W E S AY …

Ask Jenny!

She’s a personality whose Instagram
feed hilariously reveals
the hustle of raising two little ones
in New York City. But the true magic
of writer Jenny Mollen is how
she reassures moms that we’re
all in this parenting thing together.
Let’s get the convo started!
by J E N N Y M O L L E N

Q:

TOP LEFT: ANNA WOLF.

I’m pregnant
with our second child,
and I’m convinced I
won’t love this baby
as much as my first.
Is this normal? If so,
what’s the fix?
A: When I was pregnant
with my second son, Lazlo, I
had the same doubts as you,
and I think it’s a perfectly
natural way to feel. I even felt
like that when I was pregnant
with my first son, Sid. I prayed
every night that I would
love him as much as I did my
dog, Teets.
Teets was the first love of
my life. He walked me down
my wedding aisle. Though I
was eager to start a life with
Jason, it was understood that
there would be a part of me
that belonged to someone else.
Jason knew that if the three

of us were flying over the
Andes and the plane crashed,
Teets and I would have to eat
him for survival. There would
be no hard feelings.
Once Sid arrived, though,
nothing I’d had with Teets
mattered. I tried to hide any
obvious signs of favoritism,
but it was no use. Sid was my
son, and I would have eaten
both Jason and Teets if they’d
tried to come between us.
When I became pregnant
the second time, a feeling of
dread returned and washed
over me. I’d seen how fairweather I was with my dog,
dropping him so quickly. Sid
and I had been bonding for
three years. I’d sung to him,
swaddled him, dedicated
books to him, built Lego
temples in his honor. This
outsider inside me, this
impostor second son, was

going to try to diminish all
that we had created. Days
before my scheduled
C-section, I was lying on
Sid’s floor, and I wept. I wept
because his life was about to
be forever changed. I wept
because I knew he wouldn’t
be everything, but just be part
of everything. I wept because
I was going to have to multitask,
and I’m bad at multitasking.
This baby was going to ruin
everything.
Laz arrived with barely a
cry. Sounding more like a
box of kittens than a baby, he
was placed on my chest and
the chemistry was as instant
as it was frightening. It
wasn’t until the meds wore
off that I remembered I got
to keep both children. We
took Laz home a day early
after nearly naming him Sid
2 because we couldn’t think
of anything cuter.
At home, Sid still had the
advantage. He could charm us
with observations that left Laz
in the dust. But as Laz started
to be his own person, my
feelings blossomed. He was
different from his brother,
more chill and potentially less
neurotic. I was also a different
mother, more self-assured.
Laz is now 1 year old, and
I’ve come to understand how
women have three or more
children. A mother’s love is
remarkable. There’s not a
finite amount. Remember this:
You are going to have enough
love in you for your new baby
that will have nothing to do
with the love you have for the
one who came before. The
mistake is thinking that it’s
the same love. In reality, they
are separate relationships,
equally important and allconsuming. I love Sid because
he’s Sid and Laz because
he’s Laz. I love Jason a little
too. But he’s no Sid or Laz :)

YOU ’LL WANT
TO

ALL

H E R P O STS!

jennymollen “I’m not saying that I’m

one of those helicopter moms who
needs to keep tabs on my son at all
times, but am I saying I still know the
home address of every person I’ve
ever slept with. Take that as you will.”
#kindergartenauditions #nyc
#dictatorgoestoschool

jennymollen “I’m never taking

a better picture than this.”
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Cover mom Jenny Mollen gives it to
us straight—from her chaotic morning routine, to son Sid’s elaborate
lunches, and everything moms put
up with in the name of love.
We’re thrilled to have you on our
fall cover! Let’s dive right into your life as
a mom. What does your morning routine
look like?

a second child, who know what he’s up to.

My normal morning routine
consists of my son screaming at me to wake
up and carry him on my back like a mother
koala bear to the kitchen. Once there, I am
told that I “always make oatmeal” and that
he wants something else. We compromise
on one frozen waffle with a side of oats and
fruit and move on to the drama of clothing.
After going through five to six pant options,
Sid commits to the same outfit he wears
every day and is forced out of the house
often without brushing his teeth. I also have
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What advice would you give to moms
about to go from one to two kids?
MINI |

Be prepared to give your second child a quarter of the attention you give
your first child. Know that this is healthy
and that your second kid is likely going to
be better adjusted because of it.
MINI |

How has motherhood changed you?

JENNY MOLLEN |

I used to be hotter.

What do you think is the greatest
challenge of motherhood?
MINI |

ignored my requests for respect, I’d
be out the door in a second. But for
some reason, I’m still “dating” this
guy because LOVE.
What is most important to
you in raising your sons?
MINI |

I want to raise men
who do not see people in terms of
their sex. I want sons who respect
women but also value their voices
and contributions as much as they
do those of men. I’m also raising
kids in Manhattan so I am very
conscious of not letting them turn
into little privileged, white, coke
heads.
JENNY MOLLEN |

Tell us how you decided on
your sons’ names.
MINI |

Sid came out looking like an old Jew who went to the
races everyday to play the ponies
so we had deviate from our original list of names and find him one
more fitting. Lazlo, we wanted to
name Sid 2 because we couldn’t
think of anything cuter. But then a
kid came into Sid’s school one day
with Laszlo written on his backpack. The bag belonged to his big
brother and we just sort of couldn’t
get the name out of our heads. We
dropped the “s” which is the Hungarian spelling because we didn’t
want him to have to deal with
people misspelling his name all the
time.
JENNY MOLLEN |
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Accepting not being hotter.

What has surprised you most about motherhood thus far?
MINI |

I am always surprised by how much
I am willing to take in the name of love. I would
run into a buring building for my children, obviously. But I mean this more in terms of day to day.
As a mom, you get the best and the worst of your
children. If I were dating a guy who smacked me in
the face, peed on me, ransacked my house, tortured my dog, verbally assaulted me and blatantly
JENNY MOLLEN |

FA S T FA C T S
BEFORE KIDS,
I NEVER THOUGHT
The Wheels on the Bus would
be in such heavy rotation
on my workout mix.
FAVORITE KIDS BOOK
What is short and will make
my son fall asleep the
fastest?
TYPICAL COFFEE ORDER
Machiatto wIth almond milk
and virgin tears.
IF THERE WERE MORE HOURS
IN THE DAY, I WOULD
Finally get a manicure.
FAVORITE PLACE TO
SHOP FOR KIDS
My sister’s garage.

OK, we have to ask! We’ve all seen
your Instagram and the lunches! What
sparked you to get so creative with your
son’s lunch?
MINI |

We had a live-in nanny for
the first three years of Sid’s life so I really
didn’t spend much time doing his lunches.
Then one day, I think when I was pregnant
and nesting, I just found myself compelled
to make the extra effort. I was probably feeling guilty. Now I think I do it because I’m
making up for my own childhood deficit
where I never had anyone doing that kind
of thing for me.
JENNY MOLLEN |

MINI |

What is Sid’s feedback on the super

fun lunches?
Sid likes to come home and
then like a Roman Emperor give either a
thumbs up or thumbs down based on what
he thought of the lunch. He rarely eats everything but often he comes close.
JENNY MOLLEN |

Do you have a food philosophy when
it comes to feeding your kids?
MINI |

Fuck with them. Don’t make
it so easy. Too many parents underestimate
their children’s palates when there is really
no reason. Don’t dumb it down for them
and they will typically rise to the challenge.
JENNY MOLLEN |

CAN’T STOP LISTENING TO
Bibi Blocksberg in Amerika.
FAVORITE LOCAL
RESTAURANT
Charlie Bird.
FAVORITE KIDS MOVIE
PETS and anything Brian
Lynch writes because he is a
true comedic genius.
GUILTY PLEASURE
Pretending to go to the
bathroom but really being on
my phone staring at pictures
of avocado toast.

makes it easy. The guilt that comes with
being a mom is there when you are with
them and when you aren’t. I don’t think
there is ever one perfect balance.
What are you looking forward to most
about raising your boys in NYC?
MINI |

I just think New York makes
confident people. Like the song says, if you can
make it here, you can make it anywhere.
JENNY MOLLEN |

What helps you to juggle motherhood and
career?
MINI |

My husband and my nanny help
me juggle but at the end of the day, nothing
JENNY MOLLEN |

If you could give your boys one piece
of advice, what would it be?
MINI |

Failing at something is the
first step in mastering it. I never want my
sons to shy away from hardship or not getting something on the first try. I want them
to know that they can do anything it is they
want to do and that nothing makes victory
sweeter than having to work for it. I want
them to take “no” as a challenge EXCEPT
WHEN I SAY IT!
JENNY MOLLEN |
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Bedtime at the Biggs House

Don’t miss
Jenny and Jason’s
game show, My Partner
Knows Best, which
premieres on Lifetime
April 25!

Routine? What routine, writes our cover mom and
actress Jenny Mollen, whose adventure trying to get her older son
to, please, fall asleep will sound oh so familiar.
by J E N N Y M O L L E N / photograph by A N N A W O L F

In the thick of it:
Jenny and her hubs,
Jason Biggs

IT WAS 5 P. M . on a Monday evening in
January. The Bachelor was premiering
in a few hours. I hadn’t watched or
live-tweeted the show in ages, something
I used to do religiously. But three
months after having my second child,
Lazlo, and once again able to keep
my eyes open past 7 p.m., I was ready to
take back the night.
I knew it was a lofty goal, not because
of Laz, but because of his older brother,
our 3-year-old, Sid. At the end of my
pregnancy, I lost the strength to impose
order upon his bedtime routine, so
there’d been long stretches when Sid
would tuck me into bed and fall asleep on
top of me. I justified the cosleeping by
assuring Jason that when we moved into
our new apartment after the baby arrived,
we would transition Sid out of our bed by
enticing him with a “big-boy bunk bed.”
A bunk bed would trump my bed
because it’s the amalgamation of what
kids love: Jungle gyms! Treehouses!
Freedom! The good news was that Sid
loved his new bunk. The bad news was
that he insisted somebody sleep in it
with him. Since I’d just had a baby, it was
determined that person was Jason.
After bribing Sid to eat three more
pieces of broccoli in exchange for
chocolate, I got him in and out of his bath
in record time. It was 7 p.m. and Bachelor
Arie’s journey to find love was still
an hour and a half away. I pulled Jason
aside for a quick powwow.
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“Tonight is the night,” I whispered,
conspiratorially.
“What do you mean?” Jason’s eyes
widened, assuming I was referring to the
sex I’d been withholding since giving
birth to Laz.
“NOT THAT!” I scoffed. “That’s
probably never happening again,”
I explained gently. “I’m busting you out
of the bunk, SEAL Team VI-style.”
“You ARE?” Jason exclaimed,
ten times more thrilled than when he
thought we’d be having sex.
“We need to reclaim our independence.
He needs to know who’s boss,” I
mouthed, afraid of Sid’s wrath if he
caught wind of the plan.
“Sid, it’s time for bed,” I called out in
my most adult voice.
Jason helped him brush his teeth as
I gingerly broke the news that “Daddy
is going to sleep in his own bed tonight.”
Sid didn’t seem fazed. So far, so good.
We went through the rest of our
nighttime ritual, consisting of three
books, two improvised stories, and
17 super-hard kisses on the lips.
At 8 p.m. on the dot, I said my final
farewell.
“Are you gonna leave the light on?”
Sid asked.
“Of course, and I’m gonna be right
next to you in my room, which if you
really think about it, is basically your
room. We’re all in one giant room with
just a small wall between us,” I rambled
on as I walked out.
Jason leaped up out of bed and
started moonwalking when he saw that
Sid wasn’t with me. “We did it, we
did it!” we silent screamed in each
other’s face.
I crawled into bed, victorious, as Chris
Harrison appeared on the screen,
assuring me that I was about to see the
most dramatic love story ever told.
“Daddy?”
Jason muted the TV and shot me
a look. “Don’t say anything—just
lie like a blanket,” I said, diving under
the duvet and holding my breath.
“DAAADDDY?” Sid continued, more
exasperated than desperate.
Jason waited another beat, then
answered. “Yes, buddy?”
“You’re taking a long time.”
“What?” Jason said, as if he had

S O F U N N Y, S O R E A L !
Y U P, W E ’ V E G O T A N I N S TA - C R U S H
O N J E N N Y.

“People often ask what it’s like
raising kids in NYC ... ”

“Multitask like a mother.”

absolutely no idea what Sid’s questioning
was referring to.
“You’re taking a long time. You need to
come to bed,” Sid said, pointedly.
Jason’s face dropped in horror.
“He thinks I’m coming in!” he said.
Sid appeared in the doorway, now
naked and demanding answers, when
Lazlo started crying from his crib. Sid
stared at me hard, daring me to choose
Laz over him. Jason paused the TV on
a Jacuzzi scene that was just starting
to heat up, and rushed to retrieve Laz.
I coerced my mini minotaur back
into his room by getting into bed with
him and massaging his back. “Aah,
that’s the spot,” he said smugly, as I
tickled his back like he was an
overweight house cat.
“Okay, Sid, it’s getting really late.
All the kids from your school are
asleep. Luna and Teddy and Zen ... ” I
assured him, knowing that if I didn’t

escape lying in bed with him soon,
I’d be stuck tweeting on Mountain Time.
“Are you my mother?” he asked sweetly.
“Yes,” I said, caressing his cheek.
“You know what mothers do?”
Sid said. “They sleep in bed with
their children.”
Refusing to be manipulated, I pressed
on. “I’m gonna be just outside your door.
And in the morning.”
“Why can’t I see my eyes?” he asked,
not giving up.
“I don’t know, Sid, but in the morning
we can look it up on my phone.”
“Can you go get your phone now?”
“I can’t.”
“Why not?”
“It’s dead.”
“Dead?” He repeated the word slowly,
subconsciously aware of its gravitas.
“Yes. But I love you, goodnigh-”
“You know who else is dead … ” he
paused, ominously. “Teets.”
Teets was my first dog—the first love
of my life—who died when Sid was
2 years old. Sid never gave a shit about
Teets but loved bringing him up to elicit
a reaction from me.
“Where is he?”
“He’s an angel now.”
Sid looked at me, skeptical.
“No, really, he’s in heaven.” I doubled
down.
“Who is Heaven?”
“It’s a place,” I corrected him.
“In New Jersey?”
“A little north … ” I didn’t have a watch,
but from where I lay next to him I could
make out the slow blinking of his
Gummy Bear Nightlight timer, tipping
me off that it was well past 9 p.m.
Sid rested his head on my chest and
gently wrapped his hands around me.
I burrowed my face into his sandy-blond
hair, inhaling his lavender-scented
shampoo. Like a contestant on The
Bachelor, I know his infatuation with
me won’t last forever. In the not-sodistant future, I’ll be the one begging
for bedtime kisses. One day, he might
even try to move out, date other people,
or banish me to voicemail for eternity.
I drifted off to sleep knowing that the
only Bachelor I needed to watch this
season was already in my arms. And I’d
be a fool not to relish my time in his
fantasy suite.
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Actress and Author Jenny Mollen Opens Up
About Her Family's Scary Health Crisis
Her relatives had always been healthy. She didn't realize how lucky that
made them until her brother landed in the hospital with a shocking
diagnosis.
By Jenny Mollen | July 17, 2017

Brad is going to be so pissed if he wakes up and learns that we fucked up his Invisalign," my
brother's fiancée whispered from the other side of his hospital bed. If it weren't for his labored
breathing, I'd have said he looked good, like one of my girlfriends after elective cosmetic
surgery. His skin was taut and dewy, his body seemingly strong. All that was left was for him to
wake up.
The nightmare began a little more than a week ago when my father casually mentioned in a text
message that my brother, Brad, was in the ER receiving treatment for some kind of infectious
disease. "So how is everything else?" he added with predictable nonchalance. Everything else
was fine but what the fuck was he talking about? I picked up my phone and called him
immediately.
MY FAMILY HAD EXPERIENCED SO MANY YEARS OF STABILITY THAT WE WERE
CONFIDENT IN THE NOTION THAT NOTHING *THAT* BAD COULD HAPPEN
There's this unspoken assumption when you're the child of a doctor that nothing is ever wrong
with you—or at least nothing horrendous enough to warrant your father leaving work. And for
the previous 38 years of my life (and 45 of Brad's), my dad was right. Sure, there had been
appendicitis, tonsillitis, car accidents, premature births, broken bones, and botched Botox, but
for the most part we were a healthy family with good genes and disciplined fitness regimens.

The closest we'd come to tragedy was three months earlier. My father, who'd fallen off his bike
around Christmas, discovered residual damage this spring and underwent surgery. Losing him
would have been life-shattering—almost as catastrophic as losing my poodle, Mr. Teets, one
year earlier. But the death of a parent is still one of those inevitable events that comes with
admittance to the theme park of life, something we all accept as being part of the journey.
My dad didn't die, though. He came back stronger. Within a month of his surgery, he was out of
rehab, back to his workaholic ways, and challenging himself to a half triathlon per day. "Do you
kind of miss Dad mildly injured?" Brad texted me a few weeks later. For our family, Dad's brush
with death proved to be less a wake-up call and more a gentle reminder that sometimes
accidents happen. We'd experienced so many years of stability that we were confident in the
notion that nothing that bad could happen…at least nothing my dad couldn't exercise away.
My brother and I have never been that close. We have different mothers and never lived in the
same house. As kids, my sister, Samantha, and I lived in San Diego and Brad in Brooklyn. The
only time I saw him was in the summer when our visitations with our father overlapped.
My dad worked Monday through Friday, leaving Samantha and I trapped most days at our
grandmother's townhouse watching The Price Is Right and flipping through sun-bleached photo
albums, confirming that, even at 25, Grandma Florence already looked 60. The only time I'd see
her smile was when she was scratching off a lotto ticket or deveining a peel-and-eat shrimp. Her
house reeked of stale cigarettes, matzo ball soup, and shit-zu vomit. And though I did
occasionally take pleasure in rummaging through her bedroom and dismantling all her vacation
tchotchkes, I was desperate for somebody—anybody—to free me from her grasp. Enter Brad.
With an '80s rat tail and a thick New York accent, my
brother bounced off the airplane as if a boom box
blasting Beastie Boys was growing out of his shoulder.
He'd gotten kicked out of private school for bringing
brass knuckles to class and beating the shit out of a kid
who was hitting on his girlfriend. He was hot-tempered,
unruly, and up for just about anything that involved
skirting the law. He'd pitch us over cement walls to
break out of our father's golf community, toss us around
in the swimming pool, take us to the nickel arcades,
and feed us all the Hawaiian ice we could eat. Brad made summer fun. And unlike my Dad—
who considered us giving him a back rub at the end of the day entertainment—Brad went out of
his way to ensure we had a vacation to remember.
Almost a decade older, Brad had every opportunity to brush us aside or lock us in a closet, but
he never tired of being the big brother. My fondest memory of him is from when I was 6: I woke
up late at night convinced there was a monster in my room. My sister was sleeping soundly on
the bed next to me; she didn't even budge when I screamed, pretending I'd seen a scorpion on
her neck. I tiptoed down the hall to my father's room, leaving Samantha for dead, and knocked

on the door. He answered groggily and prescribed me a glass of water, as if that would
somehow ameliorate my fears. Alone and afraid, I made my way to the kitchen. Brad was in a
deep sleep on a cot in the living room. In a final attempt at comfort, I aggressively shook him
awake. He sat up talking to me for hours until eventually it was light out and I could confidently
return to my room.
For college, Brad fled the East Coast for Arizona State. He had his Nissan 300ZX outfitted with
radar detectors, reflective license covers, and personalized plates that read L8TR 4U. Strapped
into his passenger seat, we'd speed down Scottsdale Boulevard screaming along to his latest
favorite song—always more sentimental than expected. For as uber-masculine as my brother
likes to come across, he is at his core a total softie.
THOUGH WE DO SHARE THE SAME NEED FOR APPROVAL FROM STRANGERS ON
INSTAGRAM, THE ONLY BOND THAT TRULY TIES US IS OUR LOVE FOR OUR
FATHER.
The desert eventually thawed the thug out of my brother, but his macho exterior remained
intact. Despite all his charisma, Brad is the type of guy I'd instantly vote out of
my Bachelorette mansion. Not because he wouldn't be super fun to picnic with on a pile of
custom Chris Harrison pillows, but because he's a self-admitted chauvinist, the kind of
Neanderthal man I could picture clubbing a woman over the head and dragging back to his cave
to cook and make babies. And though we do share the same body dysmorphia, tendency to
over analyze, and need for approval from strangers on Instagram, the only bond that truly ties
us is our love for our father.
"We don't know what is happening," my dad managed to mumble softly when I called him to ask
for more details about Brad's condition. I could hear the fear in his throat. For as long as I'd
been alive, my dad had an answer for everything. Now I was talking to a different man—a man
confronted with not only his own mortality, but also his child's. He was powerless. We all were.
I learned later through a less emotional source that my strapping brother—my health nut of a
Spartan-racing, selfie-taking sibling—was driven to the emergency room earlier that day by my
step-mom, complaining of dizziness. After several minutes, he went unconscious. A team of
doctors descended, but nobody could figure out what was happening. It was clear he had an
infection, but what, how, and why was uncertain. The ER was flummoxed. Eventually an
echocardiogram was ordered and a tumor the size of a racquetball was discovered, flopping
back and forth in Brad's left atrial valve. An atrial myxoma is a rare non-cancerous tumor that
grows on the heart and, if caught, can be easily removed. In my brother's case, however, the
tumor was infected with a secondary staph infection, causing it to become friable and throw off
little blood clots to his extremities. Brad suffered between 11 and 15 mini strokes, and after
undergoing surgery to have the tumor removed, he woke up to temporary paralysis on the left
side of his body and the inability to speak, swallow, or open his right eye. He couldn't verbalize
what he was feeling and instead made sounds that pierced straight through me: chilling, guttural

howls that reminded me of that scene in the movie Blackfish when they separate the mother
Shamu from her baby.
Before releasing Brad to rehab, the hospital put in a feeding
tube. Twenty-four hours later, his white blood cell count
was up to 28,000. Again, nobody knew what was
happening. My father insisted the rehab clinic evaluate his
abdomen to ensure the tube was in correctly. It wasn't; it
was leaking fluid into the rest of his body. Brad was rushed
to a second hospital where an emergency laparoscopy was
performed to clean out his insides and replace the tube.
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Author Jenny Mollen Shares Her
Summer Plans
The hilarious author on impatience, drinking, and reading—and threatening
to leave NYC.
By Natasha Wolff | July 2, 2017

New York Times bestseller Live Fast Die Hot was just released in paperback, and its author
Jenny Mollen is finishing up the screenplay adaptation—Warner Brothers bought the film rights
to Mollen’s book, Anne Hathaway will star in the movie, and the author is producing—while
juggling a two-and-a-half year old son and another baby on the way.
The honest and uproarious book features personal stories and musings on motherhood,
adulthood, parenting, and travel. Mollen, who also acted, is married to American Pie actor Jason
Biggs, and the couple relocated from the West Coast to downtown New York City several years
ago. The author also penned I Like You Just the Way I Am and has developing the book into a
television series for ABC Digital that's available now for streaming.
We checked in with the busy mother and author to see what she has going on this summer.
What are your favorite bookstores in the world?
McNally Jackson in Soho, Upstart Crow in Seaport Village, San Diego andBook Soup in Los
Angeles.
What books are you currently reading?

Sometimes when you are a writer, you feel guilty taking time away from logging pages to read
other people's work, but I’ve spent the last year dying to read Shelter in Place by Alexander
Maksik. He is an old boyfriend so that means that every woman he mentions was of course
inspired by me, right?! Also, Parent Speak by Jennifer Lehr. As far as I'm concerned (and I'm
only halfway through it), this is the only book on child rearing you need. It’s compassionate,
thoughtful, and will turn your belief about discipline on its head.
Kindle or hard copy? Day or night reader?
Hard cover and hard liquor (day and night).

What authors do you keep coming back to?
I will never recover from Demien by Hermann Hesse or The Time Traveler’s Wife by Audrey
Niffenegger.
How long had the idea for your book Live Fast Die Hot been percolating? What inspired
it?
My son inspired the book. I wrote it as I lived it so I didn’t take a lot of time to let ideas percolate.
I’m typically too impatient for the percolation period.
Has having a child changed how you create and write?
Having a kid has definitely affected my routine. I used to be able to write
straight through the night. Now I’m much more of a 9-5 author.
How is pregnancy number two going?
I am in month seven, and I can’t see my vagina.
What annoys you most about Jason?
He procrastinates, but other than that, he's perfect.
What's your guilty pleasure?
Carbs and shoes.
What do you love most about living in NYC? Would you ever leave?
I love that NYC is a little village. I love that when my kid is out, he's still within a five mile radius
of wherever I am. That being said, I am from the West Coast and will without fail threaten to
leave the city at least once a week.
What are your summer travel plans?
We are visiting Nantucket and renting a house in Montauk. I’m pregnant, so I can't go very far.
Get more book recommendations:
A Bibliotherapist Prescribes the Best Summer Reads
Emma Roberts Shares Her Summer Reading List
Choosing Your Summer Reading Just Got Easier

http://deadline.com/2016/08/anne-hathaway-live-fast-die-hot-jenny-mollen-novel-warner-bros1201810753/

Warner Bros, Anne Hathaway & Gail
Berman Spark To Jenny Mollen
Novel ‘Live Fast Die Hot’
By Mike Fleming Jr. | August 30, 2016

EXCLUSIVE: Warner Bros has acquired rights to Live Fast Die Hot by bestselling author Jenny
Mollen. Anne Hathaway has come attached to star in a film based on the author’s experiences,
and Gail Berman will produce with Hathaway. Mollen, whose book was published by Doubleday
in June, will be executive producer.
Mollen wrote about a transformation of her priorities as she evolved from a socialmedia-centric and impulsive personality — who once invited her drug dealer to
Passover Seder so he wouldn’t feel like they were only using him for drugs — to a
first-time mother. The irreverent self-discovery essays in the book make her a
kindred spirit to the likes of Chelsea Handler and Lena Dunham, both of whom lent
laudatory blurbs when the book was published. The project will be overseen
by WB’s Chantal Nong, and it is part of a concerted effort by Greg Silverman’s feature division
to recruit female filmmakers and talent to tell stories.
Hathaway, who’s repped by CAA and Management 360, just signed on to be part of the cast of
the Ocean’s Eleven spinoff Ocean’s Eight (Ocho), which Gary Ross will direct. She stars with
Sandra Bullock, Cate Blanchett, Rihanna, Awkwafina, Helena Bonham Carter, Mindy Kaling and
Sarah Paulson.
Mollen is repped by Brillstein Entertainment Partners and Ziffren Brittenham.

#REALTALK

WHAT ARE WE REALLY LOOKING FOR WHEN WE SET OUT
TO FIND A FORMER FLAME? JENNY MOLLEN HAS A THEORY.

48 _ COSMOPOLITAN _ JULY 2016

Adam (not his real
name…) (his real name
is Dante*) in years. We
had dated when I
was 19 and the kind of
trainwreck a lot of us
were at 19. A girl who
lied about her grandmother dying in order
to end a relationship. A
girl who pretended not
to be home when he
rushed over to work

IAN MADDOX

WHY CAN’T
WE UNFOLLOW
OUR EXES?

I HADN’T spoken to

things out. A girl who
was there one minute,
gone the next.
I couldn’t say why,
exactly, I’d decided to
reach out to Adam.
Reconnecting with an
ex isn’t really something you plan. A song
comes on the radio, and
you find yourself leaving an awkward voice
mail about Death Cab

for Cutie. You’re lying
beside your sleeping significant other,
and you accidentally
Like a picture on an
Instagram account
you don’t even follow.
Whether we act on it
or not, we’ve all had
the impulse to reach
out, to “check in,” to
go searching for what
feels like a misplaced
sweater that used to
look supercute on
us—not because we
want to wear it again
but just to make sure
it still fits. We justify
our actions with all
sorts of excuses about
closure or making
amends or wanting to
make sure the other
person is happy. But
the truth is, checking
in really isn’t about
them. It’s about us.
I’d popped back
into Adam’s life once
before when I was
studying in Paris, several years after my
grandmother’s fake
death. We’d run into
each other accidentally while I was on
a fruitless search
through the Sixth for
an internet café that
served nonfat milk.
He invited me back
to his flat, where he
confessed that he had
never been in love
with me and I confessed that he’d never
made me come. I
made out with him
for a few minutes to
be polite, then disappeared again without
warning.
He was understandably suspicious
about my call. “It’s
been a lifetime,” he
said, with the kind of

JENNY MOLLEN

WHETHER
WE ACT ON IT
OR NOT,
WE’VE ALL
HAD THE
IMPULSE
TO REACH
OUT, TO
“CHECK IN.”
inflection that implied
he could totally make
me come now if he
wanted to.
“I saw that you
were in New York, and
I live in New York now
too and was just wondering if you’d want
to meet up.” Even as I
heard myself talking,
I couldn’t make sense
of why I was saying it.
I definitely wasn’t looking for Adam to make
me come. I was a married woman now,
with a 1-year-old child
and a C-section scar
that looked like I’d
been shivved in prison.
I was in no position
to be striking up
a new romance with
an old flame.
“So, you wanna get
together and what?
Say you’re sorry? Tell
me you have regrets?”

*Just kidding, it’s not Dante either. I feel like a guy named Dante could totally make me come.

“I—” I started to
speak then stopped.
Was I sorry? Maybe I
was sorry that I faked
so many orgasms or
that I’d claimed my
grandma’s dying wish
was for me to be single. That was pretty
fucked up.
Did I have regrets?
I guess maybe I did.
I regretted that I
hadn’t slept with more
men. I regretted that
I hadn’t slept with
more women. I regretted that I never threw
a drink in someone’s
face or all my boyfriend’s belongings
out a five-story window. That I didn’t tell
more lies about everything—my name, my
age, my fake British
accent: I just moved
here from Liverpool.
That I never had
someone so obsessed
with me, I had to get
a restraining order. I
regretted that I never
learned how to take a
cute picture with a lit
cigarette or crawl out
a bathroom window to
ditch someone at a bar
or that I never went to
spring break in Ibiza.
And my biggest regret
of all is that I never
ate a bacon-wrapped
street dog. In your
20s, you’re expected
to be a disaster, to act
impulsively, to have
transgressions. In your
30s, if you suddenly
pick up vaping and jet
off to Ibiza for a foam
party with Calvin
Harris, your friends

and family will think
you’ve lost it. Although
I was eager and optimistic about the new
adventures adulthood
would bring, I knew in
my gut they probably
wouldn’t include dropping Molly and buying
morning-after pills.
“Nope. No regrets,
Adam,” I said, confident. “I kind of love
the mistakes we made.
Although, I do feel
bad about the time you
had to shit behind a
see-through curtain at
my mom’s condo
because she didn’t
believe in doors. That
was weird.” Adam
couldn’t help but
laugh, reliving the
mortification.
I smirked, realizing
that it wasn’t Adam
I missed—it was me.
“Always interesting
to hear from you,” he
said sarcastically. “By
the way, why did you
Like a picture I posted
on Instagram of avocado toast, then
un-Like it?”
“Truth? I don’t
know. But I’m glad
I did.”
Hanging up with
the past, I tried to
appreciate the present, fully aware that,
just like the 20-yearold me, it would be
there one minute and
gone the next. ■

Jenny Mollen’s collection of
personal essays, Live Fast Die
Hot, is out June 14.

Scene BEACH PATROL

Novel
ApproAch
Fans oF Jenny Mollen’s social
media Feed will Find even more
to laugh about in her second
book oF outrageous essays.

“Twitter gave me a career,” says actressturned-author Jenny Mollen, whose
@jennyandteets account is an uproarious
stream of out-there moments, opinions,
one-liners, and four-letter words. “I was
a barely working actress in LA who had
a lot of opinions and nowhere to put
them. And now it was like, I don’t have
my own show; this is my show.”
Her riotous stream-of-consciousness
feed led to a blog on Playboy.com,
which begat her first book, the New York
Times best seller I Like You Just the Way I
Am. Now a parent to a toddler, Sid, with
her husband, actor Jason Biggs, Mollen
has written a second collection of essays,
Live Fast Die Hot, that captures her next
chapter in life, particularly after uprooting the family from Los Angeles to New
York because she believed their
California bungalow was haunted. “I
think I’m so paranoid as a person that I
can be a little impulsive, and then later
go, Wait, was that maybe not a good
idea?” laughs Mollen. “I don’t have that
gauge about what’s appropriate and
what’s not.”
From crashing a remote Moroccan
village with two gay Twitter followers to
drinking hallucinogenic tea in Peru to all
of Mollen’s too-crazy-to-believe run-ins
with her parents, nannies, famous
friends, and neighbors, Live Fast Die Hot
holds nothing back. And now that she’s
spending her first summer in the
Hamptons, her Twitter feed should be
even more colorful. “I feel this summer
will be so enlightening for me because I
don’t understand the Hamptons scene,
but I am excited to get Sid enrolled in
some Hamptons baby classes,” says
Mollen. “It feels very swanky to me.
And there’s a Barry’s Bootcamp out
here, and where you find Barry’s
Bootcamp, you’ll find me.”

.

140
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“I don’t have that
gauge about what’s
appropriate and
what’s not,” says
actress-turned-author
Jenny Mollen, who is
spending her first
summer in the
Hamptons with her
husband, Jason Biggs,
and their son, Sid.
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http://www.nytimes.com/books/bestsellers/humor/?module=DropDownNav&action=click&region=navbar&contentCollection=Books&version=MonthlyLists&referrer=http
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8. LIVE FAST DIE HOT
by Jenny Mollen | Doubleday
Humorous personal tales of growing into the role of
responsible grown-up mother overnight.

http://www.vulture.com/2016/07/nonfiction-books-read-beach-this-summer.html

19 Engrossing Nonfiction Books to Read at
the Beach This Summer
By Maris Kreizman | July 8, 2016

Live Fast Die Hot by Jenny Mollen
Mollen is the voice behind @jennyandteets, which is chock-full of potty humor, sexual
innuendo, and bad behavior. If you like this kind of thing — which I do — you’ll inhale her
memoir like an illegal substance (which the author has also likely inhaled at one time or
another). Sharp, saucy, and mildly disturbing, she reminds me of a young, psychotic Nora
Ephron. —Sarah Knight

http://www.elle.com/culture/books/a36928/jenny-mollen-live-fast-die-hot-excerpt/

I Joined Tinder to Find Hot Mom Friends
In Jenny Mollen's new memoir, she discovers that adulting is the
worst.

BY JENNY MOLLEN | JUN 8, 2016

Read ELLE.com's exclusive excerpt from Jenny Mollen's new book, Live Fast Die Hot.
Until two years ago, Jenny's life was exciting, sexy, a little eccentric, and one hundred percent
impulsive. She had a husband who embraced her crazy. Then they had their son, Sid, and
overnight, Jenny was forced to grow up: to be responsible, to brush her hair, to listen to her
voicemail. Find out what happened next here.
"I kind of want to have a girl go down on me while I blow you." I batted my eyes at Jason across
the table, trying to spice up an overly planned date night. A skinny hipster in suspenders placed
two menus in front of us and disappeared into the bustling bistro without a second glance.
Jason picked up his menu and studied it like he was reading the Torah. "If we do the lottery for
Washington Market, it still doesn't guarantee we'll even get an application. Don't you have any
mom friends you can ask? What do they say about Avenues?"
Before I had time to throw an artisanal breadstick at his head, the waiter reappeared to take our
drink orders. Jason looked at me, then at the waiter.
"Can you tell your bartender to make me a fun mocktail? Something fizzy?"
I stared at the waiter, who was at least a decade younger than me. It bothered me that people
that young were old enough to join the workforce, and that girls born in 1997 were eighteen
now, and that the guy who first introduced me to cocaine only drank mocktails.

It wasn't Jason's sobriety that annoyed me, it's what it represented. The party was over. It was
time to be responsible—to start brushing my hair before I left the house, to take vitamins, to use
dental floss, to listen to my voicemail, to write thank you notes, to make holiday cards, to
develop crow's-feet, and to stop having sex with other people.
IT WASN'T JASON'S SOBRIETY THAT ANNOYED ME, IT'S WHAT IT REPRESENTED. THE
PARTY WAS OVER.
"Baby. What the fuck? I just said I wanted to have another threesome. Aren't sober guys
supposed to turn into sex addicts? Don't you at least want to fuck my head through a wall?"
The truth was a threesome sounded exhausting. But at the very least it was something exciting
to talk about. It's important in long-term relationships to have common interests that aren't just
pedicures and documentaries on farm-to-table cooking.
"Sure, yes, I wanna fuck you through a wall." Jason yawned, sipping his Safe Sex on the Beach.
"But I also wanna get Sid into the best nursery school. You need moms in your life that can give
us these answers."
"Jason, I've never had a mom in my life with answers."
"Well, start looking."
In concept, I understood that there were cool moms in the world just waiting to be discovered,
but for some reason I couldn't seem to attract any. Every time I tried to put myself out there at a
Mommy and Me, confessing to the cutest-dressed girl in the room that I hated the other fifteen
women sitting around us, she would inevitably turn on me and, when I left her side, would tell
the rest of the group all the horrible things I was saying about them. When it came to the mom
world, I feared I'd always be a fish out of water, and Jason a fish out of vodka.
WHEN IT CAME TO THE MOM WORLD, I FEARED I'D ALWAYS BE A FISH OUT OF
WATER
I needed to find a mom like me who loved her child but also found time to work, work out, and
post cute pics of her self on the Internet. I wanted someone who hated authority, who loved
books (preferably mine), who didn't use the "praise God" hands emoji, and who understood that
the movie Clue was one of the greatest films of American cinema. She should be about two
years older than me, slightly less cute, ideally ten pounds heavier. She should wear a size-eight
shoe, have exquisite taste in clothes, live and work in my neighborhood, have an office with a
printer that I could use, be able to take long lunch breaks, and know how to do makeup
Why was this woman so hard to find?
*

That night, Jason and I did what all couples do once their kids are in bed: we stopped speaking
and stared at our iPads. After a half hour of silence, I made an announcement.
"Well, I just joined Tinder."
Jason turned to look at me, at last noticing that I'd camouflaged my acne in a thick coat of Sid's
diaper-rash cream.
"Jenny, I'm not having a threesome with some weirdo off Tinder." He paused for a minute trying
to make sense of my DIY Kabuki makeup. "Unless she's hot."
"I'm over the threesome idea," I said, applying more cream. "How do you always get over the
threesome idea before I even get a chance to act on it?" he whined. "It's not fair." "Because,
Jason, I'm a mother now. I'm too tired for threesomes. Unless it's me with two people that aren't
you."
Jason gasped with mock horror, then went back to his iPad. We'd been together long enough
that it was no longer offensive to joke about the downsides of monogamy.
"Besides, I'm not joining Tinder to find hot chicks," I clarified. "I'm joining to find hot moms."
"Wow. That's sad." Jason raised his leg above his head like
a dancer and farted as loudly as his body would allow. The
noise reverberated off the sheets and sent Gina flying
across the room like she was escaping an air strike in
Baghdad. Jason smiled at me, waiting for my reaction.
Knowing it would give him far too much satisfaction, I
ignored him.
"I might have just pooped," he said, still hoping to get a rise
out of me.
"'Super-queer cuddle switch with a strong tendency toward
big spoon,'" I read aloud. I held up a picture of a large butch
black woman in a neon crop top. "But what's a cuddle
switch?"
Jason shrugged and swiped to the next picture.
For the next two hours we fell into a Tinder K-hole.
"What about Connie? She seems normal? She's a wanderer, a reader, and a runner," I said.
"Okay. Swipe right."

"Diane could be fun. But her profile picture is just a close-up of one eye."
"That means she's fat," Jason explained.
Before we could continue, a notification popped up on the screen. We'd swiped too many
profiles and were being suspended from "playing" for the next six hours.
BEFORE WE COULD CONTINUE, A NOTIFICATION POPPED UP ON THE SCREEN. WE'D
SWIPED TOO MANY PROFILES AND WERE BEING SUSPENDED
"Boo!" Jason flopped back down on his side of the bed. "Should I start an account?"
"No!" I said.
"Why not? I should get to if you are." Though Jason often found himself playing the Desi to my
Lucy, the truth was that he preferred being an Ethel. Yes, he was a rule dork, the type of guy
who if he saw a line would immediately get in it, the type of know-it-all who would have gotten
stabbed at my high school for not letting anyone cheat off his midterm. But there was another
side to him, the freewheeling lunatic. The kind of guy who, if encouraged, would ask a Costa
Rican cabbie for weed, eat street meat in Shanghai, or pay money to bungee jump off a rusty
crane in Tijuana. He was impulsive and adventurous in all the ways I wasn't. (Mainly the ways
that lead to hospitalization and/or concussions.) He got a thrill out of life in the fast lane, so long
as I made a convincing argument for why we needed to carpool illegally. In our early years, my
harebrained ideas coupled with his joie de vivre had led to ill-advised tattoos, third-world urgent
care centers, and our almost going to prison in Turkey. But now we were parents, and we
couldn't afford to take the same kinds of risks. One of us had to be the designated driver—at
least until Sid was old enough to see over the dashboard.
"Besides," he continued, ''I'm much better with women than you are." Shopping for girlfriends
was precisely the type of shenanigan that Jason loved. Not only did it give him an excuse to
perform, but it also allowed him to compete with me. Aside from when it came to Sid, or our
dogs, our therapist, our couples friends, or our dry cleaner Nick, I avoided competing with
Jason, because it only made me frustrated when he won. And annoyingly, he nearly always
won. He was faster, stronger, and able to answer almost any Jeopardy! question, or at least the
ones they put in the backs of New York City cabs.
I'm therapized enough to admit that my need to outdo Jason (and every man I've ever met) is
the direct result of having been raised by my first husband, otherwise known as my dad, who
encouraged me to do great things, but mainly so they'd reflect well on him. He allowed me
victories, money, and attention, just so long as he always had more. When you grow up waiting
in the wings, watching your dad-husband soak in a particular kind of spotlight, it's hard not to
resent a legitimately famous person.

When I first met Jason, I instantly rooted for his demise.
Not because I didn't like him; I didn't even know him. What I didn't like was that he was
successful and famous and I wasn't. It triggered me. Before meeting him for the first time, a
producer friend (who was trying to get in good with me so he could fuck my sister) had sent me
a password so I could watch all the audition footage for a movie I was up for. I was only
supposed to watch the tapes that pertained to my role, but after spending two hours trying to
decide who would win in a fight between Lauren German's face and Lake Bell's boobs, I
stumbled upon the two guys they were looking at for the lead. One was Joe Schmostein and
one was Jason Biggs.
"Fuck Jason Biggs," I said to the producer, having never met him or seen any of his films.
"Really?" he replied. "Did you see his audition?"
"I don't need to. I already think the other guy is better." I had to root for the underdog, I was the
underdog. And in a weird, Freudian way, Jason Biggs was my dad. (Please forget you ever read
that.)
Eventually, my friend asked me to watch Jason's tape, and to my surprise, he was outstanding.
He literally blew me away. And somehow, through my desktop Dell, he made me fall in love with
him. I told my friend as much, and within several days we were set up on a blind date. The rest
is history—and by history, I mean in my first book.
Even though I love my husband and consider him the greatest thing to ever happen to me
before Sid and after Teets, it still irks me when I am brushed to the side as people clamor to talk
to him. It's not that I'm not proud of him or grateful for his success. It's that the last thing I need
in my life is to feel eclipsed by another fucking man. Sure, I'm partly to blame for being attracted
to successful people, but there is no denying that being around them tends to ignite a certain
unhealthy resentment in me.
THE LAST THING I NEED IN MY LIFE IS TO FEEL ECLIPSED BY ANOTHER FUCKING
MAN.
This is why I didn't want Jason making a Tinder profile.
Because I knew if he did, he'd probably have more mom friends than me. And that could not
happen. Unlike my goal of dying with more Twitter followers than Jason, having more mom
friends was something within my reach. It was something I knew I could do quickly, without
great effort, and without showing my vagina. Or so I thought.

"Why am I not getting any matches? Do you think I need to show my vagina?" I said. I took
Jason's phone out of his hand and hid it on my side of the bed. "Baby, I'm the mom. We're
focused on me right now."
Jason looked at my profile picture, a publicity shot of David Bowie juggling three crystal orbs
from the movie Labyrinth.
"Jareth the Goblin King?"
"What? Bowie is awesome," I said, defensive.
"Doesn't he steal children?"
"I—" I didn't have a great response, so I deflected by bursting into song. "Dance magic dance!"
Jason could see how desperate I was, and so, like a true gentleman (who knows he is secretly
better than you), he allowed Tinder to be strictly my thing.
From the book:
LIVE FAST DIE HOT by Jenny Mollen
Copyright (c) 2016 by Jenny Mollen
Published by arrangement with Doubleday, an imprint of The Knopf Doubleday
Publishing Group, a division of Penguin Random House LLC

http://www.thenewpotato.com/2016/06/13/jenny-mollen-interview-2016/

Actress Jenny Mollen
On Chicken Feet, Screwdrivers and Motherly Advice
June 13th, 2016

It’s true: Funny girl actress Jenny Mollen is just as hilarious in real life as she is in her live tweets
about The Bachelor. Her new book Live Fast Die Hot is out June 14th, and chronicles the changes that
have taken place in her life since becoming a mother. While the book is definitely on our summer reading
list, we worry reading it in public might just make us look like cackling psychopaths to our peers…but
we’ll take the risk.
We couldn’t wait to sit down with Jenny to chat about all things travel and food related, as well as her life
with American Pie alum, her hubbie Jason Biggs. Jenny discussed her recent trip to Hong Kong—which
included eating chicken feet—and gave us her favorite piece of advice for first time moms…
From start to finish, what would be your ideal food day?
Porridge with berries and an almond macchiato, seared tuna salad, my husband’s sous vide chicken with
spaghetti squash and onions, and a piece of dark chocolate by Hu.
How do you practice beauty from the inside out?
I work out five days a week, less for the physical than the mental. I have a sneaking suspicion exercise
might not even change your body, just how you feel in it. I rarely eat red meat and dairy. My diet consists
of lots of almonds, blackberries, cauliflower, ground turkey, and cold brew.
What are your morning and nightly beauty routines?
I pick every zit on my face, then proceed to treat my newly opened wounds with whatever tinctures I
happen to find in my cabinet. I need to start washing my face in the dark.

What workouts do you love?
I love running and lifting weights. I’m not patient enough for Pilates but I do like hot power yoga.
Which do you think are overrated?
I fucking hate spinning and I don’t think it’s a good workout. I would go so far as to say that any gym
where the weights only go up to five pounds isn’t a real gym. Love the free gum though.
Where do you love to travel? What won’t you travel without?
I love trips where I don’t need makeup, where I get to speak German or where I can scuba dive, but I’ll
travel anywhere! The one thing I never leave behind is allergy medicine and dry shampoo.

We see you recently went on a trip to Hong Kong. What was the most memorable meal you ate
while you were there?
Chicken feet and a stuffed sea cucumber at VEA.

Do you and your husband like to cook together? If so, what are some of your favorite dishes?
I usually do the vegetables and he does all the mains. Our favorite thing to make is probably Moroccan
Tagine.
Your new book, Live Fast Die Hot, talks about how your life changed after becoming a mother.
What advice do you have for other first time moms?
Don’t listen to other moms! They are only going to freak you out. You are going to be scared to death
anyway for the rest of your life and that is okay. The fact that you are questioning your decisions is what
makes you a good parent. Go easy on yourself, and try to make time for pedicures.
What’s the best advice you ever received?
To get an epidural.
The worst?
To have Sid [my baby] at home in the bathtub.
You and your husband have a radio show together called ‘Jason and Jenny’. What’s the craziest
thing that’s ever happened while you have been on the air?
Recently, I was in so much neck pain that I had to start drinking screwdrivers. I don’t remember how the
show ended.
You swear your were X in a past life…
A French revolutionary or a French poodle
What’s your advice to women getting up, looking in the mirror, and getting dressed in the
morning?
You are hotter than you think you are and you are younger today than you will be tomorrow! Take seven
more selfies for posterity and thank me in five years.

What would your last meal be and who would it be with?
Lox and bagels with Sid and Jason.
What are your favorite food cities? What restaurants do you go to in each?
Paris! I like Guy Savoy and L’Ambroisie. And in Italy, Rossellini’s (Ravello), Il Pagliaccio (Rome),
and La Pergola (Rome).
In the same vein as what is the new black in fashion, what’s the new potato right now?
The restaurant within the restaurant. The fancy Michelin starred hideaway inside the nondescript pizzeria.

http://abc.go.com/shows/the-view/video/pl5554876/VDKA0_grnuozg2

Jenny Mollen Talks About New Book 'Live Fast Die Hot' With
Husband and Actor Jason Biggs on The View
New York Times bestselling author Jenny Mollen and husband, actor Jason Biggs, talk
about her recent Cosmopolitan article on exes. Jenny also has a new book "Live Fast
Die Hot." She was inspired to write it based on what happened to her after she became
a mom. She and Jason also answer a lightning round of questions to prove their love.
Watch The View WEEKDAYS at 11e|10c|p.

http://www.etonline.com/news/191672_jenny_mollen_chelsea_handler_shark_story/

EXCLUSIVE: Chelsea Handler Tried to Guilt
Jenny Mollen Into Shark Diving, So She Sent
Husband Jason Biggs Alone Instead
by Brice Sander | June 22nd, 2016

Jenny Mollen’s new book, Live Fast, Die Hot, chronicles all the insane adventures she’s had
since becoming a mom in 2014.
“It's basically about a woman who falls in love with a man for the first time in her life, and she's
doing everything in her power to sabotage that relationship,” Jenny tells ET. “That's pretty much
what it is. It's like a high-voltage, postpartum rom com."
Those stories include her trip to South America with Chelsea Handler to take ayahuasca, a
powerful, hallucinogenic drug. The whole thing was featured on Chelsea’s Netflix docuseries,
Chelsea Does…
“Yes, you can watch me vomit and, like, sh*t at the same time,” Jenny teases. “And cry my eyes
out.”
But that’s not Jenny and Chelsea’s only crazy adventure together. Jenny shared another story
when she dropped by ET for Facebook Live.
“Well, that was pretty crazy,” Jenny admits, “but after we did ayahuasca, we were in a van
heading back to the airport in Lima, [Peru], and she's like, 'Oh! I got an email. Do you want to go

great white shark diving in a month off of Rosarito?' And I'm just like, 'Yeah! Totally. I wanna do
that! That would be amazing.'”
“So, I signed up, she signed up,” Jenny explains. “And slowly but surely, pieces of information
about this trip were revealed to me. And Michael Domeier, the guy -- he's like from Shark Week.
He's that guy that you see in every shark episode of any shark show ever. He's like, 'Well, the
accommodation, you know, it's a science boat.' Science boat! Right there, that's a red flag …
You're in like a weird bunk, probably getting lice.”
“Then he proceeded to tell me that the food was 'comfort food,’ and I would be gaining weight,”
she recalls. “Also a problem for me. And then he said the journey out was 36 hours, across the
Pacific to an island, where there was no other access, and there was no wifi … I can't exist
where there isn't Twitter!”
“So, I pulled out of the trip,” the author confesses. “I called Chelsea, I was like, 'I'm not going on
this trip. I can't do it. I can't leave my son.' That's how I framed it, ‘I can't leave my child that
long.’ It's terrible.”
“‘I mean, if you want me to do drugs with you again, I'm totally willing to do that, but I'm not
going to be away from my child,’” Jenny jokes. “So, I pulled out of it and she's like, 'Ah! I can't
believe you're not doing this. Look, it doesn't sound like the greatest trip. We committed to it. We
have to go. I'm going. I think it's, like, really sh*tty that you're pulling out.'”
“Then two days later, she's like, ‘I'm out, too,’” Jenny says. “So, then [my husband] Jason
[Biggs] went alone.”
“We shipped Jason off to the sharks off of Guadalupe Island,” she shares. “You know what we
got out of it? Now, Jason tagged a shark, and that shark's name is Sid Biggs.”
Sid Biggs also happens to be the name of Jenny and Jason’s 2-year-old son.
“[The shark] is hopefully not going to eat somebody,” Jenny says. “I just don't want there to be a
headline someday saying, 'Sid Biggs Mauled a German Tourist Off the Coast of Lanai.'”
Though, Jenny admits that headline could be about her son, too, revealing, “I have some bite
marks from the real Sid Biggs right now.”
Read more of Jenny’s adventures in Live Fast, Die Hot, out now.

http://www.fox5ny.com/web/wnyw/good-day/159011046-video

Good Day Book Club: Live Fast Die Hot
Jenny Mollen discusses her new book, Live Fast Die Hot.

http://www.hollywoodtodaylive.com/2016/06/22/would-jenny-mollen-do-a-reality-show-with-husbandjason-biggs/

Would Jenny Mollen Do A Reality Show
With Husband Jason Biggs?
June 22, 2016

While husband and wife Jenny Mollen and Jason Biggs just wrapped on their
travel show, do they have plans to do a show that focuses on them as a
Hollywood couple? We asked Jenny (she gave us an answer) and she also
shared with us the HYSTERICAL reason her Instagram account was deleted!
Watch below.

http://ktla.com/2016/06/20/ny-times-best-selling-author-jenny-mollen-on-live-fast-die-hot/

NY Times Best Selling Author Jenny Mollen On “Live
Fast Die Hot”
BY SAM RUBIN POSTED | JUNE 20, 2016

http://abc7chicago.com/entertainment/jenny-mollen-live-fast-die-hot/1388625/

JENNY MOLLEN: LIVE FAST DIE HOT
Thursday, June 16, 2016

Actress and New York Times best-selling author, Jenny Mollen, writes about adulthood and the
lessons she's learned in her new book, "Live Fast Die Hot."
The collection of essays notes the changes to her New York lifestyle, when she and husband,
Jason Biggs, had their son, Sid. She shares stories about making new Mommy friends, as well
as her spiritual experience in Peru.
Jenny Mollen was a columnist for Playboy Online, but now, she hosts a radio show with
husband, Jason Biggs. The couple recently celebrated their eighth anniversary together and
Jenny shares some laugh-out-loud stories about their relationship.
The couple also has a movie being released in August called, "Amateur Night."
For more information, please visit: jennymollen.com.

http://www.people.com/people/videos/0,,21013248,00.html
JUN 17, 2016

WATCH: Jenny Mollen Dishes on the Best
Thing About Being Married to Jason Biggs
The actress/author talks apple pie, motherhood and more

http://www.aol.com/article/2016/06/27/onlyonaol-jenny-mollens-how-to-guide-to-being-a-hotmom/21419700/

OnlyOnAOL: Jenny Mollen's how-to
guide to being a hot mom
BY DONNA FREYDKIN | Jun 27th 2016

Motherhood equals rainbows and unicorns, peace and love, sunshine and rainbows,
tantrums and puke and meltdowns and hissy fits.
When talking to actress/author Jenny Mollen, you bypass entirely the fetishized and glossy
version of parenthood peddled by many of her peers. The author of the best-selling humor
tome " Live Fast Die Hot" is married to Jason Biggs, with whom she has a son, Sid. He's
cute. He's precocious. And he's also, at times, a spoiled tyrant who wants what he wants
when he wants. Period.
We talked to Mollen about what it takes to retain some sense of self while raising a kid.
1. Just say no. "Don't give in to everything they want or they wind up controlling you. You
have to follow through. If I don't do it, he has no respect for me. Jason is like, 'Distract him
with a present.' No!"
2. Pour some sugar on him -- not. "Everyone wants to give your kid sweets. But no one has
to deal with the aftermath of what that means. Set up right away when he's eating candy and
cookies and (expletive)."
3. Plan, plan and plan some more. "When you're on an airplane, pack ten times more
clothing for yourself and your child in your carry on, you need at least three outfit changes

and you don't want to end up naked in your seat. You have to pack (stuff). If you don't, it
screws you."

4. Be selfish when you need to be. "You have to take time for yourself. If you don't, you're
being a bad parent. Sometimes I feel so guilty going to the gym. You don't want to be the
kind of mom where your kids go to school and you have nothing going on but them. Now
you're not just a stay at home mom but (killjoy). That's what happens. Now what do I do?"
5. Love yourself. "My mom was so all about herself. I don't want to be that mean. But I can't
be the opposite of that, mommyhood embodied. It's finding that balance."

http://www.lennyletter.com/life/a459/my-dog-teets/

My Dog Teets
A lesson in love and loss.
BY JENNY MOLLEN | JUL 6, 2016

"Are you allowed to eat someone's ashes?" I stared somberly at my son, belly up in the
grass gnawing on a stick of yellow chalk like a rawhide bone. My husband, Jason, took the
chalk away from Sid and motioned for me to sit down beside them. It was Easter, and less
than a week earlier, my heart had been broken into a million pieces. My dog, Mr. Teets, the
love of my life, was now just a tin of granulated sand sitting silently in Sid's stroller, making
zero efforts to get in the holiday spirit and resurrect.
I knew he no longer needed to accompany us on walks. That was probably the only thing I
liked about his new form. But I didn't yet know how to exist without him. I didn't know how
to breathe without him, and yet somehow I was doing it. Functioning. Standing. Living
through it.
For fifteen years, my entire adult life, Teets had spent nearly every waking moment planted
in my lap. He was my mascot, the other half of my Twitter handle, the co-signer on my first
apartment. I could predict his moods and which patch of ivy outside my house he was going
to choose to poop in. I could pick him out of a poodle lineup blindfolded and hanging upside
down. From his crowded mouth of broken teeth to his sun-damaged penis, I knew every
inch of him. He was a part of me, and now, like a cancerous beauty mark, he'd been cut
out. I was almost mad at my body for not collapsing right there. I was furious that I was
going to digest the pain, that I was going to get used to his absence, that it was going to
pass through me and eventually leave, just like he had.

He was a part of me, and now, like a cancerous beauty
mark, he'd been cut out.

Families smiled as they walked past us on the boardwalk, but all I could see were their
dogs. German shepherds, Pekingese, Greyhounds. "Did you know Teets?" I'd ask each
canine telepathically. "Do you know where he is?" "Are you him reincarnated?" "Blink twice
if you want me to steal you from your owner." No luck.
Yet Teets believed in me. He loved me the way I wish my parents had and trusted me in a
way that I didn't even trust myself. In retrospect, I'm not always sure he had the best
instincts. Especially when he would wedge himself into a ball under my brake pedal while I
was speeding down the 405, making it impossible to stop. Which was fine, I guess,
because I was never really going anywhere anyway. But his faith changed me. When he
looked at me, he saw me as better than I was. Stronger, healthier, more capable. With
time, I grew into the woman Teets believed me to be. But up until a month ago, I had never
been her withouthim.When we met, I was a 21-year-old unemployed, anorexic, aspiring
actress who quit her job at the Coffee Bean because she was afraid of pumpkin scones. My
days were spent driving aimlessly, waiting for my flip phone to ring with news that I'd
landed a Dawson's Creek audition. I was arrogant and ambitious yet misguided and
clueless, with no idea how to apply any of the shit I'd learned as a theater major toward real
life, or even a Dawson's Creek audition.
They always say that when your animal is ready to go, he will tell you. Well, Teets never
told me. His body was emaciated to the point where I could count his vertebrae, and he still
didn't fucking tell me. I just woke up one morning and knew it was what I had to do.

They always say that when your animal is ready to go, he
will tell you. Well, Teets never told me.
I don't remember how I got myself into my vet's office or who said what to initiate the
process. But I remember Teets's eyes focused on me like they always were. Ever confident
that I could handle what was coming. All I know is that we were together.
I'd never mourned anybody besides a couple of great-grandparents and an ex-boyfriend
who promised he'd kill himself if we ever parted. I knew Teets's death would hurt me, and I
wanted it to. Feeling pain was confirmation that I'd loved him as hard as I thought I did.
What I wasn't prepared for was that it would get easier. I'd care again about brushing my
hair and ingesting 56 grams of carbs before bed. I'd be distracted by life and
absentmindedly take a small step forward. But I didn't want to move forward. I wanted the
world to stop. I wanted a Princess Diana–style memorial outside my apartment that would
be eternally refreshed by tourists and diehard dog lovers, a procession of women and
children sobbing in the streets and chanting his name. I wanted obituaries written and
biographers working frantically to find his next of kin. I wanted plaques made, cathedrals
built, banners pulled across the sky. I wanted something to hold on to, because the aching
was ephemeral.For days I couldn't talk about anything besides him. I sobbed in the arms of
Uber drivers and Seamless deliverymen. I kept my eyes peeled for symbolic objects in

department stores. Things he might want me to have to remember him by. "Does Teets
want me to buy this Jennifer Meyer necklace I can't afford but I've wanted my whole life?"
"Is Teets trying to tell me to buy a Gucci suit for his memorial service? He'd be mortified if I
scattered him wearing Donna Karan." I ate pancakes for dinner. I drank wine with my
coffee. I walked around the block in my bathrobe and wore my grief like a badge of honor.
In the beginning my email was flooded with people who'd known him. My Instagram was
flooded with people who hadn't, strangers who understood how exceptional he was, how
lucky I was, and how unworthy. But eventually, even Teets's biggest fan in Uruguay went
back to posting pictures of Meredith resuscitating McDreamy. It was happening, life was
continuing on like a moving sidewalk I couldn't control.

It was happening, life was continuing on like a moving
sidewalk I couldn't control.
I stared at his tin of ashes that, a month earlier, I'd had to fight the urge not to tuck into bed
next to me. I ran my fingers over an imprint of his paws and tried to weep the way I did
when the vet first presented them. Somehow, though, it was different. Or maybe it wasn't.
Maybe it didn't hurt as much because in digesting the pain, I'd also ingested him. He was
no longer next to me, but I was almost certain his soul was wedged inside me, preventing
me from pumping the breaks even if I wanted to.
A close friend (a pet psychic) assured me that someday another animal would enter my life
and that I would fall in love in a similar way. I want to believe that. But what I want to
believe more is that it will be Teets. Ready to groggily come out of hibernation and join me
again on Earth. So until that day comes, I'll be strong, I'll be brave, I'll be the woman he
helped me become, but I'll never stop searching.
"Did you know Teets?" "Do you know where he is?" "Are you him reincarnated?" "Blink
twice if you want me to steal you from your owner ..."
Jenny Mollen is the author of The New York Times bestsellers I Like You Just The Way I
Am and Live Fast, Die Hot.

http://us.hellomagazine.com/entertainment/12016062115320/jenny-mollen-book-interview

Jenny Mollen on her Lady Gaga moment
and why being a Kardashian seems like
'so much work'
By Tionah Lee | JUNE 21, 2016

The very funny actress and New York Times bestselling author Jenny Mollen, who has a twoyear-old son Sid with actor husband Jason Biggs, doesn't need to find a balance between
navigating life as a parent and being a social media star. For her, it's all the same thing – and
she has been proudly oversharing details of her personal life since her first book, 2014's I Like
You Just the Way I Am.

Jenny is the best-selling author of Live Fast Die Hot Photo: Getty Images
In her second venture, Live Fast Die Hot, the 37-year-old (who understands the value of
crafting the perfect Instagram post) shares everything from how she scaled a fire escape to
save Sid's life to why she flew to Morocco on a whim for a rug.
The most talked-about subject in this book, though, is her husband – and he doesn't mind at all.
In fact, Jason just wants to make sure she isn't embarrassing him with poor grammar. "I don’t
think that he is as worried about his image as he is about wanting to correct my spelling," she
joked to HELLO!.

Being married to a celebrity since 2008 has provided the hilarious platform for her stories – like
selling Jason's rambunctious dog on Instagram or seeking out the perfect "mommy squad".
However, it was Jenny's own celebrity status that led her to jump in the cold waters of Lake
Michigan with Lady Gaga. Brace yourself as Jenny explains the story behind that frigid dip, and
why she couldn't handle the stress of being a Kardashian.
HELLO!: First, we need to discuss your reaction to finding out your Chicago Fire co-star
Taylor Kinney was dating Lady Gaga when you were filming.
"Oh goodness, yes! On the show, he’s so low-key so I didn’t know anything. We were sitting at
the airport together, and he’s like, 'You know, the weird thing is we met when we were doing her
video for...' – and then he named some Lady Gaga song...
"The next weekend, we were back shooting, and I had put it together that his girlfriend was Lady
Gaga. And then all of a sudden, he shows up to this charity event with her and we all jumped
into Lake Michigan together."

Your husband Jason is a big part of the book. Is it hard to be so candid about
everything?
"No, I don't think I know how to not. I don’t find it entertaining if it’s not real. I don’t want to read
about the fabricated version of someone’s life. I want to know what haunts you, what are you
ashamed of, what embarrasses you, what do you wish was different? I wouldn’t be a writer if I
couldn’t tell the truth."
After two books and countless hilarious moments on social media, would you and Jason
ever consider reality TV?
"Well, we actually just shot an episode of this Queen Latifah travel show where Jason and I go
to Hong Kong, and they followed us the whole time. I don’t know. Reality is hard. They’re filming
you on the car ride; they’re filming you everywhere. I said to Jason when I was there, 'Being a
Kardashian seems like so much work.' I can’t imagine. It’s just like, nonstop."

Is there anything that was hard to write about?
"It was hard to write about my dad for the first book because I know how sensitive he is. I knew
he wasn’t going to take it as well as my mom, who can kind of roll with the punches and is used
to having me tell her everything she has done wrong as a parent."
Can you see your son Sid writing a book about you in the future?
"I mean, I hope he just describes me as being hot! I hope he makes me skinny if he writes a
book about me. I mean sure, I hope my son wouldn’t want to be an entertainer because it’s a
painful road. No matter what he does, I’m just going to get behind it full force. I have it coming
for sure, and it’s going to be my payback for everything that I said about my parents, so I
wouldn’t be surprised."
How do you think you would react to it?
"I don’t know. I think I would be so proud of him. I would be so thrilled that I raised somebody
who is doing something with his life. I would make it about me."
Who is Sid more like?
"I think he is more me. He’s a little dictator so he’s kind of like a little power hungry control freak
like me. When he gets mad, he’s very dramatic – the way that Jason is if he stubs his toe. He
flails about on the floor for a half hour letting me know he’s been hurt."

You left us at the end of the book with Jason asking you if it was time to try for another
baby. So, are you guys?
"I’m pregnant right now! I’m kidding, I’m not. We are going to try to have another one. It was
easy the first time once I grasped how to do it, but now it’s just about doing it. It takes some
coordinating."
I know you were on a quest to find a good set of mom friends in the book. Did you ever
find them?
"I never had a go-to girl squad. I think that I’m only friends with loners, so I have a select group
of loners that I hang out with individually. Since they’re loners, they can’t hang out with each
other. My best friend is like 19 years older than me. I have another girlfriend who is like six
years older than me, single and has nice handbags."
Who would you choose to be in your friend/mom squad?
"Ahh, that’s such a good question. I don’t know, maybe Daveed Diggs, who plays Marquis de
Lafayette in Hamilton. I would have him rap my story to me at all times. Maybe somebody that is
really good at hair and makeup: maybe [hairstylist] Sally Hershberger. Jason is the best mom
friend I ever had. He takes care of that. He is such a better mom than me."

http://dujour.com/gallery/jenny-mollen-live-fast-die-hot/

24 Hours with…Jenny Mollen
A day in the life of the (hilarious) actress, writer and mom as she
promotes her new book, Live Fast Die Hot
Written by The Editors of DuJour

7:00am NYC Time, 7:00pm Hong Kong time. I’m somewhere in
between!

9:00am At Good Day New York. This is the face I make when I’m asked about
taking my drug dealer to Passover seder.

10:20am I love that Babs left her chair for me! #theview

10:45am My husband should really know better than to take naps anywhere
near me. #LFDH

11:00am Pilgrim chic on Fleek! #theview

2:30pm I wish this were her apartment. But then again, if that were the case I
wouldn’t be able to afford her. #publicist #jamikandel

3:30pm Got home just in time for my boss to reward me with a mouth kiss.

4:17pm Peeing and hiding from my boss. (Flailing child on other side of door not
pictured).

5:00pm Surprise gift from my producers. Always good to drink before speaking publicly.

5:45pm Late to my book signing. No Ubers avail. Time to ride in my neighbor’s
kid seat down to the event. I’m ET, he’s Elliot!

9:00pm Just got Sid to sleep. Time to binge eat!

9:19pm Snuggle with Gina. She’s only hugging me because there is chicken on the
table.

Life Fast Die Hot, by Jenny Mollen, amazon.com

http://www.harpersbazaar.com/culture/art-books-music/g7384/non-fiction-books-summer-2016/

#THELIST: 13 MUST-READ NONFICTION
BOOKS FOR SUMMER
The books to add to your summer reading list now.
By Sarah Bracy Penn | June 9th, 2016

'Tis the season to stock up on light-hearted, semi-embarrassing beach reads, but no summer
reading list is complete without a solid nonfiction book. BAZAAR has picked a variety of
humorous memoirs, personal essay collections and inspiring biographies to keep you reading all
summer long. Trust us, there's nothing like a gripping true story to make your toes burrow
deeper in the sand.

3 Live Fast Die Hot by Jenny Mollen
Actress and New York Times bestselling author Jenny Mollen brings
us a collection of essays on tackling adulthood...when you thought
you already were one. After an impulsive ride in New York comes to a
halt with the birth of her son (with actor Jason Biggs), Mollen travels
to Morocco and Peru and learns that there are more important things
in life than retweets, ex-girlfriends and living a so-called exciting life.
Live Fast Die Hot has received praise from Lena Dunham, Chelsea
Handler and Andy Cohen.

Live Fast Die Hot by Jenny Mollen, $20,amazon.com.

DOUBLEDAY
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Jenny Mollen shares more wacky
stories in her new book
By Alicia Rancilio AP | June 23, 2016

NEW YORK (AP) — Fans of Jenny Mollen don't want her to hold back — and she doesn't
disappoint.
Her new book, "Live Fast Die Hot," is a follow-up to her best-selling "I Like You Just the Way I
Am."
The 37-year-old actress-writer shares her thoughts on social media, spouting off hilarious —
and often politically incorrect — comments about everything from her husband, actor Jason
Biggs, and their 2-year-old son, Sid, to ABC's "The Bachelor" and "Bachelorette."
Mollen talked about her family, gaining notoriety through Twitter and living in New York in a
recent interview with The Associated Press.
___
Associated Press: Why did you write another book?

Jenny Mollen: Just the chaos of being a new mom gave me a lot of fodder for this book. But I
do think this book is less about having a baby — because I always say I would never read a
book about having a baby ... but it is about what happened to somebody like me once I had
one.
AP: After your son was born, your family moved to New York. How has that been?
Mollen: Mentally I feel better in New York. Partially because one of the things that happened
to me when I had Sid is I think my house was haunted and after consulting with a medium I
found out that it was a ghost dog, but he had an old man partner but I couldn't split them up. I
was like, 'I can deal with the dog but the old man needs to leave.' So, because of that I had to
sell the house in L.A. as one does and move my entire life in New York City. In New York I
feel safer because there's only one entrance, one exit to my apartment. I'm fairly certain the
ghost didn't follow me. And I also think that New York just in general is a city where you're just
surrounded by people. You're confronted by human begins wherever you go and there's a
sense of community that I did not have in L.A.
AP: You're an actress, but you're more known for being you. Do you like that?
Mollen: It's the greatest gift. Thank god for Twitter. It really democratized comedy and I was
able, I just hit it at the right time, I was able to put my voice out there and for whatever reason
it was heard on some level and I was able to build something out of it. Nothing compares to
being able to tell your own stories.
AP: Who's funnier, you or your husband?
Mollen: I think I'm funnier but Jason's delivery is always better. I think I'm the funniest when
Jason's saying my words. My favorite dynamic with Jason is when we're on a set together and
I can just feed him (expletive) to say.
AP: You and your husband tweet regularly about "The Bachelor" and "The Bachelorette."
(Mollen was a co-host of the after-show of "Bachelor in Paradise.") Do you ever lose interest
in following the show so closely?
Mollen: Every season right about this time I'm like, 'I'm done. I don't want to watch it. I'd rather
stalk myself on Instagram, I'm not interested in these people. They all look the same.' Ask me
in two weeks and I'm gonna be so ... invested all over again.
This was also picked up by
http://bigstory.ap.org/article/bf4a023f5c9d4464be1f62dfb767749a/jenny-mollen-shares-more-wackystories-her-new-book
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What It's Really Like to Date a Celebrity
"I think couple's therapy is really the secret to every
relationship."
By Madison Feller | June 24, 2016

In this week's Cosmo Happy Hour podcast, Cosmopolitan.com editor Elisa Benson joins
Cosmopolitan.com entertainment director Patti Greco and Live Fast Die Hot author
Jenny Mollen to discuss what it's really like to date someone famous, if celebs use Tinder,
and whether Jay Z actually cheated on Beyoncé.
Mollen knows firsthand what it's like to date someone in the spotlight since she's been
married to Jason Biggs for the past nine years. You might recognize him from his roles
in American Pie, Orange Is the New Black, or as Mollen puts it, as that "random Jewish
face that you know."
And even though it seems like celebrity marriages usually only last for five minutes, she
and Jason are a different story. Mollen says she even has a plan were Jason to ever cheat
on her. "I would make her love me more than Jason," she says. "I would have to win her
over. I would be like, there's no way you chose him when I'm here."
To hear even more behind-the-scenes details of dating a celeb, plus Mollen's opinion on
whether Brad and Angelina are actually in love, listen to the full podcast below.

http://www.usmagazine.com/entertainment/news/jenny-mollen-jason-biggs-chased-cross-country-byghost-and-his-dog-w210179

Jenny Mollen, Jason Biggs Were Chased CrossCountry by a Ghost and His Dog
By Nicholas Rees | June 15, 2016

Live fast. Die hot.
That’s New York Times bestselling author Jenny Mollen’s motto and the title of her new
memoir.
In the video above, the comedic author chatted with Us Weekly Video correspondent Christina
Garibaldi and executive producer Kim Rittberg and shared some exclusive tidbits, including a
ghostly encounter in L.A. that sent her running for New York!
After an eerily open door and possible paranormal haunting, the actress and her
husband, Orange Is the New Black actor Jason Biggs, fled Los Angeles. The Chicago
Fireactress said, “I spoke to a psychic and she told me maybe it was a ghost dog with an old
man partner. Not kidding!” She told Us Weekly, “I can deal with the dog, but the old man partner
has to go.”
The pair and their son, Sid, 2, fled to the Big Apple shortly after, but she suspected the ghost
was still lingering. “You know in Jaws when the shark follows her from Amity Island down to the
Bahamas? I thought maybe the ghost followed me to New York!”

Paranormal activity wasn't her only problem in NYC, however. “I did decide that my neighbors
needed to stop smoking because I thought they were giving us cancer. I may or may not have
broken into their house using my fire escape, and had a confrontation with them,” Mollen says.
Live Fast Die Hot also chronicles Mollen's trip to Morocco to track down a rogue Etsy seller, and
her ayahuasca experience with Chelsea Handler.
Mollen is the bestselling author of I Like You Just the Way I Am, and her memoir, Live Fast Die
Hot, is available in stores.
To hear more from Mollen about her wild adventures and thoughts on The Bachelorette, check
out her Facebook Live video with Us Weekly below!

http://nypost.com/2016/06/10/i-went-into-crazy-spy-mode-for-my-kids-well-being/

I went into crazy spy mode for my kid’s
well-being
By Jenny Mollen | June 10, 2016

Welcome to Jenny Mollen’s life. She’s an actress, writer,
Twitter-er of @jennyandteets, wife of actor Jason Biggs and
mother of Sid Biggs. In this excerpt from Mollen’s new memoir,
“Live Fast Die Hot,” on shelves June 14, Mollens has recently
moved to New York City with her family and live-in nanny,
Naomi, only to be haunted by the smell of cigarette smoke in
her apartment, and she won’t rest until she finds the source.
“I’m literally getting cancer as we speak!” I kvetched, as I crawled on
my hands and knees along the floorboards, trying to sniff out where
the scent had originated. There was no sign of anything on the floor.
But I knew what I smelled: cigarette smoke.
My nanny Naomi boosted me up with her hands so I could stick my head inside the air vent and
detect if it was coming from upstairs. Still nothing. Whenever I called the building maintenance
guy for our place in Tribeca to investigate, the smoke would invariably stop.
Then, usually right after dinner, it would kick in again. My husband Jason tried to downplay the
seriousness of the issue by pretending he couldn’t smell anything.
“Jason! That’s cigarette smoke! How do you not smell it?” I said, stomping neurotically around
the room.

Jason stopped flossing his teeth to film me, the same way I filmed our one-year-old Sid
whenever he threw an unwarranted tantrum in public.
“Baby, this is an old building. The smell is just part of the charm. It’s probably just in the wood.
And I don’t even smell it, anyway.”
“Naomi! There was cigarette smoke trapped in here earlier. You smelled it, right?” Naomi had
been a live-in for less than a week and already I was triangulating her in every fight.
Naomi nodded her head yes, then ducked out of view in order to avoid landing on Jason’s
Instagram page.
“Have I mentioned yet that you need to get back on Zoloft?”
“I’m telling you, Jason, someone is smoking in this building and I’m going to find out who,” I
vowed, straight to camera.

Peeking out the window, my blood boiled with outrage, but also my body tingled
with excitement. Some kind of confrontation was in the imminent future.
After kissing Naomi good night, I took a shower and got into bed next to Jason, who I didn’t plan
on kissing for at least the next five years. I racked my brain, trying to piece together the mystery,
but none of the facts added up.
To my knowledge nobody in our building smoked. And the fact that the smell ebbed and flowed
implied that it wasn’t just a permanent feature of the apartment. Somebody somewhere was
lighting up! The later it got, the crazier I felt. Maybe Jason was right. Maybe the smoke wasn’t
coming from an outside source.
Jason was snoring behind the wall of seventeen pillows he used to protect himself from me
while he was unconscious. He claimed he needed the pillows for back support, but I suspect if
I’d Sharpied fewer dicks on him in the beginning of our marriage, his back would feel fine.
I had stumbled into the bathroom to pee without turning on the lights when I noticed something
just outside my window. Across the courtyard in the building adjacent was a woman smoking
out her window.
Her apartment was one floor beneath mine, and the rings of smoke billowing out of her dragon
mouth were rising directly toward me.
“Naomi!” I knocked on her door. I knew she was still awake because I could see the light of her
iPad from under the door (where I was lying on my stomach).
Naomi obligatorily cracked opened her door, undoubtedly regretting her decision to move in.

“I found the smoker!” I said, dragging her out of her room and over to the window.
Together we watched as the dragon lady sucked down three cigarettes back to back. Like with
Juicy Fruit gum, she kept packing a new stick in the second the previous one had lost its flavor.
My stomach turned as I watched each cloud rise from her lips and hit the porous brick
surrounding Sid’s nursery window. It awakened maternal instincts I didn’t know I had.
“What the fuck! This can’t be legal! Should I shout at her?”
“No. We must wait,” Naomi said, like a trained assassin.
I watched as she took in the scene. But before I could ask another question, she turned and
silently walked back to her room.
“So, wait, what do I do?” I trailed after her, trying to get more information, but it was no use.
Naomi was done talking. When the time was right, I would be given further instructions, but until
then, I had to wait. Naomi disappeared into her bedroom and closed her door, this time locking
it.
The smoker across the way was igniting something inside me that I hadn’t felt since Jason’s ex
had written me, telling me to stop posting photos of myself in her old beach caftan. Peeking out
the window, my blood boiled with outrage, but also my body tingled with excitement. Some kind
of confrontation was in the imminent future.

The sun was just beginning to set the next evening as Naomi, Sid, and I slowly made our way
around the block, stealthily collecting intel on our new neighbors. Sid had been walking since his
first birthday but still hadn’t mastered the art of bending his legs. Instead, he just sort of willed
himself forward with his upper body, leaving his rigid lower half no choice but to follow.
He was becoming a person before my eyes. He was sweet and yet sadistic; his favorite pastime
was pretending to run me over with a car. He showed signs of being an OCD clean freak,
walking behind me, picking up towels and folding them. There were also signs of him being a
total raging disaster, pouring oatmeal over his head and spinning the dogs around the room by
their heads.
He reminded me of all the things I loved about myself coupled with all the things I hated about
Jason. But like a hot guy who never texts you when he says he’s going to, even his annoying
qualities were adorable. He was perfect. And he was gorgeous. More gorgeous than I ever
thought a person could be. I was humbled every time he cast his eyes on me. I didn’t feel good
enough for him. I suspected I never would.

When we approached the smoker’s building, Naomi and I spotted an older man with dark, wavy
hair haggling with his dry-cleaning deliveryman out front.
“Excuse me,” I interrupted. “Do you live in this building?”
“Umm. Yes?” the man answered with trepidation.
“Oh, good. I was just wondering if I could speak to you for a minute. I live in the building behind
you.”
The deliveryman counted his cash, then plugged his ears with headphones and pedaled off.
Naomi carried Sid as we hiked up the front steps of the building, moving in on the clearly angstridden tenant.
“How can I help you?” he asked in a hurried tone. He had an accent that sounded French but
not French and wore several chunky sterling chains around his stubbly neck.
“I — well, this is a weird question, but do you smoke or know anyone in your building who
does?” I glanced at Naomi for approval. She nodded back.
“Smoke? No,” he said firmly.
“Oh, okay. Well, what floor do you live on?”
“I—” The man hesitated. “I live on six. But I have to go now, I have a conference call.” He
punched a series of numbers into his call box and walked inside without another word.
“Wha—” The door slammed in my face before I could continue. I turned to Naomi, who was
grimacing at the door.
“He’s lying. I can taste it.”
“Really?” I asked.

Stale tobacco residue permeated the air. Yellow nicotine stains framed the
dilapidated door. This was the den of the dragon woman, I was sure. I could hear
footsteps inside, but I didn’t dare knock.
Nothing made me happier than getting confirmation that somebody was hiding something from
me, because it instantly justified my unhealthy need to pry into his or her personal life.
Turning to the call box, I impulsively pushed every button and waited for someone to pick up.
Beep, beep, beep. The call box hummed.

“We’re Amazon Prime drones, if anybody answers,” I said to Naomi, adjusting my beat-up
Ramones tank to make it look more official.
After several seconds, a UPS man appeared. It was Rico, the same UPS guy who delivered to
our building.
“Hola. Cómo estás?” Naomi flirted. Rico opened the door and wheeled his hand trolley full of
boxes past us.
“Hi, Rico! How’s the family?” I smiled eagerly.
Naomi held the door for Rico, then motioned for me to enter behind him.
“Everybody is good, thank you,” Rico said, as I awkwardly and uncomfortably adhered to his
ass.
Once I was in, I peeled myself off Rico and followed Naomi and Sid into the stairwell. Sid kicked
and screamed as we made our way up to the third floor, desperate to negotiate a flight on his
own.
After spending ten minutes on one step, I decided that not only did Sid’s motor skills suck, they
were jeopardizing the entire mission. Soon Jason would return home and start asking questions.
Stressed for time, I charged ahead, leaving Naomi to handle Sid. The third floor was dark, with
worn-down commercial carpet that hadn’t been redone since the year I was born. I let my nose
guide me through the musky hall until I arrived at apartment 305.
Stale tobacco residue permeated the air. Yellow nicotine stains framed the dilapidated door.
This was the den of the dragon woman, I was sure. I could hear footsteps inside, but I didn’t
dare knock.
Minutes later, Sid barreled down the corridor behind me, screaming. Naomi tried to hush him,
but it was no use, he’d gone completely rogue. Knowing it was only a matter of time before my
rookie ride-along botched the entire operation, I started to panic. I snooped around the
neighboring apartments, hoping to catch someone I could turn into an ally.
Surely I wasn’t the only person affected by the copious amounts of carcinogen affecting their
community. But nobody was home. We waited several more minutes before Sid’s face turned
beet red.
Standing at arm’s length behind an imaginary wall, he was pooping. He stared straight at me to
make sure I wasn’t staring at him, as any direct eye contact during one of his bowel movements
was strictly forbidden.

Once he’d finished, he was back to his fun-loving self and amenable to being held. I threw him
over my shoulder and scurried home, hoping I’d beat Jason.

“I was about to call the cops! What the hell were you doing over there?” Jason stormed out of
the bedroom when we got back.
There was no point in lying. I was too excited not to share what I’d learned.
“We made it into the building! The perp lives in apartment 305.” I went online and entered the
dragon lady’s address to see if I could get her name.
“Jenny, no. I don’t want you engaging with our neighbors. We just moved here full-time. This
isn’t like Los Angeles. We’re part of a co-op. We live with other people now, and this is not the
way to start our relationship with them. Besides, I have a guy coming tomorrow to spray
insulation foam in the brick.”
I ignored him, typing frantically. “Baby, it’s pollution and it’s affecting our lifestyle. Let me at least
send a message to our board…”
Jason looked at me and shook his head adamantly no. “Jenny, if you send a message I am
going to be extremely pissed.”
“Okay,” I said.
Seconds later, I sent a message to the board asking if anybody else was having a problem with
the smoke.
Naomi took Sid into his room to change his diaper and break the news that he’d been
temporarily fired from the snoop squad until he was potty-trained, had better cardiovascular
endurance, and understood the meaning of “inside voice.”
“There’s a guy in there,” I heard her say as she looking toward apartment 305.
I rushed back over to the window and dropped my laptop in shock.
“NAOMI! It’s the guy!”
Standing on the fire escape was the guy with weird man jewelry that we’d met hours earlier.
“He was lying! He said he lived on the sixth floor!”
Naomi smiled a knowing smile. “Told you.”

From the Book:
LIVE FAST DIE HOT by Jenny Mollen
Copyright © 2016 by Jenny Mollen
Published by arrangement with Doubleday, an imprint of The Knopf Doubleday Publishing
Group, a division of Penguin Random House LLC
“Live Fast Die Hot” is available for pre-order now, and will be released June 14, 2016.
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FRIDAY FIVES:

Jenny Mollen
By Hillary Reinsberg

The Infatuation specializes in recommendations, so we're about to give you some.
If you enjoy funny Twitter accounts, and running commentary about The Bachelor and
Bachelorette, you should be following Jenny Mollen (@jennyandteets).
If you are considering reading a funny book this summer, we highly recommend picking up a
copy of Jenny's book, Live Fast Die Hot. It's a hilarious collection of essays about becoming a
full-fledged adult (i.e. parents). Expect stories about inviting a drug dealer to Passover seder,
about drinking ayahuasca in Peru, and about the funny sh*t that happens when you're married
to Jason Biggs.
And one final suggestion? Check out Jenny's picks on places to eat in NYC - from where to take
a coworker you want to sleep with to where to eat raw fish next to Mick Jagger.

JENNY'S PICKS
1. Omen a Zen Perfect For: Late Night Eats
113 Thompson St
When I'm eating late night, it's hard not to carb load. At Omen in Soho, however, I can inhale an
entire plate of sashimi with a side of tuna tartare and go to bed guilt-free. This is also randomly
a great place to bump into celebs who are trying to not get bumped into. Sightings have
included: Jodie Foster, Sofia Coppola, and non-other than Mick Jagger.

2. Estancia 460 Perfect For: Strollers
460 Greenwich St
When you eat out TriBeCa, it's weird not to have a stroller. If you want a great restaurant that
won't mind if your child becomes the exorcist and flails across the floor while you turn your head
and order a second sangria, check out Estancia. It's open before, during, and after nap time.

3. ZZ's Clam Bar Perfect For: Unique Dining Experience
169 Thompson St
Clandestine drinks for you and three people you will probably end up doing drugs with: ZZ's
Clam bar. I love this place even without drugs. It's a small nondescript door on Thompson with a
bouncer outside at all times. Inside, the room no bigger than a studio apartment, looks like a
speak easy in Havana. The artisanal cocktails will blow your mind (get the Cardamon Buddah)
as will the carefully curated selection of seafood including uni toast, trout roe, and oysters.

4. Hearth Perfect For: When You Are Dieting And Trying To Eat Clean
But Your Partner Is A Ravenous Animal
403 E. 12th St.
This East village gem, notorious for its assortment of homemade bone broths, is filled with
unpretentious, responsibly-farmed food that will leave you feeling sated and skinny while
simultaneously providing your partner with mouth-watering indulgences he is sure to post about
on his food blog later that night. From the sunflower seed hummus and fresh daily gnocchi to
the dark chocolate tasting board and tome of a wine list, this place has no misses. Kill yourself if
you don't order the rotisserie chicken for two. (He can have the dark meat.)

5. Shuko Perfect For: If You Want To Have Sex With Someone You
Work With
47 E 12th St
I am a sushi snob from California and up until six weeks ago I would have told you that there
was decent sushi in NYC ( 15 East, Sushi Zo, Sotto, sasabune, sushi Yasuda) but not great
sushi! That was until I ate at Shuko. This is without a doubt the best fish in town. The dark
moody ambience mixed with the the kind of Drake song you take your clothes off to, is a perfect
venue for flipping the script on any relationship. Try to sit at the bar in front of Jimmy. Order the
omakase, the house favorite junmai daiginjo, and the Drop The Mic add-on (uni, caviar, and toro
with gold flakes). The bill for this kind of seduction is going to be steep so make sure you bring
the company credit card.

INSTAGRAM PEOPLE
JHONI MARCHINKO
@jhonimarchinko
I love following Jhomi Marchinko and her house keeper Lettie. Jhoni's page ranges from pics of
her French bull dogs Pinni and Louise, to her fledgling battle w a life long McDonald's Coke
addiction. My favorite posts however are updates on her intimate relationship with her
housekeeper Lettie who she all but works for.

@Fleamarketfab
I'm obsessed with textiles and Jen has some of the greatest boho taste around. Her specialty is
Moroccan rugs. Last year she posted a picture of a miniature pinscher which lead to my flying to
Cincinnati to give her mine. I'm not even kidding. My husband's crazy min pin now lives my
Moroccan wet dream with this woman in Ohio. Not sure which I follow for more, the decor or
updates on my ex-step son.

TOM LENK
@tommylenk
My good friend, actor Tom Lenk recently started doing his #lenklookforless series where he
recreates a red carpet look using only things he finds around his house. The results are truly
hysterical.

@f21finds
My sister started this account about a year ago and basically what it is is someone sifting
through all the junk at Forever 21 to find the rare great pieces that don't look cheap and will
actually look great mixed into your wardrobe.
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Check Out The Hottest Celeb Pics!
New York Times Best Selling
author, Jenny Mollen, toasted
her newest book "Live Fast,
Die Hot" at a private event at
Planet Blue Beverly Hills with
KIM CRAWFORD wine on
Monday, June 20th with Busy
Phillipps!
By: OK! Staff
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Live Fast, Die Hot
Actress, best-selling author, and comedienne Jenny Mollen (who also
happens to be married to Jason Biggs) just published Live Fast, Die Hot,
which crosses all the right lines, including the one to enter adulthood. Check
out her list, which will make you want to laugh, shop and have a lot more fun.

Fun, Fearless Celebs
I said, more than a little disturbed.
“Do I look like someone who’s read
any trilogy, ever?”
“Trust me, this isn’t your typical
trilogy.” She handed me the first
book. “It will change your sex life in
a week.”
To be honest, I wasn’t necessarily convinced my sex life needed
changing. I was perfectly okay with
our dogs watching Jason try to get
an erection and
equally fine with
them sitting
on my face while
he was going
down on me.
(To clarify: We
don’t fuck dogs.
I just get distracted during
sex sometimes.)
It’s not that
I’m not a sexual person. It’s just
that I’m never good at anything
when I know I have to be serious. Sex with your best friend can
feel like when you’re in detention
and if one of you even looks at the
other the wrong way, you’re gonna
crack up. My husband doesn’t help
when he says things like “Smell
my hands. Do they smell like poop
to you?” One day, he called me into
the bathroom, beaming with pride,
to show me that he had shit my
initials in the toilet. He has pulled
tampons out of my vagina and
farted on my face while I’m half
asleep for his own amusement.
Not that all that isn’t super hot. It’s
just not the kind of behavior that
sets you up for an orgasm. So for
16 bucks, I decided, What the hell?
and bought the book.
Maybe it was the graphic sex.
Or the graphic sex or the graphic
sex. But within two days, I was
finished with the first book
and more sexually charged
than I’d been since ever. The
reason this book works
is it makes you wait
for the payoff. And
though nothing
makes me more
frustrated than
waiting, the waiting
is the best part. We
often fail to recognize

HOT & HILARIOUS

MY FIFTY SHADES
CONFESSION
When sex got stale for actress/author Jenny Mollen and her hubs,
Jason Biggs, she turned to the grey side—only to discover that not
everyone has the, er, balls to play Christian and Ana.

Marriage is amazing. It’s like living with your best friend—someone you
sleep with, laugh with, cry with, and eventually turn into the Crypt Keeper
right in front of like it’s not even a thing. But you know what’s hotter
than having sex with your best friend for eternity? Everything.
For many women (the ones who aren’t liars), it’s work to stay
sexually stimulated by a partner who’s returning our calls and
not mindfucking us into believing that we’re ever so slightly
inadequate. In a healthy relationship, there is stability and
security. Sex is always an option. And like anything that is
available freely and constantly, there’s just no real urgency
about it. Especially when Mad Men is on. That was, until
I and 65 million other women met Christian Grey.
I was browsing through a bookstore when a salesgirl
asked if I’d read the Fifty Shades of Grey trilogy. “Really?”
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“To be
honest, I
wasn’t
necessarily
convinced
my sex
life needed
changing.”

Fun, Fearless Celebs
that by immediately acting on our
carnal desires, we take a chip out
of the mountain of lust that got us
there in the first place. Like every
TV show from The X-Files to Sex and
the City, the minute the two leads
get together, we stop giving a fuck.
The “story” revolves around
the dynamics of a BDSM (bondage
and discipline/sadism and masochism) relationship, something
I’d be hard-pressed to seek out in
real life. Discipline tops my list of
most-hated things, followed closely
by portobello mushrooms. If a guy
tried to tie me up, I’d probably freak
out and bludgeon my seducer
to death with his own butt plug.
Luckily, the BDSM merely
provided entrée into a larger world
of role-play and fantasy. Most men
can pop in a
porn and get
hard the second
they see a
faceless pussy
staring back
at them. But
women require
more mental
stimulation.
We want a
story. Whenever I watch
porn with
Jason, I insist
we sit through
the beginning
narrative.
If I’m gonna
care about two dudes coming on a
chick’s face, I at least need to understand how they all know each other.
Oscar Wilde said, “Everything
in the world is about sex, except
for sex. Sex is about power.” E. L.
James knows about the importance
of the power/sex dynamic. She gets
that the hottest thing about fucking
someone’s brains out is the psychological chess game you had to
play—and win—to get there. Long
story short: E. L. James is a hero.
She is a humanitarian…and the
Robin Hood of female libidos.
After zipping through the second
book, I was doing things I hadn’t
done in years, like shaving all
the hairs off the back of my thighs,
closing the bathroom door when

I peed, and seducing my husband
with more than just “I feel like
we’re supposed to be having sex.”
I was insatiable. And by that,
I mean I wanted sex more than
twice a week.
Hot as things had become, something was still missing. Despite our
best efforts, we still weren’t like the
characters in the book. I was talking too much, and Jason’s hitting
me over the head with a pillow felt
more like he was trying to suffocate
me so he could go back to his iPad.
Christian and Ana also had things
that we didn’t have. What is a sexual
deviant without toys? I thought one
day while taking photos of my labia
to send to him at work.
Admittedly, I go through phases
where I get super passionate about
something,
throw myself
one hundred
percent into
whatever it
is, and then
ditch the whole
thing a couple
of weeks later.
Knowing where
my overzealous
nature could
lead, I tried to
stay rational
as I sped into
the parking
lot of my local
sex store.
With determination, I walked past the sexy
schoolgirl outfits and Pocket Rockets and marched directly to the
hard-core shit. I was browsing the
bondage aisle, filling my arms with
weapons of mass seduction, when
I came upon something called a
spreader bar. Looking at the price,
I gasped. Three hundred bucks?
I have a whole dungeon to decorate!
“Excuse me,” a voice chimed
in behind me. Guiltily, I turned
around. It had to be so obvious from
the looks of me (nonthreatening
person with a wedding ring) and the
contents of my arms (bondage fuckfest) that I was reading Fifty Shades.
“Would you like a basket?”
a salesgirl asked, like we were at
Whole Foods. I hate how calm sex-
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“What is a sexual deviant
without sex toys?”
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shop workers are, as if sex were the
easiest thing to talk about in the
world. I’m sure during training
they get coached in talking about
clits the way some people talk about
coffee pots, but the rest of society
doesn’t operate that way. It’s stressful to have someone look at me with
a straight face
and ask, “Have
you ever tried
an ass egg?”
By the end
of my supermarket sweep,
I’d settled on
nipple clamps,
some reasonably priced cock
rings, two giant
vibrators, a
latex bodysuit,
and a blindfold.
On my way
to the register,
I noticed some
small orbs
sitting in a
case near the glass dildos. They
were Ben Wa balls. In Fifty Shades,
Christian forces Ana to insert
similar balls into her vagina and
wear them to a black-tie event. Fun!
I thought, tossing a pair into my
basket of vices.
At home, I did what I always do
after shopping—I ripped the tags
off everything and put it all on.
I danced around the room in pain,
trying to acclimate to my new
nipple clamps, then busted out
the strange balls and shoved them
inside my vagina. They were cold
and heavy and made me feel like
I had two soaked tampons in at
once. Feeling both pride and shame
that my vagina was wide enough
to fit both balls, I tiptoed around
waiting to have some sort of Sting–
Trudie Styler tantric explosion.
Just then, I heard the garage
door opening. My husband was
home! And was he in for a treat!
I threw a pair of boxers and a
tee shirt over my bondage gear
and ran downstairs to greet him.
The front door swung open, and
I was suddenly face-to-face with
my husband and an uptight Aryan
Youth–looking business acquain-

tance named Judd. Perhaps it was
the shock of seeing a stranger
when I had XXX-rated plans in
mind, perhaps it was my bouncing down the stairs, or perhaps
my vagina was just that big, but at
that moment, my body decided it
was time to purge the balls. I stood
there, speechless, watching
my vagina turn
into a gumball machine.
Bap…bap. The
metal balls hit
the hardwood
and rolled into
the kitchen,
only to find my
innocent housekeeper, Lita.
Judd screamed
like he’d just
witnessed a
home birth.
My husband’s
jaw hung open
in horror as
I charged after the orbs. “Feels like
maybe this is a bad time,” I heard
Judd whisper to Jason as I scampered after my Ben Wa babies.
By the time I got to the kitchen,
Lita already had one in hand. “Oh!
You can just throw those in the
sink,” I said, trying to play it cool.
I shamefully slunk back upstairs
and waited for Jason to come ask
me what was going on. I didn’t see
him until three hours later, when he
walked in, holding the balls. “Lita
was under the impression that
these could go in the dishwasher,”
he said, smiling at me the way
people smile at dogs and old people.
“Are you mad?” I asked. “No,” he
said. Then he got in bed next to me
and pulled me close. “You know
what’s hotter than you doing
vagina parlor tricks for my friends?”
“What?” I asked coyly. “Everything,”
he sighed, and then kissed me.
It was another phase, come and
gone. Our sex life returned to once
a week. Sure, there’s the rare night
that I turn over in bed and wish
I were staring at anybody else. But
I think that’s normal. And let’s be
real—would anybody else be able to
shit my initials? I think not. ■

“I stood there, speechless,
watching my vagina turn
into a gum-ball machine.”

Adapted from I Like You Just the Way I Am.
Copyright © 2014 by Jenny Mollen, available June 17.
Published in arrangement with St. Martin’s Press.
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Jenny Mollen
This much is clear: Funny woman Jenny Mollen lives in a raw, unfiltered world where she'll say and
do just about anything she wants — from breastfeeding Instagrams to ordering a gaggle of (ahem)
female escorts for husband Jason Biggs’ birthday and writing about it for Playboy. It’s that saucy and
uncensored charm that’s made her so popular amongst her rabid fans — 150,000 of which are her
Twitter followers alone — and the number keeps growing.
As an actress, Mollen has been around the Hollywood block many a time, but it is her writing career
that has brought on the best kind of unexpected notoriety. After penning that column for
Playboy.com, she saw her Internet presence blow up via re‐Tweets. So, she took the opportunity to
publish a compilation of hilariously self‐effacing essays called I Like You Just The Way I Am. Since its
release, the New York Timesbestseller has also been optioned as a TV series, which Mollen imagines
to be a contemporary, X‐rated version of I Love Lucy. Bring on all the grit, Mollen, we're in it with

you for the long haul.

All products by Revlon. Powder Blush in Haute Pink, $9.99; ColorStay Moisture Stain in New York
Scene, $9.99; ColorStay ShadowLinks in Taupe, $2.99; PhotoReady SkinLights Face Illuminator in
Peach Light, $12.99; ColorStay Eye Liner in Topaz, $7.99.
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Why I write
“Being an actor means I’m depressed a lot of the time. Writing is a great outlet, and I’m able to take
control of my own life by writing my own path. They asked for my occupation at the vet, and I just
put ‘Weirdo.’ I don’t really know what I am. I just want to tell my story.”
Life with no filter
“I just say everything that I’m thinking on Twitter. I’m not embarrassed by the crazy things I
disclose. I feel like everyone has these feelings, so why don’t I just fucking say them? I find it
cathartic. I like being called crazy. Everyone asks me if I get offended, but I think it’s a good word.
Crazy means you’re fun.”

The fans have spoken
“I never thought I’d become a New York Times bestseller. In the beginning all I hoped is that my
book would sell more copies than the number of ex‐boyfriends I had. But, in the first week, I started
to realize this might have some legs to it. Then, about two weeks later I got the call saying I made
the list, and I think I almost drove my car off the road. It was so exciting. When I’m doing book
signings, everyone that shows up is like me. It’s like a bunch of MEs and that’s so cool! It’s my voice
and vision that I’m putting out there, and the people responding are just so similar to the person I
am. I could hang out with all of them.”
On being honest with yourself
“I never wanted to write a book that wasn’t honest. There were certain things I didn’t want to put
in at first, like about when I had an eating disorder or thinking my parents did not love me as a child.
But, I couldn’t help myself. I had to just tell it the way I experienced it, and I also wanted to make
sure I was as self‐deprecating to myself as I was to the other people in the book. I didn’t feel like I
could ever write something that wasn’t completely who I was, flaws and all.”
We’re all crazy, and that’s normal
“It just makes me happy when women write me and say they feel less crazy going online and
stalking their boyfriend’s ex‐girlfriends, because I’m like, ‘You’re not crazy. You’re normal! You’re
doing what all of us are doing. You’re just owning it and admitting to it.’ I think of my book as a
feminist manifesto that says, ‘embrace your crazy.’ Don’t worry about who’s judging you because
people are going to judge you anyway. You have permission. Just do it. Sometimes you need to get
in the trunk of a car and spy on someone. Sometimes you need to follow someone on Instagram
because you like her outfits and just find out a little bit about her life. These things need to
happen.”

PHOTOGRAPHED BY BEN RITTER.
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Actress Jenny Mollen Talks Hiring
Prostitutes for Husband Jason
Biggs and Embracing Her Crazy
It’s good to be a little bit crazy says Jenny Mollen, whose new book, ‘I Like You Just the Way I
Am,’ explores the humorous side of life, love, and stalking husband Jason Biggs's ex.
I first heard about Jenny Mollen from my boyfriend, who read an article on one of his “guy” sites about how she
bought her husband of six-and-a-half years, actor Jason Biggs, multiple prostitutes for his birthday.
He thought she sounded awesome. I thought she was crazy.
She is, actually, a perfect blend of the two, and she doesn’t shy away from admitting it.
“I think people are freaked out about [the prostitute story] because it sounds so lewd and lascivious and just so out
there,” she tells me on the phone from Los Angeles while picking up lunch for Jason. People like Candace Cameron
Bure outwardly criticized Mollen’s decision after hearing the story. “But when you read it, you realize that there’s a
real innocence to it, and it’s a more comedy of errors. It’s a more naive and innocent attempt at being sexy and
young to preserve a marriage that has just begun. My parents have been married multiple times each, so the idea of
being committed to somebody was scary. I was just trying to—I don’t know, I was young and I just wanted to keep

things interesting. It can be misinterpreted so often by people who haven’t read the story because it was like ‘Let this
hooker come and fuck my husband!’ I’m too goofy for that.”
Goofy is the best adjective to describe Mollen’s new memoir, I Like You Just The Way I Am, an uncensored account
of her life thus far, encompassing everything from getting a fake ID at 15 (per her mother’s request), to stalking down
and befriending her husband’s ex-girlfriend.
Mollen, an actress, first got her literary start by way of a humorous incident, naturally.
“The prostitute story happened first,” she explains. “I went to Vegas, had this crazy experience, came home, and
decided I was going to write it down just for posterity because it was so hilarious. Then I sent it to this guy at Playboy
and lied, [saying] I was friends with somebody who worked there who thought it was a good idea that they publish the
piece. And he went for it. After that, the editor of the magazine called and said, ‘That was really funny, you should do
something for us again.’ So I went back and lied again, saying the editor of the magazine thinks I should have a
standing blog for you. Next thing you know, I was writing a column a month.”
Following the success of her Playboy column, Mollen realized that the hooker story (aptly titled “The Birthday
Whore”) was “probably the most tame out of all this shit [that happened to me],” she says, leading her to write 14
additional, and equally humorous, essays. “All the Best Men Are Either Gay, Married, or Your Therapist” recounts her
graduate school infatuation with her engaged therapist, Dr. Carl. In “Show Me Your Teets,” Mollen writes about
pretending her pet, Teets (who is featured regularly on her Instagram account, @jennyandteets2), was a service
dog, to avoid paying airline fees (and the time Teets went missing on a flight from L.A. to New York City). She details
the time Biggs purposefully hit on her friend, Simone, to determine her loyalty in “Chicks Before Dicks.”
Her stories, aside from being laugh-out-loud hysterical, are relatable. The situations, regardless of how embellished
they may be (in the author’s note, Mollen warns readers, “The stories you are about to read are basically true.
Though I tried to do my best in depicting the events as I remembered them, there are exaggerations, some
characters are composites, and some time periods are condensed), are situations that most women could find
themselves in at one point or another. It’s not chick lit, really, but rather an empowering piece of work for women
without being too serious.
“I know it’s a memoir of sorts—but I also wanted it to be a manifesto for women, specifically my age,” she says when
asked about the books’ potential relationship to feminism. “So I wanted a chapter about Botox, about the fucking
annoying bachelorette parties, about sex when you’re married, about your fucking husband’s ex. I needed to cover
those bases and I really hope that other women will look at it and say ‘Yes, I’m crazy, and I’m not ashamed of that.’”
And if there’s anything that readers will take away from Mollen’s book, it’s that crazy is definitely the new cool, that
women shouldn’t be afraid to show their true colors.
“I think that they think that men are afraid of [women’s] crazy,” she says. “And I think that women are trying to be
what they think men want them to be. When you’re around a bunch of women, they’re honest. But when I get them in
front of their boyfriends—I think it has a lot to do with men, unfortunately… It’s so much more fun being crazy.
Otherwise, think of how boring your life would be. Sometimes you need to just get into a K-hole on the Internet and
spiral out of control, stalking some girl you don’t know. It just needs to happen.”

http://tmagazine.blogs.nytimes.com/2014/06/13/jenny-mollen-new-book-of-laughs-talkingtalent/?_php=true&_type=blogs&_r=0

Honest and often painfully embarrassing, Jenny Mollen’s debut book, “I Like You Just The Way I Am: Stories About
Me and Some Other People” (St. Martin’s Press), hits bookstores on Tuesday and is poised to be one of the
season’s funniest reads. The 35-year-old wife of the actor Jason Biggs and mother to their newborn son, Sid, spent
over a decade appearing in barely-there parts on film and television, but found her true calling when she decided
to put pen to paper to chronicle her every phobia, sexual encounter and misadventure while stalking her future
husband’s exes. With over 125,000 Twitter followers who hang on her acerbic pearls of wisdom — “It’s 10:40, He’s
not calling to make plans!” — Mollen, who looks more like a Maxim pinup than a raunchy comedienne, is amassing
a devoted legion of fans, one selfie at a time.
Q.
What inspired you to write your book?

A.
I had written a bunch of online essays for Playboy, so I had a bunch of the stories, I guess, halfway comprised. The
editor at Playboy was like, “You should really consider writing a book.” So I wrote the proposal on a whim, and a
couple people were really offended.

How did you and Playboy connect?
I lied to them and told them that I was friends with this girl that I’m actually not friends with.
Like a Playmate?
No. She’s a writer. She was on “Two Broke Girls,” and I saw that she was writing stuff for their comedy website.
And I said, “Oh, I’m friends with this girl, and she said I should contact you because I have this crazy story about
hiring a hooker in Vegas,” and that was the first story. I wasn’t smart enough to know to change people’s names at
the time, so I got in a lot of trouble for that one.
Are you at all concerned about certain people reading the book? It’s a bit graphic.
I was most scared, I think, for my dad to read it, just because my mom’s been ribbed before. I did a one-woman
show about her in college, so she’s come to terms with it. I think she’s like, “It’s a funny book. It’s too bad I’m the
mom in it.” But my dad, I was really scared, so I gave it to him right before I had the baby. So I was like, “Here’s
this, but then look over here! Here’s this bright and shiny thing as well,” to kind of lessen the blow.
What was his response?
He still hasn’t responded. He was upset that I’d said he wore a thong, but I said that’s what happens to people who
wear thongs — it gets written about — especially when they’re an almost-70-year-old man.

What about your husband?
The only thing he made me change was that there’s a part in the book where I say something about him eating
Iberico ham, and then later, I called it prosciutto, as if he were saying it, and he’s like, “You have to change that.
People are gonna think I don’t know the difference.” He’s such a foodie.
That’s a good husband.
He let me leave in all the craziness about his wacko ex-girlfriend.
You’ve mentioned her in tweets before.
I think I’m gonna sign a copy and send it to her.
That’s so hateful.
I don’t hate her at all. I want good things for her. One time — Jason doesn’t know this, and he’ll kill me — I set her
up on a date with my acting coach, and then I went on the date with them.
You have a huge Instagram following. Is there a line you won’t cross on there, things you won’t post?
I haven’t posted my son Sid’s face because, well, I’m paranoid. I’m freaked out that someone might try to kidnap
him, so I haven’t posted his face. But I guess if somebody were coming to my house to kidnap a baby, they would
just take that baby. It doesn’t matter what his face looks like, really, at that point, but I feel like not showing his
face is keeping him safe from predators. I will totally exploit my dogs, but I don’t want to exploit Sid for a thousand
likes.
Are there any posts that you regret putting up?
I regret posting anything about Sid being circumcised. But, I mean, I’ve had sex with an uncircumcised penis, and I
think I was doing Sid a favor. It doesn’t need a carrying case.
What was your goal in writing this book?
I just hope that people, women specifically, embrace that side of themselves that maybe is a little nuts, or that
society tells us is crazy. I hope that other women read it and think, “Oh, I’m like that, and that’s okay.” I would love
to write a part two. Now that I’m looking for a nanny, in all the interviews, everybody who comes in, I say to them,
“Look, we’re gonna ask you to sign a confidentiality agreement. That being said, if you work for me, you have to be

okay with me writing everything about you. I’m going to post photos of you. There’s going to be video of you, and
you’ll probably end up in my next book — that’s part of the job.”
You recently tweeted a picture of yourself naked — you’re cool with that?
Nobody cared, which was really the most upsetting part. I was like, Wait. You guys are really up in arms about the
fact that I circumcised my son, but I’m showing you my boobs, and you don’t care? How do you think that makes
me feel?
A version of this article appears in print on 06/15/2014, on page ST3 of the National edition with the headline:
Telling Tales.
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JENNY MOLLEN

We couldn’t wait to chat with the funny gal (and new mom to Baby Sid!) about her first book.
INTERVIEW BY KAITLYN KIRBY PHOTOS COURTESY OF JENNY MOLLEN

We are so excited to chat with you
for our summer issue! You’ve been busy
lately— writing a book and you’ve recently
welcomed your first child, Sid! What are
you loving most about motherhood so far?
JENNY MOLLEN | I am loving how nothing else matters but Sid. I used to believe
I needed to achieve all these things to be
MINI |
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happy. Now I just want to sit and chew on
my baby— the rest is icing. I am surprised
by all the additional hair I’ve grown. I have
more hair than I know what to do with. On
a good day, I look like a Pantene ad [and]
on a bad day, Cousin “It”.
MINI |

How did you prepare for your first

baby? Were you reading parenting books,
carefully designing his nursery?
Most of my preparation consisted of ignoring the fact that I was having
a baby. I didn’t read any parenting books
because I think they’re all boring and annoying— and Sid’s nursery still isn’t completely
done. To be honest, I don’t really think you
can prepare for motherhood. Until it happens
to you, you really can’t understand how it feels. (I realize I
sound like that mom I used to
always roll my eyes at, but it’s
true!) As far as diet [goes], I
ate sushi my entire pregnancy.
My doctor said that if I was
going to good places, I was
fine.
JENNY MOLLEN |

How have you seen
Jason change since becoming
a dad? Have you seen major
changes in the two of you
since becoming parents?
MINI |

Jason has become a little more neurotic,
but a lot more patient. He
double and triple checks the car seat before
we go places but he is also the guy up in the
middle of the night rocking Sid back to sleep
with a bottle.
JENNY MOLLEN |

How did you two decide on a baby
name? What went into your decision?
MINI |

JENNY MOLLEN |

When he came out, he didn’t

look anything like we expected. He had a full
head of dark hair and looked a lot like little
Caesar from Little Caesar’s Pizza. The last day
at the hospital, the name finally came to us.
We felt it was a little rock ‘n’ roll and a little
old Jewish mobster.
Your Twitter account is a Mini favorite
and we love the stories you tell about your
dogs, especially Mr. Teets. Has Mr. Teets
readily welcomed little Sid?
MINI |

I always say
that having a dog and then
having a baby is like dating
someone you are head over
heels for while still living with
your ex. Teets is 13, so I’m
hoping these are the dementia
years he won’t remember.
JENNY MOLLEN |

Let’s chat about your
book, I Like You Just the Way
I Am. What inspired you to
write it and what can we find
inside?
MINI |

I just wanted to
write a book that gives women
permission to acknowledge they’re crazy. Because as women, we are *&%$-ing nuts and I
for one think it’s a good thing! Crazy is just a
word boring people use to describe fun people.In the book, I stalk Jason’s exes, I throw
horrendous bachelorette parties, I punch
friends in the face to disguise Botox bruises
and I even hire hookers. It’s a fun romp for
the whole family.
JENNY MOLLEN |
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Jenny Mollen Orders Off-Menu Schnitzel and Plenty
of Pork Buns
•

6/20/14 at 09:00 AM

"I decide in that moment that I am now Frank Bruni."Photo: Melissa Hom

Actress Jenny Mollen found her real calling on Twitter, where she posts hilarious, totally
uncensored musings — often about her marriage (to Jason Biggs), his ex-girlfriends, and
the horror of The Bachelor. (Example: "There are really only two things that matter in
life: treating others with respect, & having a cuter face than whoever your ex is
fucking.") This week saw the release of her debut memoir, I Like You Just the Way I
Am: Stories About Me and Some Other People, and while in New York doing press, she
found time to hit many of the city's best restaurants. See what we mean in this week's
Grub Street Diet.

Friday, June 13:
I wake up at 6:30 a.m. to breast-feed my four-month-old, think about coffee, but instead
go back to bed. At 8:30 a.m., I try again and succeed. Typically, I start all days with a
Nespresso pod — preferably black with usually a splash of frothed almond milk.
I’m currently staying at my place in New York, which never has any food because I never
manage to walk past a grocery store, and everything I do in New York is dictated by
what I happen to walk past. That being said, I don’t go anywhere without almond butter
and a bag or two of mixed nuts. So after coffee — like five seconds after — I’m ready for
some kind of breakfast. Today, it is a piece of thick rye bread from the Copenhagen in
Tribeca smeared with almond butter with a side of three or four raw cashews. I wash
everything down with a big bottle of sparkling water.
I again think about a cup of coffee, but abstain because I’m breastfeeding and my son
already looks pretty jacked up from the first cup.
At 10:45 a.m., I manage to do a workout class at Barry’s Bootcamp and get a smoothie.
For lunch, I go to Mary’s Fish Camp in the West Village. The other great thing about not
having food in your apartment is that it gives you an excuse to accidentally stumble into
an amazing restaurant and order lobster for lunch. But instead of the lobster, I opt for a
cod sandwich without bread, a salad, and more sparkling water. After, I finally break
down and have another shot of espresso.
At 5 p.m., I nibble on several rouge tortilla chips sitting in a cupboard. At 6:30 p.m., we
head over to Bâtard, and when we walk in, we are greeted with Champagne and a sign
that says "Jenny’s Table." I decide in that moment that I am now Frank Bruni.
I order octopus pastrami with braised ham hock for the first course, seared ocean trout
for the second, and, for my main, I decide to go off menu and order the chef's signature
schnitzel. I’m now at a place where I’m full enough to stop, but not full enough that I
don’t want to at least see what’s for dessert. They present the table with an array of
delectable cheeses. We finish off with black-forest cake and marzipan cookies, and
before bed, I decide to eat one more tortilla chip just to be weird.
Saturday, June 14
I wake up a little embarrassed about eating one single tortilla chip before bed. I make a
Nespresso with almond milk, eat my Copenhagen bread covered in almond butter, and
contemplate what kind of lunch would make me seem less like a psycho who eats tortilla
chips after a five-course tasting menu.

Around 11:30 a.m., I eat a few raspberries and breastfeed my son. More sparkling water.
For lunch, we walk to Tertulia. My husband orders bread rubbed with tomatoes and
olive oil and a plate of prosciutto. I don’t order because I’m annoyed by the fact that
we’re sitting on the side of a busy street next to a guy smoking menthols. He drinks a
soda while I sip on sparkling water and stew.
At 2 p.m., we walk over to Sant Ambroeus. Trying to be healthy because I know I have to
write down everything I’m eating — including, now, those couple slices of prosciutto I
snuck into my mouth while my husband was in the bathroom — I order egg whites and
sunflower-seed toast.
Dinner is takeout roast chicken with copious amounts of Tabasco sauce, steamed
broccoli, Mexican rice, and a spoonful of mac and cheese.
Sunday June 15
Sparkling water, followed by Nespresso, almond milk, almond butter, and a slice of
Copenhagen bread. Then Father’s Day brunch at El Toro Blanco. I eat chips, guacamole,
carrots, celery, a piece of tamale covered in mole, and two chicken tacos.
More raspberries in the afternoon, and then at 7 p.m., I walk to Chelsea Marketand pick
up some premade brown rice sushi from the Lobster Place.
At 8 p.m., I start to get anxiety about my book coming out in less than two days, and I
soothe myself with two small chocolate pretzels.
Monday, June 16
It’s the day before my book comes out. I wake up at 4:44 a.m. because a makeup artist is
supposed to be over at 4:45 a.m. to prep me for "Howard Stern." I quickly make a
Nespresso with almond milk and pretend that I’ve been awake for hours. At 6 a.m., I’m
seconds away from my interview and ravenous. I quickly choke down a piece of stale
croissant.
The interview was a success! I decompress by eating the rest of the croissant and a green
juice. At 9 a.m., I am offered a hard-boiled egg at a coffee shop and I accept. At 9:01
a.m., I regret not putting pepper and salt on my egg.
I finish my interviews at 4 p.m. and am past the point of being hungry. Now I’m in that
other phase where I just want to fall flat on my face. My husband shows up with
sandwiches from No. 7 Sub. I eat a broccoli sub. I try to leave half the bread like a true

Californian, but I’m tired and my willpower is weak. I don’t really recall the rest of the
night, but I think I did wake up around 3 a.m. with almonds in my teeth.
Tusday, June 17
The book is officially out! I have my normal Nespresso with almond milk, but instead of
toast, I opt for a Van's gluten-free waffle.
At 10 a.m., I’m at The View and rummaging through their dressing rooms for some sort
of exciting snack. I’m waylaid by Candice Cameron looking horrified by me in their Hot
Topics section and momentarily decide to put off eating. I also want to return the outfit
I’m wearing, so I decide it’s best not to risk crumb-ing it up.
I grab a salad from 'wichcraft. Hard to tell, but I think it was chicken. Plus sparkling
water, coconut water, and a decaf espresso shot.
I'm back home at 4 p.m. for a quick breather, and I grab whatever I can reach in my
kitchen and put it in my mouth: apple, almonds, Copenhagen bread, breast pump.
I split three small cookies with my publicist at One Girl Cookie in Dumbo. I don’t let her
have her own because we’ve been together for the last 48 hours and are too codependent
at this point.
At 10 p.m., I’m back home, and there is takeout from Baohaus waiting. I eat two pork
buns and the inside from a third. In the fridge, I find a leftover container filled with
steamed kale. It tastes horrible, but it still feels like the right thing to do.
Wednesday, June 18
Nespresso, waffle, almonds, and sparkling water. At 12 p.m., I have my reading in
Bryant Park, and I live vicariously through everyone else’s lunches.
At 2 p.m., I head to Momofuku Ssäm Bar. I eat two more pork buns and a bite of
something that looks like a burrito, but is basically just another giant pork bun. This
time I feel no remorse because I’m on my way to Chicago, which instantly makes me feel
skinny.
At 6 p.m., I’m still on the tarmac in New York because of the weather in Chicago. I’m
dying of thirst. I consider drinking my own breast milk. Two hours later, the cabin is
finally offered nuts. I pick out all the almonds, then the cashews, and then eventually get
bored enough to eat the peanuts.

For dinner, I eat sodium-ridden chicken with dirty rice and water. I refuse a chocolate
chip cookie because my fingers are already so swollen that they look like Joe Pesci’s. At
midnight: half a Snickers bar and the rest of my pride.
By Sierra Tishgart

Actress-turned-author Jenny Mollen
puts career woes in book
Gayle Jo Carter, USA WEEKEND2:49 p.m. EDT June 19, 2014

(Photo: Mike Coppola Getty Images)
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Actor Jason Biggs just wants his wife, Jenny Mollen, "to stop being crazy; be normal, be
a wife," Mollen, 35, tells us with a laugh. Finding herself not "working as much as an
actress" as she would like, Mollen channeled her creative energy to write her new book, I
Like You Just The Way I Am: Stories About Me and Some Other People, out now.
The Phoenix native's perpetual "runner-up" status at auditions made her "angrier and
angrier," so she channeled that frustration, mining her "capers and journal entries" for
stories. Naturally, Mollen, mom to infant son Sid, looked no further than her own family
and friends: "I surround myself with bizarre people. They're more fun to write about."

With her own parents sometimes taking a hit in her stories, Mollen was strategic in
sharing the book with them, giving them an advance copy the day before she was due to
deliver their grandchild. "Here's the book, but also look at this nice shiny (baby)," she
quips.
So, how did they react? "My mom thinks its funny, (but says,) 'Too bad I'm the mom in it.'
My dad was in denial."
And what about her in-laws? "I left them out. I figured Jason has a book in him probably.
I'm just trying to steer clear."
Biggs also has some nice fathering skills in him, too. "I like to avoid the diapers as much
as possible," Mollen admits. "I have Jason do all of that stuff, he's also a better baby
burper than I am. He somehow manages to get those out."
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BEST
BEACH
READS

3. The Signature
of All Things,
Elizabeth Gilbert.
“I’ve been saving
this for the end of
my book tour.”
4. Graduates
in Wonderland,
Jessica Pan and
Rachel KapelkeDale.
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Broadway actress,
The Velocity of Autumn

what: Hudson Link

For Higher Education in
Prison provides college
education, life skills and
re-entry support to
incarcerated men
and women.

5. Dear Daughter,
Elizabeth Little.
“I adore a good
thriller.”
6. An Untamed
State; Bad Feminist: Essays, Roxane Gay. “You’ll have
something to talk
about at dinner.”
7. Be Safe I Love
You, Cara Hoffman.
“If it’s as terrifying
and brilliant as her
debut, So Much
Pretty, I'm sure I'll
be raving about it
well into 2015.”

8. Life Drawing,
Robin Black.
9. Radiant
Days, Elizabeth
Hand. Her “books
are spooky, vivid,
unsettling and
unforgettable,
and this one, I’m
sure, will be, too.”
10. Love and
Treasure, Ayelet
Waldman.
— GAYLE JO
CARTER

why: “I was absolutely
hooked,” the Oscar
winner says about being
introduced to Hudson
Link by her late friend
and acting colleague
Ossie Davis. “I’ve supported it ever since.”
She even tells friends to
donate to Hudson Link
rather than buy Christmas and birthday gifts
for her. “Education is
the basis for everything,
and when you see how
it keeps (prisoners) from
having to fall back into
bad habits, it’s wonderful. Their kids have a
dad (or mom) to look
up to because (they)
got a college education
(and the child thinks,)
‘You did it, I can.’ ”
how: www.Hudson
Link.org — G.J.C.
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2. Confessions of
a Fat Marathoner,
Kristina Burkey
(e-book).

Actor Jason Biggs just wants his wife,
Jenny Mollen, “to stop being crazy;
be normal, be a wife,” Mollen tells us
with a laugh. Finding herself not
“working as much as an actress” as
she would like, Mollen channeled her
creative energy to write her new book,
I Like You Just The Way I Am: Stories About
Me and Some Other People, out now.
The Phoenix native’s perpetual
“runner-up” status at auditions made her
“angrier and angrier,” so she channeled
that frustration, mining her journals for
stories. Naturally, Mollen, mom to infant
son Sid, looked no further than her own
family and friends: “I surround myself
with bizarre people. They’re more fun
to write about.” — G.J.C.

ESTELLE
PARSONS

You may “need
someone pointing
you toward the
next book you’ll
like,” says bestselling author
Jennifer Weiner
Jennifer Weiner,
offers her picks.
who has written
plenty of beach-worthy books
people love, like Good in Bed, In Her
Shoes and her latest, All Fall Down.
The Philly native’s all-time favorite
summer read is Susan Isaac’s Shining Through, but she guides us to
10 other page-turning beach reads:
1. Running Like
a Girl, Alexandra
Heminsley. “I'm
interested in women
who’ve laced up
their running shoes
later in life.”

Channeling her
anger ‘creatively’

It’s the big 3-0
for reality star/
entrepreneur Khloe
Kardashian, who
6.22 Carson Daly,
celebrates her big
41; Meryl Streep, 65. day on June 27.
6.23 Jason Mraz,
37; Selma Blair, 42.
6.24 Solange
Knowles, 28; Minka
Kelly, 34. 6.25
Anthony Bourdain,
58; Carly Simon,
69. 6.26 Derek
Jeter, 40; Sean
Hayes, 44. 6.27
Julia Duffy, 63. 6.28
Kellie Pickler, 28;
Steve Burton, 44.
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Want to chat about VIP?
Get in touch with Arienne
on Twitter: @ByArienne
Visit us at usaweekend.com

http://www.cosmopolitan.com/sex-love/relationship-advice/jenny-mollen-baby-delivery

JENNY MOLLEN
RELATIONSHIP ADVICE
MARCH 12, 2014

At 41 and a half weeks pregnant, I started to have second thoughts about becoming a
mother.
“You know, I might not be ready for children,” I’d tell my husband in complete
earnestness as if the subject were still up for debate.
I understood that there was someone just underneath the surface of my skin waiting to
explode into the world like the most rewarding zit of all time, but I wasn’t completely
connected to him. I didn’t know how I could love something more than my dogs. Or how
I could housebreak something not motivated by bacon strips.
I was never the girl who yearned for children. I pretended to be interested in other
people’s kids, but that was obviously just an act.
“Aw! Cute baby!” I’d usually say, when what I felt like saying was, “Cute baby. It looks
like all other babies I’ve ever seen ever. Now show me a picture of your dog in a top
hat!”

The truth was, children scared me. I knew that no matter what I did as a parent, I was
bound to do some things wrong. I didn’t want to bring a person into the world just to fuck
them up and have them send me to voicemail for all of eternity. My dogs would NEVER
do that!
I was due on February 4. On February 14 I was still pregnant and starting to believe I’d
just stay pregnant forever.
“This is just my new body. It’s just what I look like now,” I explained to my husband as I
tried to roll over and give him a super hot Valentine’s peck on the lips before bed.
Seconds later, my water broke. When I told my husband, he leapt up and searched the
sheets for proof.
“Are you sure? Shouldn’t we be drenched?”
Like “You Can’t Do That on Television,” I think he expected a giant bucket of slime to
drop from the ceiling and cover us.
“Maybe you just peed,” he offered.
“I would know if I just peed, and I didn’t. You need to call Howie!” I ran to the bathroom
and stripped off my clothes to make sure I couldn’t see a head sticking out.
Jason called our doctor as I sat on the toilet regretting using all my pregnancy books as
nightstand coasters. I guess I should have prepared myself better, but those books
made me feel like I was studying for the SAT. I just figured I’d walk into the hospital,
pick D (all of the above), and a baby would appear.
When Howie told me to go back to bed and try to sleep, I was skeptical. But I assumed
that fact that he was an OB/GYN meant he probably did read all the books on my
nightstand, and in the event of a forthcoming written exam, he would be the guy I’d
need to cheat off of later that day.
Around 3:30 a.m., Jason and I drove to the hospital. My cramps were bad but in no way
severe. I, of course, pretended I was miserable so as to give myself an excuse if I
suddenly felt like screaming or beating him uncontrollably. The streets were empty save
for a couple police cars I hoped might try to pull us over. It was the one time in my life I

wanted to be confronted by a cop just so I could say, “Sorry, officer, but we don’t have
time for your bullshit! WE’RE HAVING A BABY!!!!!” then hit the gas and peel out.
Once at the hospital, I was fingered by roughly three nurses then put on Pitocin to help
induce labor. Howie and my doula, Ana Paula, arrived shortly thereafter.
I wasn’t opposed to drugs, except when I was watching that Ricki Lake documentary
three months earlier, feeling safe and pain-free in the privacy of my own home. Now,
with what felt like a thousand teeth clenching down on my uterus, drugs seemed like a
great option. I knew Jason and Howie didn’t give a shit whether I delivered naturally, but
Ana Paula seemed more holistic. I needed to make sure she would still love me, respect
me, and favor me forever over the friend who’d referred her to me before I could let her
hear me ask to be knocked unconscious. The drugs would have to wait.
I wandered the halls of the Labor and Delivery ward for five hours, riding the vicissitudes
of the most incomprehensible pain of my life, when finally, my ego was beat into
submission and I asked for “the works.”
An anesthesiologist who looked young enough to not know who Madonna was walked
in and administered an epidural. From that point forward, everything was a blur. Howie,
Jason, Ana Paula, and my nurse Abby sat with me for over seven hours waiting for my
cervix to dilate. It never did. Jason claims I pooped myself twice. The baby’s heart rate
dropped, and my vagina kept refusing to cooperate. Eventually, a C-section was our
only option.
As I was wheeled into the operating room, my anxiety started to mount. Howie told me
I’d be meeting my son in less than 20 minutes. All the choices I’d made with my life —
the weird boyfriends, the bad haircuts, the questionable workout mix tapes — came
flooding back to me. Would this little creature like me? Would he approve of me? Would
he ever find a picture of me from middle school with super thin eyebrows? I worried that I
hadn’t done enough with my life, that I wasn’t equipped to be the kind of mother he
needed, and that I wasn’t young enough to be someone his friends would ever consider
hot.
Several nurses rolled me from my hospital bed on to the operating table. A thin screen
of paper was placed just below my neck, and Jason, now decked out in surgical scrubs,

appeared next to me. Once the IV drip took hold, everything below my ribs went numb. I
told Howie to let me know before he started cutting.
“We’ve already started,” he said calmly.
I tried to stay focused and not picture all the balloon animals he might be making out of
my intestines.
“OK, you are going to feel a lot of pressure,” he instructed.
Before I could get super cocky about not even flinching during the aforementioned
pressure, I heard a baby cry.
My narcotized eyes looked up and saw Howie’s hands holding what looked like a bloody
version of Caesar from Little Caesar’s Pizza. He had a pronounced nose, chubby
cheeks, and a dark black toupee on his head. I think I even heard him say, “pizza pizza”
as he was whisked away for his bath.
A few minutes later, a nurse walked back over and placed my newborn son on my
chest. He seemed a little pissed off. Like maybe the caesarian was interfering with
whatever in utero plans he’d made for the evening. I cradled him in my arms the way I’d
seen people hold babies in movies and tried to console him.
My heart heaved with emotion as I looked into his dark blue eyes. I wanted to laugh,
sob, and throw up all over myself. I’d burst through the ceiling of whatever kind of love
I’d felt in my life and was traveling upward into a stratosphere reserved for heroin
junkies and people who write romantic greeting cards. I didn’t recognize myself. I was
instantly and completely transformed.
In that moment I knew I’d never be the person I was before, because now, I didn’t seem
to matter that much.
I was no longer concerned with accumulating the most Twitter followers or scoring the
best parking spot at Whole Foods. Dogs in top hats? Fuck them.
Yes, I’d make mistakes, and yes, one day he’d probably forward me to voicemail while
breastfeeding some chick who isn’t me in the backseat of his dad’s midlife-crisis
convertible. But it was all part of the journey — a journey I was finally happy to take.
I wasn’t ready for kids. I was just ready for him.

Jenny Mollen is the author of the upcoming book I Like You Just the Way I Am: Stories About
Me and Some Other People, available now for preorder. She will appear on HBO’s Girls on
March 16 and 23. Follow Jenny on Twitter. Photo credit: Instagram

Jenny Mollen On 'Crazy' Women, Life With Jason Biggs & Why She Just
Wants Everyone To Like Her
Posted: 06/17/2014 8:58 am EDT Updated: 06/17/2014 8:59 am EDT

What does it take to get to the top -- without losing your center? Our “Making It Work” series profiles
successful, dynamic women who are standouts in their fields, peeling back the "hows" of their work and
their life, taking away lessons we can all apply to our own.
Jenny Mollen has been alternately referred to as a "Twitter phenomenon," "Jason Biggs' wife," an "oversharer," a "beautiful actress," a "new mom" and "guest." But as anyone who has met her even briefly
can attest, she's much more than the sum of such labels.
After years as a self-described "almost-hired" actress, Mollen found a loyal following on Twitter,
broadcasting missives such as "Dear Guy getting a one hour massage in Whole Foods, what's your game
plan, like in life?," and through her columns on Playboy's blog The Smoking Jacket. Today, the 35-yearold actress and writer adds published author to her already-impressive resume, as her first book, I Like
You Just The Way I Am goes on sale.
I Like You Just The Way I Am is a lay-your-sh*t-bare (in a comedic way) sort of memoir, a collection of
essays that touch on everything from Mollen's up-and-down relationships with her parents and crossing
boundaries with her therapist, to lightly stalking Biggs' ex-girlfriend and using "50 Shades of Grey" to
spice up her sex life. Readers be warned, this book is not for the faint -- or PC -- of heart.
When discussing the more revealing stories in the book, some of which, in Mollen's own words, make
her come off like an "a**hole," she revealed that her motivations were often quite the opposite: "I just
want everyone to like me. That’s my main flaw," she said.
And judging from the following she's amassed on her social media accounts, she's proven herself to be
quite likable.

Currently, Mollen lives in LA with Biggs and their son Sid, who was born in February, though the couple
has been somewhat bi-coastal in recent years, with Mollen landing an arc on season 3 of "Girls" and
Biggs shooting the Netflix hit "Orange Is The New Black" in New York.
Mollen spoke with HuffPost Women about her book, why women should admit they're crazy, working
with Lena Duham and the true meaning of success: more Twitter followers.
I Like You Just The Way I Am is a really funny, honest book. You say in the intro that all women are
“batshit crazy.” The term "crazy" is so loaded, especially for women -- what's the value of us
embracing it?
I just think, let’s own it! Why should we be ashamed of that? I don’t think that crazy should have a
negative connotation -- it just means that you’re fun. I think that crazy is just a term that boring people
use to describe fun people.
You touch on your relationship with your husband, Jason Biggs, as well as your own frustrations being
an “almost hired” actress in the book. Was it ever difficult to have a partner with so much face and
name recognition while you were still trying to establish your own success?
Oh my god, yes! I still get jealous! People will say, “Oh, we want you to do this, but only if Jason comes
with you.” So, then you don’t really want me.
And I’m incredibly competitive, so it’s maddening. But I’m also a masochist. So I think in a weird way, I
subconsciously chose somebody who was going to keep me striving for more. I’ve always gravitated
toward men who sort of kind of eclipsed me in some way. And I think that it’s because I have this need
to be better. Jason sets the bar so high, so I just keep trying to top him. I really define success by having
moreTwitter followers than Jason. So when that day comes, I’ve f**king made it.
I Like You Just The Way I Am is supposed to be a book about “not doing the right thing” -- and you tell
a lot of really personal stories in it. What do you think the value is in women being confessional?
If somebody else is owning it, it empowers you to say “I do that, too.” When you see a person put
themselves out there, then you’re more inclined to do the same.
You write a lot about your relationships, both good and bad -- with your parents, your close friends,
your husband, your husband’s ex. Did you have conversations with any of the people in the book
beforehand or during the writing process?
[Laughs] I should have, probably. Instead I just hired a bunch of lawyers to protect me. I said to my
sister, “I sort of portray you as a bitch in this.” And she was like, “Why did you do that?” And I said,
“Because you are sort of a bitch!” So I think my sister might be a little alarmed when she sees how crazy
[the chapter that describes her] bachelorette party is.
With my dad, I ended up giving the book to him two days before I had my baby as a way to say: “Here’s
this, but look over here! Here’s this beautiful, shiny other object I’m also presenting you with.” So I think
that lessened the blow for him.
To me it seemed like you didn’t spare yourself from the sort of commentary you give to everyone else
in the book.
Don’t worry, I come off as the biggest a**hole out of everyone. If you have a problem with how you’re
depicted, read what I have to say about myself.

You’re very active on social media, especially Twitter and Instagram. What do you enjoy about
connecting with people on these platforms?
Instagram is like having your own little channel. As someone who spent the majority of their working
years trying to get somebody to hire me to create their vision, it’s so great to have complete control,
and to have the ability to say whatever I want and to have a little audience of people who actually give a
f**k. But [Twitter has] changed everything in my life. Work wise, it’s changed how I’m looked at across
the board. But I don’t even have time to tweet now that I have a baby. It’s so annoying.
You don’t talk about your pregnancy in I Like You Just The Way I Am. Was the book finished before
you got pregnant?
I found out that I was pregnant last May, and I was probably halfway done writing the book at that
point, but I knew what the rest of the stories were going to be. And I definitely think the pregnancy
changed the way I wrote. I think I got nicer to the people I wrote about towards the end of the process -I was easier on them because I was sensitive and pregnant.
You wrote a beautiful essay about your previous miscarriage and your pregnancy with Sid
for Cosmopolitan.com in January. In it you said that you didn’t feel any more prepared or less afraid
the second pregnancy around. Now that you’ve had Sid, do you feel prepared?
No. My housekeeper Cynthia came to New York with me to help with [Sid during] the book tour,
because Jason is doing all of his “Orange Is The New Black” press right now. And last night I was up with
Sid and she was in the room with me as I was trying to rock him back to sleep, and I was thinking to
myself: “Oh my god, I can’t believe one day i’m not going to be supervised doing this. I’m going to have
to do this by myself!” So, no, he’s 3 and a half months old and I still don’t feel like I really know what I’m
doing. As far as he’s concerned, I’m like “No worries, I’ve got this.” But in reality, I’m sort of holding my
breath trying to get it right.
You put so much of yourself out there. When Sid is old enough to Google you, are you going to have a
conversation with him?
I think he’ll already know what’s probably out there. He’ll already be like, “Oh my god, my mom is so
annoying. She’s so involved in my life.” I always think about what he’ll tell his therapist about me and
Jason as parents when he’s older. And I already know he’s going to say, “Oh my god, she tells everyone
my business, she doesn’t keep her mouth shut.” The over-sharing is gonna make him nuts.
There's been a lot made in the media recently about celebrities identifying or not identifying as
feminists. Do you shy away from the term feminist?
I don’t mind the term feminist. I was talking to a friend of mine yesterday about “Game Of Thrones” and
how there’s so much violence against women in it. I’ll still watch those shows -- if it’s a great story, I’m
in. But I think as a woman and as somebody in the entertainment industry, we have to be careful what
we’re putting out there and what we’re trying to say. And that’s why I’m so happy that there’s been this
sort of movement with female comedy. I think that that is paving the way for new ways of looking at
things.
Absolutely. And you did an arc on “Girls” last season as a cast member of Hannah’s boyfriend Adam’s
Broadway show. How was it working on a show like “Girls” and specifically with Lena Dunham?
It was kind of fantasyland. I said to her, “I’m not the girl who gets the arc on HBO. I’m the girl who

almost got it and then somebody famous came in and they never called me back.” So this was such a
dream come true for me, to work with her and on HBO.
It’s also so humbling watching [Dunham], this 28-year-old girl. She’s directing, she’s writing, she’s
throwing out new lines for you and you’re sitting there just like, “Oh my god. I’m watching probably one
of the greatest voices of her generation and I’m just up close and personal.” She’s so much a part of the
zeitgeist of the moment and I’m watching her work. It was such a treat. But I feel like Sid got the job,
because I was pregnant with him.
It was his first uncredited appearance.
I’m like, “You’re such a dick.” My first job was some TNN drama about a truck driver and his first gig is
working with Lena Dunham on HBO.
How do you really define success?
I want to be doing something that I love and actually being able to feed myself by doing it. Just to be
able to make money doing what you love -- you can’t ask for anything more.
This interview has been edited and condensed.

INTERVIEW: Jenny Mollen writes about some “weird s***”
in new book
Jun 16, 2014

Celeb debut takes awkward to a new level
She’s not really a writer, and yet Jenny Mollen’s new book I Like You Just the
Way I Am makes you cringe in all the right places.

Photo credit: Visual/WENN.com

I'm not saying she's not a writer because I'm snotty and literary. She told me so herself: "I'm not a writer. I
just like to tell stories. Weird s*** just happens to me."

Yeah, no kidding.

Jenny Mollen is an actress, friend of Chelsea Handler and wife to American Pie nerd icon Jason Biggs.
She writes for Playboy.com, which is where the whole idea of writing a book came from. Playboy told her
she should write a book, so she did. The first day with her editor, she admitted, "You get that I don't know
what I'm doing, right?" A statement that is completely untrue.

OK, maybe Mollen is a slave to spellcheck and doesn't understand commas, but she understands
comedy. In I Like You Just the Way I Am, she warns you in the intro that women come in two types:
"those who are totally bats*** crazy, and those who are liars." Mollen is the former. She is completely
insane, but in a good way that makes you want to get drunk with her and probably end up in Mexico.

From discussing her own eating disorder to the time she actively stalked her husband's ex-girlfriend,
Mollen is uncouth and untamed. I'm hard to offend, considering I'm usually the one doing the offending,
but she is sometimes even too much for me.

Most of the time while reading her book, I was torn between smirking and throwing up in my mouth. I Like
You Just the Way I Am is like that really violent car wreck (picture dismemberment, bloody limbs) that you
want to avoid but can't look away from. Mollen has no ego and no shame. Nothing embarrasses her.

She blames Mom and Dad. "My parents were never listening to me, so I would say anything and it never
fazed anyone. At this point," she says, "I don't have the filter that stops me from blurting things out. I'm
still desperately trying to get a reaction."

Even hubby Jason Biggs has fallen prey to her lack of a filter. Although he loves the book, Mollen admits,
they had to have some long talks after he read certain segments. She also had to remove a couple lines

that made his mom look like a psychopath. Really, though, Mollen just gets annoyed that her husband's
celebrity status doesn't win her more Twitter followers.

She has a kind of Liz Wurztel-meets-David Sedaris complex: neurotic, self-obsessed and addicted to
men. She admits in her book, "I need everyone to love me." And, OK, I was torn. At times, I wasn't sure
how I felt about Mollen. One second, she was painfully narcissistic; the next, she was making me laugh
so hard I had to say, "I love her!" (And am possibly going to hell for it.)

I Like You Just the Way I Am could easily have devolved into mere shock value, but despite stories of
dogs pooping condoms, bad Vegas hookers and a penis finger (don't ask), Mollen does have her
moments of clarity. One of my favorites: "I don't believe people get sideswiped in relationships. It's always
just a matter of what someone is willing to see and what someone is willing to ignore."

And Mollen admits she did not set out to be gross. She says, "I just want people to embrace the crazy
and not be ashamed of the fact that they think and do things that society says is not right. I want people to
say, 'Oh, OK, I feel that way, and I guess I shouldn't be ashamed by it. I guess it's kind of normal.'
Embrace your true self."

If anything, I Like You Just the Way I Am is true to the point of absolute horror.

Right now, Mollen is breastfeeding — not her husband, but their newborn baby. She would like to turn her
book into a TV show. Until then, the audition process continues. After all, she's not really a writer but a
Hollywood gal. Of course, the last thing she told me was "There's a whole chapter about how I hate
acting."

http://www.deadline.com/2014/07/sony-tv-options-jenny-mollens-memoir-i-like-you-just-the-way-iam/

Sony TV Options Jenny Mollen’s Memoir ‘I
Like You Just The Way I Am’
By JEN YAMATO Wednesday July 23, 2014 @ 6:34pm PDT

EXCLUSIVE: Jenny Mollen (Angel, Crazy. Stupid. Love., Wilfred, Girls) has
inked an option sale on her recently released memoir I Like You Just The Way
In Am, which Sony TV nabbed in a competitive situation. Mollen will adapt and
star in the series, based on her tome about life as an actress and best-selling
author (not to mention Twitter celeb and wife of Jason Biggs). She’ll also
executive produce alongside Jamie Tarses (Happy Endings, Franklin & Bash,
Marry Me) and Karen Kehela Sherwood (A Beautiful Mind, Tower Heist, The
Good Lie). Mollen is repped by Gersh, Brillstein Entertainment Partners and
Stone Meyer.
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Nonfiction Extended

HARD CHOICES, by Hillary Rodham Clinton. (Simon & Schuster)
Clinton’s memoir focuses on her years as secretary of state and
her views about the American role in the world.

2

16

FINDING ME, by Michelle Knight with Michelle Burford.
(Weinstein)

ONE NATION, by Ben Carson with Candy Carson. (Sentinel)
Carson, a retired pediatric neurosurgeon, now a Fox News
contributor, offers solutions to problems in health and education
based on capitalism, not government.

5

17

THE ARSENAL OF DEMOCRACY, by A. J. Baime. (Houghton
Mifflin Harcourt)

18

JOHN WAYNE, by Scott Eyman. (Simon & Schuster)

CAPITAL IN THE TWENTY-FIRST CENTURY, by Thomas Piketty.
(Belknap/Harvard University) A French economist’s analysis of
centuries of economic history predicts worsening inequality and
proposes solutions.

11

19

I LIKE YOU JUST THE WAY I AM, by Jenny Mollen. (St. Martin’s)

20

10% HAPPIER, by Dan Harris. (It Books)

UNBROKEN, by Laura Hillenbrand. (Random House) An Olympic
runner’s story of survival as a prisoner of the Japanese in World
War II after his plane went down over the Pacific.

174

21

STUFF MATTERS, by Mark Miodownik. (Houghton Mifflin
Harcourt)

22

THRIVE, by Arianna Huffington. (Harmony)

4

5

5

6

THINK LIKE A FREAK, by Steven D. Levitt and Stephen
J. Dubner. (Morrow/HarperCollins) How to solve problems
creatively, from the authors of “Freakonomics.”

6

6

3

THE CLOSER, by Mariano Rivera with Wayne Coffey. (Little,
Brown) A memoir by the great Yankees pitcher.

7

23

GOOD CALL, by Jase Robertson with Mark Schlabach. (Howard
Books)

7

FLASH BOYS, by Michael Lewis. (Norton) The world of highfrequency computer-driven trading; from the author of “Liar’s
Poker.”

12

24

THINGS THAT MATTER, by Charles Krauthammer. (Crown Forum)

7

25

AMERICA, by Dinesh D’Souza. (Regnery)

8

8

CARSICK, by John Waters. (Farrar, Straus & Giroux) The cult-film
director hitchhikes across the country.

3

9*

13

A FIGHTING CHANCE, by Elizabeth Warren. (Metropolitan/Holt)
The Massachusetts senator on her life, her academic work and
her battle for a consumer protection agency.

9

AM MALALA, by Malala Yousafzai with Christina Lamb. (Little,
10		 IBrown)
The experience of the Pakistani girl who advocated for

26

AND GOLIATH, by Malcolm Gladwell. (Little, Brown)
11		 DAVID
How disadvantages can work in our favor; by the author of “The

36

women’s education and was shot by the Taliban.

Tipping Point” and “Blink.”

12*		

HOW NOT TO BE WRONG, by Jordan Ellenberg. (Penguin Press)
A mathematician shows how his discipline helps us think about
problems of politics, medicine and commerce.

13

KILLING JESUS, by Bill O’Reilly and Martin Dugard. (Holt) The
host of “The O’Reilly Factor” recounts the events leading up to
Jesus’ execution.

9

IN, by Sheryl Sandberg with Nell Scovell. (Knopf) The
14		 LEAN
chief operating officer of Facebook urges women to pursue their

1

35

64

careers without ambivalence.

15*		

SPECIAL HEART, by Bret Baier with Jim Mills. (Center Street) A
Fox News anchor on the challenges his family faced in caring for
his son, who has congenital heart disease.

2

Rankings reflect sales, for the week ending June 21, at many thousands of venues where a wide range of general interest books are sold nationwide. These include hundreds of independent book retailers (statistically weighted to represent all such outlets); national, regional and local chains; online and multimedia entertainment retailers; university, gift, supermarket,
discount department stores and newsstands. An asterisk (*) indicates that a book’s sales are barely distinguishable from those of the book above. A dagger (†) indicates that some bookstores report receiving bulk orders. Among those categories not actively tracked are: perennial sellers; required classroom reading; text, reference and test preparation guides; journals
and workbooks; calorie counters; shopping guides; comics and crossword puzzles. Expanded rankings are available on the Web: nytimes.com/books.
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4

21

BOSSYPANTS, by Tina Fey. (Back Bay/Little, Brown)

22

HOW CHILDREN SUCCEED, by Paul Tough. (Mariner/Houghton
Mifflin Harcourt)

23

THE DEVIL IN THE WHITE CITY, by Erik Larson. (Vintage)

24

A HOUSE IN THE SKY, by Amanda Lindhout and Sara Corbett.
(Scribner)

25

FREAKONOMICS, by Steven D. Levitt and Stephen J. Dubner.
(Harper Perennial)

1

THE BOYS IN THE BOAT, by Daniel James Brown. (Penguin)
A group of American rowers pursued gold at the 1936 Berlin
Olympic Games.

2

ORANGE IS THE NEW BLACK, by Piper Kerman. (Spiegel &
Grau) A memoir about a year in a women’s prison. The basis for
the Netflix series.

3*

HEAVEN IS FOR REAL, by Todd Burpo with Lynn Vincent.
(Thomas Nelson) A young boy’s encounter with Jesus and the
angels.

188

4

LONE SURVIVOR, by Marcus Luttrell with Patrick Robinson. (Back
Bay/Little, Brown) A harrowing Navy SEALs operation.

114

5

OUTLIERS, by Malcolm Gladwell. (Back Bay/Little, Brown) Why
some people succeed — it has to do with luck and opportunities
as well as talent.

159

6

LET’S EXPLORE DIABETES WITH OWLS, by David Sedaris.
(Back Bay/Little, Brown) A humorist returns with more wry takes
on contemporary life.

3

7

THE GLASS CASTLE, by Jeannette Walls. (Scribner) The author
recalls a bizarre childhood during which she was constantly on the
move. (†)

352

8

PROOF OF HEAVEN, by Eben Alexander. (Simon & Schuster) A
neurosurgeon recounts his near death experience during a coma.

87

9

A LONG WAY GONE, by Ishmael Beah. (Sarah Crichton/Farrar,
Straus & Giroux) A former child soldier’s killing spree and return
to humanity.

79

10*

BEHIND THE BEAUTIFUL FOREVERS, by Katherine Boo.
(Random House) A journalist reports on families seeking better
lives in a Mumbai slum.

11

11

QUIET, by Susan Cain. (Broadway) Introverts are undervalued in
American society.

73

12

THE POWER OF HABIT, by Charles Duhigg. (Random House) The
science behind how we form, and break, habits.

24

13

WILD, by Cheryl Strayed. (Vintage) A life-changing hike along the
Pacific Crest Trail.

65

14

LAWRENCE IN ARABIA, by Scott Anderson. (Anchor) A history of
the Arab revolt against the Turks in World War I focuses on T. E.
Lawrence and other international adventurers.

2

15

THE IMMORTAL LIFE OF HENRIETTA LACKS, by Rebecca
Skloot. (Broadway) A woman’s cancer cells were cultured without
her permission in 1951.

16*

DAD IS FAT, by Jim Gaffigan. (Three Rivers) A comedian’s account
of life with five kids in a two-bedroom New York City apartment.

3

17

LETTER TO MY DAUGHTER, by Maya Angelou. (Random House)
Reminiscences, appreciations and poems.

5

18

THINKING, FAST AND SLOW, by Daniel Kahneman. (Farrar,
Straus & Giroux) How we make choices in business and personal
life.

63

19

BRAIN ON FIRE, by Susannah Cahalan. (Simon & Schuster)
Doctors struggle to discover why a young reporter suddenly
experiences seizures, hallucinations and eventually near
catatonia.

40

20

THE OTHER WES MOORE, by Wes Moore. (Spiegel & Grau) A
tale of two Wes Moores: the author, a Rhodes scholar; the other,
a man in prison.

26

46

166

Rankings reflect sales, for the week ending June 21, at many thousands of venues where
a wide range of general interest books are sold nationwide. These include hundreds of
independent book retailers (statistically weighted to represent all such outlets); national,
regional and local chains; online and multimedia entertainment retailers; university, gift,
supermarket, discount department stores and newsstands. An asterisk (*) indicates that
a book’s sales are barely distinguishable from those of the book above. A dagger (†) indicates that some bookstores report receiving bulk orders. Among those categories not actively tracked are: perennial sellers; required classroom reading; text, reference and test
preparation guides; journals and workbooks; calorie counters; shopping guides; comics
and crossword puzzles. Expanded rankings are available on the Web: nytimes.com/books.
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E-Book Best Sellers
THIS
WEEK

LAST
WEEK

Nonfiction

by Katharine Hepburn. (Ballantine) A memoir by the actress,
1		ME,
first published in 1991.

2

3

ORANGE IS THE NEW BLACK, by Piper Kerman. (Spiegel & Grau)
A memoir by a Brooklyn woman whose relationship with a drug
runner gets her sentenced to a year in prison. The basis for the
Netflix series, originally published in 2010.

3

2

I KNOW WHY THE CAGED BIRD SINGS, by Maya Angelou.
(Random House) A memoir of childhood and adolescence by the
poet, who died in May.

4

1

HARD CHOICES, by Hillary Rodham Clinton. (Simon & Schuster)
Clinton’s memoir focuses on her years as secretary of state and
her views about the American role in the world.

SUMMER IN SICILY, by Marlena de Blasi. (Ballantine) The
5		THAT
author and her husband stumbled across a Sicilian castle with a

WEEKS
ON LIST

1

6

THE NAZI OFFICER’S WIFE, by Edith H. Beer with Susan
Dworkin. (HarperCollins) The story of a Jewish woman in 1930s
Vienna who, with the help of friends, moved to Munich, hid her
identity and married a Nazi Party member, thus saving her life.

LIKE YOU JUST THE WAY I AM, by Jenny Mollen. (St. Martin’s)
7		IThe
actress and writer’s memoir of acting on impulse, plotting

LAST
WEEK

Nonfiction cont’d.

by Melinda Roth. (Lyons/Globe Pequot) Roth became
14		 MESTENGO,
the caretaker of a wild mustang, an unlikely relationship that

WEEKS
ON LIST

1

changed them both.

47

15

17

FLASH BOYS, by Michael Lewis. (Norton) The world of highfrequency computer-driven trading, from the author of “Liar’s
Poker.”

4

16

14

FINDING ME, by Michelle Knight with Michelle Burford.
(Weinstein) The story of a woman kidnapped in Cleveland in 2002,
then tortured, who escaped in 2013.

2

FOR AMERICA, by Stephen Fried. (Bantam) The story
17		 APPETITE
of Fred Harvey, the founding father of the American hospitality

1

12

7

1

industry.

remarkable story.

5

THIS
WEEK

14

18

18

QUIET, by Susan Cain. (Crown) Introverts — one-third of the
population — are undervalued in American society.

19

19

WILD, by Cheryl Strayed. (Knopf) A woman’s account of the lifechanging 1,100-mile solo hike she took along the Pacific Crest
Trail in 1995.

20

11

THE ROMANOV SISTERS, by Helen Rappaport. (St. Martin’s) A
group biography of the four ill-fated daughters of Nicholas and
Alexandra.

3

21

22

IS EVERYONE HANGING OUT WITHOUT ME?, by Mindy Kaling.
(Crown) Observations from the comedy writer and actress.

24

22

25

THINKING, FAST AND SLOW, by Daniel Kahneman. (Farrar, Straus
& Giroux) The winner of the Nobel in economic science discusses
how we make choices in business and personal life and when we
can and cannot trust our intuitions.

60

1

hoaxes and ignoring boundaries.

8

7

UNBROKEN, by Laura Hillenbrand. (Random House) An Olympic
runner’s story of survival as a prisoner of the Japanese in World
War II after his plane went down over the Pacific.

177

9

12

THE BOYS IN THE BOAT, by Daniel James Brown. (Viking) The
University of Washington’s eight-oar crew and their quest for gold
at the 1936 Berlin Olympics.

22

10

9

ETCHED IN SAND, by Regina Calcaterra. (Morrow) Five siblings
survive childhood abuse, foster care and homelessness on Long
Island.

10

11

8

LONE SURVIVOR, by Marcus Luttrell with Patrick Robinson.
(Little, Brown) The only survivor of a Navy SEALs operation in
northern Afghanistan describes the battle, his comrades and his
courageous escape. The basis of the movie.

56

10

HEAVEN IS FOR REAL, by Todd Burpo with Lynn Vincent.
(Thomas Nelson) A father recounts his 3-year-old son’s encounter
with Jesus and the angels during an emergency appendectomy.

143

13

13

THINK LIKE A FREAK, by Steven D. Levitt and Stephen J.
Dubner. (Morrow/HarperCollins) How to solve problems creatively,
from the authors of “Freakonomics.”

6

100

YEARS A SLAVE, by Solomon Northup. (Various
23		 TWELVE
publishers) The narrative, first published in 1853, of a freeman

36

24

66

who was sold into slavery and spent 12 years in bondage before
escaping. The basis of the movie.

23

LEAN IN, by Sheryl Sandberg with Nell Scovell. (Knopf) The chief
operating officer of Facebook urges women to pursue their careers
without ambivalence.

MANSIONS, by Bill Dedman and Paul Clark Newell Jr.
25		 EMPTY
(Ballantine) The eccentric life of the reclusive heiress Huguette

12

74

9

Clark, who died at the age of 104 in 2011.

Rankings reflect sales for the week ending June 21, for books sold in both print and electronic formats as reported by vendors offering a wide range of titles. The venues for print books
include independent book retailers; national, regional and local chains; online and multimedia entertainment retailers; university, gift, supermarket and discount department stores; and
newsstands. E-book rankings reflect sales from leading online vendors of e-books. E-book sales are tracked for fiction and general nonfiction titles. E-book sales for advice & how-to books,
children’s books and graphic books will be tracked at a future date. Titles are included regardless of whether they are published in both print and electronic formats or just one format.
E-books available exclusively from a single vendor will be tracked at a future date. The universe of print book dealers is well established, and sales of print titles are statistically weighted
to represent all outlets nationwide. The universe of e-book publishers and vendors is rapidly emerging, and until the industry is settled sales of e-books will not be weighted. Among the
categories not actively tracked at this time are: perennial sellers, required classroom reading, textbooks, reference and test preparation guides, journals, workbooks, calorie counters,
shopping guides, comics, crossword puzzles and self-published books. Publisher credits for e-books are listed under the corporate publishing name instead of by publisher’s division. Royalty Share, a firm that provides accounting services to publishers, is assisting The Times in its corroboration of e-book sales. An asterisk (*) indicates that a book’s sales are barely distinguishable from those of the book above it. A dagger (†) indicates that some retailers report receiving bulk orders. (A full version of this method is on the combined list page).
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Combined Print & E-Book Best Sellers
LAST
THIS
WEEK WEEK

Nonfiction

1

1

HARD CHOICES, by Hillary Rodham Clinton. (Simon & Schuster)
Clinton’s memoir focuses on her years as secretary of state and
her views on America’s role in the world.

2

3

ORANGE IS THE NEW BLACK, by Piper Kerman. (Spiegel &
Grau) A Brooklyn woman’s prison memoir. The basis for the Netflix
series, originally published in 2010.

WEEKS
ON LIST

THIS
WEEK

Nonfiction Extended

2

16

LET’S EXPLORE DIABETES WITH OWLS, by David Sedaris.
(Little, Brown)

17

THE NAZI OFFICER’S WIFE, by Edith H. Beer with Susan Dworkin.
(Morrow)

18

THE CLOSER, by Mariano Rivera with Wayne Coffey. (Little, Brown)

19

QUIET, by Susan Cain. (Crown)

20

THE GLASS CASTLE, by Jeannette Walls. (Scribner)

21

WILD, by Cheryl Strayed. (Knopf)

22

ETCHED IN SAND, by Regina Calcaterra. (Morrow/HarperCollins)

23

LEAN IN, by Sheryl Sandberg with Nell Scovell. (Knopf)

24

FINDING ME, by Michelle Knight with Michelle Burford. (Weinstein
Books)

25

PROOF OF HEAVEN, by Eben Alexander. (Simon & Schuster)

25

by Katharine Hepburn. (Ballantine) A memoir by the actress,
3		ME,
first published in 1991.

1

4

6

5

5

5

UNBROKEN, by Laura Hillenbrand. (Random House) An Olympic
runner’s story of survival as a prisoner of the Japanese in World
War II.

158

6

10

HEAVEN IS FOR REAL, by Todd Burpo with Lynn Vincent.
(Thomas Nelson) A 3-year-old’s encounter with Jesus during an
appendectomy; the basis of the movie.

121

THE BOYS IN THE BOAT, by Daniel James Brown. (Viking) The
University of Washington’s eight-oar crew and their quest for gold
at the 1936 Berlin Olympics.

7

2

8

8

LONE SURVIVOR, by Marcus Luttrell and Patrick Robinson.
(Little, Brown) The only survivor of a Navy SEALs operation in
northern Afghanistan describes the battle and his escape. First
published in 2007; the basis for the movie.

9

11

THINK LIKE A FREAK, by Steven D. Levitt and Stephen J.
Dubner. (Morrow/HarperCollins) How to solve problems creatively,
from the authors of “Freakonomics.”

6

10

9

CAPITAL IN THE TWENTY-FIRST CENTURY, by Thomas Piketty.
(Belknap/Harvard University) A French economist’s analysis of
centuries of economic history predicts worsening inequality and
proposes solutions.

9

11

4

I KNOW WHY THE CAGED BIRD SINGS, by Maya Angelou.
(Random House) A memoir of childhood and adolescence by the
poet, who died in May.

4

ONE NATION, by Ben Carson with Candy Carson. (Sentinel)
Carson, a retired pediatric neurosurgeon, now a Fox News
contributor, offers solutions to problems in health and education
based on capitalism, not government.

5

24

LIKE YOU JUST THE WAY I AM, by Jenny Mollen. (St. Martin’s)
12		 IThe
actress and writer’s memoir of acting on impulse, plotting

1

by Malcolm Gladwell. (Little, Brown) Why some people
13		 OUTLIERS,
succeed; from the author of “Blink” and “The Tipping Point.”

35

14

12

hoaxes and ignoring boundaries.

12

FLASH BOYS, by Michael Lewis. (Norton) The world of highfrequency computer-driven trading, from the author of “Liar’s
Poker.”

SUMMER IN SICILY, by Marlena de Blasi. (Ballantine) The
15		 THAT
author and her husband stumbled across a Sicilian castle with a

1

remarkable story.

Rankings reflect sales for the week ending June 21, for books sold in both print and electronic formats as reported by vendors offering a wide range of general interest titles. The sales
venues for print books include independent book retailers; national, regional and local chains; online and multimedia entertainment retailers; university, gift, supermarket and discount
department stores; and newsstands. E-book rankings reflect sales from leading online vendors of e-books in a variety of popular e-reader formats. E-book sales are tracked for fiction and
general nonfiction titles. E-book sales for advice & how-to books, children’s books and graphic books will be tracked at a future date. Titles are included regardless of whether they are
published in both print and electronic formats or just one format. E-books available exclusively from a single vendor will be tracked at a future date. The universe of print book dealers
is well established, and sales of print titles are statistically weighted to represent all outlets nationwide. The universe of e-book publishers and vendors is rapidly emerging, and until the
industry is settled sales of e-books will not be weighted. Among the categories not actively tracked at this time are: perennial sellers, required classroom reading, textbooks, reference
and test preparation guides, journals, workbooks, calorie counters, shopping guides, comics, crossword puzzles and self-published books. The appearance of a ranked title reflects the fact
that sales data from reporting vendors has been provided to The Times and has satisfied commonly accepted industry standards of universal identification (such as ISBN13 and EISBN13
codes). Publishers and vendors of all ranked titles conformed in timely fashion to The New York Times Best Seller Lists requirement to allow for independent corroboration of sales for
that week. Publisher credits for e-books are listed under the corporate publishing name instead of by publisher’s division. Weekly sales of both print books and e-books are reported confidentially to The New York Times. The Best Seller Lists are prepared by the News Surveys and Election Analysis Department of The New York Times. Royalty Share, a firm that provides
accounting services to publishers, is assisting The Times in its corroboration of e-book sales. An asterisk (*) indicates that a book’s sales are barely distinguishable from those of the book
above it. A dagger (†) indicates that some retailers report receiving bulk orders.

