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Jerome Miller chats with Broadway's favorite leading man in an exclusive interview with BroadwayChat.com.

Ethan Carter cuts a tall, slim figure in the doorway of the Brooklyn coffee shop where we meet to chat about his career and life. Two weeks from today, he hits the famed Lowenstein's stage. It's been five years since he last charmed us all on that stage—the live album is available on iTunes!—and his avid fan base, including yours truly, is eager to see him there again.

But don't try to get tickets for this one! It's already sold out. Shed no tears, though: according to Carter's publicist, he has shows lined up all up and down the East Coast where you can see the affable, genuine goofball up close and personal. We here at Broadway Chat sincerely hope his next project is a return to the Broadway stage!

Last seen three years ago in What's Next, for which he received a Tony nomination for originating the role of Hammond Smith, Carter has been absent from Broadway for too long. And we're ready to get him back. Carter graduated from Tisch School of the Arts twelve years ago, and his story from novice to star is one of ease. He was immediately scooped into a national tour, was the replacement Prince Charming in Cinderella, and that led to three more shows until he originated Hammond. It's easy to see how. He stands six-one, has a mop of messy sandy blonde hair, the brightest blue eyes, and a tenor that will touch the very core of your soul.

The lines around his eyes are a little more prominent since that first show, and at thirty-four, Carter opens up about his career, his life, and what's in store for him next.

JM: It's so exciting to see you going back to Lowenstein's. I can't wait to see the show!

EC: Thank you! I'm really excited to get back on that stage. I've been doing these big shows in concert halls and House of Blues type places. It's been fun feeling like a rock star, especially since I'm singing showtunes. But I'm excited to get a little more intimate with the audience here.

JM: What made you want to tour? You've had quite a bit of success lately, not just on the stage. Guest spots, film, a network show...

EC: That's true, and I'm really grateful. It's been mildly tumultuous lately. Supersede getting cancelled was a blow for sure. I wish that had gotten another season.

JM: I was sorry to hear it. I really loved that show. Spy dramas are so my thing.

EC: Thank you. But it's been fun these past few years, exploring that side of the business. I've been really lucky to get a lot of work. But performing in front of a live audience is where I'm really at home.

JM: And we loved you in the live TV version of Company. You were an incredible Bobby.

EC: Sondheim is a genius. I mean, I just fully revere him. Getting to be stripped that bare is hard enough on a stage with an audience, but doing it in front of millions on TV? That was such an incredible, unique experience. I will never forget that as long as I live.

JM: It seems like you could really relate to Bobby with where you are now in your life. Is that correct?

EC: Bobby's revelation in "Being Alive", when he finally realizes that being alone is not all it's cracked up to be, that hit me hard. I'm not sure how much acting I was doing in that moment, to be honest. I've been working so much and haven't had a lot of time to think about it. Now that all I'm doing is touring this show, I'm spending more time alone. And I'm starting to realize that...I'm open. "I'm ready now,” as Bobby would say.

JM: Ladies...he's single!

Ethan just smirks at me and I know that's as far as I will get into his love life. He's an intensely private person, only talking about his work. You won't find much of his personal life on social media. Perhaps that's why his fans are so intense. The mystery of who Ethan Carter really is remains just that.

JM: You would certainly have your pick of fans. Your fanbase is something to behold. They are so loyal to you in every way. What do you think about being so universally adored?

EC: (chuckling) I'm really lucky. I have some really great, supportive fans out there, and I just want to continue to work and make them proud.

JM: They also lovingly refer to you as a complete—let me check my notes—dork.

EC: (now laughing out loud) They're not wrong! I'm a Grade-A nerd. When I was a kid, my mom would play classic Broadway cast recordings. I would get bullied because I ran around singing showtunes on the playground. I was lucky that my parents recognized that I had a little talent and steered me toward theatre. And now, I would rather stay in and read a biography of some long dead politician than go out these days. I love fantasy like Game of Thrones and Lord of the Rings. But I think the nerdiest thing about me is bowling. I'm really into bowling.

JM: That is unique, to say the least. And I don't know if nerdy is the word. Dorky dad, maybe?

EC: Definitely dorky dad. My dad and I have bowled together since I was a little kid. It's our bonding time. And I'm really good! My average is around 200. I've liked other sports—I ran track in high school and I played a little baseball, I still like basketball. But from a very young age, I was clearly a performer. I was always encouraged to pursue what interested me and not go with the mainstream. So being called a dork does not bother me. It's a badge I wear with pride.

JM: It also helps that you look like a Disney prince.

EC: I don't know about that. But thank you.

JM: Tell me more about the Lowenstein's show—I know it's going to be a deviation from the rest of your tour. What do you think your audience will make of it?

EC: I'm going to invite them to play a lot. That's the best part about Lowenstein's, everyone is sitting right there at tables in front of me. It's very intimate. There's no more fun than engaging with people on that level. I hope everyone has a great time.

JM: So, what do you think is next for you? In your career and love?

EC: (laughs again) Come on, man. I'm not sure. I am continuing to do these shows. We're looking at Chicago and the West Coast as well. But as far as my next role, be it onstage or on film... I'll keep auditioning. And we'll see what happens.

Ethan Carter is humble, grateful, and one of the hardest workers I know in this business. Whatever he does next, he is sure to shine. Check out ethancarter.com/tour for dates and tickets.
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The lights from the city winked through the curtains of the rented Upper East Side condo, reflecting off the gleaming surfaces of the open living area. A surge of emotion flowed through Evie. She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear; the rest fell in waves cascading down her back. She breathed deeply and closed her eyes, allowing the excitement to overtake her. Daniel appeared behind her in the full-length mirror, adjusting his bow tie.

"Ethan Carter," she breathed, "right in front of us, close enough to touch. I can't believe it!"

"And I can't believe how wonderful it is to see you so excited," Daniel said.

Evie grinned at him, surprising herself at the glee she felt. She bent down to tie her Chuck Taylors, which she wore with a little black dress. Two rings hung from the chain around her neck, and she tucked it neatly into her dress. She ran a hand through her hair and looked at herself in the full-length mirror. She smiled to herself when she saw how her eyes sparkled in anticipation.

"I'll never get you in heels, will I?" Daniel asked from behind her.

"Heels are a construct of the patriarchy and they were worn by men first..." She clapped her hand over her mouth. Damn, there I go again.

"I know, I know, I'm teasing." Her lecture on high heels had been a running joke during their ten-year-long friendship. "You look marvelous, my darling."

"You know what?" she said, "I feel marvelous. And I think you were right. I think Ethan is going to notice." She shimmied her shoulders a little in the mirror.

Daniel chuckled and kissed the top of her head. "I missed this. And as happy as I am to hear you talk about flirting, don't you think he'll be too busy singing to notice anyone in the audience?"

She rolled her eyes. "Are you really trying to take away the first time I feel pretty in forever?"

A smile spread across Daniel's face. "You always look pretty."

"Twenty bucks says he flirts with me," Evie said as their eyes met in the mirror. She lifted her chin stubbornly, feeling a confidence she hadn't felt for over a year.

"Oh, that's a bet I will definitely take," he said. She knew by his teasing tone that he was pleased this silly banter was back.

They shook hands, gathered their things, and walked out the door together.

§

Ethan Carter set down his phone after reading through Jerome Miller's piece again, thinking what he always thought about his interviews, that he came off a little vapid. But he played everything close to the vest on purpose. He supposed he'd rather play a little dumb than have his entire emotional state on the internet for the world to see.

He examined his eyes in the dressing room mirror. The lines around them were a little more prominent, as Jerome had pointed out. But he didn't mind. He felt they represented all the growth and all the lessons he'd learned through his twenties until now, nearly halfway through his thirties.

He kept mentally playing back the part of the interview which Jerome had told him could be off the record. He had even turned off his recorder. And he'd asked about Paige. Since Ethan and Jerome had been friends since the early days, Ethan had been completely comfortable telling him what had happened...

His ex, Paige, was beautiful, energetic, and fun to be around when she wasn't needling him about their relationship. His strictness about his private life rankled her far more than it should. She'd wanted him to go public about their relationship after just a few months.

He didn't have the heart to tell her that the reason he didn't want to put her in the spotlight was because he knew she wasn't the one. That, and her penchant for posting about every inside joke, every dinner out, every little fight. Nothing was too small to passive-aggressively Tweet about.

He tried to keep it under wraps, but rumors still spread. At least they were true. And he was always somehow able to let rumors—be they about his sexuality, his work, or his love life—roll right off his back. He supposed that after a year, off and on, Paige deserved more from him than he was able to give. He should have been more careful with her heart.

The breakup had been two months ago, and he still couldn't shake what he'd said to her the last time they spoke. After a week of ignoring his texts and calls, during which Ethan felt more and more desperate to see her, Paige showed up at his apartment one Thursday night.

She'd finally scored a chorus role in a Broadway show and thus her ego knew no bounds. She told him that he was getting everything he wanted, that they were becoming Broadway's power couple. He had gaped at her, disbelieving a person could be so manipulative and know him so little after a year. Finally, he saw her for what she was, a social climber with a desperate insecurity.

But then she had walked slowly towards him, slipping the straps of her sundress down her shoulders. She'd let the dress pool on the floor, and he recognized she was wearing his favorite set of lingerie. He reached for her as if on autopilot and she had taken the cue. She'd kissed him. Hating himself a little, he'd given in. She was a tiger in bed after all, and sex had always been the best part of their relationship.

Afterwards, she had left his head buzzing as she always did.

She trailed her fingers on his chest. "I'm so excited you changed your mind. I can't wait to walk the red carpet with you. Opening nights, movie premieres, the Tonys..."

That was it, the impetus he needed to completely lose it. A week of not hearing from her, all the manipulation, the total disrespect of his wishes, everything came to a head. He'd leapt out of bed and yanked on his underwear.

"I've made myself very clear!" he yelled. "You're not the one for me, I'm not going public about you, and you're a fucking crazy bitch!"

He wasn't so proud of that last part. He winced a little at the memory and took a deep breath. He had never called a woman a bitch to her face before, and he still hated himself for it.

Paige had screamed at him, crying as she dressed. She called him a self-absorbed, rich kid asshole with nothing of substance to himself, a shallow nobody who loves to show off.

He'd closed—well, slammed—the door on her and breathed a sigh of relief, while trying to remember how she'd gotten so under his skin in the first place. He tried so hard to be a good person, and she knew exactly what to say to hurt him. The names she'd called him stung the most. The next week brought him a storm of angry texts and voicemails. As a result, he'd chalked up the last year of his life with Paige to great sex, a few laughs, and at least some entertaining drama.

Jerome gaped at him after hearing this story. "Yikes, my friend. That isn't what I expected to hear."

"It wasn't my proudest moment," Ethan said.

Jerome just nodded and turned the recorder back on...

Ethan grimaced in the mirror at the memories. He checked the time on his phone. A photo of Henry, his part-Labrador mutt, greeted him on the homescreen. He smiled. Getting a dog to offset the loneliness had been his best idea, possibly ever. Especially since Paige had started texting and Tweeting at him again.

He sighed and stared at his reflection again. I'm ready now. His heart was open, but it was difficult to know who to trust. He was waiting for that spark, what his married friends told him was almost instantaneous.

His mind turned to his fans as he tried to tame his mop of hair. While still a niche celebrity—the paparazzi didn't chase him down and he could usually walk down the street without being recognized—he had admirers all over the globe. Musical theatre fans are notoriously obsessive, and he had also managed to work on films and television shows with cult-like followings. Even the smallest role in an independent film was enough for fans on social media to obsess over him. They were fun for an ego boost, but he couldn't possibly date one of them. Not to mention that with all the traveling and working he'd been doing, he didn't have much time to devote to someone anyway. And yet.

He wasn't afraid to admit he was a bit lonely.

"Three minutes, Mr. Carter," Max, his stage manager and one of his closest friends, said from his dressing room doorway.

Ethan shook his head clear of his reverie. "Thanks, man." He inhaled and exhaled deeply, trilled his lips a few times, and took one more gulp of honeyed tea. His hands were sweating. That was unusual. Nerves didn't always get him, but when they did, this is how it started. Something was in the air tonight.

"Hey," he said, "do a shot with me."

Max smiled wide and tucked his headset around his neck. "Anything for you, boss."

Ethan pulled a flask from his messenger bag and poured two shots into the paper cups usually reserved for mouthwash.

Max raised his cup. "To life. And a good show."

"L'chaim," Ethan said, and they threw back the Buffalo Trace.

A tinny voice came from the headset and Max tipped his head towards it. "Hey, that's a one-minute warning, Mr. Carter."

Ethan chuckled and took another sip of tea. "Thank you, one," he said, "and quit calling me mister." He punched Max's shoulder, pulled on his suit jacket, and followed Max down the hallway and up the stairs.

He could hear the crowd as the plates were being cleared and second or third drinks were ordered. Hopping a little on the balls of his feet while he stretched and breathed, Ethan closed his eyes and said a silent prayer to whomever that tonight would go well.

The band started a little intro music and silence fell. Ethan heard himself being announced. He smiled widely, opened his eyes, and walked onto the stage and into his spotlight. Before him, an enthusiastic crowd was on their feet. He could just make out the beautiful old venue. Though its striped wallpaper was fading, and the floor could stand replacing, it was still the dream of every Broadway performer to stand where he was standing: where legends had once stood. The front of the stage jutted into the surrounding cabaret tables. His band played beneath his introductory hello and some banter with his audience. After a minute or two, he began to sing.

As he sang and saw the smiles on his audience's faces, his nerves began to subside. This was where he belonged. He noticed a tall man and a red-haired woman at one of the front cabaret tables. The redhead had a huge laugh and a bright smile, which he appreciated. He usually chose a suburban mom to play to in venues like this, but this girl was hard to resist. Plus, she would be a perfect player in his next song.

"So, this next song is one of my favorites. It's about a young man with a crush on a beautiful Irish girl," he said into the mic. The band started his intro, and Ethan looked directly at the redhead.

Her eyes sparkled back at him, inviting and warm.

As he sang, he walked off the stage and into the audience. He flirted with a couple of older women as he made his way to the redhead and her date. She played right along, eyes dancing, laughing in all the right places. Ethan took her hand as he sang, noticing the freckles on her shoulders and the bridge of her nose. Though he almost exclusively dated brunettes, he was a sucker for redheads. This woman was no exception.

The song swung to the end. As he backed away up to the stage, he noticed that with her simple black dress, she wore Chucks identical to the ones in his bag backstage. A little thrill ran through him as the song ended and he thanked everyone for playing along.

Emboldened by the shot and the freckles, he said to the redhead, "So was that our first date, basically?"

She threw her head back, laughing with abandon. "Maybe. Do you want it to be?"

"Maybe. What's your name?"

A pause, before she said, "A girl has no name." Her expression remained stoic, but her eyes laughed.

Ethan gaped. Gorgeous, and she banters. "Did you just reference Game of Thrones at me?"

She just laughed, shrugging.

"Should we just get married?"

She faltered for an almost indiscernible second, then smiled, saying, "Are you proposing?"

Okay, she gave as well as she got, and he had to move on. He winked at her.

"We'll see, Arya. This next song..."

As the show continued, Ethan kept catching the redhead's eye. She was a great audience, engaged, laughing out loud in all the right places, clapping enthusiastically. After an encore of "Do I Love You" from Cinderella, Ethan triumphantly headed backstage.

Max was waiting for him. "You love her," he said, grinning ear to ear.

"Shut up."

"I'll do no such thing."

"She was fun to play off of...actually..."

"Uh huh..."

"Have her come back so I can thank her? And apologize for flirting with her in front of her date?" Ethan said casually. Max's grin widened.

"You're transparent, dude. I'm on it." He clapped Ethan on the shoulder and disappeared. Ethan shook his head and went to the green room where a few friends and his band were waiting. Amid congratulations he kept his eye on the door, wondering who the hell the girl was, and why he felt so affected by her.
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Evie smiled at Daniel and held out her hand.

He glared while reaching into his wallet and slapped a twenty-dollar bill into her waiting palm.

"Told ya," she gloated.

"Unbelievable."

"It's the hair."

"And the bedroom eyes, you minx."

"Those helped, too."

Daniel glanced around. "I honestly don't think we should leave out the front door. You might get jumped."

Evie looked around the room at Ethan's fans, some of whom were eyeing her with malice. "Holy shit, the glaring."

"I'm even getting glared at," Daniel said, sounding surprised and delighted.

"The proximity to awesomeness and the hand that Ethan touched could be very dangerous for you." Evie held her hand out regally. Daniel chuckled and kissed it.

"Is there a back way out? Or could we have another drink before we leave?" he said.

"You don't honestly think anyone would come at us, do you?" Evie said.

"No, but I love the idea of all that drama," Daniel said.

Evie rolled her eyes. "Fine, let's see if there's a back way out...or more whiskey." She stood and so did Daniel, after straightening his bow tie.

A young man in black and wearing a headset approached them. "Excuse me, miss?"

Daniel smiled widely at him, as if sizing him up. "Hello," he drawled, "I'm Daniel, how can we help you?"

Evie rolled her eyes again, grinning at Daniel's ability to flirt with literally anyone. "Hi, what's up?"

"Mr. Carter would like to meet you backstage and thank you for playing along tonight. If you'll come with me."

"What? Whoa. That's so sweet, but he really doesn't have to do that..." Evie said.

"No, he really does, come on, come with me," he said, and offered his arm.

She set down her drink. "Listen, it's really kind of him to ask us to come back, and I love that I won the Ethan-will-flirt-with-Evie bet, but truly, he can enjoy his night. He doesn't have to do that."

The young man dropped his professional demeanor so quickly it was almost funny. He seemed startled that a fan would say no to meeting Ethan Carter.

"Girl, listen. Ethan doesn't do this basically ever, and I really want to tell him I had to convince you. He's getting a little too big for his britches, if you ask me. I'm Max, by the way."

Daniel and Evie both laughed and shook his hand.

"Okay, okay, but only for you, Max. It's very nice of him to ask."

Max proffered his arm again, but this time Daniel took it.

"Now, Max, was it? You're the stage manager? Fascinating, tell me literally everything about that," Daniel said as they headed backstage.

Evie watched them go for a moment, amused. She drained the rest of her Buffalo Trace and followed behind them to the stairwell.

§

"Oh really, just for his shows? Do you act, too?" Ethan heard a man say from the hall. He was leaning against the makeup counter in the green room, listening to the idle chatter and sipping water. He heard Max's answer, something about not really loving the spotlight, and grinned to himself. Max and the guy from the front table walked into the room. Max gave Ethan a nod and a huge grin. They took a seat on the small couch as Ethan turned to the door.

The redhead was there, examining her surroundings with a keen eye. With a laugh as big as hers, she was shorter than he expected. When her gaze landed on his, she smiled widely. "You wanted to see me, Mr. Carter?"

That little thrill ran through him again as she walked towards him, totally at ease. "Yeah, thank you so much for coming down. I just wanted to thank you for being such a great sport tonight. Going into the audience is always risky, and you made it worth the while." He opened his arms and she stepped into them without hesitation. To his surprise the hug felt exactly right, as if she belonged in his arms.

"Ha! Well good, I'm glad I could help," she said, and pulled away. "You actually settled a bet, so thanks for the twenty bucks." She slid onto the makeup counter, making herself comfortable.

"Really, what bet was that?" he said, stepping closer.

"That you'd flirt with me."

Ethan gasped and put a hand over his heart, pretending to be affronted. "I did no such thing. I'm an ac-tor!" He flourished his arms dramatically.

Evie laughed. "Well, real or
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