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This book is dedicated to my various parents, relatives, and friends,
who always encouraged me to be the kid I wanted to be.
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chapter 1

I have an incredible idea. Unfortunately, I can’t tell you what it is. People have stolen my ideas before. They pretend it was their idea, and then they don’t even ask me to be part of it. That’s a mistake, because I understand the idea way better than they do, and if I’m not there to explain it, they usually get parts of it wrong. Then it doesn’t really work. Or it sort of works, but it could have been a hundred times better. It’s a waste of a good idea.

I’m not saying this happened fifty times. Maybe five. They never give me credit, which is fine because the way it turned out, I don’t really want credit.

I’m not counting the little things, like I’m in class and I say an answer out loud and someone hears me and raises his hand and gets called on and it’s the right answer.

They never thank me, either. I don’t mean getting up and saying, “I’d like to thank the Academy, God, and most of all Sean Rosen, who in his own special way, made me look smart today.” I’d settle for a quiet “Thanks, man,” or even a little nod in my direction.

So I have this great idea. I can’t tell you what it is, because even if you didn’t mean to, you’d end up telling someone, because it’s so cool. All I can tell you is that it has something to do with entertainment. In fact, I think it will change the way people think about entertainment.

Like for example, remember when people used to only watch TV shows on TV? Now we watch them on our computers, on our phones ... anywhere we want. I’m telling you this to prove that the way people think about entertainment can actually change. I’m not saying that putting TV shows on phones was my idea. My idea is actually a little bigger than that.

I know the company I want to be in business with. I’m not going to tell you their name. You know them. They’re huge. They’re a huge company in the entertainment business. I looked them up online. Their offices are in California and New York. I live in between.

Since this is my first time trying to work with a big company, and since I know which company I want to be in business with, I think I should practice on another company. Just in case I do something wrong.

I learned this from one of my grandmothers. She likes to practice things before she does them. Like say she has a doctor’s appointment tomorrow, with a doctor she never saw before, in a place she doesn’t really know. Most people would just put the address into their GPS and follow the directions. Or if they didn’t have a GPS (my grandmother doesn’t), they’d go on MapQuest or Google and print out directions.

Grandma prints out the directions, but instead of just using them to drive to the doctor, first she uses them for what she calls a “trial run.” She drives to the doctor the day before her appointment, just to be sure the directions are right. It makes my dad crazy (she’s his mom). “You’re not only wasting time, you’re wasting gas.” Grandma doesn’t care. She likes to know what she’s doing.

The website of the trial run company gives you their e-mail address, their telephone number, their regular street address in California, and their fax number.

We don’t have a fax machine, but I can send faxes from my computer. I figured it out for my mom. Every time I send a fax for her she gives me two dollars, which is less than the copy place she used to go to. The last time she had to send a fax, I offered to teach her how to do it from her own computer. She said, “No thanks. Do you have change for a five?”

I decided not to send them a fax. If they only have one fax machine for the whole gigantic company, it’s probably broken half the time. And if it’s not, whoever gets them has to read like a thousand faxes every day. I don’t trust that person to get my fax to the right person. I don’t trust that person to not be in a bad mood and throw my fax in the garbage. If I had that job, I probably wouldn’t do that, but I’ve never gotten a thousand faxes.

I’m sending them a letter. Like a letter on a piece of paper that you put in an envelope. Hardly anyone ever does that, so the person at the company who opens actual letters might be happy to have something to do.

Dear _________ (the big entertainment company I’m not so interested in),

I have an idea that I’m pretty sure can make your company millions, if not billions of dollars. All I can tell you right now is that this is an idea relating to entertainment.

Please ask the person at your company who works on new ideas to call me. My number is 555-555-5555 (not my real number). Any time after 3 would be fine. Believe me, it’s a really good idea.

Sincerely,

Sean Rosen

I took a piece of my dad’s stationery. I’m not going to use it for the letter. My dad is a plumber. I’m not saying that a plumber would never have a good entertainment idea. I actually never heard of that happening, but it could. I took his stationery to get ideas for my stationery. If you’re wondering why a plumber has stationery, it’s for giving people bills.

I designed my stationery and I put my letter on it. It looks good. I already know how I like to do my signature. I practice a lot during history. I figured out how to print envelopes on our printer.

I rode my bike to the post office because I want to mail it right away. I don’t want it to sit in some metal box all day waiting for a truck to come and drive it to the post office. I also want to pick out the right stamp.

I think the Love stamp might be confusing. There’s a nice Oklahoma stamp, but I’m not from Oklahoma. I got the Thomas Edison stamp. He also had some good new ideas.


chapter 2

The next few days were very, very long. Have you ever waited for a phone call? It might come in the next five minutes or it might never come at all. You keep checking your phone to make sure it’s on. And when you have to turn it off, like in school, you keep turning it back on to see if they called while it was off. You want to stop thinking about it, but you can’t. You get mad at whoever was supposed to call, and you get mad at yourself, because you’re acting crazier and crazier.

I woke up in the middle of the night and realized that I told them to call me after 3, but I forgot to tell them that I don’t live in the same time zone as them. Their 3 isn’t the same as my 3. And I never said 3 PM. I just said after 3.

I got out of bed and wrote a second letter telling them that when they call me, it should be after 3 PM, my time. After reading it, I decided not to send it. I just kept my phone near me all the time. Most of the time I held it in my hand. I learned that if you ever have to hold the phone while you’re charging it, like when you’re sleeping, you don’t get electrocuted.

I mailed my letter on a Monday, and when I got home from school on Thursday, there was an envelope from the entertainment company waiting for me. It was kind of thick.

I put my phone down (finally), and thought about where to open the envelope. Maybe this sounds conceited, but I’m thinking about the future. Like when I’m on a talk show, telling the story of where I was when I read the letter that started my career.

Which is funny, because this started out as a trial run. I don’t know how it happened, but some time between mailing my letter and getting their letter, I actually got excited about being in business with my second-choice company.

It’s like when you pretend to be sick so you can stay home from school, then you actually get sick. No it isn’t. It’s like when there’s only one scoop of chocolate and one scoop of butter pecan left in your freezer. You want the chocolate, but your friend says he thinks he’s allergic to nuts. You don’t completely believe him, but you take the butter pecan, even though you never tasted it and never wanted to. Then you find out you love butter pecan.

I decided to open the letter in my old tree house. It’s not actually mine, but I used to go there. And it’s not really a house. Just a tree where my friend’s dad nailed a big piece of wood. We’re actually not friends anymore.

The idea was that once you climbed the tree, you’d have somewhere to sit that was more comfortable than a branch. The piece of wood is actually less comfortable than a branch, but if you bring a pillow or two, it’s not too bad.

I took two pillows, and when I was up in the tree and comfortable, I opened the letter.

Dear Mr. Rosen,

Thank you for your interest in _________ (the entertainment company). In response to your letter, it is the official published policy of our company not to accept unsolicited submissions of any kind or nature.

For your information, no one outside the legal department of this company has seen your letter. No one at this company ever invited you to make a submission.

_________ is an extremely large, diversified corporation with thousands of active projects and properties throughout the world. We take no responsibility for any coincidental similarity between your work and ours.

All of our projects are protected by copyright, and despite the possibility that your material may be similar in some way, or even identical, to one of the properties we own, your unsolicited submission does not qualify you for any legal rights or compensation with regard to our property.

We can assure you that we defend and prosecute nuisance lawsuits to the fullest extent of the law. Should you wish to approach this company again, we suggest that you do so through a talent agent or management firm.

If you can believe it, this letter went on for another three pages. I didn’t know what they were talking about half the time, and they probably don’t either. It’s like when you download a new computer program. You start out reading the Terms of Agreement, but it just goes on and on. You want to use the program, so after about two paragraphs you give up and click “I Agree.”

But who knows? Maybe near the bottom of the Terms of Agreement there’s something that says, “Starting today, I agree to give you all the money I earn for the rest of my life, plus my dog.” You agreed to it because you got bored reading all those big words.

By the way, I don’t have a dog. I want a dog. At least I think I do. If you’ve never had something, you think you want it, but since you don’t really know what it’s like, maybe you don’t actually want it. It doesn’t matter anyway because my mom definitely doesn’t want one. If you ask her why, the only thing she’ll say is “I’m not a dog person.” My dad isn’t a cat person, so that’s that.

Obviously, the legal department never even read my letter. THERE WAS NO SUBMISSION. I didn’t tell them anything about my idea. I just asked them to give me a call. I slept with my phone all week for nothing.

And no matter what they said in their letter, I’m sure they don’t have an idea that’s similar or identical to my idea. I didn’t tell anyone that I sent this letter, but if my grandmother knew, she would say, “This is why you do a trial run.”


chapter 3

NO MORE FISH.

I was fries-texting my mom. We were at the kitchen table having dinner. She and my dad were talking about some concert they went to twenty years ago, so she didn’t see my plate with those words spelled out in fries. My mom thinks it’s healthy to have fish once a week. Once a week is okay, but tonight was the second time. I wanted to eat my fries, so I cleared my throat and pointed. She said, “Cute. The fish was on sale. Sorry.”

I decided not to tell my parents about writing to the entertainment company, or the obnoxious letter I got back, but I did ask them what a nuisance lawsuit is. They know. My mom’s a nurse. She told me that nurses have to have insurance, because people are always suing doctors and nurses and hospitals. “You made me get a CAT scan during the Super Bowl. I’m suing you for fifty million dollars.” That was her example. I don’t know if it really happened.

My dad has to have insurance too. I guess he had a nuisance lawsuit once. Someone said their water was too hot and they got burned, and it was my dad’s fault. He started explaining to me how it wasn’t his fault at all because the family did something to the water heater to make the water hotter than it’s supposed to be. It only took a minute of hearing about the water heater before I told my dad, “I Agree.”

The next day after school I got back to work. I’m still mad about that letter, but I can’t think of anything I can do about it.

Since the company I want to be in business with probably has the same rules as the company I wrote to, I guess I should get a talent agent or a management firm.

I always thought I would have an agent. Once in a while in school when someone, even a teacher, asks me to do something, just to be funny I say, “You’ll have to talk to my agent.” Not everyone thinks it’s funny.

Different people laugh at different things. I notice it all the time at the movies. Sometimes I’m the only one laughing. I can’t always explain why, but I just think something is funny. Even if no one else laughs, it doesn’t mean I’m wrong. It’s funny to me.

Sometimes I feel like I’m the only one not laughing. I hate that feeling. At first I think maybe I didn’t get it. But I actually did get it. I just didn’t think it was funny. Then I start wondering why everyone else thought it was. It’s distracting.

I went online and did some research about agents. I’ve heard of some of the big agencies in the entertainment business, but I don’t know anything about them. They have the world’s smallest websites. They don’t say the names of the agents. They don’t say who they’re the agents for. But I read that an actor I like works with a certain agency, so that’s the one I picked.

I don’t want to waste another week waiting for an answer, so this time I’m calling. Just about the only thing on this agency’s website is their phone number.

For Hanukah last year my parents got me a really good digital voice recorder. I use it for my podcasts. And every once in a while I record something else. Like a phone call I want to remember.



	OPERATOR:

	SIA. (a big famous talent agency—not their real initials)




	ME:

	Hi. Are you the agent for David Boone? (a super funny actor—not his real name. Trust me, you know him)




	OPERATOR:

	I’ll connect you with Steve Stevens. (he must be David Boone’s agent—not his real name either)





This was easy. They put me right through to a really big agent. Then a woman answered.



	WOMAN:

	Steve Stevens.




	ME:

	Oh. I was expecting you to be a man. That’s interesting that your parents named you Steve.




	WOMAN:

	No. They named me Delilah.




	ME:

	Oh. I thought I was being connected to Steve Stevens.




	WOMAN:

	You are. I work for him.




	ME:

	Oh. Good. He’s who I want to talk to.




	WOMAN:

	Who’s calling?




	ME:

	Sean Rosen.




	WOMAN:

	Steve’s in a meeting. Will he know what this is about?




	ME:

	I don’t know. Is he psychic?




	WOMAN:

	I have no idea. Why?




	ME:

	If he was psychic he would know what this is about. (she doesn’t say anything)
You’re right. It isn’t that funny. Anyway, he’s the agent for David Boone, right?




	WOMAN:

	Yes. Are you a producer?




	ME:

	No. Well, yes. I do produce things.





Then no one said anything for about five seconds.



	ME:

	How did you know I was a producer?




	WOMAN:

	If you’re calling about David Boone, you’re either a director, which you’re not, because I would have heard of you, or you’re a producer.




	ME:

	Oh. I’m not calling about working with David Boone. Though I plan to some day. No. I’m actually looking for an agent.




	WOMAN:

	For what?




	ME:

	For me.




	WOMAN:

	What do you do?




	ME:

	Oh. Well . . . it’s a little hard to say exactly.




	WOMAN:

	Well, what have you done?




	ME:

	Oh, quite a few shows.




	WOMAN:

	Which shows?




	ME:

	Oh. I don’t know if you’ve heard of them.




	WOMAN:

	Try me. I know most of the TV shows.




	ME:

	Oh. These weren’t on TV. They were actually assemblies.




	WOMAN:

	Wait a minute. How old are you?




	ME:

	Thirteen.




	WOMAN:

	Wait. Are you a little boy?




	ME:

	No. I mean I’m a boy, but I wouldn’t exactly say I’m little.




	WOMAN:

	I thought I was speaking to a woman producer.




	ME:

	Named Sean?




	WOMAN:

	There are women named Sean.




	ME:

	I’m not one of them.




	WOMAN:

	Good-bye, Sean.





My voice recently started to change. A lot of people used to call our house and think I was my mom. It was annoying. When I was eleven I got my own phone, so it stopped. Now if you’re calling me, you know who I am.

I know my voice is changing because of my podcasts. When you make podcasts and edit them yourself, you get to hear your voice a lot. I hated it at first, but I got used to it. If you listen to my newer podcasts, I sound older now and more like a guy. But maybe not to Delilah.


chapter 4

I know that some kids have agents. I was watching a talk show and I heard a kid actor say, “I was in my friend’s backyard and I got a call from my agent telling me I got it.” He was talking about a part in a TV show. How did he get that agent?

“Hell if I know.” My dad was in the room watching TV with me. He didn’t say it in a mean way. He just doesn’t know. “Sorry, Seany. I wish I could help you with this stuff. I guess you got the wrong dad.”

I wasn’t actually asking my dad “How did he get that agent?” like I thought he would know. It was just one of those times you’re thinking about something, and you say it to yourself out loud, but the person in the room with you thinks you’re talking to them. It happens all the time. By the way, my dad is the only person who ever calls me “Seany.”

“What do you need an agent for?” I wasn’t sure I wanted to get into all this with my dad, so I didn’t answer. He said, “I could be your agent.” That’s nice of my dad to volunteer, but I can’t picture him talking to this huge entertainment company. He doesn’t speak that language.

There actually is a special show-business language. I’ve been learning it. Last year, my parents asked me what I wanted for Christmas, and I said a subscription to The Hollywood Reporter. I’ve been reading it every week. The Hollywood Reporter is a magazine about show business, the business part of it. It talks about movies and TV and music and games, sometimes theater and books. When you subscribe, you get it online and also a paper copy. I like the paper copy because when you read it in public, people in show business know you’re in show business too. Actually, that hasn’t happened yet. There aren’t many people in show business where we live.

You might be wondering why someone named Sean Rosen is getting Christmas presents. Actually, my dad is Jewish and my mom is Catholic, and we celebrate everything, more or less.

“Hey, Sean!” It’s my mom, yelling from the kitchen. “Telephone!”

Only one person ever calls me on the old-fashioned phone. Javier. His family moved here from Argentina last year. They still talk to their relatives there all the time, and I think when you make a call from here to Argentina (on a phone, not Skype), it’s more expensive if you call a cell phone. I don’t know for sure because I’ve never called Argentina. Anyway, Javier always calls me on the house phone.

I picked up the phone in my parents’ room. That phone doesn’t have a cord (the kitchen one does), so I could have brought it back to my room, but I like talking on the phone while I’m lying on my parents’ bed. It’s nice and big, and I can roll around.

Javier was calling to see if I want to play football. The first time he did that I actually went. I like him, and people don’t ask me to play football very often. It turned out he meant soccer, which I like a tiny bit more than football. Javier says I could be good at it because I run pretty fast and my feet are sort of big. Unfortunately, I just don’t like it that much.

Javier is still learning English, and I don’t speak Spanish (I take French), but I like talking to him. It’s kind of like a word game. Part of the game is figuring out what he’s trying to say, because he doesn’t know certain words or he mixes them up or he says them in the wrong order.

The other part of the game is figuring out how to say things in English so he’ll know what I’m saying. It’s fun, but when you’re on the phone, not looking at each other, not able to act things out, it’s like you’re playing the same game but you jumped to a higher level.

I said to Javier, “Unfortunately, I cannot play football because I am working on a very important project.” I think it helps not to use contractions like “can’t” or “I’m.”

My mom walked in just as I was getting up. I started smoothing the covers, but I can never get it to look like it does when she makes the bed. Neither can my dad. She started smoothing the covers herself. “Why don’t you invite Javier for dinner?”

“He’s playing soccer.”

“Then he’ll be extra hungry.”

“Are we having fish again?”

“No, Sean. I got the message. But I bet Javier loves fish.”

I have no idea whether Javier loves or even likes fish, but anyway, I really want to get this agent thing taken care of. If we don’t have a guest, dinner will be shorter and I can still make calls, because it’s earlier in California, where most of the agents are.

On my way out I said, “Let’s invite him another time. I have too much homework tonight.” I don’t like lying to my mom, but I actually didn’t. What I have to do is work, and I’m doing it at home.

After dinner (lasagna), I tried getting in touch with some other agents. None of them wanted to talk to me. None of them even spent as much time telling me no as Delilah did.

Maybe I gave up on managers without knowing enough about them. I spent a little more time on the internet doing research. You know, not just Wikipedia.

Actually, Wikipedia isn’t a bad place to start. I know Wikipedia isn’t the total truth, but who says an encyclopedia in a regular library is the total truth?

When I was young, I had to do a report on Brazil. In the encyclopedia in my school library, the article about Brazil was exactly three pages long. Two hundred million people live in Brazil. It’s a huge country, just a little bit smaller than all fifty United States. It’s been around a long time. Are there really only three pages’ worth of things to say about Brazil? Are those three pages the total truth about Brazil? No.

Here’s what I learned online. Agents get 10 percent of what you earn. So if a big entertainment company pays you 10 million dollars for your idea, your agent gets 1 million and you get nine. Managers get 15 percent. So if you have an agent and also a manager, out of that 10 million, you only get 7 1/2 million. For your idea. What do they even do?

According to what I read, agents and managers advise you. They negotiate the contract. They help guide your career. I guess I want those things. Even if I don’t, I’m never going to get 10 million dollars from that big entertainment company for my idea if they won’t even let me tell them what it is.


chapter 5

Seventh grade. What can you say? There’s a law that says I have to go, so I go. I try to make the best of it, but some days that’s not possible. Like today. I didn’t feel like being in school, and I especially didn’t feel like going to French, so I went to the Publication Room to pretend to work on the e-yearbook. I’m one of the editors.

I’m having a problem with my French teacher. It’s really bothering me because I like French a lot, and this is making me not like it.

I like French because it’s like a secret code. You see the words on a page, and not one single word sounds the way it looks. Renseignement. That means information. You could look at renseignement for a million years and you would never guess how to pronounce it. Only people who know the code know how to say it and only people who know the code know what you mean.

My mom speaks French. Sort of. She learned it in high school. She was always a very good student, and she knows the right way to say every single letter of the alphabet in French. Unfortunately, she pronounces every letter of every word so perfectly that it never actually sounds like a person talking.

You wouldn’t think so if you met him, but my dad also speaks French. I only found out last year. My mom told me that my dad’s family lived in Paris for a year when he was a kid. My dad never speaks French anymore because it reminds him of his dad. I never met that grandfather. He died before I was born. My dad is still mad at him about something.

Anyway, I really like speaking French, and I used to like French class. Last year my teacher, Mademoiselle Fou, decided she wanted to put on a show at our school. She set up the auditorium stage like a French nightclub, and kids from her classes were waiters, entertainers, or regular French people at the nightclub. There was a big sign over the stage that said LE BISTRO, which was the name of the nightclub and the name of the show.

She asked me to be the host because she said I have the best French accent in the school. I ended up spending a lot of time working on that show, and after a while it felt like too much time. Mademoiselle Fou is one of those teachers who tries to be friends with students. It’s fun at first, then it isn’t.

The real reason she did Le Bistro is that she likes to sing. She kept saying she was channeling Edith Piaf, a French singer who had a terrible life. I’m not sure what channeling is and none of us ever heard of Edith Piaf, but listening to Mademoiselle Fou sing songs in French at
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