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To Melanie and Rhoads Posehn, my dream family. And to my mom, thanks and sorry.















FOREWORD



You’re about to hang out with Brian Posehn for a few days. He’s going to talk about his life and a lot of the stuff that he loves and some of the stuff he hates. He loves things in a truly lovable way. But what’s better is this:


He hates stuff in a hilarious way.


That, to me, is the essence of being a comedian. Love lovely and hate hilariously.


Not that this book is in any way another “my funny struggle” rote recitation of a comedian’s climb. Like Brian’s career—like anyone’s career, come to think of it—it advances crookedly, loops back. At one point, due to a horrific/hilarious self-inflicted injury, his career (and life) nearly comes to a full stop. Anyone creative, looking back with honesty and exasperation at their own journey, would cop to the same confusion.


Brian faces the confusion and disasters of his past the same way he grapples with the subjects of his stand-up—with grace, rage, style, and sloppiness. The pop culture and ephemeral wormholes he travels down in his stage act were always there, even as a kid in sun-blasted northern California. Heavy metal, horror movies, comic books, TV and films, and a dozen other escape hatches from ’70s and ’80s teenage boredom. Will a generation with access to everything through a screen in their pocket produce artists like Posehn—overwired minds craving stimulation that wasn’t easily accessed? We’ll see.


For now, you get to wade through this captivating, out-of-control historical document detailing a lost world and the comedy genius who stumbled out of it. I’ve known Brian for more than twenty-five years. This book, the way it’s written? That’s his voice. That’s Brian. And once you open it, and you’re in it, it’s the same as hanging with him, and hearing his stories, and getting his take on life and reality.


Get ready for some hilarious hatred. You’ll love it.


Lovely.


Patton Oswalt


July 30, 2018


Studio City, CA















PREFACE



Hello reader, how are you? I bet no one has ever asked you that from a thing you were reading. I am different. I’m nice. I was raised right. Mostly. You have questions: “Hey Brian Posehn, why are you writing a book?” and “Hey Brian Posehn, who the fuck are you?” Okay, maybe you should have flipped those questions. Let’s start with “Who the fuck are you?” And by the way, are you always so rude to writers? Who am I? What am I known for? You ask a lot of questions… maybe you don’t have to be a dick about it… or if you’re a lady, the lady version of a dick.


I’m a mildly successful, not so widely known stand-up comic, writer, and actor and full-blown nerd. And by full-blown nerd, I mean I’m obsessed with a bunch of cool stuff that dumb people think is uncool, like comics, Dungeons & Dragons, action and horror movies, and HEAVY FUCKING METAL. I’ve been doing stand-up most of my life. I’ve written movies, TV, comic books, and a classic underground sketch show twice. I’m mostly known for playing weirdos and half-wits in sitcoms. In my stand-up act I’m known for talking about nerdiness, heavy metal, and my penis. And my balls. I think I’ve written way more jokes about my balls than my penis. But who’s counting?


To answer your second question: Why a book? Um. Easy. Every comedian writes a book now. Comics with way less stage time than me are cobbling their stories and Twitter musings into books all over the Kindle verse—that’s a thing, right? And if you must know, I recently received a message from the President of Showbiz telling me it was actually my turn to write a book. A lot of people don’t know that the President of Showbiz is Tori Spelling. You would think it was someone with a better career or a grizzled old producer or ex-studio head who has seen everything. But nope, that’s not how showbiz works.


Anyway, “T”—I call her “T”—anyway, “T” said, “Posehn”—she calls me Posehn—she said, “Posehn, pull your giant bird-faced noggin out of your old, stretched-out butthole and write a fucking book, you stupid, sad dick-knob.” I hope that didn’t shock your delicate sensibilities. I wasn’t offended at all—it’s how “T” and I talk to each other. I said, “Fuck you, you lucky, lizard-face dullard,” and then, “Yes, I will write a book and pay one of your ex-nannies to cram it up your cob-webbed you-know-where.” She typed back, “LOL, fuck you…” That was a year ago. And now you have my first book in your hands.


The other reason I’m writing a book is I like them. Actually, I love them. I know, what a weirdo. That’s me, a fucking book-loving weirdo. I’ve always been entertained by autobiographies. I love reading about the details of a performer or artist’s life in their voice and in their own words.


And thirdly, over the years, whenever I’ve known someone well and long enough to talk about our childhoods (after five minutes if whiskey is involved), people have reacted with shock and laughs at some of the shit I’ve been through during my fifty-plus years as a metal nerd. “Yeah, I did see a ton of car accidents on my paper route when I was twelve, and maybe I did think I was the son of Satan.”


And “Yes, my sophomore year of high school was the saddest eighties movie ever. I got beaten up by a girl, a special-ed kid and a fellow nerd who used to be my friend.” Oh, and “Yep, I lost my virginity at twenty-one to a twenty-eight-year-old woman I met at a comedy open-mic in a basement bar in Old Sacramento.” Yep. Old Sac. Again, with the balls.


Plus, if you’re actually reading this, you at least like books enough to be checking out a book from “that guy” from “that show” or “that thing.” At the very least, you’re in a struggling Barnes and Noble perusing my book on the new nonfiction shelf. Now, put my book back and go use the shitter because we both know that is why you’re really here. Back to my deflowering story—we did it in my shitty apartment because she still lived with her ex-husband. Oh yeah, ex-husband.


More about him in Chapter 17 or 18. Anyway, that’s how the night ended. It started in the comedy club, but it really got started in the parking lot of a cop bar downtown an hour later. You always remember your first time, especially when your first time is with a divorced rocker chick who, while we were making out against a car, she yelled at a homeless guy to “Get the fuck away from us, dude!” Or is it “divorced rocker chick whom”? Either way, super classy. Not sure why I didn’t marry her in Reno that night. My wife has heard some of these stories multiple times. Actually, that last story had some details missing when I told my wife. Those details will be revealed later, and I’ll tell you a secret: it rhymes with premature ejaculation.


This is not my life story. It’s more like just a bunch of stories from my life. There is a difference. You’ll hear (or read with your eye-ears) about when I discovered I was a nerd and how a lot of my fellow students reminded me of that fact. That’s a big part of the book because it’s a big part of my life. Before people said, “I identify as something or another,” I identified myself as a nerd. Back when that wasn’t a word you saw on T-shirts that said, “I HEART Nerds” or before nerd culture exploded beyond Comic-Con and became pop culture.


I will walk you through all my nerdy obsessions from over the years, and I’ll explain why I became comfortable with that label. Sort of. You’ll hear about my multiple therapists and self-prescribed medication. You’ll also read how a self-hating nerd who suffered with depression was able to become successful at my dream job, TV, movies, comic books, music, and comedy, and get my dream girl to fall in love with me despite myself. You’ll also, also read how even with the love of my beautiful wife and son, thousands of fans, and hundreds of dollars, I still don’t feel like I quite fit in and why I’ll be FOREVER NERDY.















ONE



POSEHN AND NERDY, THE EARLY YEARS


I wasn’t born a nerd. I don’t think anyone’s born a nerd. I used to say that in my stand-up act: you never look at a little kid or a baby and say, “What a fucking nerd. That baby will never get laid.” Hilarious joke and I stand by it. You’re not born a nerd. You find it. Or fall into it. Or, in my case, grow into it. Literally. I first exhibited nerdiness or nerd-like behavior around ten years old. By age eleven I looked like a full-blown nerd—the little guy on the front of this book, full of Star Wars and awkwardness. In these first chapters I will take you through the first chapters of my life: my transition from a totally normal yet massive baby to an eleven-year-old nerd.


I was birthed on the sixth of July, 1966, at Sequoia Hospital in Redwood City, California. We’re so proud of our trees in Northern California that we name everything after trees. Not really. Just those two places. I’m not sure what Redwood City is like now, but then it was a quaint, tree-lined little suburban town south of San Francisco and the San Francisco Airport. It was next to the more affluent Atherton (home of Stanford University and where my mom grew up).


When I was a metal-loving, “Satan”-obsessed teen I found it pretty amusing that my birthdate was 7/6/66. Birthday of the beast! Whooo! METAL! I would promise you that this is as dumb as this book is going to get, but that would be lying. I can’t start lying this early in; then you won’t believe me later when I really need you to believe me. I can promise, however, that this book will get way dumber.


Both of my parents grew up in Northern California. My mom, Carole Turner, was born in November of 1939 and raised in Atherton by George and Norma Turner. She had a brother, Gary. My Grandpa George was three-quarters Irish, one-quarter English, and my Nana Norma Ziegler was, duh, German. She was also Irish and Italian. They were both born in San Francisco, California. My Nana’s mom, Irene Schuler, was Italian and German. She was born in 1900, in San Francisco. So on her side I’m fourth-generation Bay Arean, which is totally different from a gay Aryan. That dude would have some shit to work through.


Being the fourth generation probably explains why, of all the places I’ve traveled, the bay is still my favorite and feels the most like home. My Great-Nana Irene was only fifteen when she had my Nana Norma. She had lived through the infamous 1906 earthquake that ravaged the whole city, so having a kid while being a teen was no big whoop. I heard the earthquake stories a lot as a kid. My Great-Grandpa Wes Ziegler was a German/Irish jockey from Chicago when he met my Great-Nana Irene. I spent a lot of time with my Nana Irene the first few years of my life, amazing lady and a cheap babysitter.


Great Grandpa Wes, I never met. He shot himself three days before my mom’s wedding because he was dying of cancer and didn’t want to ruin his granddaughter’s wedding by being a cancer bummer. You do know how people with cancer always ruin weddings? Instead of ruining my mom’s wedding, he shot himself. Which also ruined her wedding. Suicide doesn’t run in my family, but selfishness and bad decisions do. You’ll see.


My dad, Robert, or Bob, grew up in Sacramento, California. He was born in 1942 to Edmund and Clara Posehn. He had a younger brother, Michael. My grandmother was born Clara Petersen. She was a tall, beautiful Swedish girl from Minnesota, and my Grandpa Ed was German and from Saskatoon, Canada. They had migrated from Germany to Russia to Canada to Sacramento. My Grandpa Ed was kind of an asshole, but everybody loved him. I’m kind of an asshole too. Thanks, Grandpa. My dad was a tall, skinny jokester who loved hiking and fishing and building things with my Grandpa Ed. He went to American River College in Sacramento for English and Drama.


My mom grew up a fifties nerd. She wasn’t a nerd obsessed with the fifties, she was a nerd in the fifties, when they invented nerds. She says it was rough, but wait ’til you get to my high school chapters. She was working at a title agency in the South Bay when she started dating my dad. My dad was six foot eight, and my mom was six foot even. Tall lady. I always knew I was going to be freakishly tall. My grandparents were tall. Almost all my mom’s close friends were tall because she belonged to a tall club.


Yep, a fucking tall club—San Francisco’s premiere tall club, the Golden Gate Tip Toppers. That’s where my parents met, at the Golden Gate Tip Toppers. Premiere? Like there was a shitty low-rent tall club or a thriving community of mediocre tall clubs and Golden Gate Tip Toppers was the premiere tall club. Whenever people—small, dumb people—ask me how I got so tall, I give them the short answer, “Um, my parents…” I had no choice. My dad had tall semen and my mom had a tall vagina. So tall was normal for me, but when I started to get really tall, normal people didn’t think I was normal.


I don’t remember much about the day I was born. The day after, though? Every single detail. HA HA! Not really, you guys. Babies don’t remember shit. They also don’t really do shit. I was one and I had one, so I know babies. I was a big baby. My mom has repeated the story of my birth a lot over the years; I think it really fucked her up, and I don’t mean her hoo-haa.


Apparently I was the biggest baby in the hospital. My parents were both very tall and young. When my six-foot-eight dad looked through the nursery window at me, everybody around him knew I was his baby because I was thirty-eight inches long and weighed twenty-five pounds.


Or twenty-three inches and ten pounds, three ounces. I forget. I was actually the latter. Called my mom to confirm while writing this. Like I said, big baby. My dad died when I was two. I’ll just get right to it. I don’t remember that either, but it still kinda affected me. My dad died very young; I’ll say it a bunch more in this book.


I’ve played the dead-dad card a lot over the years. Anyway, my dead dad died in 1968. Robert Edmund Posehn was twenty-five when he made the twenty-eight-year-old Carole Irene Posehn a single mom. My middle name is Edmund also, but that’s not really your fucking business. (Oh wait, I guess it is.) My grandparents were around a lot those first couple of years we were alone, and my mom spoiled me when she could.


After my dad died, my mom bought me a puppy. I think I got him at my dad’s funeral. A guy dressed like my dad climbed out of his casket carrying the puppy. Actually, I’m pretty sure my mom waited until my third Christmas to give me the puppy. For my second, third, and fourth Christmases she went all out. My mom said later she was trying to make me happy. Which is sweet and sad. Sorry. She tried. Apparently she burned through whatever insurance money we got from my dad pretty quickly. So there’s that.


Anyway, the puppy. Puppies are fun. I super creatively named the puppy Snoopy. I was three, so let’s all cut me a fucking break on naming him Snoopy. Snoopy was destructive. He ate through the phone cord, like a dumb little furry dick, while my mom was talking to her friend Anne. Because this was thirty years before cell phones, Anne got in her car and drove over immediately to see if my mom had been raped and/or murdered 1970 style.


We had also owned at least two rabbits and a turtle in Redwood City. They died. Or got out. Or both. In that order. Don’t remember. Maybe I killed them. Well, this book isn’t about me becoming a serial killer, so…


My grandparents were awesome, and I had a lot of them: five grandparents and a great grandmother. They were all incredibly cool and loving, with amazing personalities, and they’re all dead now.


I don’t think they were irresponsible, but I did get thrown from a horse while I was two or three while I was with my dead dad’s parents in Sacramento. Mild concussion. I’ve had a couple of those over the years. But it must suck to be a grandma and have a horse try to murder your grandkid.


Around that same time I was at my Nana’s house in Redwood City, and I fell into her apartment swimming pool while I was running around by myself at night like a dumb three-year-old in the seventies. Luckily my Nana’s neighbors had their patio door open and heard my stupid little body splash into the pool. The husband ran downstairs and jumped in and saved me. Thank Satan. I don’t really worship Satan—well, only on Christmas and Easter.


Some of my earliest memories that I actually remember are of TV shows I saw and nightmares I had. The first TV shows were Batman and Sesame Street. That says a lot about me. Not sure what. Maybe that I still love Batman and look like a Muppet.


I must’ve also seen the Universal horror classic Dracula, because the first bad dream I remember happened when I was around three. It was a Dracula dream. I think he was trying to kill me. You know, killing kids, just like Dracula, the famous kid killer. I guess I really was a dumb kid or my dreams were dumb. Or maybe someone shouldn’t have let a three-year-old see Dracula, Mom.


When I was four I guess I had had enough of my mom and her Dracula shit, so I ran away. Really. At four. I grabbed my dog, Snoopy, and my tricycle and wagon and joined up with my friend Timmy, the kid from across the street, and we ran away. Sure, “Timmy” sounds like a bullshit name, but I know for a fact that was his name. And if your name is Timmy, yep, your name is bullshit. Anyway, we grabbed our stuff, Snoopy, and maybe some snacks, and we ran away.


Of course, my mom freaked out—she was having a rough couple of years. My Nana Norma knew a cop and called him directly. I guess he owed her a favor—don’t ask. My Nana was single for the late sixties and early seventies and kind of a partier. I think she may have fucked Frank Sinatra. I hope she fucked Frank Sinatra. Anyway, the cop found us at the park. Of course, he did. We went to the park like a couple of four-year-old assholes. Where else were we going to go? Ice Cream and Puppy Land was closed, so we went to the park. I’m not sure how serious I was about running away, after all. That was my first run-in with the cops.


I used to joke that I was raised by women. A whole village of them. It’s kinda true. When we lived in Redwood City I was around women almost exclusively. My mom had a couple of close friends who lived nearby and were always around, Sherry and Anne. They were both tall, of course. Anne was my first crush when I was a little bit older. Tall and thin with perfect porcelain complexion, and because it was the late sixties, she had impossibly long Rapunzel-length brown hair. More like Cher. I thought Anne was more beautiful than Marlo Thomas. That’s saying a lot: Marlo Thomas was pretty attractive when I was seven.


My two Nanas and my Grandma Grace were around a lot. Grandma Grace was my Grandpa George’s new wife. I didn’t know that my Nana and Grandpa had a rough divorce; I just thought everybody had three grandmothers. I saw my Sacramento grandparents a couple of times a year; as I got older I would make longer and more frequent trips. I loved being around my Grandma Clara. She was a cool lady and a great listener.


Until she died. Sorry to drop it like that. That’s some Stephen King shit, a trick I learned from reading Stephen King. He’s done it forever, and it can be devastating. He’ll describe characters or an action a character did, then in the next sentence say, “… and that was their last day on earth.” It’s true: she died. But not until a couple of chapters from now.


I do remember my mom being sad pretty often. I recall telling her stories or jokes to make her laugh, and this is the first “really clever” one she remembers: I was four years old, and my mom had just briefly dated a man named Miles. Apparently, good old Miles had taken money from my mom. That was the thing: he was a scam artist. He grifted my mom for some cash and bailed.


So my mom is relating this to Anne and a couple of her friends at breakfast at a little Redwood City diner. I’m sure it was an uncomfortable situation, and I think I sensed it, so when Anne asked about Miles, I said, with impeccable timing, I’m sure, “Miles is miles away by now.” Her friends all laughed and couldn’t believe that this weird little four-year-old had just said that. I’m glad my mom noted that in her memory bank as the beginning of me saying a lot of shitty, kinda mean things under the guise of wordplay.


I was mostly a happy kid, considering I was dadless. I didn’t really know what I was missing. I didn’t have a lot of friends with dads at first. When I later lived in apartments, most of the other kids who lived there also had single parents. The few dads I knew were not great examples of dadness, and by the time I was in high school and college it was clear to me that a lot of my friends’ dads were dicks.


Around age seven I was diagnosed as hyperactive. Before I was diagnosed, I was just a “spazzy” kid. And once I was around other kids on a daily basis, I was definitely disruptive. My mom once showed up at the daycare I went to and was told I was in a time-out in the closet. I had knocked over another kid’s brick castle. In my defense, it was an amateurish piece of shit.


My mom freaked out when she found out I was alone in the jacket closet. I actually remember my frantic mom pulling me out of the closet darkness. Apparently that wasn’t the first time I had been reprimanded that way. I tell the story not to point out abuse in the preschool or daycare system of the late sixties and early seventies but really to paint the picture that I could be disruptive.


I was exposed to death and sadness within my family at a young age, but I didn’t really react to it right away. Darkness, though, was a theme in my early life I picked up on later. I felt feelings in my teen years about some of the things I went through earlier, like—SPOILER—losing my dad and my mom’s boyfriend Bill and having a babysitter kill himself. Though, even at the time, I definitely missed having a dad, and seeing my great-grandfather in an open casket at age four was probably not the best move my mom could have made.


I’ll try not to blame my mom for everything in this book, but I didn’t have a dad to blame, remember? So around the same time, at age four, I was exposed to real darkness. A sad event made even darker by a bully. The next-door neighbor kid had died, and my neighbor across the street, Timmy’s older brother, teased me about it. I was playing with Timmy, and his older brother—let’s call him “Tommy”—told us that “Gary, the boogeyman” was going to get us. Oh shit, “Gary, the boogeyman,”—he’s gonna get us?


Wait, who is Gary the boogeyman? Boogeymen don’t usually have normal names. Well, Michael Myers. But anyway, my boogeyman was named Gary. The way my mother told me the story was that I was at my daytime babysitter’s house, this nice older couple my mom knew really well. I was playing with the old man and asked him if he wears his wife’s clothes. The old man said, “What now?” or “Wha-hah?” or “What in the devil?” or some other comedic response that fit the day when a child would ask surprising questions like I just had.


I think now is where his wife got involved and asked what I was going on about. I said, “My other babysitter, Gary, wears my mommy’s clothes.” And presumably they both collectively said, “Holy shit” or “What the fuck?” or some other colorful response. I remember them as Italian Americans and the old man wearing a wife-beater and early-seventies-style plaid pants, so maybe he said something stereotypically Italian like, “Holy cannoli!” or “Ave Maria!” or “I’mma gonna wiin! It’sa me, Mario!”


That night they talked to my mom, thinking my Uncle Gary was the creepy babysitter in this story. That is a tough conversation in 1970. My mom said, “No, my brother Gary is a lazy dipshit that lives in the Santa Cruz mountains banging this hot seventies chick named Linda.” Well, my mom wouldn’t say that, but I would’ve. Nope, the Gary in this story was a teenage boy who lived next door to us and babysat me on a couple of occasions and at least once wore my mom’s clothes in front of me.


My mom freaked out. All her friends heard. My nanas and my grandparents heard. I’m sure Uncle Gary heard he dodged a bullet. She eventually told the neighbors their son Gary was cross-dressing in front of me. He killed himself. Yep. There was no easy way to get to that part. His parents confronted him, and he took his teenage life. Should I have left this out of the book? Maybe. But honestly it had a lot to do with who I am. The story and my involvement has stuck with me.


So Timmy’s brother, Tommy or whatever, was a real dick because this poor kid Gary had been driven to commit the ultimate shitty act and Timmy’s dumb-fuck brother was scaring other little kids with his death just a couple of months after he died. That’s my take-away from that story. Timmy’s brother was a giant dick. I often think of that poor fucking kid, Gary, and whatever feelings that led him to kill himself. So sad.


Now I feel nothing but empathy for Gary, but when my mom first told me the whole story at age eleven or so, I reacted differently. I was confused and angry. When I was five, my mom threw a party for me, and no kids came other than good old Timmy. It was just me, Timmy, my mom, Nana Irene, and Nana Norma along with a bunch of party favors and ice cream cake sitting around an empty table.


I am almost positive that the other kids my mom invited stayed away because the teenager next door had just killed himself and *whisper whisper* “Did you know Gary used to babysit for the Posehn widow?” *whisper whisper* “Do you think the Posehn widow or that weird little redhead had something to do with it?” *whisper whisper* “They must at least know what happened.” *whisper whisper* “She did stop coming to church.” *whisper whisper*


That’s true. We did stop going to church around the time of Gary’s death. My mom left Catholicism that year, which makes sense, considering my dead dad and a couple of rough years. I’m guessing Gary’s death had something to do with it. I’m also guessing our duplex and the neighbor’s house were tough sells. “It’s two bedrooms and one bath, small kitchen, dogs allowed, the former tenant moved because the neighbor boy wore her dresses in front of her little son and then he hung himself right next door. Would you like to see the backyard?”















TWO



POSEHN AND NERDY, THE EARLY YEARS: PART DEUX


In the summer of 1971 I turned five, and we moved about twenty-five minutes south of Redwood City to San Jose, California. We settled into a small apartment complex in a suburban neighborhood. Soon after moving to San Jose my mom met a new guy, a tall skinny, bespectacled fellow named Bill. And I’m sure you can see this coming, of course: they met at the Golden Gate Tip Toppers.


I met short people too, but only when we would leave our tall village and go to normal-land. I liked Bill a lot. He took me to see the Harlem Globetrotters; that was the first big, live event I ever went to. More tall people. Bill brought me toys from his business trips. I remember Eskimo-related toys from Alaska and American Indian–themed paraphernalia from the Dakotas.


I thought he was going to be my new tall dad and teach me “tall dad” things. Well, he died. He got in a car accident about eight months after my mom and Bill started dating. I found out because other tall people were crying at our apartment. My mom took me aside and told me about the accident. I was very sad. I liked Bill a lot. He liked me too.


One of the shittiest things my mom ever said to me was, while I was still mourning him a couple of years later, that “Bill liked you more than he liked me anyway.” Shitty thing to say to a seven-year-old, sure, but maybe that was the way my mom dealt with her grief, or maybe she was just being a fucking bitch. I’m sure I’ll say some shitty things to my kid, and I will blame them on my mom too.


Speaking of being fucked up, I met my first therapist in San Jose at around six years old. He was an older British gentleman named Leonard, and I would visit his office once a week. Not sure I understood why I went to his office; not sure I even knew it was an office. I just called Leonard my friend.


Every kid has a friend who happens to be an old British guy you go see for an hour a week and you talk about life and your mom and whatever was going on that week, right? It was called “play therapy.” He would get on the floor with me and play while we talked. I went to Leonard because I acted out a lot at school and at home.


I had two first-grade teachers—the first one couldn’t handle my bullshit. Not sure the second one fared any better. I actually was a bit of a bully to a couple of kids. One kid, William, always had stuff in his hair, pomade or something, and also had a dumb look on his face all the time, and I teased him for both the greasy hair and his dumb face.


I also threw sand at girls and wouldn’t let kids take naps. I instead tried to disrupt naptime by playing “duck, duck, goose” with my sleepy “friends.” It worked, and by “worked,” I mean it got me transferred to another first-grade class. This is still before I was diagnosed as hyperactive, but that duck-duck-goose-naptime shit seems pretty fucking obvious to me. I was a hyper little dildo.


My second-grade teacher, Mrs. Clark, put up with my squirrelly ass all year and didn’t sit on me. That’s a weird thing to write, why would a teacher sit on a kid? Oh, because my third-grade teacher fucking sat on me. Yep, my third-grade teacher actually sat on me to control me. Several times. I recall it making me more spazzy, struggling under her weight.


One day I got out from under her and ran for it. All the way home to our apartment. It wasn’t far, like a block. I think my four-year-old turn as a runaway was further. The principal tracked me down at home and made me go back to school. Mom wasn’t happy about that.


I saw that principal, Mr. Mason, quite a bit that year. He had me tested. My IQ was high, but I wasn’t excelling. No one could figure out why. It was the beginning of that problem. Meanwhile the bedwetting hadn’t stopped yet. Yep, I wet the bed too. I think someone was really hoping I’d be a serial killer. Nope, worse. Comedian. Sorry.


Not sure when the bedwetting started. I don’t know if I ever mastered not sleeping in pee as a baby and then it came back as a young boy or if I just always peed the bed. It was only really an issue for my mom. I actually had a couple of accidents at camp and other boys’ houses and much later when I slept with girls. And almost everybody has been cool with it. It actually felt good. For a minute warm pee feels amazing, cold pee not as much. It was, however, a big deal for my mom. And, in turn, a big deal for me.


I grew to hate peeing the bed and really stressed about it. Thank god all my friends were cool, because I was a neurotic mess about it. Early mornings on someone else’s carpet or camp bunk bed, panicking while cleaning up my pajamas, my sleeping bag, and whatever else I soaked, trying to get rid of the evidence. This happened into my twenties. Remind me to tell you about my Rasta friend, Chris. You won’t. So I’ll just tell you, we worked together at Tower Records. I got high and boozy in his apartment and I passed out on his couch. I woke up early in the morning soaking wet. So I took the soaked blanket, stripped the covers off his couch cushions and went and did laundry in his apartment complex. I came back from the laundry room and he was awake. I was totally embarrassed and he just said, “no worries, man.” We started that day with a wake and bake and he never told anybody about my accident.


In the seventies there was a Michael Landon TV movie about a kid who peed the bed every day, so his mom would hang his sheets outside to embarrass him. He would run home from school to get the sheets down before his friends could see them. He later becomes an Olympic runner. We made fun of that in a Mr. Show sketch called “The Bob LaMonta Story.”


My mom didn’t hang up my sheets, mainly because we didn’t have a yard, I think. Instead she just nagged me about it, making me feel like shit and fearing sleep and hydration. We tried everything—pills, not drinking after a certain hour, slip-on diapers, a pad we bought from Sears that was hooked to an electric torture device that gave you a mild shock and woke you with the most annoying sound to ever come out of a small box. It was terrifying.


This, of course, happened after you peed, not before. So it didn’t help you not pee; it just woke you right after or during your accident like a vindictive tattletale. Fucking useless. I eventually grew out of bedwetting. In my forties. Seriously. I just stopped peeing the bed in the last ten years. It can still happen if I’m super sleepy or drunk. My wife and my previous live-in girlfriend, both of whom you will meet later, were fucking amazingly cool for putting up with it.


There were also good times at home: my mom often wrestled with me, and she actually would get very into it. It was one of my favorite things to do with her. She was a big lady, so she could throw me around. We had seen local wrestling on Bay Area cable, so when the two of us acted out our fight we took on some of their names. I was Pat Patterson or Moondog Mane, popular local superstars from our show. She was Greasy Spoon, a name I’m pretty sure she made up. Greasy and Moondog would have weekly matches on Saturday or Sunday morning.


Even at age seven it was fairly obvious I needed a male influence, as I didn’t see my grandfathers really that often and dudes who slept with my mom kept dying. Two for two—pretty strong numbers. She was undefeated at having lovers die.


For the first time in my life I just realized my mom was probably a virgin when she met my dad. I’ve actually never even thought about it before, and now that I have, I want to take a bleach shower. And then punch myself to death. Thanks for making me think of that. BLAARRGG!!


Anyway, male influence was needed, so my mom signed me up with the Big Brothers organization. I had two Big Brothers. I don’t remember much about the first one; we only had one date or whatever you want to call it that is less creepy. I think he got a girlfriend and couldn’t see me anymore. There is no way to make that sound not weird.


My second Big Brother, Doug, was actually pretty great. We went to a hockey game, watched Oakland A’s games in his apartment, and ate KFC and drank soda. It was my first time eating KFC. I remember it well, and the soda sticks out because my mom wasn’t letting me drink sugary drinks at the time in a misguided effort to combat my hyperactivity, but I didn’t tell Doug my mom’s soda rule.


We also built models, and he took me to the zoo and a boat show—yep, a boat show. Dude took a seven-year-old to a boat show. Doug and I had a deal: every other week was his turn to pick the activity. A grown man who, while giving his time to charity, still had to have “his time.” WTF, right, Marc Maron? So one week we went to a circus, and next week we went to a fucking boat show. I’m sure he made someone an awesome, selfish dad one day. Plus, Doug had two cats in his apartment, so who knows what the fuck was going on with Doug.


My memories of seventies TV started with Sesame Street, Electric Company, Mr. Roger’s Neighborhood, the awesome animated Spider-Man show, and both versions of Batman, the animated and the live-action classic. I also enjoyed The Brady Bunch, The Partridge Family, Family Affair, The Courtship of Eddie’s Father, The Munsters, The Addams Family, Nanny and the Professor, and pretty much any cartoon I laid my eyes on.


It doesn’t sound like it, but my mom kept my TV watching pretty limited. I think I got to watch my shows for an hour every day. Saturdays I got two hours. And outside of the news and PBS, she didn’t watch a ton of TV. I remember her watching variety shows and specials, Flip Wilson, Laugh In, and The Smothers Brothers, which was my first exposure to adult comedy.


A lot of popular shows I saw were courtesy of other people’s TVs. I saw Roger Moore as the Saint at my neighbor Sharon’s house. She had a teenage daughter, Kathy, who babysat me sometimes. When I stayed with my grandparents in Sacramento neither one of them watched a ton of TV outside of The Andy Griffith Show and Gomer Pyle.


I saw Gilligan’s Island, I Dream of Jeannie, and Bewitched at my Grandpa Ed’s neighbor’s house. She was this nice lady named Marie. I would do yard work for her, and she’d let me hang out and watch TV while she fixed treats for me. She had a son but no grandkids. Her emptiness meant snacks and TV for me.


I saw Elvis at our apartment manager’s place. On TV—he wasn’t hanging out in a San Jose apartment. She was this nice, heavyset lady named Liz, with a B-52s haircut and a southern accent. All I remember about Liz and her husband and son is that they were massive Elvis Presley fans. And I thought Elvis was pretty cool.


My buddy and next-door neighbor Patrick was watching Yellow Submarine one Sunday night. When it was time for him to go to bed, I ran home to watch the rest of it on my TV. I was blown away by the animation, songs, and weird story. I didn’t even know who The Beatles were. This was my first exposure to cool popular music; my mom mostly played folk and Barbra Streisand at home and on the AM car radio.


I remember thinking Mr. Magoo was super funny and sounded like the dude on Gilligan’s Island. It was. I honestly recall making that connection and thinking voice-acting seemed like a cool job. It is. I also thought sitcom acting looked fun and was drawn to the second-tier guys like Barney Fife and, later, guys like Schneider, Bull, and Reverend Jim.


This sounds crazy, but I also remember hearing the term “character actor” at a really young age, and my first thought was that it sounded appealing. But I didn’t run around telling people, “I either want to be an astronaut or a character actor” or anything that on the nose.


Ever hear about the note Jim Carrey wrote to himself about how he was going to be a very famous comedy star one day? Dane Cook apparently did something equally gross. I didn’t do that. I did write myself a letter, though, telling myself to never do anything Jim Carrey or Dane Cook ever did.


There was scary stuff on TV if you looked for it, and when I found it, I was in love. Creature Features was a local monster movie show with host-wrap-arounds that ran on a Bay Area UHF channel. It seemed like it was on TV all the time. I remember watching it in the middle of the day on a Saturday and later at night. I wasn’t really into the British Hammer horror flicks, but Godzilla, Mothra, and the Universal monsters all blew me away, even after my Dracula nightmares.


Bob Wilkins was the host of Creature Features, and I was a big fan. He was a local TV weatherman who also had this as a cool side gig, hosting horror and sci-fi flicks on the same channel he did the weather. So I was pretty excited when Bob Wilkins asked my mom out on a date after judging her in a beauty contest. A tall beauty contest. I think she took second place. My mom was pretty shy and still had high school “tall girl” issues, so I’m surprised and impressed she even competed. Mom passed on the date with Bob Wilkins, but I like to think she fucked him. Not really.


When I was eight years old my Grandpa George retired from the meat business. He had owned a couple of butcher shops in the Bay Area. Before he retired, I called him Grandpa Salami or Grandpa Bologna because he always had cold cuts for me. In 1974 he moved with my Grandma Grace to Sonoma, California.


That Christmas I was very mean to my Grandpa George when he was just trying to help my mom, but of course I didn’t know that ’til she told me. I threw a temper tantrum because he and my grandma didn’t give me toys. They gave me a winter jacket, which I needed, and I screamed about it. What a dick. A skinny, little, spoiled dick. I’ve felt shitty about that my whole life. A little well-placed mom guilt goes a long fucking way.


In my defense, I didn’t know my mom was struggling because she didn’t start telling me that every day until I was ten or so. I loved playing with toys, but I didn’t have a ton. Waah, waah! But I did have a nice winter jacket. When I was eight I really coveted the toy collection of another kid who lived in the same apartment complex as us.


He was younger and had the entire collection of Mego DC action figures, including the Batcave and Batmobile. Megos were and are awesome. They were like Barbies for boys, action figures with articulation and removable cloth costumes. And like Barbie, when you took their clothes off, they didn’t have parts, just confusing bumps. Made me wonder: Why do I have a wiener? Shouldn’t I just have a weird bump like Robin?


This kid in my building had Robin and his weird junk and every hero and villain from the DC universe. That was an early lesson in jealousy. He also had both of his parents. I had a Mego Batman and Spider-Man and that was it.


Which brings me to Evel Knievel toys. It was the seventies, so I had an Evil Knievel phase. All of America had an Evel Knievel phase. Even his failures like the Snake River Canyon were massive events and had toys created about them that you had to have. The rocket-car failed and Evel almost died, but if your mom didn’t buy you the new Evel Knievel Snake River rocket-car, she was a real jerk. Hang tight, though, because I’ve written whole chapters about my other early nerdy obsessions.


My mom regularly took me to school with her at San Jose State. I would sit in the library while she was in class, and on nice days I would play outside in the quad by myself, totally unattended. At eight years old. My eight-year-old son doesn’t do anything alone. He has never been alone ever.


One day I brought a couple of toys to the university quad with me. See, I had some. One was a rubber Dudley Do-Right figure I had from the seventies cartoon. I also had a Bullwinkle. Loved those dudes.


So I was throwing my Dudley figure at a tree, as one does. Especially if one is an eight-year-old weirdo. I got the figure stuck in a tree at one point, and a student used his Frisbee to get it down. Thank god, it was the seventies on a California college campus, so of course some dumb hippie student was winging a Frisbee around, man.


Glad it wasn’t the nineties—I would have had to stand there, waiting impatiently, while he kept throwing his hacky sack, saying, “Oh dude, almost… one more try!”


I also went on job interviews with my mom. I remember being scared by this developmentally disabled lady at Agnews State Hospital chasing me in her pajama gown, screaming, “Kiss me! Kiss me! Kiss me!” I was terrified at the time, but maybe she was just a fan of The Cure.


The craziest, most inappropriate thing my mom did with me, though, is while she was going to San Jose State for her psychology major, she had to do volunteer work for credit and work experience. So a couple of weekends in a row she took me to a sober-living house. I didn’t know what was going on with everybody there; I just thought they were weird. And chatty. Super chatty.


I guess my mom really didn’t want me to have another bad babysitting experience, but she wasn’t concerned about me being abducted from the school grounds while I was chucking my rubber Dudley Do-Right at a tree and raped with a Frisbee or some other generational leisure device. It was also okay to raped/murdered by a rabid patient at a state institution. Or simply terrified by said rabid patient. Can kids have heart attacks?


Mom apparently also wasn’t worried about me being sold on the white kid market for drugs by a desperate druggie trying to cop one more high, seventies style, on uppers, downers, or good old heroin—that classic. I was a white male, and white males are, as everybody knows, the most valuable children. Although I had a vision problem and peed the bed, so I was worth substantially less than normal white kids.


Speaking of shit I would never do with my kid, I spent a lot of time alone in department stores while my mom shopped. I remember seeing Kolchak: The Night Stalker on TV at a Sears and wanting to know everything about Kolchak: The Night Stalker. The episode I saw at Sears in January of 1975 was “The Trevi Collection” (thanks, Google).


Kolchak, played by the brilliant Darren McGavin, was investigating a murder in the fashion industry and winds up defending himself from crazed mannequins at a high-fashion department store. He finds out that the mannequins were controlled by an evil witch. Of course they were. Notice I said evil, not the sexy, barefoot, Stevie Nicks kind of witch.


So there I was, sitting Indian-style (or the more current and politically correct “criss-cross apple sauce”) in front of the biggest TV this seventies Sears could muster, watching something called Kolchak: The Night Stalker. And I was in. I couldn’t have been more in. He was a reporter fighting werewolves, vamps, and possessed mannequins. I want to watch that now.


I later saw and loved the 1972 movie The Night Stalker. The TV movie and the show were written by Richard Matheson, a Twilight Zone writer and author of one of my all-time favorite books, I Am Legend. I would find out later he’s one of Stephen King’s favorite writers.


Kolchak and 1975’s Trilogy of Terror, along with my Dracula dreams and the giant monsters from Japan, planted the horror seed. Trilogy of Terror—have you seen that shit? Holy fucknuts! It was a made-for-TV movie in 1975, and it was exactly as advertised: three short stories meant to terrify. It did. It’s not something I have rewatched, though, so I doubt it holds up. To be honest, all I remember is the one story “Amelia,” where a woman, Amelia (Karen Black), brings home a little creepy voodoo doll, called a Zuni fetish doll.


And oh god, is that tiny thing fucking creepy, with its crazy eyes and sharp teeth. It is tiny, though. You could totally kick the fuck out of it. When you’re not shitting your pants. Fuck that thing. So Amelia brings it home and sets it down. It has a tiny spear and a gold chain around its neck. When the chain falls off, the little fucker comes to life and tries to kill Amelia. She fights it and later destroys it. She burns it up in the oven.


SPOILER: the smoke gets in her lungs, and she is taken over by the doll’s spirit. She later waits to kill her mom, with a knife, crazed and panting like a monster. It’s forty-three years old, so the spoiler is on you. Just thinking of that little Zuni doll still freaks me out, even as I’m writing this. That terrifying little face is burned into my memory. By the way, here is a nerdy fact (non-nerds, sit this one out): nerds, do you know who wrote “Amelia,” based on his own short story “Prey”? Richard fucking Matheson, y’all.


The first movie I remember seeing in a theater was Bambi. It was a fucking bummer. SPOILER: Bambi’s mom dies. Then I saw Charlotte’s Web—you know, that cheery classic. SPOILER: oh, never mind. There was an early seventies-style multiplex (so, two theaters) in San Jose, and my mom and I would save money by going to matinees.


We saw all the Disney classic animated films like Cinderella, Peter Pan, Aristocats, 101 Dalmatians, and then a bunch of those late-sixties/early-seventies live-action Disney films like Swiss Family Robinson, Parent Trap, That Darn Cat, Blackbeard’s Ghost, and The Love Bug and its sequels. My mom didn’t always enjoy the Disney comedies. I think it was when we saw That Darn Cat, and on the way out of the theater she was really negative about it and called it “ludicrous.” A Disney kids comedy about a Siamese cat that solved crimes was ludicrous? No shit. And thanks, Mom.


Of all the Disney live-action films, my favorites were the Kurt Russell classics, The Computer Wore Tennis Shoes, Now You See Him, Now You Don’t, and, in my opinion back then, the best of the bunch, The Strongest Man in the World. And then in 1975 I would have my mind blown by a Disney film, Escape to Witch Mountain.


Escape had it all—humor, magic, creepy bad guys, aliens, and cute, little Kim Richards. I remember falling in love with Kim the first time I saw that movie. I also had a crush on Haley Mills and a girl on Star Trek before I found out those Haley Mills movies and Star Trek were old, so those girls weren’t kids anymore. I thought that was weird, so I stopped liking those “ladies.” Now, I’ll jerk it to people long dead.


But it wasn’t all kids movies for this kid and my movie partner, Carole Posehn. No way. When I was older she brought me along to see anything Barbra Streisand was in. I actually liked the comedies; the ones where she sang the whole time, not so fucking much.


But the most egregious parenting slip-up happened in 1972, when she took me and my Nana Irene along to see The Godfather and The French Connection in the drive-in. Yep, my mom took me and my great-grandmother to see a violent R-rated film. Twice. Both times she thought I would sleep in the backseat. I didn’t. I was six, not two, so of course I was going to stay awake.


I haven’t talked to my mom about it, but I really feel like she took me everywhere because of what happened in Redwood City. Makes total sense now: she wouldn’t leave me with a babysitter for a while after my last one wore her clothes and killed himself. So of course I went along for The Godfather and The French Connection as well as school, job interviews, and volunteer social work.


She thought I would sleep through two brutally violent—by early-seventies standards—classics, but no, I didn’t sleep. I watched every minute. My guess is if I didn’t see those gritty masterpieces when I did, I might not be who I am—a nerdy comic with a dark streak—and you might be reading a book from a real star, like a YouTuber.


At one point, in the pages coming up, when I was around ten years old, I was the lethal combo of super tall and super skinny with dorky, black-framed glasses, pimples, and braces. And my mom loved to get me bowl haircuts, and we didn’t spend a lot of money on my clothes or have a real sense of what didn’t make me more punchable. And I thought weird shit, so I would say weird shit. So on the outside I was a giant fucking goof, for sure. But I wasn’t a true nerd yet.


As I said earlier, I’ve always seen nerdiness as obsession. Nerds don’t like things passively. They love things obsessively. They get into things hard. It becomes their life. I feel like I didn’t really get nerdy or obsess over anything ’til I was ten or eleven.


I definitely dabbled in pop culture from an early age and loved music, TV, and movies. And sixth grade is when I was exposed to the joy of true horror movies, and, yes, “joy” fits because for as long as I can remember horror movies have made me happy. Hang onto your hats and glasses and your wieners and vaginas—I don’t want to get ahead of myself. I would find my first nerdy obsessions in 1976 and 1977, but first I had to endure 1975.
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