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Gary Delaney is an award-winning stand-up comedian. His ‘nine minutes of one-liners’ on Live at the Apollo has been viewed over thirty million times online. He is a regular on Mock the Week and has written for such shows as A League Of Their Own, The Royal Variety Performance, and 8 Out Of 10 Cats.




About the Book

Gary Delaney is the star of Mock the Week, Live at the Apollo and many more TV shows, and has played live to hundreds of thousands of people across the UK, delivering his hilarious trademark one-liners. Here, for the first time, is a collection of over 1,000 of his finest gags, featuring never-before heard jokes. Pundamentalist is a treasure trove of zingers for fans of Gary and general comedy fans alike.




Foreword

Quartet.



 

I’d like to start this book with a joke about crowbars, as they always make a great opener.

‘I’m never jogging behind a council van in winter again,’ he said through gritted teeth.

A friend of mine was killed in an accident at a florist’s, so now every year we tie a car to the lamppost outside.

My girlfriend’s arse is like a peach: hairy and makes a horrible yogurt.

50% of people who go to watch The Cure actually end up watching Placebo, and enjoy it just as much.

Oh no! Just sent a picture of my knob to everyone in my address book. Not only embarrassing but also cost a fortune in stamps.

I didn’t want to buy a hammock, but the salesman was very persuasive, and I’m easily swayed.

I coughed on the tube, and a suicide bomber got up and moved to the next carriage.

I nearly lost my job as a roofer when I was caught masturbating on my first day, luckily my boss said I could wipe the slate clean.

Set Password: Tiny_Tim.

Sorry, password contains an invalid character.

If you write ‘rotaluclac’ on your boobs and then turn upside down it says ‘calculator’.

My golf instructor said I need to work on my follow through. I said, ‘Is it my golf swing?’ He said, ‘No, you’ve got shit down the back of your trousers.’

Last night I had beef stew with dumplings.

I shouldn’t call her that, but she’s a big girl.

I owe so much money to my herb seller that he’s threatened to send round the bay leafs.

We can’t even afford a garden, so when my girlfriend bought us a trampoline I hit the roof.

Gentlemen, if you think your partner’s vagina is rather large it’s important that you never let on to that fact and believe me I know as I once put my foot in it.

My French pen friend just said ‘Le monde’, which means the world to me.

It’s ironic that to claim disability benefit you have to jump through a lot of hoops.

Does anyone know if it’s safe to dye your pubes?

It’s a bit of a grey area.

I went to see an acupuncturist.

When I got home, my voodoo doll was dead.

Actors have got Equity, magicians have got the Magic Circle, but it’s a shame ventriloquists don’t have anyone to speak for them.

I used to be into ham radio, but all I could hear was crackling.

The study of why triangular sandwiches taste better is known as trigonomnomnometry.

I was at an Italian zoo with a Christian friend of mine, so I thought ‘When in Rome . . .’ and pushed him into the lions.

Oedipus, what a motherfucker.

People say I’m unnecessarily vindictive, so they go on the list.

I used to run the Iranian Madam Tussauds, but it was impossible to make a prophet.

My grandad was killed by a Zulu. He was having a shit at Whipsnade and the roof collapsed.

I’ve a Welsh friend who says when he can’t sleep he counts sheep, then gets horny, has a wank, and nods right off.

I was actually Birmingham Memory Man of the year, back in 1980 something.

Don’t die a virgin, otherwise when you go to heaven you have to marry a suicide bomber.

I shoved a glass eyeball up my arse, which wasn’t a good idea, with the benefit of hindsight.

It was tough growing up in the ’70s. Mum was alone, Dad was in and out of nick. Nick was furious.

When Grandad found out he’d got palsy his face fell.

I don’t like sex in the shower. It’s slippy, dangerous and one of the worst things about prison.

A clock from a Salvador Dali painting goes into a bar. The barman says, ‘Why the long face?’

When I open the fridge and the light comes on I like to pretend a sausage has just had a really good idea. ‘Why not have me with mash?’

When are hairdressers going to release the results of that big survey they’ve been doing on where people are going on holiday?

I recently met up with loads of other supportive heavy drinkers, dipsomaniacs, winos, drunkards and lushes at my Alcoholics Synonymous meeting.

I spent the afternoon in the park mentally undressing women. I find they are less likely to complain, if you do pretend to be mental.

Did you know that if the entire population of China was to walk past your house in single file, that would be really creepy.

I visited a Mosque recently and I was disappointed to find the reason you have to take your shoes off isn’t because there’s a bouncy castle inside.

I asked someone to send me an audio file, and then a bloke turned up at my house explaining why vinyl was loads better than digital.

I went to see a Polish Pink Floyd tribute band.

Not only were they cheaper but they played The Wall in half the time.

I went to the zoo to watch the monkeys wanking, then I went to watch the crocodiles and I was still wanking.

I remember sitting in psychology class learning about Pavlov, thinking those stupid dogs, and then the bell went and we all had lunch.

Red sky at night: light of shorter wavelengths is being dissipated by water vapour and atmospheric dust.

Red sky in the morning: same.

I’m sitting at home, and this guy knocks on my door. ‘Have you ever considered an alternative energy supplier?’ I’m like, ‘No, I’m quite happy with food.’

I’ve got the memory of an elephant. I remember one time I went to the zoo and saw an elephant.

I recently launched a book aimed at 9–12 year olds, and I’m proud to say I hit one of the little shits.

I recently tried anal bleaching. It was tricky to do, but eventually I managed to bleach every object in the house in alphabetical order.

Uri Geller, surprisingly hard to stab.

I’d have five pounds on the Dalai Lama, if I was a Tibetan man.

I went on a positive thinking course. It was shit.

I went to see the stalactites at Cheddar Gorge and our guide asked us not to try and crack one off and she wasn’t even that attractive.

But I still managed.

It was very dark.

This morning I went to a meeting of my premature ejaculators support group.

Turns out it’s tomorrow.

The Paralympics taught us that sometimes we should stop and put ourselves in the place of people with disabilities. And I have to say, those parking spaces are brilliant.

I bought a book to look up minor operations, but it wasn’t much use as the appendix had been removed.

I’ve been trying to recapture my lost youth.

I really must get that cellar door fixed.

As a child I was made to walk the plank.

We couldn’t afford a dog.

Bought a chameleon, lost it.

I had a chocolate bar and inside the wrapper it said, ‘You’re a loser’. I wouldn’t have minded had there been some sort of competition on.

To make things worse it was a Boost.

I’ve been trying to persuade my girlfriend to sexually stimulate me with her keyring but she just keeps fobbing me off.

When my girlfriend suggested we try playing doctors and nurses I was really hoping for something sexier than being left in a corridor for two days.

I went to a swingers’ club. The doorman goes, ‘It’s £15 to get in or you can pay £20, that includes a meal.’ I paid £20, went in, and an oiled naked man comes up to me and says, ‘Hello, my name’s Emile.’

A friend of mine was going on and on about how good his orthopaedic shoe is, but I think he’s built it up too much.

When I heard you could now be a sperm donor by post, I came in a jiffy.

A friend of mine said, ‘If I text another man and put a kiss at the end is that a bit gay?’

I said, ‘What are you texting him?’

He said, ‘A picture of my cock.’

In Norfolk the marriage guidance service is called Related.

In Cornwall jokes about inbreeding get 20% more applause.

I accidentally filled the escort with diesel. She died.

I don’t like people who complain about breast feeding in public.

‘I don’t want to see it.’

Or ‘that’s disgusting.’

Or ‘you can’t do that you’re not a woman’,

‘and that’s not a baby’

‘and that’s definitely not milk.’

The Archbishop of Canterbury recently said he couldn’t support gay marriage without first having a mandate. Honestly, if he’s that bothered I’ll go out with him.

I always worry when a woman sees me naked for the first time that she’s just going to scream and run out of the park.

Traffic news: A lorry carrying a giant Scrabble set has overturned on the M25, motorists are warned there could be large Qs.

I’ve warned people about the dangers of auto-erotic asphyxiation until I’m blue in the face.

My girlfriend said she wanted to try some new condoms with something special inside to boost her pleasure. I said, ‘Ooh what’s that?’ and she said, ‘Other men’s cocks.’

I asked the vet, ‘What can I do, I think my dog’s racist – he keeps barking at the Asian man next door?’ The vet said, ‘Muzzle him?’ I said, ‘I don’t know but he’s got a beard.’

I was disappointed to find that Dunkirk isn’t a biography of William Shatner.

The Make-A-Wish foundation should really be called the ‘No, Make Another Wish Foundation’.

I was in the garden with my girlfriend earlier and saw the 18-year-old girl next door all dolled up ready to go out clubbing. My girlfriend said, ‘Do you know what? At that age I can really see myself in her.’ Which is weird because I was thinking the exact same thing.

My Uncle Derek was found dead with a belt round his neck and a dildo up his arse. At his funeral, the vicar said we’ll
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