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Introduction
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STORIES HAVE ALWAYS been important to me. As a kid, I lived for the stories my dad would tell me about his childhood growing up in Valley Stream, New York, where he’d hitchhike home from football practice in his Catholic school uniform. During my first few years of elementary school, I fell in love with reading and would read anything I could get my hands on as long as it was about a horse, or a girl who had a horse, or a girl who wanted a horse and got one even if she lived with her family in a small walk-up apartment in Manhattan. Eventually my interests expanded a bit, and in high school and college and in my graduate acting program I was thrilled to read everything from Jane Austen to the classics of dramatic literature to breezy novels intended to be read on a beach. When I graduated and first started working professionally here and there, I was excited to act in other people’s stories, whether in a laundry detergent commercial or a small guest part on a show. Whether I was a mom who was worried about packing a nutritional lunch (one line in a Jiffy peanut butter commercial), or a student who was being asked about the homework assignment (three lines in the daytime drama Loving), I was living my dream of being a storyteller.

Eventually, I got some bigger parts with more complex tales to tell, and now that I’m in my 30s, I’m looking forward to all the stories that are yet to be—WAIT. WHAT? The legal department has just informed me that I’m not in my 30s anymore. How is that even possible? It seems like just yesterday that I was lying to all the casting people about being 28 because IMDb hadn’t been invented yet and Google wasn’t really a thing. It seems like just yesterday that I filmed all day in Los Angeles and then took a red-eye to New York in order to do a photo shoot after which I went to a U2 concert and went out after and flew back the next day and didn’t feel tired at all. It seems like just yesterday that, on the very day I turned 32, I was cast as Lorelai in Gilmore Girls, a part that would change my life for the better. Oh, well. At least we have a brand-new season of Gilmore Girls to look forward to, and that way we can relive all the wondrous olden times togeth—WAIT. WHAT? Lawyers have just informed me that there is no new season of Gilmore Girls on the horizon, and I can be sued/canceled on Twitter for suggesting there is. How is that even possible? What is this book even about if I’m not going to explain the final four words or tell you who’s the father of Rory’s baby?

If you’ve missed Gilmore Girls, the truth is that I’ve missed you too, and this book is one way of keeping our conversation going. I loved writing my last book of essays, Talking as Fast as I Can, and even without any new stories about the show, I found I had more to say. And if you’ve never seen Gilmore Girls, then you’re in luck, because I’m mainly telling other stories here: about stuffing my bra for work, shoplifting by accident, what it’s like being in a long-term relationship with New York City. (Spoiler: I love it, but it’s expensive and doesn’t always smell great.)

“Have I told you this already?” is a phrase I use so often that it’s become a joke among my oldest and dearest friends and family. These are the people who’ve been there with me through bad breakups and failed exams and questionable haircuts and dinner parties that went into the wee hours, and I’ve been there through those things with them too. We’ve heard each other’s stories over and over by now, but somehow we still can’t wait to hear them again. These are friends who are such an essential part of my life that sometimes it’s hard to remember if I’ve told them something already or if I’ve told them but they haven’t heard the most recent version, or if they were actually with me when the whatever-it-was happened. These relationships are invaluable, and as I’ve gotten older I only value them more.

And you’re part of this group too: you are people with whom I’ve shared stories for so long now that in some cases I had to go back to my first book to make sure I hadn’t told you some of them already. I’d like to take this opportunity to tell you how grateful I am to have you as a viewer and a reader and a GIF-maker and a whatever the thing is called where you film yourself lip-syncing entire scenes of mine on Instagram.

You’re all the best!
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