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Dressing for Success Really Socks!





Dec. 6, 2006

Much has been written about the psychology of comedians. Some say we didn’t get enough love as children and now satisfy that emptiness with the laughter of strangers. Some say we are egomaniacs, and love to hear the sound of our own voices. Some have even said we are actors too independent-minded to commit to a part. 

Predictably, we disagree with most of these characterizations because that is the role of the comedian – to be anti-establishment, and to challenge assertions. Be that as it may, we all struggle against the forces of anonymity and seem willing to do just about anything short of snuff films to get noticed by industry representatives who can take our performances to bigger crowds with bigger paychecks and greater notoriety.

A good example of our willingness to shelve our pride for the promise of fame can be seen in Orlando, Fla., Dec. 9-10, 2005. You see, it is there that Talent Rock – a talent agency who represents more teen-aged models than anybody else – will be featuring a “comedy competition” among its events. The Talent Rock website invites anyone “with a knack for making people laugh” to enter. Those wanting to be seen by the many agents on hand – primarily Talent Rock talent agents – will need to come prepared to do their best two minutes – that’s right, 120 seconds – of jokes that should be “PG,” which the website describes as “no profanity or inappropriate” material.

Making matters worse, or more interesting depending on one’s viewpoint, Talent Rock’s imaginatively named “Holiday Fest 2005” will host this series of two-minute sets from 9 a.m. to 5 p.m. on Dec. 10. That amounts to 240 comedians, all doing their best two-minute sets. Maybe there are bathroom breaks for the judges – possibly lunch? – but still, it sounds like the cattle call to end all cattle calls.  

So, like the good comedian I am, I threw caution – and my pride – to the wind and lined up a phone interview with the Talent Rock muckity-mucks to see whether The Doug Hecox Experience would meet their discriminating comedic standards.

The last time I had to do a set anywhere NEAR that short was in 1999 for the U.S. Comedy Arts Festival try-outs where, for the first round, I – and the other 100 comedians standing in line behind me – was asked to do a one-minute set. Somehow, the four or five punchlines I was able to jam into that 60 seconds were good enough to get me invited back for the semi-finals that night where, with eight or nine others, I did a more conventional 7-minute set. But two minutes is super-scant and, by all accounts, Talent Rock doesn’t plan any call-backs for longer sets by the “good” comics. For this thing, it’s comedy by sniper -- one shot, one kill.

Also, because Talent Rock wants to maximize the contestants’ time, comedians are invited to compete in at least one other event as well. Since I’m a little old to be a child model and a little too masculine to be a bikini model, I will have to enter the modeling contest for people over 30 – the “Sophisticate Commercial Print” category. Think JC Penney catalog poses, and that’s what I’ll be doing. I’m a comedian because I’m not really the modeling type. I am not particularly broad or handsome in the conventional sense, but this is the level to which I’ll stoop if it means big things for my comedy career.

Modeling and comedy don’t really go together. There was a belief in the 1970s and 1980s that a comedian can’t look better than the crowd. “No crowd will laugh at jokes told by someone who looks better than they do,” or so went the theory borne out by the absence of supermodels playing to packed rooms at Jimmy’s Chuckle Shack in Anytown, USA. Comedian Kim Coles is the only former model I know of who made the transition but, it must be said, she was a “plus-size” model and it’s always okay to laugh at a fat girl, even if she’s cute. 

That said, maybe my unique looks will be of interest to some talent scout looking for a guy with a classic “goofball” look to model undershirts. Possibly dress socks. There might be a rosy future in being a professional dress-sock model but I’d only do it if would help promote my comedy career.  I’ll totally sell-out if that’s what it takes to be a celebrity comedian. I’d even model women’s underwear, though I don’t think it would move any merchandise. 

And that’s just what I’ll tell these Talent Rock folks when they call.
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Addendum:

It’s been a couple of hours but the Talent Rock people just called. After some astonished gasps that I’ve – gasp! – already been a stand-up comedian for many years, Lindsay, the perky little 20-something interviewing me, explained that there is an investment for this competition and asked whether I would be willing to invest in myself.  I put my serious face on and told her that I’ve invested more than a decade in my abilities as a performer already, and that one can’t make much more of an investment than that. According to Perky Lindsay, one can –

it’s $1,395 for the December event and $1,495 for the one in May. 

“But that includes all your meals,” she added. I told her I’d think about it. 

What Perky Lindsay fails to understand is that comedians EXPECT to get their meals comped, and that having to pay to perform is the worst kind of a bringer show – namely, one where you only perform if you bring your checkbook. Yes, by comparison, the dress socks people are sounding better and better – which is exactly what I’ll tell them when they call. 
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