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(1) He simply nodded.
(2)

(3) “I made it,” I said to myself.

(4) When I passed through the studio gate, I waved to the guard.

I put on a business suit and carried a briefcase.

I was not discouraged. And what I did the next morning was rather
unusual.

( ). So every day that summer, I went and talked
with people in the studio. Then I found an office which was not in use,
and I became a squatter. I put my name in the building directory:

Steven Spielberg, Room 23C. I was seventeen years old that summer.
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I remember the day when I took a studio tour of Universal Pictures.
It was in the summer of 1965. During the tour, I had a chance to talk
to the head editor. I told him about my interest in making movies.
He said he'd like to see some of my movies, and he gave me a pass to
enter the lot. The next day [ 1.



