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    To risk-takers everywhere who are willing — and all those who’re considering it — to do what it takes to put themselves in luck’s way.


    


    Tama Ryder & Tom Sawyer

  


  
    Preface


    


    I’ve always known that I’ve lived an extremely fortunate, very enjoyable life. Full of creative satisfactions, wonderful, stimulating personal relationships, and yes, rewarded and able to live very comfortably.


    But the process of writing my memoir has yielded a surprising, truly unexpected series of “Holy shit!” revelations. Countless discoveries about events — “happenings” if you will — many of them life-changers which, until I revisited them, I had pretty much figured were the result of routine good luck and hard work.


    As I examined, from a storyteller’s perspective, how this or that turn came to happen, I found myself — over and over — being startled! In no small part by the sheer scope of my luck.


    My discovery of patterns. Realizing and understanding, for the first time in my life, that to a remarkable extent, my incredible good luck did not just happen! That mostly it resulted from combinations of personal moves — many made without much analytic thought, but rather by instinct. The hows and whys that they produced so many opportunities for positive results.


    Along with that, my awareness — finally — that overriding virtually all of it was the effortless, almost unconscious knack I’ve had for putting myself in the path of luck. Of opportunity. Of living my life in ways that increased the possibilities of finding myself in situations where luck was there for the advantage-taking.


    Clearly an essential component, I seem to have had the gift of recognizing luck when I saw it — and then grabbing onto it. Or more accurately, lunging at it.


    With this book, an attempt to share that mindset. That approach to life. The ways that I’ve managed so often to maneuver myself into places where so many good things could happen — places into which you can — and should — put yourself!


    As you’ll see, I often played by my own rules, or bent theirs to my needs.


    I’m still here to tell you about it. To recommend it as your M.O.


    So, herewith, 9 of my secrets for pulling it off. Each is illustrated by an example or two, describing how they worked for me — and — can do the same for you. Not incidentally, all are excerpted from my memoir, The Adventures of the REAL Tom Sawyer, which contains numerous other such anecdotes.


    


    Tom Sawyer

  


  
    1. Convince Yourself You Deserve To Win, Every Time!


    


    You’ve got to believe that — beyond any doubt! Then — Bet on it. Take the shot!


    


    “Look, Tom, we really do appreciate what you’ve done this season — and — well — we’re counting on you to be a team player.”


    Suppressing my rage for the moment, I smiled and managed a barely convincing: “I — I certainly want to be…”


    Peter nodded and, with David, exited my office and closed the door. It required a major effort for me to contain it for that long.


    Team fucking player? I’d saved their goddam series and I’m supposed to take a pay-cut?


    I lunged at my phone and dialed my agent, Barry Perelman. Before he finished his hello, my words — mostly invective — spewed, as I described what had just taken place: I had been visited by Angela Lansbury’s husband/Manager, elegant Brit Peter Shaw and his son/assistant, David. We were coming up on contract renewal time — in this case, the end of Season 8 of the top-ten hit CBS TV series, Murder, She Wrote.


    With the show in dire ratings-trouble several weeks into that year’s run, amid large-scale angst, I had been hired as Showrunner/Head Writer. My assignment: rescue the series. And I did. For the upcoming season of which Barry had requested for me a substantial — and much deserved — pay-bump.


    In effect, they had just delivered their response — to my face. Their argument: belt-tightening. Everyone, Peter assured me, was taking a cut. The rumored reason: Angela would be getting a budget-straining three hundred K raise, per episode. Not unjustified, given her popularity and status.


    But at my expense? No way, thankyouverymuch.


    When I finished my rant, Barry finally spoke: “Tommy, look — I gave it my best shot — but they absolutely won’t budge…I — I’ve gotta say, I think you should take it. I mean — we’re still talking high six-figures…”


    I didn’t need the reminder. He waited for me to speak.


    When I did not, he added: “So…?


    Another count or two before I responded: “I’ll call you.” I rang off and sat back, trying to clear my head, to calm my churning anger to a level that would permit me to think rationally — if not objectively. To try reviewing what had happened — and my options, if any.


    I had begun writing for Murder, She Wrote before it went on the air, in 1984. And I had been busy indeed over its initial seven seasons. In addition to selling and writing series pilots and films, I had written and produced other series. I had been Showrunner for the Jerry Orbach-starring MSW spinoff, The Law & Harry McGraw. That one, regrettably, lasted only one season. But during much of that time I’d been primarily involved with Murder, She Wrote, contributing to its style as, on-and-off the staff, I wrote more than a dozen episodes for the series.


    Essentially, along with a very few other writers, I knew the show.


    Then, before the beginning of Season 8, Angela Lansbury became Executive Producer, replacing series creator Peter S. Fischer, who had decided to exit the show. She also replaced his staff with, among others, her brother, experienced series writer-producer Bruce Lansbury, her husband and his son. Further, out of a certain level of accumulated pique toward Fischer, she no longer wished to use any of the four or five key writers who had created most of the scripts for the preceding 154 episodes. Including me.


    Which, because I continued to have more work than I could handle, was not a problem for me. Moreover, having been an intimate part of the scene, working with the talented but often irritatingly autocratic Fischer, I quite understood where she was coming from.


    The problem for Angela and the series, however, became evident within the first installments of Season 8. The writers she and her family hired, while experienced, respected professionals, had not a clue about how to write for this rather singular show.


    Thus, ignoring the “cozy,” no-action-and-no-violence flavor expected by its audience, these guys were writing car-chases and men running around in jumpsuits and ski-masks, engaged in automatic- weapons shootouts. The result: hundreds of thousands of viewers were turned off. That in turn was discouraging advertisers. Bigtime. Understandably, CBS and Universal Studios, both of which had been very hands-off for the previous years, went into panic-mode.


    Out of their desperation, and the fact that I was the only available writer from the old regime, they asked me to come on board.


    Flattered by their confidence-vote, I happily signed on. Within a few weeks I had turned things around, restoring the show’s traditional qualities — and its audience.


    Sitting there, finishing my mental review, I reached a decision. To do a bit of dice-rolling — instead of angrily blowing them off, which I really wanted to do.


    Before thinking it through again — and possibly reconsidering — I rose from my desk, inhaled deeply, and quickly left my office. I walked the few yards down the corridor of Universal Studios’ Producer’s Building, to Peter Shaw’s suite. Entering, I nodded at his secretary and crossed to his open office door. Inside, I saw that he and David were talking. I knocked. They welcomed me expectantly.


    And — with a pleasant face — I went into my number: “Listen, guys, I’ve been thinking about what you said, and — well, I know you’re being straight, that if you had the money, you’d pay what my agent’s asking…” I paused, punching up my sincerity. “But — you don’t, so…” And in fact, despite being more massively pissed off than I could remember, I meant what I said next: “…I just want you and Angie to know how honored I’ve been to work with her, and I truly wish you — and her — and the show — years and years of continuing success.”


    I shook their hands. Neither Peter nor David spoke. Sneakily, I hoped I understood why.


    I solemnly exited their office, and returned to mine. I closed the door and sat at my desk, reflecting with some surprise, actually, on my calmness, my non-angst.


    Less than three minutes later, my assistant, Janice, spoke on the intercom: “It’s Barry, on line one.”


    I reached for the phone, raised it to my ear. “Yeah…?” My agent’s words instantly burned into my memory: “Tommy, what the fuck did you say to them?”


    “They — ?”


    “Yep. They caved! Everything we asked for.”


    I smiled. Beamed really, as I explained to Barry: the gamble had been — would they be astute enough to face up to the obvious (to me, anyway) reality that they could not do the show without me?


    It was, and remains, one of the most satisfying moments in my life. Especially, the Hollywood part.


    A life filled with satisfactions.


    And yeah, some struggle…


    


    Know what you want to get from a transaction. Focus on that End Frame.


    


    Imagine trying something you wouldn’t normally do — a move you perhaps considered in the past — but didn’t make.


    


    Make a list of goals — of situations where you feel you deserve better. Try to accomplish one of those items every week.


    


    Remind yourself daily that you DESERVE to win. Socially, romantically, professionally. You do not have to feel guilty about wanting more. Rather, it’s simply going for what you’ve earned. Own it.

  


  
    2: It’s A Con! Master The Art!


    


    Much of Life is indeed a Confidence Game — and not in any negative sense!


    


    Rather, that it’s about you helping people to acquire the confidence that you can do what you say you can do. Things that you want them to pay you to do. Or, in some cases, what they then decide you can do.


    Yeah, it’d be lovely if they just got it — if they would — as they certainly should — all by themselves — recognize our gigantic talents, and reward us for them.


    But that almost never happens!


    And — no small part of the Con is understanding that first off, you need to approach it by doing everything you can do to inspire that confidence — to make them comfortable with you. Starting of course with outward appearance — how you dress, how you look, the self-confidence you show in presenting yourself.


    But arguably the Secret, the most essential part, is that you must project an absolute belief in yourself. Exude it.


    Yeah. Even if you don’t have a clue! Even if you feel like you’re faking it. And know — when that happens — that you’re far from alone! Yeah! Damn near everyone feels that at some point.


    Wear that confidence not necessarily with the conviction that you’re infallible. But the belief that, given the chance, you can figure out the answer to — and overcome — whatever challenge is thrown at you.


    And yeah — sometimes, you’ll be rejected. Dismissed.


    


    Get Over It! (together, arguably the 3 most important words in our language)


    


    Without question the most vital early-on knowledge I gained from my first outright rejection was about myself. In New York for less than a week, I was pursuing work in what was then the low-end gateway to the Commercial Art World — comic-books. All of which were headquartered in Manhattan. My initial comic-book art samples had just been handed back to me by an editor whom I’d managed to meet face-to-face: “Kid, your stuff isn’t very good. You really oughta think about goin’ back to Chicago.”


    The lesson: to my surprise, instead of feeling discouraged, my instant, fully automatic, no-processing-required reaction: This guy has gotta be out of his fucking mind!


    


    Knowing, with certainty, that’s true of anyone who rejects you, ever, is the first part of the Secret. But there’s more…


    


    I thanked him and left, slightly dismayed by my imperviousness — but only for a moment or two. By the time I was on the sidewalk, I was smiling. I recognized that I’d just experienced — and benefited in a new way — from that immunity with which I had cloaked myself back in my bedroom five years earlier. Another so-valuable asset my over-the-top father had inadvertently bestowed on me that day.


    Oh, sure — the rejection brought me down. But only the tiniest notch.


    Far more time would pass before I came to fully appreciate how uniquely well-equipped I was to face life and such challenges. As, for instance, when it eventually dawned on me that most other people are extremely sensitive to such put-downs.


    


    Often, though, you can learn from the rejection!


    


    Not incidentally, I’ve never had a problem accepting constructive criticism — especially from qualified individuals. Ergo, I didn’t discount the possible validity of at least some of that comic-book editor’s negative reaction to my artwork.


    Among the other stuff at that meeting: As the editor examined my samples, I glanced around at the numerous comic-books and the several pages of original art in his office. It hit me: that was what was expected. My samples needed to look like comic-book pages. Not the assortment of individual drawings and one or two examples of daily comic strips I’d produced before leaving Chicago. Rather, I would have to come up with artwork that walked-the-walk and, in this case importantly, talked-the-talk. Comic-book pages. With balloons containing dialogue! Samples that looked more like what the editors were buying.
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