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				INTRODUCTION[*1]

				I LIKE FOOD. A LOT. It’s an obsession. And I’m not just talking about how eating a good meal makes me happy. Which, don’t get me wrong, it does. A good meal gives me more happiness than almost anything else in life, including sex, money, and sex. Food has had an outsize impact on my life―far more than it should in some cases. When you peel back all the layers of the Vidalia onion that is my life, many of the biggest moments reveal some sort of relationship to food. Food has made me a better brother and a worse son; it has given me the best of friends and the worst of enemies. It’s made me stay in bad relationships longer than I should have, and it’s made me exit great relationships because of dietary restrictions. Food has taken me all over the world and helped make my dining room a destination. It has turned me into a gun owner, an animal rights activist, an arsonist,[*2] and a restaurateur. When most people say they have an unhealthy relationship with food, they mean they eat too much of it or too little. When I say I have an unhealthy relationship with food, I mean it’s what gives my life meaning. That’s a really dumb way to live your life, as the stories in this book will prove.

				So why should you read this book? Good question. I mean, I’m a comedian, but there are definitely funnier books out there. And I love food, but there are better food memoirs on the shelves. Before you print out your Amazon return label, let me say this: I’m probably the best comedian in the country with a deep obsession with food, so that’s something, right? I think? Okay, maybe print the label, but keep it in a drawer for now.[*3]

				I have two fridges in my garage. One is a wine fridge full of bottles from across the world that I have accumulated over the last couple of decades with help from my connections in the upscale restaurant world. And next to it is a deep freezer full of meat from the animals I’ve hunted and butchered. I like looking at these two fridges side by side, because they’re pretty telling of who I am, my bougie side and my country side proudly on display, powered by the same electrical outlet. But the road to filling these two fridges was not easy and, a lot of times, was gut-wrenchingly unpleasant.

				Letting your stomach be your guide through life is probably one of our most misunderstood fantasies. We enviously watch food shows where Phil Rosenthal and Padma Lakshmi and David Chang travel the world taking happy bites while beaming for the camera, desperately trying to come up with different ways to say “This is so good.”[*4] We all wish we could have that job. And yet, the person who invented the genre, my idol Anthony Bourdain, died by suicide. I’m not saying that being a globe-trotting foodie who went to the ends of the earth and ate at the best restaurants was what killed him, but it sure as hell didn’t save him.

				Okay, shit’s getting dark. Let me bring it back. I once had to vigorously wash my dick in a taco truck sink in San Miguel de Allende, Mexico, because I touched raw jalapeños and then took a piss. We back? Good. Also, if you’re reading this, sorry, Mrs. Jimenez.

				Unfortunately, knowing that food is an unreliable life navigator isn’t enough to make me quit my reliance on its busted compass. I’m in too deep. That in itself should be enough to make this book entertaining. The second-most-translated book in the world is Don Quixote, the story of a guy who can’t find his way because he is completely delusional. “Dan” is close enough to “Don,” so have fun at my quixotic expense. Oh, by the way, the most translated book in the world? The Bible. I’ve never read it. Too many dietary restrictions.

			

			
				Skip Notes

				
					*1 I was debating calling this introduction “Appetizer” or “Amuse-Bouche.” But then I figured I’d have to commit to the menu thing for the whole book, and there would be dumb chapters called “Palate Cleansers” and “Cheese Course” and the end would be called “Check, Please” and that would be grating. Oh, also, get used to footnotes. They’re my love language.

				

				
					*2 Allegedly. Shout-out to Crown Publishing’s legal department!

				

				
					*3 And to those of you who bought this book at an independent mom-and-pop bookshop, thank you! Also, I hope your grandkids are checking in often.

				

				
					*4 If I hear Chang say “This is fucking delicious” one more time, I’m burning down every Momofuku on the planet. Don’t worry if you don’t get the reference; there’s still a ton in this book for you.
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			I GREW UP ONE OF three boys. My older brother, Solly, was an amazing athlete; my younger brother, David, was charming, cute, and got all the attention. I had a nondescript, chubby vibe, and like most middle children was forced to create new ways to get attention. Because my father was born in Iran and spent his formative years in Switzerland as a student, he had a robust passion for food. He did his best to pass down his European trappings to us. He raised us speaking French, drinking wine before our Bar Mitzvahs, and eating stinky illegal unpasteurized cheeses he would smuggle into the States. But neither of my brothers shared his love for “la gourmandise,” as he’d call it. I (chubby vibe) did.

			I’m not sure if I actually loved the eating, or loved what it got me, an opportunity to bond with him on something my brothers could not. Either way, chicken or egg, as a child I developed an appreciation for both a perfectly roasted chicken and a sublimely poached egg. I was a finicky foodie in the making. By age eight, I knew which dishes demanded which fork, and I never got ice cream on my face when eating from even the drippiest of cones. When I turned nine, my parents took me to a Long Island pizza joint. When we entered, I looked at them and said, “It’s my birthday, and you’re taking me out for pizza?” My dad still tells that story with pride.[*1]

			My dad and I would go to restaurants alone together. While my mom stayed at home with my brothers, he and I would set out on culinary adventures in New York City. And like most adventures, our dining escapades required a uniform. I would don my restaurant blazer—an olive-green wool number with brown suede elbow patches—over one of Solly’s hand-me-down shirts that had a stain on the breast pocket, which my blazer just covered. When I was seated, chunks of flab would gasp for air between the buttons. My khakis had two pleats, because I wasn’t fucking around. My dad, in a handsome suit, helped me tie the laces on my moccasins, and we were off.

			Those trips are my fondest memories as a kid because I was finally able to enjoy my dad’s attention without having to compete for it. We reveled in the most avant-garde foods New York City had to offer. Fresh pastas at Mezzaluna, impeccable côte de boeuf at Les Halles. For my eleventh birthday, Dad took me to Le Cirque. Let me repeat. We went to a New York Times three-star restaurant for my eleventh birthday. Quite an upgrade from Gino’s.[*2] And I can still recite the menu from memory. There was something called a Trio, a holy trinity of caviar, smoked salmon, and foie gras. A silky butternut squash soup with huckleberries. A seared Alaskan black cod that melted in my mouth. Then something I had never had before—duck confit. A duck that was cooked in its own fat. The crispy skin and lusciously gamy, unctuous flesh beneath it didn’t just create a memory—that memory was nailed, à la Martin Luther, to the door of my brain.

			Having this special connection with my dad helped me to be less contentious with Solly and David. I had textbook middle child syndrome—I could’ve written the foreword to said textbook. But because I knew that I had a piece of my dad they’d never get, I was able to let down my guard and become a better brother. My being a better brother to them allowed them to be better brothers to me. Solly and I became best friends. He was my cheerleader, my mentor, my idol. I was a decent piano player, so he convinced me I could be a pro. I was not great at tennis, yet he told me that if I kept practicing, I could be, like him, number one on the college team. He gave me the confidence that helped me eventually become a comedian. (You don’t try to become a professional comedian without a healthy dose of delusion.)

			When I was sixteen, and he was twenty, we hit our sweet spot. I was having a tough time adjusting in high school because I was weird and eccentric.[*3] So I’d go visit Solly at Brandeis to get away. He showed me that weird and eccentric were actually valuable assets at university, and that if I applied myself in high school, there was light at the end of the tunnel. He was right. He saw in me a potential that nobody else did. And my fondness for his wisdom was at its peak. Sadly, it would last only six months longer. He got cancer and died. Out of nowhere. Fast, cruel, devastating.

			My parents became zombies of their former selves and eventually took a sharp turn into religion. I veered in the opposite direction. We’d been raised pretty lax Jews, but suddenly, they became true believers. While they were saying, “This is all God’s plan,” I was insisting, “If God existed, Solly wouldn’t be dead.” I would try to debate them, but as soon as cracks started to form in their arguments, they would bubble with anger and anxiety. Then I’d scream, “Why can’t we just have a normal conversation about this?” and I’d storm out. I realize now that the reason we couldn’t have a normal conversation about this was because if I won the argument, the afterlife was a myth and they’d never see their firstborn again.

			With religion came kosher laws. And kosher laws killed dining out―at least in the places we used to go. The top echelon of NYC restaurants was replaced with subpar kosher immigrant eateries in Forest Hills, Queens, with fluorescent lighting, sticky menus, and the smell of ferment. We frequented restaurants whose only raison d’être was that they served the right kinds of meat on the right kinds of plates. Le Cirque, only a couple of miles away, inhabited another universe.

			The day my brother died, I also lost the only meaningful connection I had with my dad. My love of food suddenly became an obsession, to fill in the hole my dad used to occupy. The goal was no longer about seeking out great restaurants; now it was about chasing an impossible high. But that didn’t stop me from trying.

			After college, I moved to New York City. I was an open-mic comic, not making much money, and every penny I saved went to food gods: April Bloomfield, Mario Batali,[*4] Wylie Dufresne, Gabrielle Hamilton, Dan Barber, and Keith McNally. My parents had Yahweh; I had Anthony Bourdain. I ate pork and shellfish for the first time. I had never craved pork or shellfish, nor had I wondered how they tasted. The smell of bacon held no hypnotic powers over me, as it does for most people. It was not happily that I ate these things; I forced myself to. They did not go down easily. They had to push past tons of pain and shame gagging in the other direction. Each piece of treif[*5] pumped guilt into my veins. The more foreign a dish was, the more wrong it felt, with virgin sensations bombarding my palate—the slick yet sticky viscosity of pork fat, the cartilaginous give of octopus, the slimy loogie-ness of oysters. Guilt be damned, these were textures my father would never feel, and I could start holding that over him. Not only did I get over the prohibition and then an aversion to these foods, but I actually started to crave them. Like moths to a mesmerizing flame, my eyes homed in on the word “charcuterie” on menus. Sea urchin wasn’t just a delicacy, it was a way of telling my dad, “You don’t want to eat with me? No worries. I wouldn’t be able to eat with you anyway!”

			But eating the best foods in the world wasn’t enough to fill the hole, I needed to make them. Making what I ate would let me literally feed the hole. I was pretty well connected in the NYC restaurant scene by then, and friends pulled strings to get me a gig as a kitchen intern at the Michelin one-star establishment—ironically named for a rebellious Jew to work at—the Spotted Pig. I learned how to make some of the most delicious items ever: chicken liver toast drenched in port and Madeira on crusty bread—a hearty, medieval-looking dish that could’ve been a passed appetizer at the Red Wedding. A haddock chowder whose mere whiff makes anything Herman Melville wrote seem landbound. And gnudi, pillowy ricotta dumplings with crispy sage and brown butter sauce, a dish so mind-altering it could make MDMA exclaim, “Hey gnudi, how the hell did you do that?”

			I read food books for pleasure―not just cookbooks, but food memoirs too. Comfort Me with Apples by Ruth Reichl, A Year in Provence by Peter Mayle, and, of course, Bourdain’s Kitchen Confidential. I felt like I belonged to a club of cool people who understood me better than my own family did. But I still wasn’t full. There needed to be more, a frontier of food that I hadn’t yet explored. Something both fulfilling and rebellious. Something like hunting.

			This was way before Michael Pollan and The Omnivore’s Dilemma made it hip to hunt. Before Joe Rogan was posting pics of himself on Instagram with a dead elk and the caption “Fuck yeah, I smoked this thing from 40 yards with my bow and I’m going to eat it raw!” At least in my part of the world, hunting was considered a disgusting pastime reserved for cousin fuckers in serious need of dental work.[*6] But this Jew from Long Island with perfect teeth wanted in, for all the wrong reasons. Killing and guns were not things I grew up with, and the thought of hunting was revolting. However, the fact that something food related would be so anathema to my dad’s constitution was indeed enticing. You couldn’t really beat the trifecta of killing a nonkosher animal with a gun.

			I never went to therapy after my brother died, so becoming a foodie and a hunter were my poor ways of surviving. And coming to that realization, while profound, doesn’t mean I need to abandon my emotional crutches. Tiger Woods became Tiger Woods because his dad put him through intense psychological training when he was a little boy. Does he know that? Yes. Is he thrilled to be golf’s GOAT? Of course. I think. I haven’t seen the latest documentary. I still crave new restaurants, cuisines, food adventures. Sure, my food adventurism has on occasion led me astray, but it has also given me great friends, epic meals around the world I will never forget, and more bliss than anything else in my life.[*7] And believe it or not, I didn’t stop hunting either.

			Just as with eating pork and shellfish, which I now love, I forced myself to keep at hunting. Eventually, the killing became easier, which made the adventure more fun and gave me access to foods I could never buy in a store[*8] and people I would never otherwise break bread with.[*9] And though the hunting and gathering both arose from a sixteen-year-old kid’s longing for relationships he’d never get back, they’re still my favorite things to do in life.

		

		
			Skip Notes

			
				*1 No offense to Gino’s of Great Neck. You guys are still the first place I hit up when I visit my parents. I’ve gotten slightly less pretentious than I was at nine.

			

			
				*2 Again, I really love you guys.

			

			
				*3  I had a fucking restaurant uniform, guys.

			

			
				*4 I know. More on that later.

			

			
				*5 “Treif” is a Yiddish word that basically means nonkosher food. See, Mom! I retained something from Hebrew school.

			

			
				*6 Or dentists in need of mental work. RIP, Cecil the lion.

			

			
				*7 Okay, I know this is a more rosy picture of my food adventurism than I gave in the introduction, but I’m honestly conflicted. If the painstaking process of writing this book eventually gives me a definitive answer, I’ll delete this footnote.

			

			
				*8 There’s nothing more local, organic, or free-range than a deer who lived a wonderful life and had a real bad last five seconds.

			

			
				*9 That’s right! Some of those guys with awful teeth became my best friends! And they all have a great sense of humor so I can write this about them. Right? Guys? Hello?
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			WHEN I DECIDED TO EXPLORE the world of hunting, I didn’t have to look too far. I just called Mo. Mo is my alpha male best friend from college, and an avid hunter. However, he didn’t get into the pastime because he read Michael Pollan and wanted to expand his ethical horizons. Mo’s just a meat-and-potatoes redneck hunter. In fact, the name “Mo” and “redneck hunter” go well together. But in this case, Mo is short for Mohaned. He is an Iraqi Muslim, and I’m an Iranian Jew. Yet we were going to put aside all the millennia-spanning religious and political differences to fuck up some poor animal.

			Mo grew up in a little town in upstate New York called Olean. Olean is about as red as you can get in New York. MAGA hats aplenty, snake flags expressing fear of being trodden on, bumper stickers of AR-15s with the phrase “Gun Control Means Hitting Your Target.” In some way it’s even more red than red states. I’ve seen Confederate flags in Olean. Gross to see in the South, but more sinister to see in the North. So how did a first-generation Iraqi American grow up in a town an hour and a half south of Buffalo? His father, Adil, made a real tough decision fifty years prior.

			Adil grew up in Baghdad, the son of a tailor, and decided to follow in his father’s footsteps…sort of. He ended up sewing humans rather than clothes. Adil became a surgeon. As one of the better students in Baghdad, he qualified for a surgical residency in the United States. His plan was to ultimately return to the country he loved and share his newfound skills. However, Saddam’s Baath Party quickly seized power, and Adil’s father urged him to stay in America and start a life there.

			Suddenly all alone, he tried to start his medical career in a big city with a sizable Muslim population, but the only offer came from a tiny hospital in a rural burg in western New York. Adil wasn’t just far from his family and homeland; he was now the only Muslim in town.

			He didn’t experience too much intolerance; however, there was a brief moment of tension between him and the hospital’s pathologist, Dr. Leo Moss. Leo was one of the only Jews in Olean, and he eyed the newbie from the Near East suspiciously, until one day when Adil delicately corrected a misdiagnosis of Leo’s that could have had grave consequences for the patient. Leo thanked Adil by giving him a cake his wife was famous for. “I forget the name of this cake,” Adil says, struggling to remember. “It was with chocolate and poppy seed. I loved it so much I made Mrs. Moss make me one every year. We became great friends.” Babka diplomacy. What could be better?

			Adil became a pillar of a community that never could have imagined its Samaritan being an Arab Muslim from Iraq. For many, Adil was the first Muslim they had ever met, and the person whose skills gave them the best odds of life over death. Ultimately, he helped build a mosque in town, moonlighted as a teacher of Arabic at the local college, and eventually donated the men’s locker room at the YMCA. Let that sink in. The men’s locker room at the Young Men’s Christian Association in Olean, New York, is the Adil Al-Humadi Men’s Locker Room. Adil is the epitome of the American dream and a perfect ambassador for Islam.

			But starting a family in Olean meant having your children grow up around and possibly adopt the regional customs. And if there was ever a question about nature versus nurture, Mo has answered it with zero room for doubt. Nurture all the way.

			Mo chews tobacco, plays ice hockey, and listens to nineties grunge in his pickup truck. Though he was raised Muslim, he became a fervent disciple of the local religion—hunting. But he was very different from the hunter I wanted to become—thoughtful, ethical, decked out in the finest Scottish tweed—one who hunts as a philosophical exercise in what it means to be fundamentally human. Not Mo. Mo killed animals with a certain bro’d-up glee that has always been hard for me to stomach. He had framed pictures of himself next to torqued dead animals, a childish grin on his giddy face. His raw enthusiasm made me queasy.

			But he was the only hunter I knew, so I couldn’t be choosy about my guide. And although we’re the same age, Mo has always felt like an older brother to me. I’m goofy; he’s serious. I’m lanky; he’s burly. I’m all over the place; he’s focused. He’s the firstborn in his family, and when I crave older-brother energy, he gives it to me. With that comes the desire younger brothers have to impress older siblings. Mo was very surprised that I wanted to try hunting. In his defense, I give off way more of a gatherer vibe. His respect egged me on until there was no turning back from my whim.

			For my first hunt, we were going after ducks. How fitting. Duck was my favorite food, my first real food memory, and something my father took away when he went kosher. I was going to make duck confit, from as scratch as it gets, and eat it without him.

			In the winter of early 2002, we began our quest on Long Island. I had zero hunting clothing in my wardrobe,[*1] so Mo kitted me out with his gear. I am five foot seven, 150 pounds. Mo is six foot one, 220 pounds. Hunting clothes are baggy as is, because the words “hunting” and “tapered” don’t live in the same world. I looked like someone who had stapled his stomach a year ago and was showing off how drastically small he had become by wearing his old clothes.[*2] We got up super early, carried our canoe to the frigid waters of Long Island Sound, and paddled past residential areas, wearing full camo with guns and ammo. Two brown dudes, very shortly after 9/11.

			In fact, somebody called the fish and game warden on us, which would normally be fine, except that I forgot my hunting license at home—I used Mo’s Dad’s.[*3] When we got stopped by the game warden, I put on a fake Arab accent, pretending to be Adil Al-Humadi. Yup. Months after 9/11, when Middle Eastern people were frantic to pass as Latino, I, a Jew, faked being an Arab Muslim to deal with the authorities.[*4]

			Hunting on Long Island differs from hunting in most parts of the United States. Usually, hunting is a solitary pastime that takes place deep in the recesses of nature, away from the modern world, where man can tap into his most primal, prehistoric instincts. Not on Long Island. When we found our spot, hidden among the reeds of a sandbar, we could still see houses and boats, and hear cars screaming down the Long Island Expressway. Nothing kills the mood of a solitary hunt like the muffled sound of an ice cream truck in the distance.

			We set up decoys, and Mo called in a duck. Side note about duck hunting: It’s pretty messed up. I know you might think hunting in general is wrong, but duck hunting is especially so. Ducks travel in a crew.[*5] They’re social animals. However, there are always a couple of rejects who can’t keep up, or don’t fit in, and they live a loner life—that’s the duck you’re hunting for! Let’s call him Myron. You set up decoys in the water and do a duck call that loosely translates as “Hey, Myron! Come hang! We have PlayStation here! It’s super chill!” Then poor Myron, who just wants friends, flies over, stoked to finally be accepted, and you drop him. Very different from most other hunting. Most hunting is about sex. You kill a horny alpha dude who just wants to fuck. When you go turkey hunting, the turkey call sounds like “Oh, Mr. Turkey, I got some juicy breasts that could use some gobbling up.” And then the frat boy alpha turkey struts in, all “Where’s them turkey titties? I heard there’s some turkey titties up in here!” Boom! Happy Thanksgiving.

			Back to the hunt. A duck flew in toward us. I stood up, aimed, closed my eyes, and shot. Somehow, someway, I hit Myron. And I was ecstatic! I jumped up and down in my duvet of a hunting outfit, hugging Mo and screaming at the top of my lungs―maybe because the hunter/gatherer part of my brain that had been dormant for my entire life was suddenly awake. Well, Duvet Crockett went back to sleep pretty quickly after I saw what I had done. I shot Myron out of the air, thinking he would die instantly, like in the Nintendo game Duck Hunt. But alas, he was still quite alive; I had only winged him.[*6] He struggled in the water, staring at me, knowing I was the cause of his misfortune, trying desperately to flee. So I shot him again, and his head and neck slumped over his body. We paddled out to him, and I picked him up out of the water, tears running down my face, while Mo was yelling and screaming, “Nice fucking shot, bro!” It wasn’t a nice shot, and Mo was just trying to make me feel better. I pulled the mess of duck out of the water and felt its neck pulsate. I dropped the flesh and feathers in the boat. “Oh my god! He’s still alive!” “Ah, don’t worry about it,” Mo said, as he grabbed Myron and gave his neck a couple of good yanks with the nonchalance of a bored cartoon cop twirling a baton. “WHAT THE FUCK?” “Dude, relax.” “Relax? You just killed the thing with a yank!” “Yeah, because YOU couldn’t with your gun.” That shut me up.

			After Mo bagged a duck of his own, we went home. In the basement, he laid the duck on its back, stepped on its wings, and pulled the breasts out. It’s the easiest way to breast out a duck, and you get two nice pieces of meat. However, you lose the legs, the thighs, and, more important, the skin. What’s the point of cooking duck if there’s no skin? So as Mo was upstairs drinking post-hunt beers, I sat alone in his basement, defeathered Myron, gutted him, and slowly saw this poor thing I had maimed, then killed, turn into something you would buy at a supermarket. Along with the flesh, I brought back a sensory experience that I hadn’t gone hunting for: the sight of the injured duck staring me in the face, the smell of shit and guts when I cleaned him, feathers sticking to the blood on my boots, duck skin pocked with shotgun pellets—these smells and images would flash-bomb my brain without warning months after the hunt.

			Duck confit is a recipe that was born out of necessity. Before refrigeration, the French realized they could preserve meat longer when it was braised and stored in its own fat. Bonus—it’s fucking delicious.[*7] I had all the proper herbs and spices to confit my duck. However, when I got home, I needed a break from the madness, so I put Myron in the freezer, and there he stayed for days, then weeks, then months. Finally, I was cleaning my apartment, and when I came to the freezer, I decided it was time to cook my duck. As I began to score the skin and the flesh thawed, so did my memories of that day. The duck aromas threw me right back into Mo’s basement, where I’d sat on the floor in a constant state of nausea.

			I heated the duck fat, put in the legs, and the searing suddenly turbocharged the dull stench of that memory into my nostrils and mainlined it to my brain. I gagged, turned off the heat, took out a garbage bag, hurled the contents of the frying pan into it, and tossed in the rest of the raw meat. I wanted it out of my apartment and out of my life. I thought it would be too much of an affront to this already tainted experience for Myron’s story to end in a grim trash chute of a Manhattan apartment building. So I threw on my jacket and headed out. Next thing I knew, I was overlooking the Hudson River with a bag of raw Myron in my hand. If I wasn’t going to eat him, some bottom-feeder had to.

			With a most unpoetic thud, I returned the duck to the water from which I had once reluctantly pulled him—trying at the very least to extract a weak excuse of symbolism to make up for my cowardice at not being able to eat what I had killed. As I watched the pieces sink to the watery floor, I was overtaken by the emotion of what an epic failure my coping mechanisms had been. Being a foodie, and now being a hunter, didn’t change anything. It didn’t make me appreciate meat more; it didn’t make me feel cool in the eyes of Mo. His adoration was a sorry stand-in for the adoration I craved from my actual brother. It didn’t bring back those cherished restaurant moments with my dad, and nothing was going to bring Solly back to me.

			But I still saw hunting as a noble endeavor. And if the Nazis could get used to mass murder, I could get used to hunting.[*8] One of the best parts of hunting is that it’s allowed me to straddle two worlds that don’t normally commingle. I have best friends who are Trumpy NRA nuts who can’t understand the cultural milieu I come from, and are probably snickering right now that I used the word “milieu.” I’ve been able to open their eyes way more effectively than a heavy-handed liberal not used to this world ever could. A few of them are now on board with gay marriage, and I even convinced one to get vaxxed!

			Likewise, I’m a nonthreatening conduit for my latte-drinking liberal friends[*9] to ask all they want about the other side and get insights into the vital role guns play for some people. The answer is not as easy as “let’s just make all guns illegal.” In fact, I’ve helped a lot of lefty friends buy guns of their own. I always get the same phone call. “Dan, we never had this conversation, but hypothetically, if someone wanted to get a gun for home defense, what should she get?”

			Hunting has also bonded me for life with Mo. Our upbringings would not have set us up to be friends, but we’re pretty much inseparable. When my older brother died, as the middle child I was suddenly thrust into the role of older brother to my little brother, David. I wasn’t good at it. I mean, it’s not like the understudy taking over the lead—it’s the usher suiting up for the role. Mo’s advice was and still is vital in teaching me how to be a solid older brother to David. That guidance makes him more than a best friend. He’s a godsend. And the fact that I’m Jewish and he’s Muslim is such a nonissue that writing this sentence represents the most thought I’ve given it in years.

			However, religion has allowed Mo to have a budding friendship with my father. Just as I’m not the best Jew, Mo isn’t the best Muslim. He’s become quite the oenophile, and has amassed an incredible collection of wines that, regretfully, he can never share with his father, a practicing Muslim. My dad, however, loves wine devoutly. So whenever Mo comes to Long Island, he visits my parents to enjoy an amazing bottle of wine with my all-too-eager father. Babka diplomacy has been replaced with Bordeaux diplomacy.

			Mo’s diplomacy
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