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Bob Odenkirk is an actor, comedian, writer, director, and producer. Odenkirk got his start in sketch comedy in Chicago and went on to write for Saturday Night Live. He’s starred in AMC’s Breaking Bad and Better Call Saul and has written and starred in the sketch- comedy cult hit Mr. Show. He’s also written and produced a number of television shows and di-rected three films. Recently, he has appeared in the action film Nobody for Universal.
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For Nate and Erin—


and, most of all, Naomi,


my biggest break of all










So sometimes, when the car that is life drives into a tornado, the storm could fling you away, but you could land in paradise. And that right there is a fantastic thing to remember.


—CHARLIE BOE, “Essay”










Introduction


How does one begin a book? A letter, a word, soon a sentence, then another, and suddenly a paragraph is begotten—a two-sentence paragraph. Dickens, Melville, Odenkirk—all have faced the same query, and only one has failed. Melville. “Call me Ishmael.” Talk about giving up.


How about starting with an intention? I will attempt to identify the “big breaks,” wormholes of opportunity that allowed me to move ahead five or ten spaces, or that simply sent me in the right direction. There are obvious ones—getting hired as a writer at Saturday Night Live, being given the plum role of Saul Goodman on Breaking Bad—and lots of not-so-obvious ones. I’d like to point to some of the less obvious ones especially, to drive home the cold fact that these breaks come in all sizes and often don’t look like breaks when they happen. Most of this book is about my time in the comedy trenches, but then there’s the part about drama and acting with a capital A, bereft of buffoonery.


How about starting with a warning? You hold failure in your hands, dear reader. The “bad breaks,” if you will. Don’t look away! I want your eyes to behold my floundering, and I invite you to laugh at it. Go ahead, mock me! Because the sheer amount of failure is worth a sneering chortle. I will grace your eyeballs with a bunch of words about projects you’ve never heard of. Pilots. Outlines. Presentations. Stumbles. Dead ends. Moon shots that ended up under a pile of rocks. Some were worthy, some less so. Often they just got weaker as they were pursued and ended up neither here nor there. Misfires! Some of them delight me to recount; they still bring a wistful smile. Others leave me red with shame, shaking my head at myself still: What was I thinking? I wish I knew. These projects that went off the rails are a big part of my slog through the muck of showbiz. I am writing about them because of all the lessons I learned from them. Did I learn any lessons from them? I believe William Goldman nailed it with “Nobody knows anything.” Let me add to that “Nobody learns much, either.” But I will regale you with as many of these dead ends as I can recall—“Keep ’em coming, Gleep Glop!” I promise that if I can ascertain a pithy truism, I’ll cough it up onto these pages so you can append it to your secret success journal. Also, why is your success journal a secret? Tell everyone about it—we want you to win! I’m on your side.


Here’s what I can admit to right out of the gate, and it’s tragic: I tried just as hard at the stuff that didn’t work as I did at the stuff that worked.


What’s the Upshot?


In writing this ink guzzler, the biggest shock to me was to discover just how single-minded I was. For decades, I pursued my love of sketch comedy like a cartoon horse chasing a carrot. And what d’ya know? I actually got a couple bites out of it! After enjoying that sketch-comedy carrot, I went looking for other carrots. Clop-clop-clop went my dumb ol’ hooves until one day, out of nowhere, dramatic acting opportunities came along. Drama turned out to be a weird carrot that I sort of like and that sort of likes me. This carrot analogy is now over, and I am not sad to see it go—it was a burden for both of us.


So, now I find myself in “drama,” of all things—comedy’s enemy. In the past decade or so, I have been called upon not to mock but to empathize with humanity, to discover dignity in every character, even when the character’s most notable quality is his lack of dignity. It’s a new kind of challenge, approaching humanity’s foibles from a sympathetic stance, my work is turned inside out. For the first thirty years of my career, I did nothing but compromise my character’s dignity—kissing elephants’ asses (see Mr. Show—“Prenatal Pageant”), turning Charles Manson into Lassie (The Ben Stiller Show—“Manson”), and scripting the brief heartbreaking tale of a motivational speaker who lives in a van down by the river (you know that one). So, from laughable indignity to tear-jerking dignity (maybe not tear-jerking . . . how about tear-welling) to . . . a touch of ultraviolence. This, then, is the strange trajectory that my journey has taken, and I’ll try to make some sense out of it in these pages and give crazy luck its due.


Hey Bob, sorry to interrupt, but why are you writing a book about yourself?! You’re not dying, are you?


Some people might think it’s a bit premature of me to be writing a memoir. I hope it is. Here’s what happened . . . 


Ben Greenberg, a big-time New York editor (he made me put that in!), called me out of the clear blue. It was an afternoon in L.A. and I was sitting on my porch, gazing at the barbecue, thinking, I should probably clean that thing sometime this decade, and he planted the seed: “Why don’t you write a memoir?” I’d recently read a showbiz memoir by an actor I respected. It was chock-full of stories about Broadway shows, movies, and classic television shows. I enjoyed it, but also it made me feel kinda bad. I knew my kids, then in their late teens, wouldn’t know a bit of what he was talking about. Not a single project, even though some of them were true classics. Culture moves incredibly fast these days. I figured that if I wanted anyone in the general public to have even a passing knowledge of the projects that would fill my harangue, I’d better get to gettin’. Look, most of the greatest stuff I’ve done is classified under “cult hits,” and that is using the word “hit” brazenly. So I had to write this thing now, before my reference points got smothered under the stream of fresher cultural gloop that cascades upon us all, day and night, from our “devices.”


But also . . . 


Just two days before that fated phone call, I’d had a conversation with an actress who told me about auditioning for an improv team at a hotshot L.A. theater school (this was before coronavirus temporarily shut the doors on live theater). She was in line with more than one thousand hungry-for-stage-time performers. “One THOUSAND?!” I asked, alarmed and daunted. “That’s too many people lining up to make stuff up.” I thought about when I was starting out, about how mysterious showbiz was to me then, how far away and impossible—if I’d been asked to get in a thousand-person line just to improvise, forget it. I would never have stood in that line. But the conversation brought me back to just how unknowable a career in showbiz was to a kid from Naperville, Illinois. It was just a completely ungraspable pursuit. How is it done? I wondered. I just want the nitty-gritty, and please focus on the gritty. Maybe by writing about my journey I can give some young hack a sense of making a career happen, calm their nerves, or maybe drive them away or—who knows—provide someone with a shortcut to fame.


I like shortcuts, big breaks, and showbiz memoirs.


Also, I’m dying . . . in the sense that we all are. And on that bright note—buy the book already, your plane and/or toilet seat awaits.










Chapter 1


A Madman Leads Me Astray


open on: exterior, chicago street, february 1983


A young ME is walking, determinedly, down Wells Street on the Near North Side of Chicago—a lively strip of bars, restaurants, and porn emporiums. The brutal wind whips, cold enough to hurt your face and your feelings. White snow blankets the street, gray slush devouring the edges. I’m twenty and in my fourth year of college. The great maw of my future looms. It looms like a maniac. Enough with the looming! At this point I’ve been writing and performing comedy, mostly on the radio, at Southern Illinois University with my madcap friend Tim Thomas, the first of many comedy partners to come, and after months—years, really, of writing short comic satires and curiosities, I am wondering: How does it work?


“It” being showbiz. Hollywood. A career making television, movies, what have you. Seriously, what have you? I’ll take anything. It’s all such a blind guess at this point, it all seems so impossible, knowing what to aim for, what to commit to, where to step next. Nasty gray slush and potholes abound; in fact, forget what I said about white snow blanketing streets. There’s no white to be seen—it’s all gray, all foreboding.


A few months before that, I was sitting in an empty classroom in Carbondale, Illinois, writing bits for my weekly radio comedy show, The Prime Time Special. Tim and I had a theme each week, but really it was just random “comedy” indulgence. I would write bits, type a few up, we’d record them, then we’d riff live on the radio for an audience of no one. But, at some point while filling pages with comical jottings for the show, it occurred to me that this is what a comedy writer does for a living: fills the page, gets some laughs, fills another page. I’d been doing this kind of stuff since my early teens. First doing my comedy into a Panasonic tape recorder, then scripting stuff on my mom’s typewriter, all through junior high and high school, and now college. By age twenty I’d been steadily pumping out the blithering idiocy for over a decade. I suppose if I’d grown up in Hollywood it would have been obvious that this was my calling, but where I was, in the particular family that I was in, it was far from obvious, and making comedy didn’t qualify as a “calling” or a “job” or “work,” much less a career. But college was ending and a choice would have to be made. This awareness of what I’d been actually doing with my time made me curious if I should, I don’t know . . . try?


My interior monologue was the good old midwestern, glass-half-empty view:


“Young man, what are you gonna do with your life?”


“I could maybe be a comedy writer . . . ?”


“A comedy writer!! Help me out here, I can’t see so good. Who do you think you are? Mr. Bill Shakespeare?!” I scowled at these hopes and dreams. It’s how I was brought up—scowling—and coincidentally, it’s one of the keys to writing comedy, being critical/skeptical. Even being mean at times. The world deserves a swift kick in the pants. I believed that then and still do.


But it was ludicrous to imagine going into showbiz. Beyond insane imagining it. Yet what the hell else would I do? Find work in an “office”? Honestly, I wasn’t real sure how you do that, either.


I’d used my college-radio credentials to get an interview with the great Joyce Sloane. Joyce was “den mother” of Second City theater, in Chicago. She had shepherded the lives and creative choices at that legendary comedy theater for decades, and she did it with a personal touch. Like if your mom ran a theater, but also if your mom liked theater and if she merely rolled her eyes at the smell of pot. Joyce was the best and would one day give me my big break. She was so nice on this consequential day (for me) that she gives me an hour of her time.


I sit in her office and pepper her with names, asking her to tell me of paths to greatness: John Belushi, Joe Flaherty, Bill Murray, Dan Aykroyd, Gilda Radner . . . the list is long and I easily kill an hour with it. I want to hear a story that sounded like something I might duplicate; someone coming out of nowhere, trying and failing, and eventually, through dint of toil and sucking, getting somewhere. I’m sure she thinks she’s giving me what I want as she reels off the “legend” versions of each person’s story. The fan-friendly touch-of-magic tall tales. The one I remember specifically was about Joe Flaherty. I loved Joe’s giddy characterizations on SCTV, best of all Guy Caballero and Sammy Maudlin. Go look them up. So, he wasn’t the most famous of the performers on my list, but I figured I might hear a story that might sound like something I could aspire to. Joyce’s version went like so:


“Joe Flaherty? Joe was in Pennsylvania and he packed himself a sack lunch and got on the train to Chicago. He came right to the theater and walked in and said, ‘Give me a chance,’ and we did, and he was wonderful!”


Seriously, she mentions that he’d made himself a sandwich before getting on that train ride. I guess it was a talent sandwich. Where can I get one of them? All the stories she was telling involved the performers’ innate self-confidence and undeniable talent. Success on this renowned Chicago stage was a three-step process at most:


1. Enter Second City theater


2. Ask to be put on the stage


3. Be gifted


“John Belushi? He showed up to the theater one day and said, ‘Put me on that stage right now!’ and I said, ‘You get up there, mister!’ and he was absolutely a riot and just tore the house down!”


“Billy Murray? He was here with his brother Brian and he was making everyone laugh and we said, ‘GET ON THAT STAGE right now, you!’ And he went up there and we all said, ‘Yayyyy!!’ ”


“Wow,” I sputter, sadly, to Joyce as our hour wraps up. She really was one of the greats, the heart of the theater, and like I said, she actually would, one day, give me one of my biggest career breaks, but at this moment, inside, I am dying. “Shit. Okay, I can’t do this. I’m just a regular person, I’m not ‘gifted’ or ‘special’ or ‘worthy.’ ” After all, I’ve been sitting in her office for an hour already and no one has said “You get up on that stage right now, mister!” I thank Joyce and try to keep my head from falling too far down my chest as I walk out into the February day that has somehow gotten even colder, grayer, more Chicagoey than it already was.


I walk down Wells Street, past the cigar store, past the Zanies comedy club, with headshots of someone named Jay Leno, a stand-up comic who wore a prank oversize chin for yuks. I am pondering my fate and the question of how cold a city should be. Not this cold, I can tell you. I duck inside a bookstore because I like books and there was less wind inside.


I pick around in the “theater books” section, not that I feel comfortable there—at this point I’m years away from feeling comfortable with the “theater,” or calling myself an actor, without giggling in embarrassment. I thumb awkwardly through books on something called “improvisation,” which, as I understood it (and to this day, forty years later, I don’t completely understand it), is related to sketch comedy, because sketch comedy is the thing I love most in this world beyond my brothers and sisters (all six of them).


At this point in my life I am in love with all things labeled “sketch comedy,” Monty Python above all, but also Woody Allen, Steve Martin, and some really obscure stuff. Improvisation seemed a way in to this world of sketch, and to sweeten the pot, improv seemed a swift way in. With improv there’s no need to “hone” skills, but rather, simply learn some “exercises.” A shortcut! I’ll take it . . . Except, nah, I should just give up on this whole thing . . . I ain’t got it. Isn’t that what had just been drilled into my brain? The universe was very clear just now: Stop, go back.


So I’m leafing through two books: Viola Spolin’s hefty tome Improvisation for the Theater and Keith Johnstone’s slimmer, idiosyncratic Impro. I’m leaning toward the shorter, more soulful of the two when into the store ambles a jabbering mound of clothing with a human being inside. He appears to be some kind of down-on-his-luck wizard, muttering incantations. And, actually, I will find out, the man is a WITCH, and he will change the course of my thinking and even my life on this very day.


A WITCH, ladies and gentlemen. He calls himself that with pride!


The woman behind the counter calls him Del. “No, Del, that book isn’t in yet.” “Yes, Del, you can use the washroom, but please try to hit the inside of the toilet.” I don’t remember exactly what she said to him, but she used his unique moniker multiple times: Del. Del . . . where did I know that name from? It rang a bell, but it shouldn’t’ve. I’d seen it before, maybe twice. Maybe. In the program for a Second City revue that I had attended when I was fourteen, six years earlier. Or possibly as one of the final credits on the long scroll at the end of Saturday Night Live, where Del Close had briefly worked as an “acting coach.” It doesn’t make sense, except if you knew, if you only knew, just how intensely my prefrontal cortex had stored any and every tidbit about sketch comedy I’d watched in the past ten years. I did not know what Del Close looked like, and I certainly didn’t know his legendary status as a guru of sketch-comedy performers, because that hadn’t happened yet. Still, despite the obscure and threadbare connection of that name to my favorite thing, this next thing happens . . . 


I step up to this unkempt, some might say “seedy-looking” stranger and ask, “Are you Del Close?”


“Yes.”


“Can I interview you?” I say, waving my tape recorder in the air to show I mean business.


“Well, I just quit Second City, again, yesterday, and I just quit cocaine and heroin and Saturday Night Live, too, so, fortuitous timing, this is a good moment to look backwards, and forwards, and . . . inwards.” Then he laughed, which turned into a cough. He was always saying things cleverly and portentously, and coughing. Del was at a juncture and I was, too, and so our junctures junctured.


Our next stop is a bar where Del orders a Bloody Mary—a blast of nutrition after what he’s been putting in his body the past few years. Then we walk up the cold wind tunnel of Wells Street and down an alley to his penurious digs. A one-bedroom, cluttered-on-the-verge-of-hoarded-level, smoke-stained pad. He talks the whole time. I listen, happily.


Signs and Portents in the Sky


This “Del Close” fella, as I come to learn over his two-and-a-half-hour ramble, is a survivor of nearly every edgy comedy scene from the past thirty years: the Compass Players in its St. Louis and New York iterations, and The Committee in San Francisco, and an important decade at Second City teaching Belushi and Murray and Ramis and everybody good. He is the grand master, the oracle—someday his name and legend will be known far and wide. He is also, by appearances, in dire straits: fresh out of work, his cramped apartment cluttered with books, pulverized furniture, rampant ashtrays, and picture this—the octagonal window in the front door lacks a pane of glass. This is February in Chicago, and the wind is barging in like a boorish jerk.


“It was a jealous husband that broke my window, last year, January first, and I’ve left it open as kind of a memorial.” He explains to me (and this dialogue is verbatim, from my tape), “It was the coldest day of the year, twenty-six below zero, and I suddenly didn’t have a front window! So, this is balmy compared to twenty-six below! But the cats like it, to get in and out of,” and then he laughs and coughs at the memory of it all. As I sit, transfixed, turning down repeated offers of a wizened brown roach, the demon February wind grapples with the gasping radiator heat . . . and the wind wins, and THAT’S the last you’ll hear from me on the temperature in Chicago in February . . . YOU keep bringing it up.


Del was only forty-nine at the time, but he looked much older because of DRUGS. The usual suspects: caffeine, pot, heroin, cocaine, peyote, LSD, psilocybin, mescaline, but also, back when he was traveling with “Dr. Dracula’s Den of Living Nightmares,” a traveling show in the 1950s, he would visit flea markets and pick up old, outdated medicines collected from private stashes and swallow whatever was inside the little brown bottles, ingesting random substances from the early 1900s. He very likely ate polio. This regimen had left him a physical wreck, but his mind was as sharp and feverish as a college student on shrooms. I couldn’t be more entertained by his scattershot ramblings if it were Shakespeare himself spinning a tale. It’s funnier than Shakespeare, that’s for sure.


Here’s Del, abridged a bit. I’ve edited out the coughing spasms. “And the soberer I got, and the more successful Second City got, the more we all realized that we were just repeating ourselves over there, and so it finally came to a head—Bernie [Sahlins] has directed the last two shows over there . . . and there has been a great—I mean for us, for the public, it’s a trivial little disagreement, for us, a great crisis of artistic vision and it was mutually decided that, since I was so heavily into experimentation and the use of improvisation to find out more and more about what constitutes a human being, and Second City is more into success and auditioning for television, that I am no longer the director that they need over there.”


On and on. He talks about doing off-off-Broadway, about his medicine show/sideshow beginnings, about the Compass and Second City runs in New York, about The Committee and trying to create a long form of improvisation he called “The Harold” (which would ultimately be his greatest artistic legacy). He talks about drugs. He likes talking about drugs, almost as much as he likes doing them.


“I was taking a lot of methedrine on those days!” and “Tim Leary was saying that he’s going to send me some ketamine in the mail. I’ve gotten to know Tim in the last few years, and he says it’s great!”


And he talks about being a witch.


“I had been accused of practicing shamanism for so long—that’s what led me to practice witchcraft. They accuse you of practicing these things, so you figure, I’d better go out and find out how it’s done, and the only way to find out how it’s done is to do it. Shamanic journeys out of the body . . .”


You’d think his mad ramble would put me off. Me, a fairly good suburban, Catholic boy. A Boy Scout, no less! Proud of it! I had great times in Boy Scouts. So what is this witch doing? Puttin’ a spell on me. All I can say is that it drew me in and shook me by the collar and screamed in my face, “YOU CAN DO THIS! THIS IS GONNA BE GREAT!” I trembled in the presence of his galloping mind. This stinky old dude in this cluttered apartment—one entire wall stacked with books about halfway to the ceiling, which, he explained, he bought with excess money he now had because of quitting cocaine. Del had wild gray hair, tangled and oily, and his short-term memory was shot, hence the repeated offerings of tiny, twizzled turd-brown joints . . . but his long-term memory was astonishing. He was a gnarled, shaggy Sasquatch of a man, spouting a run-on sentence that Jack Kerouac would struggle to follow, but I loved it so much. AND, understand this: it was reassuring. Del’s disconnected monologue made everything I secretly hoped for seem possible.


I was so happy afterwards. I wanted that. I wanted lots of people and ideas and offbeat things to happen to me in my life, more than I wanted to play golf or drive a big car or tell people to take their shoes off when they came into my house.


I’m from a very nice town called Naperville, which is what it sounds like: a small town in Illinois named after a determined white man of upstanding, righteous self-certainty named (no kidding) “Joe Naper.” Nothing against the old dude—he got a town named after him; good on ya, Joe. Every morning as I headed off to school, my mother would lean out the door and shout, “Be good!” And basically, I try to do that. Please do not send me ketamine in the mail. I think it’s illegal. But here’s the thing: I’d never met a person anywhere near Del’s age (he looked sixty-something to me, but, like I said, he was forty-nine)—anyway, an “old guy”—who talked with excitement about what he’d done in his life and what he was going to do next. Del was burning with inventive energy. He seemed wildly entertained by his own saga, even by his failures, of which there were many. He’d lived an unmoored, precarious, and sometimes genuinely dangerous life. But it was also full of new chapters, surprising moments, and now here he was, an abject wreck, but still in love with the possibility of something amazing happening tonight or next week.


In fact, he was right then planning a show for a club called CrossCurrents that would be his home for the next few years. “Signs and portents in the sky! Eclipses of the moon and fireworks! I belong in struggling organizations, I’m just not comfortable with successful operations, and so the show at CrossCurrents is certainly struggling, I mean, it doesn’t even exist yet, it’s going to be a monthlong struggle just to get the first half hour out, we’re going to have to figure out how to work together . . .”


His words, plans, grandiose pronouncements, the hacking coughs poured forth, filling my soul. I stare at his chattering head and think, And if I did everything that you did, except for the drugs, I wonder where I might get to? I bet I could afford glass in my windows.


That night it was settled. I was committed. I left college at the end of the semester, three credits shy of a degree, and headed to Chicago to make my way into writing, making funny things, and not doing drugs.
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Del’s journey to icon status as a trailblazing improv guru was just beginning, but he would inspire many, many others in the years to come—even, despite his legendary misogyny, many great female comic voices. He did a lot of good in the end, and all while fighting demons few others knew about, though they could be guessed at—self-hatred, frustration, resentment; a lot of hurt feelings inside that guy. As Janet Coleman, author of The Compass, the best book on those early years of improvisation in American comedy, told me, “You know what Del did that was truly amazing? He didn’t commit suicide. He figured out other things to do.”










Chapter 2


My Funny, Angry Dad


A tale as old as time. Daddy issues. The end.


My dad, Wally Odenkirk, could get mad at a rag that he was using to dry the car. If he dragged it across the hood and it slopped against his pants and left a wet mark, he could burst into a rage.


“Goddammit! What the HELL?!” He would curse the sky, the rag, and its unruly wetness. The universe would stare back, not giving an inch. It was funny if you weren’t too close to the unjustified intensity of his emotional outburst. I inherited this “thermonuclear emotional latitude” from him. I can go from zero (calm, grinning, friendly) to eighty (sputtering, red-faced, dynamite) in zero-point-zero seconds. This can be useful in acting. In real life, it can be unnerving. It’s amazing to me how often it’s unintentional and doesn’t reflect my actual state of mind, but is to me some kind of fun-house mirror exaggeration of my actual feeling. And I suppose it’s about as fun as a fun-house mirror to see this distorted rage spring forth unexpected, as in “not very fun at all.”


Wally Odenkirk was also, surprisingly, when he wanted to be, intentionally funny. Making wisecracks—derisive, blunt, contemptuous ones—or just being cruelly sarcastic to someone’s face. One time he pulled over to get directions from a stranger, and the guy gave a confusing grunt in return, and my dad said, “Well, thanks, pal, you’re a real help! Glad I pulled over!” I was about nine, and the way he said this, out loud and with a big smile, it just killed me. His point of view, that midwestern hard-nut attitude, was to cut everything and everyone down to size, and like I mentioned earlier, it’s actually a very good POV for a comedy writer.


My father made business forms for a living. Read that sentence again . . . yes, you are asleep now and you will do my bidding. He told barroom jokes and liked to watch Hee Haw and The Benny Hill Show (the British Hee Haw—he basically loved Hee Haw in any language). This is humor that hits you over the head, and it hurt my head.


Generally speaking, my dad was rough and too intense, and those were his good qualities. He was never around, and when he was, there was tension in the air. The older I got, the more thankful I was that he was gone most of the time. When my parents finally separated for good, when I was fifteen, I was delighted. My heart leapt and rays of light shone from my eyes. I could exhale. I would only see my dad a few scant times until I got a call, when I was twenty-two, telling me that he was dying. His life was nothing but tragedy, and fairly small-potatoes tragedy, a life barely lived. Saying goodbye to him was a shrugging affair.


My mother was and is very dedicated to Catholicism and its tenets. If I had a nickel for every time someone told me “Your mother is a saint” when I was a kid, I’d have lots of stupid nickels. Saints are great on prayer cards, in person, though, they are hard to know what to do with. Perhaps some of the scandals within “The” Church rocked her boat a bit, but let’s hide that back under a thick blanket of distraction, shall we? The Church was her rock, she was our rock, and, boy, we needed a rock. She was steady. The buck stopped with her, and I’ll just say it, because it’ll make her happy: Thank GOD for that. My mom is also very funny, but she doesn’t know it. She was always a big fan of not thinking too highly of yourself, or anyone else for that matter. This is a base component for good comedy thinking and writing—a lack of respect for the world and one’s place in it. Thanks, Mom.


The Odenkirks. Seven kids! Can you believe it?! What’s with those Catholics, huh? We were considered a clan by the neighbors. And it’s true that we hung together tightly. We kids got closer as things got more tenuous and wobbly. There was a gloomy, existential uncertainty that hung forever in the background—accompanied by a crackling sense of imminent doom. It was a sense based on info collected directly from the horse’s mouth.


“Boys”—my dad had taken me and my older brother, Steve, aside—“we’re about to run out of money.” We were standing in our new bedroom in our new house in a suburb that was being built around us, with new bunk beds and desks just offscreen, heck, it almost seemed like the beginnings of some kind . . . hope. Yet here was Wally telling us everything was about to come to a dark, scary end, and soon! We’d be “out in the street” was the phrase bandied about during these semiannual morale boosters. I was five, so I didn’t have a lot of good counsel for him. My brother Steve was six—maybe he had some ideas about the job market and financial planning. (Steve ended up being a banker, and I ended up going into comedy to make fun of the people in charge—so I think that moment, and the many other moments just like it, impacted both of us.) I remember staring into the silence and metaphorically shitting my pants.


These little doom-laden rambles from the Cap’n were striking, frightening, and irregular enough to have maximum impact. Once, when I was around nine, this troubled tippler got my brother and me up at 2 a.m. and told us he would be leaving soon and would mail us money with which to pay the bills. I recall wondering: How would I write checks? At the time I hadn’t yet mastered cursive writing.


I’ve always been a reader, and at some point I just started thinking of my dad as a character in a book—Dickens, I suppose. Like he wasn’t really real, and all the things he was doing or not doing—draining money from bank accounts, losing his business, getting into car accidents, disappearing for long stretches—it was all happening to some imaginary screwup and I was safely hearing about it, all made up for my listening pleasure. I would overhear the latest tattle of pathetic behavior and just append it to the sorry tale I was “reading.” That worked well for me. This kind of healthy disassociation from reality may even be considered a skill for a future actor.


Meanwhile, I was confused a lot by life, and especially by important aspects of growing up, sex being number one. I spent a lot of time in Boy Scouts looking for male role models and found a few. I lucked out when one of the offenders in that organization skipped over me, but I know friends who later told me some rough stuff they’d been through. Other bad things happened. Catholicism did not help, not even a little, in navigating the pea-soup fog of adolescence.


Can I be done with “the darkness” now? I think we’ve all had enough of this kind of sad tale, and I share mine here just to say what you are already thinking: they’re nothing special, my psychological crevasses. I enjoyed a deeply unspecial suburban upbringing.


So . . . Let’s get on to the comedy.


Two things made life good in our house. First, my brothers and sisters, every one with a good sense of humor and kindness toward one another. We relied on each other and we laughed together, a lot. They were my first audience, at the dinner table when Dad wasn’t home (most nights). My brother Bill, smarter and funnier than me, would eventually join in, and this was my first “open mic night.” Good thing my parents had seven kids—we had the primary requirement for a theatrical enterprise: asses in seats. I was the headliner. Mostly I would stand up and act out some idiocy from the day, make fun of people I’d met, or just be a clown.
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Interestingly, teachers encouraged and indulged my constant farting around. In fifth grade, the science teacher let me read the newspaper in class and even allowed me to teach one lesson. I offered a silly riff on the lesson plan, got my laughs, and got back in my seat. In middle school, three amazing teachers conspired to let me put on comedy sketches for my projects. I did a piece on the African nation of Ghana, one on Abraham Lincoln, another on the Great Chicago Fire . . . all with scripts, and a classmate named Jerry Hinck, crude sets, costumes, and well rehearsed . . . and I got As and applause for all of it. They even sent me to perform these pieces around the school in other classrooms. Do you think this left an impression on me? It fucking did. Big-time. This was my first big break. Teachers change lives, so thank you, teachers!


And then . . . 


In middle school an angel was sent from England above to save me. An angel named Monty Python. You know what, let’s get far away from religion and put it like this: Monty Python was the hip-hop that saved my life.


Every Sunday night on Channel 11, the PBS station in Chicago, Monty Python episodes were shown, and the firmament cracked wide open. Here was a grand statement about life on earth. A hilarious, undermining, smart-silly swipe at humanity, at false dignity and rules. It was comedy with a kick. It never winked or suggested that “We’re all in on it.” Instead it maintained its point of view and said, “We’re in, and whoever doesn’t get it is out.” It felt great to find my people.


In his autobiography, Python member Eric Idle says he had a similar reaction when he saw Beyond the Fringe, the classic sketch group that included the greatest comic mind of all time, Peter Cook, and also Dudley Moore and Alan Bennett and Jonathan Miller . . . a genius club. Eric says in his autobiography that as a young man he saw the Fringe’s live show and recognized a deeper quality to the comedy: “This was anger, but it was being used for laughter.”


“Yes” to “Anger” being mixed in there. And I’m glad he said it, not me.


To me, the best comedy has an anger in it, and I still don’t like comedy that lacks a touch of that anger. It’s like “smooth jazz”—a waste of jazz.


Of course, this anger, in Python, is buried within thick layers of silliness. Sketches like “Arthur ‘Two-Sheds’ Jackson,” “Nudge Nudge,” “Cheese Shop,” “Upper Class Twit of the Year,” “Olympic Hide-and-Seek Final,” “Bicycle Repairman,” “Déjà Vu,” “Timmy Williams Interview,” “Argument Clinic,” and on and on describe the world at large as one big clusterfuck of idiocy. Picking out favorite sketches of Python would also miss the real greatness of that show. The best thing about Python was the whole thing put together, the way a great episode had momentum and ideas, lines, themes. Gilliam’s animations were the key. His animations did more than connect up these sketches and allow for truncated endings, and sketch writers know that endings, really satisfying endings, for sketches are often the least fun/funny part. And there was never that American apology for the comedy, that closing credit smile and wave and sing-along that said, “We didn’t really mean it, all that comedy—it’s just friendly joshing!”


Python did mean it.


“Life’s a piece of shit, when you look at it,” as Eric Idle beautifully put it. This tied a bow on it for me. Python was like my Bible, and in many ways it provoked contemplation just like that ratty old book. Also, it was kinder and more truthful.


My friend Steve Meisner, whose father put my father to shame in the Bad Dads Hall of Shame, also had his circuits lit up by his first viewing of Python. These smart Brits were whispering to us, in our sad living rooms on Sunday nights right before another dark week began, “Yes, you’re right: it’s all a big, dumb lie, and you don’t have to respect these people, you can laugh at them.” Fucking beautiful, and we could finally exhale. Steve and I bonded over Python—their shows, records, everything we could get our hands on in the barren wasteland of pop culture at the time.


Popular comedy in the early seventies was weak. I’ll never forgive my dad for liking Hee Haw, but in his defense, he spent part of his childhood in the Deep South and had a bit of bumpkin in him. It’s crazy, but Hee Haw will make its way back into this memoir later. We also watched the grotesque, twisted “comedy” of Benny Hill and his “friends.” It made us laugh. But it was “off” to me, as so much comedy of that era was. It made me uncomfortable, being, as Holden Caulfield would put it, “phony,” and phony in an extreme way. The bulk of the comedy of that decade (when it was still sold in bulk) even had a “creepy” underside to it. The niceness was a mask. A cheap plastic Halloween mask of John Denver’s bland face barely secured over the horrified, rotting, post-Vietnam, post-Altamont culture. A con job that everybody—the conned and the cons—was helping to carry on. TV featured lots of performers “breaking” into laughter and then feigning embarrassment—which is the worst. Everything was feigned, half apologized for, artificial chemical substitutes for the real thing. K-Tel and Ron Popeil products, throwaway culture that showed up already broken and disappointing. We all related to that great scene in The Graduate:


MR. MCGUIRE: “I just want to say one word to you. Just . . . one word.”


BENJAMIN: “Yes, sir?”


MR. MCGUIRE: “Are you listening?”


BENJAMIN: “Yes, I am.”


MR. MCGUIRE: “Plastics.”


The film might be set in the previous decade, but that word said it all about the culture of the seventies. A synthetic polymer molded to distract briefly and then be tossed aside to poison the ocean. And if you don’t know what I’m talking about, please order yourself a pet rock, eat a Space Food Stick, watch video of Sammy Davis Jr. getting “roasted,” and enjoy a good squirm.


Deep Cuts


The Monty Python Matching Tie and Handkerchief was a three-sided album. One side of the album had two side-by-side intertwined grooves—they were unafraid of “meta” humor like this, fucking around with structure, something my future Mr. Show writing partner, David Cross, also loved to do. Comedy emanating from England was better; even the soft stuff, like The Goodies and The Marty Feldman Comedy Machine, seemed bolder and miles ahead of anything in America. This was the comedy that molded my mind.


John Locher, my one friend with a great dad (I gotta call out a good one when it comes along, they’re so rare!), had even more offbeat stuff. Number one being his collection of Bob and Ray shows on cassette. Bob Elliott and Ray Goulding had a radio show for eons somewhere on the East Coast, and they delivered the best American comedy before SNL. Drier than the Sahara in September, Bob and Ray also delivered their idiocy without winking, “breaking,” or flop sweat. No pandering allowed. John Locher also had Derek and Clive recordings before anyone else I knew, and that . . . well, Derek and Clive were black-tar comedy. Pure essence of funny. “Derek and Clive,” played by Peter Cook and Dudley Moore, were semi-improvised character riffing done in Electric Lady recording studio, in New York, at 2 a.m. after the two had already spent their night doing their off-Broadway stage show. They would get really drunk, which was okay because the characters were drunk, too. Then they’d just start blabbering away. One of their bits, “This Bloke Came Up to Me,” is still, to me, the smartest, simplest example of the improvisational rule of “Yes, and” that exists.


I’d saved up my allowance and money from mowing lawns and bought a Panasonic cassette recorder at Kmart for thirty bucks, and immediately started scripting comedy bits to record with my brother Bill. It was my prize possession; playing things back, silly bits, made them more of a performance, made it all somehow “produced,” intended, more than just farting around. AND I could record all the cool, offbeat albums that my friend John Locher kept acquiring.


Albert Brooks’s albums were a small ray of sunshine, and also hard to find, and then there was the Credibility Gap. “The Gap” lit up my comedy circuits and made me realize Americans could be hard-laugh funny/smart, just like Brits. For the record, the Gap included a fresh-out-of-college Michael McKean, a Harry Shearer, a David Lander, and a fella named Richard Beebe. That’s two-thirds of Spinal Tap right there, and of course McKean would later be Charles McGill on Better Call Saul. This is an insane, improbable phenomenon. Anyways, the Credibility Gap version of “parody” was unique, as their pieces were more than the sum of their riffs. We would get a run at this kind of thing years later on The Ben Stiller Show. For those who care (and everyone should), in the late seventies they recorded a hilarious masterpiece album called Floats, wherein they built comedy bits around the actual Pasadena Rose Parade—check it out.


One more element to my comedy underpinnings was a “crazy DJ” on Chicago radio named Steve Dahl. Except . . . Steve was actually NOT a crazy DJ. He was sophomoric, but too “self-aware” and cantankerous to be one of those glib creeps. He was actually making fun of the “crazy DJs” of that period. Steve and his newsman partner, Garry Meier, made fun of all this cheap, plastic, disco-based late-seventies culture, and I think Steve’s simple, homespun piss-taking has never left my heart. Later, David Cross and I would build Mr. Show around Monty Python’s example, but our version retained some of the low-falutin’, sophomoric, comic kick that Steve had in his heyday. Steve’s show was where I first heard Albert Brooks, too. Albert was smarter, dryer, and more adventurous with comedy than anyone, though Steve Martin came close.


I used to ride my bike through the placid, quiet, still-building streets of Naperville, past the abandoned Nike missile site, and lock her up outside the Jewel-Osco grocery store, where I would quietly attend Komedy Writer’s Kamp at the magazine stand. That’s where Mad magazine was. Mad was good at teaching you comedy writing because it wore its mechanics on the outside. It’s easy to imagine the pitch sessions that may have gone into an issue of that fish wrap: “What if we do M*A*S*H and call it S*M*A*S*H*E*D, and Hawkeye and Trapper John and the whole gang are drunk the entire time?” “Sure, write it up.” I used to read it without laughing out loud, but inside my head I was nodding, “Uh-huh . . . I get it. That’s sort of funny. It’s a start, anyways.” I rarely paid for the inky blather, but the mechanics of Mad are good circuitry to burn into any future comedy writer’s brain.


Naperville, Illinois, had a big “Sesquicentennial” celebration in 1976 . . . one hundred and fifty years of quiet, subdued, pleasant living. The celebrations were typical Americana and perfectly wonderful, but here I was, fourteen years old and seeing only empty artifice. I was yearning for comic troublemakers who would call BS on the parade of hoopla and hogwash around me. And, on cue, here she be!
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