and things they wish to
eat, gnaw, lick, damage, hurt and break.

They will walk up to other kids—most
times their own blood relatives—and
violently attack them. Biting, whacking,
kicking and screaming.

They will take sharp toys and jab them
into the face of the family dog.

They will grab the dog’s tail and try to
yank it off.

They will lie about anything and
everything all the fucking time—Iike
Richard Nixon on crack. Odds are if you
have kids what you hear all day every



single day is some version of this: I
didn’t break that I didn’t hide those I
didn’t shit my pants I didn’t piss in the
corner I would never ever, Mom! he’s
hitting me again, Dad! she’s looking at
me Ow Ow Ow Ow Ow Ow and so on
and so forth and blubbedy blubbedy blah
blah blah.

At some point in every day that passes,
you will also witness many of these
lovely and memorable moments:

Amazing little Ashley—dressed in her
diminutive Vera Wang dress, accented
by her Kenneth Cole kid patent leather
shoes and the Paul Labrecque Salon tiny
highlights in her hair—will yank the



largest snottiest green snot out of her tiny
evil nostril and then calmly deposit the
pulsing glob of mucus into her angry
mini-mouth. And then consider the taste
as if she were consuming a dollop of the
world’s finest French wine.

Joyous bundle Joshua—such a tough
little tot in his tiny Wrangler blue jeans
and his lit-at-the-heels Nike King James
kicks will offer up his impossibly
angelic, heart-melting Hebrew smile
mere moments before whacking the new
baby kitten across its whiskered flufty
face with a hefty plastic baseball bat.
His only regret? That the baseball bat
wasn’t made of wood. Or better yet—
aluminum.



Cute and yummy Chase—sporting his
Baby Gap khakis and his color-coded
Baby Gap oxford blue polo—Ilooking so
much like his tall, preppy trust fund-
encrusted papa—right down to the
barely there slivers of comb-over hair—
will suddenly stop socializing and stand
in the middle of the living room with a
strange, fuzzy focus ambling across his
cute-as-a-button face. Then—a mere five
or seven seconds later—the stench of
crap and an acrid plume of urine will fill
the room. Yes. He has in fact laid a giant
Baby Gap load—along with enough piss
to jam a juice box—into his don’t I look
like my dad one-hundred-and-fifty-five-
dollar pants.



Elusive and oh such a handful Elizabeth
—who refuses to keep her clothes on!—
runs naked through the house screaming
gay little screams and stopping only to
roll around the floor so free and
unashamed and full of boundless
expressive energy—Ilike a newly minted
dance member of a jazzercise class she
rambles from room to room until she
stops to eat a bite of her dinner—Ilook
how she uses her fork—just like a
grown-up little girl—and everyone 1is
smiling at what a character she is—until
she turns to her baby brother and stabs
him in the head.

Stabbing screaming puking farting



pissing shitting crying complaining
whining moaning kicking angry goddam
jellyfish.

That’s right. Jellyfish. It may be the most
inhumane trick they can pull out of their
awful, incredible bag of tricky little
tricks: The Jellyfish Move.

Those dirty filthy spineless mini-
criminals.

The Jellyfish Move is a gift given only
to the very small.

A true super-power that God imbues
them with—apparently as a self-defense
mechanism to avoid being captured and



killed by angry parents and other adults
whose patience has been worn down to
the very bare barren marrow of their
giant bones.

After the stabbing or the spilling or the
screaming or the crying or all four
combined into one elongated and loud
private or public tantrum they run away
on their vicious pudgy legs and once you
actually corner them and manage to get
your hands on them—finally grabbing
ahold of their fat-filled midget arms—
they become—Iiterally—spine-free.

They squirm and collapse onto the floor
or the sidewalk and suddenly—no matter
how hard you try—you cannot lift them



up. It’s like trying to hug a bucket full of
steam. It’s as if you are trying to gather
up two armfuls of slimy squiggling eels.
No matter how hard you try—how hale
you may hug—how gainful the gather—
you cannot get a handle on them. They
slither and slather and wiggle waggle
out of your grasp and leave you cursing
first under and then above your breath.

Twelve minutes later you stand there
with sweat pouring down your brow and
your face contorted into a bleak mask of
Halloween terror—Ilips pursed, teeth
grinding—and you finally break down
and go to give them a nice hard whack
on the ass and guess what—you miss
because the human amoeba has somehow
swaggled its ass out of your aiming area.



That’s when you snap. You start chasing
them as they slither and slather down the
hallway—aiming and whacking and
missing by so much your arm almost
flies out of its socket.

And if you find yourself lucky enough to
make some good, solid, sudden hand on
ass contact—guess what again?

It works.

It sends a blood-rushing, breath-stopping
shock right from their ass up into their
elbows and out of their wickedly wide-
open eyes. First there is a moment of
absolute silence and then—of course—
they start to cry. That’s the key moment



—when they squinch their eyes tightly
shut and begin to howl you gotta grab
’em before they begin the amoeba dance
again. Grab ’em and whack ’em a
second time and carry them off to bed.
This, of course, is all based on the fact
that the tantrum has occurred in the
private inner sanctum of your own home.

Because if it happens in public? All bets
are off. You get a kid who wants to pull
The Jellyfish Move in a store or in a
restaurant or God forbid out on the
sidewalk and pushes you to the point
where you have to whack him or her on
the rear end? Get ready for almost every
passerby to call you out as a bad parent
or to shun you like you bear a scarlet
letter on your chest or to beckon a



nearby officer of the law and claim
themselves a witness to child abuse.
And once a kid realizes you can’t get
away with hitting him or her in public?
Those tantrums will happen over and
over until the toy or piece of candy or
place they wanna go is handed over in a
split second. They will cry and kick and
jellyfish their way to every little thing
they want.

And you deign to tell me they are angels.
You dare to call them cute.

Hugs not drugs?

Bullshit. T say drugs. Drugs with a
capital D and plenty of them. Drugs in
all kinds of colors and flavors.



Foolproof kid-type drugs that look and
taste like candy and ice cream so they
greedily suck them down like the one-
way elves they are and end up getting
knocked on their self-centered pink-
cheeked hair-free little asses.

They wanna use the dreaded Jellyfish
Move and become immobile
unassailable amoebas? Good. Let’s ply
them with sweet-tasting sugar-coated
chemicals that will make them pure putty
in our nonsilly gi-normous parent hands.

We owe it to ourselves and all the
innocent, childless people on planes,
trains and other forms of public
transportation.



CHAPTER 3

PLEASE DRUG YOUR
CHILDREN

[ know I know—you find it distasteful
and dangerous and just plain wrong.
Give drugs to my kids? you say, What
kind of a mother/father do you think I
am? But what you are really worried
about is this: how can I do it and know
for a fact that my kids won’t slip into a
coma and somehow send me to prison
for life when all I really wanted was
some peace and quiet.

Hey—calm down. It’s fine. Better than
that—it’s legal. Besides—it’s not like



you’re asking them to teethe on a lead
paint-covered  choo  choo  train
outsourced by Toys R Us from the
bowels of China. These are good, solid,
FDA-approved American drugs. The
very same ones you take yourself in big
tired parent-type doses.

Slip the little brat a simple shot—
NyQuil actually comes with an actual
plastic shot glass—of a basically
harmless and not to mention very
patriotic over-the-counter medicine that
will not only taste good but within
fifteen minutes have him or her sound
asleep and dreaming about sugar plums.
Or video games. Or high school shooting
sprees—whatever the hell it is that



children dream about these days.
Meanwhile, you and your better half can
tear each other’s clothes off and have at
it or just sit down in front of the TV and
absolutely 1ignore each other while
watching some good old-fashioned
American-style sex and violence.

Now if you find yourself still hung up on
a morals hook here—let’s get very
specific. We all know that a completely
exhausted kid is a kid who still has at
least two or three hours’ worth of
kicking and random screaming left. And
the final stretch of random screaming is
often the worst—it’s the Daytona 500 of
guttural effects. After nine o’clock at
night—when a kid gets on that endless
crying jag treadmill-—you will hear



sounds emerging from the tiny beast that
even Bigfoot would run away from.

I’m talking noises coyotes can’t even
make. Forget howls. We’re talking
yowls. Yelps. Caterwauls. Peals of
terror so highly pitched that entire
shelves full of glassware may explode—
not to mention synapses in your own
brain.

So if you don’t relish the idea of
shopping for new dinner plates and
coffee mugs while one side of your face
is frozen and you are dragging your limp
left foot behind you—give the little shit
a dose of NyQuil. Or Benadryl. Two
great forms of morphine in a bottle that



has been so watered down you don’t
need to have a discussion with a doctor
to get it. Just walk into any drugstore or
pharmacy and pick up as many bottles as
you want. And stop worrying about the
side effects—that’s why they make
CHILDREN’S NyQuil and PEDIATRIC
cough medicine. Smaller doses for
smaller kidneys and smaller brains.

Why do you think they make these
products in kid-friendly flavors? To
make it easier to get it down their
goddam gullets, that’s why. Hey—I think
they should chock these products full of
all the vitamins and daily nutritional
supplements every kid is supposed to
ingest on a day-to-day basis and make



them taste like every type of food kids
love—cheeseburger flavor, Chicken
McNugget flavor—pizza, popcorn, fudge
—you name it. That way we could feed
and drug them at the exact same time and
keep them under control for the first
three to ten years of their uncivilized,
unruly, bad-smell jammed little lives—
just long enough for us to get regular
sleep and enough free time to do what
we want—travel and watch football and
read and jerk off. Then—once the rules
have been ingrained in their thick-and-
only-getting-thicker skulls—we slowly
wean them off the baby drugs and up
onto the adult doses of antidepressants
and alcohol and recreational drugs we
adults need just to get through life as it



has to be lived.

Now maybe it’s the product names that
are putting you off. Maybe it’s the ny in
NyQuil or the dryl in Benadryl. That’s a
pretty easy fix. Would you like it better
if we called them LoveQuil and
BenAsleep? Or even better maybe
QuietQuil or PeaceQuil. Or just cut right
to the chase and name them after what
YOU have to gain from putting them into
a parent-induced mini-coma: Sexadryl.

When I was a kid—oh yeah, there are
definitely gonna be a lot of those types
of speeches in this particular chapter—
my parents gave us whiskey when we
were sick. First sign of a cough or a



sniffle or a sneeze or a sore throat and
they got a nice hot toddy down your
throat. Hot toddy being a cute kid-
friendly name for Irish whiskey heated
up on the stovetop. Two minutes later
we were fast asleep. Supposedly
fighting off the onrushing effects of the
fluu I don’t remember whether my
parents tricked us into drinking hot
toddies even when we weren’t feeling
sick but hey—that’s another positive
example of just why you should be
drugging your kids. Twenty, thirty—even
forty-five years later they won’t
remember a goddam thing,

Although 1 do bloody well remember
getting whacked on the ass by my parents



and the reason I remember was because
it hurt. And whatever it was I had been
doing wrong—Ilying, cheating, stealing,
biting, whacking—or all five things at
approximately the same time?—I
stopped doing right away once they
whacked me.

I also have a scar worth about a hundred
stitches on my left arm that runs from the
bottom of my palm all the way up my
wrist—halfway to the elbow. How did |
get 1t? Fooling around with my older
brother in front of a glass door in the
kitchen of our apartment. He went one
way and I threw a left jab and my left
arm went right through the door.



By the way—you can go through a glass
window or door and not really do any
damage—it’s when you pull your
appendage BACK THROUGH the same
glass window or door that you get cut.
You also bleed—a lot. I don’t even
know how many stitches that gaping hole
required but you know what? 1 never
punched my way through a glass door
again.

Once, in the living room of our
apartment, my brother and a gaggle of
cousins convinced me to wrap a towel
around my neck like a cape and pretend I
was Superman, which I did. Then they
convinced me to stand on the back of the
couch and pretend it was a window



ledge on The Daily Planet building,
which I did. Then they convinced me to
jump from the window ledge over the
coffee table (which was doubling as a
newspaper truck parked in front of The
Daily Planet building) and save Lois
Lane (my cousin Betty Ann) from the
clutches of the bad guy (my brother
Johnny, of course). Needless to say, that
was the day I learned that I couldn’t fly.
I landed on the edge of the coffee table,
taking several stitches in the face. Did I
ever try to fly again? Nope. Done deal.
The quick trip to the emergency room,
the blood, the pain, the giant numbing
needle in the lips—more than enough to
convince me I was born an earthbound
creature.



The same theory works with any other
form of pain for kids—burning a hand on
a stove, getting your tongue stuck to an
icy mailbox or a frozen fencepost—teel
it once and you never wanna feel it
again. It’s human nature. I’'m sure Jimi
Hendrix made a mental note never to
puke in his sleep again right before he
choked to death.

You have to hit kids. You have a
responsibility to do so. Just to show
them who’s in charge and to remind them
that there are boundaries that need to be
respected.

Besides—when they are very very small



they have diapers on—which means
their asses are padded and pretty much
pain proof. As they get older and lose
the diapers they may actually get used to
the ass whacking and become somewhat
immune to the pain. That’s when you
have to change it up a little.



CHAPTER 4

I HAD SEX WITH KATHIE
LEE GIFFORD (AND SHE
WAS AMAZING)

Just wanted to make sure you were still
paying attention. If you went right from
the table of contents to this chapter—you
screwed yourself.

Because | didn’t sleep with Kathie Lee
Gifford. But in the first chapter of this
book—“Why Everyone Hates Us”—I
mentioned you by name.

So anyways—back to raising kids:
I called my mom just now to gain her



perspective on what is necessary in
terms of hitting or not hitting children.
Let me describe her to you: if you put
Mary Tyler Moore, Mother Teresa and
Joe Pesci in a blender, set it on high and
let it mix up to a fine, thick chocolatey
shake—out would step my mom. She’s
eighty-one years old but looks like she’s
sixty, has the energy of someone in their
early forties and will kiss you one
second, kid you another and threaten to
kick your ass the next. I love her. For
many reasons. Some of which you are
about to witness:

[the phone rings several times]

Hello.



Hey Ma.

Johnny?
No. It’s Denis.

Oh, Denis. (laughing) How are you?
I’m good. Hey Ma—

Mrs. Timmons died of cancer.
Who?

Mrs. Timmons, down the street.
Remember [ think you and Tommy
Barolli egged her house one time?



That wasn’t us. I told you—

Dead as a doornail. Smoked four packs
a day. Same thing with Mr. Willoughby
from up on Edlin Street. He had horrible
cancer.

Is there good cancer?

That’s not funny, Brian. Quit that
smoking.

It’s Denis, Ma.

I know who it is. Uncle Jerry’s got
terrible pain in his back again God help



us that that’s not some kind of tumor or
something and do you remember Jimmy
Hanrahan used to work with Daddy?

Big Jimmy?

Yes. The father.
Yeah.

He has brain cancer.
From smoking?

No—he never smoked. Never drank
either. Straight as an arrow Jimmy
Hanrahan.



What about Little Jimmy?

The son?

Yeah.

Oh God. He died last year. Terrible
cancer.

So—is there a difference between the
terrible cancer and the horrible cancer?
(stop making fun of me) Denis.

(still making fun) Ma.

What are you calling for?



I’m just wondering—when we were kids
—how often you and Dad used to hit us.

(suspicious) Why?
I was just curious.

Well—your father one time when you
kids were small Johnny forged his name
on some paper at school and the nuns
called up about it and I told Daddy that
you know he had to set an example with
all these kids because this could be the
beginning of some bad behavior here so
we got all you kids gathered up in the
hallway and he took Johnny into the
bathroom and I think he used his belt but



anyways he gave him a good couple of
whacks in the bathroom with the door
closed and I think the message got across
and that was that.

I remember that.

You do? Well then I guess it did what it
was supposed to do. Kids are the house
that they come out of Denis—whatever
goes on inside that house that’s the way
the kids’re going to behave when they go
out into the world.

Dad used his belt—what would you use
when you hit us?

Whatever I had in my hand. I dunno. I



really had to hit you and Betsy. The two
of you—you two were always getting
into some kind of cadology.

Okay.

Okay?

Okay, Ma.

That’s it?

Yup.

You know Brian Leary hasn’t had a

cigarette in almost fifteen years now?

[ know.



He rides bikes all the time in races.

I know.

Okay then, honey—thanks for calling.
Okay, Ma.

Bye.

CLICK.

(Let me just take a moment here to note:
the word “cadology” was one my mother
threw around the house on a daily basis.
Cut the cadology, knock it off with the



cadology, yer not kidding anyone with
that load of cadology—these were just a
few of the wvariations we heard
throughout our lives. We just assumed it
was an Irish word. My parents had
learned Gaelic when they were in school
and my father was very fond of the word
“ammodon”—our spelling—which as
far as we could tell was Irish for asshole
or jackass because everyone he referred
to as an ammodon was, in fact, an
asshole or a jackass or a clear
combination of both. Cadology sounded
like it was connected to science and
maybe a behavioral science but that
would seem out of character for my
mom. After this conversation with her I
looked it up in an online dictionary.



Nothing. So I tried the big giant hulking
eight-pound Webster’s dictionary I keep
at my feet when I’m writing. Nothing,
Now I am beginning to believe my
mother just made the word up—a
pleasant and lilting term she decided to
toss around perhaps just as a way to
confuse us. I check Merriam Webster
Online. Nothing. I Google the Google
Thesaurus. Type in  “nonsense.”
Cadology does not come up. I change the
spelling—codology. Merriam Webster
Online—nada. Big Hulking Eight-Pound
Webster? Nope. My Irish-English
Dictionary? Not a chance. English-Irish?
Forget it. Irish-English and English-Irish
Online? Not there. I even went to
Encyclopaedia Britannica—which is a



goddam encyclopedia from fucking
BRITAIN—where they pretty much
invented words. No codology. Finally I
call my sister Ann Marie and get her
husband Neil—who I will speak further
of much further on—and he says that my
Ann told his Ann that I’'m working on the
book but that reminds him about my
cousin Ann who we have to call Nancy
because there are too many Anns in the
family on this side of the Atlantic but
anyways Nancy whose Ann ran into my
cousin Betty Ann who was talking to one
of my Aunt Anns in Ireland and she had
just used the term “codology” in
reference to her daughter Ann’s baby
Mary Ann and that’s the point at which
my head almost exploded. So Neil went



to a website called World Wide Words
while he was telling me this because he
said whenever my mother uses a word
that he doesn’t know he skips all the
normal sources and goes right to this
place and sure enough—there it was:

Codology.

H. V. Morton in 1930 wrote that
codology was “a science unknown to us
in England which involved individuals
or entire villages performing a joke,
hoax or parody at the expense of an
Englishman. Derives from the term ‘cod’
which is Irish for ‘bunk.” ”

So it was, in fact, a science. A science
of bullshit that my mother was clearly
trained to identify and defame. Goddam
those British bastards. If they had never



invaded Ireland then the villagers would
never have had to come up with what
was essentially a clever game to employ
when wishing to evade questioning and
the giving up of important information
and it wouldn’t have been handed down
from generation to generation so my
mother would never have witnessed it
being used as a child and therefore
become privy to all the nuances and
tricks and nervous tics and tells
involved in the process of putting one
over on somebody else and I, most
importantly of all, would have gotten
away with a lot more shit. Other
favorites of hers included rigamarole,
hooliganism and cahoots. All three of
which—along with codology—were



fired at us, I realize now, whenever we
did try to lie, cheat, steal and/or bullshit
our way around her set of rules. Dammit.
She knew what she was talking about.
Okay—back to the beating.)

I have definite and vitally bright images
of that beating in the bathroom she is
referring to—so gathering us around to
watch Johnny getting dragged in there
and the sounds of him getting hit with
that belt more than certainly did their
job. After that, I don’t think my dad ever
had to administer another belt beating—
all he had to do was threaten to take it
off or begin to unbuckle it.

And I distinctly remember how my mom
would whack us on the knuckles with a
hair brush or a wooden spoon or even a



dough roller—whatever she happened to
have in hand when we got on her nerves.
She was like a Ninja Mom—suddenly
springing on you with a fork or a can of
Spam or a whole cucumber. My mom
was like Rachel Ray on steroids: she
would be chopping up some carrots one
second and then furiously mugging you
with a Crock-Pot cover the next.

My dad? All my mom needed to say was
“Wait until your father hears about this.”
Yeah—that’s right. Until he HEARS
about this. Most kids receive the “Wait
until your father gets home”—which
usually meant you had at least a few
hours to come up with a different story
or maybe move a few facts in the story



around a little bit. Embellish. Rehearse.
But my dad was a mechanic and he
worked in a garage about five minutes
from the apartment so all Ma had to do
was pick up the phone and about seven
minutes later he was headed up the back
stairs—removing the belt from his pants
as he did so. Your ass would start
hurting just watching him.

Let’s put it in plain, blunt verse: if
someone punched me hard in the face
every time I lit up a cigarette I’d either
have to start smoking while wearing a
football helmet or just quit smoking. The
same Pavlovian dog rule applies to kids
—anything they get hit for doing you can
be damn sure they will not wish to do



again. No pain? No gain.

The state of Massachusetts recently
considered a bill brought by its Joint
Committee On Children that would
become the country’s first ban on
corporal punishment of kids. It cost
several million dollars.

(This reminds me—by the way—of the
study done two years ago—again costing
millions of dollars—to find out that
being in a rock ’n’ roll band actually
shortens your life span. Yeah. They had
to spend that much to figure out that
being in a band increases your alcohol
and drug intake and places undue stress
on the heart, lungs etcetera etcetera. Not



to mention being married to Courtney
Love. That REALLY shortens your life
span. Especially if there’s a shotgun in
the house.)

So Taxachusetts actually spent millions
of dollars of taxpayers’ money and an
unbelievable amount of absolutely
wasted time to figure out that whacking
kids on the ass or across the back of the
head not only makes them cry—it strikes
the fear of God into them. This is
roughly equivalent to spending seven
million dollars and sixteen months to
find out that sticking your hand in a fire
not only hurts like hell—it sears the
flesh and almost certainly guarantees you
will never ever ever ever do it again.



What the fuck is getting a good hard kick
in the ass or a sharp swack across your
skull SUPPOSED to do? Make you ask
for more? For every action there is an
equal and opposite REaction—in this
case? Whatever the fuck you just did
wrong you sure as hell won’t do wrong
again.

Unless you actually LIKE the pain, in
which case the physical abuse becomes
a defendable form of medical research:
your honor, by smacking my son several
times over the course of the last three
weeks [ was able to discover that he is,
in fact, some kind of pain freak.

Shit—when I was a kid even school



wasn’t a safe haven. The nuns would
whack you with any weapon available—
a ruler, a stapler, their hands. I had a nun
wallop me across the back of my head
one time because I couldn’t come up
with seven of the ten commandments.
She hit me with a Bible. I asked her if
thou shalt not hit a kid with the holy
book was one of the seven I had missed.
The class laughed. She hit me with the
Bible again. It was worth the pain.

Even if the nuns hit you for no good
reason your parents always took their
side. “They wouldn’t be hitting you
unless you were doing something wrong!
They’re nuns fa crissakes! They’re
married ta God!”



My mother always took the side of the
nuns AND the priests. Of course, my
brother Johnny and I didn’t really give
her any reason to think we were innocent
of any given charges. If there was a
stupid plan to be hatched—egging the
convent or stealing a priest’s wallet or
drinking the holy wine (I wanted to see
if 1t actually made me act more like
Jesus, which—if He was a giggling,
sneaky, bumbling mess—it did)—my
brother and I were, generally speaking,
somehow 1involved. And once we
established that kind of reputation, my
mother’s trust was pretty much broken
beyond resolve.



It always cracks me up when you see the
mom of some guy who’s been accused of
some horrible crime on the TV news. No
matter what the guy may have done or
how guilty he may seem there’s always
one person left on God’s green earth
who thinks he’s not guilty—his mom.
Murder, grand theft, fraud—you name it.
The guy could be convicted and rotting
in jail and after everyone including his
wife and kids had given up and decided
he was guilty—his mom would always
feel the opposite. If O.J.’s mom were
still around she would be telling anyone
who asked and even those who didn’t
how her son could never have murdered
Nicole.

Not my mom. Whatever the charges



brought happened to be—even if they
accused me of assassinating the sitting
president—point a camera in my mom’s
face and the first thing she would say is
“he did it.” Followed by “And I'1l bet if
you dig a little deeper you’ll find this is
just the tip of the goddam iceberg. I'm
sure he’s got something to do with this
whole global warming crap. I wouldn’t
put anything past this kid. He’s trouble
with a capital T. [ wouldn’t be surprised
to find out HE was the one who killed
0.J.’s wife.”

Most moms 1 know and have met feel
that the women who marry their sons
will never measure up to expectations.
Not my mom. She couldn’t believe I



came home with my wife. I think—for
the first couple of visits anyway—she
thought I was drugging Ann or possibly
even blackmailing her. Of course, she’s
right. Not about the drugging. About the
chances that I would have won the heart
of a woman as bright, funny and
beautiful as my wife. The odds were
very much against me. I really had to
turn on the charm. And the drugs didn’t
hurt. ’'m kidding. I’ve often thought 1f my
wife and I ever got divorced, I’d have to
fight the courts for visitation rights—to
keep my mom from visiting Ann.

Of course we want our kids to have a
better life than we had but in this country
things have gotten out of control. My



parents were born and raised on farms in
County Kerry, Ireland. They literally
made the proverbial five-mile trek to
school on foot every morning and the
same five miles back every afternoon.
When my mom told my wife about this
my wife asked, “Didn’t your dad ever
come and pick you up?”’ My mother said
yes, which led my wife to exhale a sigh
of relief.

“He’d come out and meet us in the fields
and lift each of us up and give us a hug
and then we’d continue on our way
home.” He came out to LITERALLY just
pick them up and spread a little
welcome-home love and then he’d
continue working in the fields. He was a



farmer. Feeding his eight or ten or
whatever number of kids he had. He
probably didn’t even remember how
many kids he had. I can’t even remember
how many aunts and uncles I have on my
mom’s side of the family. I’'m amazed
that she can. They grew up in a world
where death, disease and destruction lay
in wait around almost every single
corner. And they only had about five
corners—down in the village. Once you
got onto the road out of the tiny town—
they didn’t even have corners. Just long
and winding dirt roads with ditches or
turf bogs on either side. Trees? Hah.
Trees were for pussies.

There was nothing except the dark wet
sky and the cold hard ground and an



assortment of atrocities in between as
you headed the seven miles back to the
farm. How any of them survived is a
mystery to me.

My mom once brought a box of ancient
black-and-white photos from Ireland in
the 1930s and ’40s—when she was
growing up—over to our house in
Connecticut and flipped through them in
front of my wife Ann and me—telling us
what eventually happened to each person
pictured. It went something like this:

FLIP:

That’s Mary Aberdeen from the
Aberdeens two farms away. She



got kicked in the head by a horse
when we were ten. Died right there
on the spot.

FLIP:

This is Fiona Something Or Other.
She got this fever and was never
the same. She became like retarded
almost. Then she fell into a
fireplace when we were fifteen.

FLIP:

This guy here was lost in the ocean.
It just swallowed him up one night.
He was walking along the beach
just minding his own business and



—then he was gone.

FLIP:

This would be my second or third
cousin—she was a Burke I think—
and she got what they would call
multiple sclerosis now or whatever
Jerry Lewis is always on about
with those kids and she got married
and had some kids of her own and
then she was in a wheelchair but
she could like stand up and walk
around a little bit and then one night
all the kids were in bed and she had
a couple of drinks and she got up
out of the wheelchair to throw some
more turf onto the fire and then she



fell into the fire and that was the
end of it.

FLIP:

This was a fourth cousin of your
father’s who got a pitchfork in the
eye.

FLIP:

This was a friend of your Uncle
Jerry’s who got split into two
pieces by lightning,

FLIP:

This lady here was someone’s aunt



who got some horrible growth on
her leg and never told anyone and
then when it burst she got run over
by a car.

FLIP:

This man was a great friend of your
grandfather’s who fell out of the
hayloft in the barn and got trampled
by a horse and then got cancer and
then fell into a fire. Do you see how
lucky Mary Aberdeen was now?

FLIP:

This man dropped dead.



FLIP:

This lady disappeared.

FLIP:

This man got melted.

FLIP:

This young boy on the bike was like
a midget or something and then
didn’t he grow up to be a great big
strapping man until he got hit by
lightning out in a field and then he
shrank up and was kind of bent
over for a long time after until he



got the cancer and then he died.
FLIP:

This man had no fingers.
FLIP:

This man had been out in the fields

at night and was found in a bog
with his head bashed in.

FLIP:

That lady went to bed one evening
and woke up dead.



FLIP:

This lady died last year and now
her whole family is dead.

And on and on it went. Ann and I sat
riveted as the parade of tragedy and
manifest destiny unfolded in front of us,
wondering just how many Irish people
had perished in day-to-day disease
diagnoses and accidents and some who
apparently had just been smited from
above in mysterious circumstances
versus those lost during The Great
Potato Famine. We could barely keep
count of the faces as they flashed by, one
old photo after another. It gave me a rush
of sense memory from when I was a kid



—my mom constantly warning of the
sudden possibility of lurking danger and
immediate payback for the slightest of
sins, not to mention how people could
just be turned into instant piles of
smoking ash.

I know that growing up in my day I had
seventeen cousins here in America and
two sisters and a brother and we all
lived near each other and every time we
went on vacation or just to the beach
there were about eight or nine kids in the
back of my dad’s station wagon and
there were no seat belts and at least four
kids in the way way back and the
window was always all the way down
because the car had no air-conditioning



and the entire car—the floor, the side
panels, the dashboard, the roof—every
single part of the car was made of steel
and since you weren’t strapped in
whenever the car hit a pothole or any
other bump in the road your head
bounced off the roof or the side or the
floor or if you sat in the way way back
maybe even all three one right after
another and we thought that was FUN
because no matter what you did to
someone else back there my father
couldn’t reach you unless he threw
something at you from the front driver’s
seat and if he did that he usually hit one
of the kids in the middle row instead and
by the way if you fell out the back
window onto the highway they didn’t



turn around to go back and get you or
make a sudden stop they kept right on
going ’cause it was just one less mouth
to feed.

I remember a Green Hornet cane that
turned into a knife and a kid named Matt
and another kid named Patrick and a toy
Batman motorcycle that shot missiles but
my mother says I never owned either one
of those toys and Matt was a pain in the
ass and there was never anyone in this
family named Patrick except your Uncle
Patrick so if there was another Patrick
shouldn’t she remember? No wonder
they never took pictures. It was like the
Mafia with children.



And by the way the station wagon was
marine green with a painted-over gas
company decal on each door because my
dad bought it secondhand and retooled it
himself because not only was it all he
could afford but they never had cars
when he was growing up.

My dad grew up with a shitload of other
kids on a farm adjacent to the one my
mom grew up on—real storybook
romance territory. His mom died giving
birth to the last kid. He only went to
school until he was twelve and then he
had to go to work to help feed the rest of
the family, along with my Uncle Patrick.
One of the kids—who would’ve been
my Uncle Matt—died from something



when he was five. No one even
remembers what disease he died from—
they didn’t have enough time or money to
find out. They pretty much just buried
him and kept on milking the cows. Hey
—he’s lucky he got a grave. In those
days you had as many kids as possible
because you figured some would die,
some would get killed and the rest
would still be able to carry stuff. You
got a cold back in those days—you
could pretty much kiss your ass goodbye.
My dad grew up the hard way. When he
decided to come to America, he was
given what all the Irish who were
headed across the pond got—something
called A Living Wake. That’s where
everyone who knew or was related to



you gathered themselves down at the
village pub and placed whatever money
they could manage into an envelope for
you—which they gave to you with their
solemn goodbyes because odds were
very much against them ever seeing you
again. So my dad got on a big boat and
two weeks later landed in New York
City with thirty-seven dollars in his
pocket. Almost enough to buy a cup of
giant fagulated coffee and a pumpkin
cream-filled muffin at Starbucks in
today’s terms.

So if you wanted to complain about
ANYTHING in our house—you were up
shit’s creek without a paddle. There
wasn’t a single solitary complaint you



could make about your clothes or your
toys or your situation that my mom and
dad couldn’t dial right back down to the
basic facts of life—hey, yer lucky yer
even here.

NOT TO MENTION the house they
lived in had no electricity and the toilet
was a shack out in the backyard. My
older brother Johnny and I lived in the
attic of a three-decker and my parents
and everyone else lived in the third-
floor apartment. When my dad got
enough money to buy a ranch house in a
better neighborhood Johnny and I lived
in the basement. We went from dwelling
above the rest of the family like strange,
pink-cheeked bats to dwelling in the



bowels of the house like strawberry
blond goddam rats.

The attic sucked ’cause we had to walk
up three flights to get to the apartment
and then another steep flight to get to the
place where we slept. The basement
sucked because we slept right next to the
boiler room and the water heater would
kick on and off and make one helluva
racket. So when we did something
wrong and my mom or my dad said “Go
to your room!” it was a genuine hard-ass
punishment.

Today? My kids each have televisions
and giant computer screens and electric
guitars and sofas and their own



individual bathrooms and Xboxes and
PlayStations and stack after stack of
DVDs and CDs and video games. As a
matter of fact when the kids get into
trouble my wife and I say “That’s it!
WE’RE going to your room. You guys go
sit in our bedroom and read actual
books.”

When [ was growing up we had three TV
channels and there were a handful of
movie stars and only one or two kid
stars plus Lassie and Mr. Ed and a
dolphin who answered to the name
Flipper. No one in my neighborhood
ever even dreamed of being on TV. Not
even me. Wasn’t an option.



We knew Lassie AND Flipper were
both smarter and better off than any of us
could ever hope to be—not to mention
the talking horse. We had clothes on our
backs and homework to do and were
expected to have paper routes by the
time we were twelve and shovel snow
off sidewalks in the winter and paint
apartments in the summer if we wanted
money in our pockets. I got a job in a
diner twenty-five yards down the block
from the local hockey rink as did my
older brother my two sisters and almost
all of my cousins and that was
considered a choice place to work
because they gave you free food at the
end of your shift, which was very handy
because in the house I grew up in there



were no late meals. My mom served
supper at six sharp and if you weren’t
there to eat it you just didn’t eat. My dad
worked two jobs so he would come
home from his day job around four in the
afternoon, take a quick nap and then eat
dinner at six and go to his night job.
What did we have for supper? Guess
what. Supper. Meaning, whatever the
hell she decided to cook that day. She
served it hot and when they placed the
bowls on the table you had to grab as
much as you could and start forking it
away ’cause once it was gone that was
the end of it. No special meals for
anyone. You didn’t like what she was
serving up you didn’t eat. Plus—we
lived in an Irish household so forget



about food that tasted good. If you could
taste it at ALL you were way ahead of
the game. If you downed a forkful of
potatoes and they tasted like dogshit
your tastebuds did a goddam kitchen
table jig. Irish people eat as though they
were doing penance—it’s punishment
for your sins and just a way of laying a
foundation in your stomach for all the
booze that’s about to follow it down
your gullet. Here’s an example of a few
traditional Irish recipes my mom cooked
up for us:

CABBAGE POTATO CHUCK
ROAST

14 sticks of butter



Pinch of salt

Cabbage

Seven hundred potatoes

2 pounds chuck roast beef

Place chuck roast, potatoes and
cabbage into a very large pot of
already boiling water. Boil for five
hours. Turn heat down to a simmer.
Drop in 14 sticks of butter and
pinch of salt. Let boil for one more
hour. Then another fifteen minutes.
Then a couple more minutes. Make



sure all germs and taste have been
boiled out. Serve.

Here’s her Thanksgiving recipe:
TURKEY DAY
47 sticks of butter
Cabbage

Six thousand potatoes

Fifteen cans of jellied cranberry
sauce

65 boxes of Shake ‘N Bake Stuffing
Mix



Jar of Skippy Peanut Butter—
Creamy Style

Two celery sticks
Five carrots
Some peas

Pie

One giant—and I do mean giant—
turkey

Boil several really huge pots of
water. Take all the stuff out of the



inside of the turkey. Begin cursing
in Gaelic. Stick the Shake ‘N Bake
Stuffing stuff into turkey. Slather
turkey with melted butter. Place in
oven with heat as high as knob will
turn. Clean rest of house for one
hour. Throw potatoes and cabbage
and peas and carrots into boiling
pots of water. Eat some pie. Dip
two celery sticks into jar of Skippy
Creamy Peanut Butter and eat.
Check turkey. Probably not even
close to being done. Begin cursing
in English. Baste turkey with tons
more butter. Place back in oven.
Open the fifteen cans of jellied
cranberry sauce and combine into
one giant heap of cranberry sauce



on a large table platter. Eat more
pie. Call relatives in Ireland and
gossip/slander etc for half-hour.
Check turkey. Begin cursing in
Gaelic/English mixture that sounds
like a third and almost completely
separate language. Serve large
amounts of whiskey and beer to
guests who have already begun to
arrive. Serve pie. Check turkey.
Still not done. Clean up kitchen for
half an hour. Threaten to begin
making peanut butter and cranberry
jelly sandwiches unless drunken
jackasses stay out of the goddam
kitchen. Check turkey again. STILL
not done. Threaten to move back to
Ireland—include “If 1 never see



another turkey again it won’t be
soon enough for me” speech.
Remove potatoes etc. from pots.
Place in bowls. Smell turkey
burning, Curse. Serve.

Fridays were special because as
Catholics we couldn’t eat meat. So that
meant my mom had to break out one of
her fish recipes. Like this one:

FISH
One loaf Wonder Bread

8 sticks butter



Cabbage
Seven hundred potatoes

Six boxes Gorton’s Frozen Fish
Sticks

Two large bottles ketchup

Place fish sticks in flat pan in oven.
Turn knob up as far as it will go.
Place cabbage and potatoes in large
pot of already boiling water. Wait
twenty minutes. Take fish sticks out
while middle seems to still be
frozen. Pour ketchup over them
until they disappear beneath a sea
of red. Wait another hour for flavor



to evaporate from cabbage and
potatoes and they are soft to the
touch. Make sign of the cross.
Serve.

We never went hungry. We never were
at a loss for drama and the men were
absolutely never ever allowed or
expected to cook or clean up. Our job
was to shovel and bang nails and fix flat
tires and kill mice and rats and giant
insects. We played football and baseball
and hockey right there in the street. No
helmets no shin guards no crying. You
got hit with a puck or a stick or a bat or
a ball you walked it off and kept on

playing.



Everyone had scars and broken bones
and some kids even had strange dents in
their heads and some kids stuttered and
other kids lisped and some had weird
walks—everyone had something wrong
with them and nobody’s parents could
either afford to get them fixed or had the
time to even do so. You sucked it up and
kept moving forward. You couldn’t do
your homework you flunked out quick
and went to work pumping gas.

It was the natural order of things—the
food chain in action—the way God
meant things to be. Those who could run
faster got ahead quicker and the weaker
links in the chain got eaten by the enemy.



Shit—I was late for work right after
school one day so I ran across the street
against oncoming traffic and got nailed
by a Buick right on my left ass cheek—
and 1f you think I have no ass now just
imagine how small it was when I was
fourteen years old. It was basically all
bone. Anyways—the good news was |
bounced right back up and the traffic
came to a stop—including my bus—and
I not only made it to work on time but I
had no desire to sit down for the next
two weeks.

And like I said before—that was when
the front ends of automobiles were still
made out of steel, not these pussy-assed
plastic bumpers they have now.



I wasn’t the only one, by the way—Ilots
of kids got hit by cars and half the time
the drivers were drunk. EVERY adult
was drunk back then. It wasn’t against
the law to drink and drive. And there
were no cupholders in cars—so if you
wanted to drink and drive you had to be
able to balance the goddam beer can or
whiskey bottle and drive at the same
time. Come to think of it—that’s how
they probably gauged whether or not you
were too drunk to drive back then—if
you dropped your drink—time to get out
and walk.

And there was no rehab in those days—
none at all. If you were Catholic, you



had Lent—forty days at the tail end of
winter when you could give up anything
in service to Our Lord Jesus—who
supposedly spent forty days in the desert
with the devil whispering sweet little
nothings into his holy ear. As a sign of
your devotion to His noteworthy
struggle, Catholics are meant to conduct
a fast from one of their favorite things—
food, sex, candy—whatever you might
find enjoyable and hard to stay away
from. Believe me, most Irish Catholic
men spent that month and a half on the
wagon. Jesus resists the temptation
offered by Satan—the Irish resist
Bushmill’s and Budweiser. I’d call it
just about even.



My brother Johnny got clipped by a
drunk driver while he was delivering
papers on his bike. He was in the
hospital for a couple of days and then he
came home. But for those two days?
There was extra potatoes and meat for
everyone else. The food chain in action.
There were no airbags no seat belts no
helmets no Ritalin no Adderall no
special ed classes no learning
disabilities no tutoring no nothing—you
had to be a REAL retard to be
considered a retard. Talk therapy in
those days consisted of my mother
saying “That homework better be done
by dinnertime or you are gonna have to
deal with your father!” Everybody got
hurt and stabbed and shot in the face



with BB guns and bitten by dogs and
slapped by their parents and fed shitty
food—mo one was smart or good-
looking or gifted or unique. The toys
alone would kill or maim you.

One time I was cutting through the alley
between Tommy Mullaney’s building
and ours when I heard my brother shout
“Hey faggot!”—his usual way of saying
hello. I looked up to see Johnny and his
best friend Cliffey DeCoursey down at
the other end of the alley with a brand-
new toy in tow—a bow and arrow. Not
a TOY bow and arrow, an actual, real
live bow-and-arrow set you would use
to go hunting for venison. Now, Cliffey
DeCoursey’s parents deciding to give



him a real bow and arrow as a birthday
present would—in this day and age—be
either the foundation for a record-setting
lawsuit by my parents or the beginning
of a foster child investigation or both.
But in those days it just made Cliffey and
every other kid in the neighborhood think
they were cool. Anyways, one
millisecond of a nanosecond after I
heard the word “faggot” and stopped and
glanced up—which probably says
something about my own self-esteem—
my brother let the arrow go and I am
telling you THUNK! that’s how quick
the arrow stuck itself in my skull. Two
inches above my right eye—I still have
the scar. Cliffey went one way and
Johnny the other and I was left standing



there like some kind of horrifying
William Tell Overture.

I climbed the alley fence and ran up the
three wooden flights on the back of my
building—the arrow still in place—and
ran into the kitchen where my Uncle
Jerry put down his beer and yanked the
thing out of my head—at which point I
started to howl and he said “It’s out
goddammit yer fine so shut up!” My dad
said I didn’t need stitches but my mom
went into a what if he’s brain damaged
now and he’s not that bright to begin
with monologue so he and Uncle Jerry
drove me to the hospital where they did
the usual here’s a piece of candy
because this is gonna hurt like hell



routine and they sewed me up and then
we drove home fast because it was close
to dinnertime and my father got really
pissed because no one could find my
brother or Cliffey and my dad and Mr.
DeCoursey had to go house to house and
building to building looking for the two
escapees until they finally found them an
hour or so later hiding in the basement of
Tommy Spencer’s building which led to
a very entertaining and rare double ass-
kicking up the entire block, which I
watched with relish from our third-floor
window.

And after dinner that night, in the living
room while we were watching TV, my
father sat down in his favorite chair



while I sat on the floor and we both
watched the Red Sox game on the TV.
He handed me a bowl of ice cream and
he had his own, and after a couple of
spoonfuls he very calmly and evenly
taught me the moral of the story by
saying this:

Hey Dinzo.

Yeah, Dad?

The next time your brother—or anyone
else for that matter—calls you a faggot?

Yeah.

And you look up to see that your brother



—or anyone else for that matter—is
shooting an arrow at your precious, pink
little Irish face?

Yeah.

You know what I want you to do?
What?

Duck, goddammit—duck!

It was always your own fault—you were
supposed to learn how to survive no
matter what the situation was. Boys will
be boys will be boys—we were
expected to shoot arrows and throw



rocks and God help us if we ever got our
hands on REAL guns because every stick
or twig or baseball bat we could get our
mitts on became a PRETEND gun in
very short order.

My son Jack had a friend in grade school
—nice kid. His parents were very
politically correct and had made up their
minds not to preordain any kind of
stereotypes onto their daughter or son by
buying her dolls or him trucks—you get
the idea. So one Christmas—which
wasn’t really Christmas in their house, it
was Christmas and Kwanzaa and
Hanukkah and some other bullshit
holiday all combined into a two-week
celebration that might as well have been



based on Seinfeld’s fictional Festivus—
Jack’s buddy asked for one of those
giant air-pumped water guns that looks
like a plastic AK-47 on steroids.
Instead, they sat him down and had a
long discussion about nonviolence and
the life’s work of Gandhi and Martin
Luther King and blah blah blah and on
Xmas/Kwanzaa/ Festivus morning the
poor kid woke up to find an incredibly
expensive and intricate balsa wood
creative design workshop his parents
had imported from Denmark. When I
dropped Jack off with HIS air-pumped
AK-47 plastic water gun on steroids,
both kids looked extremely
disappointed. But to their credit—they
had a great time that afternoon. Because



the first thing Jack’s friend made with
his Danish balsa wood design center
was the biggest, badass balsa wood AK-
47 you have ever laid your eyes on.
They pretend-shot at each other and the
kid’s environmentally overconcerned,
tiny carbon footprint-pushing,
organically soaped-up and shampooed
parents all day long.

These half-wit parents today think they
can legislate every single tiny dangerous
detail out of the protected lives of their
dainty little children. What they can’t
manage to keep away from the kids on
their own they will beseech the rest of
society to outlaw, banish and reform.



Bad language on TV shows, Janet
Jackson’s left nipple during the Super
Bowl—bullies, mean girls, brawlers
and all the other badasses need to
disappear.

Personally—seeing Janet Jackson’s left
nipple on TV wasn’t anywhere near as
offensive to me as the four million ads
for Viagra and Cialis and all the other
“how to get a hard-on” pills that rolled
out every other minute during the same
game OR Janet’s co-star Justin
Timberlake and his next-day “I didn’t
know nothing” protect-his-own-skinny-
ass-and-leave-the-girl-hanging defense.
Chivalry? He not only never heard of it
—1I doubt he even knows how to spell



the word.

One brown tit sent everyone running for
moral cover while the phrase “an
erection lasting longer than four hours”
was pummeled into the formative brains

of our tiny, little children.

I love tits. Real tits. Big tits, small tits,
perky tits, floppy tits—I don’t think it’s
possible for American kids to see
ENOUGH tits. And what are we afraid
will happen if they do? One of the first
things our kids ever saw—after the birth
canal and the face of the doctor who
delivered them—were two juicy, chock
full of mother’s milk tits. Tits that
brought them nothing more than comfort



and pleasure and nourishment and fun.
As far as kids are concerned—tits are
the best. Tits and candy. As a matter of
fact—before they discover cupcakes and
other sources of man-made sugar—tits
ARE candy. Never mind all the cartoon
violence and cutesy, idiotic Teletubbies
—there should be a channel on TV that
is all tits all the time—TIT TV. In
France, Africa—half of the goddam
planet, for God’s sake—women
sunbathe topless and no one even thinks
twice about it, but here in America—
during a full three-hour broadcast of
organized violence between grown men
hopped up on illegal drugs and human
growth hormone—we are desperately
afraid that our sons and daughters might



see a fleeting ever-so-quick GLIMPSE
of'a pop star’s teat.

We suck. We suck really really bad.

By the way—if the tits don’t kill our
kids, the bullies will.

Let me tell you something about bullies
—we need them. They teach your kid
how to survive. How to plan a trip to
school that includes every available
navigational option so he doesn’t have to
run into the kid who wants to kick his
ass.

Mean girls teach your daughter what it
will be like in any workplace full of
women she ends up dealing with later in



life—the jealousy and envy and
catfighting and backbiting. It is an early
education. Why? Because that’s the way
girls are.

Boys? Boys will beat the living crap out
of each other for one reason and one
reason only—because they are awake.



CHAPTER 5
BULLIES R US

Let me tell you a couple of bully stories.

When I was a kid, there was a bully in
our neighborhood named Bobby Burns.
He wused to walk around in the
summertime wearing a denim jacket with
no shirt on underneath—like a discount
Roger Daltrey. (In those days, everyone
thought Roger Daltrey was cool. Tanned,
long blond curly locks, no shirts, open
denim jackets, sometimes with fringe,
lead singer of the Who—who could be
cooler? Just to put some perspective on
the shelf life of cool, years later—in the
nineties my son Jack—age nine—saw a



video of Daltrey sporting that look and
said “Wow. What a dork.” So good luck
with the ultra-baggy jeans, giant T-shirts
and baseball hats cocked sideways,
kids. Take plenty of pictures.)

Anyways—Bobby Burns was short and
muscle-bound and for some reason hated
my guts. Probably because I was taller
than him. I was taller than most of the
kids my age by the time 1 was fourteen.
Also, I could actually put several words
together and form a sentence—which
Bobby had some trouble with, which led
to his grunting and giving the finger a lot,
which led to his repeating the fifth grade
three times. He wasn’t bright, Bobby. He
was shaving before he took algebra. He



drove himself to eighth grade. He was
old enough to join the navy during his
freshman year in high school. (Me and
my friends came up with a million of
these, by the way.)

Long story short—Bobby kept taunting
me whenever he would walk by and my
friends and I were playing street hockey
or football on my block—grunting and
giving me the finger and at least once
challenging me to a fight because I was
“bigger” than him. Needless to say, I
was basically scared shitless of Bobby
—as were all the kids 1n the
neighborhood.

Rumors flew, of course, that Bobby was
thirty-seven, that he had been in jail, that



he had killed a guy and—the scariest
rumor of all—that Bobby knew Kung Fu.
Keep in mind that this was in the early
seventies, when Kung Fu was
considered a secret form of the martial
arts that meant you could fly through the
air and kill a guy with a karate chop.
There was a show on TV about Kung Fu,
a special G.I. Joe with a Kung Fu grip
and a number one hit song called “Kung
Fu Fighting.” Kids being kids—reality
had been massively displaced by a
monster dose of gossip and fear until we
all believed Bobby was a vicious,
insurmountable superhuman force.

One day he walked right up to me and
my friends and said—to me—"“Hey



Faggot—tomorrow if 1 see you on the
street—I"m gonna kick your ass.”

And then he swaggered away.
My friends were quick to back me up.
You better move, Dave Minor said.

Canada, Barry Gay said. They got plenty
a hockey up there.

Yeah, John Dourville added, or you
could live in the basement in my house
—no one ever goes down there.

We should call the cops, Mark Zambini



said. Kung Fu is against the law.
Andy Zambini cut a huge, smelly fart.
These were my advisers.

We spent the rest of the day throwing
rocks and discussing why—with a kid
actually named Gay on the block—
Bobby Burns felt the need to call ME a
faggot.

Barry said it was because beating up a
guy named Gay was REALLY gay. Dave
said it was because Barry was smaller
than Bobby and therefore beating him up
proved nothing. Mark Zambinmi said
maybe your brother calls you faggot so



much, Bobby just thought faggot was
your actual name. John Dourville said
his father had gotten his nose broken
once and that his dad said it hurt like
hell and it bled a lot and your eyes
watered and then it hurt for like another
five or six weeks or so and then after a
while it was okay. Andy Zambini hocked
a huge loogie onto the sidewalk. And I
mean huge: several ants immediately
became suspended in it. We stared at
them for a while as they tried to wiggle
out of the goo. By a while I mean about
an hour and a half. We poked at them
with sticks.

I went home, said nothing to my dad or
my brother—who said pass the salt



faggot at supper and got whacked across
the head with a gravy ladle by my mom
—then I went to bed, staring at the low
ceiling of the basement and wishing I
could just disappear.

I woke up the next morning and briefly
considered pretending to be sick but
after a couple of minutes I decided to get
up and get it over with. If Bobby Burns
was gonna kick my ass I might as well
get my ass kicked as quickly as possible
and carry on with the rest of my summer.
I spent a couple of minutes staring at my
nose in the bathroom mirror—imagining
what it would look like moved over
another inch to the side of my face. Then
I went outside to meet the guys.



So I guess you didn’t move, huh? Dave
Minor said.

Or run away, John Dourville added.

Barry Gay piped in with this headline:
my sister said a kid in her grade said that
he knows a kid who used to go to school
with a kid who knew Bobby Burns’s
first cousin and the cousin said Bobby
killed one of their drunk uncles with a
Vulcan Death Grip.

No one said anything for a second. The
Vulcan Death Grip was a move that
Spock used to kill people on Star Trek,
which of course [ never watched



because I hated science fiction because
1t seemed like bullshit. Until now.

Needless to say, later that morning we
were playing street hockey when
everyone just froze, right in the middle
of a scoring play. They all were
suddenly looking over my shoulder and
beyond me with fright in their eyes. |
turned to see what they had seen: way
down at the end of the block—Bobby
Burns. Approaching,

I looked down at my feet for a second—
gathering my thoughts—until I realized
—my thoughts sounded a helluva lot like
breaking bones.

Looking up, I could see that Bobby



Burns was only about twenty yards
away, cracking his knuckles, each crick
of a finger echoing off the asphalt like a
bullet’s ricochet:

Crack.
Thwang.
Crack.
Zwing.

I could feel the blood leaving my body
—apparently not wishing to get spilled.

As Bobby came closer, I could sense



everyone else starting to move away
from me—I think I even heard a couple
of uh-ohs and maybe even some
whispered prayers. One of the guys even
moved the street hockey net out of the
way. As if they didn’t want it covered
with my blood and intestines and stuff.

Within seconds Bobby Burns was right
there in front of me. The hair. The open
denim jacket. No shirt. His beady eyes
looking up—glaring. He smiled his
menacing, evil grin. Then—two things
happened:

1. I didn’t shit my pants.

2. Not shitting my pants made my

lower lip—which had begun to

tremble—stop trembling.



Then Bobby Burns yanked my street
hockey stick right out of my hand and
threw it behind him. It clattered across
the road. Then—Bobby Burns called me
a faggot and slapped me in the face.
Hard. Really really hard.

Then, his left hand slowly began to move
upwards—in what looked to me much
like what I knew the G.I. Joe With The
Kung Fu Grip’s hand always looked like
—ready to kill or hold a plastic grenade.
Or maybe this was what Spock’s hand
looked like just before he tried to kill
Captain Kirk.

Two more things happened, almost



simultaneously:
1. I didn’t shit my pants again.
2. I kicked Bobby Burns in the balls
—so fucking hard that my foot
almost split him into two separate
halves.

No sound came out of his mouth as he
doubled over in pain and stumbled
sideways onto the tiny front lawn of
Zambini’s house. 1 thought that any
second Bobby would spring up and stab
me or shoot me or even worse—chop oft
my head with some crazy Kung Fu karate
chop, fly through the air and scissor-kick
my torso, slicing open my rib cage to
reveal my beating heart to the entire
WHAM! I jumped on him and started
beating the living crap out of him.



Punching and kicking and elbows and
knees and punching and everything
became one big blur and the next thing I
knew my own dad and Mr. Zambini
were pulling me off and telling Bobby
Burns to get the hell up and go home.

Which he did—very very slowly.
Okay okay, he stuttered, awright.

He had drool running down his chin and
a bunch of cuts on his Roger Daltrey
chest and grass stains all over his jacket
and jeans but—he was moving away.

My father had come running from our
house and only saw the last part of what



had happened—but he knew enough to
say—out of the side of his mouth
—*“Good job. But don’t say anything to
your mother about this.” And off he
went. Mr. Zambini told us to get the hell
off his goddam lawn. Then he went back
inside. It was all over so fast.

As we watched Bobby Burns make his
way down the block—bent and bumbling
—Dave Minor summed up what each
one of us was thinking:

What the hell did you do that for?
I dunno, I said. What just happened?

Holy shit, Mark Zambini said.



He’s gonna kill you tomorrow, Barry
Gay said.

He’s gonna kill all of us, John Dourville
added.

Andy Zambini didn’t fart.

Or hock a loogie.

Or even belch.

He just shook his head and followed his

father inside the house.
Wow.



That night I went to bed thinking my life
—as | knew it—was probably over. My
dad gave me a knowing look at the
dinner table and instead of feeling proud
—I was worried sick. The next morning
I awoke, once again filled with a let’s
get it over with quick mentality. I met up
with John and Dave and Barry and the
Zambini Brothers. Everyone had long
faces. We played street hockey, but
every time someone thought they saw a
figure off in the distance—we’d stop and
look up—frozen with fear and a
bottomless pit of dread.

Then someone would say It’s okay—it’s
not him.



That must have happened ten or fifteen
times that morning. But Bobby Burns
never showed up. As a matter of fact—
he didn’t show up anywhere for a couple
of days.

Maybe you killed him, Barry said.

Maybe he’s buying a gun, Dave said.

Then—on the third day—down the block
he came. As soon as we saw him, we all
got Deaf Mute Fear. You know the kind?
The fear so strong it starts out
somewhere inside the marrow of your
bones and emanates like a magnetic
force out through your blood cells and
into your veins and rumbles up and
wraps around your arms and legs and



neck and chest and leaves you unable to
speak or hear anything except the
pounding of your own pulse
reverberating in your eardrums?

Ba-bump.
Ba-bump.
Bobby Burns was walking toward us.
Ba-bump.
Ba-bump.

I wanted to run but my feet refused to
move.



Ba-bump.
Ba-bump.

From a distance, he looked angry—
defiant. Uh oh.

Ba-bump.

Ba-ba-bump.

My heart was beating faster.
Ba-ba-bump. Ba-ba-bump.

Maybe that was Barry’s heart.
Ba-ba-bump.



Nope—it’s mine. Don’t shit your pants
don’t shit your pants whatever you do
DO NOT SHIT IN YOUR OWN
PANTS.

Ba-ba-bump.

He’s twenty feet away. Don’t piss your
pants either.

Ba-ba-bump.

As he drew closer I actually shut my
eyes, figuring at least I wouldn’t have to
watch my own dismantling.

Ba-ba-bump.



I could smell him now.
Ba-ba-bump.

I sneaked a peek—to see if Barry and
John and Dave and The Zambinis were
still there and—much to my surprise—
we were all looking at each other. Then
we looked up to see Bobby Burns—
walking just past us, waving a weak
hello and saying “hey guys” and—get
this—continuing on his way.

It took us more than a few seconds to
mutter two or three heys back at him.



And then he was gone.
Wow.

We must have stared down at the empty
end of the block for at least thirty
seconds.

Later in the day he came back in the
opposite direction and gave us a little
head nod with a tight little smile.

We nodded back.
And that was it.

No beating, no knife, no gun—not even
any Kung Fu.



Everyone made that jaw-drop, round-
mouthed, wide-eyed holy shit can you
believe it face. Then we laughed. Then
Andy Zambini sneezed and as he
sneezed he also cut a giant fart. We
laughed. Loud and long.

Bobby Burns never ever threatened any
of us again.

As a matter of fact, anytime he walked
by he would wave that weak hello and
say “hey guys” or just give us the head
nod with a tight little smile. Turns out he
had never been in jail never killed
anyone and Kung Fu was just a TV
show he watched like the rest of us. The



Vulcan Death Grip? Bullshit. It was all
hype. My boot to the balls was just what
the doctor had ordered. It had shut up the
biggest bully on the block and filled me
with a new confidence. I couldn’t wait
for the next asshole who decided he was
going to push me around—man, would
he get his. The boot to the balls with
absolutely no warning was gonna
become the signature move I would use
to establish my reputation with all
bullies everywhere.

One day later? The opportunity quickly
arose. | tried the same exact move on
another guy who was bullying and
belittling me and calling me a faggot and
thought he was going to get away with it



and you know what happened? He
blocked my foot before it reached his
balls and then beat the living daylights
out of me. That guy was my brother
Johnny.

That’s right—I roomed with a bully. My
brother wasn’t an official bully—just a
bully brother. He could handle himself
well and was the kind of guy who would
wander the streets putting bullies in their
place—but when it came to me—well,
brothers will be brothers, especially
when they share a room small enough to
be a walk-in closet for Mini Me.

My brother was way bigger than me and
I drove him to the brink as often as I



could. Here’s one example: he would
alphabetize his record collection along
the floor against the wall on his side of
the room and then—here’s where he
would fuck up—tell me that he had just
alphabetized it and for me not to even
look—never mind touch—any of the
records. I would then wait until he left
and immediately pull all the records out
of their sleeves and put them
haphazardly into other sleeves—a little
process I like to call Anti-Alphabetizing.
He would come home later, go to pull
out

Crosby, Stills, Nash And A Whiny
Canadian and instead end up listening to
Iron Butterfly’s In-A-Gadda-Da-Vida.
Then the Iron Butterfly sleeve would



produce Grand Funk Railroad. Abbey
Road? Leon Russell. Leon Russell?
Three Dog Night. Watching him struggle
through the process—and this happened
many many times—never failed to make
me smile. And then he would threaten
and chase and pummel me—which I
never really minded. I would laugh and
cackle and it would make him insane. He
could kick my ass. So what. We both
knew he didn’t know Kung Fu or the
Vulcan Death Grip. He would go back
onto his side of the tiny room and
painstakingly realphabetize the records
and I would secretly plan how long I
would wait before anti-alphabetizing
them again.



What did I learn? Patience, pulling,
pushing, and the great pleasure of
anticipation—waiting for him to come
home, knowing the records were all
messed up. I learned all four of those
things by aggravating my brother. Oh—
and Vaseline. Let me explain.

Sometimes my brother would come
home late—when I was supposedly
asleep—so he would have to put on
headphones to listen to the stereo. The
big, giant, puffy seventies headphones
you see 1n old movies? Uh huh. You got
it.

Once or twice | coated the inside of
those babies with Vaseline or this stuff



my dad kept with his tools near the
water heater—it was called Lava hand
soap. And believe me when I tell you—
it was aptly named. Lava came in a giant
screw-top vat and was invented to wash
away engine oil and valve grease. I think
it was actually just volcanic spew that
some guys at Mount St. Helens let cool
down after an eruption and then
shoveled into jars and slapped a label
on. It made your hands feel as if they
were melting. So you can imagine what
it would do to your ears. It had a
warning on the front: Do Not Put On
Face! The way I figured it—technically
speaking—the ears are part of the head.

I don’t even think my brother ever



figured it out. He’d usually be two
sheets to the wind and fall asleep with
the headphones on and some shitty music
rejiggering his brain cells and wake up
with greasy hair.

And the other odd time, ears that felt like
they were on fire. I imagined him making
a mental note to turn the bass down
before he got under the sheets.

Oh the pure joy that brought me. What
did I learn? Revenge, folks. And, of
course, how to fall asleep with a smile
on my face.

Here’s a funny story that sums up my
kidhood relationship with my brother. I
was playing football in the school yard



with some older kids I barely knew. I
was covering this kid who went up for a
pass and as I blocked it I also
accidentally hit him in the face and as
we both tumbled to the ground the guy
starts punching me. A lot.

As I was trying to defend myself and/or
grab a hold of his hands WHOMP! he
was hit with blunt force and suddenly
disappeared from view.

I sat up to see my brother sitting on top
of the guy and holding his head against
the ground by the neck and saying:
Nobody touches my little brother except
me, okay asshole? Hah? Ya got it?
Hands off. Then he stood up and walked
away. The guy lay there, desperately



sucking air. I didn’t know what to do. So
—confused—I said That’s right,
asshole. Only he can beat the shit outta
me! Then I turned to all the other guys—
who also looked confused—and said
Everybody hear that? Okay, then.
Puzzled, they all nodded yes. Then we
played more football. There were many
many You okays? and Lemme help you
ups from then on.

One more bully story: my good friend
and writing partner Peter Tolan (Rescue
Me, The Job, Analyze This, America’s
Sweethearts, Too Many Other Credits
To Mention Not To Mention Some
Insane Amount Of Emmy Nominations
And Three Actual Emmys) was born in



raised in Scituate, Massachusetts, in
much the same circumstances as me
including Irish (American) parents, nuns,
priests the whole nine yards. We’re both
about the same age.

Peter’s bully was a kid named Billy
Noonan who would stand out in front of
his house and refuse to let anyone pass
unless they gave him money. He made
threats and swore and spit and acted like
a tough guy and pretty soon everyone
was forking over their loose change and
lunch money just so Noonan wouldn’t
kick their asses. His reputation grew. He
killed a guy. He skinned a cat. He
invented a new kind of Kung Fu (hey, I
told you—Kung Fu was



EVERY WHERE back then).

In order to get to school, Peter and every
other kid had to walk past Noonan’s
corner—there was just no other way
without walking an extra couple of very
very long blocks so most kids just
decided to give in and pay the vig and
accept their fate. Then—one winter
morning—there was a huge snow and
ice storm. Walking the streets was like
skating on a huge outdoor rink. Noonan
put on a big, brand-new gangster-type
overcoat and stood outside his house—
as always waiting to taunt and spit and
collect. As Peter made his regular turn
onto the corner—along with a bunch of
other kids—Noonan yelled “Hey Tolan



—where’s my money?” Peter sighed and
very carefully—making sure not to slip
and fall—turned and looked over at
Noonan’s outstretched hand. “C’mon,
faggot. Fork it over.”

Peter tossed a look at the other kids,
shook his head in disgust and sauntered
gingerly across the ice toward the bully.
Then—something snapped. Peter had
finally had enough. In his mind things
had come this far and would now go no
further. He was going to stand up to
Noonan once and for all. Tell him where
to go and how fast to get there. But there
was only one problem—speaking of
speed. Peter’s feet were moving so fast
in an attempt not to slip that he realized



he was in fact gaining a great amount of
gusto—too much gusto—he was heading
straight at Noonan with no way to stop
and so his brain stem sent the signal This
Is It! Fuck Noonan! Kill Him Before He
Kills You! He Has A Secret Kung Fu
Move!

Much to everyone’s surprise, instead of
stopping and placing his lunch money
into Noonan’s grasp, Peter instead leapt
forward onto Noonan’s chest and as the
bully fell backward Peter inadvertently
—only because of gravity and other
scientific relationships between two
moving masses—traked his arms down
the overcoat and ended up ripping the
two pockets off as he landed on top of



him.

The lunch money of many flew out—
coins bouncing off the cold cold ice,
dollar bills billowing out on the wind.

Thinking quickly, Peter got to his feet
and tossed the two pockets down onto
Noonan’s very scared and shock-filled
face. Where’s your Kung Fu now,
asshole? Hah? he said, standing over
him. Then he made a very dainty,
delicate retreat—the ice underfoot not
allowing him the swaggering John
Wayne exit he would have preferred.

“Look what you did to my cool new
coat!” Noonan whimpered.



“Yeah yeah yeah,” Peter replied,
struggling to keep his balance.

All the kids watched in awe as Peter
minced up the icy street with his head
held high. Had the bully pushed Peter
over the edge? Was this cold snowy
morning’s demand just the final straw in
a long and seemingly endless battle?
Was justice finally getting its due?

Nope.

Kung Fu and Spock’s Vulcan Death Grip
had just scared the crap out of an entire
generation of kids—to the point where
some kind of revolution was inevitable.



Bullies everywhere had taken the power
of gossip and TV and turned it against
the masses, much to their own chagrin.

Noonan was never again to collect lunch
money or even stand in front of his house
spitting and taunting. Bobby Burns was
reduced to just another idiot who forgot
to wear a shirt. Noonan became known
as No Pockets. Eventually shortened to
just Pockets.

Those were the days. You fought your
own battles and sometimes you won and
sometimes you lost and sometimes
Mother Nature actually stepped in to
lend you a secret hand. Just getting from
one place to another was fraught with



peril and potential karate chops.

We were lucky to be alive and our
parents reminded us of that almost every
other day. Starving kids in China and
Africa and Ireland itself. 1 can’t count
how many times teachers and parents
would say think of the poor kids over in
Vietnam—and they weren’t just referring
to the Vietnamese. Ray Kelly who lived
in the building next door got drafted.
Another kid two streets over joined up.
In the working class it was always an
option—you wanted out of the
neighborhood—a  fresh  start—you
probably couldn’t afford college so you
signed up with the army. And sometimes
they just came and took you. Your



number came up. Literally. It used to
crack me up later in life when I’d meet
people my age who grew up with money
and they talked about Teen Tours—trips
they took in the summer during high
school where they visited Rome or Paris
or the Swiss Alps. Yeah—we had Teen
Tours too. To goddam Saigon. Or the Ho
Chi Minh Trail.

We walked our skinny asses to school or
down to the bus stop and it might as well
have been the wild wild west: bullies on
one corner, drunk drivers on the other
and once you got to school you dealt
with women dressed up like penguins
who wielded wooden yardsticks as if
they were light sabers and pedophile



priests who lurked up and down every
single hallway.

Nowadays parents show you videos or
photos or tell you stories about how
their kids are climbing and standing and
saying such and such.

Hey—you wanna impress us?

Show us pictures of the kid falling down
and getting stitches and stuttering to
speak and swallowing nails or munching
on a pigeon or just staring into the
camera with scabs all over his head.
Then we might be impressed. Show us a
photo of the world’s ugliest kid and say
“hey, look—my baby looks just like an
orangutan!” This would really lead to a




round of applause.

First of all—they are SUPPOSED to
start climbing and standing and grabbing
and kicking—if they aren’t, then take
them back to the hospital and ask for a
refund. And as far as him or her saying
such and such—bullshit.

People other than the actual parents can’t
understand a single sound a kid is
making. It all comes out as gibberish.
Save us all some precious seconds and
call us when the kid can say “I gotta go
poop.” No one—with the possible
exception of the grandparents—really

carcs.



I’m tired of hearing the convoluted
explanations of how special or talented
or blessed with ability every single
asshole’s kids are today. I don’t wanna
hear how he tests in the something
something percentile of his class or how
she was judged to be blah blah blah by a
panel of mathematics experts.

It’s gotten so bizarre that some people
are actually trying to circumvent the
system and get their idiotic children
DECLARED special-needs.

Parent pair after parent pair digging
through books and trawling the Internet
in search of symptoms that match up with
their underachieving imbeciles.



A lot of them turn to the gold standard
excuse—Attention Deficit Disorder.
ADD. Holy shit. I was never diagnosed
as being ADD but I’'ll bet if they tested
back in the sixties I would’ve come up
ADD-HD—High Definition. I can barely
keep my focus long enough to stay on
this subject. I mean—have you been
reading this chapter or not?

Lemme give you an example.

I am truly, honestly going to stop typing
for a moment and see whether I can think
of something to say about attention
deficit disorder and I will type the first
two things that come into my head.

Here we go.



Gimme like—five seconds.

Okay—start counting.
E2 Why do old people drive so
goddam slow? You have had the
experience—stuck in a forty-mile-
per-hour speed zone on a one-lane
road behind some brittle, ancient
creature who’s barely going thirty
as he daydreams about LBJ.
Meanwhile, YER in a rush but the
old asshole’s driving as if he’s got
all the time in the world. Hey—I
got news for ya, shithead. Yer
eighty-seven years old. Death is not
only right around the corner—he
might be riding shotgun. If I were



eighty-seven years old—full well
knowing I might have a heart attack
or an aneurysm or if I cut a hard fart
the wrong way it might actually
blow an internal gasket and make
my entire insides explode all over
my leather 1994 Cadillac Seville
seats—I would drive so fucking
fast you would barely be able to
identify my car if I ran you over.
And what if I did run you over—
what’re they gonna do, give me life
in jail? ’m eighty-goddam-seven! I
think old people should be forced
to actually drive the same speed as
their age. Eighty-seven is your age
AND your speed limit. You better
hope I don’t hit my late eighties or



early nineties because I will
guarantee everyone right now—you
better get the fuck out of my way.
I’11 kill young people just for spite.
And when I say young I mean
anyone under seventy-five.

See? Wait—watch this:
& Everyone talks about how crazy
Tom Cruise is because he believes
in Scientology—a religion based
on the idea that aliens came to
Earth many many years ago and
created the human race blah blah
blah. Yeah. That sounds pretty
crazy to me. But not as crazy as the
religion I was brought up to believe
in—the Catholic Church—where



we were taught that a chick got
pregnant without having sex and
gave birth to a guy who could walk
on water and feed thousands of
people with one loaf of bread and a
fish. Hmmm. Who’s crazy now?

See? Wait wait—one more:

They just announced on my
desktop satellite radio feed that
lame-duck President George W.
Bush is going to sign into law a bill
that will keep the mentally ill from
being able to purchase guns. Great.
At least Britney Spears won’t be
able to shoot herself in the head.
Then again—neither will Kevin
Federline.



I could keep going for almost forever.

Bd Have you noticed that all the
women Roger Clemens injected
with his Hall of Fame semen
started out very petite and pretty
and blond and ended up—after the
affair had run its course—far
bigger with larger butts and faces?
And that semen was supposedly
steroid-free? 1 don’t think so,
Rocket Man. We don’t need no
stinking syringes—Iet’s just do a
Pap smear or two or three or—how
many girls was it again?

Sorry. I’m stopping now. I think you get
the idea—what was I talking about?



Oh—right. Attention something
something.

All these Ritalin- and Adderall-addled
kids are simply a result of their parents’
wish not to have to pay more attention to
them. If your son is unable to focus on
his homework for longer than five
seconds it doesn’t mean he’s got a
learning disability—it means he’s got a
pair of balls. EVERY BOY EVER
BORN has a short attention span—it’s in
our DNA. It’s why God invented tits—
so we would have something to focus on
while women were talking to us about
how emotionally unavailable we are.
Tits, trucks, t-bone steaks and video
games. That’s what boys are built for.



By the way—if you think there isn’t a
direct relationship between forcing your
child to take prescription drugs in order
to do better in school and the current
boom in prescription drug abuse in high
schools across the country—then keep
your head planted firmly up your ass.
Three decades ago they were concerned
about my generation smoking pot
snorting coke and shooting heroin. Now?
They have commercials on TV warning
about how kids raid their parents’
medicine cabinets to get pills. Give
yourselves a big dumb round of
applause, America—you’ve  home-
schooled your kids on how to get fucked
up without even leaving the house. And



better yet? It’s free!

You wanna use ADD as an excuse for
not doing well in school—then I want a
do-over.

The same thing goes for parents who
bring charges against all these high
school teachers who are having sex with
students. Hey—look at it as free sex
education. With NO  unanswered
questions after the class. These teachers
are giving your kids firsthand knowledge
they will DEFINITELY use later on in
life. In my line of work, all the crap I
heard in science and math and physics
and algebra went in one ear and right out
the other—but head from my homeroom



teacher? THAT would be permanently
emblazoned in the very front of my
frontal lobe.

Where were these teachers when I was
in high school? I’d love to go back in
time and learn how to feel up Sister
Sharon—the real hot nun who eventually
left the convent and married one of our
lay teachers—Mr. Ridley. Ironic term
for a teacher who isn’t a priest in a
Catholic school who ends up fucking a
nun—a LAY teacher. In retrospect—
man, was his title an apt one.

There are lawsuits flying left, right and
center against priests in Catholic schools
who sexually abused their students. I did



twelve years in that prison and not one
single priest even made a pass at me.
Not even the priest who was involved in
helping with the high school musicals. 1
mean, if there’s gonna be a gay priest—
THAT guy should be the most obvious
candidate, no matter what school we’re
discussing. But not one pass. Maybe 1|
should sue for lack of sexual attention.
Maybe they had a negative affect on my
self-esteem.

That’s a whole separate ball of asshole
wax: self-esteem.



CHAPTER 6
AUTISM SHMAUTISM

In my day self-esteem came from actual
performance and a clear understanding
of your place in the world. The facts
were laid out almost from the get-go—if
you wanted to be a model and you were
a girl you had to be tall and thin. If you
wanted to play baseball there was no
goddam wiffle ball or a special “soft”
pretend, fakey baseball set up on top of a
standing tee—you had to learn how to hit
an actual pitched HARD baseball.
Which sometimes would hit you in the
face if you didn’t get out of the way fast
enough. Which would break your face.
Which would hurt like hell. If you



wanted to be in a rock band you had to
learn how to sing and actually play an
instrument. While on drugs. Lots of
drugs. If you were ugly then you were
ugly and there was very little hope you
were going to change the way you
looked unless the baseball that crushed
your face rearranged the bones and let
you come out the other end looking like
George Fucking Clooney. These were
the cold, hard facts of life and your
parents were in charge of supplying you
with every single one of them.

There is a huge boom in autism right
now because inattentive mothers and
competitive dads want an explanation
for why their dumbass kids can’t



compete academically so they throw
money into the happy laps of shrinks and
psychotherapists to get back diagnoses
that help explain away the deficiencies
of their junior morons. I don’t give a shit
what these crackerjack whackjobs tell
you—yer kid i1s NOT autistic. He’s just
stupid. Or lazy. Or both.

I know a couple of autistic children and
let me tell you something they both have
in common—they are extremely bright
and attentive and—much like Rain Man
—have individual talents and abilities
that would lay your empty little tyke’s
video game-addled soul to waste. A
truly autistic child may be able to
reproduce music he or she hears with
perfect pitch—entire classical pieces,



the rock opera Tommy, the latest hit
Broad-way musical—over and over
again. OR tell you instantly upon hearing
what your birthday is—what day it has
fallen on every year for the last four
decades. What the weather was on those
days. Who the president was at the time.
What the number one song on the radio
was just before singing it note for note
and word for word. THAT’S an autistic
child. Not some fat-assed simpleton
whose brain has been fried by television
and the Xbox and no proper daily
attention from his or her supposedly
caring parents.

Maybe your kid is not autistic. Maybe
he’s just a dolt. And thank your lucky



stars for that. Face the facts.

Autism 1s up and who knows why—
parents who wasted time, their brain
cells and a lot of healthy DNA on way
too many recreational drugs is this
doctor’s guess—but I refuse to sit here
and believe that half the idiotic offspring
I come across even amongst my own
friends and family are a part of that
problem.

I recently heard an interview with the
brother of acclaimed author Augusten
Burroughs. This brother guy invented the
gizmo that allows smoke and a small
fireworks display to spazz out of electric
guitars onstage. He did it while working



as a roadie/techie for the band Kiss. Ace
Frehley turned to him one day and said
Hey, can you make smoke’n shit fly outta
my Axe while I’m playin’ it? So this guy
did so. Not a huge contribution to
society but hey—it 1s what it is and he
made a good living at it. The reason I
bring this up is: the interview was about
a book this brother had written because
when he was about fifty years old he
almost  completely  self-diagnosed
himself as having Asperger’s syndrome.

In the interview he said that all of his
life people thought he was odd. He
would talk to people but had trouble
making eye contact with them and he
knew—somehow, somewhere deep



down inside—he was different. Because
they wouldn’t talk back. They would
usually just nod and walk away.

Uh-huh.

Here’s the textbook definition of the
disease:

Asperger’s syndrome is one of several
autism spectrum disorders (ASD).
Characterized by difficulty in social
interaction and restricted, stereotyped
interests and activities. People with
Asperger’s are not usually withdrawn
around others, they simply approach
others by engaging in a one-sided, long-
winded speech about one of their own
favorite topics.



Where I come from, we don’t call a guy
like that a victim of Asperger’s. We just
call him an Asshole Who Won’t Shut
The Fuck Up.

You wanna find people who don’t think
it strange or boring or mind-numbing to
listen to you ramble on and on and on
about what it takes to plug electronic
boxes into electro converters and then
into tubeless amplifiers THROUGH a
remote-access special effects board and
blap blappety blap until shit shoots out
of a guitar played by a guy wearing
fourteen-inch-high platform-heeled
leather boots and a girdle? Here’s the
list:



1. The guy in the girdle
2.You
3. People with Kiss T-shirts on

That’s it. You don’t belong in the
spectrum of autism disorders. You
belong backstage with a shitload of AA
batteries and a suitcase full of roman
candles.

Long-winded and one-sided.

I heard the guy on the radio and believe
me, folks, long-winded ain’t the least of
it. This guy had his head so far up inside
his own ass he could be interviewed
about his memoir and perform his own
colonoscopy at the same time.



0Odd? Yeah—you became a roadie for a
rock band that dresses up in superhero
costumes and wears twenty-seven
pounds of makeup? Where and when is
that considered normal. AND you made
money at it? Sorry, pal. You don’t get to
make guitars blow up for a living and
then stake a claim as some kind of social
retard. Lucky? Yes. Rain Man? No. Not
on my planet.

Two days later I hear another person on
the same show—a chick who made a
documentary about her brother—another
Asperger’s victim. This guy was
incredibly smart and socially adept but
for some reason couldn’t keep a job or
cook or clean or do his own laundry and



therefore was still living with his
parents at age forty-two. My cousin has
this version of Asperger’s. It’s called
Mikey Ain’t Moving Away From Home
syndrome. It’s a disease that makes you
suddenly realize—hey, I gotta good thing
goin’ here—rent-free—so my ass ain’t
goin’ anywhere. Some guy tried it in
Italy a few years ago and his parents
kicked him to the curb. He actually took
his parents to court—at the same age,
forty-two—and the courts told him to
grow up and move out. I know a ton of
Irish and Italian guys who would still be
living at home being waited on hand and
foot by their doting mothers if their dads
didn’t one day decide to lay down the
law.



But in America? It’s not pure,
unadulterated sloth or taking advantage
of a good thing until it goes dry. No—
here it’s been coddled and studied and
written about and fully vetted into a
sickness. It can’t be that your kid is just
a lazy, potheaded, beer-bellied slob. No.
He must be “special.”

I think the parents don’t wanna face the
cold hard facts that their joining of the
loins has produced a semi-retard with a
nervous twitch so they jump on any
available train—in this case the autism
express—and blame good old Mother
Nature. And of course they find a doctor
more than willing to tell them what they



want to hear for close to seven hundred
dollars an hour—not to mention the
special pills and potions. This doctor
don’t work that way. You bought this
book so I'll consider that my fee and
here is the answer to the questions about
your kid: give up. The next Steve Jobs
he ain’t. Matter a fact—he ain’t even
gonna be the guy who goes to get Steve
Jobs his coffee in the morning. If he
keeps himself on the straight and narrow
and doesn’t get run over by a bus or go
to jail—he MIGHT be the guy who
cleans up Steve Jobs’s office after Steve
goes home to his mansion every night.

Now I know how hard it may be to face
the truth when it comes to your kids. If it



was easy to be objective about your own
progeny don’t you think Paris Hilton’s
parents would have hired a short bus and
special security to transport their
daughter/whore/celebutard out of the
public spotlight? Damn right they would
have. Instead—they pimped their second
daughter out into the marketplace to try
and juice more money. Because—I'm
sure—they thought she was “special.”
Just like Paris 1s so “special.”

Listen up, America—odds are, your kid
iIs NOT special. Einstein? Special.
Hitler? Very special. Your little
jackass? Not so much.

Will your child leave his mark on the
world? Probably not. A stain, maybe. A



mark—that’s probably a reach.

Jeffrey Dahmer left his mark. So did
Jesus. And Babe Ruth. Your kid—
c’mon. Let’s get real. Unless he kills and
eats twenty-five people or walks on
water or hits eight hundred absolutely
steroid-free home runs, he will more
than likely live a boring, fat, stupid and
uneventful life and then die from some
horrible form of cancer. If he’s a boy—
ass cancer. If she’s a girl—cancer of the
tits or vagina. Them’s the facts.

There will be another Adolf one day as
well as another Albert and there are
plenty of Osamas and Kennedys to go
around, but you should really take a



good long look in the mirror.

Odds are against your kid being smart or
talented or good-looking unless you
AND your husband/boyfriend/sperm
donor are BOTH smart and talented and
good-looking. If yer both morons—yer
kids’re gonna be morons. It’s the old
apple-not-falling-too-far-from-the-tree

theory. If yer both fat-asses—yer kids’re
gonna be fat-asses. If you happen to be
one of those couples they base shitty
network sitcoms on—pretty, smart chick
with dumb fat husband—more than
likely youw’ll have two kids and—
hopefully—one will be cute and smart
and the other a lumpen chunk of meat.
And all the government-approved, good



American know-how kid-fixing drugs
imported in dangerous plastic bottles
from China won’t help one bit.

Take a look around. Better yet—just
drive down to your local mall. Grab a
seventeen-dollar cup of ice cream
dressed-up-like-coffee from Starbucks
and watch all the hunchbacked, pasty-
faced, acne-scarred, backfat-bearing,
arms-too-short-to-box-with-the-God-

who-supposedly-made-them  creatures
dithering and doddering along in their
two-sizes-too-small designer jeans and
hot blue spandex tube tops: these are not
just your neighbors. This is what most of
this country looks like. What makes you
think your kids will be any different?



If you are white trash your kids will be
white trash. Believe me—I know what
I’m talking about. Just ask my wife. I
may live in a beautiful country home
with rolling meadows full of gorgeous
horses and grass and indidgineous rock
formations, but right here in my office as
I sit writing these words? 1 am
surrounded by framed photos of Bobby
Orr and Cam Neely and Derek
Sanderson and Carl Yastrzemski and
numerous other baseball and hockey
heroes. And I may have used the term
“indidgineous rock formations” but only
because a guy who did some work here
once mentioned it and—hang on a
second - - - - I just looked it up in the



dictionary and indidgineous is spelled
indigenous. See? Whaddaya expect from
a guy who—right this second—is
wearing a Red Sox T-shirt with mustard
stains from a Fenway Frank eaten on the
Green Monster seats at Fenway Park
during the championship season of 2007
AND a pair of Boston Bruin sweatpants
that are so old the drawstring has fallen
out of its seam—it don’t get much more
white trash than me. Want more cred?
When 1 was a kid we got ice out of a
machine eight blocks away from our
apartment. We put ketchup on spaghetti.
When you outgrew your pants your little
brother wore them. When he outgrew
them they got mailed over to Ireland. I
never had my own room till [ moved out



on my own.

Now my wife and I have spent a lot of
time trying to educate and manner our
kids so that they don’t turn out like me.
My daughter is smart and funny and
gorgeous—just like her mom. She’s also
very embarrassed by her father most of
the time—just like her mom. My son?
Well—he’s funny and smart and tall and
—wears the same sweatpants [ do. Only
they have a Boston Celtics logo on them.
And his Red Sox T-shirt has a ketchup
stain.

Give up the dream of rearing someone
who 1s going to cure any major disease
or invent the next groundbreaking



electronic doodad or even sing a number
one song. Dial it down a notch. Aim for
goals that may actually be within your
child’s grasp: the paper-hat-wearing
manager at McDonald’s. A driver for
UPS. Secretary. Wet-nurse. Welder.
Then—if things don’t work out with
union jobs—teach them how to count
and they can always fall back on the
safety net of crystal meth manufacturing,
You can do it in your own home. Sure—
there may not be a dental plan, but in the
world of crystal meth—Ilack of teeth is
not a detriment. It’s actually a badge of
honor.

For girls without a college education—
the lap dance never goes out of style. All



you need—believe me—is two tits, an
ass and a vagina. Literally. If you didn’t
even have a head some guys might get a
little skeeved out, but I’'m telling you—a
lot of other guys would be lined up
around the block to get some lap action
from the dancer who didn’t talk. I’'m not
exactly the strip club type but I’ll tell
you this much—I’ve seen more than a
few who had fantastic bodies and not so
great faces and the exact opposite as
well. Guys aren’t in strip clubs to meet
the next Miss America. The type of guys
who spend money in strip clubs are the
ones who don’t have the balls or high
enough self-esteem to talk to the pretty
girls at work but just enough self-esteem
to keep them from hiring a hooker.



The girls are usually the type lacking the
self-esteem needed to keep them from
peeling off in front of strangers, but
somehow holding on to just enough pride
not to fall into the fucking-guys-for-
money trap. PLUS they’ve all been
sexually molested at some point. As
have most prostitutes. Usually by
drunken male family members. Still
interested, guys?

My advice to men who are thinking of
going into a strip club would be this:
don’t. On second thought, go to the club.
Just don’t go in. Stand outside, remove
all the cash in your wallet and light it on
fire. Watch it burn until it’s just a
smoking pile of ashes. Then bang your
head against the wall of the club several



times—hard. Get in your car. Drive
home. When you wake up the next
morning, you will have achieved the
same effect as if you had spent the night
inside the club: no money, giant
headache. What did you miss? Nothing.
Smelly armpits, seven useless hard-ons
and eighty-five horrible tattoos.

That’s another lesson kids today should
learn—tattoos may have been cool five
decades ago when the only people who
had them were sailors, inmates and lead
guitar players. Now? Not so much. You
wanna be a rebel nowadays? DON’T get
a tattoo. Or a nose ring. Or a pierced
anything. Everyone will wonder: what
the fuck is up with that guy? He actually
has nothing painted on or attached to his



body except his limbs and his real skin.
What a freak. Plus—for girls? You know
what that insane snaky flower or some
bullshit Chinese symbol or a set of angel
wings above your ass or your pussy
makes you look like? A stripper. Ask a
drunk uncle to grab your tit and you’ll be
ready to roll.

Hey—The Drunk Uncles. Good name for
a band.

Strip clubs—as a matter of fact—are
basically live laboratories for low self-
esteem. The dancers, the customers, the
bartenders—everyone in there would
rather be somewhere else. The dancers
would rather be living normal healthy
lives, the guys would rather be in a
cheap hotel room with the dancers and



the bartenders and bouncer would rather
be actors or professional athletes. In
expensive hotel rooms with the dancers.

Will performing in a strip club or selling
drugs damage your child’s self-esteem?
You bet your ass it will. But low self-
esteem 1s a disease every single kid in
this country could use a little bit more
of.

When I was a kid one day in grammar
school one of the nuns was teaching us
about what it took to become the
president of the United States. After all
the typical bullshit about hard work and
dedication and blah blubbedy blah—she
took a left turn into the Constitution and
spiced it up with a little extra info—that
as long as you were born in these United



States and had all the other
qualifications in  place—ANYONE
could become the commander in chiet
once elected. Hey—that was news to
me. Up to that point the only things I had
spent time dreaming of becoming were a
Boston Bruin, a Boston Red Sock or the
newest/youngest member of the Rolling
Stones.

I walked home from school that day
doing the political math in my head: |
was born in America / 1 could—
ostensibly—start working hard in school
/ John F. Kennedy had been the president
and HE was Irish and Catholic. Not to
mention the fact that he was FROM
where I lived—Massachusetts. Not only
that—when he was president he had one



time driven through our neighborhood on
his way to deliver a speech at Holy
Cross—a college not more than twelve
blocks from where our apartment was.

Needless to say, I arrived home with
flashes of my future success illuminating
my brain: people waving at me as I
drove through their neighborhoods in
MY motorcade; my mom yelling at the
White House staff about leaving all their
supposedly important papers lying
around everywhere; me passing laws
that would make huge differences in our
society, for instance—declaring free
candy and no more school for kids
everywhere.

When my dad got home from work I ran
right up to him.



What’s up? he said.
I could barely wait to get the words out:

Sister So And So said that anyone who
was born in this country has the God-
given right to become the president of
the United States.

That’s absolutely one hundred percent
true, he said.

And then she said that all you had to do
was work hard in school and get a
college education and get good grades
and want to help people and change
things and make this world a better safer
place.

That’s true too, he said.

And then you just get people to vote for



you?
Yup.

And then if they do—you get to be
president?

Yup.

(Wow. A rush of dreamy blood flooded
my tiny blond head. I went in for the
ultimate okay.)

So does that mean that I could become—

one day—if I did all that stuff—the
president of the United States?



There was a long pause. My dad looked
down at me with a warm smile creasing
his friendly face. Then, he said:

Hell no! Whaddayou—crazy?

Then he started to laugh as he gave me a
big hug.

Hey Nars! he called out (that was my
dad’s nickname for my mom, whose real
name is Nora)—Dinzo thought he was
gonna be the president one day!

I could hear my mom’s laughter
bouncing off the dark brown paneling in
the hallway outside the kitchen.



Then my dad leaned down and said:

You ain’t ever gonna be the president,
son. Because you gotta be born here, you
gotta work hard in school AND—you
gotta be rich. And we ain’t rich. Now go
get ready for supper.

And that was the end of that dream.
Crushed like a bug under the immigrant
boot of my no-nonsense old man.

Did it make me sad?

Yes.

Did it knock my adolescent self-esteem
down a heavy notch or two?



Yup.

Did it lessen my faith in The Great
American Dream?

You bet your patriotic balls it did.

But he was right. There wasn’t a chance
in hell I was ever going to have even a
sliver of a micro-ounce of an atom’s
testicle of EVER getting elected to the
highest office in the land where I lived. I
had a better shot at growing TITS than I
did living in the White House. Shit—
speaking of shots—given my place in
American society I was more likely to
fire a weapon AT a presidential
motorcade than I was to ride IN one.



So 1 sucked up that fact and started
dreaming of being a Bruin or a Red Sock
or a Rolling Stone once again.

My precious tiny self-esteem was dealt a
severe blow that it desperately needed
—a dose of hard-ass reality that more
and more parents in this country need to
drop on their own offspring: get a grip.
Life sucks and is unfair and there are
certain facts that will always remain
hard, fast and true: pretty, thin chicks
with small tits, minuscule brain waves
and long long legs will become
supermodels—all other chicks will
demean and abhor and hate them even as
they try to starve/binge/drug their way
into the same set of shoes; the fastest,



smallest little guy and the biggest
dumbest angry guy will both make it into
the same professional team sport—no
matter what it is—because you can’t hit
what you can’t catch.

My dad taught me in eight seconds what
kids nowadays don’t know even as they
hit their late thirties: not everyone gets to
do everything. My dad and my mom
worked their asses off just to get to New
York City and begin to live and work as
illegal 1mmigrants and they adjusted
their dream as they went along because
they had a family to feed. My dad was a
talented musician—he played the
accordion in Irish bands on the side
when [ was growing up. I’ve always had



it easy with music as does my son Jack
and I believe the talent comes from my
father’s side of the family and I’'m sure
Dad would have loved to make his
moolah on the stage but it didn’t work
out that way so he became a mechanic.
He loved working on engines too. He
fed his kids. He bought a house. My
mom stayed home and made sure we did
as we were told. They both made sure
we had our priorities all set straight but
even more importantly they made our
options crystal clear: that’s why my dad
cut right to the chase when it came to
questions about what we could or
couldn’t “become.” When I decided to
give acting a try as a senior in high
school, much to his credit my dad’s



response was to say it was known to be
a rough road but that I should give it a
try. He also told me we had no money
for me to go to college and if the acting
or college thing didn’t work out he could
always get me a job down at his
company and that he could easily get me
into his union. He then showed up at
almost every play or show I did in
college and as many as he could after |
graduated—always coming backstage
with a big smile on his face. When I was
playing ice or street hockey in leagues as
a kid he would show up for a whole
game or part of the game almost every
time and 1f I had a bitch about the coach
he’d always give me the same response
—HE’S the coach, not your father. Shut



up and listen.

I’d say when it comes to self-esteem my
mother said it best and way more than
once to me, my sister Ann Marie, my
brother Johnny, my baby sister Betsy,
and any and all cousins from this side of
the ocean or the other who tried to get
above their station in this life.

Pick one:

Just who the hell died and left you
in charge, huh?

Well, now—there’s another county
heard from.



Why can’t you be more like (insert
smart faggy kid from school’s name
here)?

Why don’t you learn a lesson or
two from (insert faggy cousin’s
name here)?

No one asked you for your opinion
mister/missy/smartass.

Shut up, cut the cadology and go to
bed!

You wanted self-esteem when 1 grew
up? You had to earn it. The only rights
you had were to eat whatever it was they
put on the table and sleep in a warm bed



and get free clothing as long as you
showed up on time. And after you hit
eighteen? Time to go out into the real
world.

You want some self-esteem?

Then get up off your lazy ass and DO
something.

Invent something, make a great catch,
learn how to play the piano, cut the
goddam lawn, shovel the fucking
sidewalk, paint an interesting picture—
anything except sit there whining about
how no one pays any attention to you.

You know what kids learn when parents
insist on making sure that everyone gets



a trophy and everyone wins and nobody
loses? They learn that losing doesn’t
suck. Which it does. Which is why no
one wants to lose and be called a
fucking loser. Jesus. You fall down you
get up. That’s how you learn how much
falling down hurts and how much you
never wanna fall down ever again.
Christ. Modern moms are desperate to
make sure their kids never lose, never
get beat up, never get called fat, never
get anything negative ever ever ever. It’s
okay for the kids to do whatever they
FEEL like doing—never say no—just
yes yes yes.

Another little story about self-esteem
and all 1its 1iterations—confidence,



wherewithal, ingenuity and
advancement:

HOW I LEARNED TO ACT

When I was a freshman at Emerson
College several of my best buddies and |
were told we had to wait in line for the
best parts because the juniors and
seniors needed to play leading roles
before they graduated. Basically that
meant not getting onstage on a regular
basis in a meaningful role for at least
two or three years. Being an understudy,
standing in the wings, hoping wishing
praying plotting dreaming that one of the
stars might maybe perhaps if possible
suffer a broken ankle or a pinched neck
nerve or a bout of laryngitis or just a



full-blown onset of basic-ass stage

fright.

But instead of cursing the darkness we
lit it up—using the advice of one Dr.
James Randall we formed The Emerson
Comedy Workshop. Dr. Randall forced
the Student Government Association to
recognize The Workshop as a legitimate
theater group and fund it, thereby
allowing us to write all of our own one-
act plays, variety shows, mini-musical
parodies—whatever came to mind. We
even ended up getting credit for all the
creative work as well as the set design,
lighting design, tech work et al. We did
three to four shows a year. We were
almost always last on the Ilist for



available theater space, but we would
take whatever we were given—Ilecture
halls, raw square spaces, even—in my
favorite turn of events—a former church
—and have to outfit it with a stage,
lights, backstage area and seating. Our
limitations always became a plus. Our
shows were funny, exciting and always
on the cutting edge and what began as
what some people thought of as an
impossibility became the hardest ticket
in town—we sold out every single
production for every show three theater
seasons a year for three seasons running.
The Workshop still exists a full thirty-
two years later. I’'m not telling you this
as a form of braggadocio—I'm
informing you how our generation of



kids refused to accept the status quo. We
rebelled and it paid off—big-time.

That’s an example of the power of not
taking no for an answer. As a matter of
fact—taking no and turning it into a giant
gleaming Yes. I learned everything I
know about experimental original theater
and comedy—from acting to writing to
painting and building goddam sets—by
not taking no for an answer.

Now—vpart two of the same story. Kind
of:

HOW I BECAME A
PUBLISHED POET



During the summer certain members of
the workshop would travel and perform
at other colleges and theaters in and
around New England. In order to do so,
we had to take jobs that kept us close to
Emerson during the summer months. At
the end of our junior year, a guy named
Eagle—he was bald at age twenty, got
hit with the nickname and nobody ever
called him anything else but Eagle ever
again—said he had a job as the assistant
head janitor at the Atlantic Monthly
Building. The Atlantic Monthly was and
still 1s a well-respected magazine zoned
in on intellectual discussions of cultural
and political matters and its offices were

located in several brownstones built
side by side half a block from the



Emerson campus. Eagle needed four
guys to work the night shift as janitors
during June, July and August. Adam
Roth, Chris Phillips, Reagan Kennedy
and I volunteered immediately. We’d
never been janitors before but between
the four of us there had been plenty of
experience cleaning up odd puddles of
beer, vomit, cheap vodka and just
general leftover after-party ooze in the
various hellholes we lived in—some of
which Eagle had witnessed firsthand,
which is to say we were well qualified.
So Eagle hired us on the spot.

The pay was good but the best part was
yet to come: our first night on the job,
Sully The Head Janitor—classic Boston



Irish guy, fifty-something, barrel-
chested, redfaced with a nose that
doubled as a Bushmill’s bottle—
explained that we were to be on time
every evening at five o’clock and we
were supposed to clean all four
buildings in the following eight hours.
However, he said as he handed each of
us our own official Atlantic Janitorial
Staff short-sleeve button-down shirt
(think basic bowling league red and
blue), if we chose to work our balls oft
like slaves on cocaine, we could leave
whenever the hell we got the work done.

After Sully split, Eagle said he guessed
we could get through all four buildings
in less than five hours if we worked like



slaves on cocaine and didn’t take
cigarette breaks. And that’s just what we
did. Every night at five Sully would list
off the areas where there may have been
a large coffee spill or a water leak or an
ink explosion and we would don our
bowling shirts, grab our mops and
buckets and run a full tornado sweep so
swift and thorough it would have made
Mr. Clean crap his tidy whitey pants.
We were out on the town chasing tail
and downing booze by ten-thirty almost
every night. It was a dream gig.

After a few weeks we got so good we
COULD take cigarette breaks—during
which we started to take notice of all the
office-type swag there was just piled up



and lying around. It’s amazing what you
can convince yourself you absolutely
need to have in order to survive—
especially when it’s stuff you have
survived without up until that particular
point in your life. Staplers, number two
pencils, paperweights, letter openers,
boxes of number two pencils, plastic
coffee cups, paper clips, boxes of boxes
of number two pencils, toner bottles,
Sanka packets, Cremora jars, big boxes
of boxes with boxes of number two
pencils in them—you name it we took it.
Hey—they were the big corporate giants
and we were the struggling artists. We
needed to write and draw and staple and
sip Sanka with fake cream powder in it.
At one point Reagan actually stole a



rolling steel chair with some great
swivel action in its legs. The rest of us
decided that might be pushing the
envelope a bit—although we had
already pushed the envelope literally
and figuratively by stealing thousands of
envelopes over the course of our first
month on the job.

One night during week five, Adam and I
were in the editor in chief’s office when
he noticed something on top of the big
guy’s desk—a neat pile of typed pages.

Lookit this, he said.

What? I replied as I speed-polished a
bookcase.



It’s a bunch a poems.

What kinda poems? I said, waxing a
coffee table by wrapping two towels
around my forearms, spraying a shitload
of Lemon Pledge on the table and
flailing back and forth like a wounded
trout in an Igloo cooler.

John Ashbery, he said.

(Now let me take a second to explain
who John Ashbery was and is—an
incredibly celebrated American poet
who has won every available award,
including the National Book Award, the
Pulitzer Prize and, well-—mame one
more important award and he probably



has two of them. His work is dense with
intellect and verbal dexterity. He will go
down as one of the greatest poets in the
history of the written word.)

He sucks, Adam said.

Yeah—I know, I agreed.

This must be some stuff this editor guy’s
thinking of puttin’ in the magazine.

Yeah, I mumbled.
So.

So what?



We should get rid of this shit and put
some of your stuff here instead, Adam
said without even a hint of doubt.

Whaddaya nuts?

Listen ta me—this guy comes in
tomorrow’n reads yer stufft—yer stuff is
revolutionary, man—this editor guy’s
gonna read it and he’s gonna flip out’n
he’s gonna publish it'n yer gonna be
famous’n we’re gonna be bangin’ chicks
from Harvard’n shit.

(Now, as dumb as that plan sounds
please remember—we were both
nineteen years old. We WERE dumb.



Young, dumb and full of come. And bad
poetry. I had been writing it for only
about a year and a half and at the time, of
course, I thought it was Groundbreaking
and Important and Needed To Be Heard.
Needless to say—I took the bait.)

You know two or three of your poems by
heart? Adam asked.

(Of course I did. I couldn’t remember
the Our Father or The Latin Mass or any
part of The Declaration of Independence
or The Gettysburg Address

beyond their titles, we the people and
four score and seven years ago—but my
own poems and Rolling Stone lyrics and
the starting lineup of every Boston Bruin



or Boston Red Sox team since I was
about five years old? Those were all on
the tip of my tongue.)

Let’s go, I said assertively.

So Adam and I tore up John Ashbery’s
poems and tossed them into the trash and
sat down at the desk of the editor’s
secretary and typed up two of my poems.
This 1s what they were:

ONOMATOPOEM

Bang.

Bang bang.

Bang bang bang bang.
Boom.



Crack.

Bam.

Boom.

Shicka shicka shicka.
Poof.

FUCK

This.
Them.
That.
Us.
Is.

As.
Was.
Will.
Be.
And.



You.

We decided not to put my name on them
—just to make the whole process an
even bigger mystery. Then we tenderly
stapled them together and placed them
gingerly in the center of the editor’s
desk. Stared down at them for a long,
long beat—imagining the great fortune
they were about to bring our way. We
literally shook hands and smiled at each
other. Then, as a fitting gesture of trust
and solidarity—we left the stapler
behind.

Returning to our tornado sweep
cleaning, we finished by ten-fifteen, hit
the bars at ten-thirty and chased tail and



planned plans and laughed and smoked
and dreamed and laughed and went to
bed and got up to rehearse with The
Workshop and eagerly returned to work
the following afternoon at five p.m.

It was almost five past five when the
editor in chief of The Atlantic Monthly
pulled me aside as I was once again
donning my bowling slash janitor shirt
down in the working-class bowels of the
building. He said Adam had pointed me
out as the source of the poems left atop
his desk. He then congratulated me on
owning—and I quote—*“the most
original young raw voice in poetry I
have come across in almost a decade.”
Wow.



Adam and I smiled beaming broad
smiles as the editor and his posse of
publishing elites led me upstairs where
we shared flutes full of champagne and
plans for my first book.

One month later “Onomatopoem” and
“Fuck” made their debut in the magazine
and three weeks after that I signed the
deal to publish my first book of poetry
with Harper Collins. It was called Slap
and was nominated for Best New Book
by The American Poetry Bank.

Which doesn’t exist.

Because I just made up that happy ending
to this little story of how I became a



published poet.
What really happened was:

As I tugged on my shirt the day after we
planted my poems, Sully entered the
locker room for our daily dose of spills,
blotches, wet patches and stains to clean
up. The first words out of his mouth
were “Who’s the genius who left the
crazy poems on the editor in chief’s
desk?” He looked around for half a
second before spotting my upraised arm,
which had been eagerly in the air since
he had uttered the word “genius.” I was
more than ready for my moment in the
spotlight. “Okay, asshole—turn in yer
shirt. Yer officially shitcanned.” Then he



immediately continued reading oft
various dirty locations that needed
special attention from the rest of the
crew that night.

The dream was over so quickly I didn’t
even have a chance to ask a follow-up
question. Sully headed out the back door
and the guys all said how sucky my
situation was and then they went off in
search of dust and filth.

Within a few days 1 was working the
switchboard of a swanky downtown
hotel on the night shift and furiously
spending the overnight hours writing
more poetry. Why? So I could get better
at it.



I was always one of those people who
never took no for an answer. Whether it
was girls or work or sports or acting,
when someone told me I wasn’t good
enough [ found another way to prove
them wrong.

About three months after Sully made me
turn in my bowling shirt, two things
happened—out of pure spite I’d become
a much better poet and ended up getting
two poems published in another, more
cutting-edge poetry magazine called
Ploughshares. 1 was the youngest writer
in that particular issue and one of the
youngest they ever featured.

The other thing that happened was



Adam, Chris and Reagan got shitcanned
after Sully caught them trying to smuggle
a whole desk out a brownstone side
door.

I never tried to get my poems published
again after that—I’d proven I could pull
it off. I still write them for my wife and
most of the time just for my private files
and I love doing so, but in my heart of
hearts I know the only reason I can claim
to be a published poet today is because
of Sully With The Bushmill’s Bottle
Nose. And the reason I became a
successful comic is because of all the
club owners who told me I was too edgy
and the reason I became a working actor
is due to all the acting teachers who said



I didn’t do what they told me to do and
all of the casting directors who wouldn’t
cast me.

Every time I hear the word “no” 1 think

yes

Every time someone says it’s against the
rules I wonder why the rules exist.

I don’t run home with my tail between
my legs—I bang down the door to find
out what’s on the other side.

And that comes from growing up with
parents who made it clear that—within
reason—you can be whatever you want
to be in America but no one is just going
to hand you anything, you have to go out



and get it.

The harder you work, the luckier you get
—that’s one of the things my dad taught
me.

You learn more with your mouth shut
and your ears open than you do the other
way around—he said that too.

Most people who are older than you are
also a helluva lot smarter. That was
another one of his faves.

No one owes you anything and being
born into a free society means you get to
say whatever the hell you want but it
doesn’t mean anyone has to listen.



Which 1s why I walk around now just
wishing I could grab every other mouthy,
misbehaved, spoiled and rotten little
urchin I come across in airports and
restaurants and just when I’'m walking
down the street—kids who are throwing
snit fits in public as their disinterested
or seemingly powerless parents stand oft
to the side and let the rest of us listen to
the whining—I just once wanna grab
them HARD by the flesh on their twiggy
upper arms, that soft flesh that really
really hurts—and I mean grab them
bruise-inducing, five-finger-indentation-
left-behind hard—and whisper Clint
Eastwood-style right in their dirty little
ear: Listen up and listen fast, punk,



’cause I’'m only sayin’ this one goddam
time: yer gonna shut the fuck up right
now and start doing what yer dumbass
mom and dad say from here on in or a
special van is gonna pull up one day and
just pluck you right off the goddam street
and drop your ass on a plane to Iraq
where you will be dropped out of the
sky with nuthin’ but a parachute and a
bag of white rice—no cash, no toys, no
more SpongeBob SquareAss—ya
follow?

I’d like to see how far their overinflated
self-esteem  plummets after  that.
Hopefully? Like a big rock in a backyard
kiddie pool.



CHAPTER 7
FAMOUS DEAD KIDS

Parents need to take back the control.
Now. Half-assed moms and self-
centered fathers should stop blaming
everyone else and head back into the
house. I’m not talking about two-income
families where existing without both
parents holding down jobs 1is an
impossibility. I’m talking about houses
where both parents had kids because it
was almost a fashion accessory and then
once the kids arrived, it became a
constant battle over who changed how
many diapers and whose turn is it to get
up with the baby. Here’s the bottom line:
kids want their moms—almost all the



time. You feel tired and unable to do
anything else because the kids are a full-
time job? Welcome to reality, asshole.

From caveman times to calendar date
2009—someone has to feed them and
someone has to go get the food to feed
them with. That’s it. We—as fat loud
lazy Americans—wanna watch our TV
shows and drive our new cars and play
golf and watch Internet porn and e-mail
our girlfriends and text our BFFs and
blah blah blah but BIRDS are still
building nests and digging up worms and
flying them back to the nest and dropping
them into the mouths of the baby birds.

THAT’S HOW FAR WE HAVE



EVOLVED—not even two inches.

You only get one chance to raise your
children right and it’s been said a
million zillion ftrillion times but they
grow up in less than a heartbeat and all
the damage is done. We all get up in
arms when another secretly planted
webcam captures another Dominican or
other illegal immigrant nanny suddenly
up and slapping an innocent American
baby but—quite frankly—what the fuck
else did you expect? You want an
underpaid stranger you’ve met maybe
twice who barely speaks broken English
to have never mind love but even an iota
of empathy or a caring bone in her hand
for a kid you don’t have the time or



desire to take care of yourself? They
don’t have nannies in the deepest dark
areas of Africa—they have aunts and
uncles and actual neighbors—the same
thing I had growing up. That’s what
families and friends are for. Your dog is
more likely to take care of your kid than
a Third World worker in an entry-level
position is. But in America we expect
everyone to do the dirty work we find
ourselves to be so far above—including
wiping the fat asses of our own fat kids.

Kids have become a stepping-stone—
especially daughters. The trash cans of
Hollywood are lined with the litter of
ex-teenage stars whose mothers wanted
their own failed dreams to be fulfilled



by pimping out their progeny. Lindsay
Lohan’s well-documented fall into drugs
and drunk driving have proven one thing
and one thing only to her party-hopping,
publicity-mad mom: time for her and the
other daughter Ali to get their own
reality show! Dad just got out of jail so
he has no say in the matter! Britney
Spears melts down for over fifteen
months on international TV and in wall-
to-wall, seemingly moment-by-moment
magazine coverage and what does her
mom do? Write a book about being a
great parent! Then her other daughter—
who 1s sixteen—announces she’s
pregnant. Time to cancel the book tour?
Hell no—Ilet’s make it happen right
away because Britney’s in the nuthouse



and the heat is on! The only book I
wanna read that’s written by Britney
Spears’s mom is the one titled “How To
Get One Daughter’s Pussy Onto The
Internet And The Other Daughter Loaded
Up With Semen Before She’s Even Old
Enough To Drive!” Foreword By Family
Friend Dr. Phil!

What would you guess—honestly
speaking—the girls of the Kardashian
family have in store for them? The oldest
one has spread her legs and fondled her
breasts in Playboy and one of them has
gone down on and banged a rapper on a
sex video that SHE HERSELF made
available for sale and now their
cosmetically enhanced biological mom



and their ex-javelin throwing stepdad—
who apparently went to the same plastic
surgeon who fucked up Kenny Rogers’s
face—have the older girls and two
sweet 1 young innocent little ones
tramping around in a reality show called
Keeping Up with the Kardashians.

On one episode, mom and the three
oldest girls agree to do a beachside
photo shoot for a bikini line being sold
by Girls Gone Wild impresario Joe
Francis—who calls to make the offer
from a jail where he is serving time for
giving alcohol to underage girls and
getting them to expose themselves and
perform sex acts on each other while he
videotaped them. Mom sells the girls on



the bikini shoot by saying Joe Francis is
guaranteeing the ad will be on a giant
billboard on the Sunset Strip in the very
city where the Kardashian family lives!
Yay!

Here’s another headline—the mother has
a stripper pole in her bedroom and lets
the girls practice their moves on it!
Double yay!

I mean—this is so insane in terms of
parents without brains, borders or any
INKLING of common sense that all I can
say 1s it’s a dead certain lock the
daughters will eventually never talk to
their asshole mother again after a certain
point—either because they simply have



come to realize the entire planet finds
them to be a joke or because they finally
impaled mom and Bruce against a master
bedroom wall with one of his old
Olympic javelins.

It’s five girls total so I’'m gonna go out
on a limb and offer up this fantasy Mix
'n” Match questionnaire—pretend it’s
eight years from now and try to peg the
drug they will ultimately become
addicted to and the occupation they are
qualified to perform with the Kardashian
daughter’s name:



A. crack/whore Kim

B. smack/whore Kourtney
C. Oxycontin/whore Khloe

D. cocaine/stripper Kendall
E. Jesus/nun Kylie

The annals of kids unleashed into the
monster Hollywood machine who came
out clean and still working on the adult
side has two names on its list: Jodie
Foster and Ron Howard. Case closed.

You wanna argue about it? Two words:
Dana Plato. Two more words: Brad
Renfro.

River Phoenix, Judy Garland, Mason
Reese, Gary Coleman—I could go on



forever.
Drew Barrymore.

I know she’s clean now. But think about
it—you only know her to be okay over
maybe the last couple years or so,
correct?

Right. Well guess what?
She just turned thirty-three.

Which means she’s been high or coming
down from a high or seeking another
form of a high most of the time since
right after £.7. came out.



Which was in 1982.

And she probably STILL doesn’t talk to
her mother.

Jennifer Aniston—as far as we know—
fine. But still—as far as we know—
doesn’t talk to her mother.

Brooke Shields. Fine. A mother in her
own right. But spent a big chunk of her
lifetime not talking to her mother.

Enough with the girls? Danny Bonaduce.

Attempted suicide while shooting a
reality show called Breaking Bonaduce



. He would’ve actually killed himself
until he came to realize the ratings
would probably spike through the roof.

More boys? The OTHER black kid from
the Gary Coleman sitcom. See? Don’t
even really know his name, do you?

Gary Coleman’s older brother? Come
on. Think.

He was Willis. As in What You Talkin’
’Bout, Willis. Think for another second.
His real name?

Ready?
Todd Bridges.



In Todd’s IMDb biography, one section
about the beginning of his career reads:

“It all began one day while watching
Redd Foxx display his comic genius on
the hit sitcom Sanford and Son. Todd,
then six . . . exclaimed excitedly to his
mother ‘I want to do that!”

Which is when his mother should have
said “No problem, sweetie pie—once
you turn forty-goddam-seven! Now turn
that shit off and go do your homework!”

Instead she took him out of school and
started carting him around to commercial
auditions and his dad became his agent
and they both became his pimps and blah
blubbedy blah blah big hit show



magazine covers Tiger Beat “omigod
we love you!” groupies early
promiscuity pot booze blow smack no
hit show hates himself and his parents
“omigod you look like shit! Look, it’s
that guy who used to be on that show!”
shoplifting guntoting crackwhacking
armed assault drink drive rehab.

Want some more boys?
The entire male side of the Culkin clan.

Macaulay and Rory and their failed
actor dad/manager/pimp/money-whore
Kit.

Kit ran Macaulay’s career into the



ground in the brief span of three and a
half years—from the breakthrough hit
Home Alone in 1990 to the box-office
triple flip-flop of Richie Rich, The
Pagemaster and The Good Son, which
all came out and died one after the other
during 1993 and 1994.

His father had fought and won numerous
battles over his kid’s fees, his own fees
and “creative control” over the films
themselves. If ya wanna real glimpse
into this guy’s ego Google his website—
it’s got a giant list of his acting credits
and his books and blah bitcheddyass
blah.

After his career sputtered out Macaulay



Culkin took legal action in order to be
officially separated from his parents and
was declared an emancipated minor.
The nonfamous kids in the family—
needing food and shelter, of course, and
with no money to call their own—didn’t.

Ya gettin’ my drift here?

If I had taken my parents to court and
asked for a legal separation from them
and won? I’d have had to ask the judge
to put me and my money in jail for as
long as my parents remained alive
because my father would have kicked my
ass up and down the streets of Main
South Worcester, Mass., shouting “I’ll
emancipate your skinny minor ass right
now!”



In the case of Hannah Montana, whose
real name is—Ilet’s face it, Hannah
Montana at this point—we have a kid
hellbound for a five-star career crash
PLUS they have discovered that Hannah
Montana backpacks made in China with
pictures of Hannah painted on the back
have lead paint in them and so if kids
ingest the paint—they can die. First oft
—if kids are licking their Hannah
Montana backpacks—Ilet ’em go. Give
em up. It’s like a test run for future
morons. Secondly—is there any way we
can get Hannah to lick a few?

Lindsay Lohan’s mom should not be
repimping a second daughter while cell



phone pix of her first daughter blowing
some coke-addled ex-boyfriend are still
circulating on the Internet. Lindsay’s
response? She doesn’t remember. Which
i1s evidence enough to signify why—
whatever substances she was under the
influence of at the time of the bj—she
went into rehab. Could this happen to
anyone’s daughter? Sure. But unless
she’s famous the pictures don’t get to
travel all the way around the world.
Lindsay’s mom should be locked up
WITH the dad, who now claims the
reality show about second
daughter/cokehead-in-waiting Ali was
HIS idea and Mom even stole the title
from HIM. Plus—HE was supposed to
co-star. Come to think of it—let’s make



this a pay-per-view event—Lindsay’s
Ma vs. Lindsay’s Pa in an alcohol and
ego-fueled full-on cage match. Call it
“Whose Fault Is It, Really?” And let the
two vapid, empty, chemically enthralled
siblings take the money and run.

Every other kid actor whose name you
can think of and almost all of the ones
whose names are escaping you can be
qualified by one of three words: dead,
addicted or well on their way to both.
Okay—so it was nine words. Shoot me.
Better yet—shoot their parents.

ve met a few of these people—
Bonaduce seems like a nice guy and has
a terrific sense of humor but he went



through a real rough patch—for thirty-
five fucking years. That’s what fame
does to a kid. He was paid to be the
wiseass on The Partridge Family and
the entire world was laughing with him
not at him and then BAM! the show gets
canceled, his balls drop, his voice gets
deeper, his cock starts talking to him and
he’s not famous anymore.

The ball and cock part happen to every
teenaged boy but imagine what it’s like
when you’re not making money for your
parents anymore.

Everyone loves the kid who looks to be
eleven but acts as if he or she is twenty-
eight years old. Yay—Dakota Fanning!



She’s oh so cute and sooo precocious!

Yeah—okay. Reserve the rehab spot
right now. Book her next nine movies
AND a three-month stay at Promises in
Malibu during the exact same phone call.
She’s eleven and a half but can drink
like she’s thirty. Delete her mom’s
number from her cell phone. Better yet—
delete her mom.

Here’s the right answer when your child
points at the TV and says “I wanna do
that!”:

NO.

N-O.



CAPITAL FUCKING N. CAPITAL
FUCKING O.

Forget what you want or what you didn’t
get to do or how much money you can
manufacture or all your best-laid plans
or your dreams of stardom or wanting
your kid to like you.

No no no no no.

Embrace the power of no in all its
iterations:

No Nada Nein Nyet Fuck no Shit no No
fucking way Not now Not ever Never
ever What did I just motherfucking say?
Not as long as I live Not over my dead



body Not even if hell freezes over.
These are the acceptable answers.

Here is a small sampling of the
questions that get an automatic, loud,
fast, no negotiation involved no:

Canlbe on TV?
Can I get a tattoo?

Can I get my hair cut like Lindsay
Lohan?

Can | get pierced ears?



Can I watch The Sopranos?

Can I have a sweet sixteen party
like they have on MTV when I
grow up?

Can I be home-schooled?

That’s  right—DO NOT HOME
SCHOOL YOUR KID!

I don’t wanna hear your justifications but
I’'m sure they include many or all of
these unique reasons: my kid is special /
my kid doesn’t get along with all the
other kids / my kid is smarter blah
blubbedy blip.



Your kid needs to be in a building full of
other kids so that your kid can figure out
how to socialize and play and get beaten
up by bullies.

Staying home with mommy full-time is
like living in a bubble where there is no
crime no tension no sex no fear no
trouble no pressure.

Not being on TV or the movies means
being a real kid.

Being a real kid means long stretches of
homework interspersed with trying to
avoid the mean kids or become one of
them.



Your job is to drop your kid off into the
belly of the beast every morning and then
pick them up and take them home and fill
’em up with food and some advice
before starting the whole process all
over again the very next day.

No home-schooling, no protective
bubble, no red carpet.

Will your kid hate you? Yup. And here’s
a little headline for you: your kids are
SUPPOSED to hate you. YOUR KID IS
YOUR KID—NOT YOUR GODDAM
BEST FRIEND.

Believe me—they may hate your fat ass
now but they will thank you immensely



later on.

Seven million kids have been thrown
into the star-making machine and how
many made it out?

Two.
Jodie Foster and Ron Howard.

Once known as the twelve-year-old
hooker from 7axi Driver and fucking
Opie.

Now known as two bright and shiny
Oscar winners.



That’s it. Everyone else died or got
arrested or sits in jail or found Jesus or
1s smoking a big fat bowl of crack while
you are reading this and STILL vowing
revenge on their filthy, money-grubbing
parents.

They don’t talk to their moms anymore
because they blame their mothers for not
protecting them. For not making them
stay in the nest. If a bird mom lets a baby
bird leave the nest before it’s old
enough, it crashes to the ground and gets
eaten by:

a. A cat.

b. A snake.

c. One of the Culkin kids who

skipped the court case bullshit,



emancipated himself and now just
lives in the woods on his own.

Have you noticed a dearth of sparrows
in and around Manhattan ever since
Macaulay divorced his dad?

Coincidence? Me thinks not.



CHAPTER 8

NUNS, TITS, BOOZE AND
MY MOM

Bird moms keep the babies in the nest
until their biological clocks tell them it’s
time to kick them out and let them fly
away and start their own families.

That’s what Dr. Full should be saying on
his show—instead of trying to sneak
Britney Spears out of the nuthouse and
onto his cheap studio sofa in order to
spike his ratings. Where did parents who
play with a full deck of cards disappear
to?

I called my mom just now—Iliterally, I



hung up the phone and started typing the
words you are currently reading—
because I have some expertise in the
area of kids and showbiz. My career
began when [ was eleven. A nun grabbed
me 1n the hallway at school and told me
to show up that night at an audition for
the high school musical—there were
twelve grades in my school—St. Peter’s.
So I went home and asked my mom and
walked back that night and did a little
singing and dancing and some acting as
well and the nun said thank you and I
headed home. 1 got the part and it
sparked an interest in being onstage or in
front of the camera that never went
away.



I called my mom to ask if there was ever
any discussion about me going into
showbiz at that point—real showbiz—
and giving up school etcetera etcetera.
This 1s what my mom said:

Hello.
Ma?

Denis?

Hey.

How are you?
Good. Listen, Ma—

Sheila Turbody has bad cancer of the
face—it spread all down her neck and
into her throat and into her brain.

What?



The doctors say she should never have
been spending all that time out in the sun
without a hat or sunscreen or anything at
all plus she was smoking and—

Ma—who is Sheila Turbody?

You know who Sheila Turbody is. She
lived around the corner all her kids got
straight A’s? Remember?

Oh. Those kids—yeah. Nobody liked
them.

Listen, Brian—you had better stop that
smoking and wear some sunscreen and

It’s Denis, Ma.
Don’t change the subject.

Ma—Iisten. When I was doing that first
play I did—Mame—when 1 was like



eleven or whatever I was—was there
ever any talk—did I come and ask you
guys maybe about leaving school and
trying to make it as a kid in showbiz or
any—

Good God no, Denis—are you crazy?
You were good but you weren’t THAT
good. We were happy to have you in the
show and we went to see them and all
but then it was right back to school.
Show business. Where did you get that
idea?

I was just wondering if I ever asked you
if I could leave school and become—

Oh no no no—we would never’ve put up
with that kinda—no one around here
knew anything about that. Why?

I’m just writing this section of my book



and—

What book?

I’m writing a book about—

You better watch out what you put in that
book.

Okay—I gotta go.

(warning-type tone) Denis.

(mocking her warning-type tone) Ma.

What kind of book?

It’s funny.



Are they paying you for 1t?
Yes.

What happened to the TV shows and the
movies?

I’m still doing those, I’m just—

None of us thought you’d be doing all
this kinda stuff—we didn’t know what
was going to happen to you. All the
cadology and the blighyarding—the
vicious blighyarding you would get up
to.



Ma—what does blighyarding mean?
You know exactly what it means.

Well—if it is what I think 1t is—they pay
me to do it now.

Well—that’s what’s great about this
country. What’s the name of the book?

Never mind.
(with great gravity) Denis.
(mocking her gravity) Ma.

Don’t put me in that book.



I gotta go.

Did you go to Mass this week?
No.

You know it’s Ash Wednesday?

Really? I just thought people suddenly
decided to start putting cigarettes out on
their foreheads.

That’s not funny.
Yes it is.

Don’t you put that in your book.



Okay—I won’t. See you on Easter, Ma.

Okay. Thanks for calling, honey. I love
you and I’m so proud of you, honey.

CLICK.

(Note—Blighyarding [my spelling]. This
one I looked up everywhere once again
—INCLUDING World Wide Goddam
Words. I could have Googled Galaxy
Wide Words and Infinity Wide Words. It
absolutely does not exist outside of my
mom, my Aunt Bridie and my Aunt
Margaret. So my mom and only the two
sisters who followed her here to
America somehow came up with a term



that—as far as I can tell—refers to
causing trouble. So we can assume that
blighyarding means cursing, pretending
to eat horrible overboiled food when in
fact you are feeding it to the dog under
the table—because even my mom’s cats
wouldn’t eat the stuff—and other minor
crimes committed inside or around the
house.