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SUCK MY DICK, JAMES JOYCE. I’M AN AUTHOR NOW.


—Josh “the Fat Jew” Ostrovsky, 2015
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AUTHOR’S NOTE



Imagine going out and partying HARD. I’m talking binge-drinking and administering drugs through your butthole (they work faster that way). Now imagine waking up the next day in all your clothes, ragingly hungover, in a stranger’s house, and someone immediately asks you to recount the events of the previous evening.


You can’t. It’s simply impossible.


That’s kind of like this book. I can’t remember a lot of details about what happened to me, so some of the stuff definitely happened, some of it kind of happened, and then some of it absolutely, positively, never happened at all. What can I say; I’m an idiot. Sorry.


So everyone just relax, and don’t freak out about the accuracy of every tiny detail. Take it all with a grain of salt. Don’t be a dick.


Enjoy!
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FOREWORD



When Fat Jew first asked me to write the foreword to his book, I was humbled and honored. He is a man of many talents and he’d already told me that he’d read one of my books, so he knew what kind of a writer I was. So I felt validated by him asking me, author to author, as well as man to man.


The one thing that everyone needs to know about Fat Jew: He is one funny dude. He will have you laughing out loud within minutes of hanging out. I know a lot of funny guys, but this one really gets me going. That being said, I wasn’t exactly sure what kind of book he was going to come at me with. But I was surprised to find that this book is much more of a real memoir than I would have expected. Josh has really put his life out there on the page for all to see. Sure, there are still the hilarious and ridiculous moments that you’d expect from a guy named Fat Jew, but there are also some seriously heart-warming stories about family and relationships as well.


Josh has accomplished a lot of things over the past few years. He is a true businessman in every aspect of the word. He has a social media empire, a very successful wine business, a television career, and now he has written a really impressive book. Like me, he is an “Ideas Man.” He is constantly thinking about ways to monetize and brand himself. I can really relate to that. He has an idea, then he immediately starts to figure out how to make it a reality. Ambitious, strong willed, and hungry. All of these traits can describe this funny man, who has the body of a human Shrek, and the hair of a giant adult baby.


I honestly couldn’t stop reading this book, and I don’t think that you will be able to either.


I’m all about people pursuing their hopes and dreams. Most people are too afraid to reach for the stars. They are afraid that they are going to be burned, and I get that. But when I come across someone who has no fear, who finds the love of god (or whatever you feel like calling it) inside their heart and uses that to create good in this world… I applaud that courage. Fat Jew makes me proud to be an American.


Tyrese Gibson


August 2015
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INTRODUCTION


I GOT A BOOK DEAL/THE WORLD IS ENDING


Hahhahahahah I wrote a book.


The fact that I actually wrote a book still amazes me and my mom, and my dad, and pretty much anyone who has ever met me. And it wasn’t easy. I slaved over this thing. I started working on it the very day that I got the book deal. Sort of.


I was sitting in the office of my literary agent (hahahahahaha I have a literary agent, why??) waiting to sign the contract for my book. This book. The one you’re reading right now, where I compare myself to Steve Jobs on the cover. It was a surreal moment. The fact that someone would actually pay me real dollars to write a book makes me LOL, hard. I sat in my agent’s office, staring at a signed photo of him and Bill Clinton, noticing that we’ve reached a bizarre fucking time in our culture when people like me, who don’t really have a legitimate reason to be famous or write a book, are getting amazing opportunities to write books.


“You should be really proud. You really earned this deal. You’re really talented,” my agent told me.


[image: image]


“I mean, I guess I kinda earned it by building up a big audience on social media. But writing a whole book seems like a fucking daunting task.”


“You’ll be fine. It’s not that hard.”


That seemed like it was good advice. That’s what I pay him the big bucks for. To tell me how great I am.


That night I was getting very pumped. It did feel like all the work I’d been doing for the past few years had been validated. It had paid off.


So I sent out a group text to all of my boys.




Got a book deal. I’m riiiiiiiich now. Meet me at Julius, let’s make bad decisions.





The responses from my friends were very typical.




Fuck you. I hate you. I’ll be there in 30







My mom wrote a book once. It literally won the Pulitzer. But good luck







Congrats dude. Forget the melting polar ice caps, this is the worst thing to happen to our planet [image: image]







They are paying you in money? LOL







Are you buying the coke? u know u owe me 4 all the years u were poor





Once we were all gathered at Julius (a gay bar for tough gay dudes who watch sports and can kick your ass), I knew I was in for an epic night of drugs and debauchery. My friends are the literal worst, in the best possible way. Once I got four or five whiskeys in me, I began to poll them about what they really thought about me being an author. We stepped outside the bar to smoke cigarettes and a joint that was unnecessarily large (like cartoonishly so, but like so big it was mechanically difficult to deal with and ended up being annoying and I wished it was smaller). I guess now would be a good time to explain that that night can be broken down into drug phases. It will help you, the reader, better understand where I was emotionally throughout the evening.


Let’s call this


[image: image]


DRUG PHASE 1 OF THE EVENING: 
WEED VIBES


As we smoked on the corner, my buddies shared some fun ideas for me about how I should go about writing this book. Such as moving to Phoenix, getting addicted to crystal meth, and then writing about that. Or take all the money that I got in the advance and blow it on prostitutes and exotic animals—but mostly on the animals. One friend even suggested that I take the process really seriously, which I thought was hilarious. Then…


“There is no way that you will get this book finished,” offered my oldest/richest friend, David.


“A tremendous boost of confidence. Thanks so much for that, you fucking dick.”
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“What do you want from me? You’re obviously smart, but you’re also a fucking buffoon who farts in the bathtub and tries to bite the bubbles. Instagramming and making web videos where you get in a Jacuzzi filled with pasta is very, very, very, very, very different than writing a book.”


“I guess. Sort of.”


“Ummmmmm… Not sort of. Definitely. Writing a funny caption under a picture or a blog post is a lot fucking easier than writing an engaging narrative about your life over the course of three hundred pages or whatever this publisher has you on the hook for.”


I got what he was saying, but I also kind of disagreed.


“Writing a caption is not easier than writing a chapter of a book. It’s just different,” I said, trying to convince myself as much as I was him.


The conversation was making me feel very, very, very not great. Ungreat. Could I actually do this? Was I capable of writing a whole fucking book? About my life? Did anyone care? The weed was kicking in and giving me massive anxiety. Or maybe it was my level of drunkenness, or a culmination of all the insecurities I’d had as a child. I started to panic. Paranoia was not my normal weed vibe, but given the pressure I was suddenly putting on myself to write a fucking #1 New York Times bestseller, I was feeling trés paranoid.


I had to get out of my head because I was spiraling into a deep hole of depression and self-doubt at warp speed. Which is why I immediately agreed with my boy David, who suggested that we all go this rave in Queens.




Sidenote


Have you ever been to a Pokémon rave? It’s fucking insane. I had to get somewhere that would relieve me of the weight on my shoulders that was crushing my soul. The Pokémon rave was off the grid in Maspeth, as in, you cannot take the subway to anywhere near there. It’s basically thousands of Korean teens taking some form of ecstasy and listening to the most insane techno you can imagine, wearing full Pokémon costumes. Like actually, they take this shit super seriously, which is so Asian. When we arrived we walked into a warehouse and joined the mob of teens gyrating to the loudest EDM (mom, that’s electronic dance music) on the entire planet. David handed us each our ration of molly (which, by the way, was wayyyyy too much molly). As soon as it kicked in, my whole world became amazing. My entire perspective on life, the book, my abilities changed in a flash.





DRUG PHASE 2: 
MOLLY VIBES


“Everything is amazing!!! I got a book deal. I relish that challenge!!” I screamed at my friend Will, who was definitely not listening to me, because he was actually fingering a Korean eighteen-year-old in the middle of the rave over her Pokémon costume pants.


“I’m going to crush this book. People are going to love it. I’m gonna learn so much about myself. I have a great team around me who supports me and loves me. The book will just write itself. I’m so fucking excited!!!!!”


There was no response from David, but I really didn’t care. I felt like the luckiest man on the planet. For the next few hours I had the best time that anyone has ever had at a Pokémon rave in Maspeth, Queens. I danced, I had an androgynous Asian dressed as Pikachu rub ice on my chest, I told anyone who would listen about how much they were going to love my book (most of them definitely did not speak English) and how it was going to be a long journey for me, but how I was so willing to put in the time and hard work to deliver a book that people would be talking about for years to come.


I really was on top of the world.


Then the molly started to wear off and my emotions became very mixed. (The comedown on molly is way better than on classic ’90’s ecstasy, but it’s still no cakewalk.) All of my friends must have been coming down at the same time, because like magic, we all found our way back to the front door at the exact same time.


“An Uber is going to pick us up in exactly nine minutes and I scored a ton of coke off of this tranny named Tran!” screamed David. Yes, a transvestite named Tran. So good.


Fast forward to ten minutes later: In the Uber. The molly is officially done, and now we are all jazzed up on cocaine. I’ve now shifted from proud and emotional to just very fired up.


DRUG PHASE 3: 
COKE VIBES


“You know what I’m gonna do,” I start repeating as we careened down the highway, “I’m gonna go write this book right fucking now!!!! Let’s do this shit. Like, no time but the present, right? I mean, what if I got like half of this fucking book done tonight? Like what if I just kept writing for like the next twelve hours? Is this insane? I feel like I’m being insane right now, but like good insane, like smart insane.”


I had the driver stop at the first pizza place we saw so I could fuel up to write my book. It was four a.m. at this point, and we were all standing on the street eating a slice when it hit me that I needed a title. We tossed around a few ideas:




Pandering to Millennials


Pube Fire


I Can’t Believe I Got a Book Deal


Death of a Salesman


The Bible


My Mom Fucked Shel Silverstein


The Second Cumming
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But then it occurred to me that I have had my title tattooed to my body already:
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I’ve had that tattoo for years. And Money Pizza Respect has been my motto for as long as I can remember. It was clear to me that this would be the perfect sentiment for the title of my book. (So either I’m a genius or I’m lazy because I never came up with anything better, obvi.) In my blaze of drug-fueled inspiration, I saw the lights of a pawn shop across the street, shining like a beacon of hope for new American authors. I decided that I would write my entire book on a typewriter, in an attempt to steep myself in the heritage and tradition of these United States.


OK.


This is the moment when my drug plan began to fail (as they always do). This was a fucking pawn shop that was open at four a.m. on a Tuesday. They obviously did not have an old-timey typewriter, because the only pawn shops that are open at this hour are for junkies to pawn stolen watches and electronics for cold, hard smack money. The owner of the shop, who looked like Owen Wilson (but black), showed me this crazy, chunky Gateway desktop computer from 1997. It was perfect. I grew up as a child of the Internet. I’d cut my teeth on a machine just like this one, and now I would be writing a book because I’d made something of myself on the web. There was a karmic and poetic harmony to me finding this exact computer in a pawn shop in Queens. It felt like a real watershed moment for me. Also it was only $74.99. Even while fucked up, I enjoy getting a good deal.


[image: image]


I paid the pawn man, told him that he was now a part of history, and got into a cab with my huge new computer. I was buzzing with literary ideas. Making lists in my head about what stories from my life would make the book.


It was only when I got back to my apartment in Manhattan and started setting up this monster that it occurred to me that it wouldn’t be able to connect to the Internet. It was only compatible with dial-up, and I only have wifi, because it’s 2015. Then I called Time Warner Cable, which is always to be described as horrible. But trying to figure out if there is some way to get dial-up on this computer, while coked the fuck up at 7:40 in the morning, that is the definition of hell.


DRUG PHASE 4: 
REGRET


I swear I spoke with fourteen thousand Time Warner Cable employees that night, only to fall asleep while on hold with Shaquon, one of the customer service representatives. I woke up at noon, my drool covering the keyboard of the Gateway and Shaquon nowhere to be found. Her shift had probably ended. I hadn’t written a word of my book. I felt like death. It was at that moment that I realized I didn’t need the Internet to write this book because I was writing in Microsoft Word.


[image: image]


After I showered and ate some egg whites (those undo the ill effects of a drug binge, right?), that computer went straight into the trash. Like I literally threw it into a Dumpster. I couldn’t stand the sight of it. I swear on my dead aunt’s grave that I didn’t write a single word of this book until at least two months later. But that’s pretty much par for the course. Whatever. Enjoy the book. Or don’t. Just kidding, please do. I need this book to be popular to pay my fucking rent.
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1.



CHILD ABUSE


(I Know What You’re Thinking; Just Read the Chapter)


 





Sidenote


Having a kid must be the weirdest thing that can ever happen to you. I don’t know what that would feel like, because I don’t have kids. It’s like, one minute they live inside your testicles, and the next they are speaking English and riding bicycles. My mom just basically lived her whole life in service of me and my brother, which from a young age I always thought was bizarre. From my perspective, she had nothing else going on for her. Like what was she doing for herself? Everyone needs me time. I never really understood why she lived her life like that. Go to a fucking spa, girl—you deserve it, I remember thinking, and I still think it to myself. I accepted her life choices, because it was all that I knew, but I didn’t get it. I still don’t get it. I know we’re still at the beginning, but I’m hoping that’s the most serious part of this book. Also, starting the first chapter of your whole book with a side note is kind of killer, no?





My mom always wished she was an actress or performer of some kind, but that never happened for her. I mean, she was in some shitty play in the village when she was like twenty, in which she played a unicorn who was on food stamps. And she got a callback for the Broadway production of Play It Again, Sam for a role that Diane Keaton ended up getting. Sorry, Mom. I’m sure you would have been great. But I do feel confident that Diane Keaton was the right choice.


[image: image]


Her only real claim to fame was that she once banged Shel Silverstein in the early seventies, long before she met my dad and started our family. In case you’re not familiar, Shel Silverstein was a renowned children’s author who was extremely swarthy and legendarily horny. Allegedly, The Giving Tree is about my mom’s vagina (or so claims my drunk aunt, who told me about their little fling). But besides banging people like Shel, my mom had a normal life and a normal job.


[image: image]


I have a theory that when I was born, she transferred all of her hopes and dreams of being on stage to me. Classic, right? To be fair, I had the exquisite facial structure of an angel, the singing voice of a prepubescent Tony Bennett, and the overall look and vibe of a young Asian woman (look at my headshot). Over the course of my childhood my mom pushed me toward the performing arts. She didn’t know any better. It was the eighties. It was back before Toddlers and Tiaras, when people finally realized that living vicariously through your children was a bad idea and would inevitably fuck them up. We lived in Brooklyn, and at the age of nine I got my first big break when I landed a real talent agent, named Steve, who wore only turtlenecks and smoked cigarettes in his 1988 Toyota Tercel with the windows closed. Steve would tell me things you don’t think people actually say, like “I’m gonna put your name in lights, kid! Make you a star!” I started auditioning for commercials: Coke, Mountain Dew, Skip-It, Jiff, Pop-Tarts, Honey Nut Cheerios. You name it, I auditioned for it. I was pretty into the whole thing, mostly because my mom would pick me up early from school and drive me into Manhattan, where we’d go to McDonald’s before each audition and I’d get a Happy Meal. What nine-year-old wouldn’t like that? Once we got there, my mom would read the script with me and basically tell me exactly what to say and how to say it.


“Just say it like I’m saying it, Joshy.”


“I did. I’m saying it like that.”


“No. You didn’t. Listen to me. Mommyyyyyyyyyyy. Can we pleassseeeeee have Pop-Tarts for breakfast again? You know it’s my favorite. Even Dad wants a Pop-Tart. Seeeeeeeeee!”


I did my best to copy her. I honestly have no idea how kids understand what they’re saying. Like, how did that kid in Jerry Maguire know how to be personable and charming when he was five or whatever? Or Anna Paquin winning a fucking Oscar for her heartbreaking portrayal of a mid-nineteenth-century frontier person in New Zealand? Like, really? I barely knew what my arms and legs were when I was that age.


But after a while I started to get into the swing of it. Soon enough I started getting some callbacks, and after about six months I actually landed my first real job. It was a national network commercial for Hershey’s Chocolate Syrup. My parents both seemed so proud of me, like too proud? Like shocked even? But I was fucking stoked. I was going to get to drink chocolate milk all day, and the commercial called for me to wear Rollerblades, which at the time were not even available in stores. I mean, kids knew about them, but nobody—and I mean nobody, not even rich kids whose parents are always in Hong Kong for work—had them yet. Plus, my agent told my mom that I was going to get to keep my new blades. My friends were going to be so jealous. Even at age nine I was deeply concerned about being an early adopter. It always felt shitty to me to be late on some cool shit that other kids were already doing. I wore a fedora and women’s jeans to school in third grade because of Indiana Jones, which meant I was basically dressed like Bruno Mars in 2015. I have always been ahead of the curve.


[image: image]


This is me as a young actor. Seriously. Look at me. Stare at me. I could be wearing a turtleneck made of interracial dicks and it wouldn’t be as gay as this shirt.


The day I shot that commercial my whole outlook on the world changed: There were production assistants waiting on me hand and foot. There was an entire craft services table filled with every variety of junk food, and I was allowed to eat whatever I wanted. People were treating me as if I was better than everyone else, and I liked the way it felt. I was easing into the role of Huge Dickhead seamlessly and alarmingly quickly. It was like I had been born an awful diva and just needed the tiniest chance to let it out and the second that chance came… whoosh. The advertising agency even gave me and my mom two cases of Hershey’s Chocolate Syrup to take home at the end of the shoot. I thought I was the most awesome fucking kid on the planet. No one could touch me.


[image: image]


Now that I was a celeb, I expected everyone at my school to treat me like I was Tom Cruise. And you know what the saddest thing is? Once the commercial first aired a month or so later, they actually kind of did treat me differently. And not just the kids, but the teachers and the other parents. I must have been on screen in that commercial for literally three seconds. I rolled by, in the background, wearing bright blue Rollerblades, holding a glass of chocolate milk with a red-and-white striped straw in it. It’s super fucked-up how much legitimately better it is to be famous.


Then, about a week after the Hershey commercial aired, I was cast in another commercial, for a clothing company called French Toast. The day of the French Toast shoot, I was a monster on set. I was demanding, loud, and shitty to everyone who worked on the crew. I believed deeply that I had earned the right to anything I wanted. I was like Mariah Carey, at the height of her career, but with a tiny little penis.


“Hey, Greg, can you go ahead and get me some McNuggets for lunch?” I yelled to an assistant as I sat in my dressing room. I was nine.


Greg looked at me like he had just walked in on me blowing his uncle. He was clearly upset and disturbed.


“Actually, I’m Brian.”


My mom, who was sitting in the room with me, gave me a dirty look.


“You don’t have to get him anything, Brian. He can eat the catering. Josh, you’re being a spoiled brat,” my mom stated calmly.


But in the end, I won, because I made Greg/Brian go to McDonald’s to pick me up some motherfucking nuggets and one of those sundaes with nuts. I was an instant prima donna, a child asshole of the first order, an overnight sensation who knew he had the goods. Nothing was going to stop me as I skyrocketed to fame, crushing people’s spirits all along the way. Not only did I want success and fame for myself, I wanted to ruin other famous kids and adults. I wanted to luxuriously bathe in the tears of their failure. At that age, you really only care about yourself. (Or maybe that’s true at all ages.)
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After that shoot I was balling. Coming back to school the following week, I had a whole new look. Magnetic earring (my parents wouldn’t let me get a real one), New York Knicks jacket, Oakley sunglasses, and a Nintendo Power Glove. Yes, I actually wore a Power Glove to school as a fashion statement. It actually had electrical cords hanging from it, and you know what? It was fucking awesome, and I stand by that choice today. The girls were eating it up. The boys wanted to be me. It was incredible. I was the most famous kid in my school. Even more famous than this kid Mark who had been on America’s Funniest Home Videos because his indoor basketball hoop had fallen on his head. I hated him and enjoyed surpassing him almost more than I enjoyed the fame itself. I was in the big time now. Jamie, the hottest girl in our class (and also the only female who had anything even close to actual boobs), asked me to sit next to her during lunch. I was the king of the fourth grade, and I couldn’t have possibly been taking myself more seriously.


Then, about a month later, shit got really classy when my mom took me to an audition for the Broadway production of Neil Simon’s Lost in Yonkers. I nailed it. They fucking loved me and asked me to come back the following day for a callback to read with the actor who’d be playing my father. When I showed up for the second audition I was so prepared. I’d memorized the script and I knew exactly how I wanted to do it. I walked into that callback in what felt like slow motion. My confidence was soaring. I was looking fly in my khakis, turtleneck, and tiny gold chain. I was owning my shit.


The actor who’d been cast as the father was in the room already. He was really funny and super nice to me. Turns out that the actor was a relatively unknown Kevin Spacey. When we read the scene, it was like magic. The casting director and the producers were flipping out about how much they loved it. I was sure that I had gotten the job as I walked out that room.


“They loved me, obviously. They thought I was really funny. I’m going to be on the stage. Broadway, baby.” I popped open a Sprite and took a sip. “But we both knew I’d get it, am I right, Rebecca?” (Yes, I had actually started calling my mother by her first name.)


We got the call the next morning that I was cast in the play. I was so stoked, but I remember feeling almost vacant, like I had gotten used to this already, like I was a few days away from making an art film because I was bored by the commerce of it all. It had been two weeks.


My parents were freaking out. They couldn’t believe that I was going to make my Broadway debut. I did feel totally untouchable, like I’d really made it. I was a star. Three auditions up, three knocked down. This was my fucking craft.


I brought this brimming confidence into my next audition, which was for another commercial. My mom picked me up from school in our station wagon and drove me down to the casting offices. As usual we were running late and rushing to get there before it ended. My mom pulled up to the office building, but there was nowhere to park. Driving in New York City is a fucking nightmare, and it has been since the beginning of time.


“Joshy, I’m just going to double park here and come up with you.”


“Mom, why don’t you just wait here with the car. I’ll go up by myself. I know what to do.”


“I don’t know, Josh. I should go over the lines with you.”


“Mom, I got it. I’ll be good.”


I’d been to this casting office before so I knew the drill. I went upstairs, sat outside the room, and read through my lines a couple of times. It was really easy. I just had three of them, so when they called my name I was ready.


“Hi, I’m Joshua Ostrovsky!” I said as I walked into the room, and I’m pretty sure in hindsight that I was basically singing. It was like I was mad coked-up, but instead of cocaine it was just extreme prepubescent confidence and tons of Skittles. The people in the room seemed somber and almost sad. I wasn’t sure what was happening, but I didn’t know what else to do but keep on dialing up the hammy meter and going more over the top. All I knew how to do was to act more.


“Hello, Josh. Just stand on the X and read us the first line,” one of the casting people said.


“Suuuuuuuuuuure, folks!!!!!” I said. I was being so intense and actor-y.


I looked into the camera and delivered my first line.


“I felllllllllllll off…… my…… SKATEBOAAAARD!” I was essentially singing and doing jazz hands.


“Josh, can we try one of the other lines, maybe?” The casting director seemed confused by my performance.


“Sure, sure.” I thought I’d nailed it, so I was a little shocked by the cold response from the people at the casting desk. “Let me try this one… I tripped DOWN… THE… STAIRS and got bruises on my LEEEEEGS!!!!!!!” With this line I somehow took it even further in a theatrical direction. I added a 360° spin and on the word legs slid on my knees toward them like I was in West Side Story. I’m not kidding or exaggerating. I pray one day tape of this is unearthed. I was doing full-blown Sondheim up there.


Silence.


Then the director took a deep breath.


“Okay, Joshua… let’s—”


I cut him off. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry. No, I get it. Let me try the last line.” I turned my back to them. “I was playing catch [I turned my head over my shoulder to make eye contact] with my brother [full turn around] and got hit with a baaaaseballllllll!” I said the last word like Oprah and finished the line by miming a baseball swing, then pretending to watch the ball sail out of the park and taking a gratuitous trot around the “bases,” smiling and waving at the “fans” as I rounded the diamond. I did a big finish at home plate, and then, with a shit-eating grin on my face, I went to high-five all of the casting people as if they were my teammates, who all reluctantly and awkwardly obliged. There was so much joy in my heart at that moment.


The room was oddly silent. One of the guys at the casting table looked like he was angry at me. Another woman seemed borderline disgusted. It was all very confusing.


“Josh,” one of them said quietly. “This commercial is a public service announcement about child abuse. I think you should go out to the waiting room and go over this with your mom or dad and then come back and try again later. This is a very serious commercial, and it would be best if you tried something different. Okay?”


My eyes filled with tears. I was beside myself. I was an actor, this was my life. How could I have blown it so badly? I could barely speak. If I had been wearing a scarf I would have tossed it flippantly around my neck and stormed off camera.


I ran out of the room, out of the casting office, and into the elevator. When I got down to the street my mom was sitting in her car in front of the building. I opened the door.


“You embarrassed me!!!!!!!! I hate you, Mom!!!” I screamed and bawled.


“Oh my God! What happened, Joshy?”


I handed her the piece of paper with the script on it. She started to read it, and I could see in her eyes how bad she felt.


“I was doing it wrong, and they all must be laughing at me up there. I hate this. I’m never going to another audition again.”


I cried all the way back to Brooklyn. I was mortified. Was my career over? Had I started from nothing, honed my craft, become a raging asshole diva, peaked, and spiraled out of control, all within the matter of three or four weeks? Yes.


To make matters exponentially worse, the next day we got a message on our answering machine from my agent saying that the producer of Lost in Yonkers had decided to offer me the understudy role instead of the actual part. After that turn of events and the child abuse scandal, I was pretty sure that I never wanted to think about acting again. So I told my mom and dad to call my agent and tell him that I quit. I was a washed-up star. I was still nine. It was over. I just wanted to escape. Go somewhere where no one would know my face. Live a quiet life.


“Are you sure that’s what you want?” my dad asked.


“Dad, I’m done. I’m gonna focus on sports. I wanna play for the Mets, so I can’t really have too many distractions.”


And that was it. They never asked me about acting again. My parents never made me do anything I didn’t really want to do. I’m not sure that was a good thing, but it’s the way I grew up. I didn’t ever get to play for the Mets because I’m Jewish and Jewish people are pretty bad at sports. Actually, really bad at sports. When I was growing up we had a book in our house called something like Jewish Sports Heroes, and I’m not kidding, it was twelve pages long, just Sandy Koufax, some boxer from 1909 named something like Max Rosensteinwitz, and that was basically it. Remember, Jewish kids, you can be basically anything you want, like literally a fucking astronaut, but you will never be a professional athlete.
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