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Dear Lawyer Evaluating This Book,


1. I’m sorry.


You probably took this job, vetting manuscripts for Macmillan, to read books by important authors like Nelson Mandela and Don DeLillo. You certainly didn’t sign up to read about my mother’s vagina. So for that, I apologize.


2. I’m so sorry.


As you read these essays, you may be shocked by some of the mortifying situations my mother has gotten herself (and me) into over the years. In an effort to avoid humiliating (and getting sued by) innocent third parties who appear in this book, I have changed names and small details to protect their identities. Hell, I wish I could assume a fake name for some of these stories! For instance, I would love to pretend it was my sister who was the accomplice to my mother’s cat larceny instead of me. Alas, I do not have a sister.


3. I’m so very, very sorry.


That last point in section two brings me to the following elephant in this metaphorical room: my mom has had a few minor brushes with the law! And I’ve written about some of them in this book! I’ve done a fair amount of research, as I don’t want my mom to go to jail (most of the time), and I believe the statute of limitations has expired on the criminal offenses disclosed in the essays. But of course, you’re the one with the law degree, so I’ll defer to you!


Truly Sorry,


Kate Friedman-Siegel
















	< Messages


	
3:20 pm


Mother


@CrazyJewishMom



	Details













Kate I sat next to the nicest young man at Starbucks today. Yale. Lawyer. I showed him your Facebook picture and gave him your number.







Mom you can’t keep giving my number out to strangers







YALE















Introduction


When my mother was twenty-five years old, she moved to Los Angeles to pursue her dream of becoming a television director. She hitched a ride to Hollywood with no idea how to drive, no job, and no place to live (unless you count the floor of a garage in West Hollywood without direct access to plumbing or heat). She was ultimately successful, even nominated for a directing Emmy, but in the early days, she had no money and wrote porn scripts to pay the rent. When asked about that time in her life, she always remembers it proudly: “Oh, honey, it was fabulous! So, I wrote a few pornos? You do what you have to, and it was fun!”


Incidentally, if anyone reading this is in possession of a late ’70s skin flick called The Bionic Tool, please email me at crazyjewishmom@gmail.com. My mom doesn’t remember her “porn name,” so the writing credit could either be Kim Friedman or (if I had to guess) her superhero alter ego, “The Castrator.”


Given my mother’s job history, I suppose I should have anticipated a positive response when I told her about a seemingly crazy idea I had for a project: sharing our intensely personal conversations on the Internet every day.


At this point, I should mention that my mother texts me a lot. Like, a lot. Seriously, I counted. She averages 111 text messages a day.
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In light of the content of these messages, I had some serious privacy concerns when I thought about sharing them.







OMG. Did u have sex last night??







SO INAPPROPRIATE. Go away







Kate I just read that Rubbers Made in China may have HOLES IN THEM. U NEED MORE SPERM BLOCKAGE







Let’s get u a diaphragm NOW.







Mom please stop







But Diaphragms are back in style! They are on fleak!








Her reaction to my idea was: “TRY IT! I mean, I’d prefer you make an app and become a billionaire Mark Zuckerberg with ovaries, but are you kidding me?! What are you afraid of!? Try something! You’re not getting any younger.” With my mother’s “encouragement,” I began posting screenshots of our conversations on Instagram.







Good morning Spawn. KEGEL ALERT KEGEL ALERT KEGEL ALERT KEGEL ALERT!







Mother, you have to stop doing this. IT’S NOT FUNNY!!!!!







Kate This isn’t a joke. If u don’t vaginacise every day ur lady bits will explode when u have a baby.







Do u want that to happen? Do your Kegels. Seriously.








I immediately regretted the decision: “OH DEAR GOD, WHAT HAVE I DONE?! HOW AM I EVER GOING TO BE TAKEN SERIOUSLY AFTER PEOPLE KNOW THAT MY MOM TEXTS ME DAILY KEGEL REMINDERS AND HAS A LOT TO SAY ABOUT DILDOS AND MY VAGINA IN GENERAL?” Sharing my personal life so publicly was a major adjustment, and for the first few weeks, I wanted to hide in my apartment. Was my boss’s boss’s boss’s boss just staring at me because of last night’s vagina post? Probably not, as he didn’t know my name. Was my dry cleaner smirking about the soy sauce stain on my blazer, or because he read this afternoon’s conversation about waxing my boyfriend’s pubic hair?


After a few months of getting accustomed to the fact that a wealth of information about my vaginal canal was publicly available, I just leaned in to all the oversharing. Hey, if my dental hygienist is already well versed in my mother’s anal bead curiosity, why not strangers in Iowa? So, when an editor named Morgan Shanahan reached out about writing an article on @CrazyJewish Mom for BuzzFeed, I thought why the hell not?


That weekend, my boyfriend and I were visiting my parents’ house, and we went to lunch at a little hole-in-the-wall Vietnamese restaurant my dad and I love. Unfortunately, the restaurant is in the back of an Asian supermarket that smells like the inside of a whale’s rectum. My mother was grimacing as we sat down.


“Uch, this place is disgusting.” She turned to my father. “Hey, Michael, tomorrow do you want to take me to dinner in a Porta Potty? I saw a really nice one at a construction site on the way here.”


I pulled out my phone to check Instagram, leaving my father to fend for himself. Thousands of new followers flashed onto my screen. I refreshed my feed again, one hundred more in less than a second! “Jon! Look!” I grabbed my boyfriend’s arm.


“Kate, turn that off.” My mom glared at me.


“No wait.” She reached for my phone, but I put a hand up. “Seriously hang on, something crazy is happening.” I refreshed BuzzFeed for the fiftieth time that day, and the interview was finally live!


“Oh my god!” Thousands of new followers were pouring in, and my heart started fluttering. “Oh my Go—I—I—I have to throw up!” Perhaps the orca butthole contributed, but I jumped up from the table, ran to the bathroom, and puked up the entire contents of my stomach and possibly some of my small intestine.


“You see, Michael?” My mom smacked my dad on the shoulder as I walked back toward the table. “You take us to places like this and we all get food poisoning and die.” Note: We hadn’t eaten yet. My dad and Jon looked at me with concern.


“I’m fine, I’m fine. They did an article about the Instagram account on BuzzFeed. I think it’s going viral!”


“What’s Buzz Freed?” My dad tilted his head quizzically.


“You mean, the blog?” My mother pulled sanitizing wipes from her purse. “So that’s good, right? What’s with all the vomit drama?” Yes, she called the Instagram account a “blog” for the first five months. Now she usually refers to it as “Kate’s Instagram App,” and in light of my recent promotion to CEO of Instagram, I’d like my stock options now, please.


“Give me your phone, Mom.” I smiled. “I need to sign you up for an Instagram account, so you can see the text messages I share.”


“What do I need to look at them for?” She picked up a chopstick with disgust and began cleaning it with a Handi-Wipe. “I’m the one who sends them to you. If I want to look at them, I’ll look at my text messages.”


“Yes, but don’t you want to follow? What if I post a conversation you don’t like?”


“Honey, if I say it to you, I mean it. I give great advice! So, let everyone see it; it’ll help people. And besides, I really don’t care what people think. This is me.”


In a week, @CrazyJewishMom had gone fully viral. The Instagram account went from having about 13,000 followers to 300,000, all watching and waiting to see what hilarious new adventure my mom and I would get into next.
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OMG GET DOWN HERE! THOR GOT THE TURKEY!! HE’S HUMPING IT AND SNARLING AT EVERYONE!!!







My baby’s in love!







MOM NOT FUNNY! What are we going to do?? We have people to feed!







Oh relax, we’ll just wash it off and cook it. no one will know.







MOM WHERE THE HELL ARE YOU!?! The turkey needs to cook for like 5 hours!!!







Calm down. First place had no organic free range pasture fed antibiotic/hormone free birds. Still looking.







Mom! You’re not going to find organic ON THANKSGIVING DAY! Just get any turkey!







U’ll thank me when u don’t sprout a third boob from the hormones.








However, my mother was involved long before the advent of the text message or Instagram. When asked about her parenting style directly, her response is usually: “Helicopter Mom? Please! I’m a Drone Mom!”
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Her obsession with my well-being and future truly began when I was in utero. She refused to wear deodorant for a full nine months—“the aluminum!”—and she read Shakespeare to “fetus me” for one hour each day when I was in her womb.


The best way I can describe her shenanigans while I was growing up is that it was like living in an episode of I Love Lucy. She was Lucy, and I was constantly roped in as Ethel, her unwitting accomplice.





YOU KNOW THINGS


ARE BAD


WHEN YOUR HUSBAND


FINDS THE NEW


CLOTHES YOU SNUCK


IN FROM THE CAR


LAST NIGHT




OMG. Look at this meme. This is your life in a nutshell.







Please, that’s amateur hour. The trick is to put it in a Whole Foods bag and pretend ur heading for the kitchen, then sneak upstairs







(I keep stacks of empty bags in my car.) Or sometimes I just put it in a dry cleaning bag and hang it all right in our closet. cut the tags off when he’s sleeping.








The mother-daughter relationship is a complex one though. As a daughter, you have to respect the fact that this woman grew you inside of her for nine months and then squeezed your watermelon-sized ass out of a small, sensitive hole. A hole that up to the point only ever experienced kielbasa- (if she’s a lucky lady/owns a vibrator, maybe bratwurst-) sized objects passing through. Add to that the unconditional love, diaper changing, and years of vile bodily fluid clean-up duty, and there’s a lot to be grateful for.


But watermelons and vaginas aside, there is no one else on the planet who knows where all your emotional land mines are buried, and exactly how to get away with tripping them. For instance, my mother will sometimes ask me this: “Kate, whatever happened to that adorable green skirt? You still have it, don’t you? It looks so good on you!” Seems innocuous, right? So when I detonate with “SHUT UP, MOM! I DON’T NEED THIS RIGHT NOW, OKAY? LEAVE ME ALONE!!!!” it’s confusing for the casual observer. She always responds to my explosion with feigned bewilderment: “What? All I did was ask about that skirt you love! What’s the issue?”


The Issue(s):




1.  The skirt in question was purchased in 2003 and last fit me when I was a sophomore in high school.


2.  Said skirt is not missing! It is hanging in my mother’s closet, because when she’s not affecting faux confusion about my atomic green-skirt response, she’s saying: “Someday it might fit you again.”





When my mother says, “Kate, whatever happened to that adorable green skirt?” I hear, Kate, you’re fat. Get to the gym, lard-o, and she knows it. Likewise, since I know that my mom is sensitive about her (large) breasts, when I say, “Mom, why don’t you just go to Victoria’s Secret? You love their bras!” I know she hears, HAH HAH! Victoria’s Secret doesn’t make straps big enough to restrain those industrial-grade milk jugs!


When you have a close relationship with your mother, you develop a kind of secret language that only you and she understand. It’s a language that can imbue an otherwise boring object with enough surreptitious, charged meaning to provoke a blood-boiling rampage of repressed rage with a single word. For instance, skirt.







Maybe you should freeze your eggs. A lot of single Young Hollywood is doing that. And the guys are freezing their sperm. I guess the current thought is that young eggs and sperm are better. It’s like insurance for better babies in case u marry late.







What makes you think I’m going to marry late?







Honey, it’s already late.








The secret language isn’t only used for sly insults though—it’s the same language that allows me to glance at my mother across the table and know we’re both trying to figure out if the couple next to us is a father-daughter or sugar daddy–sugar baby situation.


It’s also the language that enables me to wordlessly express, OH DEAR GOD, this food is disgusting! How are we going to get out of here without eating anything and insulting our new neighbor? OH NO! I MIGHT PUKE! And for her to silently respond: It’s fine, they have a dog. Follow my lead, and just sneak food under the table little by little. Incidentally, I should have been able to figure that one out on my own, as the dog in question was morbidly obese.


It’s the same language that allows us to scream at each other about a stupid green skirt like Mel Gibson yelling at a sea of rabbis, but to still know that if push came to shove, we’d jump in front of a moving train or even give up our Spanx if it meant helping each other.


This language ultimately speaks to how close we are, because that level of innate understanding cannot exist without a mutual, unconditional love. That said, I still sometimes want to punch her in the ovary.







Love you mom, thanks for being amazing!







Are u in trouble? Is this code?







No I’m fine







Prove it’s u and not a kidnapper. What’s my real hair color?







Literally no idea. Never seen it







Ok hi Spawn. Love u too.



















	< Messages


	
11:34 pm


Mother


@CrazyJewishMom



	Details













Kate can send me that collage from that photo shoot for ur book cover to post on my Facebook
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How do I post this on Facebook?













It’s Kate Elinore Friedman-Siegel, Bitch


Here are a few bullet points from my mother’s highly detailed vision of how my life should look:




•  Career: Rich entertainment attorney with a degree from Harvard Law.


•  Procreation: Two to four “grandspawn” to leave in her care, freeing me up to HAVE IT ALL! (She’s fine with a sperm donor.)


•  Love: Marry Mark Zuckerberg or Oprah Winfrey.





Judging by this, I’m a huge disappointment with my creative writing aspirations, empty womb, and failure to even meet, let alone marry, Mark or Oprah. Fortunately, my mother recognizes that her meticulously constructed idea of my ideal life is not necessarily what I want or even biologically realistic. For instance, while I’m sure Oprah Winfrey is a lovely woman, I have never looked at a clitoris and thought, Yep. This is for me.


Like all good parents, my mother ultimately supports my dreams. Unlike most parents, she will do everything short of murdering someone to make sure they come true. And, honestly? Capital offenses might be on the table, given the right circumstance. If you come out of Kim Friedman’s uterus, you’d better be absolutely positive that whatever dream you share with her is something you actually want.


When I was a teenager, what I wanted was to be a pop star. On reflection, pop stardom was probably not a good fit for someone whose idea of a good time was attending AP English class and writing Law & Order: SVU fan fiction. Nonetheless, I penned and recorded two (truly terrible) songs on my computer, and I was convinced I would be the next Britney Spears. An actual lyric I wrote: “If I was the sun, you would be the moon.” Subjunctive grammatical error aside, I think we can all agree that this was some pretty groundbreaking songwriting.


Thank God YouTube hadn’t taken off yet, because I most definitely would have uploaded those shameful songs to the Internet. Just think, I could have been the first Rebecca “Friday” Black! Though my song probably would have been called “Monday” and celebrated the end of the weekend and my excitement about going to AP US History class. (Because all the greatest pop songs are inspired by Franco-American relations in the post–WWII era.)


So yeah, my pop-star fantasy was a fairly aggressive delusion. Though I could definitely sing the crap out of a show tune, I couldn’t really read music, and I danced like a newborn calf trying to stand for the first time. My signature move was “The Sprinkler,” choreography that can literally be done while seated, but I wasn’t about to let a pesky little thing like lack of talent get in my way! Neither was my mother, so Project Pop Star was born . . .


Two weeks into my “recording career,” I came home from school one night and found my mom in the living room, dancing around with enthusiasm.


“You are not going to believe what I pulled off.”


“I mean, are you going to tell me?” Teenage sass for days!


She rolled her eyes, too thrilled to be annoyed with me. “I just got off the phone with Atticus Clark-Williamson.” She paused dramatically and waited for me to hug her or at least well up with tears of sweet gratitude.


“. . . Okay, who’s that?”


She threw her hands up in the air. “Honestly, Kate, you say you want to be a musician, and you know nothing about the recording industry! Atticus is the rock star photographer to the gods!” Not true. “My friend Amy told me that he’s photographed everyone! Paul McCartney, Christina Aguilera, Bruce Springsteen! AND he has friends at all the major record labels.” Very not true. “And you’re not going to believe this. He’s agreed to do a photo shoot for you this weekend for a fraction of his usual rate!” This part, sadly, was true. “This could be it, Kate! If he likes your music and your look . . . he knows EVERYONE! This is your shot!”


While Atticus Clark-Williamson (actual name: Jerry Fleischman) was in fact a professional photographer, a more realistic résumé might have read: “Once assisted a ‘rock-star photographer to the gods’ on one photo shoot where Lindsay Lohan was supposed to show up but then didn’t, because she had been hospitalized for ‘exhaustion.’ ”


“Wait, a photo shoot? For what?”


“For your demo cover!”


“But I don’t even have a real demo yet. I still need more songs . . .”


That didn’t seem to concern her. My mother and Atticus had already planned an elaborate shoot in downtown Los Angeles. “It’s going to be fabulous. Atticus is right . . . he’s so right! You need a look that will stand out from all the bubblegum crap that’s out there now. He’s going to get this gritty, edgy, dangerous downtown-looking vibe. I’m so excited.”


Things that are wrong with this idea:




1.  My songs were about as edgy as a lemonade stand in a gated suburban community. And frankly, that’s what I was going for. I wanted to be Britney Spears, not Courtney Love.


2.  At that time, parts of downtown Los Angeles were extremely dangerous.





That said, what teenage girl doesn’t want to spend a glamorous day prancing around in front of a camera? I gladly went with it. I imagined wind machines and makeup artists touching up my lipstick between pictures: “Kate, you’re a natural! Kate, you’re gorgeous! Move over, Beyoncé, here comes Kate Elinore Friedman-Siegel!”


When photo-shoot day arrived, my mother woke me with a remarkable amount of enthusiasm for 6 a.m. “Get up! Get up! Get up! It’s rock star girl diva day!” Catching her excitement, I threw off my duvet cover and “Sprinkler’d” over to the chair where she had laid out the final four outfits for the photo shoot.


“I really think I nailed the DANGER look, Kate, don’t you?”


One of the outfits included a Juicy Couture zip-up tracksuit. So no. No, she had not nailed the danger look. We fussed with my hair and makeup, and by the time we left the house, I was feeling good, like Brad Pitt Third Wife Material good.


We met the photographer in a Dunkin’ Donuts parking lot, right off the I-10 freeway. He was wearing carefully ripped jeans, a leather vest with no shirt, and beaded bracelets on both arms. He leaned against his vintage Ford Bronco, posing. His hair was artfully swept to one side with enough product to preserve his look in the event of a nuclear blast.


“Oh, there he is! Michael, pull over!” My dad, who had agreed to chauffeur us around all day, tucked the car into the spot next to the Bronco.


My mother leapt out of the car, arms wide. “Atticus! So fabulous to meet you! We’re so excited about today.”


“Cool. Where’s Kate?”


“SPAWN! Get out here!” She waved at me to hurry, and I opened the back door of my dad’s car, tottering out on the highest heels I had ever worn. Atticus immediately started snapping photos of me with the Nikon camera dangling from his right hand.


“Um, hi. I’m Kate . . . oh shoot, are you starting? I wasn’t ready.” I’ve always wanted to see how those first photos came out—I still had several of my mother’s hot-pink rollers in my hair, so I’m sure they were excellent.


“Do you want art or do you want Britney Spears?” I mean, I definitely wanted to be Britney Spears, but it seemed like that wasn’t the response Atticus was looking for.


“Oh no, it’s just that I didn’t realize we were going already. I wasn’t ready, so I didn’t smile or pose or anything.”


“Art can’t be posed. I want you raw. I want to feel your emotion!”


“In front of Dunkin’ Donuts?”


Atticus sighed. I clearly didn’t get it. “Listen, let’s just go to the first location. I’m already exhausted. I was up all night shooting at the Roxy.” He moved toward the door of his truck. “You guys follow in your car.”


My mother and I got back into the Volvo with my dad, and she started in on me: “Kate, enough with the attitude. If he tells you to do something, you do it! Did you not hear that?! He was shooting at the Roxy!! You need to impress him!” She was drunk on Atticus’s Kool-Aid.
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