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Rob Delaney has been named the ‘Funniest Person on Twitter’ by Comedy Central and one of the ‘50 Funniest People’ by Rolling Stone. He writes for Vice and The Guardian. This is his first book.
      

      ‘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 is luck, good timing, deep compassion, reckless imaginative agility, a flawless
         grasp of the inner workings of language, and criminally vast quantities of mojo. What a jerk’
Teju Cole, author of Open City
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      This particular copy of this book belongs to you. Every copy, however, belongs to my mom. Because I am dedicating it to her. I’m dedicating it to her because unless the sun incinerates
         the earth in the next few decades, this book will outlast me. And I want something that will be around longer than me to show
         that there was once a woman in Marblehead, Massachusetts, who loved her son very much and set him on his path with a beautifully
         wrought map and the fullest of tool kits. She taught him that when things are tough, one must keep on truckin’. That woman
         is my mom. I love her. And you would, too.
      




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

      —Juliana Hatfield
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@robdelaney I 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 manslaughter. @robdelaney I wonder if I’ll ever love anything as much as Wes Anderson
            loves gingham. @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 I won’t have to waste money on college. @robdelaney OK,
            think of a number. Add 7 to it. Divide it by 2. Point at it. Show it a picture of your father. Go to sleep. Omelette. @robdelaney
            Chinese 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 I once tripped over a bag of ice at a party & then killed over 1,500 people. @robdelaney If I
            were a woman, when I 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 a violin case. It’s like hey little Mozart I know that 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. @robdelaney Sometimes I put a dog poop in the toilet at work so the guys
            don’t think I only went in there to cry. @robdelaney Donuts are gay bagels. @robdelaney 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 & Tiaras” @robdelaney THE JEWS RUN HOLLYWOOD!!
            Which is probably why it’s a fun place to work with a lot of great restaurants. @robdelaney

   



      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.

   

OEBPS/images/Art_Pii.jpg
B

BLACKFRIARS





OEBPS/images/9780349134192.jpg
rob delaney

Mother. Wife. Sister. Human. Warrior. Falcon.
Yardstick. Turban. Cabbage.

‘A comedy
sensation’
Guardian





