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			“A heart that hurts is a heart that works.”

			—Juliana Hatfield                               
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		author’s note

		Well, my book came out and was a wild success. I remember holding the first hardcover copy in my hands and just being in shock. Years of work, of life, set down in black ink on white paper in a slim volume that anyone, even a homosexual, could buy at an airport or a Walmart. I couldn’t believe it. Over time, though, I began to believe it. The effusive reviews began to pour in, the book quickly went into multiple printings, and I could barely go out in public without being accosted by rabid women and men tripping over themselves to thank me for “changing their lives.” I became a darling of the talk show circuit and began rubbing elbows with the global power elite. I even had sex* with a woman at a Travelodge in Blacksburg, Virginia. I’m not going to lie to you—it was pretty great. But much like a beautiful, muscular comet rocketing across the sky, I burned out. I went through my publisher’s advance quickly, massive as it was. I began “butt-chugging” large quantities of Robitussin to calm my nerves. I forbade my family to make eye contact with me, even while crying. A mere three months after the book’s release, I found myself living in my neighbor Karen’s backyard in a refrigerator box covered in aluminum foil swastikas I’d affixed to it to protect me from the gamma rays that I believed were being emitted from Derek Jeter’s vagina.

		After emerging from the box one Saturday morning to find a medallion I was convinced could heal the fibromyalgia I’d received from Julia Roberts in a dream, I found something even better. You guessed it: a copy of the book you’re holding right now. I sat down Indian style (on a pile of piping-hot chicken tandoori) and reread the book God had directed me to write so many months before. And fuck my dirty little stink winker, it was good. Real good. I felt awash in gratitude as I read the words that had brought joy and given purpose to so many millions of people around the globe. As I finished, my body shuddered in a powerful orgasm that I don’t doubt would have killed most men. My ejaculate knocked a mounted police officer off of his horse. His name is Sergeant Sean Donovan, and he’s a hell of a cop. At the time of this writing, he’s learning to walk again, courtesy of the amazing staff of the Spaulding Rehabilitation Hospital in Boston. I decided to pay for his children’s college education, even though he begged me not to; naturally, he’s a fan.

		I find the word “hero” tiresome, as I hear it a lot. The truth is, I just do the right thing. And I learned to do the right thing by reading the Right Book. It’s the book you’re holding right now. I invite you to take a journey with me, into the light. And—surprise!—I’m parked out front in a blue Miata. Tell Mom you won’t be home for dinner.

		Rob Delaney
Salt Lake City
July 27, 2014
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		introduction

		In early 2009 I was in a hotel outside of Minneapolis where I’d just performed at the Joke Joint comedy club. I was on Facebook and saw that Louis C.K. had announced he’d opened a Twitter account. Like many people, I thought Twitter was for notifying people you were taking a shit at Burger King, so I avoided it. But I thought, “Hey, if Louie’s doing it, maybe I should check it out.” I started an account and posted the worst image of myself I could find as my photo. It’s me standing on a beach wearing a green Speedo with horrid blue designs swirling around my tightly bunched cock and balls. People ask if I really wear that Speedo and the answer is yes, but only under my wetsuit when I swim during the winter.

		One evening in the fall of 2008, I was preparing to put on my wetsuit for a swim when my friend John said, “Jesus Christ, you look awful. Let me take a picture.” As I posed, my wife looked on with a sad resignation I’ve seen maybe two hundred times. What’s funny is that we were married a few yards away from where the photo was taken, so it was doubly sad. Naturally, many people don’t like that picture and they often ask me to change it. I won’t.

		My first tweet was “About to go onstage in Minneapolis after I finish this tuna melt and go pee.” Soon after, I realized that my favorite tweets to read were the ones that made me laugh. Tweets of no informational value were the ones that made me happiest. If I wanted to know what someone did every waking moment, I would keep them in my basement, not scan their Twitter timeline.

		At the time I signed up for Twitter, I was in debt and adding to it every month. I was submitting my writing to TV shows, hoping to get a job as a writer. I would consistently get replies with comments like “Great stuff!” but no show actually hired me. Other comics were publicly expressing worry about giving up their material for free on Twitter, but since nobody was paying me to do much of anything (with the exception of the SAINTLY owners of the aforementioned Joke Joint in Minneapolis, the only club in the country that would book me a couple of times a year to headline), I figured, Fuck it. I’ll give it away for free. I decided to show the people who were kind enough to become my Twitter followers that, whether or not they necessarily thought I was funny, I had a work ethic and liked to write jokes all day, every day.

		I had also cultivated a somewhat relaxed philosophy about my own intellectual property. Some years before, I’d had the good fortune to have a joke stolen from me and performed on TV by a comic I knew. I was upset at first, but then I realized that—poor etiquette aside—the guy was funny and he would’ve been on TV with or without my joke. I also realized that if I couldn’t immediately write several more jokes to replace it, then I wasn’t funny, and I had no business calling myself a comedian. So I forced myself to make a mental adjustment and I decided that the guy had done me a giant favor. And he had. I became much less precious about material. Of course I’d be “proud” of a good joke, but I knew that I just had to continue producing material.

		My silent motto when people started stealing my jokes on Twitter was, “Go ahead and take ’em, motherfucker. Here come five more.” My goal as a comedian was to become a Delta Force operator of humor who you could throw into an empty room with nothing and he’d make something funny, and then kill people with it. This remains my goal today.

		On Twitter, I try to elicit an emotional response. Usually it’s laughter. Hopefully it’s involuntary. I don’t fault people for posting pictures of their food or just chatting back and forth with one another; that’s just not my style. People come to my page to be entertained and I view it as my sworn duty to do so.

		In December of 2010, a woman named Julie Grau tweeted to me, “Would you please write me a book?” I wrote back, “I’d love to,” and immediately forgot about it. The next day I got an email from my friend, the author Mat Johnson, who said I might give this friendly stranger’s tweet a little more attention, as she was responsible for publishing a respectable percentage of the best books being written today. I went to the bathroom in my pants, figuratively, and wrote Ms. Grau back telling her it would be my sincere pleasure to write her a book and I asked how I might go about beginning the process formally. I also told her I happened to have a show coming up in New York—I did not—if she’d like to meet and discuss further. After that email, I scrambled to book a show in New York and bought a plane ticket.

		After meeting Julie and her team in New York, I returned to L.A. and my wife and I prepared to greet our first child, who was nearly done ripening in her belly. One day while I was sitting in a McDonald’s parking lot, staring at a wall and contemplating fatherhood, Julie called and formally offered me a book deal. I said, “Thank you,” then hung up and started crying. A few days later our son was born.

		Since that moment, I’ve been very lucky and have gotten to work on projects with my heroes and make a living doing stand-up around the English-speaking world, including Canada. In this book I endeavor to tell you how I got to where I am now, and perhaps more important, what celebrities wear diapers to “get off” (Dancer/Actor Channing Tatum and Texas Governor Rick Perry).

		Thank you for joining me, and I wish you a terrific reading experience.
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		la curiosité

		We got our first microwave when I was ten. I’m not even sure if I was warned that it was dangerous. My parents must have thought I should understand, by that age, that if something can make ice-cold water scalding hot faster than any machine in history, I shouldn’t monkey with it. The microwave’s primary use was to make hot water for my mom’s nightly tea. It took us years to collectively figure out that a kettle was a vastly superior tool to make tea. I guess our understanding of technology evolved backward. It’s not odd, I suppose, considering that my dad grew up very poor and my mom grew up in relative wealth. My dad spent a portion of his childhood in Catholic orphanages and foster homes in Boston—even though his parents were still alive—and for part of her youth, my mom’s home had an elevator in it. My dad’s mom wasn’t terribly interested in parenting and ran around on my grandfather, disappearing for years at a time. My dad’s father was very poor and wrestled with alcoholism, so sometimes his four kids—of whom my dad was the second youngest—were placed in an orphanage or foster home for a year or two. Fuck. Now that I’m a dad, I wonder how you could arrive at the decision to let your kids out of your sight like that. Physical distance between me and my son is my least favorite thing in the world.

		My mom grew up in a decidedly different situation. She was the fourth of five children in a wealthy Catholic family who lived an hour north of Boston. To this day, my family spends a couple of weeks every summer at the beach house her parents bought back in the 1950s. My mom went to Catholic school from first grade all the way through her senior year at Regis College, just outside of Boston. She has a fantastic story about a nun brutally yanking her pigtails when she laughed at a friend’s antics one time in first grade, the way a beautiful little girl in first grade fucking should. A friend of my uncle’s, at the same school, had his ear boxed by a nun until it bled. Desks in the classroom were set up in order of the students’ grades, so there was quite literally a “stupid corner.” It was a phenomenal school.

		When I was in sixth grade, I did not sit in the stupid corner. We didn’t have one, but I wouldn’t have been placed in it anyway. I loved to read, so I loved English and Social Studies. I coasted to good grades in all the other subjects. That changed in later years, when I discovered shoplifting, cigarettes, girls, and booze, and allowed my self-will a little more free reign. But just because I did well in sixth grade didn’t mean I had any kind of street smarts or would be inclined to obey the rules of thermodynamics as they applied to microwave ovens.

		My mom and dad had settled in Marblehead, Massachusetts, right before my third birthday. Marblehead is comprised of two peninsulas that stick out into Massachusetts Bay, about a half an hour north of Boston. I would ride my bicycle around its perimeter most days after high school. That took a little over an hour. It’s tiny. But it’s beautiful, has lots of trees and beaches, and is filled with white people.

		I knew a microwave oven was dangerous, in theory, and that you weren’t supposed to put certain things in it. I knew, for example, that metal did not belong in the microwave. But what about an egg? It seemed like you really probably shouldn’t put one in there, what with the fact that an egg is totally sealed and is soft and wet in the middle and hard on the outside.

		One day, after school, I decided to put an egg in the microwave and see what happened. I ceremoniously placed the egg in the center of the microwave, closed the door, and punched in one minute. Then I watched intently as a fair amount of nothing happened. I didn’t want to tempt fate, so I took the apparently unchanged egg out of the microwave, set it on the counter, and tried to dream up another experiment. Then I heard a quiet humming. It was coming from the egg. The egg was humming at a very high pitch, higher than human vocal cords can replicate, like a tiny little egg-kettle. I bent down to examine the egg and listen more closely to its song. “Eggs shouldn’t hum,” I thought. “Is it in pain?” Was this a fertilized egg and had I unknowingly tortured a chick and it was now screaming for death’s release in its tiny prison?

		I took a butter knife from a drawer and held it over the egg. I gently tapped the egg. It immediately exploded with a loud WHOMP. An amazing volume of foul-smelling scrambled egg sprayed out. Much more foulness than one solitary egg should hold. It was all over the walls and the cupboards and the ceiling. Bits of scrambled egg stuck to my face, burning me. I brushed the egg bits off, horrified and injured. I was wide-eyed and in shock at what I had wrought.

		The amount of scrambled yellow matter that blew out of the egg was roughly enough to fill a large mixing bowl that you’d use to prepare cake batter. Science-wise, it was as fascinating as watching a shuttle launch or discovering that there are fish miles below the surface of the sea that produce their own light. I now knew precisely how and why it was a bad idea to microwave an egg.

		I slowly sponged egg off the walls, cupboards, and ceiling. I opened the windows because it smelled disgusting—a sick, wrong smell that called to mind a hospital trash barrel. I can still re-create the smell in my mind. It smelled much, much worse than if someone farted directly into your nose and mouth. The cleaning process wasn’t a panicked one; the smell was such that, even as I climbed up and stood on top of counters to clean egg bits out of the ceiling molding, I knew my parents were going to find out. As pretty as the scrambled eggs looked, the smell immediately alerted you to the fact that they’d been prepared in an unconventional manner. It fucking stank, like a dog fart in a slaughterhouse, or if an old man prepared a cottage cheese soufflé in his underpants. There was no hiding what I’d done.

		Additionally, I now had two good-sized burns on my face. One on my forehead and one beside my nose. When my mom came home, I told her what had happened. I couldn’t not; her home smelled like a tomb and her son had suppurating bloody wounds on his forehead and on the side of his nose. She just gave me a look that said, “Wow, you can fuck up in ways I’d never even imagined,” and told me not to do it again.

		My wounds blistered and everyone in school asked me what had happened. I was too embarrassed to tell the truth, so I told people that my sister had thrown a potato peeler at me. Let’s pause: How fucking awful and unrealistic is that as an excuse? Excuses are not my strong suit. Plus, what if she really had thrown a potato peeler at my face? Wouldn’t that speak to a home-life situation that was more “embarrassing” than adolescent curiosity gone wrong? Also, my sister is, and was, one of the gentlest people I have ever met and she would never throw a napkin at someone, let alone a potato peeler.

		A few days after my microwave experiment, I was sitting in class and felt a gentle “pop” on my forehead and hot liquid ran down my face. It was the burn on my forehead just tenderly exploding, of its own volition, on my eleven-year-old face. As the pus—filled with healing white blood cells—trickled down my face, I thought, “I deserve this.”

	
		ma vie avec les juifs

		In Marblehead, Massachusetts, there are a lot of Jewish people doing all kinds of Jewish things all over the place. I’m Catholic, but I went to the Jewish community center for nursery school, so I witnessed much Jewish activity from an early age. I blew the shofar, ate challah, spun dreidels, and even had my penis customized in keeping with Abraham’s covenant with G-d. (I omitted the “o” in that last word out of respect for my Jewish readers, even though, as a Catholic, I can write that word all day long if I want. But I don’t, because I’m not a serial killer. Plus I have a family and a job.)

		On my first day of nursery school at the JCC, my dad, who grew up in Catholic orphanages and foster homes (i.e., not a Jew), accompanied me for the first hour or so. Other parents were with their kids too, to ease the transition from hiding behind Mommy’s skirt to socializing with other dirty human children. The first activity our teacher, Ms. Sherry, led us in was a song to learn one another’s names.

		The class would sing (to the tune of “Frère Jacques”), “Where is Robby? Where is Robby?” It was then my duty to stand and sing, “Here I am! Here I am!” Which I did, beautifully I’m sure.

		The class then replied with, “Very nice to meet you. Very nice to meet you. Please sit down.”

		After my angelic solo, they moved to a boy named Andrew.

		“Where is Andrew? Where is Andrew?”

		I stood up and announced to the class, “ANDREW’S DEAD.” A not-dead little boy named Andrew immediately began crying and his father ran and scooped him up to protect him from any further terrifying bombshells the scary gentile interloper might decide to drop.

		The reason I announced Andrew’s passing was because my grandparents’ dog had moved on to that big kennel in the sky a few days prior. His name was Andrew. I’d assumed Ms. Sherry was singing about him.

		Today I live in Los Angeles, California, which has even more Jewish people than Marblehead. To be honest, I wouldn’t even think of living somewhere that wasn’t swarming with Jews.

		Not long ago I leapt out of bed at about 6:30 a.m. and went for a run in a residential part of Hollywood. When I was a few miles from my home my bowels sent an urgent cable to my brain, apologizing for the short notice and saying that they’d be emptying themselves in one minute or less; the location was up to me. I frantically searched for an alley or a dumpster I could hide behind. Nothing. Two parked cars I could crouch between? No. It would be a terrible neighborhood in which to play hide-and-seek or smoke pot surreptitiously as a teenager—no little nooks for sneaky behavior anywhere. It was particularly ill-suited for public adult shitting. The one plus—and it was a big one—was that it was so early in the morning. No one was around, in any direction. I knew that whatever horror was about to ensue, it would be over quickly. I crouched in the gutter at the end of a driveway that led to the garage of a home that actual people lived in, and shit furiously and hatefully into the street. I began to know relief.

		My relief was short lived, however, because when I looked up from my pathetic al fresco bio-vandal squat, I locked eyes with a Hasidic woman who had materialized across the street. She was paralyzed by what she saw. We gazed into each other’s souls and silently agreed that I was the worst person in the history of humanity and that my name belonged nowhere near the Book of Life.

	
		la sexualité

		It’s easy to get fat. In fact, it’s beyond easy. It’s fun to do, too. When someone says something is easy as pie, I think, “What aspect of a pie? Cooking it? That’s not easy, and I know how to cook lots of things. No, Rob, they mean eating it.” It is easy to jam a tasty pie, or even a shitty pie that you bought at a gas station, right the fuck into your fattening faceblob. It’s also been said that the first bite tastes the best, but the rest of them taste pretty good too.

		When I was a kid, my family and I would eat every Friday night at Pizzeria Regina in Salem, Massachusetts, just one town over from Marblehead. Every other family dinner was eaten at home, so Friday was a big deal. We’d eat a pie of pizza while “Rock You Like a Hurricane” or “Eye of the Tiger” played on the jukebox (because I’d picked it), then we’d walk by a small park with a massive sculpture of Nathaniel Hawthorne seated on a throne, and go to Alden Merrell Cheesecakes, and we’d eat a pie of that, too. And indeed, it was easy.

		Cheesecake. Are you shitting me? Who invented that? Probably Jesus of Nazareth. Or maybe Louis Pasteur. It makes me physically sick to think that Barack Obama won the Nobel Peace Prize, yet the name of the inventor of cheesecake isn’t tattooed
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ment for lap band surgery. April Fools! She left me
a few weeks ago. @robdelaney If your response to
calls for gun control is “Should we get rid of cars
too?” the answer is, for you, yes. You should not
have a gun or car. @robdelaney Probably the worst
thing you can do to a person is leave them a voice-
mail. @robdelaney Hey #teens! What's this “Friend
Zone” | keep hearing about?? Sounds fun! Can |
bring my wife? She’s my best friend. @robdel-
aney??? RT @MittRomney: It’s no “Trash Hump-
ers,” but Ann &1 still enjoyed “Spring Breakers.” @
robdelaney Just heard some Japanese girls say-
ing a bunch of Japanese who-knows-what. Prob-
ably something about how they like my jeans. @
robdelaney Just found a delicious crouton in my
therapist’s purse! @robdelaney Imagine a shark.
Terrified yet? Well you will be when I tell you that
THE SHARK IS MADE OF GLUTEN!! @robdelaney
I met my wife Kevin at Lilith Fair in 2004. @robdel-
aney I’'m not crazy about tennis but I love listening
to women grunt. @robdelaney Name the thing you
want most in this world. Close your eyes. Breathe
deeply. Inhale my hot, beefy fart. Call the police.
Tiramisu. @robdelaney Domestic violence is never
OK. Even at IKEA. @robdelaney “Linger” by The
Cranberries is probably my favorite song about
Prince Charles farting at the 1988 British Open. @
robdelaney Understood. RT @Pontifex: My pas-
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I'm the Michael Phelps of taking shits at McDon-
ald’s. @robdelaney Just forced some dogs to look
at MY boner for a change.@robdelaney My boss is
like a father to me, in the sense that he’s stolen
money from me & called me a faggot in front of
my children. @robdelaney Living well is the best
revenge. Rubbing your asshole all over someone’s
cellphone is pretty good too. @robdelaney Billion
dollar idea: Figure out how to pierce Mexican baby
girls’ ears in utero.@robdelaney | just did the cut-
est little kitten sneeze! Out of my masculine adult
butthole. @robdelaney Just watched an Asian
toddler make a fully functional iPhone out of a

parT | I’enfance

piece of cheese and some copper. @robdelaney
Whenever a Hasidic Jew sees an Amish guy from
a distance | bet he gets excited, but then he’s like
“Oy” when they get closer. @robdelaney If they
can grow a human ear on the back of a mouse,
how come they can’t grow a couple clits in my
armpit? Get it together, science. @robdelaney Our
daughter Jimothy just won 2nd prize at her bvTae
Kwon Do tournament!! #proud #blessed i#fitness
@robdelaney I’d rather have someone SHIT INTO
MY HAND than hear them clip their fingernails. @
robdelaney Made my wife a “surprise” appoint-
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thing is filled with snacks. @robdelaney Guys calm
down; squirrels invented parkour @robdelaney
Cats probably wouldn’t need 9 lives if they wore
tiny little helmets and didn’t smoke cigarettes. @
robdelaney NPR head resigns after calling Tea
Party “racist.” Tomorrow, NASA head to resign
after calling space “big.” @robdelaney Just passed
a guy wearing a “# 1 Dad” T-shirt. On my way
home now to ask my kids what the fuck. @robde-
laney Sometimes | put a dog poop in the toilet at
work so the guys don’t think | only went in there to
cry. @robdelaney Donuts are gay bagels. @rob-
delaney My son just handed me a duck & a pig
from his barnyard puzzle & smiled as if that made
us “even” for all the food/clothing I've given him.
@robdelaney @charmin my daughter was killed by
a bear yesterday when she tried to offer it toilet
paper you son of a bitch @robdelaney No, it's
about friendship. RT @BarackObama : Is “Wind
Beneath My Wings” about Bette Midler farting
through a maxi-pad? @robdelaney If you bite the
inside of your mouth by accident, you should be
allowed to fire a shotgun at an old bus till you feel
better. @robdelaney “They make their kids do
WHAT?!” - Hitler, hearing about “Toddlers & Ti-
aras” @robdelaney THE JEWS RUN HOLLY-
WOOD!! Which is probably why it’s a fun place to
work with a lot of great restaurants. @robdelaney
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@robdelaney | love it when someone’s Twitter bio
says something like “Mother. Wife. Sister. Human.
Warrior. Falcon. Yardstick. Turban. Cabbage.” etc.
@robdelaney My niece just said “Birds live in a
birdhouse & we live in a people house!” Cute,
huh? Wrong; my niece is 26 & on trial for man-
slaughter. @robdelaney | wonder if I'll ever love
anything as much as Wes Anderson loves ging-
ham. @robdelaney Never judge a man until you've
walked a mile in his shoes. Unless they’re Crocs,
then fuck that guy. @robdelaney You’ve really got
to hand it to short people. Because they often
can’t reach it. @robdelaney My son just said he’s
going to write his name on our cat with a raisin.
Guess | won't have to waste money on college. @
robdelaney OK, think of a number. Add 7 to it. Di-
vide it by 2. Point at it. Show it a picture of your
father. Go to sleep. Omelette. @robdelaney Chi-
nese babies must be like “Fuuuuuck...” when they
realize they’re gonna have to learn Chinese. @
robdelaney The story of the Titanic speaks to me
because | once tripped over abag of ice at a party
& then killed over 1,500 people. @robdelaney If |
were a woman, when | encountered sexism I'd be
like “BRB, I’'m gonna go *MAKE A HUMAN* IN MY
BODY LIKE A MAGICAL GOD, YOU SAD OAF.” @
robdelaney Just saw a fat kid at the bus stop with
iolin case. It’s like hey little Mozart | know that
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