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To _________,

who, without their love, I would never have been able to be so honest.




Autopsia, n. To see for oneself.


Postmortem. Dead.

At least almost.

Or at the very least dying slowly.

Lying on a cold metal slab.

Having my insides poked at with a fork, or a scalpel.

Hell of a way to wake up. 32.

Having my guts prodded at with a spoon.

Makes you wonder why they call it the “Operation theater.”

The performance of being picked apart by you,

all of you,

huddled around me with white gloves,

in white coats,

beady eyes shining out above your surgical masks, pale blue.

I’m woozy and disorientated,

having been under the anesthetic of too much

vanity, fame, love, lust, anger, sadness, shame, rage, fear, and booze.

Self-dissection.

I moved to LA when I was 18, born into a world I thought I understood.

Chasing my spark. Pursuing the dream.

But for reasons this book will explore, I became afraid.

I awoke into consciousness midway through my life.

Having already decided, in my youthful arrogance, on the direction my life would take.

Without first consulting my future.

I’ve spent the last few years rearranging the direction of my life.

Looking into myself in the only way you can.

Getting the scalpel out.

Writing.

For you.

Standing over top of me.

Staring down at my naked body.

Splayed.

Pulling at my intestines, tugging at my endocrine system.

The lacerations on my extremities.

Defensive wounds from trying to protect myself.

Or my cracked calvarium.

My brain spilling out with overthinking.

My heart’s ventricles, unable to pump love through my veins

that have clotted and clogged with age.

I just hope that maybe you can see yourself in me.

In this body laid out in front of you.

In my skin, that you cut open with your scalpel.

Maybe what is ugly and what is beautiful in me is familiar to you.

Perhaps you recognize, in me, your own frustrations with the world around you, that you too, feel hopeless and lazy and enormous and chosen and full of love and of softness and yet still feckless and broken, and maybe you see your part in all this too.

Your vanity, fame, love, lust, anger, sadness, shame, rage, fear, and booze.

Laid out on the cold slab in the operating room.

Anyways, Enjoy.

—A






good kids


We are Good kids

Showbiz kids

We give out hugs

Don’t do drugs

Sell lunch boxes, stickers, and mugs

What good kids!

Go tell your parents

We are your childhood

We are who raised you

No adolescence for the good kids

This is the life YOU chose

And it’s not yours

Such good kids

Macy’s Thanksgiving Day Parade

Behave

J-14

Teen Scene

Tiger Beat

Smile and wave

Win tickets to go and meet

The Real Good Kids

Kids’ Choice kids

Teen idols

Suicidal

Tidal wave of guilt and shame

Rip the poster out and paste in place

The real good kids






(2010)


The goons, with their million-dollar deals and desperate court appeals,

screwing hookers on Sunset and Vine, doing the minimal jail time,

movers, shakers,

liars, the Lakers,

LA breathes without a pulse, sustaining itself

on broken dreams,

cocaine,

and yoga.

The anorexic vegan actress drives her Prius

to audition for Topless Girl Number Two.

She’s not going to get it,

doesn’t have the tits for it.

Too short, too tall,

too dark, too bald,

too thin,

numbers, ratings, which demos tuned in,

who’s screwing who or more importantly, who hasn’t screwed her.

Producers, directors, and those goddamn talkers,

the side-smiling lawyers and the star-obsessed stalkers,

the Golden Globes, Emmys,

Cannes, and the Oscars.

It took him ten takes!

Did you make her an offer?

Dropped by CAA, picked up by Endeavor,

the script is in spec,

and everyone’s under the weather.

Rewrite, retake,

another fucking remake,

enough with those for god’s sake.

Boob job, nose job,

Botox, blow job,

did you hear that he’s gay?

Really? I thought she went both ways…

Sleeping pills, a fifth of bourbon,

she’s just white enough,

he’s too urban.

Openings, screenings,

red carpets, premieres.

The studio loved it!

But here are their fears.

And to the cracked actor

with your store-bought bone structure,

know that soon,

silicone ruptures.

And when god in her heaven

sends the floods and the thunders,

your face on a billboard

will highlight man’s blunders.






marathon runner



My mum got cancer the first week of me shooting The Show. Ovarian. I had just turned eighteen and she was down in LA with me when she found out. She immediately flew back to Canada; you know, free health care, and I was left under the supervision of the other parents on The Show. I know she is really thankful to all of them for looking after me. She would undergo a radical and intense surgery that would change her life forever, but she would live.

This event is interesting to me, so much life would happen in that short week. The Show that would change my life started filming. My accidental independence down in Los Angeles would begin, and I would first start becoming concerned with mortality’s finite nature in a real way. I would feel real fear for the first time.

I was an incredibly confident child. Annoyingly so, by all accounts. It powered everything I did. I was so sure I was going to be an actor, and that I would be a writer and director, and that I deserved to, if you will forgive me, put my fucking dreams in action. Where my unwarranted confidence came from? No one knew; I certainly didn’t. But it would break for the first time when my mum got sick. I would second-guess all of it. I would become unsure.

I would deal with this by becoming increasingly more unruly. I can see it for what it is now. At the time I thought I was just partying and setting myself on fire because I was young and was oppositional defiant. It was partly that, but more honestly, I was acting out because I was scared of the temporary nature of everything.

I was worried things wouldn’t be perfect. That I would become some tragedy before my life had begun. Tragedy I would carry, like a stone in my shoe, the kind of sadness you can see in a person’s eyes when they try to meet yours—the kind they try to hide when they quickly look away. I didn’t want that kind of pain and most of all I didn’t want to lose my friend.

So when I see The Show, I see a complicated time in my life, filled with lots of joy, growing up with my friends, the newness of what I was doing, but also so much fear. The unknown of life becoming real to me for the first time. I have never stopped being scared, I don’t think. That is my great takeaway. I’m always scared. I have just learned to run right at it. I used to run at it in more toxic ways. Now I run at it by writing to you all. I run, I write. I run at it by reigniting my dreams and making art that I love even though it might fail and loving even though I might get hurt.

I am a fucking marathon runner now.

The man who goes into the burning building twice is truly brave, because he knows how hot the flames are. I learned to just keep going back into the fire. To run right at it.



bark, bark


I’m at the Cannes Film Festival being introduced to a famous dog.

The dog was invited by a jewelry company

to be at the opening of their new line of necklaces.

I feel like me and this dog understand each other.

We are both being carted around on a leash,

taking pictures with bullshit products we don’t care about,

being asked very little about the film we’ve made,

which is the whole point of the festival.

He is more famous than me.

The dog.

To be honest, I don’t even have a film in the festival.

I am just fucking around in France.

Am I willing to get down on all fours and bark?

Just to be invited to the product launch after-party of a movie

no one actually sat down and watched?

Bark bark, I guess.






the ego show


Ego is an interesting beast.

Without it I would feel untethered and defenseless.

It is a burden.

It is also a promise of safety.

“I am not going to let myself be nothing.

I won’t simply kneel to those who would try to kill my spirit.

I am alive, I am human, and I matter.”

But it is also a poison,

one you brew for yourself,

and you drink expecting others to fall ill.

It is callous,

green,

nauseous with envy and worthlessness.

Ego is The Sickness.






orange carpets


Orange carpets

And I’m an actor, remember?

Avan?

Do you remember?

Scuba diver

And a lunch box made of human skin,

Playing pretend for strangers,

And into the slime I go

With my scuba suit on.

“This is all just life experience,”

I tell myself.

“It’ll make you a better scuba diver.”

You’re an actor, remember?

Act grateful.

Maybe this wasn’t meant for you.

Sometimes you get gifted someone else’s dream.

No bitterness, just an observation.

Wake up. Big smile.

I’m not a human being,

I just play one on TV.






idol hands


He leaned on lockers and ran his hands through his hair,

Professionally,

Like for a living.

His grandfather was a metalworker

And worked at a fucking plastics factory,

But all he did was smirk and say a few words.

[Laugh track]

It’s easier work,

But leaves you feeling you didn’t really make anything.

The soft hands of an actor.

Acting isn’t soft work necessarily.

But the work he did was.

It left his soul and his hands weak and pliable.

Idol hands are the devil’s playthings.

Comfort is the secret enemy of happiness.

He really just wanted to be used,

Effectively and well,

To a cause his soul found fitting.

This is the truest path to contentment,

To have a purpose that aligns with your values and dreams.

And to lose yourself to that purpose.

[Laugh track]

Now he knows the difference,

Between comfort and contentment,

And his hands will never be soft another day in his life.






the view from the kids’ table


The view from the kids’ table.

Looking over at the adults eating dinner,

You start to think they must know something you don’t.

The conversation over there seems much more interesting.

But I’ve been sitting at the kids’ table,

and I’m grown,

and my knees don’t fit in my seat;

they bang the edge of the table and bruise.

“I want what they eat.”






prayers of love and sadness


When I first started writing this book I was engaged to be married and in love.

Somewhere in the middle of its writing, I was alone again

and decided maybe I was going to be the kind of person

who finds meaning in friendships, lovers, and family.

Upon finishing this book, I am in love again.

These are my prayers to the saints of love and sadness.

The range of feeling I have felt within those two spectrums

and the understanding

that one doesn’t exist without the other.

If you have never been sad, you never loved,

and if you aren’t in love, you will never be sad.

But you’ll be numb.

Avoid numbness at all costs.

to love and believe and be wrong is a privilege of a life set on fire.

Be baptized fully in the waters of that uncertainty.






tin rings


I lost the ring you gave me in the sea in Hawaii.

You got down on one knee

With a ring tab from a beer can

And with tears on your cheeks

You said,

“Will you please marry me?”

You were crying ’cause I said you reminded me of Patti Smith

And I guess you felt seen

And we had been fighting for weeks

And I admit, I was weak.

I lost the ring you gave me in the sea in Hawaii.

This tin ring of trust

That I knew would rust.

So I swore to adorn it with gold,

Plate it with precious metal

So it would never get old.

But the sea swept it up and it wore down to dust.

Another piece of junk

Scraping the sand

Along with our love.

I lost the ring you gave me in the sea in Hawaii.






blur person


When I was a child

and dreamt of my wife,

the type of child’s dream you spend your whole life

making right,

I saw a woman beside me,

the lady of our house.

And she wears a dress I can just make out

as green

and we live in a castle of gray and of white.

I can see

that her lips are moving but I can’t quite hear what she’s saying

she vaguely sounds like she’s praying

and our children run like wolves through the halls of our home,

swirling around us

through the grounds,

down the road,

And out of sight

And I think that she’s looking at me

But her face is obscured

A blur of pure love

and of light.

Until I saw your face and it sharpened.

You are the Blur Person

from my child’s dream.

I can see clearly that the dress you have on is of emerald—

your mother’s, I believe.

And you’re looking at me as your eyes start to well up,

but you don’t seem to grieve.

And I can hear the words that your lips start to form.

The sound on my face like a breeze.

“I can see you,”

you say.

“I’ve looked for you my whole life,”

you say.

“You’re not a blur to me now.”

What relief.
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