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5 of 5 people found the following review helpful. Amazingly witty and hilarious self-deprecating poop jokesBy Devin
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ColvinDude is hilarious. Plenty of bad language if that kind of thing makes you uncomfortable, but oh, is this book
funny. Lots of great stories and some brilliant twitter postsie - Y ou know it's true love when your wife fartsin bed you
go in the other room text your boyfriend "I love you." or My children annoy me so I'm leaving everything in my will
toanap | took in 20071f you don't laugh out loud at least 20 times reading this book, we wouldn't make very good
friends.2 of 2 people found the following review helpful. | laughed. | cried. It was better than "Cats."By Jason A.
Tselentisl've followed Rob on Twitter since | first had an account there. Y ears ago, before he was what Comedy
Central deemed the funniest person on Twitter, some of the "big and famous" and "rich and famous' people on Twitter
began re-tweeting him (note that | put those prior phrases in quotes because you, my dear review reader, may know
those very people I'm referencing, and they're neither "big and famous" nor "rich and famous" but rather, just your pals
or BFFs, regular people, or maybe they're you and you're just you without quotes). Reading Rob's tweets, | was
immediately hooked by hiswit, on-point criticism, and sometimes crude sense of humor. | added him as afollower,
and included myself as one of those people | talked about above in quotation marks, even though I'm most definitely
not of that caliber.When news of Rob's book floated around online, | knew | needed it. Needed it like ajunky needs a
hit. In fact, Rob essentially told me that | needed it through Twitter, at least | think it was him. Well in all fairness,
Rob (or Rob's assistant) probably typed it, clicked send to push it through Twitter, and then | read it on my phone. So
did my phone tell meto get it, in which case my phoneis the pusher and I'm the Rob-junky?Doesn't matter. | got the
book, and as | awaited the arrival, | daydreamed and had fantasies about reading Rob in the comfort of my own home,
without my phone's bright screen drying out my pried open eyes. | expected it to be longer forms of his tweets, like
lengthy essays and stories that would make me laugh alot, or laugh and cry at once because I've laughed so hard that
my body is confused. But hopefully | wouldn't laugh so hard that | wet myself. | also wondered if the book might have
his tweets re-printed on paper, which Steve Martin did in his book "The 10, make that 9, habits of organized people’
which was pretty good considering that you could get al of that online for free on Twitter. | didn't know what to
expect, and the only certainty was that | knew Rob could tell agood story in 140 characters or less, and if he wrote a
book, it'd be a must-read.When | received the book, | began reading over lunch, in fact | read it and ate which is
something | never do. Thank you, Rab, for breaking a good habit I've had for years! To make matters worse, | was
dlightly disappointed by the book. "An autobiography? Where's the funny stuff, Rob? Oh no. First | eat during ameal,
and now I'm not finding funny stuff from Rob," | thought to myself.And yet, | didn't give up entirely. | put the book
down, finished eating my fish sandwich for lunch, and then picked up the book later that night for my bedtime read.
Winding down from a busy day, | was relaxed, and less judgmental. Soon | realized that this book was on par with
other comedians' biographies.Over the years, I've read and collected a number of biographies by the likes of Steve
Martin, Gene Wilder, Tina Fey, and even those some may call "lesser knowns" (although they're missing out) such as
Charlie Murphy and Chris Gethard, and of course the great Paul Mooney who wrote for Richard Pryor. In hisown
book, Rob has delivered something that falls someplace between Chris Gethard's " A Bad Idea|l'm About to Do" and
Tina Fey's "Bossypants." Rob's book is at one time sentimental, but not overly sentimental in a"Beaches' kind of way,
at other timesit's a confession, and it's also funny when you see the lighter side of things as Rob portrays them. And
al inal, he's courageous for revealing the things that he does. Trust me when | say that Rob really is a Mother, Wife,
Sister, Human, Warrior, Falcon, Y ardstick, Turban, Cabbage. He's al'so a Brave Storyteller.0 of 0 people found the
following review helpful. Rob Delaney is afunny human.By Mel Lol laughed from start to finish of this book. |
savored it and made myself wait to finally finish it. Why, when | could have read it five times over by now? Well,
because my virgin eyes and brain to Rob's experience-filled story-telling was just too good to have all at once. | didn't
want the book to end. And now sadly it has. Thisisone that | will read again and again because it lets me know that
there are others like me out there who are truly good people. That even though life can be a struggle at times, we just
need to push through it and come out stronger on the other side. Thank you, Rob, for sharing this gem with all of us.

From one of the creators, writers, and stars of Catastrophe comes a*“hilarious, raw” (Rolling Stone) memoir about
love, sex, parenthood, work, substance abuse, and everything else that makes life wonderful and/or horrible. Updated
with new material! Rob Delaney is acomedy superstar. But if you're ever binge-watched Catastrophe, encountered his
raunchy and mischievous Twitter presence, or witnessed the hilarious and painful sharing he does in his stand-up, you
already know that. In hisfirst book, he traces his journey from middle-class theater geek to public menace to devoted
family man and passionately engaged model citizen—from his youthful obsession (and pen pal relationship) with
heavy metal band Danzig and an episode of drunken bungee jumping off the Brooklyn Bridge, to his court-ordered
stint in rehab and the miracle of his son’s birth. All together, these essays make clear why it isheis so darn
lovable—and so f#1%ing funny.Praise for Rob Delaney” Unlike some books by comics, [Rob] Delaney’ s volume
offersarich, deeply considered (and yes, funny) look at hislife, from jumping off abridge to crashing a car while
drunk to getting and staying sober while other friends died trying. A great read by any standard, but even more so for
including stories about needing (and failing) to find a bathroom while jogging.”—E! Online, Best Entertainment and
Pop Culture Books of 2013“Hilarious, raw.”—Rolling Stone “One of the most hilarious bundles of words we have
ever read.”—Vice“ A book as funny, sincere, weird, wet, and wonderful as Rob Delaney himself.” —Jimmy Kimmel



“Heart-wrenchingly true tales exuding self-effacing whimsy and smart-guy charm . . . There are plenty of books by
mal e comedians about being drunk and stupid and depressed and getting out of the hole they dug for themselves, but
this book feels like you are reading the account told by a grownup who actually learned something about himself
worthy enough to share in book form.”—Splitsider “ Delaney has a knack for pinpointing what's hilarious and sad
about adolescent bed-wetting and his own abundant body hair, but somehow the darkest chapters [in this book] make
you laugh hardest.” —Entertainment Weekly “Rob Delaney has done it again! Actually, thisis hisfirst book, so he has
not ‘doneit again.” Actually, thisbook is so good, | doubt he will be able to do it again. He' s peaked.”—Judd
Apatow" Rob’ s transition from tweets to book is like agold medal sprinter winning the marathon the next day. | am
jealous and angry.”—Seth Meyers*WARNING: This book may cause involuntary seepage. Some funny, funny, funny,
funny s*** from the most dangerous man on Twitter. The fact that he’ sjust as funny in long form makes me want to
vomit with envy.”—Anthony Bourdain®All it takes to be as funny as Rob Delaney is luck, good timing, deep
compassion, reckless imaginative agility, aflawless grasp of the inner workings of language, and criminally vast
guantities of mojo. What ajerk.”—Teju Cole, author of Open City“ Surprisingly moving . . . Candid and
conversational, this memoir shows there’'s more to Delaney than pithy tweets.”—Kirkus Reviews

“Hilarious, raw.”—Rolling Stone *“Unlike some books by comics, [Rob] Delaney’ s volume offers arich, deeply
considered (and yes, funny) look at hislife, from jumping off abridge to crashing a car while drunk to getting and
staying sober while other friends died trying. A great read by any standard, but even more so for including stories
about needing (and failing) to find a bathroom while jogging.”—E! Online, Best Entertainment and Pop Culture Books
of 2013 “One of the most hilarious bundles of words we have ever read.”—Vice “A book as funny, sincere, weird,
wet, and wonderful as Rob Delaney himself.”—Jimmy Kimmel *“Heart-wrenchingly true tales exuding self-effacing
whimsy and smart-guy charm . . . There are plenty of books by male comedians about being drunk and stupid and
depressed and getting out of the hole they dug for themselves, but this book feels like you are reading the account told
by a grownup who actually learned something about himself worthy enough to share in book form.” —Splitsider
“Delaney has a knack for pinpointing what' s hilarious and sad about adolescent bed-wetting and his own abundant
body hair, but somehow the darkest chapters [in this book] make you laugh hardest.”—Entertainment Weekly “Rob
Delaney has doneit again! Actualy, thisis hisfirst book, so he has not ‘done it again.” Actually, this book is so good,
| doubt he will be able to do it again. He's peaked.”—Judd Apatow" Rob'’ s transition from tweets to book islike agold
medal sprinter winning the marathon the next day. | am jealous and angry.”—Seth Meyers*WARNING: This book
may cause involuntary seepage. Some funny, funny, funny, funny s*** from the most dangerous man on Twitter. The
fact that he' s just as funny in long form makes me want to vomit with envy.”—Anthony Bourdain“All it takes to be as
funny as Rob Delaney isluck, good timing, deep compassion, reckless imaginative agility, aflawless grasp of the
inner workings of language, and criminally vast quantities of mojo. What a jerk.”—Teju Cole, author of Open City“A
surprisingly moving story of how humor can alleviate sorrow, if never completely eradicate it. The chapter about
visiting the abandoned Danvers State Hospital—infamous for carrying out countless lobotomiesin the twentieth
century—is worth reading on its own for the empathy it evokes for the casualties of early mental health treatment.
Candid and conversational, this memoir shows there’'s more to Delaney than pithy tweets.”—Kirkus sFrom the
Hardcover edition.About the AuthorRob Delaney is one of the creators, writers, and stars, with Sharon Horgan, of
Catastrophe. Named the “ Funniest Person on Twitter” by Comedy Central and one of the “50 Funniest People” by
Rolling Stone, he al'so writes for Vice and The Guardian. Thisis hisfirst book.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission.
All rights reserved.la curiositéWe got our first microwave when | wasten. I'm not even sure if | was warned that it
was dangerous. My parents must have thought | should understand, by that age, that if something can make ice-cold
water scalding hot faster than any machine in history, | 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. | guess our understanding of technology evolved backward. It's not odd, | 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 atime. My dad’ s father was very poor and wrestled with a coholism, so
sometimes his four kids—of whom my dad was the second youngest—were placed in an orphanage or foster home for
ayear or two. Fuck. Now that I'm adad, | 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 awealthy 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 onetimein 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 | wasin sixth grade,
| did not sit in the stupid corner. We didn’t have one, but | wouldn't have been placed in it anyway. | loved to read, so
| loved English and Socia Studies. | coasted to good gradesin all the other subjects. That changed in later years, when
| discovered shoplifting, cigarettes, girls, and booze, and allowed my self-will alittle more free reign. But just because
| did well in sixth grade didn’t mean | 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. | would ride my bicycle around its perimeter most days after high school. That
took alittle over an hour. It stiny. But it's beautiful, has lots of trees and beaches, and is filled with white people.l
knew a microwave oven was dangerous, in theory, and that you weren’'t supposed to put certain thingsin it. | 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 istotally sealed and is soft and wet in the middle and hard on
the outside.One day, after school, | decided to put an egg in the microwave and see what happened. | ceremoniously
placed the egg in the center of the microwave, closed the door, and punched in one minute. Then | watched intently as
afair amount of nothing happened. | didn’t want to tempt fate, so | took the apparently unchanged egg out of the
microwave, set it on the counter, and tried to dream up another experiment. Then | 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. | bent down to examine the egg and listen more closely to its song. “ Eggs shouldn’t hum,” |
thought. “Isitin pain?’ Wasthis afertilized egg and had | unknowingly tortured a chick and it was now screaming for
death’srelease in itstiny prison?l took a butter knife from a drawer and held it over the egg. | gently tapped the egg. It
immediately exploded with aloud 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. | brushed the egg bits off, horrified and injured. | was wide-eyed and in
shock at what | had wrought.The amount of scrambled yellow matter that blew out of the egg was roughly enough to
fill alarge 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 seathat produce their own light. I now knew
precisely how and why it was a bad idea to microwave an egg.l slowly sponged egg off the walls, cupboards, and
ceiling. | opened the windows because it smelled disgusting—a sick, wrong smell that called to mind a hospital trash
barrel. | 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 | climbed up and
stood on top of counters to clean egg bits out of the ceiling molding, | 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 adog fart in a slaughterhouse, or if an old man prepared a cottage cheese
souffléin his underpants. There was no hiding what I’d done.Additionally, | now had two good-sized burns on my
face. One on my forehead and one beside my nose. When my mom came home, | told her what had happened. |
couldn’t not; her home smelled like atomb and her son had suppurating bloody wounds on his forehead and on the
side of his nose. She just gave me alook that said, “Wow, you can fuck up in ways1’d never even imagined,” and told
me not to do it again.My wounds blistered and everyone in school asked me what had happened. | was too
embarrassed to tell the truth, so | 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 shereally 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 | have ever met and she would never
throw a napkin at someone, let alone a potato peeler.A few days after my microwave experiment, | was sitting in class
and felt agentle “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, | thought, “1 deserve this.”mavie avec les juifsin Marblehead, Massachusetts, there are alot of Jewish
people doing all kinds of Jewish things all over the place. I'm Catholic, but | went to the Jewish community center for
nursery school, so | witnessed much Jewish activity from an early age. | 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 “0” in that last word
out of respect for my Jewish readers, even though, as a Catholic, | can write that word all day long if | want. But |
don’t, because I'm not a serial killer. Plus | have afamily and ajob.)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 usin was a song to learn one another’s
names.The class would sing (to the tune of “Frére Jacques’), “Where is Robby? Where is Robby?’ It was then my
duty to stand and sing, “Here | am! Here | am!” Which | 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?’| 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 | announced Andrew’s
passing was because my grandparents' dog had moved on to that big kennel in the sky afew days prior. His hame was
Andrew. I'd assumed Ms. Sherry was singing about him.Today | livein Los Angeles, California, which has even more
Jewish people than Marblehead. To be honest, | wouldn’t even think of living somewhere that wasn’t swarming with
Jews.Not long ago | leapt out of bed at about 6:30 a.m. and went for arun in aresidential part of Hollywood. When |
was afew 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. | frantically searched for
an alley or adumpster | could hide behind. Nothing. Two parked cars | 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. | knew that whatever horror was
about to ensue, it would be over quickly. | 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. | began to know relief.My relief was
short lived, however, because when | looked up from my pathetic a fresco bio-vandal squat, | locked eyeswith 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 | was the worst person in the history of humanity and that my name belonged
nowhere near the Book of Life.



