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INTRODUCTION

This is an excerpt from a self-serving celebrity autobiography 

that is different from other self-serving celebrity autobiographies. 

Because this is an excerpt from a choose-your-own autobiog-

raphy, in which YOU AND YOU ALONE will be respon-

sible for living the life of Neil Patrick Harris.

Over the next 29 pages, you will be presented with a series of 

choices. Choose wisely and you will end up happy, successful,
and blessed with two wonderful children. Choose poorly and
you will end up being physically threatened outside a Holly-
wood nightclub by Scott Caan.

If you want to make it through this excerpt in one piece, YOU will 
have to rely entirely on your wits, instincts, and ability to turn to
specifically numbered pages.

Good luck. And remember, the decisions you make won’t just be
affecting you.

From this point forward, Neil Patrick Harris’s life… is in your hands.
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Thanks for purchasing the latest in our three- name- choose- your- 

own- autobiography series!

1. GEORGE BERNARD SHAW

2. BILLY BOB THORNTON

3. SALT ’N’ PEPA

4. MARY ELIZABETH MASTRANTONIO

5. DAVID HYDE PIERCE

6. DAVID AFTER DENTIST

7. CEDRIC THE ENTERTAINER

8. JOHN WILKES BOOTH

9. NEIL PATRICK HARRIS
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You, Neil Patrick Harris, are born in Albuquerque, New Mexico, on 

June 15, 1973, at what you’re pretty sure is St. Joseph’s Hospital, 

although it’s hard to be certain as the whole experience leaves you a 

little blurry.

The first person you encounter is, not surprisingly, your mother, 

Sheila Scott Harris. As the years go by you will come to learn she is a 

truly remarkable woman filled with love, kindness, fragility, selfless-

ness, intelligence, wisdom, and humor. The kind of mom who will talk 

to you like a person and treat you with respect from the age of two. 

The kind of mom who will hold you in her lap for an entire  four- hour 

car ride, lightly scratching your back. The kind of mom who teaches 

you the rules of Twenty Questions and then lets you guess the “right” 

answer even though it  wasn’t what she was thinking, but does it subtly 

enough to keep you from realizing  that’s what she’s doing. The kind 

of mom traditional enough to sing in the Episcopal church choir every 

week but hip enough to improvise a horrific death for a character in 

the bedtime story she’s reading you just to make sure you’re paying 

attention. The kind of mom who sews your Halloween costumes and 

plays the flute and loves to laugh and encourages you to pursue your 

passions and at one point trains to become a Jazzercise instructor and 

at another decides to go back to law school in her thirties and com-

mute four hours each way every weekend for three solid years to make 

sure she spends enough time with you.

Yeah, you luck out,  mom- wise. But at this particular moment she 
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isn’t any of those things so much as a grunting, sweating, shrieking 

woman in pain.

As she reaches over to hold you for the first time, you notice a man 

smiling at you. This is your father, Ronald Gene Harris. As the years 

go by you will come to learn he is strong, stoic, and wise, an amazing 

husband, lawyer, logical thinker, and fixer of problems. The kind of 

dad who sometimes trades his legal services for old furniture, which 

he then spends months refinishing to its pristine, antique glory. The 

kind of dad who helps you craft winning Soap Box Derby cars while 

he builds his dream house in the mountains. The kind of dad who, 

claiming “emergency law work,” begs off a weekend trip to Albuquer-

que to celebrate your seventh birthday, causing you great disappoint-

ment . . . until you get home to realize he’s actually spent the entire 

time building you a tree house, complete with a sandbox, rope ladder, 

secret trapdoor, and zip line. The kind of dad who plays folk songs 

on the guitar, teaches himself the banjo, and shows you how to sing. 

And, perhaps most important, the kind of dad who’s funny. Not “Dad 

funny” (i.e., not funny) but actually funny. He looks like a serious 

conservative thinker, but he is blessed with a dry and untiring sense 

of humor. He owns every Smothers Brothers and Kingston Trio and 

Brothers Four LP and plays them constantly. And he is the master of 

repetition comedy. From the time you are fifteen years old, whenever 

he is handed the phone to talk to you he will  stage- whisper, “No, I 

don’t want to talk to him, I don’t want to . . . oh, HI, Neil! How are 

YOU??” Every time. And you will do the same. Every time. And then the 

two of you will cackle about how funny you are. Every time.

But again, none of these things are immediately apparent to you 

right now, seeing as how you’re crying, covered in viscous afterbirth, 

and zero years old.

. . .

You come in weighing a very average, very sexy seven pounds, seven 



7

ounces. As it happens, that is also the exact weight of an Emmy Award. 

Coincidence? Yes . . . but true fact? No.

After your cord is cut for your convenience, you’re immediately 

whisked away for tests, measurements, and the embedding of the 

electronic neural microchip secretly implanted in all American babies 

born after 1953. Exhausted from your  nine- month ordeal, you ask for 

and receive permission to spend the night in a comfy bed in the hos-

pital’s maternity ward. You request a single instead of a twin, because 

you are not a twin.

The next morning you deem yourself ready to go home.

Upon arriving at your new ex utero digs you meet the third member 

of your immediate family. Your brother, Brian Christopher Harris, is 

three years older than you at the time of your birth and, as it turns out, 

will remain so throughout your life. He is the kind of brother who is 

brilliant and imaginative, a rebel who will spend much of your child-

hood insisting to you and your parents that he is a Russian prince who 

somehow ended up in this family under mysterious circumstances he 

is not at liberty to discuss. The kind of brother who is the family’s 

designated  boundary- tester and who prides himself on being smart 

and wily enough to survive on wit. The kind of brother who will often 

confide in you about his secret trips to the numerous abandoned mine 

shafts dotting the New Mexico landscape whose perpetual status on 

the brink of sudden collapse are a terror for you but an exhilaration 

for  him— “Neil, I’m going into a mine. If I don’t come back,  here’s 

my location. Don’t tell Mom and Dad unless I’m really truly missing. 

Bye.” The kind of brother who is paradoxically both an outsider and 

very popular, who runs for elementary school  student- body president 

with posters reading “SEX!!! . . . Now that I’ve got your attention, vote 

Brian Harris for Student Body President.” The kind of brother who will 

throw parties when your parents are out of town and be kind enough 



8

to include you, and to whom you will owe your first beer, your first 

wine cooler, and your first (and only)  make- out session with two girls 

at the same time.

He will be your hero.

If you would like to go to a party with another hero —and by hero we mean 
“hero” in the sports sense, where a really good athlete is considered a “hero”—

turn to page 21.

If you would prefer to experience a miserable childhood  
that later in life you can claim to have heroically overcome,  

turn to page 9.
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You, Neil Patrick Harris, are born in Albuquerque, New Mexico, on 

June 15, 1973. You’re pretty sure it’s in the backseat of a taxicab, 

but you can’t be certain because maggots have eaten the upholstery.

Your mother, Cruella Bathory Harris, is the kind of mom who 

drinks alcohol and smokes crack a lot because she is an alcoholic 

crack addict. The kind of mom who slaps you for waking up, punches 

you for brushing your teeth, and smacks you with a  brand- new belt 

“to weatherize the leather.” The kind of mom who gives you and your 

siblings nicknames based on the  diseases she hopes you come down 

with later in life. (Your nickname is “Emphysema.” Your youngest 

sister’s is  “Non- Hodgkin’s Lymphoma.”) The kind of mom it takes 

multiple lifetimes to overcome.

As for your father, he is the kind of dad who could have been any 

one of the five starting players for the 1973 University of New Mexico 

basketball team. (They’re called the Lobos, and for good reason.)

But your childhood has one saving grace: Grandmapa. Grandmapa 

is one of your mom’s parents, although due to his/her appearance you 

never figure out which one. But it  doesn’t matter. Grandmapa is there 

to comfort and inspire you. S/he believes in you. S/he also believes in 

goblins and banshees and that the Martians killed Kennedy, but  that’s 

not the point.

One particularly brutal evening, after a day spent hosing out the 

abandoned coal car you call your home, you find yourself alone and 

crying deep in the mine shaft you call your community. It’s  pitch- black. 
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Below, you hear the flapping of bats’ wings. Above, you hear the 

screech of the 8:05 freight train bringing yet another shipment of fresh 

bats. Suddenly you hear Grandmapa’s familiar clopping gait.

“What’s the matter, Neil?”

“Oh, Grandmapa, life is hopeless. I’m unloved, I have webbed feet, 

and I just don’t think I’ll ever amount to anything in this lousy world.”

That’s when Grandmapa slaps you hard across the face and says, 

“Don’t you ever talk that way, young lady!”

“Actually, I’m a  b— ”

“Now you listen here, girl. You are going to rise from this muck 

because you are destined for great things. You are destined for fame 

and fortune. You are destined to be a Broadway star. You are destined 

to have not one, but two  long- term television roles. You are destined 

to host numerous awards shows. You are destined to have a fairly im-

pressive film career, although you will still be looking for that one 

great dramatic role that will put you in the elite echelon of, say, future 

Brad Pitt. You are destined to be president of the Magic Castle. You 

are destined to have a bizarre encounter with celebrity son Scott Caan 

outside an LA nightclub. You are destined to have a long inner journey 

of sexual  self- discovery culminating in a lifetime partnership with the 

man of your dreams. And above all,  Nell— ”

“Neil.”

“— you are destined to tell your heartbreaking, coal- miner’s- 

daughtery, but ultimately triumphant tale of overcoming adversity to 

the world, so that others can draw strength from your superhuman 

resilience and determination!”

And  that’s when the bats get her/him.

If this mood of decadent squalor appeals to you, turn the page.

If you are eager to meet your own children, skip ahead thirty years  
and turn to page 17.
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There comes a moment in every young actor’s life when he is no 

longer a child. And according to the laws of California, that mo-

ment falls exactly on your seventeenth birthday.

With the show on hiatus you spend the first half of the year as 

a senior at La Cueva High in Albuquerque engaging in wholesome 

acts of tepid teenage rebellion. But when shooting starts you return to 

Hollywoodland alone and engage in far less wholesome acts. Legally 

liberated from the need for parents, tutors, or being in any particular 

place at any particular time, you decide to settle into your new life as 

a  demi- star. You rent your own place in Sherman Oaks. You gradually 

get less  self- conscious about using phrases like “I’ve rented my own 

place in Sherman Oaks.” And you shell out five hundred dollars for a 

 high- quality fake ID and begin, in both senses, forging your identity.

You and your then buddies Stephen Dorff, Matt Levin, and Jayson 

Rome dress up, meet up, and go out, your car blasting whatever cur-

rent song is most likely to make you feel cool for blasting it. (Toad 

the Wet Sprocket, anyone?) You make the LA club circuit: Tuesday is 

Skybar night, Thursday the Roxbury, Saturday the Viper Room. Upon 

arrival you navigate your way through the hundreds of people hang-

ing outside. You work your way past the bouncers by using Stephen 

Dorff’s celebrity, discovering along the way that when necessary you 

can be the kind of person who pulls that kind of move. You stay till the 

bars close at 1:30, then go to Canter’s or Damiano’s for pizza, stagger 
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home, and sleep until noon. Then at 5:00 or 6:00 p.m. you go out and 

have dinner and begin the pattern again.

It’s the circle, the circle of nightlife.

Future centuries will remember the early-1990s  child- actor party 

scene as the cultural and intellectual high point of human civilization, 

with the possible exception of the  mid- eighties Brat Pack era. It’s a 

time and place when even  B- list  celebrities— C- list, to be  honest— feel 

empowered to get away with some pretty remarkable behavior. Shan-

nen Doherty, for example. She’s trouble. Like, soap opera trouble. And 

she loves living out that role. Once you watch her get into a fistfight at 

the Roxbury with another young star of the era. (You will never remem-

ber the other  star’s identity; for purposes of completion, let’s say So-

leil  Moon Frye.) On several occasions you witness Shannen get upset 

when another  pseudo- celeb gets too close to “her” section of a bar, 

then react with her standard public ritual of shouting,  glass- throwing, 

and storming out. These incidents then become fodder for gossip col-

umnists and are used as fuel for subsequent  shouting/glass- throwing/

out- storming sessions.

Shannen embodies this era. You, alas, do not. For one thing the 

scene is fueled primarily by alcohol, and you  are— by biochemical 

 nature— a dull and crappy drunk. Yes, alcohol loosens your inhibi-

tions, but your habit of  self- observation is too deeply ingrained for you 

to ever do anything  tabloid- worthy. Screaming in public, taking your 

shirt off, belittling  valets— all fun and rewarding things for celebutante 

drinkers to do, no question about it. But your dreams of partaking in 

such amusing sport are invariably nipped in the bud by imagining 

yourself being the jackass doing them. (You can, however, more than 

hold your own against anyone when it comes to  morning- after puking, 

shivering, and wishing you were dead, so at least there’s that.)

Cocaine and heroin are two other drugs of choice running rampant 

in that scene, and they don’t remotely appeal to you. They’re way too 

 hard- core, too destructive. A few years ago there were those two cheer-
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leader girls back at your high school in Albuquerque who you found 

out were cokeheads. Once you knew that, you  couldn’t stop look-

ing at them and thinking, Cokeheads cokeheads cokeheads cokeheads. 

You’d watch them laugh too loud and roll their eyes and just gener-

ally act  self- impressed and pretentious. Good for them, but there’s no 

doubt in your mind that if you were ever on coke, you’d start acting 

 self- impressed and pretentious, then think, Wow, I’m the  self- impressed, 

pretentious cokehead guy, then start drowning in a vortex of miserable 

 self- awareness.

And there’s another strike against you in the party scene, perhaps 

the biggest of all: you are the world’s first and only Doogiesexual. 

Wherever you go in public you are reminded of this bizarre  meta- reality. 

Almost every girl you meet at clubs thinks of you as Doogie. More 

often than not, they call you that. You do occasionally parlay your 

doppelgänger into some action: the loss of your hetero virginity dates 

to this time, a squalid,  4½- minute  limp- dicked affair at a house party 

in New Mexico that was the direct result of one of the  girl’s friends dar-

ing her to sleep with Doogie. (Given the quality of your performance, 

the dare could not possibly have been worth it.) But for the most part 

your encounters with women are not so much flirtations as bemused 

interrogations of a fictional doctor. Your actual sexual identity at this 

time is a mystery, even to you. Especially to you. It’s not that you’re 

suppressing anything; you  haven’t even evolved to that point. You’re 

not aware of anything. You know that Doogie is playing wingman for 

you, but you have no idea he is also your inner beard.

For all this you still enjoy hanging out with your friends and watch-

ing the night unfold from a distance, laughing at yourself for the way 

you spend night after night breaking the law, wasting hundreds of 

dollars, and exposing yourself to earsplitting levels of music for the 

dubious privilege of having the exact same conversation with the exact 

same forty people from the night before. 

But not everyone is as immune to the lures of the  early- nineties club 
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scene as you.

Scott Caan, for instance.

(Cue dramatic music sting!)

DANGEROUS PRETENSION
THE SCOTT CAAN STORY

sta r r i n g

SCOTT CAAN
 as the son of James Caan

NEIL PATRICK HARRIS 
as that kid from Doogie Howser

and “THE WEST SIDE CRAZIES”

You are dating a very nice girl named Eden Sassoon, the daughter 

of Vidal. She was once Scott  Caan’s girlfriend but they’ve been broken 

up for a year. You and Eden are out at a club, sitting at a booth enjoy-

ing a vodka and cranberry, when someone runs up to you like he’s in 

the cast of Newsies. “Hey, you gotta get out of here, see? Scott  Caan’s 

here, see? If you don’t get outta here there’s gonna be trouble, see?” 

And then he runs off and another guy comes up and says, “Scott’s 

here, and he’s looking for you, ’cause you’re datin’ his girl, see?”*

Not looking to cause trouble, see, you decide to leave. You are 

waiting for the valet to bring your car around when up walks the one 

* You notice how strange it is that people in 1991 are ending sentences with the 
Edward G. Robinson–style “see?” that hasn’t been used since 1938, but chalk it up 
to nostalgia.
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and only Mr. Scott Caan, wearing a hipster porkpie hat with the brim 

up, like the one Ed Norton wore on The Honeymooners. Scott bumps 

his chest against yours. He turns his head sideways. Now his face is 

almost in your ear. And suddenly he begins repeating this mantra: 

“What’s up with the West Side, yo?  What’s up with the West Side, yo? 

 What’s up with the West Side, yo?”

You are terrified and confused. Is this some sort of rap lyric? Chil-

dren’s book verse? Government code for an incursion into Gaza? None 

of the above: it turns out that Scott is in “The West Side Crazies.” 

Is this a real gang? You’re not sure. To you it seems like a  self- styled 

group of hooligans comin’ straight outta Brentwood, a cadre of young 

stars who’ve grown up deprived of dep rivation trying to transform 

themselves into street toughs by forming ““gangs”” so devoid of street 

cred it’s necessary to put the word in two sets of quotes. What kind of 

criminal activity are they engaged in? Script laundering? Agent smug-

gling? Film miscasting? Who knows. They think they have a posse 

when what they really have is a pose.

Anyway, Scott  Caan’s  dope- ass mob is named “The West Side Cra-

zies,” and if you can extrapolate from him, his fellow street- thugs are 

probably also the sons of famous actors. (Jake Busey? Kiefer Suther-

land? Ed Begley Jr. Jr.?) And now, in defense of his honor and that of 

his gang, Scott  Caan— whose father famously beat Carlo Rizzi to within 

an inch of his life in The  Godfather— is repeatedly asking, “What’s up 

with the West Side, yo?” and bumping his chest into yours, like some 

mighty ram bumping his horns against a small nerdy kid’s chest.

Eventually your acerbic mind comes up with a simple, devastating 

response.

“I don’t know, Scott. What is up with the West Side?”

In an alternate universe this is where Scott Caan takes a swing at 

you. In the actual universe, this is where Scott Caan begins acting like 

he desperately wants to take a swing at you if only his friends weren’t 

holding him back. Only it takes them a few seconds to intervene, so he 
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has to improvise looking like he’s being restrained. None too convinc-

ing, you think. Then the whole thing ends as most things do, anticli-

mactically. The two of you are separated, and Scott, safely ensconced by 

fellow Crazies, flails his arms and screams, “You better get out of here, 

kid!” Which you promptly do.

Later in life you will remake the acquaintance of Scott Caan, and 

while you will like him much better you will still be kind of scared of 

him. He never brings up the incident. Perhaps he  doesn’t remember 

it. You don’t feel the need to remind him. But you still hold out hope 

that one day he will offer you a little mea culpa. Like, “I’m sorry I 

acted like I wanted to kick your ass for dating a girl I’d broken up 

with a year prior.” Or, even better, “I’m sorry I was  un- self- aware 

enough to be a charter member of a gang called ‘The West Side Cra-

zies.’ ”If you would like a more heartwarming example of celebrity  

children—i.e., your own—go to the next page.

If you would like a more heart warming example of celebrity children—i.e. your 
own—go on to the next page.

If you would like to be verbally assaulted by Scott Caan, visit him on the set of 
Hawaii Five-0 and tell him you dated one of his exes.
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Your  four- year- old twins, Gideon and Harper, share a number of 

relatively unusual characteristics. For example, they are the best 

kids in the whole wide world, yes they are.

Gideon is a boy. More accurately, he is a boy boy. He likes to 

play with pretend guns, which you’ve been told is normal. He is crazy 

about knights and swords and enjoys pretending he’s galloping on his 

horse. Last Christmas you got him a drum set and he loved it. He also 

likes anything nautical and is especially obsessed with anchors, dating 

from the time when your friend Diana Jenkins let him pull up the an-

chor on her yacht. But his interests evolve rapidly. As you sit  re- editing 

this manuscript, you realize that in the last few months he’s entered 

his construction phase. He loves trucks, diggers, and cement mixers 

and walks around in a hard hat. By the time this book is published it 

is entirely possible he’ll have moved on to online poker.

He is quiet, cerebral, a natural  problem- solver. His vocabulary is 

amazing. At three years old he uses words like “gargantuan” and “bar-

barian.” If you ask him if he wants something, he’ll say, “I’d like that, 

perhaps.” He likes making up stories about, oh, robots caught in a 

ditch but then the ditch has a spacecraft in it so he escapes in the 

spacecraft and flies into the mouth of a giant corn dog. That type of 

thing. (That plot still makes a lot more sense than Purple People Eater.) 

He is a lot like you. If you had to wager, you’d guess he is your biologi-

cal son. But you don’t have to wager, and it  doesn’t matter.

Harper is a girl. More accurately, she is a girl girl. She loves prin-
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cesses. She is tender and kind. Last Christmas you got her a dollhouse 

and she loved it. She loves animals with an  all- encompassing “Awwww, 

look at that ant, it’s so sweet!” kind of love. She likes to put costumes 

and wigs on Watson, your big Labradoodle, and parade him around 

the house. (Watson is cool with it. Fred, your cairn terrier, is less so, 

and is not shy about yapping his disapproval.) She loves to play with 

her stuffed animals. Kitty Kitty is her pink cat. Pinky the Elephant is 

her security blanket. You repeatedly try to explain to her that Pinky 

is in fact a lifeless object incapable of independent thought, much less 

protection, but she refuses to listen. Instead she puts on “Let It Go” 

from Frozen and lets loose on the kitchen counter.

Harper has a big personality. If she  doesn’t get what she wants 

she can scream at the top of her lungs with a ferocity that suggests a 

future career in musical theater. When she is three, you catch her sing-

ing Miley Cyrus’s “Wrecking Ball,” a song nobody should sing until 

they’re at least dead. She is also precocious. Sometimes you and David 

worry that you’re raising a stripper because she has such an affinity for 

taking her clothes off. And what a shameless flirt! She has a boyfriend 

in her preschool class whom she is going to marry. As a  two- year- old 

she climbs up a slide at a park in Harlem, waves to the basketball 

players at the nearby court, and shouts, “Hey boys, look at me!” She 

is sassy, extroverted, and nurturing. If you had to wager, you’d guess 

she is David’s biological daughter. But you don’t have to wager, and it 

 doesn’t matter.

Like many twins they always have each other’s back and miss each 

other terribly when they’re apart. They love to play games together and 

play robot or veterinarian or, when they’re feeling fancy, robot veteri-

narian. One Saturday morning you’re asleep when you hear a ruckus 

downstairs. (Parents are the only people who ever hear ruckuses.) You 

investigate and uncover a saltwater apocalypse: Gideon and Harper 

have opened the top of your fish tank, reached in, and tossed most 
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of the coral out, and are now throwing things  in— paper clips, pencils, 

chicken bones, whatever’s around. They’re not trying to hurt the fish; 

they’re trying to feed them. But when you try telling that to the fish, 

they just don’t want to hear it.

From the beginning they’ve been gourmets. This is largely due to 

the influence of their Daddy. (To the kids, David is “Daddy” and you’re 

“Papa.” You find it a more convenient system of nomenclature than 

“Daddy 1” and “Daddy 2,” or “Sinners A and B.”) David is a formally 

trained chef, and he does not let any junk food pass their lips. As 

soon as they’re able to eat solid food, he goes to the market, buys 

fresh produce, and purees it himself. Every day. Then when they’re 

ready for real food, he makes them real food. Curried carrots. Zucchini 

with herbes de Provence. As  one- year- olds they wolfed down prosciutto, 

truffled cheese, and sushi. They love bold flavors. Harper’s current 

favorite foods include lox and asparagus. Gideon frequently devours 

two sashimi platters at one sitting. Seriously. Two entire sashimi plat-

ters. And he’s  rail- thin. There may very well be a wormhole to another 

dimension somewhere in his digestive tract, because it is otherwise 

physically impossible to explain how so much food can disappear into 

such a little body.

They are not allowed to watch TV during the week. However, so as 

not to totally alienate them from the medium that has been so kind 

to Papa over the years, they are allowed unlimited TV time on the 

weekends, so long as it’s  kid- friendly. They enjoy this indulgence im-

mensely. Harper will sometimes  binge- watch three consecutive Disney 

movies. You don’t see too much harm in this, although occasionally 

you worry it will give her the wrong idea about how much spontaneous 

singing and dancing takes place in castles and aquariums.

They are your children, Gideon and Harper, the ones you 

worked so hard to get, the ones you waited for so long, and  

you love them madly, crazily, bottomlessly. When you’re home you 
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spend as much time with them as you can, and every evening you and 

David read them  good- night stories, then let them repeat them to you 

in their new and much improved way. But the realities of your job(s) 

require you to be away from them far more than you’d like. It’s hard to 

conceive what parenthood was like before modern video technology. 

When you’re gone you FaceTime them at least once a day (at bedtime). 

And you miss them like hell. And you and David tell them that Papa 

is gone doing things to help the family, which is true, but does nothing 

to allay the  missing- like- hell. So you fly home as soon as you can, and 

savor as many moments of the terrible twos and the throttling threes 

as you can, because every moment is awesome.

One day their preschool teacher asks the students what they want 

to be when they grow up. Harper says, “A princess.” Gideon says, “A 

doughnut.”

Awesome.

For another magical moment—this one of a more literal kind  —go to page 28.

Or turn to page 31 . . . if you dare.
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It’s the night before Super Bowl XLVI (spoiler alert: Giants 21, Patri-

ots 17), and you are in the host city of Indianapolis, attending some-

thing officially known as The DirecTV Super Saturday Night Hosted 

by Mark Cuban’s HDNet and Peyton Manning, although in reality it’s 

a Katy Perry concert.

Earlier this afternoon you’d participated in The DirecTV Sixth An-

nual Celebrity Beach Bowl, playing flag football with Joe Manganiello 

and Kate Upton and Artie Lange and other equally random people on 

a gigantic artificial beach built underneath a gigantic heated tent that 

was erected in the outfield of the local  triple- AAA ballpark and then 

filled with 700 tons of sand, a few artificial palm trees, a full concert 

stage, and many other wonders dreamed up by the good people in the 

publicity department of DirecTV.

Now it’s early evening, and Katy Perry has taken the stage with a 

gaggle of gay dancers (and yes, “gaggle” is the proper term for a group 

of gay dancers). You’ve worked with Katy before* and had a great time, 

and now you and David are in the VIP section trying to enjoy her con-

cert. But it’s a little crowded and hard to see, so you leave that area and 

join the rest of the concertgoers nearby so you can really soak up Katy 

in all her  big- bosomed  blue- haired glory when boom!

Someone kicks you in the ass. Like, hard.

* On How I Met Your Mother, episode 127: “Oh Honey.” She played  Zoey’s dumb 
cousin, and did so with the skilled comic chops of someone who in reality is as smart 
as a whip.
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You stumble forward a few steps, then turn around to see the cul-

prit. It’s a twentysomething girl with a beer in her hand. She has a 

sullen, vapid expression on her face, and she’s standing next to her 

equally sullen and vapid twentysomething friend.

You shout, “Did you just kick me?”

She ignores you, even though you’re five feet away and closing in 

rapidly.

“Excuse me,” you repeat, “but did you just, like physically kick me 

in the ass?”

In the half second you wait for her response you silently reflect on 

the irony that while people threaten to “kick someone’s ass” all the 

time, rarely is the act literally done.

“Yeah, whatever,” she goes. (She is the kind of person who “goes” 

things rather than “says” them.)

“No, not whatever,” you say. “You don’t just kick somebody. Don’t 

ever kick me! What the fuck is wrong with you?”

And she goes, “I don’t care, you’re a faggot so it  doesn’t matter 

what you say.”

Wow. Just, wow.

David’s fists start clenching. He gets up in the  girl’s face. “What’d 

you call him? What’d you call him?” You hold him back. It’s such an 

intense experience, not only because in and of itself it’s crazy, but 

because it makes you understand how lucky you are as a gay man to 

be living in Hollywood. You’re exposed to all kinds of tabloid gossip 

and internet slander living in LA, but in general you no longer have 

to worry about total strangers kicking you in the ass and calling you 

a faggot. This is extreme homophobia, and it justifies an equally 

extreme response. Someone’s calling you a faggot? Well, you know 

exactly what you have to do:

Calmly notify the proper authorities.

You walk to the nearest security guys and say, “Hey, that girl over 

there just physically accosted me and called me a faggot. Can you get 
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her kicked out of here?” They are happy to oblige. So you point her 

out and stand behind her as the men approach. She ignores them, 

then tries to disappear into the crowd, then screams “Get your hands 

off me!” as they physically escort her out. Oh, and best of all, best of 

all, you find out later they ended up putting her in jail for the night for 

resisting arrest outside the venue.

Let that be a lesson, homophobes, you think proudly. You wanna try to 

bully me? Prepare to get calmly notified the shit out of.

The DirecTV people get wind of the situation. They feel so bad they 

take you to  Katy’s private VIP section, just offstage. You enjoy the rest 

of the concert and hang out backstage with Katy and her gaggle. Look, 

there’s Peyton Manning! He walks up to you and says, “Hey, I’m hav-

ing a party at my apartment. You wanna stop by?”

Sure, you’ll stop by. It’s Peyton F’ing Manning. (The “F” is for 

football.)

As a courtesy you tell Katy where you’re going, and politely in-

vite her to come with you, figuring (a) Peyton  wouldn’t mind, and (b) 

no way will Katy Perry want to come. But she says, “Sure, let’s go.” 

And you and David get in the car, wondering, “Is Katy Perry really, 

legitimately, going to meet us at a party at Peyton Manning’s house? 

Because it seems like the amount of pure randomness that would open 

a hole in the  space- time continuum right in the middle of Peyton Man-

ning’s apartment.”

But you get there, and soon enough Katy shows up, only it’s not 

just Katy: it’s her entire gaggle of gays. And now the party consists 

of Peyton and his wife, the small remaining group of (presumably) 

straight local businessmen and their wives, and you and your (pre-

sumably) gay husband, and Katy Perry and her entourage of ten 

bright, colorful, hilarious, wonderful people, dressed at least to the 

nines if not the tens, joking and laughing and drinking and generally 

acting like you would expect the  ten- gay- man entourage of Katy Perry 

to act at a party at 2:00 a.m. They take over the place. Their energy 
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fills the room. Dance music starts blaring, loud.

But it’s cool, and it’s fun, and Peyton and his wife are awesome, and 

everyone gets along, and you all end up staying till four ’cause you’re 

having such a blast. And then the next day you watch the Super Bowl 

from Bob Kraft’s suite alongside Michael Douglas and Pat Riley.

So all in all it’s a good weekend, except for the one thing.

If you need to calm down with a vacation, go to page 25. 

If you need to calm down with some quiet family time, go to page 17.

In either case, before you go spend a few minutes chatting  
with Michael Douglas. Did you know he produced  

One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest? It’s true.



25

You and David are taking a hiking trip in northwest Ireland. You 

hike to the famous Giant’s Causeway, which you reflect looks like 

something out of Myst before reflecting on how funny it is that to your 

 twenty- first- century imagination, natural landmarks look like video 

games, not the other way around.

David has the intense desire to spend the night in a castle, which, 

of course, is sooooo David. He has an appreciation for certain finer 

things, like good food and good castles, and to be honest you’re not 

averse to them either. But the place he has in mind, Ashford Castle, is 

an hour out of the way, and the rooms start at nearly 200 euros. You 

refuse on principle to devote that much time and effort to wasting that 

much money.

So you head to a nearby castle  that’s a little cheaper. When you get 

there you discover that as castles go, it’s pretty much just a leftover 

turret. A turret trap, if you will.* You check in with a woman who has 

a lazy eye and a monotonous voice who looks like one of Macbeth’s 

witches. You will be the hotel’s only guests. She casually asks if you 

want “to stay in the room where the suicides happened.”

The story, she explains, is that a girl had once occupied the castle, 

a girl in love with a boy on the other side of the lake. She was forbidden 

to see him, and she died of pneumonia, and then her grieving mother 

jumped out the window, and now their two ghosts haunt the hotel. 

* You will.
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It’s exactly the kind of tragedy that seems to happen only in old pic-

turesque buildings that evolve into  out- of- the- way hotels desperately 

looking for guests. You are none too impressed. You are a skeptic. You 

can do magic. You are from Hollywood. You are a  fancy- pants person. 

Yes, you will stay in the  g- damned suicide room.

Now, before going to Ireland you and David had stopped in Amster-

dam, and lo and behold, you still have a  leftover space cake. And you 

are slated to return to the States the next day. Well then, thinks you, 

what better place to eat an old, moldy space cake than at a haunted 

hotel in rural Ireland whose lobby is filled with taxidermied animals 

and the scent of decay.

Soon enough the hash, and whatever else may have coagulated its 

way onto the hash, kick in, and you suddenly become acutely aware 

the two of you are entirely alone at the very top of a giant turret. Even 

on a purely  non- supernatural level, if a fire breaks out you’re dead. But 

there is something in the air, you are sure, something . . . eerie. You 

decide to start just wandering around, Blair Witch–style, in the various 

unlocked and vacant rooms of the turret, because, again, this is a great 

idea for something to do in a haunted hotel in rural Ireland.

So you go around with a camcorder and record a bunch of truly 

freaky things: creepy taxidermied animals primarily, but also closet 

doors opening and shutting by themselves, and the sound of dripping 

water coming from no obvious faucet. Frightened, you scurry back to 

your room and are about to get into bed when you hear, above you, a 

thud and a long scrape. And then a pause, and another thud and long 

scrape. Over and over, like a kid playing ball, or a body landing on the 

stone ground and being dragged to her grave.

Yes, you’re from Hollywood. And you’re a magician. And a skeptic. 

You don’t believe in ghosts, you don’t believe in the afterlife, and you’re 

nothing short of offended by charlatans who claim they can speak to 

your long-lost grandpa as soon as you fork over five hundred dollars. 

But there are no ladders going up the side, no way any human being 
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could have snuck past you, and you would be lying if you said that at 

that moment, huddled in bed, tripping on hash, staring at the ceiling 

of a  thousand- year- old turret and listening to the droning rhythm of 

thuds and scrapes echoing through the room, you weren’t absolutely 

sure there was no  g- g- g- ghost.

Then David says it must be the flagpole waving in the wind, and 

you each take a Valium and a half, and you’re once again sure there’s 

no such thing as  g- g- g- ghosts, and go to bed.

The next morning as you say  good- bye to the proprietress you re-

count your story, almost embarrassed. “We were really freaked out last 

night. We heard a thunk on the roof, like someone was dropping and 

rolling a ball in the attic. But there’s no attic, haha. So it must have 

been the flag on the flagpole.”

And the lady looks at us with her one good eye and says, “There’s 

no flag on the top of the building. It must have been the daughter.”

For another bewildering encounter with the supernatural,  
go to the next page.
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Once again, the real Neil Patrick Harris.

Thank you, thank you. Please. Sit down.

Now that you’ve begun to appreciate my miraculous pow-

ers, I’d like to answer the  oft- asked question “Why would anyone 

want to learn magic?” Simple: because if you can read someone’s 

mind, you can figure out exactly what they’re thinking. You can 

even hack someone’s password. I’ll show you how.

Begin by taking an ordinary deck of cards and removing 

nine of them. Any nine you like. I’ll point out to you that I 

don’t have any idea which nine cards you removed from the 

deck. Put your nine cards in a pile, and look at the bottom 

card, the one facing out. Since I’m not there with you, I can’t 

ask you to pick a card, so we’re going to say  that’s the card you 

just picked.

Of course, as long as it’s on the bottom of the packet, it’s 

easy to find. So I’m going to have you mix the cards, but in 

a specific way. I want you to think of a password, any word 

with just letters, and fewer than nine letters. It can be any 

password you’d like. A friend’s name, a pet’s name, a friend’s 

pet’s name. Don’t say it out loud; otherwise I might hear it. 

Just remember it.
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Now hold the cards face down and spell the password in 

your head, dealing one card on the table for each letter. In other 

words, if your password is “dog,” you’d deal three cards, one at 

a time on top of each other, spelling “d . . . o . . . g.”

When you’re done, you will have some cards left in your hand. 

Drop them on top of the cards on the table and pick up the whole 

packet again.

I want to show you  what’s just happened. Keep the packet in 

order, but turn it face up and spread it like a hand of cards. You’ll 

see that the bottom card is now moved, based on your own per-

sonal password. Don’t change the order. Just put them in a deck 

again and put them back face down.

We’re going to keep mixing them, and this time I don’t want 

you to look at how they’re getting mixed so you don’t know 

where your card ends up. This time, I want you to spell the word 

“my.” Just deal cards on the table, for “m . . . y.” And drop the 

rest of the cards on top, just as you did before.

Now pick up the packet. You’re going to do the same thing, but 

this time with the word “password.” Deal the cards down in a pile, 

spelling with me: “p . . . a . . . s . . . s . . . w . . . o . . . r . . . d.” 

Drop the extra card on top, then pick them all up.

And now one more time, the same thing, but now with the 

word “is.” Deal two cards down. “I . . . s.” Drop the rest of  

the cards on top and pick them all up. You just spelled “My pass- 

word is. . . .”

Of course, those were words I told you to use, but now I want 

you to use your own personal password again. Spell your pass-

word one more time, dealing cards on the table. When you’re 

finished, drop all the rest of the cards on top.

If you were doing that on a computer, making up a password 
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and confirming it, you’d think that your information would be 

safe, and that right now, because you don’t know where your 

card is, it’s lost in the packet.

But using my best intuition, as well as a little special ability 

at hacking your password, I’m going to tell you exactly where 

you card is. Slide the top card off the packet, the first face- 

down card. And turn it over.  That’s exactly the card that you 

selected!

Thank you. I’ll be appearing in this book through Saturday.

If you’re ready for an even more suspenseful trick, turn the page.

If you’re ready for more fun and excitement with passwords, write your  
ATM PIN number on a piece of paper and send it to the real  

Neil Patrick Harris. Allow 3 to 4 days for bankruptcy.
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You hang off the edge of the thousand-foot cliff, waiting for the 

rescue helicopter that may never come.

How did this happen? One minute you were in your room choosing 

the pages you wanted to include in the excerpt of your autobiography. 

You were almost done. All you had to do was come up with a way to 

end it on a suspenseful note. Some organic, unsettled plot point that 

flowed naturally from the narrative.

Then you felt a blow to your head and woke up to find yourself 

hanging from this cliff.

Now, as the strength slowly drains from your arms, you begin to 

reflect on your legacy. If this is the end, what will people remember 

you for? Your acting? Your hosting? Or Neil Patrick Harris: Choose Your 

Own Autobiography, the innovative, hilarious memoir that will be re-

leased to the public on October 14? If people do remember you for that, 

of course, it will largely be due to the efforts of the brilliant, discerning 

people who read the excerpt all the way to the end and were excited 

enough to enthusiastically purvey the book to the world.

But is this really . . . 

 

THE END?!
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