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			For Pops.

			That Boy is still trying to do good. Miss you.

		

	
		
			Introduction

			If You Want to Have What Others Won’t, You Have to Do What Others Don’t

			In Defense of “Healthy Arrogance”

			I hate “introductions.” I hate prologues, prefaces, preambles…anything that stands in the way of getting to the actual good stuff. You may be the same way. I can imagine you thinking, “Will, I read your book title. I read the back cover. It was interesting enough, so I bought your stupid book. Now I’m ready to get into it. What are we waiting on?!” Prologues and introductions are like buying a ticket to a movie, sitting down in the theater, and then having to sit through a trailer…for that movie. But the editor said I just had to have one, so here we are. I’ll try to make it as painless as possible.

			“If you want to have what others won’t, you have to do what others don’t” is the motto of the Packer family. My wife and four kids are “The Six-Pack” on our group text. I may be a big Hollywood producer, but when my dad jokes get left on “read” by all five of my nearest and dearest, I make myself feel better by reducing their inheritances and giving their percentages to someone more deserving…Suki. Suki is our Portuguese water dog, and she’s up to like 50 percent of the Packer family estate right now.

			This concept of doing what others don’t in order to reach your goals means assigning a value and priority level to what you want, then being honest about what it will take to get there. Everybody’s always saying “Go for it!” when what they really mean is “Go for it…in a responsible and safe manner that leaves you with a traditional fallback plan in case things go wrong!” When they say “Live your dream!” they really mean “Live your dream…as long as it relates to your college major and comes with a 401(k) and two weeks of vacation.” They mean work really hard at chasing stability.

			But the only way you’re ever going to be mega-successful is by taking risks. Playing it safe is like really cheap toothpaste. It may get the job done, but it leaves an aftertaste and nobody wants to kiss you. Start by dreaming big and dreaming in full rich color. Some of us have never been given permission to do this. You’re told to be conservative and overcautious. Forget that. Give yourself license to dream as vivid, bright, and detailed as possible.

			“No risk, no reward” is not a new concept. But what nobody talks about is how in order to take those risks, you need what I like to call “healthy arrogance.”

			I remember at an international screening for my movie Ride Along, I introduced the stars Kevin Hart and Ice Cube in the signature Will Packer way. I was hyping up that crowd with so much confidence and energy that when I walked offstage, Kevin, the forever joker, said, “Will, these people don’t know who the hell you are! You always go out there and grab the mic, with ‘I’m Will Packer,’ like that’s supposed to mean something. You ain’t shit! But you act like they know who you are. They don’t!”

			“Yeah,” I said with a smirk, “but they should. That’s their fault, not mine.”

			I’ve been underestimated much of my life, for lots of different reasons, some of which are (1) I didn’t come from Hollywood, (2) I’m not a wealthy white dude, and (3) I’m not six foot two. Some people never think twice about looking past me. I’ve always used that to my advantage.

			[Narrator: Just like in a movie, every now and then there is someone to help clarify certain things and keep the lead characters honest. That’s me. I’m your narrator. I won’t be around much, but every now and then Will Packer needs me to keep him honest whether he realizes it or not. For example, I’m not sure how relevant the “height underestimation” concept he’s introducing is; there are plenty of really successful short people. But as you were.]

			Oftentimes, we think having a great idea or possessing talent is the sole determinant of our success. However, I’ve learned that my unique skill set is the ability to take a great idea and sell it to others, then figure out how to bring it into the world, and finally deliver it in the most exciting way possible. I learned early on that this has a name: “producer.” Producing movies and TV is a unique endeavor that combines artistic expertise, business acumen, salesmanship, relationship building, logistics, and, most important, leadership ability.

			I learned this early on, well before producing $100 million–grossing movies, with my first film, which was made for (barely) $20,000, called Chocolate City.

			My former business partner and still close friend Rob Hardy and I did what others don’t by not only making that first movie when we were still juniors in college but also by celebrating the premiere to the hilt. We were so ambitious; we threw an all-out, blowout black-tie affair in the world-famous Florida A&M University Lee Hall student auditorium. And by world-famous I mean that kids on that campus and only on that campus know about it.

			Here’s where the healthy arrogance comes in.

			In order to get into our premiere, everybody who was invited was required to get all dressed up in formalwear. That’s right, we made a bunch of broke college students wear ball gowns and rent tuxedos. The vibe was a mash-up of a twelfth-grade prom and Beyoncé and Jay-Z’s wedding. Okay, we didn’t have seventy thousand orchids flown in from Thailand, but our guest list was almost as exclusive.

			Our invitees were told they could bring only one person. We were very strict about it. Even the star of the movie, Kelsey Scott, didn’t receive tickets for both of her parents. We were like, “Listen, you only get a plus-one. Who do you love more? Mom or Dad?” I still owe Kelsey an apology to this day for that Sophie’s choice, but that’s how brazen we were.

			Plus-ones and penguin suits were not even the tip of the iceberg. I’ll never forget standing onstage to introduce Chocolate City, our first movie ever, to the students. I looked down at the front row, which was empty. That was intentional. Rob and I had the audacity (aka healthy arrogance) to save seats for the biggest VIPs in Hollywood. We invited the chairmen of Sony, Paramount, Disney, Fox, Warner Bros., and Universal. I’d say “chairpeople” but that’s just unnecessary since they were all men at the time. I’d say “white men” but that’s implicit in the whole folks-who-run-Hollywood-studios thing, right? I even invited Oprah. I did not want to invite Oprah.

			“Baby, you got to invite Oprah,” my mom insisted.

			“I don’t know Oprah!” I cried.

			“You don’t know all those other people either!” she shot back.

			“All right, you got a point, Ma.” So, I invited Oprah. I only gave O a plus-one too. Whether she wanted to invite Stedman or Gayle didn’t matter to me. But she’d have to choose.

			People were kind of upset that the front row was open because the auditorium was packed like a sardine can, and it was standing-room only. Too bad. I had to be prepared. What if a fleet of private jets showed up that day in Leon County at the Tallahassee Regional Airport looking for the Chocolate City premiere? Then what? Exactly. I was prepared.

			There’s a moment from that night indelibly etched into my memory—the reaction of the crowd, hooting and hollering every time they saw someone they knew. Repping for a particular dorm when it was shown on-screen or loudly doing sorority/fraternity calls whenever their members came on. It was a big party. These students were having a ball.

			I was sitting next to my dad, who was never easily impressed with anything. To be honest, I don’t think he was that impressed with Chocolate City. It wasn’t a great movie if you didn’t know people in it. If I’m being honest, it probably wasn’t that great even if you did. But hey, it was my first movie. What do you expect? There was one particular scene in which birds were chirping so loudly in the background you couldn’t even hear the dialogue. Amateur filmmaking stuff. Filmmaking lesson number 308: Pay for a sound mixer.

			Having said that, I could tell that my dad was profoundly moved by the enthusiasm of the audience. Were they laughing at the amateurishness of it, especially after someone shouted, “Where are all these damn birds?!” Yes. Yes, they were. But they were also loving this movie. It was a big deal. They saw themselves on-screen, and that meant a lot. That didn’t happen much in 1994.

			Someone had made a film with them and people like them in it. It wasn’t that the movie was such a great piece of art; it was the fact that it existed that felt like a win. Felt like empowerment. Felt like freedom.

			Sometimes doing what others don’t means dreaming bigger than everybody else. It took pure unmitigated gall to save a row for Hollywood executives. I didn’t care if someone else didn’t think that was important. We asked these kids to put on formal suits, tuxes, and gowns to go to the premiere of a little $20,000 movie with the hopes that Hollywood would show up. That’s dreaming in vivid HD 4K—not black and white. We dreamed colossally big. We saw the details, the colors, the specificity. Some unknown faraway sky was the limit—not the ceiling, not the sun, not outer space, but a galaxy far, far away. Others would and did call us crazy.

			The key to being successful is first thinking that you’re just that great and carrying yourself accordingly. It’s a confidence you have to exude so surely that others can’t help but recognize it. That’s healthy arrogance. If you act like your goals are essential, it forces everyone else to as well.

			We embraced the power of naïveté. If I knew then what I know now, I wouldn’t have done it. Read that last sentence again and apply it to some uncertainty you may be facing right now. Even back then I realized there was power in the unknown, so I just went for it. If I knew how hard it was to be a successful movie producer, I might’ve said, “You know what? This industry is crazy. I’m going to try something else.” In your own journey, you don’t have to know everything now.

			I took myself and my dreams seriously. Still do. One of the big things I tell people when they pitch me projects is “If you don’t believe in this wholeheartedly, don’t even try. If I can’t tell that you one thousand percent honestly and fiercely believe that it’s going to work, is going to be amazing, and I’m going to regret it if I don’t produce it—then why would I take a chance on it?” People could tell how passionate we were, so they believed that our movie was special and rented those tuxes. I’m not saying everybody knew I was going to be a successful film producer, but people felt like, “Will is super driven and crazy enough. He’s going to be successful at something.” I had that kind of energy. Still do.

			No dream is too absurd. At the end of the day, what is absurdity? The dream of becoming a filmmaker itself seemed preposterous. I didn’t know one person in Hollywood, not one. Didn’t know a single person who had been successful in the movie business, not one. I’m living proof that your most far-fetched idea or goal is possible with a little healthy arrogance. Do what others don’t.

			Have no shame in your game. To other people your dream might seem ridiculous, but you have to know better. They’re the ones who should be embarrassed for doubting you.

			Nobody’s dream is better or bigger than yours. So act accordingly.

			Of course, none of the so-called VIPs showed up to the world premiere for Chocolate City. Not a single one of ’em RSVP’d, and none of their assistants even called back to acknowledge receipt of their invites. Turns out Oprah Winfrey did not have to choose between Stedman and Gayle because Oprah Winfrey did not come. And while that front row may have been completely empty, every other seat in the auditorium was taken. That’s when I had a record-scratching life epiphany.

			I wasn’t going to be making my movies for the “important” people in the front row who couldn’t be bothered to show up. I was making them for everybody else. You know, the actually important people. The standing-room-only folks who spent their hard-earned money to rent formalwear for a student film. I made it for Kelsey Scott’s lovely parent—just the one parent though, not the other one. Oftentimes we’re living our lives for the people that don’t really matter. That small percentage of people that are the front-row folks, we think we need their validation and affirmation. We should be living our lives and doing our best work for everybody else who will receive it, appreciate it, and cheer it on.

			You don’t have to be an aspiring filmmaker to read this book, but maybe my success as a Hollywood producer brought you here. My area of expertise is storytelling. And as a storyteller, I have had the privilege of crafting narratives that have entertained audiences around the world. This is not exactly a book about making movies. It’s not quite a memoir. It’s a deeply personal account of the lessons I’ve learned on my journey to the level I’ve reached today. Some would say that’s the top. Some wouldn’t. Neither matter, and in this book I’ll tell you why.

			The entertainment industry has a way of throwing unexpected curveballs, and it is in those moments of chaos and confusion that painful instruction can occur, some of the funniest stories are born, and many of the greatest lessons are learned. From on-set mishaps to the quirks and idiosyncrasies of the talented individuals I have collaborated with, I hope these hard-earned lessons will make you laugh and smile while opening your eyes and ears to new ways of thinking and, more important, doing.

			One of the most important things this book will explore is the manner by which a person controls their own life: the concept of self-determination. Too often we’re waiting for someone else to hand us the keys that open the doors to our goals. And we want that person to not just give us the keys but also show us how to use them. You will already be closer to obtaining your personal level of greatness when you understand that you are the key. You are the secret sauce. You are the person you’ve been waiting on to give you the leg up that will make all the difference. Who better than you? By realizing that you already have access to that power, you are closer to unlocking it. Closer to producing a blockbuster life, embarking on an extraordinary career path, or maybe just having the audacity to put on your own blowout affair celebrating who else? You! Just remember one thing, and this much I know to be true…Oprah ain’t coming.

		

	
		
			1

			You Gon’ Die Tonight!

			Expecting the Unexpected Is Essential

			Success is a bottom-line business. You are either producing or you’re not. My job is to produce. But even if you don’t work in the movie industry, if you want to reach the top of your game you will have to make things happen. That means solving all types of problems. Of course, problem-solving is less about finding ways to overcome adversity than it is about dealing with the variables that life constantly throws at you. Knowing what’s coming and being prepared to deal with it is one thing. But it’s the unknown that truly tests your resolve. Fair or not, you’ll be judged by how you handle uncertainty.

			Kevin Hart is my very good friend. In many ways our career trajectories parallel each other. Since connecting, we’ve found a way to work together at almost every stage of our professional lives. Kevin is a lovely, giving human who is loyal to a fault to those closest to him. Kevin is also a diabolical rascal spawn of Satan who almost ended my career just as it was starting to really take off.

			I first worked with him on Think Like a Man, which opened number one at the box office and signaled to Hollywood that Kevin Hart was ready to break out. Ride Along was our next film together and the stakes were high. Where Think Like a Man was an ensemble comedy, Ride Along was a clear two-hander with Kev being the sole comedic driver opposite OG legend and consummate straight man Ice Cube. This was a chance to show that Think Like a Man wasn’t a fluke and that Kevin really was a box-office draw. Also the Ride Along budget was more than twice that of Think Like a Man, so of course that brought added pressure. This movie was a big deal and a huge opportunity. All eyes were on us—both of us—to see if we could deliver at this level.

			We were a couple weeks into shooting and things were going well. Kev and Cube had amazing chemistry, and the early scenes we shot were hilarious. Kev called me to his trailer one day at wrap and casually informed me that he had an upcoming show to do out of town the following Friday night.

			“Well, we shoot next Friday, Kev,” I said simply.

			“I know. That’s why I’m telling you now. I just need to wrap early so I can make the show.”

			I sighed that irritated sigh you give when one of your kids asks, “How much did that vase cost that used to sit on the shelf in the living room?”

			I quickly pulled out the schedule so I could see what it would take to wrap early. That’s when I realized the following Friday was the absolute worst day for Kev to have a show. Not because of what we were shooting Friday but because we had a rare Saturday shoot the next day. And not just any scene but a crucial scene in the movie where his character gets tricked by Ice Cube, which leads to a reveal of Cube’s character’s intentions that the whole plot centered on. Also, as fate would have it, we were shooting at a unique location in a big Atlanta marketplace that was very difficult to secure and was only available on this one particular Saturday. It had been a nightmare to get the location, and we had spent a significant portion of our budget on site fees, production design, and so on to make it happen. We had to shoot that scene. On that day. At that location. Caught up in the throes of production, I had forgotten that scene was the following Saturday, but something told me Kev had not. I looked up from the schedule and stared at him.

			“Dude, you know we shoot next Saturday.”

			“Do we?” Genuine dismay.

			“Bruh, for such a good actor you’re a bad actor.”

			“Okay, maybe I saw that Saturday shoot, but it’s fine. I’ll fly out Friday and come right back after the show.”

			“Dude. You are killing me.” Pure exasperation. “That’s way too risky. This is a big scene. Too many things can go wrong. You gotta reschedule the show.”

			Kevin Hart replied with two words: “I can’t.”

			The tone of his voice was a mix of gravely serious and apologetic. It told me this was non-negotiable for some reason. This was going to be a problem. Now, to be fair, I am pretty good at solving problems. It’s kind of my job. So, when I did the mental calculation I figured that, while less than ideal, he could fly down to wherever his little laugh-laugh gig was happening, sleep on the plane, and be ready for work the following day. I was more annoyed by the fact that Kev didn’t mention this to me sooner. Because I’m his go-to guy who always manages to figure things out, he waited until a week before to spring this on me so I would have no choice but to work it out. He could see the frustration on my face.

			“Look, Pack, you know I don’t ask you for much…”

			Pause. Whenever somebody says they don’t ask for much, they are lying. That’s the hallmark of somebody that asks for shit all the time. Kev is no exception.

			“…but, this is the biggest show of my life. I’m taping my new comedy special next Friday night at Madison Square Garden!”

			[Narrator: So you know the scene in a movie where everything freezes and time stands still? Well, that’s what happened next, except the only thing that stood still was Will. Will froze in that moment.]

			“Did you hear what I said?” Kev asked.

			“You’re filming a comedy special? In New York?! In between two of our shooting days?! On the biggest movie of our careers?! And you’re just now telling me?!” I exploded.

			“You know I don’t ask you for much,” he repeated.

			It took everything I had not to jump on this man and choke him in his own trailer.

			Before we continue, I would like to explain that for the most part I resist using foul language and expletives in this book. However, it would be impossible for you to understand the internal dynamics of my relationship with Mr. Hart if I didn’t make it clear that on that day I dropped enough bleeps and bombs to make Samuel L. Jackson proud.

			“Pack, it’ll be fine. If you can just figure out how to wrap a little early on Friday, then we’ll take a jet and fly to New York that night, then turn right around, and be back on set the next morning.”

			We? Did he just say we?

			He continued, “This is a big night for me. I want you and Tim to be there. I’ve got room on the jet. You can even bring the wives. Plus, that way you’ll be there so you can see to it yourself that everything goes according to plan.”

			This guy is good. He knew by offering to fly director Tim Story and me up with him I would feel more comfortable. He knew I’d take solace in the fact that I would be there to personally ensure he got back on time. And he even threw in that we could bring our wives. I told you, he’s good. So is the devil.

			The fateful Friday arrived, and we wrapped filming early according to plan. Tim and I jumped on the jet with Kev and our wives, Heather and Vicky. Everyone was in a great mood. Excited to see our guy rock MSG on his big night. Kev did not disappoint.

			We landed in New York without event, and the show was fantastic. His performance was spectacular, and everyone was there. All the New York celebs—from Jay-Z to Seinfeld and Dave Chappelle to J.Lo—showed up for Kev. And they loved it. We had great seats in the second row, and it was incredible to watch a master perform at the top of his game in the same venue where Mike put up a double nickel, Ali defeated Frazier, and Jadakiss destroyed the entire Dipset posse with one freestyle. True Kevin Hart fans will realize this was his Let Me Explain stand-up special, and if you look carefully you can see my wife Heather and me baring all our teeth as we fall out laughing in the audience.

			When the show ended, we all went backstage where Kev received a hero’s welcome from all his celebrity friends. The greenroom was packed with well-wishers giving pats on the back and taking selfies and shots with the man of the hour. I didn’t love that he was drinking, but it wasn’t excessive and this was his moment so I didn’t say anything. After a little bit I turned to Tim and said, “All right, we should start getting ready to head out.” He nodded in agreement. We were a large group, so I knew it would take a second to wrangle everyone. As I started going around the room saying “Let’s get ready to roll, guys,” a young lady came up to me and asked, “Are you guys going to the afterparty now?”

			Ummm, excuse me? Another one of Kev’s crew overheard her and said, “Yep, we’re headed over right now!”

			This was not part of the plan. I had done all the permutations for how the night needed to go in order to make it back on time and knew we needed to get off the ground by 3:17 a.m. at the absolute latest, which meant we needed to leave for Teterboro by 2:38 a.m. If we were even five minutes late, not only would we lose our return flight window, we’d be forced to find new pilots. An afterparty put that plan in serious jeopardy.

			I immediately started looking around for Kev. I found him in the corner talking to Jay-Z. I walked right up to them. “Excuse me, Jay. Mr. Z. Sorry to interrupt. Just need Kevin for a quick second. By the way, Blueprint 2 is a criminally underrated album.” I couldn’t tell if Jay-Z was amused or not. [Narrator: Jay-Z was not amused.]

			I pulled Kev to the side.

			“What afterparty?! You didn’t say anything about an afterparty!”

			He gave me the “I could’ve sworn I mentioned that” face.

			“It’s some stupid thing they committed me to. I just gotta show up for a second. It’s contractual.” He said it like it was the most awful thing but he’d just have to tough it out. I didn’t have time to unpack who this “they” was that was not named Kevin Hart or Will Packer and didn’t have millions of dollars on the line if “we” didn’t show up back in Atlanta on time the next morning.

			“All right, then we gotta go to the party now!” I said and immediately turned into the backstage grinch. I started going around and taking drinks and food plates out of people’s hands. “Sorry, time to wrap it up! Gotta go, guys! Last selfie! You don’t have to go home, but…” It was like herding cats, but all the celebs started scrambling to get ready to leave because it was clear that I was an important person of authority and they needed to listen to me.

			[Narrator: That is not true at all. No one cared. Will was largely ignored as he stood in the middle of the greenroom yelling that it was time to go. It wasn’t until Kevin Hart said “Okay, let’s roll, y’all” that people started moving.]

			I figured that even with this afterparty curveball, if we actually went to the venue and just did a walk-through we could still make our window. Of course, my calculations were dependent on one component that all people of African descent must know prior to any party or group outing: Who all gon’ be there?

			Apparently, everyone was going to be there because all the celebrities and stars were packing up to head over with us. Our already unwieldy group was now a gargantuan slow-moving mix of high-profile actors, athletes, and entertainers heading to an NYC nightclub. My stomach started to turn as I checked the time. We had about an hour to get in and get out. As we stepped into the club, the crowd started chanting “KE-VIN! KE-VIN!” We were ushered into a VIP section like a huge swarm of locusts. Kev plopped down, clearly drained but still buzzing from how good the show went. “Don’t get too comfortable!” I yelled over the music.

			“I got you, Pack. Just one drink and we’re out!”

			Here is another keen insight into urban culture: Your basketball team runs the city. If you live in a place where there is a professional basketball team, they own the metropolitan area. They are the reason ladies come to clubs and why each generation of non-athletes purchases increasingly larger car rims. Football teams have bigger fan bases, but football players are interchangeable to most people. They wear helmets, so they aren’t as recognizable. Baseball players make more money, but no one watches baseball except men who grew up with grandfathers who owned transistor radios and people who wear Skechers. Basketball is for the people.

			So, we’re at Kevin’s afterparty exactly fifty-six minutes before mandatory liftoff when I noticed the average height in the VIP section was steadily increasing, and the karat-to-gold ratio among the jewelry wearers was nearly one to one. I silently began hoping that the Knicks had a road game and that we were being approached by bejeweled butchers. Maybe it’s just me, but, in my experience, butchers, chimney sweeps, and stand-up bass players tend to be sneaky tall. The only thing that gave me comfort was the fact that I didn’t really know any of the players in our section. They were the guys who could afford to buy the bar, but they still had to show ID at the door. These weren’t all-stars with no-trade clauses in their contracts. They were nonessential Knicks. Knick-knacks, if you will.

			Only forty-seven minutes left on the clock. Ticktock, Clarice.

			Just then I saw the waitress’s eyes light up like a Spades player with both jokers. Because I make movies for a living, you may assume that I am employing hyperbole, but trust me, I am not. All of a sudden, the music stopped. The lights got about thirteen lumens brighter. The crowd noise died down as if everyone was a child and grown folks were talking, and people stood as if they were expecting the choir to march in. I could see the DJ lean in to the microphone like he was preparing to announce that the president had just signed an executive order mandating reparations. As I bowed my head in reverence or expectation, he screamed, “OH, SH**! Carmelo Anthony is in the building!”

			As the sea of human flight delays parted, Melo marched in surrounded by a parade of waitresses carrying bottles of champagne sizzling with sparklers so bright they looked like acetylene welding torches. Carmelo walked straight up to Kevin as the waitresses began handing out bottles. There were so many that each person in the section got their own individual bottle. I tried to yell over the commotion, “I’m sure we don’t need all these bottles! This feels excessive, guys! We’re about to leave, but thanks anyway, really nice gesture!” The waitresses ignored me.

			Melo congratulated Kev on selling out Madison Square Garden and gave him an embrace that engulfed Kev’s entire body. As Carmelo’s enormous arms released their captive comedian, he screamed, “You gon’ die tonight! Let’s turn up!” As he said that, the DJ dropped a certified club banger and everybody went absolutely bananas.

			In a split second, I envisioned my entire movie and career going down the drain. I ran over to Kev in desperation. This man looked me right in my eyes and said, “Welp, we tried.”

			[Narrator: It was right then that Will knew he had effed up.]

			In that moment, the pure evil genius of Kevin Hart started to sink in. He knew there was almost no possible way he could perform in the biggest arena in show business, host an afterparty, invite all his celeb friends, and still make it to Atlanta the next morning. As the star of the movie, him missing one day would imperil the budget and the production schedule and rearrange the schedule of the entire cast and crew. The studio would be furious, and it would be all his fault.

			Unless, of course, the movie’s producer was with him the entire time. This was Kevin Hart’s plan all along.

			My eyes got as wide as the Hudson River. As I looked at Kev in disbelief, the score from The Usual Suspects started to play and I began having flashbacks. I flashed to Kev casually mentioning his comedy show the first time. I flashed to him saying “we” would fly up to the show together. I flashed to Heather and me laughing it up on camera at Madison Square Garden.

			I looked at my friend Kevin Hart. He was grinning from ear to ear and reaching for a champagne bottle. He looked like the devil, if Lucifer was short and Black. I went into panic mode. Melo had a vice grip on Kev’s shoulder with one hand and was pouring huge shots of high-end tequila with the other.

			I’d met Melo once before on the set of Think Like a Man when he came to visit his then wife, La La Anthony, who was one of the stars. I started trying to get his attention, desperately saying, “No, no, no! We can’t do this! Kevin can’t die tonight! We have to leave! We have forty minutes to get to Teterboro! Remember me? I produced the movie with La La!”

			Carmelo Anthony is six foot seven. I am…well, I’m not. I must have looked crazy as I was literally jumping up and down trying to talk to him in the middle of the nightclub. I imagine he heard every other word. “No! Can’t die! Teterboro! Remember! La La!”

			He turned to Kevin as if to say “Who is this guy?”

			I couldn’t hear what Kevin said, but to Kev’s credit, he must have given me a glowing review because Melo grabbed me with those supersized hands, and all I could think was “I wonder where he buys gloves?”

			“We gon’ die!” he exclaimed giddily as he signaled to a waitress to hand me a bottle.

			I began to realize that I was now part of the “we” in King Melo’s declaration of who would perish tonight. Now I’m trying to barter with the Emperor of Knickerbocker Kingdom for a die-tonight rain check. “How about three weeks from now, after you play the Lakers? I’d be willing to die on that night. I could actually die in the first week in June. We’d have already wrapped the film, and, let’s face it, you’re not getting past the first round of the playoffs, which makes it a perfect time for mutual death. Shall I send a Google Calendar invite? How about it, Melo?”

			I was literally trying to figure out if I could physically carry Kevin out of the club when Carmelo must’ve seen the pure desperation on my face. He turned to Kev and me and said, “I’mma let y’all off this time, but next time you come to New York, it’s going down. Get outta here.”

			Thank you, Jesus.

			I grabbed the bottle of champagne out of Kev’s hands, had his security clear a path toward our fleet of SUVs, and negotiated a police escort to the airport from the cops that were outside of the club. We were spinning corners on two wheels as the police sirens blared. We made the flight with three minutes to spare.

			In whatever life path you choose, there will always be uncharted waters and unforeseen obstacles that arise along your way. The true test lies in your ability to adapt and adjust. I found myself in a no-win situation, and I had to figure out how to get out of it. You may never be in a nightclub with Carmelo Anthony celebrating your mutual destruction on a particular evening. But you may find yourself in a position where you have no idea how you’re going to get out of it despite all your best-laid plans. As the royal poet-philosopher-flutist André the 3000th once wrote, “You can plan a pretty picnic, but you can’t predict the weather.”

			A crisis was averted that night in NYC. Thank God Melo relented, but make no mistake, it was not an option to not get Kevin Hart back to set. If I had to walk him back to Atlanta from New York on my back, I was going to do it. I was going to be late, but I was going to at least show the studio, “Hey, I tried everything possible to get him back.” I was never going to accept defeat.

			If I had to identify my biggest mistake, it was forgetting to expect the unexpected that night. You must expect the unforeseen. Operating at the highest levels means while others are marveling at the thought of what could go right, you’re allotting a portion of your mental capacity to staying homed in on the worst-case scenario. Doing this consistently trains your brain to think in terms of opportunities for success and unforeseen challenges.

			Once we were in the air heading back to Atlanta, Kev looked over at me and said with a huge smile, “What a great night, huh?!” I proceeded to choke him to death right there on the plane.

			[Narrator: No he didn’t. They all slept for a couple hours, landed in Atlanta, showered, and went straight to set the following morning. The scene got done, the movie got completed, and no one ever knew how close they came to disaster. Until now.]
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			Finish the Damn Deal!

			Be Extraordinary from Beginning to Satisfying End

			Football fans know the name Leon Lett. He is a 290-pound former defensive tackle for the Dallas Cowboys. He has quite the résumé. He was elected to the Pro Bowl twice and won three Super Bowls. But that is not what he is known for. During Super Bowl XXVII in 1993, he recovered a fumble and ran sixty-plus yards toward the end zone. The crowd went crazy. This would have been an incredible play for anyone to make, but an almost-300-pound man moving that far and that fast was a sight to behold. That big brother was flying, well, more like lumbering, but still…300 pounds. You could see the moment of pure jubilation on his face as he looked up and saw himself on the jumbotron, realizing he was about to go into the NFL history books for this one play.

			He ended up in the history books, all right. As Leon was gliding into certain big-man glory, a scrappy 185-pound wide receiver for the Buffalo Bills named Don Beebe was not giving up on the play. Don ran as fast as he could, but it was clear Leon had too much of a head start. He wasn’t going to catch him. Lumbering Leon was going to score a touchdown. Around the ten-yard line, their fates intertwined. Leon slowed up to showboat for the crowd. It looked like he was trying to do some kind of weird arm-extended high-step dance into the end zone for the cameras. You can tell he thought he was gonna be dancing alllll night. This move gave Don just the opportunity he needed. Right before Leon crossed into the end zone, Don stripped the ball. The look on Leon’s face, in that moment, is pure comedy. He looks like this is the most absurd thing possible in the entire history of absurd things. His face says, “What in the entire hell is happening right now?” It’s like he was minding his business in the frozen foods section and all of a sudden some random football player comes out of nowhere and steals a lamb shank from his shopping cart. If incredulity had a mascot, it would be Leon Lett’s face in that moment.

			There would be no touchdown. There would be no big-man glory. Only infamy. If Leon had scored, I don’t know if people would still be talking about it today. But I know people definitely still talk about him not scoring. He has become a cautionary verb for any athlete who doesn’t see a play all the way through. “Oh man, that guy almost Leon Letted!” You don’t want to be a Leon Lett.

			To do extraordinary things you have to have an extraordinary process. Not an extraordinary start, not an extraordinary middle, but extraordinary from beginning to end. No one will remember that you started strong if you don’t finish the same way. A big mistake people make is thinking they’ve done

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
				Tom Brady Is the Greatest!

				
				
				
				
				
				
			
		

	OEBPS/9780593582176_nav.xhtml

		
			Contents


			
						Cover


						Title Page


						Copyright


						Contents


						Dedication


						Introduction: If You Want to Have What Others Won’t, You Have to Do What Others Don’t


						Chapter 1: You Gon’ Die Tonight!


						Chapter 2: Finish the Damn Deal!


						Chapter 3: You Ain’t That Great, but You Could Be


						Chapter 4: The Fortuitous No


						Chapter 5: Boy, You Wild


						Chapter 6: Who Better than You?


						Chapter 7: The Enemy Is to the North


						Chapter 8: Take the Thunder Out


						Chapter 9: Triumph and Disaster


						Chapter 10: If It’s on the Floor, It’s the Floor’s Money


						Chapter 11: Go Shawty, It’s Ya Birthday


						Chapter 12: So What if You Miss the Flight?


						Chapter 13: The Only Bad Thing about Being First Is Being First


						Chapter 14: Put a Check with a Check with a Check


						Chapter 15: Riding, Dying, and Selling Oranges


						Chapter 16: In Praise of Praise


						Chapter 17: Go Ahead, Make Another Me


						Chapter 18: The Art of the Sale


						Chapter 19: Baby, You’re Winning at Life


						Chapter 20: Please Stop Helping Me


						Chapter 21: All You Need Is One (White) Guy


						Chapter 22: If All Else Fails, Open a Fruit Stand


						Chapter 23: Really Keep It Real. Really.


						Chapter 24: Stay in Your Lane (Just Make It Wide)


						Chapter 25: Spaceships Don’t Come Equipped with Rearview Mirrors


						Chapter 26: What Did You Think Was Going to Happen?


						Chapter 27: The Best Time to Plant a Tree


						Chapter 28: Good Things Come to Those Who Grind


						Chapter 29: Drive the Benz!


						Epilogue: Leave a Legacy


						Lastly: Put Your Head Down and Strive


						Acknowledgments


						Index


						About the Author


			


		
		
			Landmarks


			
						Cover


						Cover


						Title Page


						Contents


						Start


						Copyright


			


		
		
			Print Page List


			
						iii


						iv


						vii


						viii


						ix


						v


						xi


						xii


						xiii


						xiv


						xv


						xvi


						xvii


						xviii


						3


						4


						5


						6


						7


						8


						9


						10


						11


						12


						13


						15


						16


						17


						18


						19


						20


						21


						22


						23


						25


						26


						27


						28


						29


						30


						31


						32


						33


						34


						35


						36


						37


						38


						39


						40


						41


						43


						44


						45


						46


						47


						48


						49


						50


						51


						52


						53


						54


						55


						57


						58


						59


						60


						61


						62


						63


						64


						65


						66


						67


						68


						69


						70


						71


						72


						73


						74


						75


						77


						78


						79


						80


						81


						82


						83


						84


						85


						86


						87


						88


						89


						90


						91


						92


						93


						94


						95


						96


						97


						98


						99


						100


						101


						102


						103


						104


						105


						106


						107


						108


						109


						110


						111


						112


						113


						114


						115


						116


						117


						119


						120


						121


						122


						123


						124


						125


						126


						127


						128


						129


						130


						131


						132


						133


						134


						135


						136


						137


						139


						140


						141


						142


						143


						144


						145


						146


						147


						148


						149


						151


						152


						153


						154


						155


						156


						157


						158


						159


						160


						161


						162


						163


						164


						165


						166


						167


						168


						169


						170


						171


						172


						173


						174


						175


						177


						178


						179


						180


						181


						182


						183


						184


						185


						186


						187


						188


						189


						190


						191


						193


						194


						195


						196


						197


						198


						199


						200


						201


						202


						203


						205


						206


						207


						209


						210


						211


						212


						213


						214


						215


						216


						217


						218


						219


						220


						221


						222


						223


						224


						225


						227


						228


						229


						230


						231


						233


						234


						235


						237


						238


						239


						240


						241


						242


						243


						244


						245


						246


						247


						248


						249


						250


						251


			


		
	






OEBPS/images/9780593582176_cover.jpg
The Art of
Healthy Arrogance
& Dreaming
Big










OEBPS/images/9780593582176_title_page.jpg
The Art of

Healthy Arrogance
& Dreaming

Big

WILL PACKER

Harmony + New York





