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    Preface


    


    When I walked into the Comedy Store in 1972 I knew my life would change forever. I had no idea how much it would change or what direction it would take, I just knew my life was about to be different. I’d no longer be the assistant buyer at The May Company, I’d be “somebody”; I was right. Because of my career as a stand-up comedian, TV writer, and playwright, I’ve traveled the world and worked with some of the biggest names in show business. I have fond memories and some I’d like to forget. My personal life has always been a mesh of bad relationships, lost souls and natural disasters, yet I seem to have come to the surface like the flotsam of a shipwreck. I’m a survivor, as they say. This is my story.


    Who would have thought words alone could change a life? My profession is making people laugh. I worked in comedy clubs. I did stand-up. I’m no author; authors are Arthur Miller, Tennessee Williams, and Truman Capote. Authors live in Connecticut. I live in Bel Air. I’m not an author, yet that’s not what my readers tell me. My readers tell me my writing has changed their lives. I’m feeling like a real writer today but inside I never feel like a real anything. My book was just a lark, something to take up my time, to stretch my funny, to record my thoughts. I had no idea it would turn into my passion. I never thought my life would interest anyone. After all, I never became a star like some of my friends. I didn’t find the cure for any disease. I’m not a political leader. Yet the readers tell me I matter. They write to tell me how much my words mean to them. My knee jerk reaction, “Get a life.” Yet, I thank them for being so supportive. Writing the book hasn’t been easy. As a comedian, I am so used to hearing the instantaneous reaction to my words, but I am now learning via email that my jokes amuse. I’m learning that my words have worth. I’m learning about me as you, the reader, learns about you. They call that a symbiotic relationship, the host benefiting from the parasite and vice versa. Don’t ask me which I am.


    Before you start on this journey with me, I need to explain something. The stories are not chronological. This whole book is a dyslexic’s wet dream. Oh, and I’ve changed a few names to protect the guilty.


    Just one final note, I wrote these words for you but it is I who has gained the benefit. I gained the self-confidence and shed a life of negative familial connections. It is I who started writing as an adult child and ended up an adult. I am the author, not the parasite; I am the host. Welcome to my world.

  


  
    The First Entry


    


    It’s Friday at about 11:30 a.m. and I’ve started writing. My good friend, Carole Propp, talent producer, suggested that I should document my life for all to see because, “Who’d believe the crap that happens to you?!” I guess I would, Carole, I’m living it. Now I invite you, the readers, to live it along with me.


    As we speak the “handy man” is in my garage trying to open the garage door, which fell on my car last night. Oh, it’s not one of those sectional garage doors you buy from Sears, with the row of tacky windows at the top. Oh no, it’s a solid wood, made by hand, weighs-a-ton door. Right now, it’s sitting on top of my car, the one that I was rear ended in last week by an eighteen year-old Israeli without insurance…That car. I try to look on the bright side; the damage done by the Israeli can be repaired at the same time as the damage done by the garage door. I hope the body shop is having a two-for-one special. Couldn’t you just kill me now?


    So, the garage door has fallen and inside the garage are my car and the contents of the antique shop. What antique shop, you ask? The shop I opened in the hopes that it would give me something to do when I was not on the road, the hobby to keep my anxiety down, the place for me to go on Saturdays…that antique shop. It’s the one that, after I opened, got sold to a developer who gave me three months to get out. That one!


    After filling the shop with thousands of fine antiques, I had to empty it into my car…before it got rear ended…then crushed by my garage door. I brought home all that crap — I mean fine antiques — made my nice clean garage look like a flea market, and put out the garage sale notices on Craigslist: “Come buy the antiques they’re half off.” However, those antiques are sitting in my garage, which has no other access but the garage door and are being held hostage by a two-thousand-pound garage door built by some guy without a green card.


    Let me explain my house to you. It’s in Bel Air — the slums of Bel Air but still Bel Air — and it has been built into the side of a mountain. The same mountain that gave way last February and destroyed thirty years of memories when it filled my office with mud and water; that mountain (Feeling better about your life yet?). Okay, back to the house. You enter on the street level and travel up four flights of stairs as they carry you through the house. The foyer is on level one; my office is on level four. The garage is on level zero…street level.


    I needed to tell you this so you’d appreciate the following. The handyman calls me on his cell phone from the garage (I told you it’s a big house) and asks me to come down and hand him his toolbox. Why? There’s no way out of the garage and after he squeezed in, the door closed just enough to trap him. He’s trapped in there with the car and the antiques and my tools and my trashcans and all the stuff one keeps in a garage. I walk down the four flights of stairs, hand him the toolbox through a crack just big enough to pass a wrench through and head back into the house. I find my dog, the new one, the one that weighs eighty-five pounds and eats whatever he feels like, that one. I find him with a wet coffee filter in his mouth and behind him a mountain of coffee grounds spread all over the living room. His tail wags rapidly so proud, look what I did. I stop and begin the process of cleaning up the wet coffee grounds that have fallen into the cracks of my antique pine planked floor. This process takes thirty minutes. I head back to my office on the fourth floor, the phone rings. It’s the handyman, “Can you come down and help me?” I make the trek back down the four flights of stairs to find him peeing in an antique spittoon he found in my garage. Seriously, just kill me now.


    We get the door opened. He rinses out the spittoon, which I plan to bury in my back yard after he leaves. What he’s left me with is a two-by-four holding up the remnants of the garage door and five thousand dollars’ worth of antiques exposed to the street. It’s sort of like a homeless person’s wet dream.


    It’s 12:45 p.m. The Garage Door Doctor is coming at three o’clock. This is not some name I’ve made up. This is a company that does nothing but fix garage doors. There are all kinds of “doctors”. I’ve seen the Door Doctor and the Rooter Doctor and the proverbial “Doctor” Doctor but this guy is the Garage Door Doctor. You’d expect him to show up in a white coat with rubber gloves. Instead you get a 350-pound Italian guy on parole for non-payment of spousal support. A guy you’d run from in a dark alley, and this guy is going to fix my garage door. I’ll fill you in on what good news he gives me after my consultation. That’s what they call it. He’s not coming to look at the door; he’s coming to give me a consultation. What, in reality, he’s coming to do is to suck out whatever is left in my checking account. See, he’s like a real doctor.


    Later that day I get a call from the Garage Door Doctor’s office, “The Doctor is on his way.” I am thrilled because no one comes when they say they will. I hang up and the doorbell rings on level one, and I’m on level four. I make a mad dash for the front door expecting to see the doctor, instead I see two cherubic girls who look like they’re from the dance group The Lockers, featuring Fred Berry. Oh Shit, they saw the antiques in the driveway. I’m gonna get hit for a donation.


    I open the glass doors and greet them in the portico, “Can I help you?”


    It was then it started…”Sir, we’d like to wish you a happy day.” If they really wanted me to have a happy day they would have rung my neighbor’s doorbell.


    I make a decisive move, “Look, I’m not buying anything. I’ve bought before. I bought the peanut brittle for $18. I bought the pen set for $16. I got the magazine subscription to Arizona Highways. I’m not buyin’ nothin.” Long cold stare.


    “How about a donation?”


    “No!” I reply firmly. And then it happened…she went all ghetto on me.


    “You be livin’ in this big house with all them antiques in the driveway and your white ass is telling me you can’t make no donation to poor starving kids who’s just trying to make a little money so they can go to college!!!”


    We stare each other down. “Yeah, basically that’s it in a nutshell,” I reply.


    Beat…beat…“Okay. Have a nice day,” and they both leave.


    It’s the end of the day and the doctor just left, “Can’t do anything until next Tuesday,” so my garage stays open until next Tuesday. Please, someone, anyone, come steal the crap in my garage and make it a perfect day!

  


  
    Garage Sale


    


    Houses on both sides of me are for sale. This means that little people from the valley run to see how the rich live in Bel Air. The place is crawling with lookie-loos. Since I can’t leave the house until the garage door is fixed, I thought, hey, why not try to dump the rest of the antique crap? I opened a Garage Sale. Right away I sold $69 worth of stuff, actual value $150. Then, just as suddenly as it got busy, it dropped dead. Not a single person until one of the lookie-loos stumbled in.


    I, trying to make conversation, say, “Are you looking at the house next door?”


    “I wouldn’t live around here, dude,” he said, in his valley accent.


    “What do you mean you wouldn’t live here…dude?”


    “I like the country.”


    “Which country?” is all I could get out.


    He laughs, the moron doesn’t know I’m insulting him. He holds up an item and asks the price. I double it just so he’ll go away. He buys it. He’ll buy anything at any price. He’s not looking so bad now. I try to get him to buy more stuff. Whatever he asks, I double it. He buys it. The kid is an asshole. The Gods have sent me my reward for yesterday’s torment. The asshole takes his purchases and leaves. Oh, happy day, happy, happy day!


    I close the garage sale because despite the fact that I have made $500, it will cost me $600 in therapy. I can’t fall into one of my depressions again. Now this may sound like a joke, but it’s not. I battle depression. When I say battle it’s more like an on-going struggle. Once, I was so depressed I watched Schindler’s List just to cheer myself up. I can’t let myself slip into one of those depressions…I’m going to watch Munich. Nothing cheers me up like a Spielberg film. I’ve got an Academy DVD and my afternoon is free.

  


  
    The Shredder


    


    I had no idea what I should write about; then I looked down at my shredder and got inspired. Printed along the top of the shredder is a picture of a paperclip with the universal red slash through it. Next to it is a picture of a hand, with the same universal sign. And I’m wondering who goes into an office and thinks, “Gee, I wonder if my hand will fit in the shredder?” Our society has become so sue-crazy; manufacturers feel they have to protect themselves by putting all these stupid warnings on their merchandise. People will sue for anything. I’m fat, it’s McDonald’s fault. I’m anorexic, it’s Lean Cuisine’s fault. If they hadn’t built that freeway, I wouldn’t have been going to McDonald’s, and today I wouldn’t be anorexic. What we all need to do is take a deep breath and stop shoving our hands into our shredders. Kennedy — the good one — hit the nail on the head when he said, “Ask not what your country can do for you…” Today it’s, “Ask not who can sue for you, but who you can sue.”


    I was sued by a man who said that beating me up and breaking my rib caused him to have a heart attack at a wedding a year later. He got $5 thousand. It pissed me off so much I sued him and got $65 thousand. He counter-sued my counter-suit and was thrown out of court. This process took a year out of my life and wasted a lot of people’s time. However, I did buy a new home out of the deal. Basically, I’m a pimp and you shouldn’t listen to a word I say. It’s my fault there’s that stupid air bag warning on the visor of your car. Basically, I’m just as bad as the next guy. Oh, do me a favor. Promise me you’ll keep your hands out of your shredder. If you should happen to do so, please don’t sue Target; I love their towels.

  


  
    Temple Gig


    


    I start each day grateful that yesterday is over and that today is a new adventure. It’s 9:57 a.m.; I have a migraine and diarrhea. It’s raining and I’ve had to take an allergy pill. My head is pounding and the arm just fell off my desk chair. Worse than all that, I just got booked for an April 1st gig in town, no travel, nice Money, in a temple. A temple filled with my mother in different dresses. I hate these gigs and here is why.


    About ten years ago I was asked to work a Temple here in town. The booker called and offered me the gig and I turned it down. Why? I only like to work professional venues. This stems from an experience I had when I first started out. I worked a private party where the buffet was set up in front of the stage and I had to work behind the ice sculpture. I digress. I turn down the temple gig and the booker calls back with more money. I turn him down. He calls back with more money. I turn him down. He calls back with more money. This goes on for a week until the gig was five mortgage payments. How do you turn down five mortgage payments? I accept.


    It’s the night of the gig and I’m driving to the temple as the committee between my ears begins. What are you doing this for, you’re not going to be happy, they’re not going to like you, the stage won’t be right, the lights won’t be right. Why did you accept, there’s more to life than money. By the time I get there I’m looking for a tower to start shooting from. It’s 8:55 p.m. I pull myself together and go up to the front desk.


    “Hello, I’m Steve Bluestein. I’ll be entertaining here tonight.”


    The woman looks up at me and says, “Oh, I know you! You almost made it big!”


    Slam-dunk.


    She tells me there is a little problem. The caterer forgot to bring trays and the waiters have to carry the dishes out two at a time. The 9 p.m. show began at 11 p.m.; that meant that for two hours I had to hear in my head, you almost made it big. The show begins; I hate everyone in the room. I hate the valet; I hate the guy in the men’s room who hands out towels. I hate people who hate people. I hate my neighbor with the camper in his driveway. I hate people I never even met. I am insane. I am getting ready to go on when I hear the M.C.


    “Before we bring out Steve Bloomsteen, Mrs. Rosenberg would like to say a few words.”


    Cut to me on a table having electric shock therapy.


    Mrs. Rosenberg takes the stage, “When my Harold died…blah, blah, blah…the Cancer…blah, blah, blah…My entire world was shattered…(Crying) blah, blah, blah.” Forty-five minutes. She spoke for forty-five minutes. The only thing she did not do was bring out dead babies from the Holocaust.


    “And now the comedy of Stevie Bloomberg.”


    It’s 11:45 p.m. At this point I don’t care about the show, I don’t care about the crowd, Mrs. Rosenberg, saving the whales, or what my mother is going to say when she finds out I cashed in my Bar Mitzvah bonds. At this point I have jumped off the tower I was shooting from. I say the first thing that comes into my head. I look at Mrs. Rosenberg, who has a front row seat,


    “Nice speech, hon. I think you lost them in the last thirty-five minutes.”


    The crowd screams with a scream of laughter I have never heard before in my life. From that minute on, the show went wild. No matter what I said, they screamed. They were with me every single joke. Mrs. Rosenberg was laughing harder than anyone. I finished to a standing ovation, got in my car and felt really great! That show taught me something: I did make it big.

  


  
    Explaining Anxiety


    


    I woke up this morning and my mind was a complete blank. Perhaps it’s that banging anxiety in my chest. I’m like a flushed toilet. Empty. I thought about the hilarious story of the day my house was hit by twenty-six tons of mud and debris. Oh God, what a romp through comedy land that was. Nothing seems right, nothing seems important enough or funny enough or…enough. It’s the anxiety. I have suffered from it most of my life. I remember telling a nurse, “I think I’m having a heart attack.” I was eight at the time.


    Anxiety is anger turned inward, or is that depression? I always get the two confused. They are my constant companions. With me, it’s non-descript anxiety. That means for no reason I wake up one morning wanting to rip my heart out, stomp it on the floor and dance the Meringue. It’s a healthy way to start the day, no? Over the years and after sitting in God knows how many shrinks’ offices, I’ve learned to ride it like a wave. It passes, it always does, and it doesn’t kill me unless I let it. It’s lots of deep breaths and moving forward one step at a time.

  


  
    The HMO Visit


    


    I have a doctor’s appointment. Why? It appears my blood pressure is stroke level. It’s genetic. Some people get blonde hair and washtub abs; I get high blood pressure and an allergy to shrimp. I belonged to an HMO: A Horrible Medical Organization. Once I fell and thought I broke my leg. I was rushed to their Emergency Room. On the wall was a sign, “Time heals all wounds”. Who would want a doctor who thinks an HMO is what he went to medical school for? I think I’d rather live in the Mexican desert and wait for one of those planes. You know, the ones from Houston full of doctors who take big moles off Mexican children…with a camera crew. So dedicated.


    


    3:40 p.m.


    I’m back from my HMO. I’m on blood pressure medication and officially have become my grandfather. It’s all downhill from here. I’m looking for a coupon for walkers.


    Let me tell you what a visit to my HMO is like. I walk into the waiting room and they’ve got Jerry Springer on the TV. Jerry Springer in a doctor’s office…that’s like playing the Osama Bin Laden tapes at a Bar Mitzvah. The most intellectual magazine I could find was American Rifle with four of the pages stuck together. I take a seat between Lenny from Of Mice and Men and two women: one wet, just out of the shower, and one with her hand in a cast and in desperate need of a shower. They are gripped by the Springer show. I guess they never saw a transvestite hooker who was looking for his birth mother from a prison line up. Suddenly, shower girl takes out a brush and begins combing her flaxen locks onto my pants. Mid comb she parts her hair, bends over and shows her scalp to the dirty girl. They looked like two baboons grooming.


    The door opens and the nurse shouts out, “Roger R.”


    No one moves.


    “Roger R.”


    Nothing.


    “Roger Ripelli?”


    Lenny gets up. I guess the “R” thing threw him.


    I am called next, “Steve Blue-sssss---t-t-t-,” I’m in the door. Now here’s something I need to know: shouldn’t the nurse look at you when she’s taking your history? This girl is so detached I’m beginning to think I sexually assaulted one of her children. She takes my blood pressure and gives off a reassuring, “Whoa!!” The doctor comes in and I remember why I go to him. He knows my name, he knows my history, he’s concerned, and he’s a Jew! I got the only Jewish Doctor who didn’t go into private practice, he joined an HMO. He wants to see me in a couple of months. I fill my prescription and I’m outta there.


    On the way home, I stop at Trader Joe’s. Is it just me, or do they intentionally build Trader Joe’s with parking lots made for demolition derbies? It’s a huge store with a teeny-tiny parking lot with six-inch spaces and seventy-year-old hippies. Love the food, hate the parking lot; hate the hippies, which I call the “Birkenstock-and-Bunion” set.


    I love Trader Joe’s. I started going there for the dried papaya and soy cheese — both of which they no longer carry. My present addiction is rice crackers and dried peas. If you look in my car, in the space between the console and the seat, you’ll find $1,600 in rice cracker and dried pea crumbs. Leave me alone; at least the anxiety is gone.

  


  
    The Problem


    


    Bad shit doesn’t happen to me every single day of my life. It’s not like I take the trash out and I’m kidnapped and held hostage for the release of Adele’s new CD. Some days nothing happens, and on those days, I am forced to face the boredom that is my life. Case in point, last night. Last night I went to a dinner party with some Hollywood types. The food was magnificent, the company was wonderful, and I had no problem finding the house. No drama. Okay, I did forget my only winter coat there and they are leaving for Palm Springs today and won’t be back until Sunday, but in comparison with the rest of my life, this is a piece of cake.


    The only problem I have today is the harness I bought for my dog, Tori Spelling. She has a small head just like the real Tori Spelling, and she pulls out of a conventional collar, just like the real Tori Spelling. So, I bought her one of those harness contraptions that goes around her tummy and over each leg. Here’s the problem: when I took it off the cardboard it melted into a macramé of belts and buckles. I put the dog’s head through one hole and her paw through another; she looked like the cover of an S&M magazine. I put her head through another hole and her paw through here. She looks like my grandmother in her corset — it’s hanging here, it’s tight there. I put her head through this hole and pull her leg through that one. It won’t fit. So now I grab her foot and pull it. Pop! It’s through, and she’s wearing a push up bra. I start over, only now the dog growls at me. Evidently, she wanted a push up bra. I can’t get the thing off her; she looks like Mae West. She runs into her doghouse; I follow. It smells like shit in there. Why? There’s shit in there. I pull her out, telling her calmly that if she doesn’t let me get this harness off, I’m going to have her put to sleep. I get it off and now I’ve got it lying on the ground, and next to it I’ve got a map of the dog and a map of the harness. I think I’ve got it this time. I pull and push, presto change-o, the straps are running horizontally. They should be vertical. I pull it off. Now the big dog comes. He picks up the harness and runs into the backyard with it. I’m thinking gun, I’m thinking bomb, I’m thinking hostages at Petco. He will not give it back. Not for a bone, not for a toy, not for my favorite Prada shoes he ate the night before. He wants the harness, and he’s a big dog. If I get a pony cart I could make money in Beverly Hills pulling kids around birthday parties.


    Two hours later I finally get the harness away from him and on her. That dog is going to die with that harness on her. It’s never coming off…ever. It could be faded, stink and be on fire and I’m not removing it. It would just be simpler to get her a bigger head.

  


  
    I.B.S.


    


    Do you see the time? Do you?? I have been up since 4 a.m. with irritable bowels. That’s what my doctor says it is, but he’s with an HMO so I’m probably pregnant. To me, “irritable bowels” sounds like my bowels are too temperamental. I don’t know if you know what irritable bowels are, but I now have a direct connection to any woman with monthly cramps. My hat is off to you ladies. I don’t know how you do it. From now on, when you flip me off on the freeway around the twenty-fifth of the month (that’s the international sign for PMS), I’ll understand because we now have a bond. Cramps. This is the kind of pain you wish on your ex.


    I got no sleep last night — maybe four hours — but the blood pressure pills have slowed down my system so badly I feel like Billie Holiday at a recording session. I am so slow on the uptake; it doesn’t feel like me. How can you be agitated and sluggish at the same time? I hate it. How can I vacuum? It’s my only form of relaxation. I do Zen vacuuming. Up one chair down the other, up one chair down the other, up one chair down the other. Ohm.


    It’s 6 a.m., my day has not even started yet, and it’s started. I go in for my morning pee and the phone rings. I don’t know about you, but I can’t stop mid-pee and it feels like last night I drank Lake Superior. It would not stop. I have to get the phone before the sixth ring because then the answering machine picks up and it’s on the fourth floor and has an annoying beep sound when a message has been left, which means that I will not be able to go back to sleep because all I’ll hear is beep…beep…beep…to infinity. I am now pushing the last of the Great Lakes out of my bladder and run to the phone.


    “Hello?” My heart sinks…it’s one of my bipolar celebrity friends and they’re having an episode.


    “Remember two years ago when we had dinner at your house?”


    “No.”


    “Oh yes you do. You told everyone I was mentally ill. Well how could you do that to me?” How does one respond to that in pee stained pajamas?


    “You’re having an episode. That never happened.”


    “I know it never happened but how could you tell people I was mentally ill?”


    I stay on the phone with this person until I can take it no more, “I’ve got to go now.”


    Just as insanely as they called, they say, “Okay, have a good morning!”


    Why me? How do I collect these people? I’ve got a ton of them. There’s the crier, the obsessive-compulsive, the sex addict, the alcoholic, the drug addict, and the sociopath. They’re my closet friends. I love them all so much because I can relate. I’ve had every one of their illnesses and if I can make it through, so can they. All they need is a friend that will listen. That’s what I needed. I had one shrink tell me that with my childhood, I should be proud I am not in a state facility making wallets. To which I added, “yet”. The bottom line is these friends are my family and I love them with their warts and farts because lord knows I farted and created warts with the best of them.


    Now the morning doesn’t end there. My bipolar friend calls back an hour later at 7:30 a.m.


    “I’m sorry I called you so early, but I was just thinking…” Your first mistake.


    Then, like an unraveling roll of toilet paper, I get a laundry list of accusations. I lay the phone down on the counter and let the person spew. I butter my toast until I hear the murmuring stop.


    “Okay, thanks for calling. I’ll see you tomorrow.” Click.


    Now most people would be angry but I know it’s the illness talking and not my friend. I love this person. I want to see them well again; nothing would make me happier. I am of the conviction that we all should be there for one another. What this world needs is less self-obsession and more compassion…and a cure for irritable bowel syndrome.


    Now I’m off to Bank of America to fight with a teller.


    


    12:02 p.m.


    The strangest thing just happened. I went to the bank, there was a space right out in front. I took it and entered the bank. There was no one in line and I walked up to the teller, handed him my deposit slip, he stamped it and handed me a receipt. “Thank you. Anything else?” is all he said. I said no and was out of the bank in five minutes. There’s something very wrong here. Where was the lady who is always in front of me depositing $157 in nickels? Where was the ninety-eight-year-old man who couldn’t figure out how to use the ATM? Where were the Iranians? There’s always Iranians at the bank. Some people visit relatives, Iranians visit their money. Something is very, very wrong. Maybe I’ve found the parallel universe. The entrance is in the Bank of America in Beverly Hills. Or maybe, just maybe, this is what it’s like living in Utah.

  


  
    Sports-Berg


    


    I was watching the Olympics as Sasha Cohen skates between her falls and I’m thinking, See, Cohen should not be in sports. Cohen should have a going-out-of-business dry goods store on Long Island. Be serious, Jews were not meant to be sports figures, run heavy machinery, or fly airplanes. Once, I was flying Los Angeles to New York and heard the announcement, “I am Stewart Rosenberg and I will be your captain today.” I turned to woman next to me and said. “We’re all gonna die.” Jews aren’t pilots. Jews are in the back of the plane complaining, “I had a special meal.”


    In any case, I’m watching Sasha and suddenly there is a bright light floating in front of my eyes. It turns to a chevron that obscures most of the TV. Then my vision begins to narrow and I can’t see anything peripherally. My head starts pounding. I think, I’m having a stroke. I run to the phone and call my HMO doctor who by now has given me his private number (he’s afraid I’ll bad-mouth him in my book). I describe my symptoms and tell him where my will is. He laughs — which is exactly what you want to hear from your doctor when you’re having a stroke.


    He says, “You’re having a visual migraine.”


    “Are you sure? How do you know? Maybe you were absent that day.”


    He reassures me the symptoms are textbook and to take two Tylenol.


    Okay, let’s review, shall we? I have irritable bowels and now visual migraines. I can’t just have a heart attack and die, I have to go out piece by piece. They’ll bury my naval in a three-piece suit. He tells me what to expect and the migraine follows the exact course he predicted. I make it through the night and am here to write this morning. It scared the shit out of me, but not as much as my bipolar celebrity friend.

  


  
    Estelle Harris Comes To Dinner


    


    Estelle Harris, of Seinfeld fame, had read one of my plays and agreed to do a staged reading here in Los Angeles. She is a wonderful woman, a fine actress, and I immediately fell in love with her. I wanted to thank her for all her efforts on my behalf and so one night I invited her over for dinner. I should have taken a gun and shot her; it would have been a lot less painful for her. You see, I completely forgot: I can’t cook. Can’t boil water; I can make toast if I have the recipe.


    It was holiday season and I thought I’d make the traditional Christmas meal…Russian brisket. I started at 8 a.m. I got out the crock pot and cut up the veggies; one, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten fingers — veggies go in the pot. I added the meat. I added the seasoning. I plugged in the crock-pot. God is good. I left for the day knowing that dinner would be ready when I arrived and I’d have plenty of time to prepare for Estelle. She was coming over at 7 p.m.


    At 3 o’clock when I returned and opened the door, there was no brisket smell in the air. I ran to the kitchen; the crock is ice cold. I forgot to turn it on. Estelle will be here in four hours and I go into panic mode. I empty the crock into a casserole dish and pop it in the oven. I set the electronic oven, which I have used two times, to have the meal done by 7 p.m. and go about the task of setting the table. It’s around 5 o’clock now and we have brisket smell. God is good. I need to make the rice. I open the cupboard, grab for the rice, hit the oatmeal container and three pounds of oatmeal come pouring out. It’s a Lucy sketch. I’m covered in oatmeal, the floor is covered in oatmeal, the counter is covered in oatmeal; Estelle arrives in two hours. I have never done this but I call for the dogs, “MAINTENANCE!!!” I scream and dogs come running. Within three minutes they have eaten all the raw oatmeal off the floor. All I have to clean is the counter and myself. That’s done and the dogs go back to the bedroom. I start all over. I grab for the rice, the bag rips and four pounds of long grain brown rice take up their position where the oatmeal just was. There is rice everywhere. My kitchen looked like the bride and groom just left for their honeymoon. I remember I need this rice for the meal. No dogs, but they hear the noise of falling food and are in the kitchen like in ten seconds. Picture me fighting them off with a broom. One dog has the broom in his mouth while the other is sucking up raw rice at one pound a minute. I wrestle the dogs outside and survey what’s left…about one cup and seventeen hairs. I can do this if I F.H.B. (Family Hold Back) the meal. I know! I’ll make steamed veggies and that will take up the slack. I get to the kitchen that I now have to clean again. I prep the steamed veggies, I make the rice minus the hair and I set the table. God is good.


    It’s now 7 p.m. and the doorbell rings. It’s Estelle and her husband. They enter the house and want the tour. Jews always want the tour, “This is the master bath, this is the guest room, this is where the dogs sleep.” It gives the guests something to talk about on the way home, “What a shit hole they live in.” So, I give the tour and we sit in the living room and talk and talk and talk for way over an hour. Finally I say, “Are you hungry?” and head for the kitchen where I learn I have set the oven incorrectly. This marvel of electronic wizardry did not shut off at 7 p.m. God is NOT good. From a six-pound brisket, I’m left with about one pound of shriveled, blackened, shoe leather. Estelle walks in and looks over my shoulder.


    “We’ll make do. We have rice and veggies.”


    I insist we can salvage the meat and put it on a platter. On that huge platter, the brisket looked like a refugee raft floating in from Cuba. I get the meat to the table and Estelle says, “I smell burning plastic.” I had forgotten to put water in the steamer and the steamer has melted — more like fused itself to the burner. I pull out some untouched veggies and throw them in the microwave. They come out like petrified wood. The entire meal is now a science project.


    Back at the table Estelle’s husband is attempting to cut the brisket. “No, No. Allow me.” I make the first cut; the knife slips and a piece of meat shoots across the table into Estelle’s husband’s lap. I get all the food on the plates and watch as Estelle pushes it around like its radioactive, which at this point I’m not sure it isn’t.


    “The rice is good,” she says pulling a hair from her teeth. We make small talk.


    “So, wanna go out and get something to eat after this?” Their faces smile; their eyes tell a different story. They just want to flee for their lives.


    As if things weren’t bad enough the dogs have opened the bedroom door and joined us. They take their position in the corner of the dining room, hovering like vultures. Within three minutes Estelle covers her nose with a napkin. “What the hell is that? Did your cow die?” Apparently, oatmeal and the dog’s digestive system don’t mix. They are farting up a storm, long, deep, farts that linger in the air and will not dissipate. I turn on the A/C. Estelle is freezing. I shut it off. It’s smells like the pound. Estelle and her husband are truly good, wonderful people and make the best of a horrific situation. Suddenly there’s a huge crash from the kitchen. What now? A porcelain turkey platter has fallen off the shelf and shattered into a million pieces.


    “What was that?” Estelle shouts from the other room.


    “The dishes are committing suicide,” is all I could get out.


    I won’t even tell you about the dessert, but suffice it to say it entailed sprinkling paprika on vanilla pudding instead of cinnamon. To this day, whenever I’m with Estelle, no matter who we are with, no matter where we are, she’ll turn to the person next to me and say, “Did you ever eat dinner at his house? No? God is Good.”

  


  
    The Mudslide


    


    I had been sitting at my desk when I got up to pace. The rain had been making me very nervous. My neighbors were building an Ark. I walked down the hall, about six feet from my desk when I heard a loud explosion, like someone had dumped a load of gravel on the roof. I turned and I was standing in the garden. The whole back of the house was gone; however, I did have a waterfall in the bathroom.


    I run to the phones to dial 911. The phones are dead. I try my cell but I know if I call 911 on my cell I’ll get highway patrol, so I dial the Bel Air fire house on Sunset.


    “Bel Air Fire.”


    “You have got to come to my house. I just had a mudslide; the whole back of my house is gone!”


    Long pause. “How did you get this number?”


    I then have to beg them to come to my house. When they arrive, all cool and collected, I am in full panic mode, “Can you guys do something to divert the water?”


    “No.”


    “NO?”


    “It’s dangerous back there.”


    “Don’t you guys run into burning buildings?”


    “Yes, but not mud.”


    “Should I set the house on fire? Would that help?”


    About this time the guy with the big white hat comes up to me, “Sir, when you have an emergency you should really dial 911.”


    “My phones were dead.”


    “But sir, you should dial 911.”


    “But I couldn’t reach you on my cell so I dialed you directly.”


    “Sir, that’s why we have 911.”


    I hit the roof, “I have a river flowing through my house! There is mud up to my ass. You guys won’t help, and now I get a lecture on how to dial 911. Get out of my house!” I throw the fire department out! Literally, I threw them out of the house.


    My neighbors began collecting at the front door. They start a bucket brigade. I call my best friend, my brother, plastic surgeon Michael Churukian. It’s his day off; he’s here in twenty minutes and gives me Botox. He runs to the back yard and jumps waist high into the mud. I have a plastic surgeon, a guitar designer, two attorneys, a jeweler, and a medical staffer digging out the back of my house, while the fire department went to Starbucks for a Latte. Oh, they did shut off the gas, the electricity, and phones before they yellow-tagged my house. It shouldn’t be a total loss for them. I’m homeless; their day is complete. This is my greatest fear: no home and two dogs. I can see myself pushing a shopping cart through Beverly Hills. I spend the night on a friend’s sofa and begin six months of pure hell dealing with the city pencil pushers, or as I call them: Morons Anonymous. Rash on my hands? I’m lucky I didn’t get shingles on my prostate.


    Six months later the house is all back together thanks to State Farm and Guatemala. However, when it rains it all comes back and I shit my pants. Oh God, you’re so strict!

  


  
    Geary’s Sale


    


    Geary’s of Beverly Hills is a very “fah-fah” kind of store. They have forks for $400. It’s very bourgeois, very expensive, very out of my shopping experience. Once a year they have a sale. It’s a big event, and every year I buy shit I won’t use and can’t give as gifts because it’s “too good” for them. Unless you’ve been to this sale you cannot even imagine what it’s like. Picture Ruta Lee mud wrestling a mid-eastern woman for a candelabrum. It’s the most insane group of people you have ever seen. Last year I put my hand down on the counter and a Russian woman bought it. When I told her it was mine, she demanded I give it to her because “I haf von jest like.”


    Let me try to set the stage for you. The store is piss elegant. It’s filled with Steuben, Waterford Crystal, Lalique, sterling silver tea sets from England, linens from Ireland, and Jews from New York. You can’t shit in that store for under $200. But when they have the sale, the center of the store is removed and replaced by one huge table filled with markdowns. Picture a bargain basement at Windsor Castle.


    The first two days of the sale are invitation only. Yours truly is invited and I think it’s going to be rich Beverly Hills types shopping with their maids. Instead, there was an Ellis Island reunion. No one spoke English and everyone looked like a suicide bomber. And the smell. How can I describe it…Chanel No. 5 and scrotum. I’m pushing my way through the crowd; I feel like a salmon trying to spawn. I see a bowl and I reach out for it. At the same time a hand with 126 bracelets and nine clean fingernails grabs the same bowl. Our eyes meet and she knows my last name ends in –stein. She ain’t giving up.


    “I saw it first,” I bleat.


    She spits in the bowl, “OK, maybe you saw it first.”


    I’ve kicked and scratched my way through a sea of Louis Vuitton Burkas. I’ve come up with one item: a picture frame. I take it to the counter where the line extends back to 1847. I’m at the end of the line. People are churning butter behind me. After about an hour I get to the register and hand the girl — who is crying — my credit card, and the register begins to print out my receipt. Tick…tick…tick. It’s the dot matrix printer that Edison used in his experiments to invent the light bulb. I have never seen a printer print so slowly. It took so long, half way through I needed to shave. It finally finishes and I sign the check, but where’s my package? Gone. Evaporated. They search the counter; it’s crossed over into the fifth dimension. Now I need a refund. Tick…tick…tick. “Here’s your package!” The sales clerk shouts. I want to shove knitting needles in my eyes and we start the process all over again. I hold the package this time.


    I get to my car, my pants are ripped, I’m bleeding, and I need drugs. Any drugs. I’ll take Pamprin at this point. But I got a $500 bowl for $250. Tomorrow there will be no morning gym. I will be at Geary’s with kneepads, hardhat, and a gun. I wouldn’t miss that sale for the world.

  


  
    Home Depot


    


    I just walked in the door from Home Depot. Somebody get me a Valium. God does not want us shopping for doorknobs in a warehouse bigger than Houston. Oh my God! I’ve never seen a place filled with employees who don’t want to help. Who runs the place, Al Qaeda?


    I needed a fence post so I go to lumber where there are skeletons of customers who have died waiting for service. I see an orange vest and a mullet…it’s either an employee or a friend of Ellen DeGeneres.


    “Can you help me?” I shout. They avoid eye contact like if they see me they’ll turn to a pillar of salt. I go up the next aisle and standing in front of me is the biggest Home Depot employee I have ever seen, maybe he’s 450 pounds. He looks like someone Maury Povich should be interviewing.


    “Can you help me?”


    “Sure!” he says with sweat dripping off his nose, “What do you want?”


    “Fence posts.”


    And he says, “They’re right over there by McDonald’s.”


    Ok now I think he’s on crack but low and behold…there is a McDonald’s inside Home Depot. I grabbed a roll of masking tape and taped my mouth shut, otherwise something like, “Is that your McDonald’s or can anyone use it?” will come spewing out like some comedy suicide bomber.


    He waddles me over to the fence posts. It’s twenty-five feet; he has to sit sixteen times. I’m refreshing CPR in my mind as I watch him squeeze down the fifty-foot aisle.


    “Do you want me to carry this to the register for you?”


    “No,” I wanted to say, “Just lay down on a flatbed truck and let me push you to Weight Watchers.”


    Then I remember other sales people I have seen there. Once, a dwarf in the ladder department helped me. I kept thinking, does anyone else see the humor here? There was a guy in a wheel chair in hardware and a blind man in lighting. Who does the hiring at Home Depot, Tim Burton?


    I get the fence post to my car; it’s too big to fit into the car. By now 3,500 illegal aliens have gathered to watch me try to get the fucker into my back seat. “Gringo…ju need help?” I roll the windows down and stick the post out the side of the car. I look like I’m about to joust with an Infiniti. I get the post home and reflect on my shopping experience. Costco, Home Depot, Office Depot, it made me wonder how many of these depot stores there are. I did a Google Search…here’s the funniest one I found. Enjoy. http://www.edepot.com/buddha.html Can anyone install a fence?

  


  
    Food Shopping


    


    I can’t cook, and if you don’t believe me, ask my beloved Estelle Harris. But what I didn’t tell you was what happened the day before Estelle came to dinner when I went to Ralph’s to buy the food. What I hate more than cooking is shopping for food. I hate the parking lot. I hate the aisles. I hate the women on their cell phones, “Do we have oregano?” How insecure can you be that you have to call home for reassurance on spices? I hate the whole shopping experience. I wish I could just take a pill, and that would be dinner. However, if you have to food shop I have discovered that if you shop at 6 a.m. you have the store to yourself and you can get in and out in ten minutes.


    This particular morning Ralph’s is completely empty. It’s like there is a ricin scare and nobody told me. It’s ten thousand square feet of Pop Tarts and anti-itch cream and it’s all mine. Just me and this 189-year-old woman with a walker. I do my shopping in five minutes and this includes coupons. I head for the check out at the exact time the 189-year-old lady gets to the check out. She has a gallon of milk and Preparation H. Being a gentleman I say, “After you,” and she shuffles ahead of me. Now what I am about to tell you is the God’s honest truth; on my father’s grave.


    The checker totals the two items, “That’ll be $9.07,” and Grandma Moses gets this look on her face like she’s the poster child for Alzheimer’s.


    “Ah…ah…did I get a lettuce?”


    Checker says “No.”


    “Oh, I need a lettuce,” and she takes her walker and begins the mile-long trek back to produce.


    Checker says into the microphone, “Over ring!”


    “Can’t I just scoot in and buy my stuff?” I ask.


    She shakes her head no. The manager shows up with “the key,” they sign the paperwork, they reset the register, recount the money, throw a rattlesnake at the moon, and face Mecca. I bought my house with less red tape. Meanwhile back at produce Mrs. Senile is thumping lettuce heads. I scream at her across the store.


    “It’s a lettuce not a heart and lung machine!”


    She heads back to the check-out stand, lettuce in hand. The checker totals the three items. It’s now 6:29 a.m.


    “That’ll be $10.18”.


    The woman reaches into her purse and pulls out a $100 bill.


    Checker over loud-speaker, “Manager…Change!” Now it’s 6:45 a.m. and the manager comes with the change for a hundred. The checker counts out the dollars and the woman hands her back a twenty.


    “I need two rolls of quarters”.


    “Manager…Change!”.


    He arrives, “Sorry we’re out of quarters.” It’s 6:55 a.m.


    The woman begins a long dissertation, “You see I do my laundry at that nice place on Westwood Blvd. and the last time I was there the change machine was broken. I told them it was broken but the kid who services the machines doesn’t listen to me. I’m not the only one who complains. Mrs. Lathem also told him and I think…”


    KA-BOOM!!!! The top of my head blows off.


    “For crap sakes will you buy your food and let me get out of here? It’s Ralph’s not the Federal Reserve. Do you go to the Bank of America and ask them for Depends??”


    And this sweet little old lady, with grey hair and a walker looks at me and in complete innocence says, “Oh blow it out your ass.”


    And that is why I don’t like to cook.

  


  
    The Oscar Party


    


    I’m invited to the same party every year. It’s a black and white Oscar Party, where everyone has to wear black and white. Hence the name, Black and White Oscar Party. Duh. It’s really quite a great event. You arrive at the house and there is a limo parked in the driveway. Behind the limo there is a scenic backdrop of a movie theater and photographers are hired to photograph you as you “step out of the limo.” It’s a lot of fun, especially if you’re from Ohio and don’t get out a lot. But I’m telling you, I love this party and the people who throw it, so like Estelle Harris, I make do.


    I have been looking forward to this party for weeks. I even bought a new sport coat at J. Crew for the occasion. The party is called for 5 p.m. I’m meeting friends at my house and we’re all going together. Around 4 p.m. I step into the shower and immediately cut my foot on a razor left in there by Juanita, my homicidal housekeeper. It looked like a scene from Psycho. I shut off the water; I bandage the foot. I go back in. No hot water. I wait for the water to build up. I take the shower. I have done one “S” of the “3 S’s” of manly grooming (shit, shower, and shave) and am heading for the second “S” when the phone
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