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  INTRODUCTION


  WE ARE WHAT WE ARE


  As a kid I often heard from my mom, as well as from the teachers in every school I attended, that I needed to behave myself and watch how I spoke. Apparently I was a mischievous little bastard. By the time I started out in stand-up at seventeen, I was careful about my language; this helped me get on television shows and go on the road opening for musicians like Frankie Valli and the Four Seasons and Kenny Loggins.


  But one day in my early twenties, I snapped. I didn’t want to disappoint my mom, but I couldn’t take the censorship of it all. Some of the comedians who fascinated me the most—Lenny Bruce, George Carlin, and Richard Pryor—had also felt oppressed by the things you could and couldn’t say in public.


  On Conan O’Brien’s show he once asked me how I was able to keep it together through my eight years on Full House and not say the wrong things in front of all the child actors. I explained that I would occasionally lose it while we were shooting and arbitrarily yell out things like “Cock! Shit! Fuck!”


  It was a planned “bleep,” a setup so Conan could ask me on the air something he’s always asked me on his show: “What is the matter with you?”


  We were being funny with that exchange, but there’s a deeper truth behind it. It’s why people go into a life of comedy in the first place. When you’re told not to do something, unfortunately, for some of us, is exactly when you do it. No means no. But not to a comedian.


  In my career I’ve had the fortune of being able to work continually in radically diverse creative worlds. By day I’ve done some of the most family-friendly TV imaginable. Then, often in the same day, I’ve gone onstage in the L.A. comedy clubs and whirled off with an adolescent’s delight about my grandma’s projectile diarrhea.


  That in itself could, by many psychiatrists’ standards, be a bit of a call for help. I never do it to shock anyone, even though people have sometimes thought of me as a shock comic. If it is a through-line or a constant to what I do, it’s not something I’m proud of. But I’m not ashamed of it either. It’s more of a handicap. Or, depending on your perspective, a gift. It’s what I used to think of as my mania. Now I’ve come to embrace it. You have to love yourself. But not in a movie theater, because they will tabloid your ass.


  Mostly I’ve just always done what I found funny, strange as it may seem. Immature taboo humor (good immature taboo humor) always made me laugh. I love all kinds of humor, but my love of “sick silliness” started with my dad—whom you’ll hear a lot more about—and his constant dick jokes. He was a grown-up who said things a nine-year-old like me always wanted to say because I was told not to.


  Joking has also been a means for me to avoid pain. I’ve lost a lot of people, and throughout my childhood—almost every two years—someone in my family died at an unnaturally young age. The more tragedy befell us, the more odd gallows humor I would release. My humor, especially once I started doing it professionally, was always dark and twisted. Like your penis if you accidentally slammed it in the door of a car.


  This book is about how that humor helped me survive. It’s been inside me for a long time. It has congealed. I am writing what comes out of me. Well, not exactly, or this would be a book about “leakage.”


  The goal of living a full life is so, at its end, you’ll have learned some things along the journey. I’m nowhere near the end yet, but I’ve already had some incredible experiences. I’ve met and worked with some amazing people, I’ve lived, I’ve loved, I’ve cried... and through it all, I did it my way. In this book I’ll talk about many of the people I’ve known in my life and in the worlds of comedy and entertainment. Some of them are still around; many are not.


  I’ve had some dark times, but the thing about dark times is there has to be light at the end of the tunnel. And one great thing about being a man is you can go to bed depressed and feeling negative, but when you wake up in the morning, through no effort of your own, you’ve got a nice display of morning wood to let you know it’s the start of a new day. You could be waking up next to the love of your life, or the girl your buddy told you not to talk to the night before because she was a drunken evil vortex. Or you could be totally alone in bed and not sure if you want to get up yet—but he’s up. Like a sundial catching the first ray of morning light, casting its shadow on your stomach. Or if you have a tiny penis, casting its shadow directly next to itself, hardly a shadow at all. Or if you have a choad, which I’m told is a penis that is wider than it is long, and you were hoping to use it as a sundial but only had, say, an inch of length to it... you could still be proud to look at that tiny stump of wood in the middle of the day and declare to the universe, “It’s one o’cock!”


  No matter what the size of your penis, what matters most is not size, it’s honesty, and yes, I’m switching to deep sincerity, that’s right, from penis size to what really matters in life... the stuff a lot of people take for granted: health, family, friends, human kindness, a love for all living things, and being honest and true.


  “Honesty,” as Billy Joel says, “is such a lonely word.” And I don’t think he’s referring to honesty in regard to penis size—unless yours is truly gigantic, in which case, if you are a compassionate man, have you ever thought of being a donor? Like when you fill out your driver’s license form and sign off your organs to science, you could hypothetically, if they allowed it, leave your penis to someone who could use the extra inch-age. “I’d like to leave my lungs to the American Lung Association and my penis to Marcus, an eighteen-year-old man who awkwardly wanted to talk to me once at a urinal in the Phoenix airport.”


  As you can see, I have a tough time writing too many words in a row without a dick joke thrown in. Or a shit joke. Or a combination of the two, which you shouldn’t do, because as all the great philosophers say, “You can get an infection.”


  My fear at this point is that this book will not be taken seriously, or for some, it may be taken too literally. If the latter is the case, I recommend you see a shrink. I know there are readers of this who probably don’t normally read books; they are fans of comedy. I would be remorseful if seventeen-year-old boys who have read just this introduction so far have already turned the book into a drinking game—taking a shot every time the word penis is mentioned. For the safety of those young people, whom I have huge concern for, as they are our future, I’d like to hereby change the drinking game cue word to shart—a hybrid word (shit + fart), which sadly secures no points in Words with Friends.


  You will come across an ample amount of sharting in the chapters that follow. Maybe not as many as you will penises. But that just means you won’t get quite as drunk. Sharting, as a term at least, is relatively new, but penises have been around forever, and penis humor is what my dad and various other weird mentors in my life imparted upon me as a way of dealing with all of life’s pain and challenges.


  When I say humor has helped me survive, I don’t mean survival in terms of, say, the Holocaust. Nor in terms of getting stuck in a mountain chasm and having to cut your own arm off in order to stay alive. And for sure this book is not about surviving in the way our reality-TV culture portrays it.


  If you are reading this, it means you are a survivor too—you have survived the first pages of a book by me. I am honored you have chosen to spend some of your precious time doing so, and in the following chapters I will share with you my stories of humor, inspiration, and uncontrollable sloppy loud flatulence, if that’s where your entertainment nut lies.


  Personally, my entertainment nut lies to the side, underneath my laptop as I type this. And to be honest, that is not an easy position to be in. I had no idea writing a book would involve so much pain. The pain of my nut—in fact, both of them—being heated under my hard drive. Odd it’s called a hard drive considering I am flaccid while I write. Well, usually.


  It’s cool to me that it takes so long to write a book. My only concern is that as I type my hard drive may heat up and start making that sound like teeth grinding. I’m not worried about the hard drive; I’m worried that after the many months it will take to write this book, the sound will be actually coming from my testicles. That they could possibly be eating themselves. A very wise man once said, “Eat thyself.” Okay, no wise man ever said that. I doubt anyone ever said that. And if they had been able to say that, they wouldn’t have been able to hear it because they were munching on themselves. Baron von Munchimself.


  I apologize. I don’t want to open by dwelling on lascivious stream-of-consciousness adolescent ramblings. So I’ll return to them shortly. You may want to sit down for this. Or put on a gimp suit, zip it up all the way, and have your Dominant strap you into a recliner and read it to you in its entirety while occasionally feeding you Top Ramen noodles so your blood sugar doesn’t drop. I must have you in top physical condition while you are ingesting this material.


  Chapter 1


  A LIFE OF FREE ASSOCIATION


  Before I dive in, I should give you a heads-up that my book, like my life, does not always proceed in a linear fashion. When I write—whether it be stand-up, or scripts, or graffiti on the sides of a high school, or a Sharpie self-portrait on a biker’s ass—I enjoy free-associating, just hitting on any subject that somehow pops into my mind. Underpants. I don’t give a thought to how the synapses fire. Deviated septum. I enjoy it, like riffing in my stand-up. Detached retina. It’s a skill of mine that is fun to employ. Like performing improvisational jazz must be for musical people. Come to think of it, there are probably a lot of jazz musicians with detached retinas. For them, I will record this book on tape with pure conviction.


  So yeah, my writing and thinking are not very linear. Polyp. Neither is my life in general. Barium. I’m going to pop back and forth in time a lot in this book. I’ll try to not get too Cloud Atlas’y on your ass, but just stick with me. Events happen to us every day that jolt us back to an earlier time, to a nightmarish moment from high school or a poignant memory of our parents.


  When I started in stand-up at a very young age, I was even more into free association and random word combos. My material at the time was often dark and came from the fact that I moved a lot as a kid. The first ten minutes of material I wrote, when I was seventeen—which I also used on my first talk-show appearances, such as The Merv Griffin Show—started like this: “I have no friends and I have no life and I live in a moped. My mother is Gumby and my father is Pokey and I’m Mr. Potato Head.”


  Comedians’ first ten minutes usually stay with them the first several years of their career. It’s their mission statement. Their disclaimer that lets people know who they are. Or were. It’s also a good time to make fun of your name if you have a funny or strange one. My last name rhymed with some obvious words. Woohoo. In a way, it’s a good thing for a comedian to just have the worst last name possible: “Ladies and gentlemen, please welcome... Jimmy Uterus.” You would never have to ask him where he’s from.


  When I see or hear my stuff from back then, I can’t believe how manic my style was. Always irreverent and fast-paced. Too fast, like I was running from something. Which I was. My childhood. [Sound effects: record screech]


  So I guess that’s where I should begin this book, with a few moments from my childhood that seemed to form the comedy person I eventually became. It was a long time ago but I sometimes still feel like a kid, even though I know all too well I’m not one anymore. I know this because I’ll occasionally wake up in the middle of the night and find one of my toes has broken off under the sheets in the corner of the bed. Age does things to a man’s body parts. Sometimes I’ll put a couple of my broken-off toes on ice with Bacardi, lie back in my Barcalounger, and watch So You Think You Can Dance. (Shouldn’t that show have put a question mark at the end of the title?)


  When I was a kid, my mother told me, “When you grow up, not everyone is going to like you.” And I told her, “I need names.” Well, I have them now. I have a list. But I can’t use all of the people’s real names in this book because they will come after me and castrate me. And I need my balls because I am still a relatively young man. In my head, a very young man.


  In fact, this may be overly personal, but one of my testicles is younger than the other. I came out right ball first and it dragged the second one out minutes later. My left ball is always posturing to my right ball because he knows he’s younger, so he likes to rub it in my right ball’s face. Sometimes, and this may be superstitious on my part, they rub against each other, and it brings me luck. A few times, I’ve come into money this way.


  All balls aside, rethinking it, perhaps it is okay for me to mention some of the names of people in this book if they are now deceased, as long as I attempt to speak of them respectfully. My intention is only to bring up people who seemed to like me. Shorter list. I’ve met so many remarkable people so far, coming up through stand-up all these years, who just aren’t alive anymore. Because they are dead. Some really great people who helped change my life and career, people like Richard Pryor, Sam Kinison, Rodney Dangerfield, Johnny Carson.


  And those are just some iconic comedy names I’m dropping. In my personal life, I’ve lost some of my true heroes, my closest people: my two sisters, four uncles, my dad, many friends, and a goat my father bought for two zuzim, which translates into half a shekel, an unheard-of good deal for a goat those days. My father bought that goat for the family but it proved to like my mother better than him, always headbutting my dad’s ass and yelling, “Maahaaa.”


  In this day and age, if a person in a civilized place were to go to the market and buy a live goat and take it home, they might not be taking it home to eat it, if you know what I mean. That’s right, there are some sick goat fuckers out there. You read about it every day. Well, probably not every day. But I guess you could read about it every day if you set your Google alert to “sick goat fuckers.” But I wouldn’t suggest doing that if you aren’t one.


  Richard Bach, author of Jonathan Livingston Seagull, once wrote, “If you love someone, set them free; if they come back, they’re yours, if they don’t, they never were.” But what if you’re one of those people who set their Google Alert to “sick goat fuckers”? What then? Sure, you may be all by yourself in the yard crying out loud, “But I love Daisy so much, why did I listen to Richard Bach? I miss my Daisy!” Shame on you, on your knees, weeping like a little girl all alone in a field over a goat! If that’s you, I’m here to tell you: Stop it! That’s one of God’s creatures. Let it be with its own kind. You go and get yourself some cheap therapy at a nearby clinic and start looking for someone more like yourself—a human. Something without cloven hooves.


  Sorry about that digression. See what I mean? That’s a typical demon of mine. Not a bad demon, if there’s such a distinction, just a fallback to deal with hurt. As soon as I go into a dark subject, like discussing the people I’ve loved and lost, I off-road into absurdist comedy perversion. It’s both a means of protection and a kind of denial, a blessing and a curse. Wait, it’s not a blessing at all. I guess it would be a bad habit and a curse. Some people spout clichés for no reason, just because it’s how we’re trained by society. “Look for the silver lining,” a lovely and hopeful cliché. But some things don’t have a silver lining.


  At least that one’s better than “It was meant to be.” That’s what someone says after something terrible happens, as a way of rationalizing or making themselves feel better. That crane fell off that forty-story building and landed on Aunt Betty because it was “meant to be.” So it was preordained the day Aunt Betty was born, from their point of view, that at some time in her life a giant crane would fall off the roof and crush her flat? And that’s okay, because it was meant to be? I don’t look at life that way. I think things just happen to people. That’s healthier, I feel, than believing there’s some grand scheme where your story is already inscribed in the Book of Life. Books get rewritten. This one definitely got rewritten and this is still what I wound up with. I’m looking up at this moment, making sure there are no cranes in sight.


  George Carlin was so eloquent in pointing out clichés . . . “He’s out walkin’ the streets. You hear this when a murderer gets paroled from prison. Guy’ll say: ‘Now, instead of being in prison, this guy is out walkin’ the streets.’ How do we know? Maybe he’s home watching TV.”


  George was very kind to me when I moved to L.A. in 1978 when I was twenty-two. Always asked me how it was going, asked me if I “saw the light at the end of the tunnel.”


  “Yeah,” I said, “but it’s connected to a train headed straight for me.” I was so depressed for so many years over trying to become a working comedian that my sense of self-worth would plummet... ​I’d go from being the kid with the dream, positive he was going to be the biggest comedy star ever, to a young man who feared he was going to wind up that guy paroled from prison “out walkin’ the streets.”


  George knew the journey of show business, and he knew about following your own voice, no matter what the cost—but more significantly, he knew that the life of a comedian is about survival. Succeeding as a comic isn’t just about writing some funny stuff, or having a good comedic persona, or getting lucky and winding up with a TV or movie career. It’s about being a survivor. Going into it for the long haul. George was more prolific than just about anyone I’ve ever seen. Much like Chris Rock and Louis C.K., who follow in his path (metaphorically) with their hard-core work ethic of writing and developing fresh material. They’re part of the new Mount Rushmore of Comedy.


  At the time that I am writing this, my newest stand-up television special is behind me, my first in five years—and I found the experience profoundly rewarding. But that significantly pales in comparison to George, who did fourteen HBO specials starting in 1977 until his death in 2008.


  He was a philosopher. And if you listen to his “stuff,” it’s the highest level of the form. He had a lot to say. And he said it. I wish he’d had a chance to say more. After I appeared in The Aristocrats, in which George was the Obi-Wan Kenobi, I reached out to him to go to lunch. I’d been paid high compliments by a couple people he was close to about how he dug my stuff. He knew how hard it was to reinvent oneself—from family TV to the kind of adult humor that made me laugh, then back to family TV, while continuing to spin what I found funny in my stand-up.


  Anyway, the end of the George story is obviously sad. He passed away shortly after we were trying to schedule lunch. I think he wanted to avoid having lunch with me so badly that he chose death. My narcissistically self-deprecating cap to the loss of one of the many great people I knew briefly (in his case, very briefly) in my life whose end came too soon.


  There were many others. My family saw so much death and drama over the years it was like we were always waiting for the next tragedy to arrive. As soon as the first of my young uncles died, the other ones got paranoid—as some Philadelphia people of the Jewish persuasion do—that they were “next.” And unfortunately, they were.


  I always found it a paradox that when I was growing up in Norfolk, Virginia—this was before moving back to Philadelphia, where I was born—people would occasionally ask my family, “Are you of the Jewish persuasion?” That is a statement of redundancy. If you are Jewish, odds are it is within your nature to be persuasive. Better, I guess, than if the expression had been “Are you of the pushy Jewish variety?”


  But my theory is this: Pushy people became that way because they were afraid they’d get left behind. Because when they were kids and all the food was put out, they were the last ones to get to the buffet, so they didn’t get any. And as they got older, they could relate more to their parents’ lives—in essence, always running from the guard at the border. This was all the more reason for them to charge ahead and get some roast beef brisket before missing the opportunity of nabbing the juiciest slices. It all comes down to survival. And a good piece of meat. But we’ll get to that.


  Rodney Dangerfield used to tell me his whole life was like the Jewish man trying to escape Europe during the war, and he had to give the Nazi border guard his best six minutes so the guard wouldn’t shoot him dead. That’s how Rodney looked at life. You’re only as good as your last six minutes. It’s not just a set—it’s a choice between life and death. Comedy is serious business.


  Whenever you talk to people about your survival, it makes them want to share their own losses with you. It’s like comparing battle scars. Makes me think of that scene in Jaws—which I just watched for maybe the tenth time—with the great Robert Shaw, Richard Dreyfuss, and Roy Scheider, where they compare their wounds at sea.


  A shark attack is similar to my sweet aunt Ruthie grabbing my face and kissing me so hard she sucks blood to my cheek. In fact, her ex-husband, my dad’s brother, my uncle Joe, resembled Roy Scheider . . .
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  And not unlike Robert Shaw in Jaws, he was also bitten in half—except by his ex-wife. Uh, okay, Bob. And by the way, I love my Aunt Ruthie, which means more slams to come.


  Uncle Joe survived but I lost three childhood heroes to heart attacks; all were funny, handsome overachievers with high cholesterol, and all died between the ages of thirty-seven and forty-one. First, when I was eight, I lost my uncle Ozzie, one of my dad’s three younger brothers. He was only forty. He had a heart attack while running down the street chasing a couple kids who had stolen his tire. Nice, right? They tell me I look the most like him.
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  One year later, I lost my uncle Manny to a double heart attack.
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  Apparently, he had two different heart attacks—one brought on by his business, the other just by pressure in general. His wife, my aunt Millie, loved him more than anything, but she was young and a bit of a hottie—and with that comes complexity. Yes, I just typed that my late aunt was a “hottie.” I’d like to believe she’d have smiled at that one.


  Manny was found after his double heart attack on the couch in the living room; he was later diagnosed as having had a front and back heart attack (to use clinical-speak). As for my aunt Millie, may she rest in peace and God bless her—as we say before we dish someone—she was known to have complained to him constantly about the state of their lives, before, during, and I’m guessing after the heart attacks. She meant well though. I’m still close to her daughter, my cousin Sandra. Life can certainly be complex. This is true for most people if you get to live long enough. I feel for anyone reading this who presently knows of no sadness or stress—you may be in for a shock. Jesus, I hope I’m not the one to break it to you with this book.
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  You look at someone as amazing as Stephen Hawking, one of the greatest minds of our time, and as I write pieces of my family’s history I think about what he’s been through. Just imagine, he’s never had the privilege of saying what drunken guys say to each other in bars all the time: “I wouldn’t kick her out of bed.” Because he couldn’t. Has this book been pulled out of the display windows in airports yet?


  Getting back to my family, the death toll kept rising. A couple years after we lost Manny, even more tragically, Manny and Millie’s twenty-one-year-old daughter, Bonnie, succumbed to cancer.


  Then, six years later, when I was fifteen, my dad’s youngest brother, thirty-seven-year-old Sammy, died of a heart attack while playing tennis. I guess if you were to pick which one of all these heart attacks you’d want to have, you’d choose the one during tennis. At least you’re all in white, teed up for the great U.S. Open in heaven. God was just watching Sammy play tennis that day, trying to keep score, and said to himself, “Thirty–love-to-have-him-up-here-in-heaven.” It was what it was. Sucked.


  Just for clarification, when I mention God watching Sammy play tennis, I’m using poetic license, not referring to the Carlin-esque version of an almighty being with a long white beard, pulling numbers out of a hat, deciding who shall live and who shall die. That’s far from my view of religion. I’m more of a spiritual believer. It doesn’t make sense that an all-powerful wise old man would just make a decision on a whim and take my handsome thirty-seven-year-old uncle from this earth.


  It does make sense, however, that an all-powerful old woman would make that happen. I don’t know why we never picture God as an old woman. That’s right, I’m suggesting that my innocent, handsome uncle was playing tennis and an old lady with a white beard looked down upon him and said with a Betty White–ish cackle, “Look at that young piece of tail prance around on that tennis court; I think I’ll add him to my collection.” And in an instant he was gone.
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  I don’t believe that either, of course. I don’t see God as a man or a woman but as a giant transgender Jabba the Hutt creature with striped faux fur. Maybe God looks like Rick Ross.


  It was this demented pseudocreative mind of mine and my father’s that helped us deal with losing my uncles at such young ages. All these men were my childhood heroes. Sammy especially. He wanted to go into show business. He could sing, he was handsome, and he was the baby of five brothers and a sister, so he believed he could do anything. He also had the first PhotoGray transitional lenses I’d ever seen. He was the coolest.


  He and my aunt Barbara lived on the Main Line in Philly. She was also cool, equally talented, and she still is. She’s alive and is still “the shit”—in the nicest possible definition of that term. She and my uncle Sammy loved their upper-class hippie ways. Just looking at photos of them back in the day makes me want to put on a double-breasted suit and tinted glasses and smoke hemp.


  After Sammy died, Barbara married Lee, whom on occasion she has smoked pot with for over forty years. I don’t know if that’s totally true, but they assured me they wouldn’t sue me if I printed that. I’m also very close with Barbara’s daughter, my first cousin Allison. She’s one of my dearest friends and has always, since her father’s death, wanted to get the most out of life. I want to go on record that I’m not saying she’s a smoker of the weed. I’m typing it.


  Pot doesn’t really agree with me, but it always did with many of my relatives and friends. Rodney Dangerfield swore by it. And on it.


  Here I go bouncing back and forth again. Sometimes there’s been a thin line between my blood family and my comedy family. I started to feel related to comedians as I got older—it’s like we share some sort of comedic DNA—but before that it was all about my uncles.


  My uncle Joe, the one who didn’t die young, was cool too. He lived longer than my dad’s three other brothers, but he did lose one testicle due to cancer. And in retrospect, due to divorce. She metaphorically got one of his balls in the settlement. I also got divorced once, but I was fortunate, I had a good lawyer—got to keep both of my balls. Thank you, Universe.


  Still, my balls have been the source of many lifelong issues. You’d think that the problems men have, when they stray or act out of sexual impulsivity, are caused by their dawg-like quality of following the divining rod that is their penis. But no, it is my belief that the root of the problem lies at the root of the penis—the balls. They fill with fluid, which must find a way to leave the body and enter the atmosphere.


  Fundamentalists would say it’s for procreation, but the physical act of the expulsion of the male fluids usually doesn’t involve another human being. I have a doctor who says ejaculating once a day can improve cardiovascular health. But so does walking up stairs. I do both. I ejaculate as I walk up stairs. That can be dangerous if on the way back down you slip on your own semen and tumble to your death. That definitely isn’t something you want to hear on the news after the coroner’s report.


  But severe leakage can also save your life, if you are kidnapped and they are able to find you by the long trail of leakage you leave from, say, your backyard to the kidnapper’s hideout.


  Sorry, that was cheesy to bring up. As are my testicles right now, because, truth be known, I am still typing this on my laptop, and when you have a computer on your lap, the fan in it has no ventilation; it’s smothered by your crotch. If I had the choice, that’s the way I’d like to leave this world, smothered by your crotch. And I don’t even know you. My crotch is so smothered right now that I have decided to name my testicles—the Smothers Brothers. Okay, I will not.


  When I set out to write this book, I was concerned I would fill it with too many dick jokes. That is no longer my concern. I can now note that it is full of testicle anecdotes. That’s the only indication that I am a more mature man now than I used to be. Penis references become outweighed by testicle references. Gravity creates maturity.


  Anyway, back to my uncle Joe and his balls. I loved him a lot. My aunt got only half his balls, not half his heart. The last days I got to spend with him, he was lying in hospice and watching Tiger Woods win the U.S. Open in 2008. He was so happy to watch Tiger’s comeback. That’s what my whole family of that generation was based on—an unrelenting work ethic and comebacks.


  According to people I’ve talked to who have interviewed me, I’ve had many comebacks myself. I prefer to call them do-overs. Or redefinings. Or I say what a lot of people with long careers that change over time say about themselves when asked, “Where have you been?”: “I never left.”


  I suppose I got that... whatever you want to call it—survival instinct, elasticity?—from my elders. Some of them are still around. Besides my interesting and incredibly strong brick house of a loving mother, Dolly—whom I’ll talk more about in the next chapter—I am also fortunate to have still living my aunt Thelma, who is also my godmother. I always called her “Aunt Temi.”
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  She’s very sweet and always wore beautiful glasses. Then she had Lasik. I miss those glasses. Hers were the kind you want your aunt to have—the ones that appear to be upside down, made of platinum and glass that is not from this world but rather from the mesmerizing prisms of Planet Krypton.


  Her husband, my uncle Jonah, whom I also love immensely, has giant glasses himself that frame his face with a statement for all: “I’m ready for welding.” I saw him once without his glasses and it scared me. It was like seeing Peter Parker without his Spider-Man suit. Although Peter Parker didn’t look any more macho in his Spider-Man suit. By the way, I wore one of those Spider-Man suits on TV once and it really accentuates the peanut.


  My dad—whom you’ll meet in the next chapter—had a similar head-accoutrements situation. He was also blinged out in huge glasses and had a large nose (yes, I got a direct hit of that gene) and a strange, Zorro-like pencil-thin mustache that started just under his nose and ended abruptly above the top of his two wafer-thin lips. I never saw my dad without the mustache, but I did also see him once without his glasses.


  I was about sixteen, and when I walked into my parents’ bedroom (not something you ever want to do) my dad turned over and his glasses were off. I could have sworn his nose and mustache had been erased. He looked like one of those aliens from Mars Attacks!, without the glass helmet to protect his sensitive nonfeatures. I even recall a quick glance to his nightstand, where I thought I saw the entire set of facial features lying there as one unit—glasses, nose, mustache, even eyebrows attached.
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  At that instant I was fearful my own father was the actual Mr. Potato Head. The first thing that went through my mind was “And he didn’t make a penny off all that merchandising.”


  Ironically, years later, it was my dear friend Don Rickles who said that line. He’s kind of a father to me now that my dad’s been gone for several years—and Don is the actual voice of Mr. Potato Head in the Toy Story movies. All right, that last line was not so much ironic as just name-dropper-y at a time when I had nowhere else to go with this story. Point is, my dad’s face was diminished without his huge glasses resting on his gigantic nose, and I was scared to see him without his headgear at two in the morning.


  The only other time I was thrown like that was when I walked in on my mom one day and she was dressed as Gimli from The Lord of the Rings.


  Deep apologies to my mom; of course that never happened. She never wore a helmet. Once, in a television stand-up appearance on HBO, I mentioned that my mother used to wear a Viking helmet and culottes. That didn’t make her happy. So as I mention it here, in this book that will be in print, I’d like to apologize to my mother for saying she used to wear a Viking helmet and culottes. I might have also mentioned “tit plates” at one time on some show, and for that I apologize to my mother as well.


  And so this book has begun. Tales of tit plates, tales of comedy, tales of loss, tales of tail... that are not spoken of. Okay, for those of who you are waiting for me to talk dirt or tell out-of-school stories, I’m planning to, once I clean my emotional plate, in like seventy or eighty more pages... Wait, I can’t do that, there are people’s lives at stake here, and sharing personal secrets about them serves no purpose. Except for this one time when I met this girl... No, I’m not going to do it. And anyway, she was a “woman.” Least that’s what I told the judge. And she was in big-girl pants and everything.


  For now, dear reader, I hope you are curling up in bed with someone you enjoy reading with—because you’ve been together so long there’s just nothing more to say to each other—and if this book is working for you on any level—occasionally one of you is laughing out loud, so the person next to you may actually speak to you and say, “What are you laughing at?” And you may say, “Well, it’s in reference to Bob’s penis when the light hits it just right.”


  And with that, I am now going to roll up my sleeves as well as my pant legs, put an ice pack on my lap, and move on. Now may be a good time to get a beverage.
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