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PREFACE


Before you dive into this book, before you read about my life, before you judge me from the stories you may have already heard, there are a few things you should know. First and foremost I am a recovering drug addict and alcoholic. By recovering, I mean that I battle with my disease every single day. I am constantly going to meetings, talking with sober friends, and doing whatever it takes to stay sober.

As of the day I turned in this manuscript—April 1, 2009—I am 114 days sober. If you do the math in your head, then yes, I relapsed since I started writing this book sober in October. I was on location for a movie and I drank. You’ll read all about it.

I mention it now so you can understand where I am coming from while you read this book. I’m not an eighty-year-old woman reflecting on my life and sharing stories from decades ago. I’m telling you the story of what brought me to where I am now. Right now. Today.

I can’t go out and have one drink. That’s one of the hardest things for me to be able to say. When friends want to go to dinner and get drinks, I turn them down. The minute I take that first sip, I need the whole bottle. So I stay away. I hang out with people who are sober and have been for years. Staying sober is what is important to me. That’s all that matters.

I’ve been humbled enough that my pride will not get in the way of my sobriety. If it takes hanging out only with people who don’t drink or bringing a sober babysitter along on, say, a book tour, then that’s what I’m going to do. I’m not ashamed. I’m willing to do whatever it takes. Whatever uncomfortable situation I may need to endure to make this work, I will do it.

Part of recovery is sitting down, looking at your character defects—the destructive things that you do over and over again—and resolving to change them. As I’ve written down all my experiences, I’ve had the chance to really look at everything and to ask myself, how can I change? I know that I’m working on it. I’m a work in progress.

Each story and each experience has made me who I am today. I truly believe that I’m a stronger person and a better mother for all of it. My life, for better or worse, led me down a path that threw me into adulthood at age five and again at age nineteen. Now, at age twenty-seven, I’m finally ready for it, and as far as I’m concerned, the third time is the charm; Zoie, my beautiful daughter, has a mother who is at the right place in her life to be the best mother she can be.

This book was difficult to write. It’s scary to have to examine yourself, especially knowing some of the roads you’ve traveled. I don’t think anyone relishes the idea of recounting all the things they’ve done wrong or replaying every mistake they’ve made.

Of course there are certain things that I’m not going to mention publicly, things that I’m too horrified to tell anyone. Trust me, though, you’ll get the point. This book is a huge step for me in being honest and open and not hiding anything.

My whole life used to be about appearances and about caring what other people thought. For the addict, it’s a cycle that keeps repeating itself: you’re self-conscious, so you drink or use to cover it up, but in doing so, you end up acting like a complete asshole. Everything you feared would happen, happens. It becomes a self-fulfilling prophecy and in the end, for me, it not only damaged everyone’s opinion of me, but also hurt a number of people along the way.

Being honest with myself is probably one of the hardest things that I have to do every day. Since I was a little girl, I’ve felt that there are different sides to me and I’ve never told anybody—not even myself—the whole truth about who I actually am. I was never just Jodie. I was always trying to be different things, to be someone else. Now, every day that I’m sober, it gets a lot harder to lie to myself and others, to keep up the persona created once upon a time for a fictional character named Stephanie Tanner. The honesty, though, is invigorating. It feels great to put this out there, to end the lies, and to close the book on my troubled past.

I finally feel like I can live out loud, without being afraid of my past and the skeletons that exist there. I can be comfortable in my own skin. I have nothing to hide. I’m not scared anymore. This is my life.

While this is a book about recovery, I am by no means an expert in sobriety. When I speak at colleges, I always say, “I’m not here to tell you not to do drugs or not to drink.” That is not my purpose at those speeches, or now with this book. I know from experience that being told not to do something is not going to do a damn bit of good. It doesn’t do any good when you’re told by your family, let alone some actress.

This is the story of my life, what I went through, and where I am now. This is what happened to me and how I felt about it. Maybe it will make you reflect on some of your own decisions and maybe it won’t. Either way, it’s not, by any means, a guide on how to get your life together. I hope you can read this and have a little understanding and empathy for what people in my situation go through. My life has been a series of good and bad, funny and sad, happy and tragic. I don’t plan to use this book to teach some sort of lesson on life, except that we are all human and we all make mistakes and more mistakes and sometimes the same mistakes, but eventually we learn from them.

I look at this time in my life as a second chance. By reading this book you are letting me know you’re rooting for me. Ultimately though, this book is about finally loving myself. It’s not about worrying what you think. It’s about growing comfortable in my own skin. It’s about my life and coming to terms with my choices. The more I think about it, the more I realize that writing this book was an important part in making that happen.
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chapter one
SPEECH IMPEDIMENT


fuck it.

I was tired of trying. Tired of controlling myself. Tired of caring.

It was a Sunday night and my options were to sit home and get some rest for the big day I had on Monday or to go out, party, and not worry about anything. So when a friend called and asked me if I wanted to head to Hermosa Beach, I didn’t hesitate.

Before I knew it I was smoking meth and doing my hair, preparing for a big night. I drove off solo with my to-go cup filled with alcohol. I never went anywhere without my to-go cup.

It was a typical night of partying. I met some people at a bar in Hermosa Beach that played house music on Sundays from 2:00 p.m. until around 2:00 a.m. I was friendly with the bar’s owner so there was always a table waiting for me, and half-priced bottles for being such a good customer.

From the second I walked in, it was on. Some friend gave me a hug and put Ecstasy right in my mouth. That’s how the night started. Simple as that.

Coke. No problem. We were doing it right at the table. Meth wasn’t as socially acceptable so I did that at home, alone, or with a couple friends who were also using. But the coke, the Ecstasy—the party—went until closing. It almost always did.

Then it was back to my place in Westchester, a Los Angeles neighborhood around the corner from LAX. It was always back to my place. Somehow the group had grown to about fifteen or twenty people. I was playing the role of after-party host. Looking back, I think I liked the control. I was always the driver, the host; it was always my show. With people waiting to party, I went into the kitchen and returned with a bottle of Jack Daniel’s in one hand, a bottle of champagne under my arm, and a big plate of coke in the other hand for all of my guests. The crowd went wild. Standing ovation. Just how I liked it.

As usual the party continued into the near-daylight hours. There was still a plate of coke on the living-room table and a handful of friends—and I use that term loosely—were making themselves at home.

The only problem? In seven hours I would be standing in front of a roomful of college students at Marquette University telling them how great it felt to overcome a drug addiction and how important it was to stay off drugs. I had a flight to catch and needed to be at the airport by 5:30 a.m., and at a quarter to five, I was still nose-deep in a pile of cocaine with a roomful of strangers listening to house music. And I hadn’t even packed!

I was pretty good at pulling off this kind of thing. All my life I had given everyone exactly what they wanted. If Full House producers needed someone to look cute while eating Oat Boats, I smiled in my cereal. If my friends needed a house to party in, I opened my doors, supplied drugs, and broke up lines of cocaine with a credit card. And if America decided I was supposed to be a role model, I hopped on a plane, turned on my best Stephanie-Tanner-all-grown-up face-and gave a speech.

So at 5:00 a.m. I threw some clothes in a bag, probably forgetting socks or toothpaste or something important, and attempted to make a clean escape. But the night of partying really left me frazzled. I came into the living room with my packed bag in hand and started shaking. I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t think. I had been up for two days straight, partying without a care in the world, and now I was starting to lose it.

On the car ride I realized I was wearing a T-shirt that said “Things you shouldn’t take to the airport” with pictures of drugs, guns, and a toothpaste tube larger than three ounces. I was one for three; I was carrying a bag of cocaine because I knew I couldn’t get through the next twenty-four hours without it—and praying the stupid shirt didn’t give me away to the airport security guard. That sort of paranoia comes along with drug use. The guard searching my bag will not see the humor in my T-shirt and will look extra hard through my bags. Oh my God! What am I going to do?

He did search pretty hard, but not because of the shirt. I took a deep breath and attempted to remain cool as the guard rummaged through my belongings. My friend who drove me to the airport told me I probably shouldn’t talk to anybody because at that point I couldn’t put together a complete sentence. The security guy took out my cosmetic case and asked me about every item. It took every ounce of energy I had to get out the words “lip gloss” and “mascara” without looking like a complete wreck. But I was dying inside. I thought this was it. I was going to get busted. How could I not? The guard then pulled out the compact where I kept my coke. My heart was beating through my chest. I thought for sure I was going to be arrested. And then it happened …

“OK, ma’am, have a nice flight.”

I was safe.

I sat down at the gate and nearly broke down. What am I doing? What the hell is wrong with me? How did I become this person?

If I had had that gun my shirt warned against, I probably would have blown my brains out. I was miserable …and exhausted.

When I got to my hotel near Marquette University in Milwaukee, Wisconsin, I slept for a few hours but when I woke up I was still dead tired. I was a mess. Luckily I had the coke to pick me back up. I did a few key bumps and headed to the lecture hall, where a sold-out crowd waited to hear me speak. I thought for sure that one of the professors would take one look at me and kick me out. But none did. They wanted to hear about the trials and tribulations of Jodie Sweetin, or at least the Jodie Sweetin I had created by appearing on Good Morning America and talking to People magazine.

I stood up at the podium, looked around the room, and put on my best TV smile. I was so disappointed in myself. I was living a complete lie. But unfortunately, guilt doesn’t make you stop. I talked about growing up on television and about how great my life was now that I was sober, and then midspeech I started to cry. The crowd probably thought that the memories of hitting rock bottom were too much for me to handle. Or maybe they thought the tears were just a way for an actor to send a message that drugs are bad. I don’t know what they thought.

I know what they didn’t think. They didn’t think I was coming down from a two-day bender of coke, meth, and Ecstasy and they didn’t think that I was lying to them with every sentence that came out of my mouth. That much I do know. The little bit of coke that I had done before the speech wasn’t enough to make me forget how bad I felt for doing what I was doing. The guilt was eating away at me. I was struggling to keep it together, but no one realized that. I finished. They applauded. Standing ovation. Just how I liked it. And it was over.

I was just so tired. Tired of lying. Tired of pretending to be someone that I wasn’t. I took a deep breath and walked out of the lecture hall. I went back to my hotel room and buried my face in my hands. I couldn’t keep doing this. It had to end.

But not today. I wiped away the tears and finished the baggie of coke.

Fuck it. I’ll quit tomorrow.

It had been a year since I went on Good Morning America and told the world that I was a recovered drug addict. And back then I really was recovering—or trying to, anyway. I had been sober for a few months, but I knew in the back of my mind it wasn’t over. I wasn’t ready.

But the story was a good one and it landed me the speaking jobs I needed to keep my career going and the drug money rolling in. Drugs and alcohol don’t come cheap—especially when you are also buying for a group of friends who mooch off your residual checks. I didn’t put up with eight seasons of Kimmy Gibbler so they could get high!

With the new income and a new house in Los Angeles it was all too easy to get right back into drugs.

It started one day, just a few months after my GMA spot, when I got a random phone call from a friend who I used with and who occasionally sold me drugs. I invited her to my place. I was in an apartment at the time. I knew it was a really bad idea to invite her over but I wanted to test myself, I guess. We hung out, played cards. I told her I hadn’t done meth in a while. One thing led to another and just like that, I was back.

After trying to stay sober and then relapsing a number of times, battling the decision to remain sober for a couple of months, I began to give up on myself. Then, when I moved into the house, I stopped putting in the effort altogether. “You can do this again,” I told myself about using. I wasn’t in a relationship and I didn’t have a good group of friends around me. I was frustrated and tired of trying. I had it in my head that I just wasn’t done.

I was always up for any party, especially if it involved Las Vegas, but my newfound careless attitude often got in my way. I regularly lost cell phones, wallets, and other valuables. One weekend, everyone decided to head out to Vegas, but before I could leave, I had to get cash from the bank since I had misplaced my ATM card. I took out ten thousand dollars in cash to bring with me to bankroll the alcohol and drugs for everyone, as usual, and a little shopping for me.

In Sin City I spent two thousand dollars on makeup and an outfit for the evening and was ready to have fun. The night brought us to various clubs and then to a blowout back at the hotel. Random people made their way in and out of my party until the sun came up. The next morning I noticed that the remaining eight thousand dollars was gone. Maybe I lost it, or maybe it was stolen. I didn’t care.

Whether in Vegas or in Hollywood, people would call and ask if I had plans, and even when I had had no intention of going out, I would say, “yeah sure” and it would be off to a night on the town. Outside of the speeches, I didn’t have any responsibilities so I often blew off my family and sober friends and opted to hang out with whoever wanted to do drugs.

Quickly, I was back to partying like I was at my worst, spending seven hundred dollars a week on meth, coke, and Ecstasy and another four to five thousand dollars every week or two on table service at various Hollywood hot spots. After partying, I’d head to random colleges and give speeches that were packed with lies. If during the Q & A portion someone asked me how long I had been sober, I’d say I had gotten out of rehab in April 2005, and out of sober living in October that same year. That part was true—but I was covering up my relapses. I felt terrible about what I was doing. I thought that maybe, if I kept getting up there, giving these talks, and saying I was sober enough that eventually it would happen for me: The story I was telling, with the happy ending I was creating, would somehow come true.

But even with my life as messy as it was, I hadn’t really hit rock bottom yet. I was too strong to hit that sort of low. I wasn’t going to overdose, wind up in the hospital, or have any near-death scares like I did the first time around. I was too in control.

It was a far cry from the cute little girl that everyone remembered from Full House—the girl everyone expected me to be for the rest of my life. I wasn’t Stephanie Tanner or the girl I was pretending to be in speeches and interviews, but I wasn’t exactly the drug addict, wild child that my friends thought I was either. I didn’t know who I was. That was the problem that may have led to my drug use in the first place, a problem that goes back as far as I can remember. …



chapter two
LET THERE BE LIGHTS, CAMERA, ACTION


there is no business like show business, as they say, and I knew that at a very young age. Before Mary-Kate and Ashley Olsen were born, before my first “How rude!”, before John Stamos’s mullet went prime time, I hit the stage at age three for a nursery school dance recital, and I stole the show.

When I say I stole the show, I mean I stole the show. Even with a dozen or so three-year-olds dressed like Cabbage Patch Kids dancing onstage, the minute I stepped out there, I had arrived.

We were supposed to walk out in a straight line, but I ignored the other girls and worked my way to the front. I immediately started doing my own thing—turning around in the opposite direction, busting out my own little sequence, and pushing girls out of the way—because, you know, they didn’t know what they were doing and I needed to be center stage.

It was then that my mom, Janice, thought, “Maybe she should be on TV.” I was a natural. While the other kids were terrified onstage, I was smiling, loving every minute of the attention, owning the audience. I thrived on the attention, the spotlight.

My mom realized that I came alive while performing. She helped me get involved in all sorts of performing arts, from recitals and the occasional play or puppet show (put on for my family or anyone who would watch), to beauty pageants (though I was no JonBenét Ramsey—just a little lip gloss and mascara and I did my thing).

Although I had fun and did well in pageants, I wanted more. I told my mom I wanted to be a “modeler,” my name for actors on TV. By the age of four I could read and memorize lines and I was constantly performing. I even had this little harmonica I carried with me everywhere—it was always showtime!

I took direction well, so my mom decided to cautiously test the Hollywood waters. “Just a few commercial auditions and that’s it!” my mom exclaimed when I begged for more than the pageants. Her casual, let’s-not-go-crazy-here plan immediately led to an Oscar Mayer hot dog commercial.

Hollywood, it turned out, loved me. I’d audition for one commercial and land a totally different, bigger commercial, or I’d go on set for a commercial and wind up taking the other kids’ jobs because I had done so well.

Early on, everything just fell into my lap. There was nothing but success, and everything seemed perfect. In the beginning, all was good.

I was enjoying acting, and more important, I didn’t see it as work. Acting gig after acting gig came my way, and my hobby turned into a full-time operation. My parents saw how much I loved it, so my mom started officially managing me: taking me to auditions, acting classes, and singing lessons.

My mom loved it, not because she saw fame and fortune but because she loved being with me and watching over me. Plus, she was a big fan of dress up. I had an outfit for every occasion, from Easter Sunday to regular airplane rides. My hair was always done, my socks matched my shoes, and I was perfectly put together.

I ate it all up. I couldn’t imagine not acting. There wasn’t any rejection, so I just kept going.

In 1986, I landed a one-episode role on Valerie, a hit TV sitcom later called The Hogan Family when Valerie Harper left the show. I played the next-door neighbor’s niece. Valerie was produced by Miller Boyett Productions which, at the time, was also working with Jeff Franklin on developing a show called Full House. Originally Full House was going to be called House of Comics and be about three comedians living together, but they decided somewhere along the way to make it more of a family show. (Good choice!) From that one episode of Valerie the producers loved me enough that they decided to cast me on Full House. No auditions. Nothing.

I was the first person cast on the show and they wrote the character of Stephanie Tanner around me. It was amazing to fall into something so spectacular at that age. That kind of career opportunity doesn’t come along every day, but I was too young at the time to realize the significance of it. Just filming anything was exciting. My family was thrilled so I knew I should be, too.

I had just turned five, a happy-go-lucky kid excited to be on the sets. We shot the pilot on the same set where they’d filmed the yellow-brick-road and poppy-field scenes for The Wizard of Oz. It all felt surreal.

It was shaky at first. No one thought the show was going to go anywhere. Bob Saget was the producers’ top choice for the role of the dad, but he was committed to another project. Instead, John Posey played his role in the original pilot. Bob’s schedule opened up soon after and we reshot with him. John Posey was out.

Even with Bob on board, expectations at ABC were low. (Hard to believe, I know.) The show barely got picked up for the first thirteen episodes. Critics hated it. They thought it was cheesy and trite and predictable, which it was—but that was ’80s family sitcoms; they were all like that. (See also: Perfect Strangers, Who’s the Boss?)

When the show got picked up for a full season, I didn’t really understand the significance of what was happening. The older cast members were slowly realizing that this could be something special, but I was busy guessing which tooth was going to fall out next.

My parents each had a different reaction to my success. My dad, who worked at a drywall plant in Long Beach, didn’t care for the showbiz stuff. If acting took me to a cool city or offered up a fun opportunity, his instant reaction was always, “Why would I want to do that?” He was happier coming home from work, putting on The Young Riders (which I loved) or some other Western show, and relaxing on the couch. He was a creature of habit—waking up early every morning, reading the paper, and heading to work before the sun came up. Hollywood wasn’t up his alley. But he was still a proud father. He’s a man of few words, but he loved telling his friends at work about Full House.

My mom was thrilled about the show regardless because John Stamos was on it and in the late ’80s, women loved John. (Actually even now, women love him!) I didn’t know or care about General Hospital at that age, so to me John was just the guy whose lips were always wet and slimy when he kissed me on the forehead. There are very few things I remember clearly from the first season, but John’s big, wet lips are burned on my brain. Yuck!

John’s lips were big but his heart was bigger. (Insert violins/slow version of Full House theme song, and touching Uncle Jesse moment here.) But really, from the very beginning, we were like a family. Everyone was very warm and friendly. Bob and John didn’t get along at first—who knows what they were arguing over (whose cologne smelled better?)—but pretty quickly, we all became a tight-knit group.

Of the adults, I was closest with Bob, who had three daughters in real life as well as on the show. I was a fixture among their family and was always happy spending time with them. It was nice to have real friends. Bob, though, sometimes forgot I was a little girl. One night, he decided to swing by the Laugh Factory to do a quick set. The Laugh Factory is a popular two-drink-minimum comedy club on the Sunset Strip, where adults go to get drunk and laugh at dirty jokes. It wasn’t exactly the best place for a kid my age, but it was a lot of fun. I sat on the speaker and pretended to understand the jokes. “When I get home I want to make love to you badly,” Bob quipped, before telling the audience his wife’s response: “At least you don’t overestimate yourself.”

To me it was all gibberish. I laughed because everyone else was laughing, but I had no clue what he was talking about. I sat there and watched the crowd and waited for my small role: I got to flash the two-minute warning light, signaling Bob that it was time to wrap his set. It was a blast! Though the Laugh Factory would play a pivotal role in my life years later, in the late ’80s it was all fun and games.

After the first season, we started picking up fans and the show got bigger and bigger. By the second season, most of the critics still couldn’t stand Full House but it had become huge in spite of them. All of a sudden I was on a top-rated show and people began to recognize me. It was all very strange, but my parents helped me cope with the changing environment and kept me grounded.

I still had to make my bed every morning, help with the dishes, and do chores around the house. I was, for all intents and purposes, a regular kid with rules and bedtimes and homework to be checked. Other than the TV gig, life was normal. My parents made sure of that. They stressed to me that Full House was just what I did and how I made money, but that if I ever hated it or felt too much pressure, I could stop at any time.

At six, I didn’t think quitting was a viable option. I loved acting and performing and had no plans to ever stop.



chapter three
STUCK IN THE MIDDLE


i didn’t watch Full House while I was doing the show. I didn’t need to. I lived it, and sometimes it was hard to tell the difference between Stephanie Tanner’s life and my own. I wasn’t really a middle child begging for attention and struggling to figure out where I belonged, but when the cameras stopped rolling, I still felt Stephanie’s pain.

On set, I just wanted to be a kid. I was six. That wasn’t too much to ask was it? But Full House was a job and I was expected to behave like a miniature adult. When I first started, I’d get in trouble for playing hide-and-seek on the set. Directors would be ready to shoot a scene and I would be hiding under Stephanie’s bed. It didn’t go over well.

I also threw an occasional temper tantrum. On an episode called “Middle Age Crazy,” no one pays attention to Stephanie so she marries her friend Harry Takayama. In a dream sequence, she goes off to Mars and no one cares. (That happens to every kid, right?)

For that dream scene I went to what was then MGM studios to have two costumes made. There, I saw the dress that Dorothy wore in The Wizard of Oz, and it was a big deal to me, even then, to have a dress made by the same studio that had made Dorothy’s. My dress was gorgeous: blue with feathers on the bottom and rhinestones and all the stuff that little girls love. I remember floating around the stage in that dress, twirling with my boa. I was in hog heaven. When it came time to put on the other outfit—a pants outfit—I was horrified. I started crying and refused to change. I was sitting on the steps of the entryway to the Tanner living room set, bawling uncontrollably because life was so unfair.

Regular kids get to throw temper tantrums once in a while and it’s no big deal. If a kid wants to wear her Halloween costume to school in the middle of December, it’s fine. Go for it. But I had to take off the dress. You don’t screw around on the set of a hit TV show. It was those little things that made me realize I didn’t have the luxury to just be a kid. You can’t hide under your bed or refuse to take off your favorite outfit. I couldn’t even get sick.
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