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Author’s Disclaimer, and About This
Book

This is a multidimensional
anthology of humor containing humorous and satirical
essays on a variety of subjects. As is often the case
with humor or essay anthologies, one of the essays in it is used as
the book’s title. Except for this essay and one more containing a
father and son theme, all the rest are merely childish, sexy,
political, or ethnically subversive. The author’s influences
include a range of comic legends from Mark Twain and Mad Magazine
to the Marx Brothers, Woody Allen, Monty Python,
Family Guy, and South Park.

If you are interested only in parenting
humor, we suggest the “Parenting Humor” edition of the book.

 


Brief Praise for the Author’s Other
Books

(More Praise at the end of the book)

The Revised Kama Sutra

“Very funny”—Kurt Vonnegut

“Humorous and irrepressibly manic.”—The
Independent, UK

“Hilarious and delicate.”—The Face, U.K.

“Indefatigable good humor . . . considerable
charm.”—Publishers Weekly

“He may be our best humorist ever. Very, very
funny.”—Business Standard.

Beauty Queens, Children and the Death of
Sex

“Classy humor. Get it.”—Femina
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Tell Your Sheep to Go the Bleep to Sleep
(the sequel)
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The Whole World in His Pants (short
novel, adapted from The Revised Kama
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The Killing of an Author

and new e-books on various platforms (more
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 Dedication

 


Dedicated to the late George Carlin and Bill
Hicks, the Marx Brothers, Robert Crumb, Mark Twain, and to the
spirit of nonconformism, freedom, and skepticism.


 


 



Preface: The Joy of Pure Laughter

 


Consider these two
limericks:

 


There was a young man of Calcutta

Who had a terrible sttttt-tutter

He is reported to have said

Please pass me some bbbbbb-bread

And also some bbbbbb-butter!

 


There was a young man of Ghent

Who had a penis so long it bent.

It was so much trouble.

That he kept it double.

And instead of coming, he went.

 


Almost no one these days will narrate these
limericks in mixed company (and by mixed company, I don’t
necessarily mean the two major sexes). Because both of these
unfortunate young men are Persons with Disabilities—one has a
speech disability, and the second has a sexual otherly ability
(Peyronies’ Disease? Acute Pathological Perverse Clintonitis?) that
might result in—please pass the tissues—his not having babies or
being able to lead a normal love life, the poor thing. He needs
advanced and expensive plastic surgery, baby, so let’s not laugh at
his expense, let’s instead pass the hat and take up a collection
for this unfortunate soul.

As for the man with a bent pingpong or
dingdong, the limerick about bent penises is not going to sound
funny, especially after the fiftieth time that he has heard
them.

But the rest of us can’t help it: what
makes us laugh makes us laugh, and laughter is not really something
we can control. Also, both these limericks will appeal
overwhelmingly to men—those that are being honest with themselves
and not clenching their sphincters to stop themselves from
laughing. So what are the men laughing at? They are laughing at the
absurdity of language, especially of the English language (which is
why English is the language perhaps most susceptible to humor, the
humor being often untranslatable). They are not laughing at
disabled or otherly abled persons, but at the spectacular
inventiveness of the first limerick—in which the word stutter is
itself uttered in a stuttering manner by a teller who does not
really have a stutter; and at the way stutter rhymes with, and is
therefore associated with, Calcutta and butter.

In the second case, we are laughing at how
ridiculous the English language is—of how coming is a word with
double meanings, one of which is sexual, whereas no one thinks of
“went” in the same sexual sense. This is why a child can find
anything funny, especially a joke that relies on wordplay; its
laughter is pure, uncensored by social rules and fashions or by the
fear of offending.

Due partly to the hidden sexual element
in humor, men and women often find different things funny, and to
insist that all humor ought to be universally acceptable is to
greatly shrink its sum. To censor the pleasure of others simply
because we are incapable of
it—it’s what the Puritans did in the old days.

The basic rule about humor ought to be:
no rules. Yes, no rules, no political correctness, nationalistic
sensitivities, patriotism, or any kind of ism, are permitted in a
place or book of humor, so please check in your sensitivity at the
door. The king’s jester had no sacred cows, and was the only one
who could laugh at the king and not pay for it with his life—why?
Because, to prevent a society from going insane, it needs a band of
men and women who have carte blanche, carte blanche to point out
that the Emperor is not wearing any clothes, or even that the
black, brown, or pink polka dots on his polka dot pants (depending
on whether the king has a black, brown, or pink ass) are not dots
but holes. Had Nazi Germany preserved the freedom to laugh, Hitler
would not have lasted as long as he did; he would have probably
been laughed out of Berlin within the first two or three years or
pretty much for sure after Charlie Chaplin released his
satire, The Great Dictator.

So humor, being a social safety valve, must
break rules; and in this book, I have broken nearly all of mine. In
my other books, the comic and the serious are interwoven, but in
this book, I am simply being a silly child—which is why, to use
anything I have said anywhere else against it would be to miss the
spirit of this book.

Indeed George Carlin made fun of political
correctness, and he along with Bill Maher, Bill Hicks, Groucho
Marx, and Andrew Bierce are among those I most admire. And though I
find most stereotypes laughable, I now consider that laughter is
the best form of protest.

Also, I have lived for around 51 percent my
life in India, and around 40 percent in the United States (but more
than half my adult life in the U.S), and 9 percent in other
countries. Though I think of myself as a citizen of the world,
India and the United States are equally my countries in a special
and inalienable sense, and it is natural that they become the
material for my satire, and the focus of my passion (as happened
with Henry Miller, Kurt Vonnegut, and Jonathan Swift, whose
ferocity was mainly directed at their own societies, and who are
also for that reason, in my opinion, among its greatest sons;
Salman Rushdie is also a great modern satirist). Because you can
only laugh at what you know, I couldn’t possibly have made this an
equal opportunity book, one directing an equal number of satirical
barbs against every member of the United Nations (though that does
sound like a challenging project for the future). I write mainly
about the societies that nurtured me or hosted me for most of my
life, realizing that all human beings (with the possible exception
of Dubya Bush) are essentially the same under the skin, and that I
am as foolish and laughable as anyone else.

Above all, this book is about the absurdity
of language and making fun of pomposity—as in the line about “the
Minister’s Personal Chef-in-the-Sky had insisted on serving Beef
with Rapscallions and General Cariappa’s Chicken (both the chicken
and the ageing General Cariappa had protested when the Minister’s
thugs requisitioned the chicken in the national interest).” These
are the lines that give me the greatest pleasure, often making me
laugh for the twentieth time that I read them, and I hope they do
likewise for you.





 


I Will Not Go the Fuck to Sleep


(or, Resistance is Not Always Futile)

 


Hey Dad—Grand
Patriarch, Pater Sanctus, Daddykins, King-Emperor of
this Household, Lord and Master of all you survey, my dearest,
darling Pop—I, your humble child and the product of a glorious
night between you and Mom, bow before your Awesome, Almighty power,
and offer virtual incense before it. But I refuse to, and I
Will Not Go the Fuck to Sleep.
Consider that on this one issue, I have drawn a line in the sand,
like George H.W. Bush did with Iraq, get it? And my laughable but
absolutely sincere excuse is:

 



	
The dog ate my sleep.



	
The last I heard, we were living in a
democracy. Has this become a fascist dictatorship now, and is your
name Adolf, or am I just dreaming?



	
Too late, Daddy, I just injected myself with
amphetamines.



	
How can you tell me to practice what
you’re not? I don’t see you
going the fuck to sleep.



	
Your bedtime story sucked, it actually woke
me up when I was about to go to sleep. I think you really need some
coaching from Samuel L. Jackson or Jeremy Irons. Meanwhile, you
better tell me a really, really boring story to put me to sleep
now.



	
I have had a stressful day in the playroom
trying to stave off a hostile takeover by my teddy bear in
collusion with the Axis of Evil. I need a few of Mommy’s Little
Helper pills to help me wind down.



	
Can I first have a few nips of that
delicious rotgut you were just drinking? Tasted just like the brew
the natives slipped me when I was in the Sunderbans hunting a
man-eating tiger back in 1896.



	
The world is going to end tonight. It says
so in Deuteronomy xii.7. Or whatever. And I can’t possibly miss
that—it’s bigger than a Justin Bieber concert. What’s a couple of
hours of sleep compared to that?



	
I cannot, because I was just surfing the
Internet and discovered that I have Circadian Rhythm Sleep
Disorder.



	
How do you spell “fuck”, Daddy? One asterisk
or two?



	
An angel came and told me that I am really a
Thai girl inside an American body, so I can only follow Bangkok
time. Which means it is 9 a.m. now, and I am already late for
school.



	
I tried counting sheep but I can only count
till 20. Could you first teach me how to count to 100?



	
Shouldn’t you be helping Mom to sleep and
helping to make a little baby brother for me instead of worrying
about whether I sleep or not?



	
Haven’t you seen Inception? This is my dream and in my dream you
are dreaming that you are telling me to go the bleep to sleep and
you better bleeping stop or else you will really bleeping wake me
up!



	
Not before you explain the word fuck and
what it means.



	
To sleep, perchance to dream. Ay,
there’s the rub. For in that sleep of death (etc. etc. for one hour
until “Good night, Sweet Prince,” and until you have been put to bed, so she can surf the
Internet or watch late night television).



	
I really must be asleep and dreaming or else
you wouldn’t have said the word fuck. So leave me alone, and don’t
fucking wake me up!



	
“Sleep is like the unicorn. It is
rumored to exist, but I doubt I will see any.”—Who was the person
who said that, Daddy?



	
You shouldn’t be using bad language with a
mere kid. I could report you, you know. I have Child Protective
Services on the Speed Dial of my Blackberry.



	
Help! There’s a monster in my bedroom and he
is violating my human rights!





 



 


 


How to Make Twelve Billion and Change




Think of Rodney
King, the black Los Angeles resident who had his head
beaten blue, green, and indigo, and his body squished to guacamole
by Los Angeles cops after a high speed chase—and a Los Angeles jury
awarded him $3.8 million for his ordeal (but only after black
people had burned a chunk of Los Angeles in their fury). Whereas
somewhere else in America, a jury awarded $2.7 million to an old
white lady who spilled hot coffee on her lap after driving out of a
McDonald's restaurant with a cup of “scalding hot coffee”—because
the hot coffee happened to be hot.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/64273
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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