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			THE BIG QUESTION

			

			Should I Do This with My Life?

			A few years ago, I started teaching a couple of acting classes. It’s been fun to be surrounded by so many talented young people, all with a real desire to learn and get better at their craft. Recently, one of my students took me aside and nervously asked if I thought she had the talent to “make it.” The question took me by surprise. Mostly because she’s quite good. I was happy to reassure her that it was certainly possible that she could make it, provided the gods of show business smiled in her direction.

			The conversation flashed me back to when I was a twenty-year-old wannabe actor living in Austin, Texas, and desperately wondering if I had the goods to “make it” in New York. I was terrified of failing, but also feared the possibility of going to my grave wishing I’d at least tried. I had, at the time, a truly horrible job. I think this job doesn’t even exist today. I was a file clerk. Five days a week, I worked in the basement of a large insurance company, where I literally filed files all day long. Lit by fluorescent tubes, “the tomb” (as those of us who worked there called it) was a long, windowless room, lined floor to ceiling with tall racks of insurance files. From 8:00 a.m. to 5:00 p.m., I climbed up and down a rolling ladder, pulling the lists of requested files and then refiling the files I had pulled the day before. It was grim, mind-numbing, soulless work. And it was the perfect job for me.

			The utter boredom allowed me to daydream pretty much nonstop. I knew I wanted to be an artist. I knew I wanted to make something of myself. Yet I also knew I could be totally comfortable staying in Austin. The city was (and still is) a virtual Eden for regional artists. There was always plenty to do and see and hear. Yet part of me desperately wanted to measure myself against the big-timers in New York. Austin could never offer stardom. They didn’t give Oscars, Emmys, or Tonys for Best File Clerk.

			At the time, I was also appearing in a play at one of the local community theatres. It was a British drawing room comedy, one of those old chestnuts you could bring your grandmother to without being worried that someone would say the F word or take off their clothes. One night, I arrived at the theatre completely exhausted after eight hours of nonstop filing. I was cranky and depressed and felt (at age twenty) that my life was already over. Who was I? Just another penniless college dropout with no game plan.

			I pulled on my costume and trudged out to the wings. As I listened to the audience filing in, I started thinking about the glamorous Westgate Dinner Theatre on the opposite side of town. It was an Equity house that booked professional touring shows. I knew that at this very moment, those actors were also standing in the wings waiting for their performance to start; the difference was, they were getting paid! Were they more talented? Were they more driven? Did they have “connections”? I knew that dinner theatre wasn’t exactly the big time, but it looked pretty damn good from where I was standing at the moment.

			As the houselights went down, I tugged at my uncomfortable collar. Who was I kidding? Our little amateur production now seemed shabby and embarrassing. My back hurt from climbing a ladder all day. I had paper cuts on nine of my fingers. All I wanted was to get this over with and go home. Hearing my cue, I sighed and marched dutifully out on stage. And that’s when it happened.

			The play was being staged in the round with audience on all four sides. Unlike a normal proscenium stage—where the lights are in your eyes—when you walked out onto this stage, you were keenly aware of the audience. I don’t know why, but on this particular night, I noticed them in a way I hadn’t before. As I hit the edge of the playing area, the whole audience turned their faces toward me—and smiled! This group of total strangers seemed oddly happy to see me, and I hadn’t even done anything yet! The very fact that I was even willing to put on this funny costume and at least try to entertain them had won me a totally unearned place in their hearts. It was like a tsunami of goodwill had just washed over me. All of a sudden, I wasn’t tired anymore. A bolt of energy shot through my body, and I dove into delivering the best comic performance I could muster.

			The rest of the evening seemed magical. The cast landed every joke, every sight gag. The applause went on longer than usual, and we managed to steal an extra bow in our goofy period costumes. A few people even waited in the lobby to shake our hands. That night, as I steered my dented Buick out of the parking lot, I knew that if there was even a ghost of a chance I might be able to do this for a living, I had to pursue it. I was going to New York to be an actor.

			Seven months later (on a song and a prayer), I did.

			Of course, my hope was that my talent and charm would be recognized quickly and rewarded in short order with major stardom. That’s not exactly how it worked out. In fact, I’m still waiting for that to happen. The transition from amateur to professional was neither as easy nor as hard as I’d expected. It began with a healthy dose of humility, followed by a few years of extreme poverty, interlaced with quite a bit of incredibly hard work. I’m not sure exactly how I fueled my ambition during that stretch, but I do know that I steadfastly harbored an unshakable faith that this dream I was chasing was the most wonderful destiny a young man could ever wish for. I guess it worked. I’m still here.

			If you are contemplating taking the plunge, don’t expect your family and friends to cheer when you announce that you’re dropping out of college or giving up a perfectly good career in accounting to chase after some impossible dream. Given the odds, your loved ones would be remiss if they didn’t ask, “Why attempt this?”

			The answer is surprisingly simple: When it works, it’s heaven.

			When the pieces come together, and you experience that rush of artist, material, and audience all meeting in some sort of harmonic convergence, the feeling is indescribable. It’s like having an orgasm, while eating a hot fudge sundae, while lying on a huge pile of cash that you just won in the lottery, that just happens to be heaped on the grave of that kid who beat you up in elementary school. It’s heaven. Heaven on earth.

			The word “amateur” comes to us from the Latin amator, meaning “lover,” from amare, which means “to love.” To love, when you are young and relatively innocent, is, of course, quite easy. You are filled with nothing but great expectations and very little real experience to temper those dreams. Grown-up love (the kind that lasts, anyway) involves loving not just the dream, but also the reality. I try to instill in my students that most careers are a wonderful mashup of the good, the bad, and the ugly. Glorious victories. Crappy disappointments. Rapturous praise. Rotten tomatoes. Enduring friendships. Freaks and fiends. Lavish attention followed by stretches of complete and utter invisibility. So how does a sane person justify this? They don’t. Sane people don’t enter this business. They wouldn’t be happy here. They don’t understand.

			To be an artist, you have to be a dreamer. But when I say dreamer, I don’t mean couch potato. Show business is a competitive sport that attracts some very skilled and intimidating players. It takes a certain kind of person to willingly suit up in your best gear and take to the field, knowing full well that you are going to get clobbered a few times before you ever get anywhere near the goal line. If that doesn’t scare you too much, this might be the job for you—which brings us back to our original question.

			Should you do this with your life? You tell me. Chances are if you have purchased this book, the affair has already begun. And who am I to stand in the way of love?

			Congratulations. Welcome to show business.

			Seven things you might want to consider before launching:

			1. If you can be happy doing anything else with your life, do it. I’m not saying show business isn’t fun, rewarding, and sometimes very profitable, but it is a huge gamble. And you will be gambling with some of the most important years of your life. If you’re not the gambling type, don’t do it. Live in the real world instead. It’s actually a terrific place once you get used to it.

			2. Show business is conducted in major cities. That means you’ll have to move to one of them. If you’re looking to play in the big leagues, that means New York or L.A. Both cities are expensive. There are some other smaller but equally viable markets, so look before you leap. Moving to a new place is expensive, so bring as much money as you can scrape together. I’m not kidding.

			3. If you are young and want to be a creative artist, don’t go to “regular” college to study your craft. If you want to go to college, that’s great! But unless it’s one of the really hot ones (like Yale, NYU, Juilliard, USC, UCLA), you’ll probably just have to start over once you’re out of school. My suggestion: If you want to go to college far from the major capitals of entertainment, then don’t study acting there. Study something practical that might help you earn a living or that will enrich you as a person. If you want to study your craft, do it in the city where you intend to pursue it. And do it in the best school or studio that city has to offer (which might not be an accredited university). If you really want to learn how to swim, get in the deep end of the pool with the other ambitious kids and start splashing.

			4. You’ll need to support yourself. That means you’ll need to go out and find a crappy job. You’ll also need a cheap place to live and at least one reasonably sane roommate. This period of your life can actually be a lot of fun (especially when you are young). You will have some adventures and will probably make some wonderful, hilarious lifelong friends.

			5. A very small percentage of people make money right out of the gate in show business. Most people’s careers don’t come together until they are in their thirties (or later). If you already know that you’ll need a large and steady supply of money in order to be happy, you might want to consider another profession, like bank robbery.

			6. Have fun, but keep focused. You’re here to do something. So do it. Don’t fart around. Time is valuable. Start testing yourself. Find out if you like doing this.

			7. Enjoy yourself! More on that later.
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			THEY SAY THE NEON LIGHTS ARE BRIGHT

			

			Starting in New York

			When I was eighteen, I left my family’s home and flew to Austin, Texas, to start my freshman year as a theatre major at St. Edward’s University. The school’s small theatre department boasted an auditorium modeled after Washington’s prestigious Arena Stage and had a unique program that brought in veteran Broadway actors like Eileen Heckart and George Grizzard to appear in plays with the students—thus giving them a unique chance to learn from the real pros. I knew who Ms. Heckart and Mr. Grizzard were because I had seen their faces many times while poring obsessively over the “Best Plays” yearbooks in my local library. As a young theatre geek, I could not have been more excited!

			Unfortunately, when I arrived in Austin, I discovered that the theatre department had changed direction and now was being led by a guy whose background was primarily in dinner theatre. Consequently, the “guest artists” being brought down to perform were largely people who’d once had a little fame in TV or the movies but were now desperately in search of a paycheck. Any paycheck. Many of them were battle-scarred, embittered old alcoholics with not a lot to say to the students other than “get out of my light” or “always stand behind me.”

			After finishing my freshman year, I decided to leave St. Edward’s. I was tired of dealing with old drunks who didn’t know their lines and occasionally tried to jam their hand down your pants (more later about dealing with bad behavior). Although I didn’t learn much about acting that year, I did learn quite a bit about show business. Mostly, I learned that I didn’t want to end up like any of these actors that I’d come to refer to as “guest losers.” As I mentioned earlier, I hung around Austin for two more years, mostly working pointless jobs and appearing in the local theatre productions with wonderfully funny people. To this day I wonder if I should have stayed there, but I wanted to know more. I wanted to know if I could make it.

			New York seemed like the only answer. Prior to moving there, I’d spent exactly one afternoon in the city and had no idea what I was getting myself into. I attended a regional audition for NYU and was accepted. I had no money to pay for it, but I decided to worry about that later. I scraped together a few bucks and bought myself a bus ticket to New York City. Before leaving Austin, I cleverly managed to sublet an apartment in Manhattan from a guy who was going to school at the University of Texas. I had heard through the grapevine that you were always supposed to ask where the apartment was. I knew neighborhoods and geography mattered, but that was about all I knew. When I asked him the apartment’s location, he smiled slyly and said, “It’s on Broadway.” My heart skipped a beat! Broadway! That’s where I was going anyway! How convenient. I’d be close to work! I forked over $200 in cash, and he promised I’d be met at the bus station by a guy wearing a hat, named DeAngelo, who would hand me the keys.

			After two days on the bus, I arrived at Port Authority at 2:00 a.m. on a Saturday morning. Port Authority was, at the time, dirty and intimidating, and the clientele who frequented the place at that time of night were not super friendly-looking. Greyhound had managed to lose all my luggage, so all I had was the clothes on my back and a backpack containing my journal, a toothbrush, and a couple of worn paperbacks. Wearing my naiveté like a badge of honor, I bravely marched up to every guy in a hat I could find at 2:00 a.m. in Port Authority and asked if his name was DeAngelo, and amazingly, I eventually found him. He turned out to be very nice and quickly assessed that I was a total rube. He handed me the keys and carefully explained to me how to get to my new apartment. Ten minutes later, I boarded my first ever subway.

			At 4:00 a.m., I discovered that the description “on Broadway” turned out to be Broadway at 141st Street in West Harlem, which at that time was a very rugged neighborhood with some serious drug problems. As it turned out, I didn’t need a key, since the previous tenants had taken the door lock with them when they left. The building was a rundown disaster with no heat or hot water. The unit had no phone, so there was no option to call for help. And (as I would later learn) I had arrived on the coldest day of that particular winter. On my first night in New York, I slept sitting up with my back against my unlocked door, afraid that if I lay down, I would freeze to death.

			Fortunately, I had two friends (acquaintances really) who had recently moved to New York from Austin, and they graciously helped me get through the five long weeks I lived in that scary apartment. Finally, I managed to escape to a slightly less dangerous neighborhood known as Alphabet City, a little east of the East Village. Then, on my one-year anniversary of moving to New York, I finally moved into a modest but safe apartment on a decent block in midtown.

			More than once during that first year, I wondered if New York was going to kill me (and I don’t mean that in the figurative sense). To this day, I’m amazed that I survived. New York is a city, with a capital C, and I pretty much had straw sticking out of my hair when I first arrived. Fortunately, I was (and still am) a fast learner and by nature optimistic. Even during my first night in that horrid apartment, I remember thinking, It will never get any worse than this. It will only get better. And it did.

			In those days, New York was pretty much an entirely theatrical community. There was very little TV production, and only a few films were being shot there. As I write this book, that has shifted tremendously, with a great many TV shows currently making their home in Manhattan. Films also have rediscovered the city. To compete with the country’s other “live entertainment capital,” Las Vegas, much of Broadway has embraced a “more is more” commercial aesthetic, which sort of makes sense given that the majority of the audience members are now tourists. But there’s still some art going on there as well.

			For an actor, theatre is one of the most rigorous professions imaginable. To be successful in that market means being able to knock out eight shows a week without collapsing. And the quality of your work must be pretty much top drawer. You must have the mental and physical stamina to make yourself heard and seen and understood in the back row of the balcony, and you must love to work for the ticket-buyers. Audiences are an active and hugely important character in the theatre. You are guiding the audience through the experience, and it must always be fresh. You can’t give Tuesday’s performance on Wednesday. If you are a musical performer, you need to be able to do all of the above and sing and dance incredibly well. And did I mention the part about eight shows a week?

			If you’re a playwright or director, the standards are even higher, for the simple reason that there are even fewer jobs. Although every play or musical might employ a fair number of actors, it will have only one director and one writer (or a team of writers if it’s a musical). The vast majority of theatre productions live or die based on the reviews. As you might have heard, the critics in New York are not known for being terribly kind to shows that fall short of their somewhat high expectations.

			You can make a nice living as a theatre artist if you are fortunate enough to work in large Broadway venues (with 500-plus seats); or you can make a somewhat more modest living in the smaller off-Broadway houses (499 seats or less). New York’s prestigious nonprofit theatre world doesn’t offer large paychecks either, but it does offer the best material. Many careers are made in these venues where brave producers can take much bigger risks and present challenging or more stylized material. It can be a very exciting place to work.

			For those wanting to work in TV and films, there are now production studios open around the city churning out everything from crime drama to three-camera sitcoms. The city also still offers income opportunities to performers via commercials, voice-overs, and industrial films that can offer a decent paycheck and take very little time to shoot.

			New York has a notoriously hectic pace and a wildly diverse population. It is also a city where you can comfortably live with no car—provided you’re okay with walking, stairs, subways, buses, and bikes, or can afford rideshares or cabs. It is densely populated, and New Yorkers coexist shoulder-to-shoulder. It is not a particularly quiet place, although it still has a few peaceful pockets here and there. It also, of course, has some of the finest music, dance, theatre, and art in the world. It’s the home of the Yankees, Wall Street, and astonishing architecture. All forms of performance are in abundance all around, including surprisingly great street performers singing, playing, and dancing for donations in the subway.

			In short, to be an artist in New York is to play with the big kids. Quality is the name of the game. To succeed here means putting yourself up against the best of the best. This city reveres the imagination and triumphs of the creative mind. If you’re an artist who loves to solve complex puzzles or find the newest, most mind-bending expression of a timeless idea; if you love history, culture, justice, art, architecture, and staying up late and arguing with people about religion, philosophy, art, and politics, New York might be the city for you. God knows it’s produced many, many world-class artists and continues to do so. There are other cities that can provide a similarly colorful environment—Chicago and San Francisco come to mind—but none has the electricity of New York.

			Be aware that New York is a tough market and thrives on honesty. If it doesn’t love you, it will let you know in no uncertain terms. That is not to say that if you don’t connect with New York, you suck. It could be that you’re just in the wrong city. Maybe L.A. is more your speed. And we’ll talk about that next.

			If you’re considering New York, scope it out—and consider the cost. New York has become incredibly expensive. It seriously ain’t cheap. If you want to enter this market, you’ll not only need to live here, you’ll also need enough money for classes, headshots, and other expenses you never imagined. Actors in New York are often bartenders, waiters, nannies, tutors, delivery people, office temps, you name it. I have a friend who has always loved playing bridge and has turned teaching the game and playing in tournaments into a viable way to make a living.

			If you are meant to start here, you’ll know it. You’ll find a way to make the money you need. Every newcomer faces the challenge of finding a gig that will pay the bills. There are no real rules to this other than that you need to be clever enough to manage your money gigs so they allow time for your professional obligations (auditions, rehearsals, classes). It can be done. There are many people doing it even as you read this.

			New York is its own universe. It can inspire you and it can wear you down. Not everybody stays here forever. But if you can carve out a place for yourself here (even for a while), it will teach you a great deal about yourself, and you can be proud of that achievement for the rest of your life.

			Five things to keep in mind before moving to New York:

			1. It is a very crowded urban wonderland, and everyone lives very close together.

			2. It costs a lot to live here. There are still a few areas where the housing is considered “affordable,” but even those areas will seem expensive if you’re coming from a smaller place.

			3. New York has a winter. It also has a spring, summer, and fall.

			4. If you want to work in theatre, New York represents the pinnacle. It’s where the standard for stage performers is the highest.

			5. New York is currently enjoying a wave of TV and film production. Desirable roles in both media are now regularly cast here.

			
				I ASKED A FEW OF MY EAST COAST FRIENDS: WHY ARE YOU BASED IN NEW YORK?

				New York keeps the onus on the work. L.A. feels like a one-industry town. New York, because of its diversity, is more interesting.

				—Zachary, TV, film, and stage actor

				New York always has more appealing movies shooting here than in
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			AFTERWORD

			

			Is It All Worth It?

			By early 2009, I’d already had my little taste of fame from Boston Legal. It had been fun at first, but after a couple of years of being tapped on the shoulder by fans at the dry cleaners, at the airport, or in the middle of lunch with a friend, it was getting old. There are only so many times you can enjoy being asked, “What’s James Spader [or William Shatner or Candice Bergen or Julie Bowen] really like?” All you can say is, “They’re great.” The real answer probably should have been, “I have no idea. They’re probably just human beings like the rest of us, but honestly, I don’t really know. We just shot a few scenes together. We didn’t really hang out or anything.”

			Don’t get me wrong. I don’t mean to suggest that I didn’t genuinely like my coworkers (I did!) or wasn’t grateful and flattered that so many people stopped me to say they had appreciated my work. But turning to find an expectant stranger with a burning question about Lincoln Meyer was not as much fun as it had been two years earlier.

			So when I turned around in Ralph’s Supermarket on Sunset Boulevard that morning in 2009 to find an attractive sixtyish woman squinting suspiciously at me, I braced myself.

			“Are you an actor?” she asked, somewhat pointedly.

			“Yes, I am.”

			“I know you from somewhere…”

			This wasn’t the first time I’d encountered this form of “I know you from” confusion, so I tried to be helpful.

			“Have you ever seen Boston Legal?” I offered.

			“No, I’ve never seen that show. What else have you been on?” Her tone suggested that I was trying to trick her or something.

			“Ugly Betty?” I offered.

			“No.”

			“Criminal Minds?”

			“I hate that show.”

			“Castle?”

			“Nope.”

			“iCarly?”

			“Never seen it.”

			“Okay, I’m sorry,” I finally said, fearing that the frozen chicken I was holding was going to defrost before we found the answer. “I’ve been in a lot of stuff.”

			“Were you in A Midsummer Night’s Dream in Buffalo, New York, in 1985?”

			I almost dropped my chicken. “Yes—I was,” I stammered, utterly amazed.

			“And you were the guy who was in the play, the one they performed for the king! And you had to wear a dress because your character was supposed to be playing some kinda princess, right?”

			“Yes, that’s right.”

			“And the dress was way too tight, and you couldn’t sit down, but you kept trying to, for like a minute, right?” she said, her excitement rising.

			Her memory was spot-on. The dress bit was something I had suggested to the costumer, who had constructed a gown for me that was basically impossible to sit down in. Every night I worked that gag for a least a minute or longer, carefully wringing out the single longest continuous laugh I’ve ever gotten out of an audience. It was utterly shameless, and also one of the most fun things I’ve ever done in my entire career.

			“I’m amazed you remember that!”

			Her face became strangely serious. “I can’t tell you how many times over the last twenty-five years I have laughed myself to sleep thinking about that moment.”

			I shook her hand and thanked her for her very kind words.

			What I didn’t tell her was that that exchange in the frozen food aisle was the single most profound moment I have to date experienced as an artist.

			A lot of us go through our careers wondering if what we do matters. And to whom? And on what level does it matter? Is it just something we do because it feels good? Do we do it for love? Attention? To amuse ourselves? Are we striving for some sense of immortality? And what is the purpose of all this insanity anyway?

			It’s taken me a while to define what it is I “do” in this business (and why), but here is what I have come up with: I think I am in the mental health field.

			I believe artists are the teachers and mediums of the world. We reflect life back to our audience, so that they can see what it looks like to take a stand, to fight the good fight, to survive a terrible turn of events, to lose gracefully, to surrender control, to hang onto what is worthy, to recognize what ultimately matters, or to laugh fully and deeply at the absurdity of our all-too-brief existence.

			That conversation in the frozen food section of Ralph’s was a great, great reminder of why our work is important.

			If we do our job well, it doesn’t really matter where we do it. It doesn’t matter if we do it on screen with ten million people watching or in a church basement with four people in attendance. If we bring a little truth into the room, if we’re courageous, if we give our whole selves to the task and successfully pull off the tale we are telling, someone in that audience will remember it until the day they die. And that is what makes it worth all the effort. That is what makes it beautiful. That is what makes it art.

			Most days I think I’m pretty good at what I do, but I’m not brilliant. I have been successful by my own personal definition of that word, and I have tried hard to never measure my success by fame or huge sums of money. I’ve measured it in laughter. My own, and the laughter I’ve been able to offer to others: my coworkers, my friends, and, of course, any audience who was willing to watch.

			There have been times in the last six months that I’ve asked myself, Who the hell are you to be writing this book? And the answer has always been, Who am I not to write this book?

			I don’t really think I chose this life. I think it chose me. And I am as happy to feel “chosen” today as I was when I was a very young man on a bus headed for New York City. I am and will always be grateful.

			If this is your path, you will know it. I am very happy to pass you the torch with the sincere hope that you will laugh as much during your career as I have laughed during mine—which is not really a career at all.

			It’s a life.

			And there is no life quite like it.

			Welcome to show business. If you believe in you, then I believe in you. Now go out there and knock ’em dead.

			
				I ASKED MY VERY TALENTED AND SMART FRIENDS: WHAT’S THE BEST PIECE OF ADVICE YOU CAN OFFER TO THE READERS OF THIS BOOK?

				Work hard. Be kind. And never give up. If you give up, it’ll never get better.

				—Victoria, TV writer, series creator, and showrunner

				It’s a numbers game. Go on every audition you can, and treat auditioning as a job. Getting in the door is half the struggle, and every time you audition it just ups your percentage of getting the next job.

				—Imani, indie TV and film actor and producer

				Try not to think negatively on why you would be wrong for a project. Think, What have I to offer? A career as an actor or performer or any creative artist is a journey toward self-knowledge and a continual search for self-definition. What do you have to offer?

				—Laurence, iconic New York theatre performer and playwright

				There’s never one “right” way to do anything.

				—Danielle, film and television producer and network executive

				The head of casting of CBS saw me in a small off-Broadway show and called me in for a meeting. He told me I was very talented, so he wanted to pass on some advice. “Learn to wait creatively. And the people who are truly important in this business never act like it.”

				—Roz, popular theatre, TV, and film actor

				Don’t leave your accounting job if you have one.

				—Mike, actor and writer (and former accountant)

				Know your lines, let the stunt people do the stunts, and don’t be an asshole.

				—Gavin, leading man and series regular on iconic TV show

				While most of us want to be the next Meryl Streep, you can always expand your skill set by studying comedy; if you are only seen as a “serious” actor, then you cut yourself out of half the work in New York or Hollywood. You can take classes at Second City or UCB that can absolutely hone that skill set.

				—Carter, TV actor and series regular on hugely popular show

				It’s difficult. Don’t have expectations. Do it because you love it, not because you want to be famous. If it is your passion, never give up.

				—Charlie, leading man on cult hit TV show

				Never stop studying.

				—Aaron, TV and theatre director

				Save your money!

				—Jessica, TV and indie film producer

				You are more than enough.

				—Sarah, up-and-coming young actor and recent drama school grad

				The trick is that you should not invest time convincing others that you are talented. Let your talent exemplify who you are, and you will attract people who appreciate you and want to work with you. Also, be humble, because you should always be listening and learning shit.

				—Xavier, actor, playwright, and screenwriter

				Be persistent and stay spiritually centered. Do the work for the love of the work. In the end that’s really all there is.

				—Frank, veteran character actor

				Don’t do it if you can be happy doing anything else.

				—Lisa, off-Broadway composer

				Dear readers: Never ever assume that people who are supposedly working on your behalf are actually doing their jobs. Or to put it another way: Paranoia is healthy.

				—Austin, playwright and comedy writer

				Don’t forget to live your life. And you have permission to always say no or change your mind.

				—Santiago, TV actor and voice-over artist

				Listen.

				—Rebecca, independent film director

				Make sure you have another source of income.

				—Helen, veteran TV comedy actor

				There is no shame in starting at the bottom. No one cares about that. Pay attention. Stay focused. Be on time. Be prepared. Work hard! And remember, everyone is replaceable—you, me, even big famous people.

				—Catherine, veteran TV casting director

				Write a lot. Creating gives you power in this town. If you have scripts, people come to you; you have something to offer, and that makes you different than 90 percent of the town, which just has their hand out.

				—Stephen, TV and film writer and producer

				Stop waiting to be asked and stop asking for permission. Whenever I thought I wasn’t getting what I needed (creatively), I went and created it myself. I’m one of those “I dare you to tell me no, or that’s not possible” kind of people, because I’ll just say “Watch me!”

				—Ernie, actor and comedian

				When you think you’ve run out of steam and can’t press on, dig a little deeper and you’ll find you have more to give.

				—Jeremy, character actor
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