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Two guys meet on the street.

“You read
Rickles’ Book
?” asks the first guy.

“What’s the title?” asks the second.

“Rickles’ Book.”

“You told me. But what does he call it?”

“He calls it
Rickles’ Book.”

“Why?”

“He couldn’t think of a title—that’s why.”


W
e start out in the fifties in Vegas.

It was a different Vegas back then. Men wore suits and ties. Women wore gowns. I was desperate for any kind of female—a dog, a horse, anything.

I hadn’t hit it big, but I was getting by. I was single and in heat, and scoring with the girls wasn’t my greatest talent. On this particular night, I managed to convince some young lady to join me for dinner. She was no Gina Lollobrigida, but she was alive. If I couldn’t score this time, I was ready to put Spider in the rest home. (You can guess who Spider is.)

This young lady was wearing a pink dress covered with dead flowers, but she had a set of lamps on her that could light up highway traffic.

I took her out for dinner, then drinks afterward.

“Can we go to the Sands?” she asked.

“Where else?” I said.

The Sands was swanky, the hottest spot in town. Frank Sinatra was headlining at the Sands. In those days, the place had strolling violinists and hors d’oeuvres in the lounge. We sat in a corner and I ordered champagne. (You can bet it wasn’t Dom Perignon.) You could hear the clinking of glasses. You could see this was class. My date could see that Sinatra and his entourage had just arrived and were seated in a roped-off section.

“My God,” she said. “There’s Frank Sinatra! Do you know him?”

“Do I know him? We’re like brothers.”

“I don’t believe you.”

“Wait here, hon,” I said, trying to sound suave. “I’ll be right back.”

I got up and approached Frank’s party. He was with Dinah Shore and some other celebrities. His security boys took one look at me and turned to the boss. “It’s Rickles,” they said.

Frank was hitting his favorite, Jack Daniels, pretty good.

“Bullethead!” said Frank. That was his term of endearment for me. “Bullethead,” he repeated, “how you doing?”

“Can I talk to you for a second, Frank?”

“Sure.”

I leaned over and whispered, “Frank, I need your help. I’m with this gal and I could impress her big-time if you’d come over and just say, ‘Hello, Don.’ That’s it, Frank. Two words, ‘Hello, Don,’ and everything will be beautiful.”

“For you, Bullethead, I’ll do it.”

“Gee, thanks, Frank, you’re a pal.”

I walked back to the table and, filled with confidence, raised my glass of champagne to toast the lady. “You are something special,” I told her. “You have real class.” I thought she bought it.

Meanwhile, I was praying, God, let this thing happen.

It didn’t happen right away. A minute passed. Then five. Then ten. My heart was beating fast. My right leg was vibrating. Finally, Frank got up and made his move. Slowly he walked over to our table.

My date was beaming. I was beaming. Frank was beaming.

“Don,” he said. “How the hell are you?”

I took a deep breath, counted off a beat, turned to him and, in my loudest voice, said, “NOT NOW, FRANK—CAN’T YOU SEE I’M WITH SOMEBODY!”

The violins stopped.

The clinking glasses stopped.

Everyone stopped talking.

Everyone stared at us.

Time stopped.

And then, God bless him, Frank fell down laughing.

Two minutes later, two security guards and a couple of Frank’s pals came over, picked me up, and carried me over their heads and out of the Sands.

I never saw the gal again.

Frank thought that was a riot, and I went home and made love to my pillow.

The kid from Jackson Heights.
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