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Foreword

Years ago, after my divorce, I kept up the tradition of tucking in my children at night with the means at my disposal: text messaging. I would often add bits of levity before wishing them good night and giving them my love.

After favorable responses to a few bedbug quips, I decided to make it a part of the nighttime ritual. Soon, over 100 had been sent and I started to write them down and add more and more. With encouragement from friends, I decided to put them in a book.

While a few of the entries might be a bit suggestive, nearly every one of them is safe for “tweens” and maybe even twins. All are intended as fun, silly, sometimes insightful bits of humor.

My six children are grown up now. I still tuck them in with nightly texts.

 



Introduction to Part One

Most of us have heard the old bedtime admonition “don’t let the bedbugs bite.” Good advice and no doubt, initially, a literal, nocturnal invocation.

Today’s bedbugs, at least as I envision them, are mischievous, semi-intelligent insects with way too much time on their hands. With no guidance and regulations to control their behavior, bedbugs are apt to do the most improbable things.

To help maintain some semblance of reason in the bedbug community, I have offered up a list of activities that should be monitored and restricted, if not entirely prohibited.

Many suggestions may seem common sense. Some are for the benefit of the bugs themselves while others are obviously for the benefit of the reader and the reader’s species as a whole. Quite a few, however, seem so outlandish that you may question their inclusion, if not my sanity. But if you knew bedbugs like I know bedbugs . . .

 



Don’t Let The Bedbugs:

Talk you into giving them your social security number so they can take out a credit card in your name to buy hundreds of cans of spray cheese.

Take massive amounts of steroids.

Invite old high school buddies over for a few beers, watch the big game and make prank calls to Siberia on your land line.

Develop nuclear technology, claiming it’s for energy, when it is clear that they are also testing long range missiles.

Build a water park on your pillow.

Start a barbershop quartet competition, charge $8.00 to enter, and not cut you in for at least twenty percent.

Illegally import ancient Peruvian artifacts and sell them on the black market to feral cats.

Try to repair your car. Last time they scratched the paint, broke your fuel line and went way over their estimate.

Practice target shooting with cannons without the proper permits, safety gear and Jell-O for the after party.

Hypnotize you. They’ll make you dress up like a mentally challenged rooster and distribute anchors to yodeling nuns.

Crawl up your nose, burrow into your brain and lay eggs. (That wut maked I sew stoopid!)

Install a satellite dish on your uvula.

Write a historical novel about life in an 1840s, New England mental hospital and title it, YOUR name.

Sublet your box-spring to a family of Croatian cockroaches. (They’ll keep you up all night with their steam whistle concerts.)

Inject you with a syringe labeled “people poison.” I don’t think I need to qualify that.

Go back in time to before you were born and kill your mother. You would have to update your Facebook status to non-existent.

Play with matches near the exploding kinkajou warehouse. Remember last year? Kinkajou spleens everywhere.

Form a marching pipe organ band.

Join the Cubs.

Become telekinetic.

Meow the national anthem.

Pole vault in armor.

Make meth in your garage.

Prepare your taxes.

Sew ducks together after 8:30.

Invade Canada.

Insult a vampire’s dentist.

Pose naked for Scientific American.

Drill for oil in Chris Christie.

Operate heavy machinery.

Put Ex-Lax in your cocoa.

Refinance your mortgage.

Replace your socks with broken pottery.

Follow the Orkin man on Twitter.

Invent a ray that turns everything beginning with the letter B into a Swedish dairy product.

Surrender to Martians.

Carpet your avocadoes.

Start a boy band.

Reinvent the wheel or sliced bread.

Join OPEC. Not the oil one, but the Omnivorous, Parasite Eating Club.

Buy a red door and paint it black.

Fry bacon in the nude.

Powder coat puppies.

Dress up like dinosaur pirates and snowmobile through Wimbledon

Create a line of tin foil chewing gum.

Teach entomology to radical, Siberian slime molds.

Pour molten lead on more than three ground hogs.

Accumulate an infinite number of chimps, typewriters and alcohol.

Take over for the Tooth fairy. Within days all teeth, living and dead will be collected and replaced with dryer lint. (Don’t ask!)

Revise The Night Before Christmas using Santa Flea and eight tiny rein mites.

Balloon to the thermosphere and urinate.

Fill the Panama Canal with licorice.

Make you watch a Family Ties marathon on the night you planned to free Nepal.

Go to a Kanye West concert.

Practice law.

Follow the yellow brick road.

Mirror your best friend’s armpits.

Say your name backwards. (You’ll end up in Bizarro world.)

Tend your garden while you’re on vacation.

Propose to inanimate objects.

Replace your fabric softener with jalapenos.

Tunnel to Japan.

Announce Red Sox games.

Design street signs for the Indian Ocean.

Paint your Mother-in-law’s cat.

Trade their foot fungus collection for your sofa.

Leave turkeys in your attic.

Pronounce the T in often.

Unplug your respirator.

Wear a helmet to your funeral.

Forget the Alamo.

Become a hockey fan.

Slow dance with an amorous  octopus.

Discombobulate anything.

Freeze dry Betty White.

Use all capital letters when they text.

Invent hyper-fat Crisco.

Replace your deodorant with crazy glue.

Pitch a tent in the La Brea tar pits.

Reestablish the Pony Express.

Create a Nickelodeon cartoon based on Anne Franck’s diary starring mutant crocodiles.

Put speed bumps in the Daytona race track.

Move every world capitol three miles west.

Play kick the can in a mine field.

Connect the dots on leopards.

Show you all their slides from their vacation in Hoboken.

Bake four and twenty blackbirds into any pastry.

Sing a song of sixpence. (See above.)

Pass school buses when the lights are flashing red.

Cartwheel across a freeway.

Vomit on newborns.

Challenge Usain Bolt to a foot race.

Zip line vertically.

Bubble wrap Manhattan.

Accept candy from strangers.

Give enemas to blue whales.

Babysit for Octomom.

Replace your shower head with a sand blaster.

Bark up the wrong tree.

Reshoe a diarrheic Clydesdale while wearing a rented tuxedo.

Put makeup on the statue of Liberty.

Believe they can fly.

Deep fry used band aids.

Trust Mayan calendars.

Fly fish with an eighty foot crane.

Throw caution to the wind.

Take possession of Miami because they believe it is their Ami.

Put barcodes on grass.

Sugar coat the truth.

Play pin the tail on the donkey with a real donkey.

Replace the faces on Mount Rushmore with the three stooges and Batman. (Adam West.)

Form a union.

Become millipede podiatrists. (I know it sounds lucrative but millipedes don’t actually have feet.)

Call everybody in Turkey, a turkey.

Put the Partridge family in a pear tree.

Plug all the holes in Swiss cheese.

Play peek-a-boo with cacti.

Run with scissors.

Name their kids Jimmy, force them to crack corn, and just not care.

Ask for Obama’s birth certificate.

Judge a book by its cover.

Talk with their mouths full.

Look a gift horse in the mouth.

Sit so close to the TV.

Count their chickens before they’re hatched.

Lift with their backs.

Juggle porcupines in a Venezuelan balloon factory.

Put petrified wood in your fireplace.

Soak your dentures in fabric softener.

Plant cows, hoping to grow steaks. Or vice versa.

Say “bite me” every time someone sneezes.

Laminate your goldfish.

Circulate a petition demanding equal rights for all Gila monsters north of the tropic of Capricorn.

Walk under a ladder, in front of a black cat while breaking a mirror on Friday the thirteenth, and then play Russian roulette.

Draw a moustache on your passport picture.

Create a people zoo.

Add seven letters to the alphabet.

Rewire your house.

Learn to swear in Latin.

Throw good money after bad.

Reveal ancient Chinese secrets.

Put a burial ground in an ancient Indian subdivision.

Hog the TV remote.

Fertilize your Boston fern with nuclear waste.

Multiply the continental divide.

Contact the dead.

Be civil war reactors

Put on the red light.

Microwave stray cats.

Open a Kentucky fried mud restaurant.

Temporarily reverse the rotation of the Earth.

Use your loofa.

Whiten your teeth with an angle grinder.

Get up early, shave, shower and go to work at the pickle factory. Spend ten hours on the computer doing pickle factory stuff. Stop at the bar on the way home for a cold
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Do let the Bedbugs:
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