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“If there was a machine for taking a pair of books, mashing them together, and making a new, insane third thing, this is what would play out: Hunter S. Thompson’s Fear and Loathing in Las Vegas would go in first, Tom Perotta’s Bad Haircut would follow it, and Rudy Ridolfo’s Job Junky would blast out the other side.” ...

“Rowdy, frenetic, and a little bit filthy, Job Junky hurtles along with shocks and fun. Ridolfo’s book is a rush. It’s textured with all the grit and grime of the 70s’ and 80s’ most outrageous films... story after story like these, larger-than-life exploits that usually involve sex and often find Ridolfo harrowingly close to violence. Reading this book is wild.” -INDEPENDENT BOOK REVIEW

...he had no choice but to support himself with a “lifetime of phantom jobs,” which amounted to 40 years of disposable positions. While he worked jobs in his eventual profession—actor, screenwriter, even an actor’s workshop instructor—...he filled plenty of random roles: lumberyard worker, martial arts teacher, and night club manager, to name a small sampling... From this wry tale emerges a thoughtful refection on the nature of transitory employment. This is an admirably candid, astute remembrance, one that should captivate anyone stuck in the waiting room of a dead-end job, planning for something more. A funny, delightful, and incisive tour of working odd jobs. -KIRKUS REVIEWS

.... shows how working a multitude of jobs in various fields can make an individual not only an interesting person with a wide skill set but also a lifelong learner. For anyone struggling to understand what professional path they want to pursue, this book is an insightful, humorous, and engaging guide to what it means to be a person and an employee... One of the most useful pieces of advice the author gives readers is that, after reflecting on his work experiences, there’s no “reasoning, only compromise.” This statement reiterates the sacrifices individuals make in order to earn a living. -THE U.S. REVIEW OF BOOKS

—from near-death moments and sudden brawls to challenging movie projects. Job Junky is perfect for filmmaking enthusiasts and readers who have had or wonder what it’s like to have multiple jobs in a lifetime. A very entertaining page-turner!” -SAN FRANCISCO BOOK REVIEW

Modeled like journal entries and told in a conversational, humorous manner, Job Junky offers a breezy and entertaining read... Though this narrative covers decades of the author’s professional work, Ridolfo manages to keep up the momentum, maintaining a natural, logical, and enjoyable progression. This work will likely inspire readers to reflect on the idiosyncrasies of their own employment histories. -THE BOOKLIFE PRIZE
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The following events are all true, and the names have been withheld.

However, I don’t have a problem, maybe implicating family members.

I suffer fools so easily that I suspect I might be one. So, I’ll go ahead and dedicate this book to myself.
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One evening while drinking alone, I suddenly remembered what the lifelong condo security guard said to me that day. During one of his nasty moods, he said, “What the hell d’you know about workin’? You were in the movie business.”

I laid back a few gulps, and I thought, You know what? This is how it must appear. That I was in the film business and that was it. And what almost everyone else I know must assume about me was that my life went down that way. So, the more I thought about it, the more it pissed me off. I started thinking about a great response while walking around sloshing the ice in my glass. Then, I thought I should jot down all the jobs I’ve had. And, if I’m going to do this thing, I better switch to wine. So, I grabbed a pen and pad and began to list all the jobs I’d worked. Not that I was intending to read it to him loudly in the lobby, like the town crier holding the list at arm’s length while uninterested residents passed by.

Soon the list grew to be the size of a small document, and that evening dragged into another one. I never really thought about it until that moment—the fact that I started working as a twelve-year-old grocery counter boy for my immigrant parents, then went on to driving trucks, fueling jets, acting, directing, and all the various jobs to the present. I decided to recollect almost fifty of them that didn’t really go so well.

I wondered if others had experienced something like this. I’m sure there are many out there who’ve had just a few jobs in their lifetime. Your first thought would be, Wow, you got fired from that many jobs? No, I was only canned maybe a half dozen times. So, just before passing out, I vowed to tell the truth and recount this record of a lifetime of phantom jobs, including all the curious incidents that forced me to move on.

This version of an employment record that I present to you, my confidante—and I only call you that because I’d never let a potential employer see this—is basically a rundown of my life while striving for a dream. I’ll present each job entry like an incident report written by a drunken security guard, which means it’s hard for me to stay on topic when I think something’s relevant. The jobs are not in any super strict chronological order, and they span over four decades. And I reiterate that I only recall being fired from a handful of them. That’s how good of an actor I was. Employers usually thought I was a keeper.

Writing this book reminded me of the reasoning that took me down this path. I had an inkling of a vision of how movies should be made, and the art form was important enough for me to go all in. That meant excluding everything else that others might think important for a stable life. And that’s all you need to set you on a perpetual rollercoaster ride. But you must believe that your calling is to work in the movies, and that’s perfect because this won’t work with any of the other arts like music or painting. In those fields, you don’t have to rely on other people’s talents to get to your vision. All you need is your musical instrument or your paintbrush. With filmmaking you need a lot of things to work out right.

So, in order to attempt a shot at that intangible niche, you seek, you have to have a job on the side that must appear as if it’s your full-time job to your employers. It’s like trying to keep your day job for as long as possible until the film prospects are pretty much a lock. Then after a couple of years on a film project you apply for a full-time job all over again.

And I mean no thinking of going to college and getting a degree because that’ll only sidetrack you. You might even lose the chance of being discovered while spending all those years confined to your studies. Your time should be spent exposing your talents and enjoying life a little. That includes avoiding all available secure corporate or government jobs with their pensions and guarantees and all that. Back then, I’m sure, I couldn’t fathom the idea that I had basically spun the big raffle wheel of my life.

The people I left behind in their positions are mostly a blur now, like a foreign film I saw a long time ago. I was on the other side of that coin, mostly living a bohemian lifestyle which meant a constant silent grip of hope and anxiety. Earning enough at a half-decent job was the objective, and that wasn’t easy to find after a sacrifice of time and potential earnings on these independent film projects.

I figure a big advantage that helped me score so many jobs was conveying the kind of unspoken, gracious undertone my immigrant mother had, as if she were a visitor in someone else’s house. Mom always reminded us that there was something bigger than us and that we were all being watched. So, imitating her as the default came naturally, and it would come in handy with scoring and holding onto numerous jobs. Especially when pretending to stomach authority.

I can’t say the same about my older brother, who really asserted who he was every minute of every day like someone constantly dropping a bowling ball on the wood floor. And yes, he’s always been a well-off self-made man. I don’t recall him working for anyone after he walked out of high school for good (apparently, they weren’t listening to him). I wonder how I would’ve done if I was of an entrepreneurial state of mind, instead of being someone interested in the arts and entertainment, living and women.

It was easier to survive and move forward through what follows because any demeaning behavior toward me was mostly tolerated. I’d say to myself, “Don’t worry about ’em! You’ll succeed as a beloved actor / director. So, to hell with you.” I mean, I just wouldn’t respond in kind all the time. I usually let the daily bitching go on by most of those who dragged their personal issues to work. Hell, I should’ve gotten an honorary doctorate on the variety of assholes out there.

PS. I promise I won’t bore you with all the uneventful jobs.

Rudy Ridolfo

2025
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​GROCERY STORE CLERK
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This was in the early seventies, and it was a part-time job for this couple who hired me to tend their little grocery store. Truly they were a lovely couple, and I was in the wrong. You see, I was dating this beautiful girl with the most stunning blue eyes and long black hair way below her butt. She was a doll. What I found really disconcerting, though, was when I walked with her down the streets there’d be a barrage of these older men honking and slowing down and throwing proposals at her—trying to get her into their cars. But that stuff happened a lot back then. You used to step in dog shit at least three times a day, or all these monster dogs were waiting for you on every block. Also, no one had an official driver’s license. And a lot of guys were jerking off in public. I guess everyone was bouncing off each other and trying to hold on for the beginning of a hopeful future. My generation was all just getting to know ourselves, and we had an idea about what was wrong with the world, and we believed we were going to change it for the better.

Anyhow, my new girlfriend and her mother were kind of poor, so when her mother came in to shop, I didn’t charge her. I knew it wasn’t my money to give, but like a young smitten teen I’d let her fill up the shopping cart and let her have it all. Soon, the owners were onto me.

One day, a guy comes in and sells me a half ounce of weed, which I jam into my pants. Next thing I know, two cops entered with the owner. I realized I was set up. I had a customer, and the cops and owners were waiting for me to finish so they could talk to me. My mind was racing on how to get rid of the weed.

But all eyes were on me when my brother walks in. And they didn’t know he was my brother. He informed me that my parents were waiting outside in the car for my shift to end. I told him in our mother’s language to ‘shut up and take the weed’. The transfer was quick, unseen and seamless. He left, and they locked the doors.

Then, one of the cops takes me into the back room and orders me to drop my pants. I guess the narc told him that was where I’d stashed it. He expected the half ounce to fall onto the floor. To his surprise, though, it didn’t. He then ordered me to drop my underwear. That was when it got really awkward, as he peered into my underwear. He was confused as I stood there looking all innocent and uncomfortable and unsure of his intentions. He couldn’t mention what he was looking for so as not to give up the narc. But he knew that I knew that he knew. For a moment, it was like a stand-off with my dick involved. That was obviously the end of that job. I personally would’ve taken one look at me and said no to hiring this teenage boy with the long hair and the Led Zeppelin T-shirt to run my grocery store while I’m on vacation in the 1970s. I think they could’ve found somebody else more suitable, just by closing their eyes and pointing at any random stranger on the street.

I know it didn’t have to be that way, and that little lesson would creep into my psyche and grow as a sort of motto which is simply: just because you can put one over on somebody doesn’t mean you have to.
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​SEWAGE SNAKE TRUCK
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I stormed out of my house at seventeen and moved in with an older buddy of mine who my parents understood to be a city engineer and who was also in a band. Actually, he wasn’t in a band, but he did own a bass guitar, and he did work for the city by hanging off the side of a garbage truck. More importantly for me, he knew one honey babe, an insatiable, crazy dirty blonde, who followed all his instructions. And he didn’t care so much about keeping her to himself. He would generously will this wildcat on me at night when he went out to ride the garbage truck at great union wages. She was devoted to his commands and fulfilled them with a gleeful fever, like a cult member might. So, why not make a calculated shitshow at home in order to leave and move in with this buddy of mine, who lived in the building next door?

Anyhow, that meant I had to get a job. So, a guy from high school, who also dropped out, got me a job with his dad riding a sewage snake truck. I found myself waiting on a street corner before dawn feeling like I was in a horrific nightmare, since I wasn’t yet fully programmed to be a morning person. Then, this loud monstrosity roars in, and you climb on board and spend sunrise avoiding a sewage eruption.

The other experienced guys were a few steps faster. They didn’t give me a heads up when they knew the blockage would clear and all the excess pressure from the blocked street sewage would shoot the toilet spray from an entire neighborhood all over my beautiful long rockin’ hair. I mean I was so pissed about my hair that this gig was definitely over.

Are you kidding? I thought, this is not who I really am! But little did I know that this would be the running theme for the rest of my life.
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​FACTORY WORKER
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I took a break from high school for a year and got a job at a huge factory, working on the production line. I was feeding flat cardboard into a machine that would fold and seal it, ready to be filled with their product. The work was the most excruciating for a young man full of the spark of life. In hindsight, this torture was really self-inflicted. I thought instant independence was easier. I really never saw easier pursuits like more lucrative criminal activity ever as an option, because I never really saw the immediate need for a big payday. That still wouldn’t have been the important thing in my life. I was more driven to create something that might affect many others in a meaningful way. And that set off this artist into the whitewater of life. Besides, a criminal record doesn’t help if you’re trying to be a star.

I remember looking around the factory at the other workers who were predominantly new immigrants. I had an overwhelming sense of being among the quietly disappointed. I was astonished by their ability to focus on their output. Their unwavering concentration on the dull task at hand was something unfathomable to a young, noisy teen brain like mine.

My quick exit was inevitable. However, there were these two Island girls in their twenties, and if they weren’t the most exotic and sensual beauties, I’d ever seen... I fantasized about them twenty-four seven, and I was dreaming about a threesome. They flirted with me, and that kept me staying on and enduring the soul-crushing, squirming pain of the mindless repetition of the production line. The wages sucked, so the job didn’t even have that going for it either.
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