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Praise for You’ll Grow Out of It

‘Jessi Klein is a brilliant comedic mind and this book is a perfect reflection of that. It’s like having a glass of wine with the best friend you wish you had’

Amy Schumer

‘Klein shares her eccentric path to adulthood, from her tomboyish girlhood to side-splitting dating tales and beyond in this uproarious, relatable, and irresistible memoir’

Harper’s Bazaar

‘[Jessi Klein’s] astute, hilarious essays about the perilous path to modern womanhood will have you wincing in recognition’

People

‘You’ll Grow Out of It does an amazing job of making me understand what my life might be like if I were a woman. Or if I were Jessi Klein. I laughed. Lots. Not at what it’s like to be a woman! That would be sexist. I laughed at the parts that you’re supposed to. Which are plentiful. Because Jessi Klein is truly really funny’

Ira Glass

‘Is it really a surprise that comedian Jessi Klein, head writer and executive producer for Inside Amy Schumer, would write a book of personal essays brimming with sharp observations and insights and poignant recollections but that above all is very, very funny? We guarantee that this book will quickly become one of your summer favorites’

Entertainment Weekly

‘Chances are Jessi Klein made you ugly-laugh … laugh even harder with the comedian’s essay collection’

Marie Claire

‘Her arguments are sharp, her confessions just light enough, and – most crucially – her quips LOL-worthy on almost every page’

Vulture

‘[Klein’s] collection of mini rants strike that rare balance of honesty, brutality, and soul’

Glamour

‘This book, her first, is the kind you dog-ear to death because there are so many good lines’

New York Post

‘Fans of Amy Schumer (i.e., everybody?) will fall in love with funny-woman-and Emmy Award-winning Inside Amy Schumer writer – Jessi Klein’s relatable collection of humor essays … Klein is a truly witty PRINZESS’

Bust

‘Never afraid to share insights and reveal the raw truth behind her own stories, Klein makes readers laugh while inspiring them, a feat that calls to mind the work of the late Nora Ephron. This uplifting and uproarious collection of personal essays will be repeatedly shared among friends’

Publishers Weekly

‘A gifted comedian turns the anxieties, obsessions, insecurities, and impossible-to-meet expectations that make up human nature into laughter’

Kirkus
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Tom Man 

Everyone is charmed by a little tomboy. A scrappy little girl in overalls with a ponytail and scraped knees, who loves soccer and baseball and comic books and dirt. But what are we charmed by? It’s not just that she’s cute. It’s that she so innocently thinks she’s going to stay this way forever. But we all know she won’t. And why is that?

Because as much as we like a tomboy, nobody likes a tom man.

You might be wondering, “What is a tom man? I’ve never heard this term before.” You are correct. That is because I invented it. It is the only thing I have ever invented.

A tom man is what happens when a tomboy just never grows out of it.

For as far back as I can remember, the voice in my head has sounded like the voice of a man. You might think the next thing I’m going to tell you has something to do with being gay, or thinking I’m a man trapped in a woman’s body, but neither is the case. What I mean is that literally, walking around as a child, the little voice I’d hear narrating my own thoughts and experiences sounded like Daniel Stern in The Wonder Years. I think this is because the very idea of possessing an “inner voice” felt by definition like a male characteristic. In contrast, the tent poles of “femininity” as I observed them—high heels, eye makeup, Diet Coke, smiling, etc.—all seemed to be focused on the external. In any case, they felt completely foreign to me.

As a result, throughout my childhood, I felt like an outsider to being a straight girl, even though I WAS a straight girl.

My parents, perhaps noticing that my main recreational activity was counting the yellow cabs that went past our window, asked if I wanted to do ballet. I said absolutely not, as the idea of wearing a tutu repulsed me. I have a very early memory of viscerally hating, loathing, a girl in my preschool, simply because she wore earrings. The overt femininity of this act was somehow an irritant to me. Even though I was just four years old, I remember having the “What do you think, you’re bettah than me?” feeling that a fifty-year-old plumber from Brooklyn feels when he has to take a detour because Prince William is in town.

To punish her I would ram my Big Wheel into her Big Wheel until she cried.

My only nod to typical girl interests was that I loved horses and devoured every book in the Black Stallion series, and when I was finished with those books I would stare at the covers, taking in how beautiful horses were in general and the Black Stallion was in particular. Lots of people talk about the sexual undertones of girls’ interest in horses, but I know that for me, when I stared at those pictures, I didn’t have some secret desire to date the Black Stallion. I literally wanted to be a horse. A male horse.

But it’s still acceptable to be a tomboy through elementary school. And even into the beginning of junior high, a girl who dresses or acts more like a boy can be filed under “coltish,” the adjective for the next age category. But I was pushing it. I didn’t regularly brush my hair.1 I didn’t have any interest in makeup beyond the moment that I stole a pink frosted Wet n Wild lipstick in the fourth grade just because my friend Mara did.2 In the sixth grade, I was allowed for the first time to eat lunch outside the confines of the school, and with this newfound culinary freedom I chose to eat a single street-cart hot dog every single day.

Once I reached high school, however, my transformation from Pippi Longstocking–esque tomboy to are-you-a-lesbian-or-what tom man began in earnest. I was supposed to be entering into the full bloom of puberty, nibbling, like a delicate baby panda, at the first tiny bamboo shoots of womanhood. But I resisted. Even though I was interested in men, and wanted a boyfriend desperately, I didn’t relate to any of the activities women partake in to create the circumstances where a teenage boy might be coaxed into the role. I wore my dad’s old button-down cowboy shirts with enormous shapeless jeans and combat boots. I have a memory of walking home from school one afternoon when a homeless man hanging out on the corner of my block felt compelled to inquire whether I was “a man or a woman.”

I looked like a mess during college, too, although I did manage at one point to get a decent little bob haircut (for free on a training night from Vidal Sassoon). While the girls around me were starting to exercise, hunching over a StairMaster in that way that people did in the ’90s, sensing, as they should have, that now was the time to start laying a foundation upon which firm booties and high tits would remain forever tightly slung, I wasn’t aware that any such activity was necessary. And it didn’t ever occur to me to eat anything other than breaded chicken patties on Wonder Bread buns followed by a piece of cake. I’ve thought about it pretty hard, and I feel certain that I ate at least one of those chicken patties every single day for the full four years I was at school.

Somehow, in the midst of this, I did manage to wrangle up a boyfriend, but that didn’t stop me from being a tom man. Even though he was, in fact, an actual man, he suffered from the same late-bloomer syndrome I did, wherein neither of us knew how to be a presentable adult. So essentially we ended up enabling each other, like drug addicts, except the only thing we were addicted to was looking terrible. When we moved in together after college, into a tired junior one-bedroom, we put our mattress on the floor, sleeping together like a couple of Labradors, blinking away the dust bunnies that cold breezes would blow into our faces. Even when I started working in an office, sartorially I still looked more than a smidge like a rodeo clown. I remember buying a pair of wide-legged parachute-material pants in gunmetal gray, and wearing those with bright-orange Adidas sneakers and a button-down short-sleeved blouse I got on sale from Banana Republic for $29.99. All my shirts, throughout my entire twenties, cost $29.99.

And perhaps because my boyfriend was also desperately inexperienced, and thus had very few demands, I didn’t feel the need to participate in any of the seductive arts. I wore Hanes Her Way underwear every single day, no exceptions. Because they were the “bikini” kind I felt like pretty hot shit, but make no mistake, for me “her way” meant plain white cotton with a little bit of pubic hair sticking out the sides.

Once he and I broke up, I suddenly found myself single, with the predicament of having to get naked in front of new men. I felt lost, like a monkey born in captivity that, despite a researcher’s attempt to release it back into the wild, cowers in the corner of its cage, desperate for its safe old life.

I was still essentially feral, and beyond shaving my legs above the knee, I made few noticeable external changes. But for the first time, I started dating guys who gave me unsolicited feedback on my appearance.

I remember I was once resting my legs on a boyfriend’s lap as we lolled about on the couch. He looked down at my toenails and said, “So you never use nail polish, huh?” I stared down at my feet. My toenails were bare and, truth be told, the ends were a little ragged. They were the toenails of someone who had just scaled a cliff, except I hadn’t scaled anything (ever). I felt a pang of primal shame, the female grooming equivalent of Eve suddenly losing her innocence upon realizing that she was naked, like a total idiot.

Then there was the night I arrived at a bar to meet my old friend Kate. Kate is a guy’s gal, but she is not a tom man. She’s more of a Katharine Hepburn–style broad, a ball-busting pants wearer who is still very feminine. I was arriving straight from work, which meant I was carrying my huge maroon backpack, overflowing with papers and books and loose change and probably a CD Walkman. After giving her a hug, I lowered my backpack onto the floor. Kate stared at it for a moment, as if it were a puppy that had just shit on a white rug, and then leaned in toward me and put her hand on my knee.

“Jess, you know I love you,” she said, “but your backpack is hurting my feelings.”

I was taken aback. This wasn’t a boyfriend telling me that he thought my butt looked big in a skirt. This was a friend, an amiga, a woman with no investment in my appearance beyond platonic affection. And still, she felt it necessary to inform me that I had crossed a line.

At the time of the backpack incident, I was probably around thirty, and like my little-girl tomboy self I had nontraditional interests. I was doing stand-up comedy, which meant that I was hanging out in dive bars and telling jokes to strangers. I was proud that I had finally gathered up the guts to pursue this weird calling that I’d felt I had since I was a ten-year-old girl dressed as Groucho Marx for Halloween.

But dressing like Groucho for Halloween when you’re ten is different from dressing like Groucho as a consistent style choice when you’re thirty. I was single and living by myself in a dark sublet across from the BQE in Brooklyn and I wanted to get out of there. I was sick of dating funny but emotionally stunted guys. I wanted to find a Grown Man. It seemed only fair, I decided, that if that was what I wanted, then I should make some attempt to become a Grown Woman. But when I looked at what it would mean to become a woman—one of those standard grown-up ladies, like the ones from commercials for gum or soda or shampoo—it all seemed to involve shrinking rather than growing.


The Bath 

There are only a few commercials from my childhood that remain vivid in my memory. Some of them are imprinted because they were selling products I wanted very badly. At the top of my list was the Snoopy Sno-Cone Machine, a plastic doghouse in which you stuffed ice in the door and poured syrup into the chimney, then turned a handle a few times, and voilà, you got a sno-cone. I still remember the exact notes of the jingle and how this toy seemed to combine everything I wanted—sugar, cold, Snoopy, something we couldn’t afford. Other ads I remember because despite the fact that they ran constantly, I was too young to figure out what they were really selling. Of these, the one I recall most vividly is that famous spot for Calgon, in which a beautiful woman who’s seriously about to lose her shit tells us about everything that is making life unmanageable: “The traffic! [Shot of apocalyptic 1970s traffic.] The boss! [Shot of cliché mustachioed rapey boss yelling into a telephone.] The baby! [Shot of cliché baby crying.] THE DOG! [Shot of an adorable sheepdog who doesn’t appear to have done anything wrong, but whose existence has pushed her over the edge for some reason.] That does it!” she declares, submitting to her nervous breakdown. “Calgon, TAKE ME AWAY!”

They would then cut to her in an enormous circular tub overflowing with bubbles. The set was in some kind of pseudo-Greco-Roman columned whitespace, but it had the same remote feeling as the sets on Star Trek—as if she’d totally left earth behind. Even the word Calgon itself seemed galactically foreign, like Argo. But wherever she was, she was happy. “I LOVE IT,” she reported from the spacetub, finally relaxed.

Despite watching this spot literally hundreds of times, I was never clear on exactly what product I was being sold. Was it the tub itself? If it was simply a bubble bath, what would be its relationship to the dog and the boss and the baby and the traffic?

Looking back, I realize the reason I was so confused was because I didn’t get the notion of a bath as something transporting, as an escape from the overwhelming pressure of the average female life. To me a bath was just a bath, and I never particularly liked taking baths. Calgon was selling the bath as a solution to a problem I was too young to understand.

Then I grew up.

I now understand that there is a whole cottage industry around bathing. And though it existed before Oprah, Oprah blew that shit way up. For years, she has championed the notion of bathing as the ultimate luxury, the place and experience where she is her happiest. Given how much she talks about it, I am fairly certain she spends more time in water than on dry land. Just recently in O magazine, the magazine for people who love O(prah), she wrote an article about “letting go of things” in which she admitted that her most prized possession on earth was a bathtub she had had custom-made for her, hand-carved from (she repeats this over and over) a single piece of Italian onyx. She writes, “Those of you who regularly read this column know that bathing is my hobby.1 I revel in all things that enhance the experience, which is why, over the years, you’ve seen so many bath products on ‘The O List’ … they delight my senses and help soothe me, body and soul.”

OKAY OPRAH WE GOT IT.

It seems like most women agree with Oprah. They love to take baths. But I never liked to and still don’t. Besides Calgon, there are two other pop-culture images of women in the bath that come to my mind: One is Julia Roberts in Pretty Woman, up to her neck in bubbles and rocking out to Prince, happy in the knowledge that soon Richard Gere will buy her out of prostitution! The other is of Glenn Close at the end of Fatal Attraction, seemingly drowned by Michael Douglas but then popping up one last time with a kitchen knife before getting shot in the chest and sinking back into the water. It’s exciting but sad.

I tend to think more about Glenn Close than Julia Roberts.

To me there has always been something vaguely miserable about bathing. The soaking, the sitting, the water getting dirty and cold, the inevitable random hair floating up against your skin, the pruning. It always makes me feel like I am stewing up the world’s saddest soup out of myself. It hurts my neck. (I’ve thought about getting an inflatable bath pillow from Bed Bath & Beyond, but every collection of online product reviews contains at least one written by some angry woman who has been deeply disappointed that the bath pillow subtracted from, rather than enhanced, her experience. This is a risk I cannot afford.) I get hot and thirsty in the bath and when I stand up I always feel like I’m going to pass out. Because I feel less clean than when I got in, I have to take a shower afterward. Ultimately, it feels like I’ve gone backward, hygiene-wise.

But these are just my physical issues with the bath. My conceptual problems with bathing begin with the very same ideology some adman for Calgon decided to trade on forty years ago: the idea that the bath is the last space a woman can escape to, like a gazelle fleeing a lion by running into water up to her head. I feel like getting in the bath is a kind of surrender to the idea that we can’t really make it on land, that we’ve lost the fight for a bedroom corner or even just our own chair in the living room. And once the bath becomes our last resort, a Stockholm syndrome occurs. We cede all other space to the husbands or boyfriends or kids and then convince ourselves that this is awesome! Yay, I’m submerged in a watery trough! This is incredible! This is my happy place! I definitely wouldn’t prefer to just be lying in my own bed watching Bachelor in Paradise! I would much rather have grainy bath crystals imprinting into my butt than be in my own room! This is PERFECT!

I realize I’m being harsh here. And judgey. I know I know I know. It’s just there’s something so sad-lady about the bath to me, so Cathy cartoon. And I’m probably going overboard. But there is one more important point to consider:

Men don’t take baths. There are exceptions, of course, but like all exceptions they prove the rule. I know they don’t take baths because I have never known a man who likes to take baths except in cases of extreme medicinal need. Also, I went on Facebook and conducted a very scientific poll, asking hundreds of friends if any of the men, or the men that the women know, take baths. And the answer, almost across the board, was no. Some men wrote of hating them and finding them disgusting, and moreover being completely bewildered by women’s fascination with them.

I asked my husband, Mike, why he thinks women are so obsessed with baths.

“Maybe because women like to smell good? Women care about smelling good. Or because they get to use products? Women like products. Oh, or—maybe because they get to be weightless!”

(The weightlessness was something I hadn’t considered. I remember going to the Hayden Planetarium a few years ago and finding an area where you could stand on different scales to see what you would weigh on other planets. One woman was getting on a scale to weigh herself on the moon and she handed her purse to her friend. SHE HANDED HER PURSE TO HER FRIEND so that she wouldn’t THROW OFF HER WEIGHT ON THE MOON.)

Men do not care about being weightless. But I think there is a bigger reason that they hate to bathe as much as women love it.

I think it’s because they sense what I know: that the bath is where you go when you’ve run out of options.

I worry that one day I will be a mother who ends up in the bath, reading a water-crinkled old book that I’ve been trying to finish for over a year, squeezing the last gloops of peppermint something or other from a plastic bottle into the water, wishing that there was more space for me than this.

This is why Virginia Woolf stressed the importance of having a room of one’s own. If you don’t fight for it, don’t insist on it, and don’t sacrifice for it, you might end up in that increasingly tepid water, pruning and sweating while you dream of other things.


Walking Through the Cloud

In the last few years, I’ve been learning the secrets of being a woman. Maybe you didn’t even know there were secrets. I never used to think there were any, either, but that’s just because I didn’t know them.

Sorry to digress. What do I mean by secrets? Why is there a secret to being a woman at all? Being a woman usually means you are born with a vagina and after that you’ll probably grow boobs and most likely pretty soon after that you’ll have long hair because it’s no secret that men are pretty non-negotiable about that, except for the times when some Frenchwoman with an insanely long neck pulls it off and a certain segment of men who are open to being a little different go fucking bananas for her. Honorable mention to Tilda Swinton, who is doing her own thing in that area, and I believe that not only does she know the secrets to being a woman, she knows the secret to being immortal. You watch. We will all die before she does.

I got distracted again. The topic is: What do I mean by secrets?

Well, the beginning:

When I was five, my mother taught me my first secret. But I should just say here that my mom was not a traditionally feminine woman. I mean, she’s a woman, and she’s feminine, but she has simply never cared about almost any of the bullshit you need to do to have the world look at you. And it’s not hard to understand why, when you consider the fact that she had three kids in a two-bedroom apartment with no dishwasher and no microwave and was much busier clipping coupons and carrying a laundry bag up and down six flights of stairs. She is naturally beautiful, but I don’t think that’s why she didn’t wear makeup. She always claimed that she didn’t know how to put it on. She has still never had a manicure or pedicure, and we never had conditioner in the house, just a cheap shampoo called Fermo Caresse.

However:

My mom always wore a scent. In the 1970s and ’80s it came mainly from oils in little golden vials that she’d buy off a fold-up table from an African man in a dashiki on the subway platform. But at some point she came into a real-life spray perfume. She must not have spent much money on it, or maybe it was a gift, but in either case we were both transfixed by the bottle, a golden rectangle with hard glass edges that refracted the light. Unlike the budget oil-in-vials that you’d have to just kind of smudge onto yourself, this perfume had a button on it that you’d depress with your index finger, which would create a beautiful fancy rich-lady cloud.

My instinct was to put the bottle one inch from my face and then keep spraying until it was empty and ready to go in the garbage. But one afternoon my mother saw me getting started on this project and told me she wanted to show me something. I remember it was afternoon because I can see that specifically brownish 1980s New York light coming through the window, pressing through the cartoony leaf embroidery of the curtains in the cramped little bedroom I shared with my sister, every inch of which was crammed with our great-grandmother’s old furniture: a dresser with a mirror, a rocking chair.

“That’s not how you do it,” she said, gently prying the perfume bottle from my hands. We moved to the kitchen, the largest room in the apartment, a room with a couple of feet of floor space.

“You have to walk through the cloud,” she said.

“What?” I asked.

“Like this,” she said, and she reached her hand to a full arm’s length from her body, pumped out one small puff of fancy-lady cloud spray, and then quickly, but delicately, light on her toes, walked through the droplets. It was a round trip. She walked four paces, then did a perfect pivot and walked back.

“That’s how you put on perfume,” she said. “You walk through the cloud. The scent is more subtle. You don’t want to reek.”

She handed me the bottle to try. I pushed the button out in front of me and made a small cloud. I ran through it and back, like I was jumping through a sprinkler. I could feel a little of the perfume’s coolness on my face and even a slight burning of the alcohol in my nose. When I was done, I sniffed my sleeve and inhaled the whisper of a smell that had settled like dew on my shirt.

My mother was right: I didn’t want to reek. I wanted to be like her. She smelled amazing. And I was fascinated by this ritual, as ridiculous as it looked. I loved that it was something my dad didn’t know to do. I felt like I’d been inducted into a secret society. Women walk through clouds.

But that was pretty much it for the secrets that my mom taught me. The others I started to pick up as I moved through the world with increasing independence. I learned about those little teal boxes of bleach you can buy at the drugstore that hide your mustache (they don’t). I learned about taking the pill at the same time every day and about never leaving your drink unattended.

But maybe the most important lesson I learned was when I was just eight and I walked in on my twelve-year-old brother and his friend gawking at a magazine and laughing. Curious to know what they were looking at, I made myself as annoying as possible until my brother’s friend shrugged and handed me a Hustler open to a picture of a woman with her legs spread apart. Her skin was a tawny orange, basically the color of a new football. But mainly I remember being shocked to see that between her legs was something pink and raw, something that I was 100 percent certain was not a body part I possessed. I felt the beginning of a fear that there was something horribly wrong with me.

This was when I learned one of the biggest secrets of being a woman, which is that much of the time, we don’t feel like we’re women at all.


Dale 

The morning of my twenty-eighth birthday I woke up at the happiest place on earth, aka the Enchanted Kingdom, aka Disney World, aka why the hell am I here? Actually, I was there for the wedding of my little sister, who, in a kind of Sixteen Candles twist, had decided she was going to get married at Disney World on the day before my birthday. Just to be clear, it wasn’t like she and her fiancé were “getting married at Disney World” because they wanted to be ironic and hilarious. We weren’t wearing Von Dutch trucker caps and drinking PBR. It was more like she and her fiancé were wholeheartedly, super fucking into Disney World and were mega-psyched to get married there.

Now, my family is Jewish, and my sister’s fiancé was a Conservative Jew, so when my sister told us they wanted to get married at Disney World, we were collectively very surprised and collectively very not stoked. I decided to try to talk some sense into her, and the talk went basically like this:

“You know that people say Walt Disney was a Nazi sympathizer, right? Mauschwitz, haha?”

But my sister, who is very rational-minded, is all, “That’s not true.”

And I’m all, “Right, I know, but like—you know what I mean.”1

But she wasn’t having it and went forward with the Disney plan.

So the icing on the cake is that my sister casually mentions to me one day that she and her fiancé have decided to pay extra in order to have the Disney “characters” attend the reception. At which point I just decide that if I am single, and I’m going to be at Disney World the weekend of my birthday, then I am definitely going to try to get laid, and if I can at all swing it I am definitely fucking one of the characters. In my mind I put my hopes on Tigger, who, I won’t lie to you, I’ve always found very attractive. I’ve always admired his barrel chest and his upbeat approach to life.

So my plan is to depart on Friday morning for the rehearsal dinner, which is Friday night. Because I leave everything till the last minute, I wait until Thursday morning to pick up my bridesmaid dress, which is an ornately embroidered floor-length number in a body-hugging, light-reflective lavender sateen. At around four thirty that afternoon, just as I’m wrapping up a long workday of personal emailing and Googling myself, all the lights and my computer pop off, as the Northeast is plunged into the worst blackout in the history of the United States. With the subway shut down, I join the throng of humanity trudging home in the mind-blowing August heat from Midtown to Brooklyn. However, I do notice that I am the only one in the throng with a thirty-pound purple bridesmaid dress slung over my shoulder.

With all power in the city still out, I come dangerously close to not making it to the wedding. In fact, I don’t make it to the rehearsal dinner. When I arrive at the Delta terminal, I find out that not only do they have no power, but miraculously, in a post-9/11 world, they have absolutely no plan for dealing with having no power—no emergency generator, no nothing. Due to the lack of power, they won’t let anyone into the terminal, but they also won’t say for sure if any planes will be taking off that day. A guy with a megaphone literally tells us it’s a “crapshoot,” which is never a word you want to hear when it comes to anything regarding air travel. Me and about three hundred other people end up baking on the sidewalk for about seven hours while pretty much dehydrating because there is no food or water anywhere. I am lucky enough to have a small amount of peach Snapple backwash that I guard as if it’s gold bullion.

Ultimately, no Delta planes leave that day, and I am only able to get a ticket for the next morning—it is the last one left on any carrier from New York to Orlando, and it’s a one-way from Continental for the not-so-reasonable price of $800. Nevertheless, I must pay it. It’s my sister’s wedding. It’s Disney.

Because I am so stressed out, right before I get on the flight I decide to take an Ambien, forgetting that you really should not take a whole ten-milligram Ambien before a two-hour flight. I make it to the Kingdom just minutes before the wedding is scheduled to begin, and I’m completely hallucinating. Upon my arrival to the Enchanted Castle, the wedding planner greets me by screaming, “GO DIRECTLY TO HAIR!!! GO DIRECTLY TO HAIR!!!” I deliriously weave my way to hair.

The Ambien is only just wearing off at the beginning of the reception, by which time I’m so exhausted that I decide the only logical thing to do is get massively drunk while waiting for the characters to arrive. The fascinating thing about the way Disney does the characters’ entrances is that, in terms of celebrity, they go B list, then C list, then A list—so first Donald and Daisy come in, then the chipmunk cousins Chip and Dale, and just when you can’t stand the wait a minute longer, because you’re dying to see them and you’re just going to burst if you don’t see them right away, Minnie and Mickey finally make a grand entrance and everyone loses their shit.

So they start us doing the hora—because it is a Jewish wedding, after all—and the character whose hand I end up holding is Dale, and fairly quickly we begin what I can only describe as a passionate flirtation. First we’re just dancing together. After a while we’re slow dancing, my
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 please sign up for our newsletter.

enquiries@tworoadsbooks.com
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‘Jessi Klein is a brilliant
comedic mind and this
book is a perfect reflection
of that. It’s like having a
glass of wine with the best
friend you wish you had.’

— AMY SCHUMER
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