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I’m a perfectionist with my comedy, and
this recording is anything but perfection. As
I now realize, sometimes when you spend
too much time perfecting something, the
root of pure inspiration disappears.
When Ira Glass encouraged me to write
material about my four months of hell for
This American Life, I had no idea that when
I walked on Largo’s stage to workout what
I’d written, that I’d be releasing it to the
masses two months later. The day after this
was taped, Louis CK called to say that he
felt it was really important for people to
hear the show and that he wanted to
release it on his website. At first, I felt there
was no way I could release such a raw set,
but after I gained some distance and
encouragement from friends, I realized that
if I could help a single person on this earth
feel that they can push through
something—whether it’s a rough day at the

office or a deadly diagnosis—then it made
zero sense for me to not release it.
I was never one in need of a wake up call,
but these past four months have jolted me
awake more than I could have ever
imagined, allowing me to see that each and
every horrendous thing in my life has
birthed an incredible experience. I guess
my message is to keep going. Keep going.
Keep going.
I named this album “LIVE” as in “to keep
not dying”—not “live” as in “I saw her live
performance.” This title not only makes
sense to me considering the subject
matter, it simply makes me laugh to think
of having to correct everyone that
pronounces it incorrectly.
If you reference my first CD Good One’s
liner notes, you’ll see that my thank yous
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are too many to have listed, but now it’s
gotten really ridiculous. After my surgery,
my hospital room was packed 24-hours-aday. And don’t think I wasn’t completely
aware of the love and support even while
drugged out of my mind. So let me please
say thank you: family, friends, romantic
interest, the entire comedy world, fans,
manager, assistant, record label, publishing
company, agents, lawyers, the press,
doctors, nurses, complete and utter
strangers, people from my past who parted
from me on bad terms but still reached out
anyway because you and I both know how
stupid it was to be having problems in the
first place because life is seriously way too
short, thank you. Seriously, everyone, thank
you. Thank you for your: time, talks,
hilarious stories, back rubs, head
scratches, texts, emails, photos, doctor
recommendations, food deliveries, cards,
songs, rides to appointments, smoothies,

balloons, blankets, taking my trash out,
kisses on top of my head in my hospital
bed, spending the nights with me, tending
to the gross stuff that cancer did to my
body, literally holding my hand when things
were seriously painful. Thank you for just
generally making me feel not so alone.
Lastly, and most importantly, I dedicate this
record to my outrageous, wild, beautiful,
reckless, hilarious and free-spirited mother
who always told me to tell the world to “go
to hell”—or, at least, anyone who had a
problem with me. You encouraged me to be
exactly who I was and to do exactly what I
wanted to do. Because of you I am and I do.
And regardless of what I may have said, I
know for a fact that you didn’t end up
actually going to hell. I miss you and I love
you.
Tig.
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