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			DISCLAIMER

			You know the deal, right? There are legal requirements for anyone who writes anything about health to make sure he, she, or it is safe from lawsuits. Anyone can sue anyone, so you can never really be safe from a lawsuit, but you can make yourself less likely to suffer damage if a nut decides to file suit. When it comes to health, there’s always a lot of jive about “see your doctor before making any changes in your lifestyle” and shit like that. And you skim over it like you do appliance warnings and Facebook privacy contracts, thinking, “Well, they have to say that, but it doesn’t apply to me,” and then you stick your knife in the toaster to get the bagel out and post a picture of the event to your social media without noticing your embarrassing reflection in the toaster. You figure that because you aren’t a Darwin Award winner yet, you don’t have to read disclaimers. You figure you already know the coffee at McDonald’s is too hot to pour on your genitals—you don’t have to read the cup.

			This ain’t like that. This disclaimer is not jive. This is a real, heartfelt, honest disclaimer. This was not written by lawyers—this was written by the guy who wrote this book. The guy who lost a hundred pounds. This is a disclaimer for the lawyers, but it also comes from my common sense, my concern, my knowledge, and my heart. This is a book about extreme personal lifestyle changes, written by a fucking juggler whose only higher education was Ringling Bros. and Barnum & Bailey Clown College. This book was written by someone who finished high school on a plea bargain. Someone who dropped his cock into a hot blow-dryer and scarred it like one of the Wendy’s beef patties he no longer eats. This is a book written by an idiot. Take everything in this book with a grain of salt (but only a grain—salt is poison, as even this idiot now knows). I have no expertise. This book is about what I did, not about what you should do. Got it? This book is first-person, and you should not take it as second-person. Even I know a lot of what I did was wrong and stupid, but I don’t even know which things were wrong and stupid. Even I, who dropped my fucking cock in a blow-dryer, knew enough to check with my doctor before making each change. If you’re going to make any changes in your diet, exercise routine, or health, talk to your doctor—and take what even she says with a grain of nutritional yeast. Get a second opinion, and remember that my opinion does not count as the first opinion. I’m telling stories and making jokes. If you make lifestyle changes that you’ve checked out with your doctor, I hope this book can give you a few laughs, a little bit of moral support, and (I hope) some inspiration, but this is not a “how to” book. I’m okay with your thinking, “If that stupid fat fuck can do it, so can I.” But I’m not okay with your doing what you think you understand that I think I understand I might have done that could have kind of gotten some results that might be good. Really, I don’t know jack-fucking-shit! Okay? Be careful. Take care of yourself, and do not fucking trust me! Really. That’s not legal jive, that’s from my heart. It means a lot to me that you’re reading this book, but please remember who wrote it: me.

			If you take any lifestyle or medical advice from a juggler—you’re an asshole!

		

	
		
			INTRODUCTION:

			HOW ARE YOU GOING TO DIE?

			How do you think I’m going to die?

			Most every night onstage, my partner, Teller, has a bullet signed and loaded into a gun by a stranger. He turns on the laser sight, aims the gun at my face, and pulls the trigger. Bang! The Bullet Catch is just a trick, but it’s the most dangerous trick in show business. At least twelve magicians have died onstage pretending to catch a signed bullet. If you count carnies as magicians (and magicians don’t), the number of people (if you count carnies as people, and many rubes don’t) killed doing this trick jumps to over fourteen. These are men and women who were shot dead onstage in front of a live audience. When a magician fucks up a card trick, the crowd is simply more entertained than if the trick had gone as planned. When a magician fucks up with a gun and live ammo, the audience has nightmares for the rest of their lives.

			Penn & Teller have done the Bullet Catch more than any other magicians in history, and it’s a long history. The plot of this trick—sign the bullet, load the gun, shoot me—goes back to Native American magicians. I didn’t even know there were Native American magicians before I worked on this trick. It doesn’t seem like the wisest trick to use to entertain violent, invading foreigners. Our mentor, Johnny Thompson, had already lost two friends to the Bullet Catch when we started working on it, and he asked us to please not do it, but we felt we could do it safely, and Johnny knew we had a better chance of being safe with his help than without it, so he worked with us on it. Since we started doing the trick in 1996, I have had a gun fired at my face onstage 4,460 times. On any given night, chances are I’m staring down the barrel of a gun.

			But the Bullet Catch will not kill me. Most likely, my death will not cause our audience members to be interviewed on CNN. I will die, like many Americans will, as a result of spending most of my life being a fat fuck. By the time I turned fifty-nine, I had been more than one hundred pounds overweight for over a decade. And before that I’d been fifty pounds overweight for over a decade, and before that I’d been thirty pounds overweight for over a decade, and before that . . . I was a homeless skinny teenager hitchhiking around the country who, for a brief, sexy statistical blip, might have been a little more likely to die from a gun than a doughnut.

			No one has ever been seriously hurt working with Penn & Teller, and that includes Penn & Teller. We are tight-ass and careful. Safety in magic—safety in art—for me is more than self-preservation. Doing tricks in the safest way possible is more than just concern for my coworkers. Making dangerous-looking events safe is my job. That is the art. Letting dangerous things be really dangerous is not magic. That’s not art. When we do tricks onstage that appear to be dangerous, we are asking the audience to enjoy themselves on our roller coaster. We want their visceral and their intellectual to collide at faster miles an hour. We’re expecting them to feel their lizard heart race at the apparent danger while their human brain says, “It’s just a show—they’ve never been hurt.” In order for our art to be valid, in order for our tricks to celebrate life and health while thrilling the audience, those tricks must be safe. There are magicians who try to convince their audiences that the tricks really are dangerous. They try to convince the audience that their tricks aren’t tricks. That’s worse than lying. There are magicians who have been hurt, and there are more who perform cheesily staged “accidents” that are reported by a credulous, jaded media as real incompetence. The cynical business model is that the public will come to see their shitty acts in the hope that the show might contain real suffering and maybe death. This makes the audience complicit in unnecessary human risk. I don’t know how many in the audience truly believe they are going to the theater to witness a clumsy, stupid, unskilled, careless asshole suffer and die, but if anyone really is, Penn & Teller don’t want them in our audiences. We don’t want them as fans. Fuck them in the neck. Shakespeare and Call of Duty are able to thrill people and celebrate life without anyone getting hurt. We want to be like them; we do not want to be like NASCAR.

			The above paragraph is a self-righteous rant I’ve been spitting out for twenty years. I carry on about how precious life is and about how art, no matter how soaked in artificial blood and heart-racing terror, must always be safe. I show contempt for those of my peers who hang by their nipples from helicopters or pretend to come very close to drowning. And during the whole time I was preaching this, the whole time I was bragging about how careful we were and how much we loved life—I was closer to stroking out onstage from being a fat fuck than any of those assholes were to theatrical injury. And when I died, there wouldn’t even be a good story. Roy of Siegfried & Roy gets his head bitten off onstage at the Mirage by a fucking tiger. How is that less artistic and beautiful than slo-mo death from fucking doughnuts?

			It’s not that simple, of course. Siegfried claims that Mantecore, the tiger, sensed Roy’s high blood pressure and bit his fucking head off to save him. I believe that S&R believe that, but I don’t believe it. If there were any chance of that being true, there would be more white tigers on the Mayo Clinic’s payroll. If tigers could smell hypertension and wanted to fix it with carotid-artery bloodletting, they would have spent every performance biting more necks than Stefan Salvatore. People in Las Vegas are fat and dying because of it. Even if a bite to the neck would cure it, there aren’t enough hungry tigers left in the world to save our fat asses.

			I guess, statistically speaking, I will still die of some sort of heart thing. I was fat for a long time. It seems like age fifty-nine is a little too late to repent. But all the charts show that I have increased my life expectancy at least a bit by losing over a hundred pounds and eating better. I dismiss Roy Horn’s medical-tiger treatment, but it sure isn’t more stupid than me getting out of breath walking up a flight of stairs and not changing a goddamn thing. I ate a handful of pills every morning, I was in the hospital a couple of times a year—and I still ate like a pig. I ate worse than a pig—I ate like an American. Roy’s assessment of Mantecore’s motives is sage compared to my stupidity. Drowning while hanging by my tits from a helicopter while catching a bullet in my teeth is at least more exciting and life-affirming than feeling my vitality slide away because I’m in the habit of eating pizza.

			Goddamn, I’m a fucking idiot.

			Three months before my sixtieth birthday, I radically changed the way I ate. With the help of Ray Cronise—CrayRay, as I came to call him—I lost over a hundred pounds. I feel better than I can ever remember feeling. My doctors are all amazed. My family is no longer worried.

			I didn’t lose the weight in order to write a book. I didn’t train myself to eat healthy in order to share my techniques with the world. I didn’t do it because the trips to the hospital scared me skinny. I did it because I wanted to give myself a few more chances to die from the Bullet Catch.

		

	
		
			SECTION ONE

			JUST ANOTHER FAT FUCK

		

	
		
			ONE-THIRD THE SIZE OF A COW DRESSED AS AN ELEPHANT

			In 2014 I made a movie called Director’s Cut. I wanted to play a bad guy. I wanted to be the psycho villain. I also wanted a villain who was an outsider. In the early drafts of the script, I named the character Herbert Khaury, which is Tiny Tim’s real name. Tiny Tim is a hero of mine, but he was also an obsessive nut and a bit of a stalker. Maybe he was a bit more than a bit of a stalker. Maybe Tiny was a little dangerous. Tiny Tim had his problems. For the movie, I parted my hair like him and shaved my stupid beard. Tiny Tim didn’t have a beard. Tiny was tall—not as tall as me, but still pretty tall, and Tiny was also pretty overweight by the time he was my age. So, being fat was good for the part. I was very happy being fat. At the time of that movie, I was the fattest I’ve ever been in my life. I thought fat was good for the part.

			If you’re reading or listening to this book right when Director’s Cut comes out, you might see me on some talk shows pimping this book or read an interview or two with me. If you do, you’ll hear me talk about gaining all that weight to play my character, Herbie, in the film. You’ll hear me spin how fat I was. I don’t like the word “spin.” I prefer the word “lie.” I’m going to be implying very strongly (lying) that I gained all that weight to play my character. It’s the worst kind of lie, because by the time I’m done with it, I’ll believe it. There will be some truth in it, so I can focus on that little truth until the big truth goes away. The weight sincerely was great for the character, and it really made everything perfect for that movie, but I hadn’t spent thirty years getting fat because I was planning to play Herbie. I wrote the script about ten years before we shot it . . . but I can’t produce any notes that are time-stamped from those days saying, “I sure better start eating like a pig to do my best acting.” Maybe De Niro just got a hankering for spaghetti while working on Raging Bull and then just spun the press accordingly.

			By the time you read this, I will believe that I gained over a hundred pounds for my movie; that in order to gain weight for my art, my sacrifice to the muses was to eat everything I saw. I know what it feels like to start spinning, progress to lying, and eventually believe the lies so much that you don’t even remember that they started as lies.

			In 2012 I went on The Celebrity Apprentice with Donald Trump, who has hair that looks like cotton candy made of piss. Before the show was over I published my previous book, Every Day Is an Atheist Holiday!, which stated that Donny’s hair looked like cotton candy made of piss. I created the most perfect description of Donald Trump’s hair ever given by anyone. “Hair like cotton candy made of piss” is also the phrase that Trumpy said was his reason for my coming in second a year later on All-Star Celebrity Apprentice. I love that about Trump. He comes out and admits crazy shit like that. He doesn’t pretend he’s not being arbitrary and petty. His charm is arbitrary and petty. It’s supposed to be my job, as bitter loser, to claim that his real reasons were arbitrary and petty, but Trump fucked me on that. He’s enough of a real, inspired nut that he just says outright what I would have to claim, and after he does that, all I can do is lie more and write that it was just that one joke, which it wasn’t. Trump is the hero here, and I’m the bitter loser liar. He just made it easy for me.

			Part of the final challenge was coming up with an ice cream flavor. If Trump had said that my competitor’s ice cream really was better, which it wasn’t, I’d have a beef; but nope, he was straightforward and honest, and I’m the weasel. My hair doesn’t look like cotton candy made of piss, but it does look like the tail of a pathetic, aging roadkill raccoon. And if you said that to me, I wouldn’t let you win a game I was running even if your ice cream made me cum, but I wouldn’t cop to the real reason like Trump did. Trump was a better man than I . . . in this one very specific instance, on his show, with me, on that exact day. I’m as aware as everyone else that, since that one day with me, there is ample evidence that in general he is at very best the worst person who ever lived, and the best thing about him is that his hair looks like cotton candy made of piss. Believe me, I’m as horrified as you are. My ice cream was better, and my marketing was more successful, but I can be rude, weird, and crazy (and I guess I was), so I shouldn’t have won. That’s fair, but if I’m going to spin that fat ain’t my fault, why not lie and say that Donald Trump’s temporary, accidentally brave honesty is petty and arbitrary? I’m on a roll, spinning down a hill with my old-dead-raccoon-tail hair blowing in the wind.

			Because of my arbitrary and petty rudeness to Mr. Trump, the people with intellectual disabilities at Opportunity Village, the charity I played Trump’s game for, didn’t get the quarter-of-a-­million-buck first prize. But, thanks to Trump’s honesty and my dishonesty, others involved with The Celebrity Apprentice wrote checks that actually totaled more than two hundred fifty grand. Exposure on Trump’s show sold a metric shit-ton of tickets to The Penn & Teller Show at the Penn & Teller Theater in Las Vegas. So, I’m a bitter loser who won big by being rude and lying just a little bit. I’m actually the big fat bitter loser, because, you know, I gained all that weight to play the part of Herbie in my movie. I’m a real artist—a bullshit artist. I lie like a rug.

			The ice cream I created, Vanilla/Chocolate Magic Swirtle, is still available at some Walgreens locations, but it’ll probably be gone by the time this book comes out; as I remember, though, it’s really good. I added sea salt (which is just salt) to dark chocolate, swirled that into vanilla ice cream, and threw in some caramel “turtle-like” candies. It’s good ice cream. La Toya Jackson helped with the great name, and Dennis Rodman let me borrow his palate to get the vanilla base to just the right level of sweet and rich. It tastes great. It’s sweet, rich, and comforting. I’d have an argument with my wife and then eat a whole container, and that’s the grown-up way to live. It’s really good ice cream, and you should try it if you ever get a chance. My share of the money goes to Opportunity Village, and it’ll be your favorite food ever. And then you’ll read the rest of this book and you’ll never eat it again. I giveth, and I taketh the fuck away.

			I take my acting fat seriously. Before the script was really finished, I changed my character’s name from Herbert Khaury (it’s not right to use Tiny Tim’s real name) to Herbert Blount—Blount being jazz great Sun Ra’s real last name. Sun Ra, another crazy hero of mine, was also really fat. Sun Ra was also from Saturn, so he had an even better excuse than gaining weight for a movie. As part of my dedication to the craft of acting, I’d have big fat steaks at the Musso & Frank Grill in Hollywood. I’d have big fat steaks everywhere. I ate a shit-ton of bread and butter and buttered popcorn and candy. And grilled cheese. And grilled cheese with bacon. And pizza. And pizza with bacon. I’d eat dozens of raspberry-filled Krispy Kreme doughnuts, which, I either read somewhere unreliable or made up, were Elvis’s favorite doughnuts. Yum. And Krispy Kreme doughnuts with bacon. Yup. For the past several years, I’ve hosted Penn Jillette’s Private Bacon and Doughnut Party, a private party coincident in time but not associated with James Randi’s The Amaz!ng Meeting for skeptic and atheist cats and kitties in Vegas. I’d give everyone free bacon and doughnuts and play dirty-ass rock ’n’ roll with nearly naked men and women all around me. It’s all part of my plan:

			Sell ice cream.

			Give away bacon and doughnuts.

			Get really fat for a movie.

			Write this book to inspire all the fat fucks I helped encourage to get that fat.

			I am Wile E. Coyote, Super Genius.

			By the time we were done shooting Director’s Cut, I was fat, depressed, tired all the time, and couldn’t walk up a flight of stairs without panting. That’s what a serious actor I am. At the end of every Penn & Teller Show, I run up the aisle to the back of the theater and into the lobby to meet audience members, sign autographs, and pose for pictures, and will do so for as long as I’m still lucky enough to have people who want those things from me. At my fattest, at my Herbie movie weight, I couldn’t do a very light jog down the five stairs from the front of the stage to the aisle without being winded. Even talking in the show was a bit of a strain. Yup—I’d get winded talking, and all I know how to do is talk. What the fuck? I don’t know exactly what I weighed, because when I got that fat, I didn’t really weigh myself much. But I was definitely north of 320 pounds. Truth be told, I probably hit 330. If I’m willing to beef up my accomplishments, let’s spin that with a little goose and make it 3331/3, a little more than half the number of the beast and one-sixth of a ton. Yeah, I like that. One-sixth of a ton. Just six of me would make a ton. Wow, that’s one-twenty-seventh of a shit-ton. Shit.

			Around this time, we started using a live cow in the Penn & Teller Show in Vegas. A cow isn’t a very glamorous animal for the Vegas Strip, so we dress her in elephant drag and call her an elephant. We think that’s funny. An American cow with a feedbag trunk to make her look like an elephant—will that be viewed by future social critics in the same way we now view blackface? I don’t know. I plan to be dead by then. The “elephant” in our show is the size of a small cow. A small cow that we call Elsie onstage. The two cows that play the part of Elsie are actually named Gecky and Star. We had nothing to do with those names, and I have no idea how much weight they each gained for the part. Gecky weighs 1,117 pounds. That’s small for an elephant, and even a little small for a cow, but when the Vanish of Elsie, the African Spotted Pygmy Elephant went into the Penn & Teller Show, Penn weighed about one-third of her fake-elephant/real-cow weight. I was a third the size of a cow dressed as an elephant. I was a fat fuck. I was that fat because I take my acting craft seriously, and I like bacon.

			I couldn’t run or really talk, and I had hypertension that was supernatural. I used to walk around knocking on two hundred for the top number (I never notice the bottom number; who cares?). My permissive doc had me on massive doses of six different blood pressure drugs. I got up in the morning and took drugs that made me piss so much and so fast that I couldn’t take them before I had to ride to the airport. I had to take them at the airport, because it’s more convenient to piss five times on a flight from Vegas to L.A. than to pull the car over during the fifteen-minute ride to the airport.

			Why did I have such bad hypertension? Because I was one-third the size of a cow dressed as an elephant! But I didn’t see it that way. I knew that was part of it, but I couldn’t believe that was all of it. I figured I would have high blood pressure anyway. My mom and sister had it, and I have some African- and Aboriginal-American ancestry, and it’s . . . you know, genetic. I was born a fat fuck like you were born gay. Jesus fucking Christ, I’m an idiot.

			My doc would tell me to lose weight, and I knew he was right, but . . . I didn’t see myself as fat. Or, rather, I saw myself as fat but didn’t see fat as a problem. My job didn’t depend on my weight one way or the other. When I got acting jobs, I either played myself or a fat guy just like me. Penn & Teller were never sold as attractive sex symbols; we didn’t have the sex-symbol hand to play. My showbiz success was not tied to my weight. I was married and didn’t have to worry about getting fucked. Some people didn’t use “fucking fat” as the first two words to describe me because I’m also fucking tall. I’m six foot seven, so I’m a big guy. “Big guy” includes “fat,” but it’s not just fat. I carried my weight really well, except for the blood pressure that was on the verge of making me drop dead or stroke out every second of every day. I was fine. I was happy, except for the constant depression and being winded just thinking about running to play with my children. I was a miserable fat fuck with such a great job, a great family, and wonderful friends that I was theoretically and psychologically happy even at one-third the weight of a cow dressed like a fucking elephant.

			Oh, the things I’ve done for art!

		

	
		
			DISCO DOC AND ENGLISH VOLTAGE BLOOD PRESSURE

			In October 2014, after we wrapped Director’s Cut, I went in for my annual physical. My doc strapped on the sphygmomanometer (one of my favorite words) and, even on every drug known to man in elephant-sized doses, my blood pressure had me on the edge of stroke-out. Doc said I had to see my cardiologist (that’s right, I already had a cardiologist) to find out whether there was something that could explain this high blood pressure. We were pretending to look for something that was causing my hypertension while not talking about the one-third of a fake elephant in the room wearing a blood pressure cuff that was straining its Velcro around his fat-fuck arm. It’s so easy to lie to yourself.

			So I headed to my cardiologist. He came into his office like he was about to go to a disco. He was fashionable, trim, and active, like a commercial for Viagra. Big smile and some sort of sexy Latin accent. He obviously didn’t need BP medicine or Viagra. He drew my heart on a piece of paper to show me constricted blood flow and shit like that. “Bro, you need to take off some weight, my man.” I don’t think he really said that, but he should have.

			After he accurately diagnosed that my blood pressure was higher than Screamin’ Steve Hawking’s intelligence quotient because I was fat, he then joined me in pretending that diet wasn’t the reason. Ignoring the sagging and groaning of the metal examination table beneath me, he said he had a test he wanted to run. Maybe I had some sort of blockage in my heart. If a guy comes into a doctor’s office with a Hi-C can rammed up his ass, I guess the first thing you do is take a blood test to make sure the discomfort isn’t due to a prostate problem. So I needed a test. In about a week, when I had a night off, I would go to the hospital. Disco doc would have his nurses shave around my cock, and he’d stick a needle into my groin with a camera on it and thread it up through my heart to have a look-see. This was an outpatient thang. It would take a couple of hours, and I’d be fine.

			I wouldn’t be unconscious for the groin threading, but they would give me a drug to calm me down and make me forget the pain. I think David Bowie took a drug like that and forgot the ’70s. I didn’t need to calm down—I wasn’t nervous—but the idea of making someone forget the pain creeped me out. Dr. Daniel Kahneman, big fancy-ass Nobel guy, explains that he imagines us as having an experiencing self and a remembering self. The experiencing self gets all the pleasure and the pain in real time, and the remembering self makes all the decisions. So whether you get fucked in a good way or a bad way, it’s the experiencing self that will feel it and the remembering self that decides whether you do it again. Doctors know that only the remembering self is able to sue, so their strategy is to fuck the experiencing guy and play to the remembering one. That’s just Black Mirror creepy.

			On the day, I went to the hospital and filled out all the paperwork. The nurses shaved around my groin and then put a hand towel over my cock so I wouldn’t be embarrassed. I told them they could suck it and I wouldn’t be embarrassed. Experiencing Penn and Remembering Penn were both fine with that, even before the drug kicked in. As the drug kicked in, the nurses asked what music I wanted. I said “Dylan,” and just as “I Don’t Believe You” finished up on the OR Spotify, Disco Doc—sure that my drugs had kicked in—changed it to hip-hop and was rapping along with it while he was snaking a needle through my groin to try to find some Charlie blockage in my Heart of Darkness.

			He didn’t miss a rhyme as he found a 90 percent blockage in my heart. A serious blockage, in the area called the “widow maker.” It was really dangerous. Hard-core dangerous. Since he was right there in my heart, kind of as I was having a heart attack, he put in a stent and opened up the blockage. My heart was instantly better. I was fixed up. It wasn’t quite outpatient anymore, but I would just stay overnight and be fine to do the P&T show the next night. I had no problems: hip-hop, high, and a towel on my cock—that’s the name of my new album.

			Perfect; my heart used to be blocked and now it wasn’t, so my blood pressure came right down to normal, right? NO! I was one-third the size of a fucking cow dressed as an elephant! Getting rid of the blockage didn’t seem to help my blood pressure at all. Weirdly, my BP was through the roof even after the blockage was opened up. They couldn’t get my top number below, like, 220. Holy fuck, my systolic number was UK house voltage. I could charge my electric car on 220 in four hours. Two twenty is knocking on dead. My wife, EZ, was freaking. My manager, Glenn, started worrying about his house payments. I was too fucked-up to know anything. Experiencing Penn was in serious pain, and Remembering Penn was in denial. There are two unreliable narrators writing this. I don’t know what happened.

			Hypertension is the “silent killer”; it has no symptoms. Or, rather, it’s not supposed to. But when you get up to UK voltage, where I’ve spent a lot of time, it’s like having bees living inside your head. I could see my BP and feel it all over. Maybe all of this was psychosomatic. I don’t know. I’m the last one to judge that, but it wasn’t a great night.

			Everything about that hospital visit kind of blurs over. They did some sort of blood test and figured that maybe the stent had fallen out or collapsed or whatever bad stents do. Experiencing Penn didn’t have a vote, and Remembering Penn just remembered the hip-hop, the drugs, and the nice hand towel on my junk, so I was happy to have them snake the camera up the other leg and check out the stent.

			All during this procedure, I still intended to do the show the next night. I’d never missed a P&T show. Never. If you want to play Broadway and have a bunch of millions of dollars invested in a show without understudies, your people must be able to say, “They’ve never missed a show.” When I had pneumonia a couple of years ago (also not helped by my shitty diet and being a fat fuck), I would pull two IVs out of my arm every evening at six, go do the show, come back to the hospital, have the IVs replaced, and wait for my morphine. That was a bitch for both Experiencing Penn and Remembering Penn. We all remember that. I was nearly considering shooting up between my toes. It was miserable, but I didn’t miss any shows.

			Now I was arguing about how I was going to make the show that Glenn had already quietly canceled. When we went back to Broadway eight months later, you’d think the ads had to say, “They’ve missed only one show!” But they didn’t say that. They said, “They’ve never missed a show.” None of the investors or publicity agents are going to read this book or check Vegas hospital records, so fuck ’em.

			They kept me in the hospital for a few days. The people who loved me were scared, but I didn’t care. It just didn’t seem like a big deal. I’d had blood pressure that high many times before, and I’d had blood pressure barely below that all the time. I had my CPAP machine (continuous positive airway pressure machine, which I had because I was too much of a fat fuck to even sleep without medical assistance), and they gave me drugs to make sure both ExPenn and RemPenn were doing fine. Nope, it really wasn’t a big deal at all until the doc walked in and hit me with the news. He’d finally discovered the problem.

			I was one-third the size of a cow dressed as an elephant.

		

	
		
			OFFICIAL PERMISSION TO GO CRAZY

			The doc had discovered the problem, but it was EZ who first mentioned his solution to me. She said the doc was going to prescribe a gastric sleeve, an operation to shrink my stomach so it would be physically impossible for me to eat like a fucking pig. I would only be able to eat like a fucking medical research pig with a reshaped stomach. EZ and I didn’t know much about stomach sleeves. We still don’t, but in our limited experience, they work. EZ and I are good friends of Lisa Lampanelli’s. She’s a great comic. I was proud to have her in my movie The Aristocrats, and later she and I were on The Celebrity Apprentice together. For all the time I knew her, Lisa was a bit fat. She didn’t need to be fat or to fuck African American guys in order to be funny, but for most of her career she was fat and fucking African American guys, so she talked about those things in her act. If you don’t live it, it won’t come out the horn.

			She got some sort of stomach operation, and then suddenly she was thin. Not just thinner, but thin. Skinny. She was thrilled about it. She was never funny because she was fat, she was funny in spite of being fat, and after the operation she was healthier, happier, and just as funny. It made sense to me that Lisa got the operation. She was fat. But it seemed odd that EZ was recommending I get the same operation. Well, it seemed odd to me. It didn’t seem odd to anyone else, because everyone else knew I was fat. And because I said I was fat all the time, and called myself a fat fuck all the time, everyone assumed I knew I was fat. But I didn’t really know I was fat. I thought I was big. A big guy. I had made peace with being a big guy. I didn’t think 322 pounds was that bad for six feet seven inches. I carried all that weight really well. I’m a big, loud guy, and I was loud enough to carry a little more big. I claimed to be the rock ’n’ roll animal. I was a big, loud comedy magician. I could shrug off my wife’s stomach band suggestion. Let Lisa get all trim and thin—I was fine as a big guy. We just had to find the right drugs to fix a fellow who was clearly just genetically predisposed to hypertension . . . and about one-third the size of a fucking cow dressed as an elephant.

			If I couldn’t honestly see myself as really fat, I couldn’t get really thin. I used to smoke cigarettes. I was a smoker who never bought a pack of cigarettes. Never. I smoke in the show after I do my fire-eating bit. It’s showbiz to light a cigarette off my tongue and smoke it. It’s a good way to show the fire is real. The fire in fire eating is real. Fire eating is real. Fire eating is not a magic trick. Fire eating is a skill. There is no cheat. As we say in the carny, there’s no “G” on the joint, no affis-gaffis. Fire eating is done by combining a working sense of physics and human physiology with a natural lack of common sense. “Know nothing, fear nothing” is what my mom said about me. Besides being a pretty good fire eater, I did some cigarette magic tricks. I learned to palm them and “tongue” them (just what you’d think—the same as tonguing an asshole, except the asshole is doing the tonguing). I smoked cigarettes to do tricks with them, and then to close my fire-eating bit. I smoked cigarettes for professional reasons. I also started smoking them when I was sitting around with coffee after a meal. This was back when you could smoke in public. I’d bum cigarettes from friends who smoked and enjoy a smoke with them after dinner. And then another one. And sure, why not a third? One of the greatest days of my life was watching the Velvet Underground rehearse for their reunion tour in the ’90s. They were getting ready to play their first show together since the ’60s. I couldn’t believe I was in a New York City rehearsal studio with some of my biggest heroes. I was watching Sterling, John, Moe, and Lou put together a show that I would later see in Wembley Stadium in London. A show full of the music that changed my life. The music that helped me become who I am. During that rehearsal, Lou took a break and said, “Hey, Penn, let’s have a Carlton and a Moussy.” Moussys were nonalcoholic beer and Carltons were cigarettes that didn’t have much cigarette in them. Lou was cleaning up. For Lou, these were big steps toward better health. Me . . . I was just smoking.

			My closest old buddy, Robbie, who worked on our crew, smoked. I would bum cigarettes from Robbie and smoke with him. I’d even bum cigarettes from guys on our crew who weren’t really friends, just accommodating coworkers. I told myself I was bonding with them, but they knew I was just smoking. I felt guilty for all the cigarettes I took from all the crew guys backstage and on our movie sets, but not guilty enough to buy my own. I was cleverer than that. I had the movie prop guys buy cartons of all the brands that the crew smoked and then give them to the smokers on the crew; then I would bum cigarettes from everyone with a clear conscience. I’m such an asshole. And I was a smoking asshole.

			I was probably smoking more than a pack a day, but I couldn’t quit because I wasn’t a smoker. I never bought any cigarettes. I was coughing every morning and getting headaches if I didn’t have my borrowed cigarettes all the time, but I wasn’t a smoker. One day when I was talking to a friend, I said out of the blue, “I guess I’m a smoker.” That was the day I quit. Once I said that, I was able to take action. I still take a few drags after the fire-eating bit, so that’s 10 percent of a cigarette every two weeks. That’s .12 packs a year. That’s okay.

			When the doctor walked into my room and said we had to consider stomach sleeve surgery, I understood for the first time that I was a fat person. Not a “big guy”—you know, kind of meaning tall, too. Not a “fat fuck,” with a smile and a wink. Let’s get rid of that word “fat.” “Fat” is a cruel word, but that’s not the worry in this context. It’s also very colloquial. It’s an everyday word. It can be used as a positive. You can search for “fat cocks” on the Internet, and the images are proud. If you spell it “phat,” you can search for all sorts of pornography, and even fashion and bling will pop up. “Fats” Domino invented rock ’n’ roll. Fats was a genius who was very, very short. I know the word “fat” has caused untold suffering, but it still wasn’t bad enough for me. But a doctor suggesting surgery—that made me obese. Now I had to see myself as obese. Could I shrug that off? On any chart you want to look at—not just the bullshit Body Mass Index but any chart—even for my height, body type, activity level, and muscle mass, I was obese. That’s a word you can’t spin nice. There are no “Obese Burgers”—at least, they’re not advertised that way.

			I was medically obese, and that’s the reason I was in the hospital. That simple sentence had never occurred to me before. We didn’t have to talk about genetics. Anyone as fat as I was would be sick. I was obese, and my doctor was recommending surgery to deal with the obesity that was causing my sickness. My obesity was what put me in the hospital, away from the show I never missed and the children I always want to be with. The suggestion of surgery was crazy. How fucked-up do you have to be to have surgery suggested as an option for lifestyle change? As crazy as obese me.

			Up until that instant—lying in a hospital bed with blood pressure that couldn’t be controlled, my groin shaved and snaked, with a 90 percent blockage just having been pulled out of my Heart of Darkness—it had never occurred to me that my weight was a problem. My doctor knew surgery was necessary to get me healthy, and told me so. He didn’t equivocate; he said it outright, but he also expected me to argue. I could tell he had all his obese ducks in a row to explain why I needed this, to overcome the reservations he knew I would have.

			I said: “Sure. Okay.” I didn’t put up the slightest fight. I smiled and nodded. I was down with him and his bad surgery self. After disarming him by agreeing immediately, I added, “But we can’t do it right now, right? I can’t go into the hospital for this operation because I’m already in the hospital for a procedure now? I need time to get over this one before I start my next hospital adventure, right? I have to leave the hospital in order to come back?”

			“Yeah, we’ll need to wait.”

			“Yeah, well, let’s plan to do this in about six months or so, okay?”

			Since he was so ready to argue and had done all the prep work, he wasn’t able to take yes for an answer right away. But he also sensed I was up to something. He dispatched some of his ducks. He explained that a stomach sleeve was different from old-fashioned stomach-­stapling. He explained that the operation had a high rate of success and was not a big deal.

			“So, we can do that in about six months?”

			“Yeah, that seems about right.”

			“And in the meantime, if I just happen to lose the weight, we don’t have to worry about the surgery, right? What would you want me down to?”

			“You’d have to lose a lot. A real lot. You gotta get down to two hundred seventy pounds ASAP. So you’d have to take off about fifty pounds right away. But the sleeve might get you down to two thirty, and at two thirty we might be able to get you off the meds. It’s possible that at two thirty all your medical problems would go away.”

			What the fucking fuck? What the fuck? What? All my medical problems would go away?! He had been telling me for over a decade to lose weight, but I didn’t think he meant I had to lose weight. I don’t know what I thought he meant; I guess I thought he meant it would be nice, that it would make his job a little easier. I don’t think he’d ever said before that my medical problems were obesity problems. I know now that’s what he meant, but I’d never understood it before. My obese self had never been able to see it. I had told myself I was a guy with high blood pressure who was fat. I didn’t know I was a guy who had high blood pressure because he was obese. There’s a big difference between fat making something worse and obesity causing it. How would losing weight make my genetics change? Oh, that’s right, I had been lying to myself. Genetics schmenetics—I was gobbling pills, sleeping with a machine strapped to my face, and feeling like shit because I was obese. Being an obese fat fuck was my medical problem. Wow. It had taken me twenty years to understand. Now what was I going to do about it? In six months I’d get my stomach sleeved, whatever the fuck that meant. The doctor gave me a website to check out so I could understand the procedure. Fuck that.

			I’ve visited friends in the hospital who make hospital-bed proclamations like: “I’m going to eat perfectly from now on, and I’m going to hire a trainer. I’ll hire two trainers. I’ll hire three in case one of them gets sick from training me so hard.” Those promises are more bullshit than any New Year’s resolutions. Deathbed confessions aren’t to be trusted. I don’t trust anything anyone says on New Year’s, in the hospital, or within ten minutes of cumming. I certainly don’t trust myself at those times, so better not to make any promises in the hospital. I wasn’t going to claim to my doctor and my wife that I was going to start eating right and exercising. I had no desire to do right. I never have desire to do right. I suck at right.

			The doc’s stomach-sleeve prescription gave me what I needed. It gave me something I had never had regarding my health before. That recommendation, that command, gave me the power to go fucking crazy. The doctor gave me the same gift that Tiny Tim, Bob Dylan, Sun Ra, Patti Smith, Lou Reed, Frank Zappa, Marcel Duchamp, Debbie Harry, Al Goldstein, Lord Buckley, Herman Melville, Nicholson Baker, Abbie Hoffman, Charles Mingus, Ayn Rand, Crispin Glover, David Allan Coe, Terry Adams, Andy Kaufman, Allen Ginsberg, Jack Kerouac, Jad Fair, and the Residents had given me. My doctor had just given me not only the license but the mandate, the life-or-death imperative to be crazy. To burn, to rage, to dance beneath the diamond sky with one hand waving free. I never wanted showbiz, or my art, or even my life to be normal. I didn’t want to be adult and fit in with everyone else. I wanted to be a fucking nut. I always pushed for that in my job and in stories with friends, but I never ate nutty. I ate normally. I ate like a twenty-first-century American. I was a regular old American obese fat fuck on a regular old American diet. As far from crazy as possible. I was a fucking situation comedy. Getting surgery for being obese was extreme, so I had six months to take it to any other extreme I wanted. It was time to turn my health to rock-’n’-­roll-free-jazz-beat-poetry-outlaw-transgressive-comedy performance art, and that’s something I can do.

			Doing health like everyone else certainly hadn’t worked for me. I was obese like everyone else. I had high blood pressure like everyone else. I was on my way to diabetes like everyone else. I had a perfect life like everyone else, and I was still depressed like everyone else. I’d promised myself I would eat a little better like everyone else, and then I ate movie popcorn and cupcakes and doughnuts like everyone else. But that didn’t mean I had to die exactly like everyone else.

			I had six months to find something crazier than going back to the hospital for surgery just to stop me from killing myself by eating like a pig.

			I had been given official permission to go crazy, but I didn’t know how I wanted to use that power. I needed everything to sink in. I needed to get lucky. The seeds were sown, but they needed a little while to germinate in the piles of health bullshit in my head. Meanwhile, I started my grown-up “lifestyle change.” I went on my half-assed ’60s “hate Whitey” diet: I stopped eating all sugar, white flour, white rice, white pasta, and potatoes. Leave all the white food for the Klan. Fuck Whitey. That was easy. I stopped red meat (so, I guess I also hated Aboriginal Americans and Europeans, and maybe lemons). I got my sushi with brown rice. I ate my spaghetti sauce over quinoa. I got rich bread with wood chips in it. I ate oatmeal and nuts. Goudeau and I started taking hour-long trike rides. Goudeau is my great friend. He’s my cohost on Penn’s Sunday School and he wrote with us on Penn & Teller: Bullshit! We’re both jugglers and we both have families. I love Goudeau, and Goudeau was wicked fat. We put our fat asses on racing trikes and did about an hour of light riding around the park. When I didn’t trike, I used the rowing machine for half an hour.

			The weight began to drop off me. “If you want to lose a lot of weight, first gain a lot of weight.” Those extra twenty pounds that I’d just put on—some of the weight that I’ll be lying about putting on for the movie—came off really quickly. I started weighing myself seriously at about 313 and I was down to 304 in five weeks. That’s not bad. That’s two pounds a week. That’s very grown-up and sensible. Six months at that rate and I’d be down another forty pounds. I’d hit 289 by the time I promised to get my stomach sleeve. I might be able to alibi that to the doc: “Hey, man, I’ve made a lifestyle change like a grown-up. I should be down to 270 in another twenty weeks; another five months and I’ll be where you wanted me to be to correct the emergency that put me in the hospital. That’s cool, right?”

			I felt better, and the eating was easy. I ate chicken and fish and whole-wheat pasta, and the weight came off. I loved the trike rides with Goudeau; we’d laugh and joke and ride, ride, ride. I weighed myself and watched each half pound slowly melt away. I had made my lifestyle change, but I still had my blank check for crazy. My heart was looking for a quick check-cashing payday predatory loan-shark place to cash it.

			I was sniffing for crazy.

		

	
		
			ENTER CRAYRAY—FUCKING HIS BRAINS OUT AT THE SWING CLUB WHILE THE CELIBATE TITTER

			We do our Penn & Teller Show in the Penn & Teller Theater at the Rio All-Suite Hotel and Casino in Las Vegas, Nevada, in the United States of America. It’s such a cushy gig. We do one show a night, so it’s ninety minutes’ work, five days a week, plus half an hour to get dressed each night. Add the commute, and it’s a twelve-and-a-half-hour workweek. Sweet. I’m sixty years old, so that’s a good retirement workweek.

			I’ve fucked my cushy deal by loving every second of my job. I added an hour of live bebop jazz before the magic show. I play upright bass. I get in an hour before every show and join Mike Jones, our monster piano player, and we play preshow bebop while people are getting in their seats and examining the props on the stage. That’s another hour added to every show, and then after the show I’ll pose for pictures, sign anything (when I’m lucky I get to sign a breast or two—they often come in pairs), and talk about anything with anyone who was at the show and wants to talk to me. So that adds another hour. After that I sit in our backstage “Monkey Room” and visit with any personal guests or dignitaries who were at the show that night. So my ninety minutes a night becomes a full ham-and-egger workweek.

			There is no commercial pressure to change a show in Vegas. It’s like the audience is touring. That’s the conventional wisdom in this convention town. The other Vegas entertainers perfect their show somewhere else: NYC, Montreal, or on the road, and then bring it to Vegas and coast until death. They play golf all day and then go into their well-written, well-rehearsed, killer shows every night to make some pocket change.

			Teller and I don’t do that. We work constantly on new stuff—not just new bits for the live show but movies, TV shows, books, radio shows, podcasts . . . We love to work. I’ve turned my cushy twelve-and-a-half-hour-a-week job into a really cushy seventy-hour-a-week job that makes me the luckiest person in the world—except for the hypertension, being obese, and my doctor promising to make my stomach into a sleeve.

			I was over a month into my “sensible lifestyle change.” I was down at least eighteen pounds and feeling pretty smug as I ate my broccoli, spinach, and big hunk of salmon in the Monkey Room after the show. I was doing everything right. I was being a smart, health-conscious grown-up, but always in the back of my mind I knew I had a doctor’s note to go crazy. I was in a slo-mo emergency situation. I had some freedom in reserve.

			Wednesday, November 26—the night before Thanksgiving—is the night our story really starts. I came backstage with my room-service tray full of grown-up healthy salmon food. Jonesy, our piano player, was in the big comfy chair he’d commandeered. Teller was eating his after-show snack. My buddy Lana, who owned the Montessori school my children used to attend, and her husband and some children were on a couch; they had come in to see the new bit. They’d just seen us make a cow dressed as an elephant vanish, and they were eager to compliment. On the other couch was our friend Ray Cronise and his daughter, who was home on a break from college.

			I have a few friends whom I refer to with the honorific “crazy.” There’s “Crazy James,” a cocktail piano player in Frisco. Crazy James can do anything: he can cook, he owned restaurants, he’s a great piano player, both cocktail and avant-garde. When I lived in Frisco, he’d knock on my door at 5:00 a.m. because he was wandering around the city and wanted to chat. I’d wake up and talk to Crazy James anytime; I love him. He once called in a motorcycle gang to enforce a contract he had with an accountant to do his taxes. That’s another story. That’s Crazy James.

			There’s “Crazy Kramer,” who is a musical genius. He kinda sorta invented music in the ’90s. Half Japanese, Butthole Surfers, and Nirvana all smelled a bit of Kramer’s spirit. He played bass with the Fugs and GG Allin. Crazy James and Crazy Kramer are two of my oldest friends, and I’d take a bullet for either of them.

			Ray Cronise isn’t a traditional artist, and I didn’t know him nearly as well as the others who shared that first name. Ray is a scientist and an entrepreneur. Compared with James and Kramer, he doesn’t look very crazy. (Compared with Kramer, Charlie Manson doesn’t look very crazy.) Ray doesn’t say stuff that’s too weird. I don’t know why I use that affectionate term for him—I don’t have the right. I still don’t even know him that well. And he never really earned it like the others did, but I wanted to call him something besides Ray. “Crazy Raymond” sounds stupid. I don’t like “Crazy Ray.” “Cronise” doesn’t do anything. But shorten “crazy” to “Cray,” like my daughter says “cray cray,” use “Ray,” that drop of golden sun, for the second “cray,” and you’ve got “CrayRay.” It rhymes! It rolls off the tongue—and soon CrayRay would control most everything that rolled across my tongue. I didn’t know him well enough then, but something about him made me think there was some depth and beauty and passion there.

			Tim Jenison had introduced me to CrayRay some years back. Tim has been my friend since the ’80s. We made a movie in Texas about Tim’s obsession with painting a Vermeer called Tim’s Vermeer. I have no idea why Tim isn’t “Crazy Tim.” I guess because Crazy Penn didn’t happen to like the sound of that. Tim is a genius. Tim is the best of us, and Tim knows great people.

			I cultivated a relationship with Ray for very self-serving purposes. Tim hinted that Ray could get me weightless—not in the diet sense, in the free-fall sense. Ray worked at NASA and then struck out on his own to start a company that would make astronaut training in the “vomit comet” available to civilians. I’ve told the story about my being weightless a zillion times. If you’ve heard the story of me stripping naked and singing “Barbarella” while weightless, well, CrayRay made that happen. (There’s something about Ray and weight.) When I vomited in my hair during that flight, I also vomited on CrayRay. If you’ve seen the video on YouTube of me naked and weightless and vomiting in my hair, CrayRay shot that video while my vomit was running up and down his arm (we were weightless). One of the biggest adventures of my life started backstage on that Wednesday night, and it was all because of CrayRay.

			CrayRay doesn’t really know how to read a room. My friends wanted to talk about the Penn & Teller show they’d just seen, and have Penn and/or Teller (preferably Teller) hold court and tell stories from the six years we spent working on making a cow dressed as an elephant disappear. They wanted to hear stories of hauling Elsie’s cow-ass in a trailer across the Vegas Strip for her show every night. They wanted to feel showbiz. Ray was sitting next to his daughter on the couch with Teller. CrayRay didn’t feel the post-show-mingle-with-the-stars vibe; he had good stories of his own, and he was taking the floor.

			He was talking a blue streak. He was on a water fast—just water. Before that he’d been eating only potatoes. As an experiment, he’d gotten rid of his diabetes with diet and then got it back with diet, and then lost it again. He had a glucose monitor embedded in his skin. He had a backpack that he wore to measure his exact metabolism, and he wore it while climbing seventy-four flights of stairs. Did we know that climbing those stairs took the amount of energy you’d get from just 2.75 Oreo cookies? “I want to do for nutrition what Tim did for Vermeer. Nutrition is my painting, my art.”

			His daughter, Alexia Raye, didn’t say a word; she just sat and listened to her dad. She looked healthy. CrayRay looked thin. A healthy thin, I guess, but thin. Did we know that if you gave yeast a low-­calorie diet, it lived longer? A lot longer? Mice, too. “Exercise is bullshit.” CrayRay underlined “bullshit” in his speech because he knew that was the name of our television show. He pushed himself to swear more than he normally does, because he knows that offstage I swear a lot. CrayRay explained that our lives are just one long meal interrupted by a little work and maybe a little fucking.

			“Seasons matter; we keep storing fat for a winter that never comes.”

			“We live in perpetual summer, electric lights and warmth; we never get cold. We sleep in overly hot rooms and still use blankets. Cold showers can stop depression. We treat SAD with warmth and light, but cold and dark do better.”

			“Wear a cold vest and eat only potatoes. Potatoes are just a ‘fuck you’ to the paleo people. They have some stuff right, but they’re wrong about so much more.”

			“You don’t need animals to make fat for you; you can make your own.”

			CrayRay was on a roll. He didn’t notice Jonesy rolling his eyes, or Lana and her family looking over at me and waiting for a joke. Real scientists don’t even try to read the room. Why should they? Information doesn’t care what room it’s in, so why should they? But the room was telling me I had to say something; the room wanted it. The ability to read the room is the character fault of entertainers. I wanted to listen to CrayRay, but the room demanded I do some schtickala.

			In my best smarmy talk-show-host fake-questioning asshole voice, I asked, “Just potatoes for two weeks?”

			And CrayRay was off again. Potatoes are “white” and considered bad, but people can live on potatoes for a long time. Did we know how much protein was in a potato?

			“Speaking for the group, we don’t.”

			Now we were all making fun of goofy, skinny science boy. Even CrayRay could sense we were rolling our eyes a bit. He wasn’t completely blind to the room, and he knew the stuff he was saying flew in the face of everything all the smart, not-crazy (and very fat) grown-up people in the room knew. We were all unhealthy from our diets, rolling our eyes at the healthy guy.

			There’s a swing club in Las Vegas called the Red Rooster.
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