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      Critical acclaim for Life Is Just What You Make It and Donny Osmond on tour:

      ‘Highly entertaining memoirs … just watch out your mum doesn’t steal your copy’ Elle

      The surprise biographical hit of the year … a remarkably interesting book, giving a unique insight into the pitfalls of child
         stardom’ Sunday Telegraph

      ‘Compelling’ Daily Express

      ‘Entertaining’ Woman’s Own

      ‘The swooning swelled, and the tear ducts opened up, whenever Osmond threw an oldie into his two-hour set … What once seemed
         so saccharine now leaves a very sweet aftertaste’
     

      Washington Post

      ‘Decades after his original success, Donny Osmond proves he can still shake out hot pop songs. He’s updated his sound with
         an out-of-breath urgency that brings Michael Jackson to mind. His songs’ tight beats and catchy, electronic rhythm prove to
         be ingratiating as they cling to your brain like an unshakeable groupie’ Rolling Stone

      ‘Even [the men] couldn’t fail to be impressed by this consummate and versatile entertainer who, despite being a 47-year-old
         grandfather, scampers round the stage like a puppy in pursuit of a postman while delivering a charismatic set packed with
         charm and humour’ Manchester Music

      ‘Osmond repeatedly turns in polished and professional performances’ Nottingham Evening Post

      ‘Osmond retains one of the best voices in pop’

      Evening Times (Scotland)
     

  



      To Debbie and our children and grandbaby Dylan
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      introduction

      It happened one night at a gas station, somewhere around Fresno, California. All I wanted to do was gas up our motor home,
         drive my wife Debbie and our two little boys, Don and Jeremy, to a nice motel, and get some rest.
     

      It was 1984—somewhere in the middle of what I euphemistically call my “lost years”—a difficult decade neatly bracketed by
         the end of the original Donny and Marie Show, in 1979, and my number-two “comeback” hit, “Soldier of Love,” in 1989. What was I doing in Fresno? Working. Why? Because
         a decade after all the gold records and sold-out world tours, the Osmond family was just beginning to emerge from a financial
         debacle that had all but wiped us out. Here in the United States, public demand for Osmonds was greatest for Marie and me,
         so out of necessity and obligation, we found ourselves playing dates our agents tried to make sound better than they really were. Take tonight’s, for example. Maybe no one thought we’d notice
         that the scene of this evening’s presentation was a high school gym.
     

      I don’t want this to sound bitter, because I’m not. And, odd as it might sound, I wasn’t really bitter then, either. I was,
         however, disillusioned, frustrated, and confused. Where was my career headed? What was my next step? Would I ever get another
         chance?
     

      While the gas tank was filling, I slid into the driver’s seat of the motor home and looked at my boys and Debbie, the only
         woman I ever loved. This is what it’s really all about, I reminded myself. The show’s over. Let it go. I willed myself to forget about the high school gym, but I couldn’t stop thinking as I stared out into the night, I’m just twenty-six. I’m too young to be a has-been.
     

      I was jolted from my thoughts by an unfamiliar voice from the distance: “Hey! There’s Donny Osmond!”

      Startled, I looked up and saw coming down the block a car full of teenage boys. They were hanging out the windows, shouting
         my name, and laughing loudly. It didn’t surprise me that they weren’t Donny Osmond fans; most teenagers back then weren’t,
         and most guys never were. And these weren’t the first to insult me, either. After more than twenty years in the business,
         I’d mastered the art of gracefully sidestepping confrontations, of refusing to rise to the bait. Donny Osmond in a fight?
         What would people think?
     

      Okay. Just get out of here, I told myself. Just a couple more minutes.
     

      “Hey! Donny!” one of them shouted, laughing. “How was the show?” Then he let loose with a stream of vulgarities, words my
         little boys didn’t even know existed. If I’d been there alone, I could have ignored it. But my wife and my young sons were
         hearing it, and my jaw clenched and my heart began to race. It was the wrong time, the wrong place.
     

      Debbie knows me so well, she read my mind. “Don’t do a thing, Donny,” she said evenly. “Just bite your lip, and let’s get
         out of here.”
     

      I knew Debbie was right, and if the tank had been filled, I’d have probably driven away and never looked back. But years of
         grinning through the teeth jokes, pretending to laugh along as disc jockeys warbled “Puppy Love” in my face—almost a lifetime
         of not being taken seriously—came crashing through. Debbie surely saw it, because as I grabbed the door handle, she cried,
         “Don’t do it, Donny! Don’t you dare!” I have a temper, and Debbie was clearly—and rightly—afraid for me. “You don’t know what
         those guys are going to do. Please don’t!”
     

      I knew I wasn’t making the smartest decision, but I didn’t care. As badly as I wanted to make them stop yelling at me, I also
         cared what they thought about me. This probably sounds confusing, but here’s how I saw it then. I wasn’t a failure because
         they were calling me names, but I would have felt like one if I hadn’t at least tried to change their minds.
     

      “I just want to go out and talk to them,” I replied tersely, as I watched their car stop. I tried to be cool, but the instant
         the door slammed behind me, I lost it. Striding across the pavement and jabbing my finger at them, I shouted, “Hey, you! I
         want to talk to you!”
     

      An enraged Donny Osmond heading for them was clearly not what these guys expected. After exchanging startled glances, they
         furiously rolled up the windows in a panic.
     

      “Roll down those windows! Now!” I screamed. “I want to talk to you!” I felt as if I were somewhere outside myself watching
         this other Donny express all the rage and hurt I could barely acknowledge existed—and in language I’d never uttered before.
         I was disappointed in myself, and I instantly regretted that Debbie, Don, and Jeremy had to witness it. In that moment, however,
         it felt pretty good.
     

      The driver, who was getting a lot more than he and his friends had bargained for, opened his window a crack and sheepishly
         said, “Yes, sir?” If I hadn’t been so angry, I probably would have laughed.
     

      “How dare you scream at me and insult me! Who do you think you are? Do you have any idea what it’s like to have the name Donny
         Osmond?” I shouted as I paced back and forth by the driver’s side. “All I’ve tried to do is entertain people. And look at
         what you guys are doing to me! It’s not fair, and I’m sick and tired of it!” Okay, I’m not printing every word I said here,
         but I think you get the drift.
     

      The windows lowered a few more inches, and one of the kids softly replied, “Gee, Donny, we had no idea.”

      Just as I suspected, these were really decent kids who assumed that I deserved to be insulted just for being Donny Osmond.
         I didn’t go out merely to defend myself; I wanted to make them understand. “You know, I’ve got my wife and my children in
         that mobile home. And they’re hearing you say these terrible things about me, and it hurts us all. You understand?”
     

      They nodded, and we talked for another five or ten minutes. One of them said, “We’re so sorry, Mr. Osmond.”

      “Yeah,” another added, “you’re kind of a cool guy.”

      Kind of? Okay. I let it pass. “Okay, guys, just think twice before you open your mouths like that again.”
     

      “Yes, sir!”
“Take care, dude!”

      I admit feeling vindicated as I strode back toward the mobile home. I’d really surprised myself. For once, I put the real
         Donny Osmond ahead of the image. I’d let a total stranger know how I really felt instead of automatically giving the “correct”
         answer, or worrying more about their feelings—or anyone else’s—than my own.
     

      I was patting myself on the back a bit, thinking, Four down, several million more to go, as I eased back into the driver’s seat. I turned to Debbie, expecting her approval, or at least a smile. She fixed me with
         a no-nonsense look I’ve come to know very well, and said, “Don’t you ever do that again!”
     

      Well past midnight, long after Debbie had fallen asleep, I lay awake in bed thinking about what had happened and where I was
         in my life. After more than two decades in show business, I was at a crossroads with a compass but no map. I knew where I
         wanted to go, but I had no idea how to get there.
     

      For the first time in my life, I really had time to look back and reflect. Where had all the time gone? At an age when most
         kids still had nap time on their class schedule, I was singing with my brothers on national television. When most teenage
         guys were nervously plotting how to ask that one special girl to the junior high dance, I was standing before thousands who
         were crying, tearing their hair, and screaming, “Donny! I love you!” I could have gotten a date, I guess, but I never had
         an opportunity to go to a school dance.
     

      Instead, my brothers and I kept churning out hit records and touring sold-out stadiums and first-class showrooms around the
         world. We performed for royalty; we amassed a literal fortune. In 1972 we were awarded more gold records than any other act in the world. When the record sales began to cool, we made what seemed like a wise decision. Our family threw everything
         we had—emotionally and financially—into producing four seasons of The Donny and Marie Show and creating an elaborate, multimillion-dollar, state-of-the-art studio complex in Utah so that we could do it from “home.”
         Three years later, in 1979, the show ended, freeing Marie and me to pursue independent careers. Being a little bit country
         turned out beautifully for Marie. Being a little bit rock and roll, however, hadn’t worked nearly as well for me. A couple
         of career setbacks and the collapse of the family “empire,” as the press liked to call it, and here I was: in my mid-twenties,
         unable to shake a gnawing feeling that it might be all over for me.
     

      I’d recently located my family to the Los Angeles area and dedicated myself to getting my singing career on track, so far,
         to no avail. Despite my string of eight Top 20 hits on my own, plus seven with my brothers, and three with Marie, not to mention
         a pair of Number Ones in there, nobody in the record business believed I’d ever hit the charts again. Or if they did believe
         I could, they weren’t willing to take the risk with me. Countless record executives told me in so many words, “I know you
         could make a great record, Donny. But breaking through your teenybopper image? Impossible.” Still, I couldn’t bear the thought
         of giving up, at least not yet.
     

      Actually, the decision to give up wouldn’t come for another three years, after I’d poured my heart into making an album it
         seemed no one wanted to hear. In December 1988, I had almost resigned myself to starting a home security business and leaving
         the Donny I thought I knew behind forever. I knew I’d miss him, but somewhere in my heart, I could easily imagine my relief
         at just letting him go. My friends, my family, and even I wondered why I hadn’t hung it up already. Debbie alone stood by me
         as I struggled to rewrite the script I’d been handed as a child.
     

      Then a funny thing happened. The minute I stopped chasing the dream, it caught up to me. Between December 1988 and March 1989,
         Donny Osmond went from a has-been to one of the comeback stories of the decade. With “Soldier of Love” and “Sacred Emotion”
         I didn’t “reinvent” Donny Osmond as much as I finally revealed him. Like a blessing, others finally saw the Donny I knew always
         lived inside the image.
     

      Of course, this is real life, so I did not live happily ever after. My next album disappeared with barely a trace, and I was
         seriously looking into becoming a professional race car driver when I was offered the lead in Joseph and the Amazing Technicolor Dreamcoat. My six years with that show brought me to a place of artistic and emotional fulfillment I’d sought for so long. In the midst
         of that, though, I also faced the possibility of never standing on a stage again.
     

      After decades of performing for millions, one night while playing Joseph, I found myself onstage suddenly gripped by fear
         and panic so overwhelming, I honestly believed I was dying. Afraid that I was suffering a complete nervous breakdown or worse,
         I struggled blindly to unlock the secret behind this unnamed terror that revealed a Donny even I didn’t know: fearful, suspicious,
         angry, out of control.
     

      One morning at 6 A.M., I phoned my manager, Jill Willis, in Minneapolis, where I was performing. I was crying so hard, she
         barely recognized my voice. All I could say was, “I’ve got to go home. I’ve got to go home.”
     

      I might have retreated to Utah, where I felt safe, and disappeared forever, because in that crisis, that’s all I could see for myself: just getting away. I had to get away. Fortunately, I was
         saved by a brilliant psychologist, Dr. Jerilyn Ross, who immediately diagnosed social phobia, a little-discussed but extremely
         common, often debilitating anxiety disorder. Anyone can develop such a disorder, but my innate perfectionism, my obsessive
         need to please others, and my inability to always express myself honestly made me particularly vulnerable. Ironically, two
         symptoms of social phobia are believing that everyone is looking at you and believing that people are criticizing you. For
         most people, these thoughts have no basis in reality. For me, however, these thoughts had a painfully real component that
         complicated my treatment. I was forced not only to treat my social phobia but to pay more attention to those parts of my inner
         life I’d almost unthinkingly sacrificed to the job of being “Donny Osmond.”
     

      As I learned more about my problem and heard accounts of people whose fear rendered them prisoners in their own homes for
         decades, I felt myself understanding how they felt. It frightened me to realize just how well I understood them. I knew I
         didn’t want to go down that road, but I also feared that without help, I easily might. I’d worked too hard building my own
         life to let it all go again.
     

      During these years I lived another lifetime, and I truly grew up. With the support and love of my wife, my children, and the
         rest of my family, I survived and even learned to laugh along with the people I’d always feared were laughing at me. I learned
         again to appreciate and to treasure the values and the faith my parents instilled in me. And I saw renewed time and again
         the family closeness and love we all so often spoke of through the years yet rarely put to the test. I struggled to receive the gift of perspective, the ability to face the personal issues I’d always
         felt more comfortable avoiding. I learned that life is what you make it.
     

      Now, if that all sounds too sweet, too much like the “old” Donny, let me share some of the other title ideas I kicked around:
         How about One More Joke About Big Teeth and the Old Lady Gets It? Or I Survived Donny Osmond—and You Can, Too? Or, I Suffered for My Art—Now It’s Your Turn? And perhaps you’d like to hear my roaring speed-metal version of “Puppy Love”? (No, I am not kidding.)
     

      The other thing I learned is that success is, among many other things, fleeting, capricious, and often in the eye of the beholder.
         In 1998 I was doing prerelease publicity for the animated film Mulan, talking about my role as the singing voice of the heroine’s teacher and eventual love interest, Captain Li Shang. From the
         industry’s point of view, Donny Osmond was “back”—again. Interviewers inevitably mentioned my career as a child star and a
         teen idol, my late-1980s “comeback,” and my famous family, but it was also refreshing to feel they accepted me for who I am
         today.
     

      An animated feature like Mulan is typically years in the making, and so a couple of years had passed between the time I recorded “I’ll Make a Man Out of
         You” and the premiere. Before that, my children—by then Don and Jeremy had been joined by Brandon and Christopher—thought
         no more of Mulan than they did any other part of my career. They’ve lived most of their lives away from Hollywood, and after growing up surrounded
         by a famous aunt, famous uncles, and some famous cousins as well, show business didn’t impress them much. Some dads went to
         the office every day; their dad went to a stage or a studio. Ho-hum. 
     
One of the most exciting nights of my life came in spring 1998, when Debbie and I brought the boys to the Hollywood Bowl premiere
         of Mulan. The industry buzz was hot then, and it was very gratifying to be part of a hit movie. But nothing beat watching my sons’
         expressions as they heard my voice booming from a five-story-tall animated Shang. When the film ended and the applause died
         down, they turned to me, beaming. They all agreed: “Dad, you’re really a star now.”
     

      Now, not everyone who saw Mulan believed that I had “finally” made it. I teach Sunday school to a group of kids whose parents danced to “One Bad Apple” in
         grade school. Most of them, mercifully, have no recollection of me in a Donny cap or my Captain Purple cape and tights. One
         morning after church, I was walking several of the students who live in my neighborhood home.
     

      “You know, Mr. Osmond,” one boy said. “I saw that Mulan movie and heard you singing in it. And it was really, really good.”
     

      “Why, thank you, buddy,” I replied, smiling.

      “And you know what?” he added brightly, obviously thrilled to be giving his teacher advice. “You really should do more of
         that stuff. You could be a big star someday!”
     

  



      PART I




      
      
      chapter 1

      
      I guess the beginning is always a good place to start.

      
      I was born on December 9, 1957, in Ogden, a small community in the northeast corner of Utah. My family lived in a four-bedroom
         house at 228 North Washington Boulevard. We had a large plot of land, with apple, peach, and cherry trees, raspberry bushes,
         and room enough to keep rabbits and a cow. Several years ago, I went back to visit that little house, and nothing was the
         same. But for me as a child, this was a magical and very special place. It was in this house that I’m convinced I saw Santa’s
         sleigh alight from the winter sky (and I know this is true, because I heard the sleigh bells and my brother Jay saw a reindeer
         lick our window). In the sandbox right outside the kitchen window, I passed some of the best afternoons of my life. But when
         and where I was born are just details. The real story of my life begins with the family I was born to, the Osmonds.
     

      
      My parents, George Virl Osmond and Olive May Davis, met shortly after World War II. My father served during the war, and earned
         the rank of sergeant. He met my mother in Ogden, where she lived with her parents and brother, after he received an honorable
         discharge because of health problems. Although my parents were of similar backgrounds and beliefs, their family experiences
         could not have been more different. My mother grew up in a loving home, the daughter of schoolteachers. In contrast, my father
         had a far less happy childhood. His father died when he was a baby, and neither of his two stepfathers loved him. In fact,
         as a young boy, Father was forced to sleep on an unheated porch and live on milk and bread. He was barely a teenager when
         he had to leave his home and find his own way in the world, alone. It’s a great tribute to my father and says a lot about
         him that those painful early experiences did not darken his view of the world. However, the uncertainty of his early life
         made Father a person who would always be uncomfortable with disorder and driven to let the world see only the best in himself
         and in his family.
     

      
      As my parents got to know each other, they discovered that they shared the same dream: to have a large family. Mother recalled
         a large neighbor family she knew as a child and how she enjoyed being invited over to join in the fun. Today she laughs to
         think that five children seemed like so many; little did she know that she would become the mother of nine.
     

      
      My parents’ desire to raise so many children is deeply rooted in our church, The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints.
         Our church members are more commonly referred to as “Mormons,” and while that’s a widely used term, it’s technically incorrect.
         There are two popular misconceptions about our church I’ll lay to rest right here: Yes, ours is a Christian church, and, no, we do not practice polygamy. (The fact is,
         only a relatively small number of church members did so prior to the late 1800s when the Church decreed the practice unacceptable.)
     

      
      More important to my story are the positive values our Church taught, and at the center of it all is a view of the world that
         looks beyond today and considers what I like to call “the big picture.” From the time we were very young, Mother and Father
         always talked very openly about our faith and its teachings. They told us about how theirs was not just a marriage made here
         on earth, but a celestial marriage, a “sealing” together for eternity. And as their children, we are sealed to them and to
         one another forever, as our future spouses, children, grandchildren, and succeeding generations all will be. Our religious
         beliefs influenced everything in our lives. For example, I will always refer to my parents as “Father” and “Mother,” because
         Father considered “Dad” and “Mom” disrespectful. “You don’t say, ‘Our Dad who art in Heaven,’” he reasoned.
     

      
      I admit that this is the “short course” on my religious beliefs. It would take many books to explain it all, and I’m not here
         to proselytize. But a basic understanding of our values goes a long way toward understanding how our lives would unfold. We
         grew up knowing that life in this world passes in the blink of an eye. Over the years, people have marveled at how my parents
         managed to raise what is often considered an oxymoron: a loving, happy show-business family. Many factors played a part in
         my parents’ ability to succeed as parents while their children succeeded in a very rough, sometimes shady business. At the
         core of it was our belief that life’s material rewards are ephemeral. There’s a saying I’ve seen quoted in many places and in many different contexts: “No success can compensate for failure in the home.”
         This was uttered in the late 1960s by a former president of our Church. It expresses precisely the guiding principles my parents
         and now my siblings and I try to follow in our own families.
     

      
      By any measure, my parents are conservative, but that didn’t prevent them from seeing life as a great adventure. I’ve never
         known them to hesitate to turn a new corner or take an uncharted road. They are indefatigable optimists. Mother had the faith
         to endure any setback with her ardent belief that, as she often said, “This too shall pass,” a sentiment that I admit did
         not always console me. Another, which I think betrays her down-to-earth outlook, is, “Tragedy plus time equals humor.” Mother
         has a free, infectious laugh like no one I’ve ever known.
     

      
      My parents’ unwavering faith in the future was tested early in their marriage when they learned that my two eldest brothers,
         Virl (who was born in October 1945) and Tom (born almost exactly two years later, in October 1947), were hearing impaired.
         For reasons no one knows, Virl was born with a substantial hearing loss, and Tom has practically no hearing at all. Though
         heartbroken, as any parents of a disabled child would be, Mother and Father stood firm. They ignored the advice of experts
         who urged them to lower their expectations for Virl and Tom and to consider institutionalizing them. They were told that this
         would be best for my brothers, since they probably would never learn to speak. They tried to persuade my parents to accept
         Virl’s and Tom’s limitations.
     

      
      But my parents believed that Virl and Tom could learn to speak and to thrive in a hearing world. They never said it would
         be easy, and at times it wasn’t. Mother learned everything she could about teaching her sons, then she relied on her own mother’s intuition and common sense to devise very clever, innovative
         ways of helping them. My parents transformed a room in our home into a schoolroom, complete with blackboard, desks, and books,
         so that Mother could instruct them at home. It was a special place where we could do our homework and where Mother, who was
         a natural teacher, could help us with our studies. (Every home we lived in after that included a similarly appointed room.)
     

      
      The point is that my parents never gave up. And they taught us never to give up either. Father had a saying that I’ll never
         forget: “Don’t aim for the moon, aim for the stars.” It’s a philosophy I think we all took to heart, because it encouraged
         us to set our sights higher and reflected the confidence our parents had in us. There were many wonderful gifts we all received
         from Father and Mother, but perhaps the greatest was their faith in us. They were the first people to tell us that we could
         achieve anything we set our sights on, and they created a supportive home environment in which we thrived.
     

      
      As the seventh child, I joined a family already in full swing: my brothers Virl, twelve; Tom, ten; Alan, eight; Wayne, six;
         Merrill, four; and Jay, more than two and a half. I don’t recall too many specific incidents from those very early years,
         only a general impression of a household brimming with activity and love. With so many of us, my ever-practical, highly organized
         parents relied on schedules and routines to keep the household running. Both Father and Mother are very hardworking, industrious
         people. Father turned his hand to insurance, real estate, and advertising sales for a radio station, in addition to serving
         as postmaster and being very active in our church. Mother helped keep his books, handled the clerical duties, and was quite knowledgeable about business as well.
     

      
      Mother and Father made sure we were always involved in some constructive activity and always learning, if not by example or
         through lesson, then by osmosis. Mother loves collecting inspirational and insightful quotations, bits of wisdom that she
         would write on a kitchen wall painted with blackboard paint. (Never one to fall behind the times, Mother now posts these on
         her website.) On this board, she would also write out multiplication charts and complex sentences, that she would diagram
         the old-fashioned way, with the parts of speech branching out on diagonal lines (which I could never figure out). My earliest
         memories of Father all involve him teaching us the practical lessons of life: how to care for animals and the garden, how
         to organize, how to build and repair things.
     

      
      When I think of home then, I think of the security I felt, being watched over by two loving parents and six older brothers.
         In the tradition of the teachings we followed, older siblings had authority over the younger ones. This was a great way for
         kids to learn responsibility, but from my low spot on the family totem pole, I sometimes felt as if I had eight parents, not
         two. Although in later years, Virl and Tom remained largely out of the spotlight (they performed with us only occasionally;
         both dance and play instruments), at home they assumed their rightful place as our older brothers. Virl is twelve and Tom
         ten years older than I, so we were never close in a buddy-buddy way, but I love and admire them. I always considered Virl
         the most handsome in our family, and I looked up to him because, in my young eyes, he was so accomplished and responsible.
         I admired Tom for his courage and determination. In addition to our close physical resemblance, Tom and I share a degree of fearlessness.
     

      
      I remember once when I was about eight and we were living in California. Father and Mother took Virl and Tom somewhere and
         left us home alone with Alan, or Big Al, as we call him, in charge. Suddenly we heard sounds at the back door, like someone
         was trying to break into the house. Alan immediately phoned the number where my parents were, and they raced home. In the
         meantime, it was up to Alan to hold the fort.
     

      
      “Everybody go get knives!” Alan, our fearless leader, commanded, and we scrambled for the kitchen drawer to arm ourselves.
         It sounded like a good idea at the time, but it’s hard to imagine how the sight of seven kids wielding butter knives would
         have deterred anyone. We gripped our weapons tensely as the scratching sounds grew more persistent. We stood poised to attack
         when, thank goodness, Father and Mother pulled up. The burglar heard them and tried to run for it. Without knowing whether
         the intruder was armed, Tom leapt from the car and chased him away. Until then, this was the most dramatic moment of my life.
         When Tom returned, he was my hero.
     

      
      Another time I’ll never forget, I was sitting in the third, rear-facing, fold-down seat in our station wagon. My parents avoided
         a lot of bickering by giving us assigned seats, and as one of the youngest kids, I was relegated to the “cheap seats,” you
         could say. I don’t recall the incident, but somehow Father incurred the wrath of another driver who, assuming he wouldn’t
         be heard, let loose with a stream of profanities. Of course, Virl and Tom were trained to read lips, but when Father asked
         them what the guy had said, Tom replied, “You don’t want to know,” and we all laughed. We knew those words existed, but we
         could never, ever say them.
     

      
      *

      
      
      Although my brothers and I were all pretty well behaved and polite, we were still boys and not immune to the lure of adventure
         and even trouble. We didn’t have many store-bought toys, and so we all became adept at finding ways to amuse ourselves. Being
         the baby of the family—at least for a few years—I was often the guinea pig for my older brothers’ experiments in “fun.” I
         vividly recall once being led up to the attic, where Virl, Tom, and Alan had created a “spook alley,” a makeshift “haunted”
         walk-way they’d strewn with mousetraps. At only two or three, I was oblivious as I happily toddled along, only to start screaming
         as the snapping traps went off. Thank goodness my little toes were safely ensconced in my feety pajamas.
     

      
      My other clear memory of that moment is Alan, ever the “producer” of our family, gleefully crying out, “It works! It really
         scared him! It works!” Alan never stopped dreaming up jaw-dropping stunts, and fortunately for him, I’m up for anything that
         involves danger. The result has been some very spectacular, heart-stopping moments over the years. Some twenty years after
         the spook alley incident, Alan would produce a Fourth of July stadium show at Brigham Young University, where I made my entrance
         circling the stadium, strapped to the outside of a helicopter. Do you think it’s possible to love your little brother and
         still harbor a death wish for him?
     

      
      I was adventurous, accident prone, and curious. Sometimes too curious. I was about three when I had my first intimate, shocking
         encounter with electricity. It would not be the last. For as long as I can remember, electricity always fascinated me. One
         day when no one was looking, I picked up a live extension cord socket and put it in my mouth. I got some nasty burns and scared
         everyone half to death. Miraculously, I suffered no permanent damage … I don’t think. But that didn’t stop me, and neither would any of the other major shocks I’d receive in the coming
         years. A few years later, I would amuse myself by threading a piece of copper wire into the socket end of an extension cord
         and plugging it into an outlet. Why? The resistance in the copper wouldn’t blow any fuses, but the current coming through
         the outlet would heat up the copper sufficiently to start a small fire. At the sight of flames, I would start laughing, quickly
         yank the cord from the outlet, blow out the fire, and then try it again. I know what you’re thinking—Strange kid, huh?—and I can’t entirely disagree.
     

      
      Another time, I gave everyone a scare when I almost choked to death on a button that went down my windpipe. Wayne, always
         a sensitive soul, became so overwrought at the sight of me turning (what else?) purple, that he panicked and ran out into
         the field screaming, “Save him! Save him!” The only problem with Wayne’s “rescue plan” was that no one was outside to hear
         him. Fortunately, Mother just happened to look out the window, saw Wayne screaming, and ran to find me just in time. Now,
         in my defense, I wasn’t the only child engaged in unusual behavior. Marie used to dress up Jimmy like a girl, and in later
         years Merrill would amuse us by sashaying around the house like a runway model. Jay created play characters out of paper clips,
         Alan wrote poetry, and Wayne spent an awful lot of time building model airplanes. Me? Well, there was that night in the backyard
         when I was convinced star men were communicating with me from a distant planet. Accidents, misadventures, and innocent adventures
         in cross-dressing aside, we were a typical, normal family.
     

      
      One of the first lessons you learned in the Osmond household hold was self-sufficiency. With so many children, Mother could hardly be expected to wait on each of us, so mealtimes often
         demanded fending for yourself. She would prepare a big pot of stew, and you had to get to the table and help yourself if you
         didn’t want to be scraping an empty pot. My parents kept track of us by having us count off, just to make sure no one had
         gotten left behind somewhere. This was especially useful on car trips and other family outings, but it also became a mealtime
         ritual, especially since the dinner table didn’t always accommodate everyone and some of us would eat in the kitchen. So every
         night at dinner, Father would order, “Count off!” and starting with Virl, we’d shout out, in descending age order, “One!”
         “Two!” “Three!” “Four!” “Five!” “Six!” “Seven!” “Eight!” and so on. Mother was ten and Father was eleven. It probably sounds
         a touch militaristic, but when we did it, it came out in a happy flurry: “Onetwothreefourfivesixseveneightnineteneleven!”
     

      
      Whatever we did, we did it together as a family. I later realized that there are many people who say they believe that family
         should come first, but I’ve never met anyone who put that belief into practice quite the way Father and Mother did, and still
         do. In fact, whenever anyone would suggest to my parents that they might enjoy an evening out alone together, they would decline.
         They believed that if they couldn’t bring us along for the fun, there wouldn’t be any.
     

      
      The very idea that they would want to take a break from us—then seven boys—was simply alien to them. They never took a vacation
         without us, they never went to dinner without asking for a table for nine, or, later, ten or eleven.
     

      
      Because we didn’t socialize much with our friends outside of school and church, my siblings and I just assumed that this was how all parents were. With two decades of fatherhood behind me, I can really appreciate the sacrifices they made for us.
         Each moment they spent with us reinforced our belief that we were important to them and, most of all, that they truly enjoyed
         being with us. Both Father and Mother credit our faith for the strength of our family, and certainly our beliefs were a major
         factor in how we grew up. But sometimes I think the emphasis on our faith obscured the fact that Father and Mother are two
         unique, extraordinary people who would have raised a strong, loving family regardless of what they believed.
     

      
      Everyone had chores to do, but because I was the youngest (at least for a little while), I didn’t have as many responsibilities
         around the house as my older brothers did. The area we lived in was rural, so we had a cow that my older brothers cared for
         and milked each day. One day Virl called me over to where he was milking the cow and said, “Donny, open your mouth wide!”
         I must have been about three, and being typically anxious to please, I did. Virl squirted the warm, raw milk straight from
         the cow’s teat into my mouth.
     

      
      “Argh!” I screamed, spitting out the rich, grassy-smelling, thick stuff. To this day, I still can’t drink whole milk without
         feeling queasy.
     

      
      We lived a rural lifestyle of self-sufficiency and thrift. We churned our own butter, for example, and Mother sewed most of
         our clothes. Cleverly, she made a jacket or a pair of pants in several different sizes, so that they could be handed down
         and we would all still match. My parents always kept a large garden, and Mother preserved the harvest every fall. Jars of
         tomatoes, peaches, and anything else she could can lined the shelves and provided food until the following fall. I loved to
         spend hours working out in the garden, and would invariably make my way over to the cascading, leafy walls of pea plants, all neatly strung up
         off the ground and bending under the weight of their pods. I couldn’t imagine anything better than sitting down on the cool
         ground under the row and eating a handful of freshly picked peas. To this day, Father plants a garden every year with a few
         special rows of peas just for me.
     

      
      Our family lived by very traditional values, but my parents were probably a little ahead of their time in that they regarded
         each other as equal partners. Still, most of the nurturing came from Mother and most of the discipline from Father. Over time,
         my father has become more easygoing, more comfortable with showing us all his softer side. In our early years, though, he
         was a strict but fair disciplinarian. The rules in our home were clear and firm. To talk back or disobey our parents was simply
         unthought of. Telling someone to shut up, for instance, was considered a very serious offense. And no matter what we children
         might be arguing about, once my father stepped into the room and snapped his fingers, the argument was over and done.
     

      
      Father had definite ideas about how things should be, and anyone who stepped out of line got a spanking and a firm lecture.
         Of course, today we view spanking differently, but in the time and place where we were raised, spanking was very much the
         norm and considered a means to a better end (no pun intended), an unpleasant but necessary part of good parenting. I truly
         believe Father spanked us because he loved us enough to be sure that we grew up with the right values and the right attitudes.
         As a young child, I couldn’t understand how Father could hurt me if he loved me so much. He believed that emotional control
         was essential to success in life. And even when he was angry with us, he never lost his temper and never uttered a mean word to
         us or to Mother. He was always in control, and demanded the same of us. For me, the worst part of being disciplined was hearing
         Father say, “Now stop that crying,” because I could stop the tears, but there were always those “leftover” sniffles. Eventually,
         I learned not to let even the first teardrop fall.
     

      
      After a lecture or a spanking, I would lie on my bed crying and know Mother would come to comfort me. I always remember the
         touch of her soft hands, and the gentleness of her voice as she said, “Everything is going to be okay.” As a child, I thought
         of Mother as coming to my rescue. In the simplest terms, my parents’ division of labor could appear to be a “good cop-bad
         cop” arrangement, but it went much deeper than that. Although in moments like these, Father and Mother expressed their love
         for us differently, somewhere deep inside, I knew that it was the same love with the same purpose. Spanking was not Mother’s
         way, but she deferred to Father on this issue. Sometime after I arrived, Mother’s more psychologically oriented approach to
         discipline began to prevail. In some ways, Jimmy, Marie, and I had it a little easier than our six older brothers. Still,
         there would always be times when I obeyed more out of fear than willingness. And while there were fewer spankings, my parents’
         standards remained high and nonnegotiable.
     

      
      We were taught to say “Yes, sir” and “Yes, ma’am,” “Please,” and “Thank you” to everyone, not just because it was the right
         thing to do, but as an expression of the respect and kindness we were raised to believe that every person deserves. When you’re
         young, I think, you understand that your parents love you, but as people, they remain something of a mystery until you mature
         yourself. It wasn’t until many years later that I realized that one reason my father insisted on this was because he sincerely
         cares how he makes other people—including strangers—feel. It seems like such a small thing, but the philosophy behind it shaped
         how we saw the world. It left no room for rudeness. In these simple teachings, my parents laid a foundation we would all build
         from—and at times take shelter in. I think this is why it still bugs me when I hear myself or my family described as “goody-goody.”
         In a time when everyone laments the loss of civility and basic kindness, I find it difficult to understand what there is to
         criticize about practicing the most basic courtesy.
     

      
      I don’t think any child could grow up in our home and not love music. Father and Mother both sang, and Mother had played the
         saxophone in a dance band. In an interesting parallel, Father, who never had a lot of friends growing up, became something
         of a star in his social circle by being a great dancer. Mother taught all of us to play the sax. Because my parents couldn’t
         afford more than one private lesson for every child, each of us received private lessons on a different instrument, then came
         home and taught the others what he had learned. This is how we each came to play several instruments.
     

      
      As soon as we were old enough to carry a tune, each of us joined the others in singing during a weekly tradition that we called
         Family Night. Mother instituted Family Night, which was usually held on Friday, because she felt there should be a special
         time when we all put aside our daily routine and had fun as a family. It’s interesting to note that years later, our church
         would adopt and promote Family Home Evening as a good way of keeping the home life family-centered. Ours was not a home where we kids would be considered “spoiled” in any sense of the word, but for this night, we were treated like special guests.
         Sometimes our grandparents would join us for the special candlelight meal Mother prepared and served on the “better” dishes.
         Mother named a salad after each child in our family, and I always hoped we were having my favorite, Virl Salad (lime Jell-O
         with mandarin orange slices served with cottage cheese), or my favorite vegetable: pan-burnt scalloped potatoes. (I still
         like almost everything served on the burnt side. In fact, I often order my meat “cremated.”)
     

      
      Family Night was a time of real togetherness. We caught up on what was going on in each of our lives, and talked about family
         issues and upcoming events. We read from the Scriptures, and sang together. Then there was what Mother called “the floor show,”
         when each of us had a chance to shine. As we grew a little older and more stage savvy, our “productions” got more ambitious.
         Later in the evening, we each grabbed our corduroy pillows (covered in different-colored fabrics, so we knew which was whose)
         and piled into the living room, where we got to stay up past our usual bedtime and watch TV. My favorite part was sitting
         with Father and having him give me a head massage, a cherished gesture of affection that I still look forward to. Of course,
         we never managed to keep our eyes open as long as we wanted to, and one by one, Father carried the younger ones off and tucked
         us into the army surplus bunk beds that lined the room all of us boys shared.
     

      
      Family Night remained an important part of our lives as we grew older, and through the years we held it, no matter where we
         were, no matter what else we might have been doing. Despite the hectic tours and demanding schedules, this one special night was always set aside. Whether it was in our living room in the 1950s, a TV studio in the 1960s, or a London hotel suite
         in the 1970s, we made the time to be a family.
     

      
      One outgrowth of our Family Night floor shows was my brothers’ original singing act. For as long as I can remember, my brothers
         Alan, Wayne, Merrill, and Jay were performing together as the Osmond Brothers Family Quartet. Father and Mother had taught
         them the rudiments of four-part harmony, and they were quick studies. Not long before I was born, they had started singing
         in church, and then around the time I arrived, they were becoming an attraction at local events, for civic organizations and
         the like. The fact that they were so young—ranging in age from three (Jay) to eight (Alan)—made their perfect, close harmonies
         all the more impressive.
     

      
      My parents never let an opportunity go to waste. For example, Mother learned that a barbershop quartet from Utah that had
         just won a national championship was going to be in Ogden. She persuaded Father to take Alan, Wayne, Merrill, and Jay to meet
         them, and through this meeting, they made the acquaintance of Dr. Val Hicks, a barbershop authority who taught them the art
         of true barbershop harmony. Without further formal training, my brothers quickly mastered the style. Being brothers, their
         voices had a natural affinity, but beyond that, they were great, “natural” singers. My brothers were so good that in 1960,
         a national barbershop organization unofficially proclaimed them the future 1970 champions. They were far too young to qualify
         for the 1960 competition, but apparently the judges saw enough to project where they might be a decade later, when they could
         compete (which they never did).
     

      
      Looking back now at pictures of them, it’s easy to see why they made Mother and Father so proud. In their matching outfits—homemade jackets, vests, and bow ties, bowler hats perched
         jauntily on their crew-cut heads—they were so cute. It’s no wonder they melted hearts wherever they performed. As word of
         their talent spread, the Osmond Brothers Family Quartet was offered as many bookings as they could take. They were also fortunate
         to be getting paying dates, because those covered the expenses of costumes, travel, food, and lodging.
     

      
      More important—and one reason my parents were keen on their continuing to perform locally—was that it also provided money
         that could be set aside for each of my brothers’ missions. Although it is not strictly required by our Church, young men and
         young women who have completed high school are encouraged to dedicate two years of their lives to missionary work by preaching
         the Word of God. (Older people, whose children are grown, are also encouraged to go on missions.) Church of Jesus Christ of
         Latter-day Saints children grow up looking forward to when they will be called on their missions. My own son, Don, left on
         his mission to England a few years ago, and I could tell that he went with a mixture of emotions, but mostly with a great
         sense of purpose. Most missions last two years, during which a young person can be asked to serve virtually anywhere in the
         world. Families provide all the financial support for the young person on his mission. Contact with friends and family is
         kept to an absolute minimum. While a young person on a mission may write as many letters home as he wishes, telephone calls
         are limited to Christmas and Mother’s Day. (I’m not sure why Father’s Day is not included.) Having seen my two oldest brothers,
         Virl and Tom, and countless nieces and nephews upon their return from their missions, I can attest to the character-building
         influence of this bittersweet separation.
     

      
      Mother stayed behind at home with Virl, Tom, Marie, and me, while Father drove our brothers to their engagements. Initially,
         these were local dates in and around Salt Lake City, but interest in these little barbershop prodigies soon grew. At that
         point, we weren’t yet a true “show-business family,” so the rigors of rehearsing, traveling, and performing were endured around
         Alan, Wayne, Merrill, and Jay’s schoolwork and Father’s commitments to work and to the Church. However, no one ever complained.
     

      
      With my brothers often gone, either in school or working, I became closest to Marie, who was born a couple months before I
         turned two. With her brown hair, button nose, and sweet brown eyes, Marie was a little doll. Being the only girl in the family,
         and having been born on Father’s birthday, she held a special place in our family. I think all of us brothers were always
         naturally protective of her, but she soon showed how well she could hold her own.
     

      
      In our earliest years, Marie and I were more like fraternal twins. We always played well together and rarely fought. It was
         easy for me to fall into the role of an older brother (finally!), and Mother recalls Marie always being happy to follow my
         lead. (Well, that was nice while it lasted.) But we were essentially peers, and my relationship with Marie has always been
         different from mine with my brothers. When you consider the age difference between me and Virl, Tom, Alan, and Wayne, and
         then the fact that the two brothers closest to me in age, Merrill and Jay, were often busy rehearsing and performing, you
         can see how a little guy could feel left out even in this “crowd.” I admired my brothers, but Marie was my best friend.
     

      
      
      As in all families, we each had siblings we felt closer to at different times. I always looked up to my older brothers—namely
         Virl, Tom, and Alan—because I was usually a follower, not a leader. Although I am very close to him today, in our early years,
         Wayne and I were not best buds. Because of my upbringing, I’m a little reluctant to point out one family member for being
         better at something than the others, but there’s no denying that Wayne is the family intellectual. It’s a quality we all grew
         to respect but for which we teased him mercilessly when we were young. In our ignorance, Marie and I would razz Wayne for
         using what we called “chemical words,” which were really just words we didn’t understand. Because he was the most articulate
         and could express himself so beautifully, Wayne was often called upon to lead the family in prayer, another distinction that
         didn’t pass unnoticed by the rest of us.
     

      
      Merrill was always the family cutup, a trait that sometimes obscured his more serious, creative side. Like Alan, Merrill knew
         his own mind and never hesitated to put forth his ideas. Where Wayne was a walking catalogue of corny jokes, Merrill was a
         more physical comedian, and his hilarious antics—like jutting his front teeth out over his bottom lip to create his Bucky
         Beaver face—would have us all laughing so hard it hurt.
     

      
      Jay, the youngest of the performing Osmonds until I joined the group, had a wonderful imagination. Like me, he could entertain
         himself for hours with games he’d created. Jay was always the most athletic among us, the one who was always playing sports
         and later working out. Looking back now from a parent’s perspective, I see Jay as the “middle” child—too young to hang on
         a social level with his older three performing brothers, and too often away from the younger ones still at home (Marie, Jimmy, and me) to bond with us either. Being the youngest in the group, Jay had to work a lot harder on his routines,
         and this became a source of friction sometimes between him and Father.
     

      
      Of course, I loved my brothers, but by the time I was old enough to be included in their games (except as a guinea pig), they
         weren’t around, and when they were, their free time was consumed by rehearsing. With Marie and me, somehow, it was different.
         Because we were the only ones at home for a few years (or so it seemed), we created our own little world within a world. The
         friends I remember best were Scott Bramwell and his sister, Kathy, who would come over and play with us in the sandbox under
         the kitchen window. My older brothers, who attended school for several years before their show-business schedules necessitated
         home schooling and special private tutors, had their own childhood friends. In contrast, my so-called “normal” school experience
         would be brief but memorable and didn’t add up to more than a few months of my entire life (a few weeks of second grade and
         of sixth grade, then a semester of college at Brigham Young University in the late 1970s). The only “school” I knew came in
         the mail or through tutors. The rigors of performing, and later fame, would make the relationships with peers most kids took
         for granted beyond my reach. That’s probably another reason Marie and I bonded the way we did.
     

      
      In those days, both in Ogden, then in California, where we moved in 1963, Marie and I spent days that seemed to go on forever.
         She was my buddy and my coconspirator. Something of a tomboy when she was young, Marie was always up for anything. We buried
         treasure—including, on one occasion, Mother’s real jewelry (which it took the whole family to dig up). We experimented with painting the house—and ourselves—with peanut butter. We were good kids by anyone’s standards, but that didn’t mean that
         there weren’t days when Mother wished we could be just a little bit better. One day, after she’d caught us doing something
         we shouldn’t have done, Marie and I hid under a table. We’d watched enough television to know about a widely advertised, mild
         over-the-counter tranquilizer called Com-poz. Mother always laughed when she recalled briskly passing the “hideout” and hearing
         a little voice from under the table observe, “I think Mother needs Com-poz.”
     

      
      My brothers hadn’t been singing together publicly very long when people began asking my parents when they were going to shoot
         for the big time, go professional. One thing led to another, and in the summer of 1962, Father, Alan, Wayne, Merrill, and
         Jay traveled to Los Angeles for an appointment to audition for Lawrence Welk, a famous band leader and the host of one of
         the most popular musical television series, The Lawrence Welk Show. Despite his big band being known as “the champagne music makers,” his style was so clean-cut and wholesome, you knew the
         bubbles that drifted across the screen every finale could only be soap. Mr. Welk’s large “musical family,” as he dubbed his
         musicians and singers, was a show-business anomaly even back then.
     

      
      One of the longest-running and most popular acts featured on his show was the Lennon Sisters, a singing quartet from Los Angeles
         who at their television debut in 1955 ranged in age from eight to fifteen. Joining Welk’s musical family would have been the
         break of a lifetime. So Father and my brothers showed up at Mr. Welk’s office with high hopes, only to be told he could not
         see them. They did, however, meet the Lennon Sisters’ uncle, Jim Lennon, who helped my brothers get a job singing between fights at a Los Angeles boxing arena. A wholesome group of kid
         singers was not what most of the arena’s patrons had come to see that night, and they certainly let my brothers know it. Despite
         the catcalls and the boos, my brothers completed their numbers and politely bowed at the end, but it was a difficult moment
         for everyone, especially Mother.
     

      
      In various accounts of our family history, this story has been presented as a minor setback, and when you read what comes
         next, the missed appointment seems like just another of the many lemons from which we Osmonds made lemonade. In real life,
         things were rarely that simple. Mr. Welk’s refusal to see my brothers was much more than a minor setback or a lost chance.
         While audiences loved my brothers’ act, and they’d received enough accolades to make any parent proud, not everyone thought
         encouraging children to perform was a good idea. When my brothers were still singing locally, there were people—family, friends,
         and strangers—who criticized Father and Mother’s wisdom in this matter. “Why are you doing this?” they would ask. The decision
         to test the “professional” waters was not one Father and Mother took lightly. And I’m sure that the rejection my brothers
         received on this trip confirmed their darkest fears. Maybe this turn of fate proved that everyone else was right. Maybe—despite
         their talent—Alan, Wayne, Merrill, and Jay had no business in show business. Maybe this was, as so many people said, a stupid
         idea.
     

      
      With the prospect of returning home disappointed looming ahead, Father decided to not let the trip be an entire waste, so
         he took them to Disneyland. Still dressed in their matching outfits from the canceled audition, Alan, Wayne, Merrill, and
         Jay were walking through Disneyland when they caught the attention of the Dapper Dans, a barbershop quartet that serenaded visitors
         in the Magic Kingdom.
     

      
      “Are you a quartet?” one of the Dans asked my brothers.

      
      After one of my brothers replied, “Yes, sir,” they were asked to sing a song. As I’ve heard it told, my brothers and the Dapper
         Dans took turns singing their elaborately arranged barbershop classics—all sweetly old-fashioned, romantic songs from the
         turn of the century—and before long, this impromptu “battle of the bands” drew its own enthusiastic crowd. Many years later,
         Mother learned that there was much more to this meeting than mere chance. Dr. Val Hicks, who had worked with my brothers and
         knew they might be going to Disneyland, alerted the Dapper Dans and told them to be on the lookout for the young quartet.
     

      
      The Dapper Dans offered to introduce Father and my brothers to Tommy Walker, the gentleman who booked the live acts for Disneyland.
         My brothers made such an impression that soon Walt Disney himself saw the act and invited them to appear in the “Disneyland
         After Dark” musical segment of the top-rated Walt Disney’s Wonderful World of Color. In fact, it was Mr. Disney who, upon seeing Jay accidentally “lose” his fake mustache midsong, encouraged them to keep it
         in the act. He thought it was hilarious.
     

      
      I remember all of us crowding around the television in Ogden to see Alan, Wayne, Merrill, and Jay. I was very little then,
         but there was no question that this was a very, very big deal. And we were all so proud of them. This was the Osmond family’s
         first brush with the big time, but it didn’t seem destined to last. They returned to Ogden at summer’s end with no further
         prospects. So Father was quite surprised to receive a phone call from Jay Williams, the father of singer Andy Williams. Jay
         Williams (whose sons were very popular as the Williams Brothers quartet going back to the early 1940s) had seen my brothers
         on Walt Disney’s program, and was sufficiently impressed to offer them the chance to audition for his son’s new hour-long
         musical variety series, which premiered that September on NBC. Interestingly enough, no one in my family had ever heard of
         Andy Williams, who over the previous six years had been riding a wave of mellow Top 10 hit singles, including the Number One
         “Butterfly.” Alan later recalled that it was only after they tuned in to Andy’s show one Thursday night that anyone in the
         Osmond household realized how important a break this offer was. With his cool, understated manner and his velvet voice, Andy
         was the epitome of friendly, Middle-American values. He was hipper than Lawrence Welk, but not as hip as Frank Sinatra or
         Dean Martin. Dressed in conservatively cut blazers and sweaters, Andy had an easy smile and modest demeanor as smoothly understated
         as his show’s signature theme “Moon River.” It was relatively sophisticated entertainment the whole family could enjoy (if
         you could stay up past ten on a school night).
     

      
      Once again, Father and Alan, Wayne, Merrill, and Jay left for Los Angeles while Mother and the rest of us “nonperforming Osmonds”
         stayed at home. My parents devoted many long hours to helping my brothers perfect their singing and their choreography, which
         in the classic barbershop tradition consisted largely of moving subtly and gesturing in unison. The Osmond Brothers Quartet,
         as they were now known, was obviously talented and exceptional for amateurs, and they made up in youthful exuberance what they lacked in professional polish. They auditioned on the set of the show twice, and everyone—including Andy,
         crew, dancers, and singers—watched in amazement. Here were four clean-cut, fresh-faced boys singing a style of music usually
         associated with barrel-chested men in straw hats, striped shirts, sleeve garters, and handlebar mustaches. Alan, Wayne, Merrill,
         and Jay were kids who didn’t sing like kids, but they looked like kids, and cute ones at that.
     

      
      My brothers felt they had done well, but they left the audition confused because so many people on the set were smiling and
         laughing. They were convinced they’d done such a poor job that everyone was laughing at them. When Father got the call shortly
         after the second audition saying that they had the job, my brothers were jubilant. The Osmond Brothers Quartet was booked
         to make two appearances on The Andy Williams Show, beginning in December. Both appearances were taped at the same time, and we were all back together again just in time for
         Christmas.
     

      
      As we opened our traditional Christmas Eve gifts—always new pajamas—and then descended the staircase Christmas morning in
         stair-step order, youngest first, there was no way to know that this would

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
  



      
      
Donny Osmond, now forty-eight, has worked in the entertainment industry for forty-two years as a singer, songwriter, musician
         and actor. His popularity as an all-round entertainer continues to grow and, as well as hosting the successful US television
         programme The Donny & Marie Show with his sister, he starred in Sir Andrew Lloyd Webber’s Joseph and the Amazing Technicolor Dreamcoat for six years. In 2005 he performed to a sell-out UK concert tour, and released his 54th album to commercial and critical
         acclaim. Visit his website at www.donny.com.
     

      Patricia Romanowski is the award-winning co-editor of The New Rolling Stone Encyclopedia of Rock & Roll. She lives on Long Island with her husband, author Philip Bashe, and their son Justin.
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