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This book is in memory of my parents, who had me, raised me, loved me, and taught me to always believe in myself. Fred and Jackie Silverstein, you are missed every second of every day.




FOREWORD
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DECEMBER 1988. I’M twenty years old, home from college for winter break. I’m with my boys, the boys I’ve known since I was six (the boys whose interactions I will steal from many times when I write Entourage).


They all know that my going to college is a farce. I’m never gonna be a lawyer. I’m either too dumb or too lazy. But I’m gonna be in comedy. Somehow. Some way.


My boys know this. One of them, Frankie Giovanello, tells me that I have to see this new comic on the Rodney Dangerfield special.


Frankie swears that “you’re gonna shit your pants when you hear this guy.”


His name: Andrew Dice Clay.


So we all sit down.


We bust open some Jack (my parents are out).


And we wait. For the Diceman.


Now, I’m a punk at the time, a hater. Comics I don’t already know and idolize all suck. So I wait, anxious to tell my boys how much the Diceman sucks. How when I’m older, I’m gonna be much funnier.


And then he comes on.


Leather jacket.


Hair to the ceiling.


Cigarette in his mouth.


I remember this like it’s yesterday. Seriously.


And I’m thinking, What the fuck is this?


And then he starts.


He puts his arm around his neck and takes a toke off his cig.


To this day I have no idea why that was funny, but I didn’t stop laughing for the next ten minutes.


Neither did my boys.


Vulgar nursery rhymes.


Sex jokes.


Aggressive.


Raw.


Nasty.


But you could feel, or at least I could, that it was a put-on. There was something lovable about this guy.


I was sure he was going to be a giant star. Two years later, the same crew and I were at Madison Square Garden, screaming along with twenty thousand other maniacs at “Little boy blue. He needed the money.”


I was right. Dice had blown up.


Every guy I knew could recite his entire act.


He made movies and TV shows. He seemed to be everywhere.


And then he disappeared. Poof.


I always wondered what had happened.


I didn’t know that nearly twenty-five years later I would have a chance to help resurrect one of the most dynamic performers I’d ever seen.


When Dice came to the set of Entourage to start work on our final season, it was as if I were a kid again, watching as a fan. He’s such a force and a presence. The minute he started his scene, he just popped. I went over to him after and said, “You know, your whole life is about to change.” And he just said, “Yeah. I’m ready.”


I knew he was. And so did Woody Allen, and now Martin Scorsese. The Diceman is back with a vengeance!


Doug Ellin




INTRODUCTION
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MOST CELEBRITIES WRITE their books to look good. If their necks were long enough, they’d bend over backward to kiss their own ass. Most people rewrite history to make themselves the fuckin’ hero. Well, I do consider myself a hero, but not the kind that blows smoke up his butt. I’m a hero like Rocky is a hero, ’cause I’ve learned to take punches. I’m a hero because if you knock me down, I get right back up. I’m a hero ’cause the weasels who wanted me outta the game are outta the game themselves, and I’m still swinging. I’m a hero ’cause I got the balls to tell the filthy truth.


So I’m not gonna start at the top. I’m gonna start this at the bottom. I ain’t playing the Garden or the Forum. I’m playing the back room of a sushi bar in Vegas. I’m broke, grinding through the toughest decade of my life. Two marriages have collapsed. Counting the cost of my divorces, my crumbling career, and a vicious blackjack jones, I’ve lost millions. If it wasn’t for the fact that I was raising my two wonderful sons—the most beautiful human beings in the world—I might have lost it. But I haven’t lost it. I still got it. I’m standing up tall in this little Japanese joint, performing in front of fifteen people when I used to perform in front of fifteen thousand. I’m saying, “You’re watching history. You’re watching Rocky training for the championship. You’re watching the champ on the comeback trail. You’re gonna remember this moment when you saw Dice in such a place, just like you remember the time you got your first hot fuck. When you’re fucking, the dark clouds lift and the world goes away. You guys know what I’m talkin’ about. When you’re slammin’ into her soaking-wet pussy like a fuckin’ freight train, you ain’t worried about the rent or the price of gasoline. When you’re about to bust wide open with your barrel of load, you got the energy of the gods. Well, I got that energy tonight. I’m coming at you with all I got.”


That night was the beginning of the ride back. That night I also got a little spiritual. I talked about God. I said, “They say after you die you get a few minutes with God. Well, I can imagine God saying, ‘Dice’—he’s calling me Dice ’cause he’s a fan—‘Dice, what’s the one thing in life that really bothered you?’


“And I say, ‘Well, G, you’re a great guy for asking. So, with all due respect, there is one thing I’d like to know.’


“ ‘What’s that, Dice?’


“ ‘When men get older, why did you go and stretch the balls out like that? Why didn’t you stretch out the cock? I mean, how great would it be when you go off to work to hear your chick say, “Honey, tuck your cock into your cuff.” ’ ”


That small crowd in the back of the sushi bar got off. I got off. I made sure we had a good time. They laughed until they cried. They soaked up my take on life, which only gets richer with each passing day. They got all of me.


In this book, I’m giving you all of me. I’m making goddamn sure that you’re gonna have a good time—the time of your life—in reading about my life.


I have every confidence that whether you begged, borrowed, bought, or stole this book, once you get done reading it, you’ll wanna read it again. It’s gonna be that fuckin’ good. I say that because I was born and nurtured in the most colorful, beloved place in all the world, a place where storytelling is an art form—stories coming out of the candy stores and the playgrounds and the delis, stories in every apartment building and on every street corner, crazy stories, funny stories, but no story funnier or crazier than the one belonging to Andrew Silverstein, born September 29, 1957, in beautiful Brooklyn, New York, a kid so bold and eager to get going that when in the hospital the nurse put a plastic nipple in his mouth, he ripped open her shirt, watched her big, beautiful boobs pop out, and said, “Honey, I like it from the tap.”




THE ORIGINALS
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THE ORIGINALS ARE:


Jackie Silverstein, Supermom.


Fred Silverstein, Superdad.


Natalie Silverstein, Supersis.


And me—Superman.


BECAUSE SUPERMAN LOVED his neighborhood of Brooklyn, and because Superman knew it was his job to protect the neighborhood, Superman was taking his job seriously.


At six years old I was going to school wearing my Superman costume under my regular clothes. When my parents and sister were sleeping at night I was practicing flying, leaping from the couch to the floor in a single bound. Like the television Superman on my favorite show, I was faster than a speeding bullet and more powerful than a locomotive. If someone had told me that Superman was a figment of the imagination of two Jewish cartoonists from Cleveland, I wouldn’t have believed it. I thought he was real. I thought he was me.


Without knowing I was wearing my costume, Mom one morning walked me to the corner where the school bus arrived to take me to PS 222. I climbed in and took a seat by the window. I watched Mom watching me and saw all the sadness in her eyes. She didn’t like to be apart from me—not even for a few hours. That’s the kind of mom she was.


At school I had a hard time sitting down. I was in the back of the room pacing back and forth.


“Andrew,” said the teacher. “What in the world are you doing?”


“Pacing.”


“Stop.”


“I can’t.”


“Why?”


“I gotta go to the bathroom.”


“Then go.”


I went, and that’s where I took off my street clothes and ran back to the classroom as Superman.


The kids loved it. They howled. They applauded. With my arms extended and my cape flowing, I was running around the room.


“Stop!” screamed the teacher.


“I can’t. I’m Superman. I’m here to protect you. I gotta protect everyone.”


I caused mayhem and chaos. I liked it.


Fifteen minutes hadn’t gone by before Mom showed up in the classroom. Jackie Silverstein was a gorgeous woman with the looks of Liz Taylor who also had a mouth on her that could scare mountain lions. Not that there were too many mountain lions in Brooklyn.


The teacher started in on Mom. Big mistake. The teacher said, “Andrew not only has shown absolutely no interest in his schoolwork, now he’s running around here in this costume and scaring the other children.”


“They don’t look scared,” said Mom. “They look amused.”


“There’s nothing funny about this,” said the teacher.


“Then why are they laughing?” said my mother.


“Mrs. Silverstein, let me be frank. The way Andrew is behaving, it’s going to all go downhill from here. Your son’s not going to have a future.”


Mom stepped up to the teacher and stood as close to her as she could. They were jaw-to-jaw. Mom laid into her.


“That’s what you want to say about my kid—right here in front of the other kids—that he has no future? I thought teachers were supposed to be smart. But this is not a smart thing to say. This is a stupid thing to say. Very stupid. So stupid I have half a mind to waltz you into the principal’s office and tell him what you’re telling me and these other bright little kids. You’re telling them that having an imagination and a little fun is not only a terrible thing but it also means you’re ruining your life. And you call yourself a teacher? Lady, you should be ashamed of yourself. You should resign your job and look for work down in the sewers—that’s what you should do.”


My jaw dropped. The same went for the other kids. They were stunned. Mom grabbed me by the arm and yanked me outta there. I wanted to thank her, I wanted to kiss her, but I didn’t say anything, because as soon as we left school she was yelling at me. “What kind of kid puts on a Superman show in the classroom? Are you out of your mind, Andrew? Are you crazy?”


When Dad got home from work she told him the story and started yelling at me all over again. But I didn’t mind. Because hearing what happened, my sister, Natalie—who’s three years older—was laughing just like the kids had been laughing. And besides, even though I knew I may have messed up, I’d learned the biggest lesson of all: that my family was everything. My family was there to back me up. My family was there to defend me against the world, no matter what I did. My family was my protector, and I was my family’s protector. We were the Originals. We were from Brooklyn. No one was gonna mess with me. No one was gonna intimidate me. I was free to fly.


My dad could do anything he put his mind to. He wasn’t scared of going from one kind of business to another. In the earliest part of my life, when we lived in a garden apartment on Burnett Street, he owned a big toy store on Avenue U. If Mom had the mouth, Dad had the heart. He was a giver. He’d say, “Take any toys you want, Andrew.”


I saw Dad as a combination of Santa Claus and Hanukkah Harry. At Christmas our living room was piled high with toys—board games and dolls, cowboy holsters and every ball known to mankind. Too bad I couldn’t catch or throw the balls worth a shit. From childhood on, I sucked at all sports except for one—boxing.


This was another gift from my father, who’d been a Golden Gloves champ. He was so good they put up a statue of him in a park near Cunningham Junior High. Dad wasn’t a loudmouth like Mom. He was a strong, good-looking man with no apparent fears. He didn’t provoke fights, but he didn’t back down. He made it clear that he was there to protect my mom, my sister, and me. His attitude was, You don’t gotta be afraid of the world; you can take on the world, and when you do, I got your back.


Dad might have been calm, but our household wasn’t. Our household was loud. There was a lot of screaming, not only because Mom expressed herself that way but also because her loud family was always around. There was my beautiful grandmother Shirley and her sister, Carol, and Carol’s husband, Ernie, not to mention all the other aunts and uncles and cousins. I loved all this. I even loved the screaming. I came to believe that, for Jewish families living in Brooklyn, the more you screamed, the happier you were. The more you screamed, the more you loved your family. You didn’t hold nothing back. You let your feelings fly.


Shirley and her daughters also lit up certain fancy New York nightclubs where they ran the cloakrooms. I remember my dad leaving the apartment at midnight to drive into the city to pick them up after work. This was our family’s first venture into showbiz. Mom, Aunt Carol, and Grandma loved the bright lights of Broadway and wanted to be close to the action. Dad never objected and, because he was so sure of himself, never got jealous when Mom got the attention of other men.


I got everyone’s attention early on. I didn’t have to demand their attention—I got it ’cause they loved me. I got it ’cause I loved to carry on and entertain them, mimicking voices I’d heard on the radio or actors I’d seen at the movies. By the time I was six, I could do John Wayne. The living room was my stage, and my family, with sister Natalie as my biggest fan, cheered me on.


Brooklyn was the center of our universe. Brooklyn was heaven. I never imagined leaving. And then one day, much to my amazement, we got up and left.




THE ORIGINALS WERE ON THE MOVE
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AFTER FIVE YEARS of construction, the Verrazano-Narrows Bridge, linking Brooklyn to Staten Island, was finally opened on November 21, 1964. This was the first day that cars could make the drive. Among those passenger cars was a Pontiac LeMans driven by Fred Silverstein. Jackie was sitting shotgun, with Natalie and seven-year-old Andrew in the backseat.


The Originals were making the short haul over the water from Brooklyn to Staten Island.


Back then Staten Island was wide open and ripe for development. Dad’s dream was to create a whole neighborhood—fifty-two homes. He was calling it Silvertown Estates and moving us into the middle of the action. We’d be living in one of the first completed two-family houses in the development. We’d be living upstairs, and downstairs would be Aunt Carol and Uncle Ernie and their kids, my cousins Jamie and Lori.


As we drove off the bridge and exited onto Victory Boulevard, I craned my neck to look around. My little heart was beating like mad. I was excited but also wary. We were only a few miles from Brooklyn, but as far as I was concerned, we could have been on the fuckin’ moon. Brooklyn was wall-to-wall apartment buildings. Staten Island was acres of empty farmland. Brooklyn had subways. Staten Island had cows.


Silvertown Estates was still going up. Some of the houses were half-built, some just framed, others just cement foundations. Only half the streets were paved. Our house, at 431 Canterbury Avenue, was a beautiful two-tone shingle home. The development was set in the middle of the woods. Just beyond that area, some two thousand feet away from our house, was a giant brick tower next to a complex of big old ugly brick buildings. It looked like a penitentiary.


“What is it, Dad?” I asked.


“Willowbrook. It’s a mental hospital.”


“What’s a mental hospital?”


“A hospital for people who’ve gone mental.”


“Crazy people?”


“They come there for treatment.”


“And they lock ’em up?”


“They’re locked up till they get better.”


“And what if they escape?” I asked, feeling uneasy about these neighbors.


“You don’t got nothing to worry about, Andrew. Look around, sonny boy. Staten Island is paradise.”


I looked around, but my eyes went back to the ugly brick tower and those nasty-looking buildings. Crazy people. We were living down the road from an army of crazy people.


Other than living in the shadow of a loony bin, I liked Staten Island. The wide-open spaces made me feel free. I raced around on my first serious bike—a three-speed red Stingray with a big banana seat, thick motorcycle handles, and a fat sissy bar in the back.


Schoolwork still didn’t thrill me. It never would. I was a third-rate student and first-rate class clown. My favorite parts of the school day were the fire drills.


“They’re great,” I was telling Mom. “The teacher lines us up outside, and if you’re not in a straight line, he punches you in the arm to get you back.”


“He what?”


“He walks up and down like John Wayne and punches you in the arm.”


“He didn’t punch you, Andrew, did he?”


“Well, yeah, kinda  . . . ’cause I was outta line.”


I realized I shouldn’t have said nothing, because the next day Jackie Silverstein, dressed like she was attending the Academy Awards, showed up at school. When the door to our classroom opened, she walked through wearing her full-length mink coat. It was like she was making a personal appearance. As I said, my mom was a knockout, a dead ringer for Elizabeth Taylor. But you put her next to the real Liz Taylor, you’d think Liz Taylor was a skank. But more than beauty, my mom had charisma. When she walked into a room, it was like she had a spotlight following her. My teacher, Mr. Barketta, this tall guy in his thirties, he didn’t have a chance.


“I’m Mrs. Silverstein,” she said. A hush fell over the room. I could feel everybody staring at her. She smiled, but I wouldn’t call it a happy smile. This smile gripped your heart and made you shudder. “So, Andrew told me you gave him a little punch in the arm, is that right?”


“It was just a little chuck.” Mr. Barketta tried to look cool, but he mainly looked sick. He came over to me. “It was only a tap. I didn’t hurt you, did I, partner?”


“I know you would never hit my kid.” That smile again. Blazing cold. Turning Mr. Barketta to ice. “I see that now that we’ve met. I just had to check.” Then Mom flipped that smile over, changing it from giving you the shivers to warming you up. “Andrew told me you do a pretty good John Wayne.”


Mr. Barketta rotated his neck, hitched up his pants, narrowed his mouth and walked bowlegged across the room toward Mom. “No way I’d ever hurt your little boy, ma’am,” he said, channeling John Wayne himself.


Everybody laughed, Mom the loudest. “Very good, Mr. Barketta. It’s like I’m looking right at the Duke.”


“Aw, shucks, Mrs. Silverstein.”


Another huge laugh.


“Well, I’ll let you all get back to class.” My mother dipped her head daintily at Mr. Barketta, gave me a wave, and headed out of the classroom, her mink coat swishing as she walked.


“Very nice meeting you, Mrs. Silverstein,” Mr. Barketta said, losing the John Wayne, going back to his goofy normal voice.


My mom waved again, tinkling her fingers over her shoulder, and left the classroom. For half a second, the room went quiet as a tomb. Then all the girls clapped and cheered, and all the boys whistled.




DON’T FUCK WITH AN ORIGINAL
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I NEVER BEGAN fights, but I never shied away from them. There was this kid who lived down the street. He was a little nuts to begin with. We were trading baseball cards when he decided that he didn’t like how the trades were going. So, without provocation, he knocked over a huge stack of cards and swiped at my face with his open hand. Before I could react, he ran off. When I got home, Mom took one look at me and started screaming.


“What happened to my Andrew?”


I went to the bathroom and looked in the mirror and saw why Mom was yelling. I looked like something out of a horror movie. The kid had taken his fingernails and raked my face from my forehead to my chin. That’s when I flipped out. I ran out of the house and down the street to where the kid lived. I was gonna kill him. When I got there his big fat mother—she must have weighed three hundred fifty pounds—was blocking the door. The kid was hiding behind her. Trying to reach around her to grab her son, I was screaming, “You’re dead! You’re dead!” I was just about to get past the mother when my mother and sister showed up. They knew my temper and were scared I was going to kill the kid. But I wouldn’t listen to reason. I was still going after him when I felt a hand on my shoulders.


“Okay, big shot,” said my dad. “Time to stop.”


So I did.


Next day Mom said I could skip school ’cause of the scratch marks on my face, but I went anyway. I was gonna get this fuckin’ kid. I waited all day ’cause I knew we’d be on the same bus going home. I stared at him, letting him know he was gonna get it. He looked out the window, trying to ignore me. When we got to our stop, he got to the front of the bus in a hurry. I was in the back, but I blasted my way through the bus, knocking the other kids out of the way. He was already running down the street. I dropped my books to gain speed and quickly caught him right in front of our house. He tried to rake my face again. Not this time. He then tried to punch me in the balls. That’s when I really went off. I don’t mind a fight, but I do mind getting punched in the balls. I got him in a headlock and bashed his face with my knee. Aunt Carol heard the commotion and came running out.


“Beat the shit outta him, Andrew!”


I slammed him with his metal lunch box. By now he was a bloody mess. I didn’t stop until Dad and a few other men arrived and put an end to the massacre.


An hour later I was back home with Mom and Natalie when we heard Aunt Carol screaming. We all ran downstairs to see what was wrong.


“That little bastard,” she said, “the one Andrew beat up. He was just here. He pulled out his dick and pissed on my window.”


The way Aunt Carol said that broke us up. It also broke up the mood. We couldn’t stop laughing.




YOU CAN KEEP JOHN AND PAUL; I WANTED TO BE RINGO
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ANOTHER BEAUTIFUL THING about my childhood is music. I fell in love with rhythm before I fell in love with girls. I was crazy for the beat of a tom drum, the snap of a snare, and the brassy crash of a cymbal. The first grooves I heard that drove me wild came from a song called “Caravan,” which Uncle Ernie loved and played on his phonograph over and over. Uncle Ernie loved the big-band beats, especially when the drummer was Gene Krupa, his favorite. Krupa’s drum intro and later his solo in Benny Goodman’s “Sing, Sing, Sing” did the trick: it turned me inside out and had me grabbing the spoons from Aunt Carol’s kitchen and beating on the phone book.


“Sure, Krupa was the greatest,” said Mom. “But they say he was a hophead. They say he took drugs. If I ever catch you taking drugs, Andrew, I’ll murder you. Do you understand?”


“Yes, Mom.”


“Promise me you won’t.”


“I won’t.”


And I never did.


Not long after my Krupa craze—a craze that has lasted until this day—I got even crazier one Sunday night when I was watching our Emerson console TV. Natalie and I were sitting on the floor, Mom and Dad were on the couch. Ed Sullivan came on. He looked like a corpse and talked like a tight-ass, but we loved Ed because Ed loved show business and always honored the old-timers. But tonight he didn’t have no old-timers. He had this group of four shaggy-haired kids from England.


The one who got to me was the guy playing the drums—the guy sitting high on a riser above the other three, up there with his big nose, his head bobbing up and down while he beat the shit out of those tubs. While the girls in the balcony were screeching so loud for George, Paul, and John that you couldn’t hear them sing or play their guitars, I could hear every sound Ringo made. Ringo was behind the whole operation. Ringo was the driver in the driver’s seat. I loved Ringo. I wanted to be Ringo.


“I’m gonna be that guy!” I announced to the other Originals.


In another family—a family more normal than the Originals—I might have been told that I was nuts. Who is this little kid saying that he’s gonna be a rock-and-roll star? But in my family the reaction was just the opposite.


“You’ll be whoever you wanna be,” said Mom.


“You’ll be terrific at whatever you do,” said Dad.


“Let’s go get that Beatles record,” said Natalie.


It wasn’t long before I had my own toy drum set and was banging away to my heart’s content. Turned out I was a natural. The rhythm flowed outta me. Also turned out that the drums were a great way for me to get out everything inside—frustrations at not doing good at school and anger at the bullies and gang members who thought they’d scare me off. They didn’t.




FUCKIN’ CUNT MOTHERFUCKIN’ BITCH ASSHOLE GODDAMN BASTARD COCKSUCKER PIECE OF SHIT SONOFABITCH BASTARD SHITHEAD
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I’D HEARD CURSING my whole life. You couldn’t live in the Silverstein home and not hear a little cursing. My aunt Carol would call someone a “stupid bastard” or Mom would refer to some schmuck as a “dumb son of a bitch.” They used those words with a certain rhythm that rang right. There was a poetry to the way they cursed.


Back then cursing wasn’t what it is today. Certain words—like “fuck” or “cunt”—you’d never hear. They were off-limits. And of course as kids we were not allowed to curse at all. Even words like “goddamn” were not allowed. If I slipped up and said “Goddamn shit,” my parents would get upset.


Mom would say, “Listen to that mouth on him, Fred.”


Then Dad would say, “Where do you think he gets it from, Jackie?”


Either way, I was told, “Use language like that again and we’ll wash out your mouth with soap.”


All that brings me to one day when I was in the schoolyard during recess, a time when the other kids liked to gather around me because they never knew what I might do. I might get an old pail and start beating it like a drum, pretending I was Ringo Starr. I might climb on top of the tallest fence, announce that I was Superman, and fly off. I might do anything. But on this particular freezing-cold day I felt like being alone—an unusual condition for a kid like me ’cause I liked attention. I liked being noticed. But unnoticed, I went off by myself back to the school building, where I stood alone. No one was there. No one could see me. No one could hear me. I stood facing the closed doors of the school. While the kids were far away, running around the schoolyard and letting off steam, I opened my mouth, and a hurricane of curse words came storming outta me.


“Fuck!


“Shit!


“Cunt!


“Motherfucker!


“Bitch!”


I shouted out each word individually, and then I strung them together—“Fuckin’ cunt motherfuckin’ bitch asshole goddamn bastard cocksucker piece of shit sonofabitch bastard shithead . . .”


It was like I had Tourette’s. I couldn’t stop myself. It felt like diarrhea of the mouth. It went on for several minutes. But when it was over, it felt good. I felt free. Maybe those words had been bottled up in my mind and needed to explode. Those words had power. They came out of some deep part of me, and even as a kid, they felt good coming outta my mouth. To this day I can’t believe that moment happened. I was only in the third grade.




THE KING
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IT WAS 1968 and I was eleven. I was told to go to sleep but couldn’t, because music was coming from the TV set in the living room that had me climbing out of my bed and crawling on the floor to crack open the door. I had to see who was making the music.


There he was. He was so explosive and dynamic that I couldn’t stay put. I had to take a chance on pissing off my parents by walking into the living room and just standing there. Knowing me as they did, Mom and Dad let me stay. They let me sit right in front of the TV, understanding that the singing was so great that I’d never get back to sleep anyway.


“Stay, Andrew,” said Mom. “You can hear a couple of songs, then straight back to bed.”


I heard more than a couple. I stayed for all of them—“That’s All Right,” “Heartbreak Hotel,” “Lawdy Miss Clawdy,” “Blue Suede Shoes,” “One Night with You”—one better than the other. The way he sounded fuckin’ fractured me—that cocksure smoothness of his voice. The way he looked fuckin’ fractured me—the tight leather pants and the leather jacket with the collar stuck up in the back. His sneer fractured me. His easy give-and-take with the audience fractured me. His absolute total not-insecure-for-a-second confidence fractured me.


I watched Elvis Presley that night—only later did I learn it was his comeback special—feeling that he was everything I wanted to be. Whatever he had, I wanted. But it was more than that. I felt that I already had what he had. I knew that Elvis was Elvis because he took over the stage and the room and the television audience around the world. He loved how everyone was looking at him. And everyone was looking at him because his every move was right. And his every move was right because he was in charge.


That was it!


His in-charge attitude was the attitude that lived inside me!


I didn’t know how or when or even why, but goddamn it . . . I was gonna have that kind of in-charge look and feel and act. I was gonna take over. I was gonna command the fuckin’ stage.


I was gonna be Elvis!


My parents saw that I was transfixed and did nothing to break my spell. Even though my parents related more to Frank Sinatra than Elvis Presley, they saw that Elvis had what Frank had: crazy charisma. By that age I’d heard enough Sinatra to love him myself. I loved when he sang “My Kind of Town” and “Come Fly with Me.” I could fly with Sinatra. But Elvis had something that Frank didn’t. Elvis had the leather. Elvis had the rebel look. While Elvis was singing, he was also saying, “Fuck you if you don’t like me, ’cause I like me. I like me so much I’m gonna make you like me.”




MIAMI FOR A MINUTE
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I DON’T KNOW exactly why we left Staten Island and moved to Miami when I was twelve, because my parents didn’t include my sister and me in discussions about their finances. But that’s how it should be. With Silvertown Estates, I figured that Dad hadn’t made the fortune he had expected, but that was okay because Dad had lots of skills. Dad always found a way to make a living. The man could do anything. And Mom, like millions of other Brooklyn Jews, had always wanted to live in Miami Beach.


So we moved.


Miami in those days was about the Fontainebleau Hotel, where Sammy Davis and Sinatra played; the Eden Roc, where Liz Taylor stayed; and the Miami Beach Auditorium, where they shot The Jackie Gleason Show. I remember the palm trees, the beach, the sunshine, and the Parkview Point, the high-rise where we lived.


I was still an innocent kid. For instance, my friend Mark, a year older than me, would talk about fucking girls, but I wasn’t ready. I didn’t know the territory. I hadn’t studied the anatomy. I didn’t really know what to do. I was shy. Yes, loudmouth class-clown jackass joker do-anything-for-attention Andrew Silverstein had a shy side. He wasn’t ready to get down and dirty. It would take many more years for me to gain the courage to explore the sexual territory that I was dreaming about. At that point, the dreams would have to do.


•  •  •


My dad was my hero because he not only loved and protected his family, he always found a way to deal with the cold, cruel world, no matter what setbacks he faced. When he got to Miami Beach, he was a builder, supervising construction crews putting up high-rises. He’d go out and walk on those steel girders fifteen stories above the ground and not think twice about it. The man could do anything. I saw that when things didn’t work out he never complained. When business at his Brooklyn toy store went flat, he just put a lock on the door and walked away. When the Silvertown Estates project didn’t work out, he didn’t moan or groan. He moved on. After eight or nine months in Florida, when Mom missed Brooklyn so badly we decided to move back, Dad walked out of his Miami Beach building business and started up a new business. This was the Royal Process Agency at 16 Court Street in downtown Brooklyn.


All the Originals were glad to be back in the borough we loved best. Staten Island was okay, Miami Beach was nice, but Brooklyn was home, Brooklyn was my heart. We moved in for a while with Grandma Shirley at Avenue M and East Twelfth—it was great living with a grandmother who treated me like a little prince—before we got a place of our own at 3202 Nostrand Avenue, apartment 4A.




FALLING IN LOVE WITH A PAIR OF FURRY GLOVES
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I STILL REMEMBER my first time. You always remember your first. I was in my bedroom at my little desk making believe I was doing homework while my parents were sitting at the kitchen table on the other side of my door. My bedroom was right off the kitchen. I had an itch down there. And the more I scratched the itch, the itchier it got. Looking for something soft to rub the itch, I was rummaging through a box in my closet when I noticed a pair of furry gloves that Mom had bought me in the Brooklyn Kings Plaza shopping center.


I took one of the gloves and folded back the opening so the leather on the outside of the glove wouldn’t hurt me. Hoping to stop the itch, I stuck my cock inside the little furry glove. The more I rubbed the glove up and down, the better it felt. More rubbing, better and better feeling, until all of a sudden an overwhelming feeling washed over me. I pulled the glove off to see that my cock was shooting out stuff like I’d struck oil. It wouldn’t stop. I panicked. Making sure Mom and Dad weren’t around, I made a beeline for the bathroom, my cock still shooting cum. I threw a towel over the dick head to catch the last of my load. Remember—I didn’t even know what a load was. And I knew that it wasn’t piss, ’cause taking a leak never felt that good. I figured I had broken my dick. Matter of fact, I didn’t touch my cock again for months after. It wasn’t until I heard the other boys talking about jerking off that I realized it was normal. That’s when I went home and started seriously dating both those furry gloves. I was the only kid in the ninth grade dating twins.


With the help of Vaseline and Neosporin, I wound up fucking everything in the house—scarves, socks, blankets, earmuffs. I fucked my mom’s fur coat so many times it didn’t even need a hanger. I’m sure some scientist has figured out how many loads your average horny boy shoots in a day. Well, if the norm is two or three, I could double that. Whacking off became a religious ritual. It was my way of worshipping the Priestess of Pussy. It was where I put my energy and imagination. No one told me it was wrong. No one warned me that it would ruin me. My parents had to know what I was doing in the bathroom for thirty minutes at a time. If they objected, they didn’t bug me. They figured it was normal, even healthy. In that respect, I was one of the healthiest kids on the block.





SLY AND THE STONES AT MY BAR MITZVAH
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ONCE WE MOVED back to Brooklyn, Dad transitioned fast from picking up work serving summonses for different lawyers around the borough to starting his own company, the Royal Process Agency. He was done moving from business to business. He’d own and operate Royal Process for the next twenty years.


For me, the first big event of our return home was my bar mitzvah.


Because it happened soon after we’d returned from Florida, I hadn’t had a lot of time to prepare. I was not exactly a star student with my Hebrew lessons, but I’d learned a couple of quick prayers and written a nice little speech in English. The big party was held at the Marquee Room, right there on Nostrand Avenue near Sheepshead Bay. Making it even stranger—and better—was the fact that it was happening on Halloween night. Dad honored the promise he’d made six years before when I saw Ringo Starr on Ed Sullivan. He presented me with a beautiful shiny new white Pearl drum kit that he bought at a music store down the street from Grandma Shirley’s apartment. Drums spoke my language, and I’d been playing for almost half my life at this point. The kit was all set up and ready for me to sit in with the hired band, comprised of older guys who could really play. I kicked off with the Stones’ “Honky Tonk Woman” and followed up with Sly Stone’s “I Want to Take You Higher.” Feeling like a million bucks, I crushed both songs. My family and friends cheered for me like I was John Bonham with Led Zeppelin or Carmine Appice with Vanilla Fudge.


Among my friends at the party was Jimmy D. Maria, one of my pals from Hudde Junior High, a six-foot-three hulk of a kid. He had red cheeks and red hair that told you right away he was 100 percent Irish. He was also a member in good standing of a gang called the Avenue M Animals. In the playground during recess, Jimmy D. was always playing craps. Maybe the reason I liked him was ’cause he was a gutsy gambler.


“Hey,” I told Jimmy D. one day in the schoolyard, “I know what the ‘D’ in your name stands for.”


“What?”


“ ‘Dice.’ I’m calling you Dice.”


He laughed it off. “Okay, I’m Dice.”


The kid was a tough guy, and I liked it when the tough guys liked me.


“Hey, Dice,” I told him. “I’m glad you showed up.”


Jimmy was a little pissed off because he was in the middle of a giant Halloween egg fight when his parents called him in and made him come to my party. But once he got there, he had a ball. Everyone did.


The party went on till late that night, and I got home feeling terrific. When I woke up the next morning, I kept hearing the phrase “Now you’re a man.”


Funny, though—I didn’t feel like a man. I still felt like a kid. A horny kid. But still a kid.


The sexual revolution came late to Brooklyn. When it did arrive, it skipped my neighborhood entirely. When I was fourteen or fifteen, a date meant taking a girl to see Sean Connery as James Bond in Diamonds Are Forever or Clint Eastwood in Dirty Harry. You’d buy the chick a box of popcorn and awkwardly throw your arm around her, hoping to get some side tit. You’d hope that the side tit would get her going, but that didn’t happen, ’cause her tits were shoved into an industrial-strength bra made of material that felt like iron. If you happened to find a girl who was a little more liberal, after the movie she might let you dry-hump her in the stairwell of her building. In theory. I wasn’t there yet. But that was my goal: coax a girl into a stairwell. For some reason, I always found the stairwells of Brooklyn buildings to be incredibly sexy places. Later on I had some of the best blow jobs of my life in those stairwells.


But let me be clear. I wasn’t even close to actually touching a real live pussy. Between me and the wet box were overcoats and sweaters and blouses, pantyhose and leggings and all sorts of other shit. I was dying to get to it, but basically I was a nice Jewish boy chasing after nice Jewish girls or nice Italian girls whose niceness was icing me out. Besides, I was a gentleman.




THE BIG FIGHT
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I HAD MORE than sexual frustrations. I had problems with an Irish gang at school. The trouble started the day that Mom asked me to run down to the German deli to pick up some groceries.


I was walking out carrying a bag of groceries when this gang was waiting for me. Must have been nine or ten of ’em.


“What you got in the bag?” asked one.


“What you think I got? I got groceries.”


“Wiseass, huh?”


I didn’t say nothing back. I just started walking home, and they were following me, right on my heels. I kept walking. They got even closer, and finally when I was close to our apartment building they started taunting me and calling me names. I wasn’t really scared except I didn’t want to get hit from behind, so I turned around and said, “Look, I don’t even know you guys. So I don’t know what the problem is.”


“The problem is,” said the gang leader, “we’re gonna kick your fuckin’ ass.”


And just like that, they came at me. They circled me. Without my seeing what he was doing, one guy kneeled down behind me. Another guy told the leader, “Why don’t you just take him in the grass and fight him?” I didn’t have a problem with that. I welcomed it. But before that happened, the leader shoved me so hard that I fell back over the guy kneeling behind me. As I tried to get up, I felt a foot split my face open. Blood came pouring out like it was coming out of a faucet.


I barely made it up to our apartment, where Mom freaked and started screaming for Dad. Then we were in the family Pontiac rushing to the ER of Brookdale Hospital, where Mom was screaming, “My Andrew’s not gonna be scarred for life! I’m not having some ER student practicing on his face! No one’s laying a hand on my kid until I find the best plastic surgeon in this hospital!” Because Grandma Shirley worked at the hospital, we actually were able to get the best plastic surgeon. To this day you can’t see a trace of a scar on my face.


Crazy as it sounds, a few months later it happened all over again. It was the same Irish gang. They were called the Shed because they hung out under a shed in Marine Park. When they saw me and my friends walking down Avenue S on our way home from a school carnival, they started chasing us. One of them caught me and flung me against a pointy fence that ripped open my hand. As I looked down at the blood streaming from my hand, another guy ran up behind me and hit me in the back of the head with a blackjack. I was back in the hospital, getting stitched up, and Mom was beside herself, pacing, planning; I could almost see her mind at work.


When we got home, I went into my room to sleep off my headache, and my mother started making calls. As I lay in bed, I heard her say a name, and it clicked. The lowlife piece-of-shit motherfucker who coldcocked me was in my gym class.


My head throbbing, I burst out of my room. “I know the kid,” I said to my mother, who was still on the phone. “He’s in my gym class.”


She saw the rage in my face. She cupped her palm over the phone. “You stay away from him,” she whispered urgently.


“Ma, I’m telling you—”


“It’s handled, Andrew. You hear me?”


I couldn’t speak. I just burned.


“Promise me you won’t go near him,” my mother said.


I bit my lip so hard I thought I’d drawn blood.


“I promise,” I lied.


I didn’t want my mother to worry.


I went back to my room, and Mom went back to making calls. I got into bed vowing one thing: that kid was a dead man. Then I heard my father on the phone, too. Both of my parents began talking with urgency. I couldn’t hear everything they were saying, but I got the gist. Because my parents were from the neighborhood, they had connections all over the community. They knew who to call. I was a curious kid and I knew something was happening that concerned me, so I stayed up. I listened to all the calls and conversations between Mom and Dad. I learned that their connection told Mom—not Dad—to make a call to the father of the kid who fucked up my head and slammed me with the blackjack.


I got out of bed, tiptoed across my floor, and put my ear to my bedroom door. I heard Mom on the phone. “This is Jackie Silverstein, Andrew’s mother,” she said. “The boy your son beat up twice. With all due respect, your son is an animal. First he kicked Andrew in the face and sent him to the hospital, and then he blindsided him with a blackjack. Two different beatings, two trips to the hospital, surgeries, stitches, a nightmare. I also want to mention that it was ten kids against one. Now, I’m not calling you because I want you to pay the hospital bill, because I don’t. We don’t need your money. I’m calling you because I want you to hold up the phone as you go in his bedroom, wake up your animal of a son, and beat the shit out of him. I want to hear him crying and yelling for you to stop. And then I want you to beat him up some more. If you ask me why you should do this, look out your window. Look right now. Parked outside you’ll see a white Lincoln. Inside are three men who also want to hear the sounds of you beating up your son. If they don’t hear those sounds, they’ll kick down your door. You don’t want that to happen. Trust me. You do not want these gentlemen inside your home. You just wanna go and beat the crap out of your son.”


Mom must have taken the phone off her ear and held it up so Dad could hear as well. Even behind my bedroom door I could hear the sounds of the screaming kid. That was enough for Mom.


But it wasn’t enough for me.


•  •  •


I had my share of fights. I kicked plenty of ass. I also got my ass kicked plenty of times. I get my head split open in a street fight? I could live with that. But getting coldcocked from behind? No way. I didn’t give a crap if this kid’s old man, old lady, brothers, sisters, uncles, aunts, cousins, grandparents, and dog took turns beating the shit out of him every night while they watched Wheel of Fortune. This gutless fuck hits me from behind? I didn’t care what Mom arranged. I was gonna repay the favor.


I didn’t really have a plan. I just felt a wave of rage. I waited nearly three weeks for the kid to recover from his father beating the hell out of him and for him to think that the incident was over. One day we had “free play” in gym class. I kept to a corner of the gym, hanging with my boys, playing badminton or some shit while the kid and his buddies shot hoops across the way. I went over to the gym teacher, Mr. Harper, and told him I had to take a squirt. I ducked into the hall, waited ten seconds until I saw Mr. Harper turn away, then snuck back into the gym and went straight for the rack that held the baseball bats. I grabbed the first one and, my neck pulsing with pure heat, headed straight for the kid, who stood at the free-throw line, his back toward me. I broke into a run and cut the distance between us to about thirty feet, the rage inside me building.


Then I sprinted.


Twenty feet away.


I heard a voice behind me: “Andrew!”


Fifteen feet.


“Andrew!”


Ten feet.


I started to swing the bat. The kid turned. He saw the fury in my face. He saw the bat. His eyes widened in sheer terror.


Wham!


Mr. Harper hit me from the side with his shoulder, locking his arms around my knees in a textbook tackle. I grunted as I went down, the bat flying out of my hands, cartwheeling and clanging on the gleaming gym floor.


“You all right?” Mr. Harper said to me.


I grunted again, the wind knocked out of me, and looked up.


The kid’s entire face was dripping with fear.


“I’m okay,” I said.


“I was waiting for this,” Mr. Harper said. “Your mother called the school.”


“She did?”


“Yeah. She knew one day you’d go after him.”


I exhaled, and when I did, two thoughts escaped with my breath.


First, thank God for my mother. If she hadn’t called the school, the entire course of my life could have been completely different.


Second, as that kid now knew, you don’t fuck with me.




THE MAIN EVENT
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DESPITE GETTING MY head split open, things weren’t all bad. I actually had a couple of dates back then with cute chicks. I even went to Pips, the first comedy club in the country, right there on Emmons Avenue in Brooklyn’s own Sheepshead Bay. That night was special, ’cause Rodney Dangerfield, already a legend, made a surprise appearance, causing a commotion with his “I can’t get no respect” jokes. I laughed my ass off but had no idea—how could I?—that one day this guy would change my life.


As a sixteen-year-old, my life got better when I hitched up with my first girlfriend, Cheryl. She lived in Sea Gate, a gated neighborhood at the end of Coney Island.


We met at a dance on Nostrand Avenue. Cheryl’s sister, Bonnie, was tight with my sister, Natalie, so we knew people in common. That helped us skip a lot of the usual awkward bullshit small talk. We soon found ourselves just talking casually and laughing easily. We danced to a couple of fast songs, and then toward the end of the night the DJ played Chicago’s “Colour My World,” a beautiful slow song. As soon as the instrumental part that kicked off the song started, Cheryl and I both looked away, staring in opposite directions. Then, somehow, I got the guts to lean in and ask her to dance.


We started stiffly, my hands barely touching her waist, her arms lightly on my back. As soon as Terry Kath started singing “As time goes on . . .” we looked into each other’s eyes and smiled simultaneously, and I pulled her closer and Cheryl put her arms around my neck. We stayed that way, our eyes closed, our bodies swaying, hardly moving. I felt so . . . comfortable, so natural. And when Terry Kath sang “Color my world with hope of loving you . . .” we opened our eyes at the same time and we kissed.


My first real kiss.


Man.


The room blurred. Time stopped. My whole body felt warm, from my haircut to my feet. Every fiber of my being felt like it was glowing. We held the kiss for what seemed forever, and then as the song ended, we pulled our lips apart, slowly, gently, sweetly, and we both smiled.


Coney Island, the scene of our first date, should have been a romantic backdrop. It was great getting hot dogs and crinkly fries at Nathan’s. It was great riding the spinning Ferris wheel. But ten minutes later, as we walked down the boardwalk, it wasn’t so great watching Cheryl lean over the railing and throw her guts up into the sand. That wasn’t the only stumbling block. After Cheryl cleaned herself up and we were back on our way, holding hands and enjoying the ocean breeze, I saw this big kid coming toward us. His hand was wrapped in a bloody towel and he was holding a knife. He stopped us cold and told me to give him a half a dollar. What should I do?
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