





Praise for Happy Endings

The books most shocking aspectaside from its placement at No. 4 on the New York Times bestseller listis its sincerity. In addition to you-are-there depictions of sexual misadventure, Norton reveals much about his insecurities, his teenage rehab stint, bungled attempts at finding love and what goes on inside a mind that produces such hilarious outrageousness on a regular basis.

New York Post

Opie and Anthony resident loudmouth and stand-up comedian Jim Norton rants on-air against fatties, man boobs, sex with prostitutes. No wonder hes so unbelievably popular. Norton has channeled his vitriolic humor into his new collection of essays.

Metro

Nortons first editorial offering is a realistic look at his rise from his parents North Brunswick, NJ, basement and up the ranks of the cutthroat stand-up comedy circuit.

Mass Appeal







This book is dedicated to anyone who sits in front of the
 television screaming Fuck you! for at least two hours a day.








Bad hair daywhere did this shit come from? What a superficial culture. Put on a hat and go to work, you shallow cunt.

GEORGE CARLIN, twentieth-century American poet










(917) 267-2602




This is a legitimate phone number. I listen to messages left here, and at times respond to them. Its not a scam; check it out on my MySpace page if youre skeptical (Myspace.com/jimnorton). Leave a message, tell me how much you loved the book. Or hated it. Or whatever else you want to tell me.










Preface




GEORGE CARLIN died yesterday and Im goddamn depressed about it. He had a career that spanned fifty years and included fourteen HBO specials, so maybe I shouldnt be depressed about it. But I am. Im sad and distracted and have been crying like a little fruit off and on for the last twenty-four hours.

Late last night I wanted to forget my troubles, so I figured Id sit on the bowl and drop a few logs. For some people its chanting Nam Myoho Renge Kyo, for me its shitting. While perched on the toilet, the thought, This is the first dump Ive ever taken without George Carlin being on the earth actually flashed through my mind, so I glanced around for a pistol to straighten myself out with. A marble-size nugget dropped into the water like a wedding ring. I pulled my pants up without flushing or wiping, and slinked into bed. And tonight is no better. I just feeloff. Empty. I tried having sex, and opted out after three minutes because my cock had the stability of the Somalian parliament. Hard to explain to a woman how youd love to fuck, but you just cant seem to get this cantankerous, seventy-one-year-old dead genius off your mind

First Pryor, now Carlin. Their being gone somehow makes me feel older; more alone. Especially George, who had been actively performing and shooting specials almost right up until the day he died. To so many comics, he was kind of a creative and professional father figure. No matter what the current event was, he did a better job addressing it than the rest of us. As much as I loved him, he depressed me by showing the greatness a comic could achieve. He was a constant and prolific barometer and I was never going to quite measure up.

Watching him perform made it feel cheesy and unsatisfying to go onstage and tap dance for approval. He made me feel compelled to be honest, regardless of how the audience felt about my opinions. And he was omnipresent, because whenever you felt lazy or complacent about diving into new materialhovering there, shaming you, was Carlin. And just when you thought you had him figured out morally, hed turn and bite the throat out of whichever ideology he appeared to have his arm around the shoulder of.

Like or dislike him, agree or disagree with him, he was what all comedians dream of being when we start out; he was pure. He wasnt known as an actor, a personality, or a shitty humoristhe was a comic. A belligerent, taunting asshole of a comic. And he was beautiful. Hed go onstage, completely un-needy, never asking the audience for a goddamn thing, other than to remain attentive while he kicked them squarely in the balls. He attacked conservative and liberal institutions with equal harshness and disdain. And his attacks were visceral and precise. I think his greatest gift was his uncanny ability to reach into the guts of something and immediately expose the phony, embarrassing nature of its core. The one advantage to being a virtual nobody is that I never had to endure being deconstructed by him.

Many of the cultural abominations Carlin detested so much were being actively practiced by members of his audience. That never deterred him. In fact, it seemed to fuel him to drive the message home harder: Since youre the people Im talking about, here are the things youll need to stop doing if youd like me to stop attacking you. His almost sociopathic lack of begging, lack of asking the audience for one ounce of agreement, is something Ill never stop being in awe of. And it never felt like Carlin was out to shock or offend an audience; he was simply telling the truth. How they handled it was up to them.

Recently, George came into the studio, and I was able to interview/ hang with him with Op & Ant. He stayed on for about forty minutes and talked about being old and dying. He also talked about how Islam is eventually going to win the religious war because theyre relentless. In typical, brutally honest Carlin fashion, he pointed out that hed probably be dead by then, butand he smiled when he said thismany of us would still be alive to feel the blade. We laughed, but it was also chilling in a way, because he obviously meant it.

The first time I met George was in January 1990 (three months before I ever set foot onstage myself), after taping his HBO special Doin It Again at the State Theater in New Jersey. (If you watch the special, you can catch quick glances of my idiotic face about three rows back, center stage.) I wanted to meet him, so I blatantly lied to his road manager at the foot of the stage and told him I was a comedian. He looked around conspiratorially and sighed, Alright, come on, and brought my friend Gary and me backstage. It was my first time ever being backstage and I handled it with the same calm collectedness Travis Bickle displayed when mingling with Secret Service agents. There was a shitload of people there, and eventually Carlin wandered in and greeted everyone. I nervously introduced myself, so of course he made fun of my last name, mentioned hed just quit drinking coffee, and signed my ticket. I told him I wanted to do stand-up, and he was friendly and encouraging, although I cant remember a fucking word he said. (Proving what a horses ass I am. I had the rare opportunity to get comedy advice from George Carlin, and my brain decided that his quitting coffee was a more important fact to remember.)

The next time we met was almost fourteen years later, on the set of Tough Crowd. In Happy Endings, I described the Act 3 sketch I did with Colin and George. They played priests and I was the altar boy who interrupted the scene to get a Carlin album signed. He called Colin and me cocksucking motherfuckers, which was not only funny, but behaviorally accurate. We also did Acts 1, 2, and 4 together. George and I sat on the couch (as it should have been, the two celebrities), and Nick DiPaolo and Greg Giraldo were across from us. What struck me that day was how we were all on our best behavior in front of Carlin. Typically, we would have been attacking each other, but not on that day. We all did our thing, but there was an unspoken reverence for George. An adoration. Whenever he started to speak, the four other big mouths on the panel slammed shut and waited for him. And it wasnt an issue of his fame. Other famous comics had been on, and at best had been interrupted, at worst had been yelled at.


As much as I loved our third act together, it wasnt my favorite moment of the day. That happened earlier. Before the audience was seated, we got called down to the stage for rehearsal and blocking. (Carlin wanted no special treatment; he came down and went through the annoying camera blocking with the rest of us.) Afterward, when we were upstairs, I was walking by Georges dressing room. As I passed his door, he called out, Hey, Jim. I went into his dressing room, attempting to look casual. (I didnt feel casual. I wanted to kangaroo-hop down the hallway screaming, George Carlin finally knows my name, you faggots!)

As I entered, he held up a bunch of 3x6 note cards, and asked me where I hid my notes on the set. Since I knew where he was sitting, I told him where he could hide his papers on the little table next to the couch without the camera seeing them. I guess what I loved so much about that moment was that a comedian of his magnitude cared enough about being funny on the show to have notes prepared. He didnt take the laughs for granted. More important, I loved that he was the same neurotic schmuck that I was about hiding them on the set. And of course, that when he needed to know where to hide them, he saw me walking by, and thought, Jims a comic, Ill ask him. At least thats how I chose to see it. He very well may have asked the first two-legged creature he saw, which just happened to be me. Am I creating a comedian bonding moment out of a random question that had nothing to do with me as a comic and everything to do with me waltzing by an open door as he thought of it? Probably.

I think Carlin wouldve liked this book, and I dont mean the writing or the jokes. He may have found my writing poorly thought-out and primitive. Or even worse, mediocre and boring. But I know hed have enjoyed where it came from. Its uncomfortably honest. And parts of it are uncomfortably brutal. And needless to say, parts of it are uncomfortably maudlin (see beginning of page one up to the beginning of this sentence). There are people I loathe and I wrote a book shitting all over them; the concept of that would have pleased him. The honesty of it. Not the subjective right or wrong of it, but the fact that Im telling the truth. And I think its funny. At least, I hope it is. Because, in the end, my job isnt to preach to you, or to change your opinion about anything, but to make you laugh. If I make you think but not laugh, then Ive failed miserably and should stand around the watercooler and brag about being the smartest cunt in the office. If I do neither, then I should just stand around the same watercooler with my fucking mouth shut.

Depressingly, Ill never get Carlins take on my bookgood, bad, or indifferent, because hes as dead as a fucking doornail (or, as mother used to say, he went bye-bye in a box). Which is sad. And also kind of scary. Because it means, by default, that were all one step closer to feeling the blade. Good-bye, George, and thanks for everything, we loved you.









Heather Mills: I Am Woman, Hear Me Hop




I THINK Paul McCartney has lost his fucking mind. Its the only explanation I can come up with as to why he not only would marry a one-legged woman in her thirties, but also knock her up and then divorce her without a prenup. What a complete and utter idiot. This is the equivalent of putting an oscillating fan in front of a giant pussy and throwing $1.5 billion into it. How good of a bang was she, for Petes sake? When he licked her twat did it open up and sing Band on the Run? Or maybe it was the stump that got him; I hear he used to put a fedora on it and pretend it was Jack Ruby. Whatever it was, something about their sex took an otherwise brilliant man and turned his brain into mush (which supports my theory that she was also fucking George Harrison).

If a woman is good in bed, and I mean really good in bed (not just perfunctory moves like winking while shes giving head or queefing the national anthem), there is virtually no limit to what she can motivate a man to do. And I dont want to hear that he loved her; Ive seen her interviewed, and she has the personality of the Queens asshole. She absolutely sucks. But, she is undeniably sexy. There is something about that accent, combined with the rumors that she used to be a high-priced load receptacle, that makes her appealing.


The former secretary of arms dealer (wrong limb, Heather, wrong limb!) Adnan Khashoggi claimed that he paid thousands to sleep with her, and that she was very athletic in bed. (Maybe he liked his big Arab balls juggled by a gal who could dismount parallel bars and land with her brown eye directly on his nose.) If she really was an international hooker, it certainly explains why dumb Paul displayed financial Down syndrome. Im sure Linda was a terrific gal, but theres no way she couldve competed in the sack with a girl who fucked swarthy billionaires for a living.

Reading accusations that Heather used to be a whore actually made me want to meet up with her to try to work a little something out. Id love to pinch and squeeze my hog through my khakis while haggling prices with her: All right, you drive a hard bargain, but heres what Ill do. You get five hundred if you leave the leg on, or a dollar fifty if you insist on taking it offminus the cost of fumigating the room. You get another hundred if you let me stick it in your ass, a hundred and fifty if youre bent over wearing a flamingo outfit. And just to show you that Im not a hard-hearted man, that its not all dollars and cents, you get fifty more if I accidentally cum in your hair, and an extra fiver if you hop around the room screaming, Im a cunt! while holding the fake leg against your forehead like a rhinoceros. Negotiations like that would have undoubtedly been good-natured and fun, while sending her the message that my finances would be doled out generously, but not up for grabs. Apparently McCartney was old-school, and not comfortable tossing her a few hundred just to lick his balls while he jerked off in the Bentley.

Heather told Vanity Fair that she offered to sign a prenup so that he would know she loved him for him, and that Sir Lovestruck turned her down (thereby justifying my opening line in the first paragraph). This is the most blatant case of reverse psychology I have ever read, and to fall for it one would have to be completely retarded or completely enthralled by a vagina thats a quarter-century younger than oneself. So for any woman who really doesnt want to sign a prenup, dont fight itsuggest it! Bring it up aggressively and the pussy-whipped dope you are engaged to will shake his fist and shout, Stop with all of this prenuptial agreement malarkey, I wont hear of it!

In the same article she admitted that their favorite thing to do was stay home, where she would cook a meal and he would dance around the room like Fred Astaire. She claimed that watching him like that made her want to eat him up. My heart sunk when I read that. You poor doddering, knighted idiot: Did you really think she would peek out into the living room and dampen her panties watching an old man sashay around like Fred Astaire? She probably loved seeing you dance like that because it implied senility, thereby making it easier to bilk you out of everything.

In the end, I heard she got almost forty-nine million dollars for four years work, which was over two hundred million less than she asked for. (Ive heard so many different figures. Except for the one she should have gotten, which is a fat fucking goose egg.) Not bad. If life was fair, she would have left that marriage with a Beatles Anthology and a bag of pristine left shoes. So much for liking him just for him, huh? Greedy cunt.

The more Ive read about their marriage, the more I despise her. I think she took a very well-oiled pussy and used it to rake a great artist over the coals. I have no idea if her allegations of him abusing her are true, although if theyre not, they should be. At the risk of sound sexist, when you marry a gentleman who has more than a billion in the bank, an occasional fist to the jaw should not only be taken in stride, it should be expected and welcomed with a smile. Dont be such a tattletale for Christs sake. Perhaps Im exposing myself here, but when I read some of her allegations, I cheered loudly for Sir Paul the Batterer. Looking around online, these are a few of the allegations I found against him:



	Heather actually had the audacity to complain that Paul wanted her to make dinner every night. Churlish twatshe should have hummed a Fred Astaire song and tongued his taint while he ate rice pudding out of her shitty prosthetic. Her whole job in that situation was to keep the breadwinner happy.

	That he pushed her violently when she was pregnant. He probably did the math and realized what another kid would cost him, so he figured a miscarriage would be the equivalent of an eighteen-year tax deferment. Violently shoving a woman when shes pregnant is a bad move, as it is nearly impossible to justify legally. In cases where a linebacker-esque shoulder to the midsection is called for, try the old whoops-a-daisy instead. The old whoops-a-daisy is achieved when one sticks ones foot out at the top of the stairs, causing the knocked-up gold digger in question to take a Three Stooges tumble down the stairs. While watching the tumble, said gentleman must retract his guilty foot while remarking, Whoops-a-daisy! loud enough to be overheard.

	Paul asked her not to breast-feed because he claimed that they were his breasts and that he didnt want a mouth full of breast milk. Bravo! No man in his right mind wants to invest almost a billion dollars in a pair of tits that are going to resemble leaky saddlebags in a year. Youre already minus half a leg, now you want to dump your tits down the chute as well? Maybe you should also have your pussy sewn shut, and Sir Paul could just lay you on your side and dry hump your armpits every now and again.

	Paul drank a lot and used drugs, despite promising not to. How could this phony bitch claim to be surprised or outraged? Did she actually think Yellow Submarine was about four 1960s junkies taking a homoerotic, underwater boat ride? Or that Lucy in the Sky with Diamonds was written in honor of a flying, bedazzled hosebag? Wake up, stupid. He was at the forefront of the biggest drug culture in history; consider yourself lucky he didnt force you to use that plastic appendage to mule prescription drugs or Ecstasy.

	He forced her to postpone a crucial operation because it interfered with his Amsterdam vacation plans. Good for him. This makes me want to marry a woman who needs a crucial operation, just so I can tell her to toughen the fuck up while I window-shop for Dutch prostitutes (even more effective if youve possibly married a British one).

	And my personal favorite: he objected to her using a bedpan. According to Heather, the bedpan saved her the trouble of crawling to the toilet at night. She couldnt understand why he objected. Gee, I dont know, maybe because he wrote Yesterday? Maybe that kind of entitles him to live out his life not waking up with a shit and piss medley staring at him eye level from a pan on the nightstand. And I think crawling to the bathroom is just a bit melodramatic: How about you leave a crutch by the bed, drama queen? I didnt realize that without the G.I. Joe leg you were reduced to crawling, yet with it you feel comfortable enough to dance on national television (or more accurately, fall on national television). Im surprised that when your tailbone hit the floor some of Pauls money didnt shoot out of your cunt. And that really was the only reason to watch you on that shitty show; I wanted to see the bad leg fall off or the good one break.



One of the greatest things Ive ever read revolved around this idiot and her stupid dancing phase. Heather and her Dancing with the Stars partner were on a very delayed flight from L.A. to London and all of the passengers were bored and cranky. The captain made an apologetic announcement and said he had a nice surprise for the passengers to make up for their nightmare trip. After some flapping and commotion behind the first-class curtain, it ripped open and this absolute asshole and her partner did a tango down the fucking aisle. Doesnt that just make you want to shit on a plate and eat it? A tango. And then the best part: they finish their dance with a flourish andNOTHING! No applause, no accolades, no nothing. Just her in summery white pants and the sound of jet engines. I would have killed to have been there, as I feel a well-placed Booooo would have galvanized the other passengers into a mutiny.

How completely out of touch she must be not to realize that every person on that plane thinks shes dogshit personified and would have felt more entertained if Muhammad Atta had popped out from behind the curtain. And having the captain make an apology over the loudspeaker was a terrible idea because everyone probably thought they were getting a free flight. Nope, no free flight here, folksjust the most hated woman in Europe and her fruity friend doing an out-of-date dance, and to top it off, she doesnt even have the decency to fall at the end of it for your amusement.

And Im sick of hearing about the charities shes associated with; Im not impressed. Even her charity work seems self-centered. One of the things she campaigns against are land mines, which I think is hilarious. Worried about losing the other one, arent you, shithead? Next shell be campaigning against trip wires, deep holes, and bear traps. She and Sir Pussy-Whipped belonged to the Adopt-a-Minefield program. Id love to join this program, just to build a fence around my minefield and let kids play in it.

Heathers also big on animal causes, one of which is pig welfare. How appropriate. Pig Welfare should be the program shes forced to join in order to collect McCartneys money. Either that, or PETA should allow her to campaign only on behalf of kangaroos, rabbits, frogs, and grasshoppers. There was one lovely moment in her animal campaign historywhen she went to deliver a PETA DVD to J. Lo and her bum leg came off. Originally it was reported that it came off in a scuffle, until Heather came out and explained what really happened. She said that her leg got hot and came off because of the heat. Ewwwww. How awful does sweaty stump smell? And what the hell is it made out of, ceramic? Try a little Krazy Glue, you dizzy bitch.

Although I detest Heather Mills, I dont totally fault her. No one held a gun to Stupids head and forced him to marry her. And Im sure his lawyers and definitely his kids were screaming when he decided not to go with a prenup. And then the atomic bomb: she had a baby. When that kind of money is at stake, you should only stick your dick in ears, mouths, and belly buttons. Protecting that cash should always be in the forefront of your mind. I wouldnt even have anal sex with her for fear that after I came shed sneeze and some would leak down into her pussy and mosey on up to her womb. Then for the next eighteen years, Id be forking over income for a load that just as easily could have wound up in a sock.

YOU WANT EVERYONE TO STOP HATING YOU, HEATHER? HERES A LITTLE FREE ADVICE


	Call a press conference and offer to reconcile with Stella McCartney by eating her pussy.

	Go on a seal hunt and giggle like a schoolgirl as you club their fat little bodies.

	Always wear a black prosthetic leg with a miniskirt; its hard for me to hate someone who makes me laugh.

	Suck my dick. As hard as it is for me to hate you once you make me laugh, once I cum in your mouth, Im putty in your hands.

	Tango on another transatlantic flight and finish the dance with a flourish by flinging open your arms as you body-check yourself into the emergency exit door handle.

	Star in a homemade porno where youre being fucked doggy style and the guy has your left side propped up with phone books.

	While enjoying a Tanzanian safari, get your fake leg stuck in the mud as a baboon is attacking you.











Little Jimmy Norton, the Prettiest Girl on the Team




MY LOVE for the Yankees was the only thing that could have motivated me to play a sport. Of all the sports, baseball was the only one I ever tried (unless you consider it a sport to kneel by the side of your bed and hold your shits in for so long it causes stomach cramps, in which case Im a Hall of Famer). I certainly wasnt destined to be one of the greats. I think I was a fourth grader my first year in Little League, and I played right field for Youngs Glass Service. Ah, yes, the dream of every boy: to play for a team named after a storm window installation company. Quite an accomplishment, second only to playing shortstop for Marvs Plaque Removal or being the backup catcher for the East Brunswick Rape Crisis Center.

To be honest, I sucked ass and was lucky to get any playing time at all. Although I wore number 3 like Babe Ruth, I got two hits all season like Ruth Gordon. And I was virtually worthless in the outfield. To say I played right field wasnt entirely true; I played between center and right field (this is a special position in the outfield, created for kids in wheelchairs). This told everyone that there were only ten square feet in the outfield the coaches felt I could cover effectively.

Throughout my life, Ive been plagued with the occasional twitch or nervous habit. In fourth grade, I had a particularly heinous one: I would, on occasion, spin in a complete circle to my right. There was no rhyme or reason, but there were times when it just needed to be done. And it wouldnt be a flamboyant swirl! ending in a flourishjust a slow, regular spinand always to the right. (All good boys and girls spin to the right; spinning once to the left is the sign of the Jew: John 14:2.) Having a twitch of this sort is unobtrusive when being acted out in ones room. However, its slightly more conspicuous when being performed in the outfield of a Little League game.

One particular afternoon we were getting the living shit kicked out of us by Burger King (on the surface this makes us sound like a bunch of queers. But Ill have you know that Burger King won the championship that year. They played the Autism Society of America and won a real nail-biter, 1470.) So were being routed and Im standing in the outfield kind of zoning out with my thumb and pointer finger up my nose making the roly-poly motion. Without warning, my central nervous system determines its time for a full circle spin, and I willingly oblige. A few minutes pass and wouldnt you know itIm nervous again. What if a ball gets hit to me and I drop it?? Im so nervous I dont know what to dowait a minute, I have it. I know exactly what I


























[image: image] 
SIMON SPOTLIGHT ENTERTAINMENT
 A Division of Simon & Schuster, LLC
 1230 Avenue of the Americas
 New York, NY 10020

Copyright  2008 by Jim Norton

All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce this book or portions thereof in any form whatsoever. For information address Pocket Books Subsidiary Rights Department, 1230 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10020

SIMON SPOTLIGHT ENTERTAINMENT and colophon are trademarks of Simon & Schuster, LLC

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data is available.

eISBN-13: 978-1-4169-6852-8
 eISBN-10: 1-4169-6852-0

Visit us on the World Wide Web: 
http://www.SimonandSchuster.com



OEBPS/Images/crlogo.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
JIM
NORTON

oooooooooooooooooooooooooo





