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Introduction


[image: image]


STORIES HAVE ALWAYS been important to me. As a kid, I lived for the stories my dad would tell me about his childhood growing up in Valley Stream, New York, where he’d hitchhike home from football practice in his Catholic school uniform. During my first few years of elementary school, I fell in love with reading and would read anything I could get my hands on as long as it was about a horse, or a girl who had a horse, or a girl who wanted a horse and got one even if she lived with her family in a small walk-up apartment in Manhattan. Eventually my interests expanded a bit, and in high school and college and in my graduate acting program I was thrilled to read everything from Jane Austen to the classics of dramatic literature to breezy novels intended to be read on a beach. When I graduated and first started working professionally here and there, I was excited to act in other people’s stories, whether in a laundry detergent commercial or a small guest part on a show. Whether I was a mom who was worried about packing a nutritional lunch (one line in a Jiffy peanut butter commercial), or a student who was being asked about the homework assignment (three lines in the daytime drama Loving), I was living my dream of being a storyteller.


Eventually, I got some bigger parts with more complex tales to tell, and now that I’m in my 30s, I’m looking forward to all the stories that are yet to be—WAIT. WHAT? The legal department has just informed me that I’m not in my 30s anymore. How is that even possible? It seems like just yesterday that I was lying to all the casting people about being 28 because IMDb hadn’t been invented yet and Google wasn’t really a thing. It seems like just yesterday that I filmed all day in Los Angeles and then took a red-eye to New York in order to do a photo shoot after which I went to a U2 concert and went out after and flew back the next day and didn’t feel tired at all. It seems like just yesterday that, on the very day I turned 32, I was cast as Lorelai in Gilmore Girls, a part that would change my life for the better. Oh, well. At least we have a brand-new season of Gilmore Girls to look forward to, and that way we can relive all the wondrous olden times togeth—WAIT. WHAT? Lawyers have just informed me that there is no new season of Gilmore Girls on the horizon, and I can be sued/canceled on Twitter for suggesting there is. How is that even possible? What is this book even about if I’m not going to explain the final four words or tell you who’s the father of Rory’s baby?


If you’ve missed Gilmore Girls, the truth is that I’ve missed you too, and this book is one way of keeping our conversation going. I loved writing my last book of essays, Talking as Fast as I Can, and even without any new stories about the show, I found I had more to say. And if you’ve never seen Gilmore Girls, then you’re in luck, because I’m mainly telling other stories here: about stuffing my bra for work, shoplifting by accident, what it’s like being in a long-term relationship with New York City. (Spoiler: I love it, but it’s expensive and doesn’t always smell great.)


“Have I told you this already?” is a phrase I use so often that it’s become a joke among my oldest and dearest friends and family. These are the people who’ve been there with me through bad breakups and failed exams and questionable haircuts and dinner parties that went into the wee hours, and I’ve been there through those things with them too. We’ve heard each other’s stories over and over by now, but somehow we still can’t wait to hear them again. These are friends who are such an essential part of my life that sometimes it’s hard to remember if I’ve told them something already or if I’ve told them but they haven’t heard the most recent version, or if they were actually with me when the whatever-it-was happened. These relationships are invaluable, and as I’ve gotten older I only value them more.


And you’re part of this group too: you are people with whom I’ve shared stories for so long now that in some cases I had to go back to my first book to make sure I hadn’t told you some of them already. I’d like to take this opportunity to tell you how grateful I am to have you as a viewer and a reader and a GIF-maker and a whatever the thing is called where you film yourself lip-syncing entire scenes of mine on Instagram.


You’re all the best!









Ne Oublie
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I’M CERTAIN I graduated from college, but I haven’t seen my diploma in over twenty years. I can’t find the parking ticket I got yesterday. It’s probably sitting in the same drawer alongside the one I can’t find from last week. At age 14, I remember holding my social security card for approximately five minutes before I misplaced it and never saw it again. Last week, I found a watch I thought I’d lost months ago inside of a shoe. Perhaps that’s why I’m pretty good at memorizing lines of dialogue and people’s phone numbers—I can’t be counted on to save the paper I wrote them on, and even if I put the info into my phone, it might take me a while to remember where I left it. I lose my phone, my wallet, and my keys multiple times a day. Sometimes, I’ll go into the kitchen to find that book I’ve been reading and two hours later I have organized the silverware drawer but have zero recollection of what I came into the kitchen for. “One fish goes this way, the other fish goes that way,” is how a friend once described these absentminded tendencies. I am a Pisces, after all.


Possibly, I got it from my dad. Growing up, I didn’t own a set of house keys. He probably lost his own set too many times before he gave up and decided it was easier just to leave the front door open (please don’t break into my dad’s house). As a teen, I was taught to leave car keys in the ignition, because how else was anyone supposed to find them? (Please don’t steal my dad’s car.) To this day, my father is well known for driving away with a coffee mug still on the roof of his car, and even though everyone in the family has bought him countless pairs of nicer sunglasses, the only ones he seems unable to lose are the neon-green mirrored ones intended for road biking.


But what my dad has lost in sets of keys, he’s made up for with his ability to paint vivid pictures of the past. As a keeper of the objects and details of the present, his record may be spotty, but as a minder of memories, he excels.


My father is an excellent storyteller with a tight repertoire. If his stories were songs, he wouldn’t have a ton of deep cuts, but he could fill an entire album of Greatest Hits. As a kid, I lived for the rotation of stories from his own childhood: the time he got separated from his mom in the grocery store and a neighbor found him and brought him home; the day his family became the first on the block to own a television; racing on the beaches of Long Island with his collie, King. Then there was an entire spinoff series about Dad and his childhood friend Georgie. Dad and Georgie taking the train to Coney Island to ride the Ferris wheel; Dad and Georgie dressing in trench coats and fedoras for their secret club in which they pretended to be Al Capone’s henchmen; Dad and Georgie going to the soda shop, where they’d sit at the counter after football practice and order an egg cream or a “suicide” (an ice cream sundae involving a scoop of every available flavor).


As I got older, the stories matured as well. There was the one about his senior prom date, Angela, who’d fallen asleep under the sunlamp that day and came to the door beet red and puffy from crying, my father reassuring her he couldn’t tell at all (he could tell). And the day he met my mom as she was moving into his same apartment building, and she asked if he wouldn’t mind letting her make a call because her phone hadn’t been hooked up yet. The year he spent after college in Vietnam working for the Agency for International Development, where the local kids would sometimes crawl under a cafe table where he was having lunch and pull at his leg hair, fascinated because they’d never seen such a thing.


One of my favorites, one I’d heard over and over since I was little, was about the day I was born. What kid isn’t fascinated by their own origin story? My mom was in labor all through the night, it began. In those days, the dads sat in the waiting room and smoked cigars through the whole thing, Mad Men– style, so it wasn’t until right after I was born that my dad visited my mom in her hospital room and saw me for the very first time through the glass of that weird baby holding area you’ve probably seen in old movies. After a nurse pointed out which blob was his, my proud dad headed out to get my mom something to eat. Outside, the sun was just coming up, and maybe because it was so early, there were hardly any cars in the parking lot yet. My dad got into his brand-new red VW Beetle, and somehow, even though he was driving very slowly, and even though there was plenty of space to navigate around it, plowed directly into a lamppost. As a kid, I found this hilarious. As an adult, it occurred to me this was a story of a very young, new dad, who was probably deeply freaked out. But I still found it funny and sweet, and marveled that a half-hour search for his car keys was not also part of the plot. But I could never have predicted how the story of the day of the lamppost would impact my future.


Last year, my friend Jane Levy gave me a reading with an astrologer named Kitty Hatcher as a Zoey’s Extraordinary Playlist Season One wrap gift. Jane is one of those people who knows who all the best people for everything are. We all need a friend like this. If you’re looking for a therapist, a landscaper, a facialist, just ask Jane. I’d never had my chart done before, but because the person was recommended by Jane, I knew she’d be excellent.


Obviously, because it involved keeping track of a piece of paper, no one in my family had seen my birth certificate for decades, and I was worried about not being able to tell Kitty Hatcher the exact time I was born, which I knew was an important detail when getting your astrological chart done. But “the sun was just coming up,” as my dad had told me a thousand times, and when I told Kitty that, she said it was good enough for her. Dawn is dawn, even in Honolulu, Hawaii, where I was born. Kitty Hatcher said she’d just do my chart using an estimate of between 5 and 6 A.M., and that would be accurate enough.


When Kitty called me with the results of my reading, I could tell she was excited. She kept saying she’d seen things in my chart that were very rare. She said that in the new year, I’d be given a major position of power. She envisioned me working as a film director, or even running my own television show. She even said I’d been some sort of powerful warrior in a past life. She told me I’d always had some psychic abilities, but that soon I’d be feeling them stronger than ever before, and these abilities were going to help me achieve new levels of success. She told me that the next two years were going to be some of my best, that there were promising planetary convergences in my chart that only happened once in a lifetime, if at all. The fact that all this good fortune had to do with my third house of Taurus being in the fourth sun of Saturn or whatever pretty much went over my head, but the headlines were undeniably fantastic.


I was excited about my now dazzling future and bragged about it to whomever would listen. “I thought you didn’t believe in astrology,” one of my friends said. I told her that, duh, I believed in it now because how could you not when the predictions were so fantastic? It’s the same way I “don’t believe” in awards unless I’m getting one, and I “don’t believe” in reading reviews unless someone tells me they’re glowing. And anyway, even if astrology isn’t valid, two years from now I’ll likely have forgotten that anyone told me I was supposed to be having the best two years of my life because they will just be the two years I’ve been living in. In fact, I’ve found that one of the most fun things about getting any kind of reading of the future is that it’s usually only deeply important for the one day. I’ve been to a few psychics over the years, and I couldn’t tell you one thing they said to me. Good or bad, it goes right out of my head. I’m sure the details would have stuck with me if I’d written more of them down, but even if I had, I’d probably have lost whatever I’d written them on.


A few weeks after I’d been told that—according to the stars—I was headed for greatness, my stepmother called. She and my dad were moving from their large house in the suburbs to a town house closer to my sister Maggie and her family. “I found a bunch of old notebooks of yours in the attic,” she said. “Do you think there’s anything in there you might want?” I almost told her to just throw the pile away, since I hadn’t used a pile of notebooks for anything since undergrad, and it was doubtful I’d find anything illuminating in the notes I’d taken for my Victorian literature class, but I asked her to send them anyway.


I forgot about our call until a week or so later when a medium-sized box arrived. In it were some of my notebooks from acting class containing deep thoughts about what my various characters ate for breakfast (Note to actors: this kind of research has never helped me. But in case you’re curious, always oatmeal.); some photos of me in bad ’90s jeans (so starchy, so puffy, why did you guys bring those back?); and a curious cardboard folder with a black-and-white printed drawing of a regal-looking woman. On the cover below her picture in an ornate font read the words: “Certificate of Birth.” Jackpot! Better than a notebook full of oatmeal for sure.


I was born in Honolulu, Hawaii, like I said, at Queen Kapi‘olani hospital, and alongside the sepia-toned queen wearing a large, beaded necklace and a tiara was a similar rendering of the hospital itself, under which was written: Hooulu A Hoola Lahui, which translates to: To Save and Increase the Race. The folder opened like a greeting card, and inside was my name, Lauren Helen, made out in my mom’s familiar, loopy script. The rest of the information was typed out on what looked to be an old-fashioned typewriter: my mom and my dad’s names, Donna and Lawrence; my weight, 8 pounds 8 ounces; my length, 21 inches; and my time of birth: 12:19 P.M.


Wait.


What?


12:19 P.M.?


12:19 P.M.?


Yes, Reader. 12:19 P.M. A time that is not remotely dawn. A time in which the sun has never, ever risen, except maybe in Iceland. A time that does not resemble 5 A.M. or 6 A.M., and one that is not even a little bit close to the time I gave to Kitty Hatcher, whose mind I blew with my future greatness.


And there, in a flash, the oncoming best two years of my life evaporated before I’d even had a chance to forget they’d been predicted. I waved a sad goodbye to the certainty of my directing career, my awesome psychic abilities, my past life as a brave warrior.


I was disappointed, yes, but it wasn’t just the loss of my newly fantastic future that bothered me. If my own father couldn’t come close to remembering the time I’d been born, what else was called into question where his memory was concerned? Was anything he’d ever told me in my entire life even remotely reliable? How could I be sure his was the first family on the block to get a TV, for instance? Do ice cream sundae suicides even exist? And who exactly was this “Georgie”? Now I don’t know what to believe!


Yet, when confronted by my questions, my father did not seem at all rattled by this new information. “Huh,” he said, and shrugged, like it was no big deal. “The way I remember it, the sun was coming up.” He said this as if his memory of the matter was not at all disturbed by something as inconsequential as fact. For years, my father told the same story about how a momentous occasion felt to him; the facts had faded over time, maybe because they weren’t the most relevant part of the day. Sometimes we polish an experience to make facts line up more closely with feelings or exaggerate moments to make a better dinner party tale. And sometimes, mercifully, details become blurry over time, maybe because the sharp reality is too painful to carry.


When my relationship of almost twelve years ended last year, I went into a sort of shock I’d never experienced before. I’d be doing normal things like driving to the store, or putting in a load of laundry, but also have the sensation of watching myself doing these things from a distance. I felt the energy of having been shot out of a cannon, but somehow the cannonball—me—was also moving in slow motion. It was as if I’d spent a long time watching a movie with ominous background music, not noticing, until it finally swelled to a level I couldn’t ignore. And none of these metaphors were quite accurate. I was on the run in a way, determined to always be moving and doing, not giving myself the time to sit and absorb what had happened. It was the middle of the summer, and I rented a house by the beach. Friends and family came to visit, and it was as fun as I imagine a recovery from any injury might be. There was solace in spending time with people I’d missed, but an ache over the circumstances that created that space.


When I returned home to Los Angeles in the fall and people asked me what I’d done for the last few months, I discovered I couldn’t remember many of the details. I rented a house, I’d say, and then I’d trail off. One night, I met a friend for dinner. It seemed like we spent a normal amount of time eating and catching up, but when we stood up to leave I realized we’d been there for five hours. During the pandemic, I ordered a smoothie from a little cafe in LA. I picked it up from the makeshift counter set up outside the door, and when I got in the car, I saw there was a small note taped to the top of the cup. It read: “Someday, this will all be a memory.” I knew whoever had written the note was thinking about the state of the world and could have had no way of knowing about my comparatively small struggle in it, but this little kindness gave me a moment of hope, a window into the future when the pain of this time would surely have faded a little. I only wondered and worried about how long it was going to take. “Someday” doesn’t like to tell you when it plans to arrive.


Maybe the fact that my father remembered it being dawn was just as significant as the piece of paper with the bejeweled queen and the correct time. Maybe even more so. Maybe his memory told him the sun was just coming up because having his first child simply felt that way. A new day is dawning when a child is born, even if not literally so, and whether that brings panic or joy or a mix of both, it’s a moment after which life will never be the same. What does it matter what the clock said? Sometimes, mercifully, without our even asking it to, memory holds hands with fact and helps dull its edges during times when reality is too overwhelming to fully take in a joyous moment, like the birth of a child, or in a darker one, when pain is too great to comprehend, like the loss of a loved one.


Kitty Hatcher redid my chart, and the outlook is still pretty good for the next two years according to her. She thought directing was still a possibility, and she was right it turns out. I’m about to direct an episode of my show Mighty Ducks: Game Changers, for Disney+. Some other things looked bright as well, she said, but I forget exactly what. Things will generally be okay, she told me, and that’s good enough for me. I got some encouragement that made me feel hopeful—I didn’t need to write any of the details down.


The absence of paperwork would thwart my family once again, when one of my Graham cousins tried to do our family tree. We know we are of mainly Irish and maybe also some Scottish descent, but beyond searching our last name, which is common in both places, we can’t get very far without birth and death certificates, and we have very few of either. My cousin Heather did get as far as finding the Graham family crest, however, which features a falcon, and a sort of metal-looking belt thing with a big buckle, and our motto: Ne Oublie.


Translated from the Latin, Ne Oublie means: Do Not Forget.


Um.


This information is disheartening in that it tells me it has been predetermined by birth that I will never get any better at not losing my keys, but also comforting in that it teaches me I am not alone, but in fact come from a long line of forgetful ancestors who were so noted for this characteristic that they decided to embrace it and proudly take it up as their mantle. True, it’s a pain when I’m trying to leave the house in a hurry, but I’m proud to have come from a family of (possibly) brave warriors who spent countless days driving away with mugs of mead perched atop their chariots, people who’ve probably spent hours—as I have—searching in vain for their reading glasses, only to eventually discover them on top of their head, where they’d been sitting all along.









Boobs of the ’90s
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SHORTLY AFTER I moved to Los Angeles from New York in the summer of 1996, I learned a few crucial things: that pale people of Irish descent should not drive convertibles, that all the work I’d done on the plays of Chekhov and Ibsen in my scene study class in the windowless yet magical rehearsal room in Wynn Handman’s acting class in the Carnegie Hall building on 57th Street was not going to help me get a job on Beverly Hills, 90210, and that—due to it never having occurred to me that it might be necessary to update them—I had possibly left my breasts behind in the previous decade.


I don’t remember thinking about my breasts very much—or at all—when I lived in New York. I couldn’t tell you what bras I had or even where I got them (Century 21 maybe? Loehmann’s?). Kathy, my dear friend and roommate back in Brooklyn, far more well endowed than I, went annually to a special bra place in the East 30s in Manhattan where a professional bra lady would stand behind her in the full-length mirror, adjusting straps and measuring her various dimensions in order to recommend the exact right bra for her, and I remember thinking, who has the time for such a thing? You had to make an actual appointment. That’s the only New York boobs memory I can conjure—I thought so little about them there that the only story I have is about someone else’s.


But after just a few weeks in Los Angeles, I spoke fluent WonderBra, and had purchased my first pair of the rubbery boob blobs no one has ever called anything besides chicken cutlets. These acquisitions didn’t seem strange to me at the time, they seemed mandatory, or at least highly recommended. Every audition room I entered was filled with actresses with bigger boobs than mine. I remember thinking I’d better catch up. It felt like everyone knew what sort of boobs they were supposed to have, and weirdly, they also had them. Today, we speak of body positivity, and there is at least an attempt at representing a wider variety of shapes and sizes on-screen, but the boob fashion of the 1990s in Los Angeles seemed to offer actresses only two choices: get them surgically augmented or buy a bra that made it look like you had.


Now, I was mainly auditioning for television, and television in the ’90s was largely comprised of half-hour sitcoms, and the most popular sitcom was Friends. The friends themselves were all stunning and boobtastic and every other half-hour TV show was trying to mimic their look and their success. Fancy Movie Lady actors may have been going to different auditions with subtler expectations in terms of silhouette. Although I do remember a story going around back then about Frances McDormand pulling her chicken cutlets out at a meeting and tossing them on the table, which was an undeniably bold move, but also told me that even a vanguard like her had at least one day of feeling ’90s boobs pressure.


My roommate at the time was Connie Britton. We met in the windowless yet magical Chekhov/Ibsen acting class that wasn’t going to get me cast on 90210, and while she’d eventually become a lifelong friend, we didn’t know each other that well yet. We were among the hordes who came from New York every pilot season. Who knew what would happen? We might get cast in something, we might run out of money and go back to New York and start auditioning while waitressing again like we’d seen happen to so many of our friends.


I was driving around town in a rented red Volkswagen Cabriolet with the top down, learning how quickly I sunburned, and Connie had borrowed a vintage gray Volvo with no air-conditioning from a place called Rent-A-Wreck. We bought our first cell phones together and giggled every time we called each other because—besides our agents—we were pretty much the only people we knew in LA, and our New York friends still used the pay phone. These mobiles were ugly and gray and heavy and the only buttons on them were numbers. Bluetooth, GPS, cars with navigational systems, did not yet exist, so to find out where you were going you had to pull over on the shoulder of one of LA’s four-lane freeways and manually thumb through the two-thousand-page spiral-bound paper map that was The Thomas Guide. You checked your computer—if you even had one—maybe once at the end of the day, and sat staring at it, listening to what felt like an hour and a half of robot static sounds, before the guy finally said, “You’ve Got Mail.” You were lucky if you had a fax machine through which you could print out your audition sides, the pages containing only the scenes in which your character appears, but if you needed to read a whole script you had to drive to your agent’s office and pick it up from the bin of envelopes outside the door of the reception area. You knew you were getting somewhere when (if) the agency started messengering things to you rather than have you go to them. Graduating to messenger-level importance was the day we all were hoping for.


Connie and I were staying for free in the house of a friend of hers who was getting a divorce. The friend who’d offered us the house knew we were staying there, but her recently divorced husband did not, so sometimes we’d get a panicked call that the ex was in the neighborhood and we’d have to rush to turn out all the lights and run and hide in the back of the house. We found this hilarious. The house was empty except for two beds and I think one chair and a table we’d sort of move from room to room when needed. There was maybe one pan in the kitchen and the only thing I remember making in it is Rice Krispies Treats, which we’d eat with our hands, too ambitious and dedicated to our craft I suppose to waste even a moment wondering why we had no plates. That was what we considered … breakfast, I guess? There was a Subway sandwich shop at the bottom of the street, and we’d walk down there most days and split a tuna sub for lunch and then eat chips and salsa and margaritas at the nearby restaurant Mexicali for dinner, and I was somehow the thinnest I’d ever been. Maybe the Subway tuna salad that would turn out to be the subject of scandal years later, accused of being a “mixture of various concoctions that do not constitute tuna” was to thank. Anyway, Michael Pollan will probably not be writing the foreword to my book Scientifically Proven Hollywood Miracle Diet when I publish it, but it’ll make millions, I tell you. Millions!


OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Also by Lauren Graham



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Dedication



		Contents



		Introduction



		1. Ne Oublie



		2. Boobs of the ’90s



		3. Ryan Gosling Cannot Confirm



		4. R.I.P. Barneys New York



		5. But I’ve Played One on TV



		6. Old Lady Jackson Takes You to Dinner at 5 P.M.



		7. Actor-y Factory



		8. Health Camps I Have Hated (Yet in Most Cases Returned To)



		9. Forever 32



		10. Squirrel Signs



		11. Red Hat, Blue Hat



		12. I Feel Bad About Nora Ephron’s Neck



		13. Marmalade



		14. Mochi



		15. New York Is a Person



		Acknowledgments



		About the Type



		About the Author













		Cover



		Table of Contents









OEBPS/images/title.jpg
HAVE | TOLD YOU
THIS ALREADY?

STofugs | DoNT WANT T FoRbLET
To REMEMBLL

LAUREN GRAHAM





OEBPS/images/cmn.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780349017624.jpg
HAVE | TOLD YOU
THIS ALREADY?

SToMgs, | DONT WANT To FoRLET
To REMEMBER.

LAUREN GRAHAM

NEW YORK TiMgS BeSTSetUNG AUTHIR.
OF TALKING A5 FAST AS | CaN






