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About the Book

Ari Gold is known for his ruthless approach to deal-making and client relationships that made him one of, if not the, most powerful and sought-after agents in Hollywood until he retired in 2011. In his new book THE GOLD STANDARD, Gold will illuminate, for the first time, his unique, effective and, some would say, outrageous philosophies on running a successful business, client management, employee motivation, keeping a happy home life, and other keys to his many successes. Brash, emphatic, instructive and always wise, Gold’s book will rival business and leadership bestsellers the world over. In his own words and with his trademark enthusiasm, Gold’s tome will be the only book anyone wanting to make something of him or herself will ever need.

Ari Gold says: “In my humble opinion, if you want to run a successful business this is the only book you’ll ever have to read. And my humble opinion is never wrong.”




About the Author

Power agent Ari Gold received his undergraduate degree from Harvard University before earning his J.D./M.B.A at the University of Michigan. He is the co-founder, former Senior Partner and co-CEO of Miller/Gold Talent Agency and former owner of Terrance McQuewick Agency where he represented a long roster of A-list celebrities. He lives in Los Angeles with his wife and two children.




AUTHOR’S NOTE

The Gold Standard is a satire of life in Hollywood and the peculiar business of show business. Some celebrities’ names and real entities and places are mentioned in this book to provide an illusion of verisimilitude. All such real names are used fictitiously. And all names of people in Ari’s imaginary past—schoolmates, clients, and friends—are completely made up.




INTRODUCTION

My first meeting in Hollywood was with a man named Chaim Roth. Not the character Hyman Roth from The Godfather, but a 310-pound Jew who was just as powerful. Chaim had started a record label in 1965, the year I was born, when he was twenty-one years old. I don’t remember if he discovered the Beatles or the Monkees or if he came up with the term groupies during a sweaty tussle with some of the jailbait he stocked on his yacht, L’Chaim. Doesn’t matter. Fact was, Chaim Roth owned the music business when I arrived in Hollywood in September of 1990.

Chaim had a mansion in Beverly Hills and liked to fly his own plane to another mansion in Palm Springs (how he managed to shimmy his giant ass into the tiny cockpit of a twin-engine Piper Aerostar is beyond me). He’d fly the nine minutes instead of making the two-hour drive because, as it was told to me, Chaim Roth’s time was worth more than gold.

My father had an aunt who had a cousin who had a friend who went to school with Chaim’s brother’s friend or something. At the end of the day we were both members of the chosen tribe, and that was as close as I could come to having a connection in Hollywood back then. Somehow it was enough to get me the meeting.

Fresh out of law school with my JD/MBA, two hundred grand in student loans, and the 1979 Toyota Corolla that my grandfather left me in his will, I drove to LA with the one suit I owned, prepared to make, as my father would say, a lasting impression on Mr. Roth.

Roth had a fancy office near the water in Santa Monica. The parking fee in his garage was more expensive than the suit I was wearing. The meeting was set for 8 a.m. and, not wanting to risk being late, I checked in with the receptionist at 7:30.

“Ari Gold for Chaim Roth.”

I felt important. I was there to see the boss.

“You’re early.”

I nodded.

“He’s usually late.”

I felt less important.

The receptionist was a pretty redhead named Caroline. Growing up in Milwaukee she dreamed of being an actress, but after five years of Hollywood disappointment and a couple of amateur “art films,” she was on the verge of giving up and heading back to Wisconsin, where she could once again be the prettiest, most talented girl in town. A girl who would never again have to perform fellatio while a director screamed at her, “Trust me, this is going to be the next Carnal Knowledge!”

When I told Caroline that I was new in town, she responded with a closed-mouth half-smile that said, I hope you last six months, then head back to whatever shithole you’re from with nothing but a herpes sore to remind you of what a miserable fucking place this is when you fail.

7:45.

I flipped through a Hollywood Reporter. Goodfellas was number one at the box office, and there was a big article about Sylvester Stallone’s impressive growth as an artist between Rocky IV and Rocky V. The author compared him to Paul Newman. I thought Dennis Miller was more on target when he said Sly’s acting had less range than a Daisy air rifle.

Caroline asked if I needed some water. I said sure and almost spit it out when stinging bubbles hit my tongue. It was the first time I had ever had sparkling water.

Caroline cracked a smile.

9:30.

I’d watched half the office come and go, most sneering at the overdressed kid in the lobby. No one in the record biz wore a suit. Thanks, Dad.

10:30.

Roth finally rolled in, cigar in his mouth, still wearing his golf spikes and yapping on one of those ten-pound-brick cell phones. He covered the receiver with his doughy hand and whispered to Caroline, loud enough for the beach vagrants to hear, that he was on the phone with Madonna.

10:40.

I looked to Caroline for some guidance because not only had Roth not acknowledged me but he had also spent the last ten minutes prepping a bagel while stuffing his face with lobster salad (flown in from Sable’s New York at sixty dollars a pound—worth it!) and talking shit about how grunge music would never catch on and he was one hundred percent certain that the dirtballs in Nirvana would be back to selling weed by November.

Chomp chomp chomp. Mayo and lobster that I wouldn’t be able to afford for years was flying like his mouth was a goddamn wood chipper as he talked. Disgusting.

10:50.

Twenty-five years later I go nuts when I think back to how that prick made me wait for three hours, but at the time I brushed off the disrespect. In my mind, I was just like Charlie Sheen in Wall Street, waiting all day outside Gordon Gekko’s office. All I needed was five minutes to impress the guy and then he would immediately kick-start my inevitable ascent to the top of the Hollywood sign. Unfortunately, Chaim was no Gordon Gekko and I didn’t get five minutes.

“Mr. Roth will see you now.” Suddenly, Caroline was cheerful and accommodating. Roth, meanwhile, continued feeding his fat face a few feet away like I didn’t exist.

“Come with me.”

Following Caroline down the hall, I couldn’t help but notice the perfect shape and buoyancy of her ass (which I would slap repeatedly while banging her in a bathroom stall at the Brown Derby a few months later) and it reinvigorated me. I was certain that I was about to have a life-changing meeting. Caroline deposited me in Roth’s cavernous office and scampered back to her desk.

“Take a seat.” Roth bellowed as he entered his office, wiping at a stain on his massive polo.

Chaim’s office was plastered with gold records and industry awards, along with framed photos of him partying with the biggest acts of the day—poolside with Bell Biv DeVoe, red carpet with Guns N’ Roses, courtside at the NBA All-Star Game with Vanilla Ice.

“So, what do you want to do with your life?”

I was startled by the complete omission of small talk but tried not to show it. Fact was, I knew exactly what I wanted to do—I wanted to be an agent—but I didn’t want to seem abrasive or presumptuous, so I hedged.

“Well, sir, I’m not totally certain—”

He cut me off midsentence and started sifting through the messages on his desk.

“Come back when you are.”

I was stunned. I was hurt. A million thoughts rushed through my head. My father’s deep voice rang in my head: Remember, Ari, always take the high road.

I painted scenarios. I’ll figure out what I want and Roth will see me again, open up the heavens, and let me fuck all the virgins in Hollywood, three at a time.

I heard my father again: Take rejection with the same class you accept approval, Ari.

Roth must have been shocked that I was still sitting there. He raised his eyebrows.

“Who sent you here again?”

My father’s words kept coming: Be a mensch, Ari, always.

“You know what?” I said. I could feel the words forming deep inside, the words that would help set me on the path. “Fuck you!”

“Excuse me?” Chaim was now staring at me full on.

“Fuck you!!!!”

I jumped up, knocked Bobby McFerrin’s “Don’t Worry, Be Happy” Grammy off Chaim’s desk, and just charged out, my father’s voice now shouting in my head, Noooo! As Roth yelled out for Caroline to call security as he followed me down the hall, I felt a surge of adrenaline that made my dick hard. Roth was seething, nostrils flared, like a wounded buffalo poised to charge. I’ll admit I was terrified as Roth screamed obscenity-laced threats and promises, but at the same time I felt a strange sense of power. As the elevator doors closed, I gave him the finger.

I knew at that moment that I was not my father. That wouldn’t be the last time I cleared off some asshole’s desk, and I was already looking forward to the next time. I was gonna fuck people up in this town.

While driving back from Santa Monica to the two-bedroom apartment I shared with Andrew Shue and two JAPs named Debbie from Long Island, I made myself two promises: I would not stop working until I was in a position to make Chaim Roth feel as small as I felt in his waiting room, and never again would I contemplate not being direct. Chaim Roth gave me a gift that morning in Santa Monica. He gave me a target. And in 2013, after I purchased his record label out of bankruptcy, I sent him a handwritten thank-you note along with a signed photograph of me sitting in his old office, eating from a vat of lobster salad under a shiny new GOLD RECORDS banner.

I would love to tell you that my success in Hollywood was fueled completely by passion and creativity instead of aggression and ambition, but that would be a lie, and this book is about uncensored honesty. I want my children to read this when they’re older and apply the principles to their own careers. I want them to understand why I had to miss some of their recitals and basketball games in order to stay late at the office or attend important networking events at the Playboy Mansion. I want them to understand what separates winners and losers in life and what it means to build an empire and protect your crown.

The following are my rules to rule by.

You’re welcome.
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