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TITS & ASS  



“BUT WHAT ABOUT TITS AND ASS?” he yelled as he stood up, hushing the high school 

cafeteria around him. It was a bizarre question from a grown man to me, a sixteen-year-old 

student. Everyone’s eyes widened as they looked at me and waited for my response.  

“Well, we just...we can’t. If we use those actual lyrics, we’ll be disqualified. That’s why we’ve 

changed it.”  

“You changed ‘Tits and Ass’? To what?”  

“We changed it to ‘This and That’.”  

“‘This and That’?” His volume increased as he realized he was now putting on his personal 

show, slightly grinning through his knowingly inane argument. “If you do that, you will defeat 

the actual purpose of the song! When that song was originally created, it blew everyone’s mind. 

They were actually singing about what everyone else was only thinking. And now you’ve 

removed that powerful declaration of what ‘Tits and Ass’ actually meant to Broadway at that 

time. That song will completely lose its power if you choose to change those two words. Please, 

tell me who I need to talk to to change it back to ‘Tits and Ass’!”  

The guy saying this to me was Matthew Broderick. Yes, the Matthew Broderick you’re thinking 

of. He was referencing the song, “Tits and Ass,” from A Chorus Line, the musical I was currently 

practicing. My drama class, Play Pro, was nearly finished preparing our half-hour version of the 

show for the state finals. This conversation had begun in the cafeteria while having lunch, when 

Matthew asked me about my high school experience. I told him about playing in band and 

running track, but explained to him that practicing for A Chorus Line took the majority of my 

time. Being a stage actor himself, he got overly excited and asked if we were singing and 

dancing the original version of the 1975 Broadway play that was later recorded as a film in 1985 

with Michael Douglas. I told him we were, which brought on the inevitable question, “But what 

about ‘Tits and Ass’?” After my epic lunchroom reprimand, he asked if I would join him for 

breakfast at his trailer the next morning.  



This entire scenario came about because I was selected for a speaking role in the movie Election 

that was being filmed at my school, Papillion La-Vista High School, in Papillion, Nebraska. I 

had auditioned, never dreaming I’d get the part and refusing to even get my hopes up. Then on 

October 15th, my sixteenth birthday, I received a call. I got the part. I would have a speaking role 

and share a few scenes with Matthew Broderick and Reese Witherspoon.  

The first day I showed up on set, they took me to my trailer with my name and my character’s 

name marked on the door: David Wenzel—Erik Overholdt. I’m surprised my grin fit through that 

door. I entered a perfectly clean trailer. I peed and flushed the toilet; it worked. I washed my 

hands in the sink; it worked. I tried the microwave; it worked. Then, left alone after trying the 

majority of major appliances, I sat on the couch for thirty more minutes having run out of things 

to do. The PA knocked on my door and took me to the makeup trailer. I was shocked when my 

makeup artist sat me in the middle of three seats. On the right sat Matthew Broderick and on the 

left sat Reese Witherspoon, each having their makeup done. I snuck a few peeks as they were 

putting a gruesome injury on Matthew’s eye.  

Next, they called me to the set. We filmed my scene three or four times and the director, 

Alexander Payne, who grew up in Omaha and typically filmed there, told me what a fantastic job 

I had done.  

I get it: He probably tells this to all of the local first-time actors. But then he told me he wanted 

to make a last-minute change and expand my character to another role as well. This meant I 

would need to come back to film the next morning. Perfect, I thought. I’ll go to Matthew’s trailer 

for breakfast, then go and complete this new scene.  

The next morning, I knocked on the door to Matthew’s trailer. I was so nervous. He swung the 

door open and stood there, sans eye makeup, wearing a baggy t-shirt with boxers. He invited me 

in. I knew my career in Hollywood was quickly advancing when I realized his trailer was only 

slightly bigger than mine. He sat down to his breakfast while reading through our school 

newspaper. I smelled the coffee he’d just finished brewing. He asked if I wanted some cereal or 



perhaps a grapefruit. I wasn’t sure I’d be able to eat it without throwing up all over his table, so I 

said no.  

We sat across from each other as he engaged me in a pleasant conversation. I don’t know why an 

A-list actor took any time at all to interact with a local teenage kid like me, but he actually 

seemed interested in me. With a big smile on his face, he asked me which of his movies was my 

favorite. I said Glory. He looked shocked, perhaps surprised to hear it wasn’t Ferris Bueller’s 

Day Off.  

Eventually, the conversation ended up at A Chorus Line again. He laughed, still in shock from 

yesterday’s news about changing the lyrics to one of the show’s most famous songs. After a few 

more questions, he stopped and thought for a second. Sitting there, across from me in that 

slightly-bigger-than-mine trailer in his boxers and t-shirt, Matthew Broderick came to a 

conclusion. He settled into his seat, leaned back, squinted his eyes, and looked at me. It was as 

though he could see through my sugar-coated childhood when he said to me in a fatherly tone, 

“David, in this life you are going to have to choose between ‘Tits and Ass’ or ‘This and That.’ 

When these moments happen, I want you to make the right decision.”  

Trying to slow my heart rate after receiving a pep talk from Matthew Broderick, I simply uttered, 

“Okay.”  

I have never forgotten that moment because it felt like something inside of me changed. Looking 

back, it almost felt like that was the exact moment I moved from being a boy to being a man. 

Maybe I was drinking the Hollywood Kool-Aid, but for whatever reason, I actually believed 

him. I was old enough to see that everyone in my life was living a this-and-that existence. They 

didn’t crave anything. But that wasn’t me. I ached to travel. I was searching for incredible 

purpose. I yearned to be known for something. I desperately wanted people to be in awe of me. 

That life would be my tits-and-ass life.  

Matthew’s comment also brought back another memory to me, something strange that happened 

when I was ten years old. I remember being at my childhood home, 704 Edgewood Boulevard. 



Late one night, when I couldn’t sleep, I was walking around the house, thinking thoughts far too 

big for my young brain. In the hallway upstairs, I saw the full-length mirror at the far end of it. I 

slowly approached it and looked at my young face. I tried to imagine what I would look like at 

twenty years, thirty years, even fifty years old. Strangely enough I couldn’t see myself past fifty. 

It was as if my eyes couldn’t manifest that image.  

As I was looking directly at myself, I had an overwhelming feeling that my life would be used to 

accomplish something massive. That God had somehow made me to change other people’s lives. 

And now, after Matthew’s reminder, maybe it could be true that I was actually “set apart” and 

that I was made for so much more than This and That. Perhaps my life would carry such a unique 

purpose that people would need to hear about it, and if they didn’t, they would be missing out on 

something important.  

After that moment of standing and looking at myself in that mirror, my attitude changed and was 

rooted in the conviction that I was born a winner. I went into every situation determined to come 

out on top and to be the best and the brightest. From ten years old through high school 

graduation, I made up my mind to do extremely well in everything I set my hand to. Nothing was 

going to stop me from achieving even more of that success. And after my pep talk from Matthew 

Broderick, I was done settling for This and That. I wanted Tits and Ass.  

In Fall 1999, I showed up to Cedarville University where I had been accepted. During my time at 

Cedarville, I met two people that would change my life forever. The first is Santino (Sonny) 

Stoner. He was a missionary kid from Spain whose family lived in Grand Rapids, Michigan. We 

developed a relationship based on our shared desire that media could truly change the way 

Christians thought about God. These years were the dawning of digital media, including music 

and movies. Napster had been created, and the university was completely clueless about the fact 

their students downloaded hundreds of pirated albums and movies. But Sonny and I were 

watching these films with different eyes. We both felt that film was never taken advantage of 

within the Christian community. Everyone was still trying to “reach” the lost people with clever 

sayings in little booklets of acrostics and simple line drawings. But Sonny and I were growing up 



in a new generation, and we were totally entranced by the media, the advertising, the music, and 

the films that surrounded us. 

We were convinced that if we truly wanted to make a difference, it had to be through the best 

form of video, capable of competing with anything on MTV. We were tired of all the typical 

boring crap, never seeing any films of actual quality when it came to the Christian message. 

Caught up in this vision of what the future could be, we lay on the floor in my dorm room, 

praying that God would use us to do something, anything, to make a difference through film for 

our generation. Everything in the entire industry was This and That. And there, on the floor of 

my college dorm room, we felt called by God to introduce the Christian community to Tits and 

Ass. This moment was the beginning of something I never could have imagined at that time.  

The second person to change my life was Amy, my future wife. She visited Cedarville my junior 

year, and I was completely smitten when I saw her. The first words she said to me were, “Do I 

look like a pimp?” (a comical reference to her out fit), and I knew then that I would marry her 

one day. After her graduation from Western Michigan University, she moved to Ohio to live with 

her sister for six months. It was so good to have her close. And soon, we determined that upon 

my upcoming graduation, we would both hit the road for Santa Monica, California, where she 

would live with her oldest sister, Angela. Amy said she always knew she would end up in 

California. I was happy to join her, knowing full well I could figure out a life for myself there.  

It was a long drive we made, following each other in two packed cars. When we arrived, she fell 

on the floor in the middle of her sister’s dark living room in pure exhaustion. I wanted to 

celebrate our arrival for the next portion of our lives together, so I snagged a bottle of vodka 

from the freezer and poured ourselves two shots. We clinked our glasses together, threw ‘em 

back, and she passed out on the floor for the next several hours. Welcome to California.  

We dated for three and a half years, and on July 23rd, 2005, Amy and I got married at the Round 

Barn Winery near St. Joseph, Michigan. Following our honeymoon to Puerto Vallarta, Amy got a 

job at an Outback Steakhouse and I worked at Famous Dave’s. It was a wonderfully miserable 

time in our lives. Each night we’d come home, throw our tips onto the dresser, and compare our 



piles of cash as we shared stories of what happened that day. But our deep desires were still 

brewing in each of us. Amy started trying to put together photo shoots as I was trying to put 

together film shoots. We knew this is where we needed to be, and we were focused on what we 

were created to do.  

Later I heard from a family friend that Trans World Radio, a global Christian radio organization, 

was looking for someone to make a series of short films describing the vast number of people 

around the world who were reached by radio every day. I contacted Barbara Shantz, the 

wonderful woman in charge of this project, and asked if I would be considered to take on that 

project. She confirmed they wanted to hire a director, but the decision would be made by the 

board who only met twice a year. I asked about the next time they would all be in the same room, 

and she told me it was for their yearly banquet at their headquarters in a few weeks. She told me 

the appropriate people needed to make a decision like this would all be there, but they wouldn’t 

be able to have a meeting with me. Nevertheless, I told her I’d be there.  

Of course it was a risk. But after my lesson from Mr. Broderick, I knew the worst thing that 

could happen was wasting $100 on gas to show up and simply ask. I packed the only suit I 

owned and drove thirteen hours to TWR’s US headquarters in Cary, North Carolina, where my 

plan was to attend a meeting I was told couldn’t be set up. When I arrived, I introduced myself to 

each of the board members, and they decided (I imagine out of sorrow for my trek) to have a 

quick meeting in a side room. I went in, pitched my concept, and upon returning home, learned I 

had won the work.  

The TWR board told me to plan on shooting nine separate stories over five weeks in Europe, the 

Middle East, and Northern Africa. Amy expressed her concern with being left alone at home for 

five weeks, so I called Barbara and convinced her this project would be so much better if they 

had corresponding photography of the filmmaking process, as well as photos of the interview 

subjects, radio listeners, and scenery to use for their online and print marketing material. She 

agreed.  



In 2006, Amy and I, along with a close friend serving as our cameraman, took off for five weeks 

to shoot in Ukraine, Austria, Albania, Slovakia, Italy, Poland, Jordan, and Morocco. We traveled 

everywhere, from Bratislava’s medieval torture chambers (which apparently also served as 

inspiration for their similarly designed hotel rooms), to the rooftops of the incredibly designed Il 

Duomo Cathedral in Milan, to Jesus’s rumored baptism spot just up the Jordan River from the 

Dead Sea, to a jailhouse cafeteria for lifelong prisoners in Wrocław, Poland, and to a tiny 

Moroccan village in the middle of the desert at the base of the Atlas Mountains.  

One of my favorite memories of this trip was standing at the top of Mount Nebo, the resting 

place of Moses. To be standing there, where Moses stood, seeing the things that Moses saw, 

made me speechless. When you read about things like this in the Bible it’s often difficult to 

imagine what it truly looked like, how it smelled, or the length of travel it so flippantly states. 

But now, standing on Mount Nebo, I was seeing the distance to the promised land. And being 

there in person, I could see it wasn’t far at all. I could see the Jordan River directly below us as it 

ran into the Dead Sea. I could see on the map where Jericho used to stand and the small distances 

to Bethlehem, Jerusalem, and the Sea of Galilee. The Bible actually came to life right there in 

front of me as I took in what it must have been like for Moses to see the land that had been 

promised to His people by God. I was shocked at how quick the car trip was that took us down to 

the Jordan River, serving as the dividing line to Israel, God’s chosen land for His people. Moses 

was so incredibly close to his home. But after spending forty years in the wilderness, fighting for 

and with his people, God proclaimed Moses would never enter that promised land. His marathon, 

his life, would end just before he crossed the finish line.  

Previous to our trip, I had no idea how physically close he was when he laid down his head for 

the final time looking out over his people’s promised land. Oh, to be so close to the thing you’ve 

been striving for for over forty years, yet be told it would never be yours. I couldn’t possibly 

imagine what that must have been like for him. After all of those days lost in their journey, 

struggling, crying, and praying, the people were told by God that Moses died in peace, with “his 

eyes undimmed and his vigor unabated.” It was there on Mount Nebo that I started to understand 



both the pain and pleasure conveyed by that famous quote by Havelock Ellis, “The only way to 

the promised land is through the wilderness.”  

This is a trip I never could have begun to imagine. I interviewed and filmed the stories of 

residents over three continents, sharing their life-changing messages, and seeing the world from 

the barren cliffs of Morocco to the top of historic cathedrals in Italy. Only three years after 

college, at twenty-four years old, I was a traveling filmmaker, married to a beautiful and brilliant 

photographer, sharing stories that actually mattered in order to change the world around me.  

Tits and Ass, baby. Tits and Ass. 


