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Foreword

One time I remember hearing someone ask my friend George Burne, of he had read a certain book, current at the time.  

George said, “I can’t read a book cuz I’m writing one.”

We all laughed—George could make anything sound funny—but he use absolutely right. Whatever else you may be involved in writing a book take precedence. There is that inexorable due date staring you in the face.

By my sixth book you’d think I would know better, get once again I was thrilled when they asked me to do another one.

I simply love the process. And not just because I can do it sitting on the couch with my shoes off and my dog by my side.

Writing is my favorite thing.

 Betty white

2/14/11
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GROWING OLDER 

Old age isn’t for sissies.”

“I can’t believe I’m getting old.”

“Why do people ever say ‘Happy Birthday’?”

And the list goes on—we’ve heard them all. However, if one is lucky enough to be blessed with good health, growing older shouldn’t be something to complain about. It’s not a surprise, we knew it was coming—make the most of it. So you may not be as fast on your feet, and the image in your mirror may be a little disappointing,  but if you are still functioning and not in pain, gratitude should be the name of the game.

Actually—and don’t laugh—there may even be some upsides to aging. People treat you more gently. They may even think your years of experience make you wiser than you are. And somebody always finds you a place to sit down, whether you want it or not.

Somewhere along the line there is a breaking point, where you go from not discussing how old you are to bragging about it. I have never lied about my age, but these days I seem to work it into the conversation at the drop of a hat. Please stop me before I get to the point of, “Hi, I’m Betty White—I’m eighty-nine years old!” There’s nothing to brag about—I didn’t accomplish that age, it sneaked up on me.

There is even a funny side to aging, if one has a warped sense of humor.

If one has no sense of humor, one is in trouble.
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I joined the American Women’s Voluntary Services when World War II broke out.
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ON REFLECTION 

In show business, the mirror obviously plays a big part in one’s life, but early on—long before I started working—my beloved mother taught me another role the mirror plays. I can still hear her:

“Bets, you can lie to anyone in the world and even get away with it, perhaps, but when you are alone and look into your own eyes in the mirror, you can’t sidestep the truth. Always be sure you can meet those eyes directly. Otherwise, it’s big trouble, my girl.”

It may sound like a cliché, I realize, but oh, it’s so  true. On rare occasions I have tried to prove my mom wrong. I stare back at my reflection and try to rationalize my way out of something, but it never works. Those eyes in the looking glass take on a life of their own.

It still works, Mom. Even after all these years.

[image: 006]

My beloved mom—Tess White. 
BETTY WHITE PRIVATE COLLECTION
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Animal lover that I am, I am often handed animals by pet owners at events and appearances, like this cute little devil.
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 HEALTH 

As the years add up, I am so grateful for the good health I have been blessed with, and I don’t ever take it for granted for a second. I make it a point to never let my weight vary more than five pounds in either direction; I wear glasses to read or to drive; I have a two-story house and a bad memory, so all those trips up and down the stairs take care of my exercise.

I had my eyes done in 1976 and have let nature take its course ever since. As for my hair, I have no idea what color it really is, and I never intend to find out. My mother’s hair never went gray, it just went mousy. So  when mine started going that way, I just started tinting it and haven’t stopped. And I never will!

In terms of my weight, I weigh myself every morning. And if I go up one pound, I take it off the next day. It’s easy to take a pound off, you just skip something. But if it goes to three pounds, it becomes more difficult and one of them usually just stays there. Or five pounds—even worse—sometimes those just stay. I watched it happen with my mother. So I figure it’s easy to just take them off immediately, and it’s not too much of a sacrifice.

I don’t have a sweet tooth, but I do have a cocktail before dinner. I also love french fries and hot dogs. The famous Pink’s hot dog company in California actually named a hot dog after me, and since I eat mine plain with no condiments, it’s the Betty White “Naked” Dog. So if my weight goes up a pound or so, it’s easy to find something to cut out to bring it back down.

My obsessive addiction to crossword puzzles I chalk off as mental gymnastics. I love games and puzzles. On the set of The Lost Valentine, a Hallmark movie, Jennifer Love Hewitt and her boyfriend, Alex Beh, and I played Scrabble during every lunch break. And I always have a book of crosswords or acrostics in my purse wherever I go. Whenever I’ve had a puppy, I’ve put newspaper  down for him, but if I put down a piece of the paper and there’s a crossword in there, I’ll snatch it right up and say, “No, you can’t go on that!”

I subscribe to the Crosswords Club and the Puzzle Club and get a new set of puzzles every month. They were given to me as a gift, and I renew them all the time. I have stacks piling up. I won’t live long enough to do all these puzzles, but it’s a comfort zone for me.

And no, you can’t use a dictionary or an encyclopedia—that’s a cheat.

I’m not a big pill-taker, and almost never have a headache. But I once read an article about Dr. Linus Pauling, who took vitamin C every day to stave off colds. I thought, If it’s good enough for Linus Pauling, it’s good enough for me—why not? I asked my doctor, and my doctor said that’s rubbish, vitamin C has nothing to do with the common cold. But I wasn’t taking any other vitamins, so I started taking vitamin C every morning. I haven’t had a cold in twenty years.

I attribute my generous supply of energy to DNA—my father was so filled with energy, my mom used to call him “Horace the Hummingbird.” She’d say, “Honey, could you light long enough to sit down?”

I’m grateful to have inherited that gene. But in the end, the energy is also very much due to enjoying what  I am so lucky to do for a living. Show business. If all this sounds too “Little Mary Sunshine,” please put up with me while I celebrate it.

Human nature being what it is, I’m ashamed to say that even with all the good stuff, there are still days when the misgivings move in. Maybe when I’m overtired or overloaded—or oversomething. In spite of myself, I find it harder to roll with the punches. I get irritated inside and begin to feel that I’ll never catch up. When this happens, I try desperately to resist indulging those ungrateful moods, and I try to attack any one of the many things that need doing, but it just doesn’t work and I don’t accomplish a damned thing. It might take a little while to shake those doldrums.

It’s been widely reported that I prefer the company of animals to humans. As a matter of fact, Barbara Walters asked me that direct question in an interview at one point. With Barbara, you don’t hedge.

I said, “Yes, that’s true!” Now, here with you I want to be on the level: It is true.

Can you blame me? Animals don’t lie. Animals don’t criticize. If animals have moody days, they handle them better than humans do.

Next time I’m feeling overwhelmed, I think I’m going to start channeling my dog Ponti.
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I moved to Chappaqua, New York, for a spell after marrying Allen Ludden.
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 SENSES 

Sooner or later, some of our senses lose a little of their efficiency. (What do I mean “some”?! What do I mean “a little”?!) Eyesight, for example.

It sneaks up on you.

Reading and needlepoint have been passions for me since I was a child, and as middle age approached, I tried not to notice the fact that my eyes were gradually changing—things weren’t quite as sharp. I’m not sure how long I could have gotten away with ignoring it if it weren’t for my husband, Allen Ludden.

Since we first met, my romantic fella had always had a delicious habit of leaving little love notes for me in unexpected places (I still have them all), so I wasn’t surprised one night when I turned the bed down to find a greeting card under my pillow. It said, “If you can’t see I love you ...” I opened the card to find “... SQUINT!” I laughed hard, but the next day I headed for the eye doctor.

Okay, so you get your glasses and everyone is extremely supportive. “Oh, those are very pretty.” “Those glasses look great on you!” Et cetera, et cetera.

Somehow it’s a different story when your hearing starts to go. People can even seem a little annoyed when you say “What?” too many times. They’ll repeat themselves, but frequently without making it one jot clearer or louder. You find you need to see faces. If someone turns away while still talking, you realize how much lip-reading you’d been doing without realizing it.

I can remember accusing my dad of selective hearing—hearing only what he wanted to hear. Shame on me. That was before I learned how isolated one can feel when she misses a key remark and loses track of the conversation but is loath to admit it.

My father never enjoyed parties and avoided them whenever possible. He always said he couldn’t hear anybody  in a crowd. I always thought it was because he just didn’t like parties. But now I understand. Cocktail-party small talk may not be much worth hearing, but it’s tough when you can’t hear it at all.

Sorry, Daddy, for this late apology—now I understand.
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Daddy—Horace White.
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A scene from Bringing Down the House with Steve Martin.
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 HUMOR 

At the Screen Actors Guild Awards, my agent, Jeff Witjas, and I got there a little early, because I was presenting an award with Alec Baldwin (and, lucky me, this meant I didn’t have to walk the red carpet!). So we arrived and went straight to the greenroom to wait.

We’re sitting on the couch when Tim Conway walks in.

Now, I am such a pigeon for Tim Conway. I look at him and I can get hysterical.

So Tim walks in, and he looks at Jeff and says, “Don’t get up,” and he looks at me without changing his inflection at all and says, “And I know you can’t.”

Jeff and I just broke up laughing (not Tim, he plays it straight).

Some people think they have a tremendous sense of humor. They make a remark and look at you and say, “Did you get it? Did you hear what I just said?” And it just kills the humor altogether.

For me, humor is about rhythm. It’s like an ear for music. It’s hard to explain.

For instance, at the table reads each morning for Hot in Cleveland, you listen to learn the timing. You hear the other characters, and you know where they’re coming from, and it helps you map out the show—it puts you way ahead of the game for rehearsal. It’s listening for that beat, like with music.

You go through the table read, and you just feel, Wait one beat. Or, No, less time, don’t wait that long beat—say it quickly. If you think about it too much, you screw up the timing completely.

I think what helped my comedic timing most were those breakfasts and dinners growing up—I was raised with such funny parents who told marvelous stories. I’d be sitting there as a kid, wanting to add to the conversation,  wanting to jump right in with an idea, but if I blurted something out it might ruin the moment. It taught me a lot about the power of waiting.

Still, sometimes something hits my brain and my mental editor falls asleep and it comes right out and it’s simply less funny than it would have been had I waited a beat.

I remember being on set with Allen and trying to explain it to him once, listening to him deliver lines and thinking, Oh, he should wait a beat.

But he kept doing the scene the same way, kind of rushing through it. I was cringing.

When I finally mustered the courage to mention it to him, he did not take it well. That’s an example of when a wife and husband shouldn’t work together! I kept my mouth shut after that.

Another good example of the importance of your mental editor!
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ENTHUSIASM 

I think everybody needs a passion.

Whether it’s one passion or a hundred, that’s what keeps life interesting.

If you live without passion, you can go through life without leaving any footprints. You might leave behind pleasant memories in the minds of friends and acquaintances, but those dissipate quickly.

You often hear about people who can’t wait to retire. When they’re sixty-five years old—that’s when they’ll start to live. And I think it’s so sad! My father was a  workaholic who just could not stop working. He would talk about all the things he was going to do when he retired at sixty-five, and you knew he was whistling in the dark. And sure enough, he died at sixty-four and a half. He just couldn’t face it.

I’m so fortunate that I not only have a passion for my profession but that that profession allows me to indulge my other passion—for animals—and work for their welfare. If I was in any other profession, people might not listen to me.

I know I’m fortunate, and boy, am I grateful.

I rarely hear the alarm clock. Even when I have to get up early, I’m usually awake before it goes off. I need about four hours’ deep sleep and I’m good to go. I chalk it up to my passions and enthusiasm. I can’t imagine living any other way.
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With Bandit, aka “Bandy”—I later named my production company after him!

GLOBE PHOTOS




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_016_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_041_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_039_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_064_r1.jpg





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

 
	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	    		 
	   		 
	    		 
		
	



 
	 






OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_068_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_058_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_035_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_031_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_012_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_026_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_051_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_049_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_055_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_022_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_045_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_060_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_007_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_msr_ppl_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_003_r1.gif





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_065_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_040_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_017_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_038_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_059_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_034_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_013_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_050_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_030_r1.gif
ot W v





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_054_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_027_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_msr_cvi_r1.jpg
IF YOU
ASK ME

(And of Course You Wan't)

Betty White





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_048_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_023_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_044_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_061_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_006_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_002_r1.jpg
IF YOU
ASK ME

(And of Course You Won't)

Betty White





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_018_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_043_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_037_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_062_r1.jpg
.






OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_066_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_010_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_033_r1.jpg
1s proud ¢,  broclaim






OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_014_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_028_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_053_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_057_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_009_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_047_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_001_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_024_r1.jpg
=l
J D

PPy
daje
Y, bir:

birtl

app

hu(llﬁ

happ!s
],.rm

Bett






OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_005_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_020_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_015_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_042_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_063_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_067_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_019_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_036_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_032_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_msr_cvt_r1.jpg
i vou
ASK ME






OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_011_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_004_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_029_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_052_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_056_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_046_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_008_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_025_r1.jpg





OEBPS/whit_9781101514467_oeb_021_r1.jpg





