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Mom and Dad: Thank you for never squashing my dreams of being a professional athlete, although I’m sure you were well aware that it was far out of my reach from inception. I never think in limits because of you both.


Kebe: My love. Nobody would really understand or grasp how many snorts, smells, and quirks you put up with being my wife, best friend, and biggest supporter. You’re everything to me, and I’m lucky to call you Wifey.


Hip-Hop: Anything I do, say, or create is inspired by hip-hop. I didn’t talk much about you specifically in this book, but without you, hip-hop, and your influence on me, I’m just a plain-Jane cornball. Thank you for inspiring me, teaching me, and keeping me safe since 1979.





An Imperative Note from the Editor



My first meeting with Michael Rapaport was offensive, disruptive, and honestly felt dangerous. He started telling me his thoughts about the book but then sneezed repeatedly and got up from the table without saying a word. He then came back a half hour later acting as if he had never left. I asked him what was wrong, and he told me he was allergic to my cologne and would I please leave immediately. I told him I didn’t wear cologne, and he called me a liar and then he left the restaurant himself, leaving me both stunned and more than slightly concerned. I didn’t know if I had just been fired, but apparently not, since Michael set up our next meeting at a local coffee shop. Within minutes of sitting down, Michael was tossed out and banned from the shop for insulting a guy who kept talking loudly with a British accent. Michael claimed the guy was faking the accent and there was no reason he had to talk that loud, then he threw a used napkin at him. I told him some people just speak that way, and then he shunned me and asked me to pay for his Uber home. I paid for the Uber, but when I received my Uber receipt, I realized he had taken an extra thirteen-mile trip to see a friend in Malibu. I was having serious doubts about whether we could work together.


Finally, I regrouped, and we met up at a new restaurant to work, and he seemed fine, but when I asked him about growing up in New York, he thought I was accusing him of lying about his upbringing and he left once again, this time leaving me with the entire bill. It wasn’t until two weeks into the writing process that Michael and I actually sat down and got to work. By this time, we were getting along, but he had an issue with the chef at the place we were meeting. Michael said he was an anti-Semite because he kept sending out his toasted bagel cold. I told him it was an honest mistake, but Michael stormed out again, but not before yelling loudly into the kitchen something about the Nazi party. We were one chapter into the book at this time, so I was extremely worried. Finally, I figured it would be a much better working relationship if we did things through email and phone calls, and he agreed.


The first phone call did not go as planned. He said we were going to discuss his point of view on the new breed of basketball players, and by the time I had my notebook out, I heard sirens in the background and Michael was being told by the police that he had to stop letting his dog loose in the neighborhood without a leash or he would be placed under arrest. I knew then that this entire book would never get done if we tried the traditional writer/editor route of meeting, discussing, and reworking the material that I was used to. I had a volatile situation on my hands.


I tried calling his manager and couldn’t get through for three days. When I got through, his manager told me this was “part of Michael’s charm” and then he hung up the phone. I was beside myself for a month. Once again, we attempted to find a rhythm and actually dove into these chapters, and I felt we might be home free, until Michael told a waiter in skinny jeans that he had no business wearing that style of jeans, and if he brought him his soup wearing the same jeans, we were leaving without paying the bill. Again, the police were called.


I kept thinking to myself, how the hell does this respected working actor continue to thrive in society and function as an adult behaving this way? During one breakfast I asked him a question about his supposed athletic prowess on the court, and he took his shirt off in the middle of the restaurant and accused me of fat shaming. I’d never been through something like this before, but I’m a professional and love to challenge myself, so we met the following Monday at a well-known lunch spot in Hollywood.


When I got there, Michael was fighting with the manager because the manager had accused him of stealing panini sandwiches while standing in line. Michael said he planned to pay but was sick of waiting while Hollywood types took too long to order. The manager said he was three paninis in before he got to the register, and then ordered and never mentioned the paninis to the cashier. When I told Michael that it sounded like he was actually stealing, he left me at the restaurant alone and sent me an email telling me we would go back to communicating without seeing each other and chastised me for not using a proper facial cleaning astringent. He said my eyebrows were flaking and it disturb his thought process.


This kind of collaboration was certainly new to me, but we eventually found a system that worked for both of us. He would write alone and send me the material, then I would edit it and send it back, and he would complement me, offend me, and then hang up abruptly. This experience raised my already high blood pressure to a semi-dangerous level, but I realized that his disruptive behavior was part of his art and I had to adapt. I’d been working for too many years with professional adults and would have to readjust my style. I had to start thinking like a first-grade teacher trying to wrangle a class of unruly kids.


I must say I am incredibly proud of the end result. The book you are now holding captures Michael’s point of view on a multitude of topics in a way that only he could. It’s been anything but smooth sailing, and I’ve since been put on blood-pressure meds, but the end result I can live with. Michael offered to pay for my second executive physical at the Cleveland Clinic, which I took him up on, and I’m doing great. All my numbers are good, and I’m looking forward to my next assignment with preferably either a soft-spoken woman or a sedated man with human communication skills.
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That’s me in 1970. The calming bath before the storm.








Disruptive Behavior 101



Nine schools in twelve years. I was expelled or politely asked to leave nine schools in twelve years. That’s some sort of record. Even in preschool, I was labeled disruptive and out of control. In fucking preschool. When I was four, they put me with the five-year-olds to reel me in after an incident involving looking up a teacher’s skirt and knocking down a bookcase all in the same day.


That’s a true story, and you can look up my records at Multimedia Preschool in Manhattan in 1974 if you don’t buy it. For my first expulsion, I was kicked out of New York’s PS 158 in the third grade for being belligerent, unruly, an overall pain in the ass, and shockingly unfocused. Getting kicked out of a New York City public school in the 1970s in the third grade was not an easy task. It took effort and drive. I wasn’t just suspended, I was kicked out of the entire fucking school. One and done. When I think about it now, that’s some real Rookie of the Year–type shit. Disruption was in my blood. I don’t know how else to explain it. I was battling my DNA from jump street. DNA stood for Disruptive, Nuisance, Always.


There are no great stories of me beating up kids, setting fires, or flipping tables because it wasn’t about that for me—although I did punch the principal during my last great stand when I was eight. Mr. Flanagan had a sad glass jaw. How an uncoordinated, flailing left hook from an eight-year-old gained so much attention I’ll never know.


My mother would lovingly tell me, “Michael, you were born a pain in the ass.” She was right. I was the king of the class clowns. I was a class clown on steroids, the Lance Armstrong of disruptive behavior and the Barry Bonds of ball breaking. You could say I was the Ben Johnson of pains in the ass. And it was all day every day, 24/7, for as long as I can remember.


Aside from being a Top Five Dead or Alive Ball Breaker, the only other thing that mattered to me at the time was sports. Playing sports was a part of my life as soon as I could walk. I played some sort of sport all day every day for as long as I can remember. It didn’t matter what it was, I was down for any action. I loved it all. I played baseball, tackle football, and basketball. Starting at the age of six, I went to sleep-away camp for two months every summer and learned to play everything: tennis, soccer, track and field, archery, all of it. I couldn’t get enough. I loved the competition. I loved the camaraderie. I loved winning, and I hated losing.


I would go through phases of wanting to be a professional football player after watching the Pittsburgh Steelers win games and seeing Lynn Swann make acrobatic catches. I’d want to be a pro baseball player because of Reggie Jackson’s three-home-run World Series game, and even had a short spurt of wanting to be an NHL hockey player because of the 1979 New York Rangers, after watching Phil Esposito and Nick Fotiu fight. When I was ten years old I started going to a real boxing gym near Madison Square Garden because I decided I was going to be a pro fighter.


I would take the bus to the gym alone after school, train with a trainer, and then take the bus back home. When I imagined what I was gonna do with my life when I grew up, I only imagined myself being a professional athlete. The sport changed, but the idea was to become a pro of some kind.
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This is my fifth-grade report card. At this point I had attended four different schools. Shit was real.





That all changed in the spring of 1979. Basketball kept resurfacing as my favorite sport. I loved playing it at the park and at school. I played for hours with my friends and would shoot around alone for hours more. I was hooked.


Now, let’s be real here—kids have access to every player on the planet these days. With video games, ESPN, and computers, kids literally know every player on every team by the time they’re in the first grade. But back then I only knew about NBA stars like Kareem and Tiny Archibald and my New York Knick players like Walt “Clyde” Frazier and my main man, Earl “the Pearl” Monroe. I don’t remember seeing them play that much, but we were always talking about them. My older brother, Eric, and I would play one on one, and I would be the Pearl and he would be Clyde and then we would switch off. I actually met the Pearl in 1980 at this diner in Manhattan on Seventy-Seventh Street and First Avenue called the Green Kitchen. My grandparents, father, brother, and I were walking into the diner and the Pearl was walking out, and I bumped right into him. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing, and I said these exact words: “Earl the Pearl, give me some skin.” The Pearl smiled, slapped me five, and said, “Have a good time.” True story. The Pearl and Clyde were my guys until I found out about Doctor J, and then he became my new basketball obsession for real.


My first and only superhero, the Good Doctor Julius Erving. Doc was my idol. Even as a kid growing up in Manhattan, the Philadelphia 76er Doctor J was everything to me. I have no idea how I first found out about him or when I saw him play on TV, but he was it for me. I didn’t give a shit about Superman, Batman, or even Bruce Lee at the time. Doctor J was all I cared about. And as much as I loved the Pearl, Clyde, and the Doc, my life took a dramatic turn as a nine-year-old when I watched Magic Johnson against Larry Bird in the NCAA Finals. That day my life goals changed forever. I was on a mission.


I was going to be in the NBA. That was it. I was going to be in the NBA and live my life accordingly and do whatever it took to make it to the League. There was no more flip-flopping sports anymore. I still loved and played baseball and football here and there, but now I was on a true mission to play pro basketball.


I watched Magic and Larry in that NCAA Finals game and saw every piece of TV coverage on both of them and went straight to the park with my basketball and started practicing. I lived a block away from John Jay Park on Seventy-Seventh Street and Cherokee Place on the Upper East Side. In the ’70s, kids could go to the park alone and play all day, and parents didn’t think twice about it. That’s exactly what I did. All day every day I was there.


I remember seeing a clip of Bird making a baseline jump shot for Indiana State, and something about it resonated. So, I started practicing baseline jump shots over and over that day. I didn’t move spots. It was all baseline all day. I was gonna be a pro basketball player, and this was where it was going to start. Fucking weird how kids’ minds think. I told my mom and dad what I was going to do with the rest of my life and how they would reap the benefits. I was gonna buy them mansions and cars, and I was gonna do whatever I needed to do to play in the NBA. And the craziest shit was that, as much as I loved Magic Johnson—and, believe me, I loved Magic—seeing blond-headed Larry Bird play was what really sparked this dream for me.


Ironically, as soon as I saw him in a Celtics uniform, things were never the same for Larry and me. It wasn’t like I grew up in a home that programmed me to hate all things Boston sports. God just blessed me that way.


My family, full of pure-bred New Yorkers, never taught me or influenced me to feel the disdain I felt for the Celtics, Patriots, and Red Sox growing up. I just took to it like a fish to water. Once again my DNA was taking over. As soon as the man who single-handedly influenced me to make one of the most important decisions of my life got drafted by the Boston Celtics, I couldn’t stand him. I hated him as a Boston Celtic from day one. I was nine years old when Larry Joe Bird made his Celtic debut, and intuitively I found the whole thing repulsive. It’s tough to express, but as I got older and started understanding the NBA better, somehow I hated Larry even more. It was like a virus that kept spreading. The green uniforms, that shithole arena they called the Boston Garden, I couldn’t stand any of it. I detested it like a sickness. I never even took a moment to appreciate Bird’s greatness as an NBA player. As a matter of fact, I wanna take a moment to publicly apologize to you, Larry Joe Bird. We didn’t get off to a good start, and before I go any further, I would like to clear the air once and for all.





An Open Apology to Larry Legend



Dear Larry Bird,


You don’t know me, but I know you. I once had a dream of being an NBA player, and at forty-seven years old I still have actual dreams of playing in the league. These are not like aspirations, my friend, these are real-life motherfucking dreams I have when I’m sleeping and shit. I actually had one a few nights ago that I was playing for the Seattle Supersonics during the Nineties, and Shawn Kemp and I were having an extensive conversation on the layup line about getting vasectomies. He got offended that I was bringing this up on the layup line, but I thought I was doing him a favor. Anyway, this isn’t about the Reign Man, it’s about us, Larry.


First, you are single-handedly my favorite white person with no lips. I mean that sincerely. I wanna tell you that even though I have spent a great portion of my life hating you as a basketball player, it was never personal. I’m here to admit that when I watched your Celtics play, I would refer to you as a Big-Nosed, Flat-Footed Fuck, and sometimes I’d even excitedly refer to you as a Mullet-Having Hillbilly Cocksucker. I didn’t mean these things. I never did. I also didn’t mean it when I would scream at the TV while watching you destroy my New York Knicks and kill my favorite adopted team from the Eighties, the Los Angeles Lakers. At that point, I was referring to you as “the No-Lip-Having, Non-Jumping Inbred Larry Fuck Face.” I have no idea where I got those terrible ideas from, and I do now realize that words are powerful, Larry. And words can hurt. I get it, but I was young, and, Larry Bird, they were just words. I swear I did not mean what I was saying. After some real soul-searching, I realize today that it was your once-in-a-lifetime greatness I was screaming at. It was not your nose or even your lips. The funny thing was that as a twelve-year-old, I was actually nicknamed “Bird” by my friends, and to this day there’s a bunch of people who still call me Bird when they see me. Isn’t that funny, Larry Legend? I too had wavy blond hair, and to this day I still have a prominent nose. Most people would probably consider me a lot better looking than you, but who’s counting? The point is, I got the nickname because I looked very similar to you, Larry Bird. Do you think I was just screaming at myself ? Was I projecting my own frustrations for lacking foot speed and jumping ability and for having extremely pale skin onto you? Was I screaming at the fact that although we looked alike, I couldn’t hit a jump shot to save my life? Was I just jealous of you because you were what I wanted to be and you made it look so easy, but for me it was impossible? Shit, Larry, shit!!!


I need to see a therapist about this, LB. You know any good ones? I’m gonna assume that you’re not a psychotherapist kind of guy, so I’ll just deal with this on my own.


Anyway, my personal Hoop Dreams were inspired by you, and although they became Hoop Nightmares by the time I was sixteen, I really wanna thank you for the inspiration and apologize for the loads of unwarranted hate I hurled at you during your playing career. It really wasn’t personal. Of course, it did become a little personal in the Nineties when you were coaching and general managing the Indiana Pacers, but that’s a whole other story that has no relevance here.


Nonetheless, Mr. Bird, I hope this letter finds you well in French Lick, Indiana, and I sincerely hope you consider accepting my apology.


Your Friend,


Michael “Bird” Rapaport
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P.S.: Larry, this was me in 1983. I even secretly wore your T-shirt back in the day.








Ain’t No Fact Checkin’



So, yeah, I didn’t make it to the NFL, MLB, or NBA. I didn’t even come close. I tried my best to become the best basketball player in the world. I literally practiced every day. I skipped Hebrew school, birthday parties, and family trips to play ball. I tried hard—maybe not hard enough—but it wasn’t in the cards for me to be the Next Great White Hope in the NBA. Guys like my spirit animals Chris Mullin and Rex Chapman were the real deal. Some people may think I wasted a lot of time with a dream that went nowhere, but I have no regrets. I gained so much from it. My best friend to this day is a guy named Gerald, whom I met when I was twelve years old playing a pick-up game of three-on-three. Because of basketball I got to spend time in Harlem and the Brownsville section of Brooklyn. Being from the Upper East Side of Manhattan and having best friends in Harlem and Brownsville opened my eyes to a whole new world and a whole new perspective. In Brownsville, I was the only white kid who would come around and hang out. Gerald grew up in the Howard Projects, and I would go out there to play ball and would sleep over at his house after hours of playing. Going to Howard Park and seeing guys like World B. Free, Dwayne “Pearl” Washington, Jerry “Ice” Reynolds, and the Legendary James “Fly” Williams play pick-up games right in front of me every day is something I wouldn’t trade for anything. World B. Free is actually the person who gave me the nickname Bird in 1982. Being exposed to these people at such a young age was beautiful and shaped the way I see the world. Traveling on the subways of New York City to play in different leagues in random parks all over the five boroughs was a gift that I’ll never take for granted. I don’t regret any of the time I spent playing basketball in those days. It gave me real focus and strong goals in life. Unfortunately, basketball just wasn’t what I was best at.
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Yeah, I didn’t make it to the NBA, but I can lift a five-pound weight and spin a ball at the same time. Can you?





At nineteen, when not a single college basketball opportunity presented itself and after a wild street fight left me with a quarter of my ear missing after it was bitten off by some maniac who didn’t play by the basic street-fighting rules, I decided to officially shut down the “I’m gonna be an NBA player” phase of my life. It was over. The time had come to turn to something that had always came easier to me than playing sports: the fine art of breaking balls. I was good at it and I knew it. It was in my blood.


So, I moved to Los Angeles in June of 1989 with the goal of becoming a stand-up comedian. After years of honing my craft of antagonistic ball breaking throughout New York City, making people chuckle on stage wasn’t that hard. I was a decent stand-up comic at best and I enjoyed doing it, but I finally found my calling when I first started acting in 1990. It came more naturally to me than anything I’d ever done in my life—


Wait a second, wait one single fucking second, hold the fuck on here. I need to stop this right now.


This book isn’t the life and times of the world-renowned heartthrob and multifaceted thespian Michael Rapaport. This book isn’t about my high cheekbones or drop-dead good looks that have left women breathless and men envious for the last twenty-five years. I’m sorry to disappoint you people, but this isn’t about any of that bullshit. This book is about sports. So, let’s reset.


I started off as a sports fan, and although the dream of playing pro may have died, I always remained a fan. Let’s get clear about one thing first off the top: I don’t talk stats and I don’t talk data. I’m not gonna try to woo and wow you with all that yippity-yahoo, sugar-dicking statistical fancy-pants bullshit. Any hipster nerd sports geek with a computer can contrive some highfalutin statistics and tell you why one player is more important than another player. If you want stats, read the Encyclopedia Britannica. I don’t do data. I didn’t even stat-check my book until I was threatened with a lawsuit by my publishers.


What I like to do when it comes to sports is talk shit straight from my gut and let the chips fall where they may. This book is made up of my thoughts, opinions, rants, and heavy shit talking from the bottom of my heart, folks. It’s rough, rugged, and raw dog without a bag. Can you dig it? I knew you could.


Going forward, you can read this puppy in order or out of order—it’s all the same to me. You can read it in one magnificent and magical sitting, or you can take your time nice and slow and let it sink in. Jump around or read it backward, it doesn’t matter. Just sit back and have a good time, because, ladies and gentlemen, this book has balls.





Why Lawrence Taylor Is the Greatest Football Player Ever



Lawrence Taylor is the greatest football player to ever play the game. Period. End of story. I don’t even want to talk about this shit anymore. Yeah, I know Jim Brown ran over everyone in the world before he started acting in whacked-out action movies; I know all about Barry Sanders having the greatest footwork ever, rushing for fifteen thousand yards all while wearing that fucked-up helmet that was too big for his tiny head; and yeah, what I’m about to say kills me, but Tom Brady could be the greatest quarterback ever with his gelled-out Footlocker mannequin hair. There, I said it. But none of them can touch my man LT.


Lawrence Motherfucking Taylor was in a class all by himself.


You know why LT is the greatest of all time? Do I really need to spell it out? LT is the best of the best because for much of the time he was playing, he was on CRACK COCAINE!! One hundred eighty-two sacks! Ten Pro Bowls! It’s never going to be duplicated. Four-time Defensive Player of the Year. And a regular user of that “Steal Your VCR Cuz I Have to Get High Again” shit. I’m not talking about performance-“enhancing” drugs here. I’m talking about performance-decreasing drugs. Crack is not what you want to be on while playing pro sports.


Do you have any idea how hard it is to play on crack? Ask Dwight Gooden! He loved the White Night Pipe, but he couldn’t pitch on the shit. He couldn’t even pitch after a night of heavy drinking. His system was sensitive. Not LT. He was a crack unicorn. If you think I’m exaggerating, then head on out to your nearest shithole neighborhood, find a fucked-up-looking building with someone outside wearing a winter coat in the summertime, buy a rock, smoke that shit, and run down the block. You’re out of breath, right? Guess why? ’Cause you can’t do shit on crack!


But Lawrence Taylor did. Yeah, he did. This degenerate superhero went to the strip club with mob bosses, fucked three hookers inside the club, drank a bunch of shit champagne with the rest of his fucked-up teammates, said good night, went to the stadium parking lot to sleep in his car before the game, woke up, hit the boulder, then went to the field, said “fuck the team meeting,” and sacked everything in his path! That’s a skill set you can’t even train for. You can run sprints all day, spend your life in the weight room, learn the other team’s offense, but guess what you can’t do? Guess what’s not in the training regimen when you get to the pros? Guess what’s not in the playbook on day one of training camp? Playing on that Pure White Nose Candy! They don’t teach that shit anywhere! They don’t have you doing box jumps and crack hits. It doesn’t work that way, okay? LT had a gift. He had more crack sacks than anyone in the history of the game ever. Let’s take a little look here for fun. Here’s how I imagine his true stats.


1981 NFL AP Defensive Player of the Year—On Crack!


1981 NFL AP Defensive Rookie of the Year—On Crack Nuggets!


1982 NFL AP Defensive Player of the Year—On Coke and Rum!


1986 NFL AP MVP—On tons of Coke and No Sleep!


1986 NFL PFWA MVP—On Hooker Woo-woo Coke Base Crack!


1986 NFL Bert Bell Award (Player of the Year)—On Pure-bred Ya-Yo Base Crack with No Sleep Again!


1986 NFL AP Defensive Player of the Year—On Flame-throwing Coke Flakes Bought from a Man in a Car!


Pro Football Hall of Fame First Team All-1980s Team—On Cuckoo for Cocoa Puffs Crack!


Pro Football Reference First Team All-1980s—On Hard Rock Blue Flake!


Yo, fuck playing through a little bit of shoulder pain! Don’t cry to me about playing after your minor back surgery. Talk to me when you can fuck a prostitute, freebase for an hour, hit the pipe, and make First Team All NFL! Try one-hand collar tackling Ron Jaworski’s fat white ass while you’re hyped up on That Black Rock Boulder. Lawrence Taylor was in a class all by himself.


I know we can argue that Walter Payton could have been the greatest of all time, with lightning speed and who could throw the ball sixty yards, but give Walter that fucking Color Me Badd Coke Street Rock and a pipe and he’s crying on the bench looking in the stands for his mother, who may or may not be there. Let’s see Joe Montana hit some Purple Caps before a game, and guess what he’s not doing? Passing for 4,500-plus yards again! No, he’s not. He’s hanging out by the San Francisco wharf looking for a transvestite and cotton candy! Let me see Tom Brady smoke that Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs shit in the streets and throw for thirty-six touchdowns again. Go ahead, Tom, smoke that Iranian Vagina and see what happens. You can’t, man. You ain’t LT. None of you are. Sorry.


One of my favorite comedians of all time was Richard Pryor. Pryor used to have this bit where the pipe talked to him. He would say the freebase pipe was calling to him, “Hey, Rich, I’m right over here if you need me, don’t forget.” And then Richard would argue back and forth with the pipe, trying to get the pipe to leave him alone. I can only imagine the relationship LT had with his crack pipe.


Pipe: Great game, man. Shit, I’m tired. You?


LT: Nah, I’m really not that tired.


Pipe: For real?


LT: Yeah. I’m pretty awake. Come here.


Pipe: Give me a minute, man. Chasing Aikman around didn’t wear you out?


LT: I’ll do that in my sleep. Motherfucker’s flat-footed. We’re going out.


Pipe: Like now?


LT: Yeah, now. My boys got that strip club on the Upper East Side. It’s gonna be fun. Trust me. All the fellas are going.


Pipe: You sure you want me to go? I can stay home. HBO’s showing the Roberto Duran fight tonight. I’ll sit right here on the table and chill.


LT: I’m not going without you. No way.


Pipe: I don’t want to cramp your style.


LT: My style? Everyone knows you. If you don’t show, they’ll ask where you are.


Pipe: Shit. I just wanted one night of rest.


LT: Rest is for pussies.


Pipe: Man, I don’t know how you do it.


LT: I’m gonna grab a change of clothes in case we stay the night.


Pipe: Damn. Grab some water, then.


LT: Fuck water.


Pipe: All right.


LT: Next week we play Detroit.


Pipe: Detroit?


LT: Yeah.


Pipe: With Gary Danielson?


LT: Yeah.


Pipe: Shit, I could probably win that game on my own.


LT: Quit talking so much and let’s go.


Pipe: Fuck it. Fill me up.


Listen, I don’t really like that LT was battling drug addiction. It’s not a joke. But I’m no rehab specialist and I don’t judge. My point is, I really do think Lawrence Taylor was the greatest football player to ever play the game. He operated on a level very few athletes ever get to. And he had that thing, that X factor that doesn’t come from being the fastest, it doesn’t come from being the strongest or the smartest on the team. It comes from some other fucking stratospheric, god-given, way-out-there foreign place. I don’t know. Ask Neil deGrasse Tyson. Whatever it is, Lawrence Taylor had it. And it sure as hell didn’t come from the crack he was smoking, and I’m glad he’s staying out of trouble these days.





An Open Letter to Tiger Woods



Dear Mr. Woods,


Can I just call you Tiger? This letter from me to you is in your best interest, trust me. Consider it to come from the people who love and admire you and have followed your career for many years. This letter is coming from a place of genuine love and concern. It troubles me that you were arrested for a DUI, and this time they said it was pills and not alcohol. I don’t like to hear things like that. Sleeping in your car on the side of the road during a holiday weekend is not something to scoff at and should be looked into heavily. I also noticed things generally go bad for you over holiday weekends. I would find a way to stay home and relax during Memorial Day, Labor Day, Christmas, or Summer Solstice, for that matter. Just chill out when you see a holiday coming. You’re obviously not fit for long weekends. Things can get better for you, though, Tiger, because people still care about you and would love to see you on the comeback trail. All that being said, I truly don’t give a shit about golf. I never liked it and I struggle to come to grips with it when I hear it referred to as a sport. I think it’s just a highly skilled game, and I would be fine if they never showed it again on television. But this letter has nothing to do with golf, my friend. It has to do with you. It has to do with your well-being and what I think might be the answer to your prayers.


This is a letter to a man who has lost sight of what got him to the mountaintop. I write it on behalf of the men, women, and children who have admired your work for so many years. We want to see you get back to being the BEST you that you can be. The great Tiger we know and love. The young man who won over the hearts and minds of fans all over the world. Yes, it’s time to get back to doing what you do best. Eldrick Tont Woods, it is time to unfold the loaf, put it back on the streets, and FUCK your way back to the Masters!


Get back to that Grade A, Grade B, and—as we’ve all seen in the past and looked on stunned—Grade C Ass that made you the king! As soon as you took that loaf off the streets, your back went out, your game fell off, Nike said good-bye, and your game went into the shitter. You quit side pussy, and golf quit you. There’s still time. It wasn’t as if you were a bad person, Eldrick.


You weren’t Pete Rose, gambling and drinking on camera. You weren’t Aaron Hernandez in a gang war, RIP. You were simply dropping your pants all over America’s wonderful landscape, because you weren’t happy at home! I say break out the fucking black book and let the Hooters staff know that Eldrick Woods is back for some chicken tenders and a side of fat country ass!


Some players were better on steroids, some were better on speed, and you were the greatest golfer on planet Earth while tapping mediocre Midwest snapper. At this point, Mr. Woods, you’re only hurting yourself by playing the good-guy role. So, get out of the house, call up Applebee’s and Perkins twenty-four-hour joints, and tell that chubby divorced mother of three, “I’m sorry about the hiatus, but the Tiger is back and he wants his pole smoked in public and thanks for the extra side of bacon!” You deserve it. You changed the landscape of that shit game of golf !


When you were on that “late night let’s fuck standing up” shit, you won four Masters. When you had that “Put it in your mouth while I’m eating a quesadilla”–type shit, you won three US Opens. But on your “Say No to Strange Campaign” you shit the bed. This is not how you go out. The men and women of this great country support you and want to see you back on top. We know you’re a fuckin’ animal, Tiger, and everyone accepts it. You hear me? You won fourteen majors all while your loaf was in the hands of strangers! It was beautiful to witness. PGA Player of the Year eleven times while that porn star had your balls in her mouth. The writing is on the wall!


Listen, I’m sure it wasn’t great having the world learn you were that balls-to-the-wall buck-wild. I’m sure it felt weird having that much loaf exposure all at once. But you won championships when it was out, you lost when it was in, and, all in all, you did it your way. The Black Sinatra strikes again. Now let’s get back to winning with that style you made your own.


You didn’t do it Hollywood style either. This wasn’t some “Have my agent call Scarlett Johansson and meet me at the Four Seasons” shit. You weren’t clipping a Victoria’s Secret model on the roof of the Ritz. You kept it grimy like an American Icon should. Was calling yourself Cablinasian some dumb shit and something I’m sure you regret? Yes. But you were fucked up in the head, and it could have been handled better. They should have sent Jim Brown to save you, but you weren’t on his radar. He would have straightened you out in one sit-down.


Sponsors started dropping you like a bad habit. I know it sucked. But guess what, Tiger? Fuck Nike and Coke. You know how much Trojan would pay you for not wearing a condom? Get out there and do a Trojan commercial. Look dead-ass into the camera and tell the world, “I keep a Trojan in my pocket, and that’s where it stays!”


Your Gatorade commercials were awesome, but you don’t need that shit anymore. That shit gives people stomachaches and dehydrates them. You need to do a Schlitz Malt Liquor commercial and demand a percentage of the company, because you’ll boost sales with ads like this: “When your wife smashes your windshield with your favorite golf club after suspecting you of cheating, the best way to forget this ever happened is to sip an ice-cold forty of Schlitz Malt Liquor and call your homies to vent.” You’ll break the bank with that one, Tiger.
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NAME Michael Rapaport

Page two

*| EFFORT
SUBJECT MARK MARK COMMENTS
ART Michael uses art periods to act out in an
anti-social manner., He is very disruptive,
D 4
S.C,
MUSIC Michael likes to sing and participate. He needs to
tone down his energy level at times so that his
2, participation can always be positive and not dis-
B- ruptive.
JieLs
PHYSICAL r
EDUCATION
b~ |
K.S.

/~ . 3 ...

Michael is a very willling participant. He loves
to perform but is not a good audience member.
He sometimes lacks self-control.

ELECTIVE

L

Homeroom Teacher’s comments

Michael could be a productive and cooperative

student. Unfortunately he sees school solely as
a vehicle to play with his peers and badger his
lf teachers. This is not conducive to social or

intellectual growth and so he continues to flounder

J.G.

SCIENCE

Y

Michael needs to take his studies more seriously.
He should strive to be more organized. He must zake
notes from class lectures and from the book. He
also must pay more attention in class if he is to

progress.
J.M,
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