From How to talk dirty and influence people: an autobiography
By Lenny Bruce

CHAPTER ONE

Filipinos come quick; colored men are built abnormally large ("Their wangs look like a baby's arm with an apple its fist"); ladies with short hair are Lesbians; if you want to keep your man, rob alum on your pussy.

Such bits of erotic folklore were related daily to my mother by Mrs. Janesky, a middle-aged widow who lived across the alley, despite tbe fact that she had volumes of books delivered by the postman every month—A Sane Sex Life, Ovid the God of Love, How to Make Your Marriage Partner More Compatible—in plain brown wrappers marked Persona1. She would begin in a pedantic fashion, using academic medical  terminology, but within ten minutes she would be spouting her hoary hornyisms. Their conversation drifted to me as I sat under tbe sink~ picking at the ripped linoleum)  daydreaming and staring at my Aunt Merna's Private Busincss, guarded by its sinkmate, the vigilant C-N bottle, vanguard of Lysol, Zonite and Massengill.

At this tender age I knew nothing of douches. The only difference between men and women was that women always had headaches and didn't like whistling or cap guns; and men didn’t like women—that is, women they were married to.

Aunt Merna's Private Business, the portable bidet, was a large red rubber bulb with a long black nozzle. I could never figure out what the hell it was for. I thought maybe it was an enema bag for people who lived in buildings with a super who wouldn't allow anyone to put up nails to hang things on; I wondered if it was the horn that Harpo Marx squeezed to punctuate his silent sentences. All I knew was that it definitely was not to be used for water gun battles, and that what it was for was none of my business.

When you're eight years old, nothing is any of your business.

All my inquiries about Aunt Merna's large red-rubber bulb, or why hair grew from the mole on her face and nowhere else, or how come the talcum powder stuck between her nay-nays, would get the same answer: "You know too much a1feady, go outside and play."
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