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*So long as we donit move to Burbank, L'm in. V4 y

1 told my od speech tea bud, Catherine, when o =
she asked if L wanted to ditch Indiana ond LA
move back to California.

Bty

The thought of leaving my fulHtime job in the
e gl midwest hadn't even crossed my ind, but
\ once she said i, L was immediately on board.

That's how most of the decisions in
my life ot made back then.

/ Someohe posed an offer out of left field and L
acted on  pivoting into a whole new trajectory.
It's how L chose both of my college majors —
qerospace engineering and advertising. How L
wouhd up at Grad School for communication at
Ball State U in Muncie. /

How L started q career a5 q cornic book writer.
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As detepministic o 1 like to think L am,
the fact remains that L often used o drift
in the wind like a dandelion seed. Vs




Unfortunately i was also central to everything
L had dlready done in LA when L lived o mere
mile. and a half away as a kid.

bespite my dissatisfaction with the location,
when Catherine Jot engaged exactly one year
later to her still-husband bave, I stayed in
that Burbank apartment another 9 years
after she moved out.
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. When L was six years old ot
Roosevelt Elementary School
there was this thing called
“The Tent'.

s common for young kids to be
curious about bodies at that age.
But in the California of 1970, the
Changing Bodles, Changing Lives
book was still q decade away from
publication, o we decided

to investigate each other's
changing bodies.




Twenty Five years laten L was having an improvmptu party at my Burbank apartment.

— L don't remenber everyohe who was there,
B but it was definitely a lot of other cormic book
@ @ antist gy tht lved in the biking, o visiting

speech team alum, Kim, and her local friends,

. some struggling actors, actresses, and severdl
@ @ entertainment industry aspirant peaple (because

. < N i was aparty in LA). Allin dll about 20 peaple.

There had been food, and beer, and some
19505 level party games since that's how

L rolled back then. No ohe wanted to leave,
but everyone was feeling a definite lull in
the evening when Kirm decided to liven it up:
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'L propose we turn out oll the
lights and everyone gets naked.”

There was q silence.
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It wash't q silence of shock.

>
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It wasn't q silence of ho'.

It was q silence of contemplation.
(Il (




Kim didn't let it linger long:

*Are we doing this or Not?”

There were numerous things going through

my mind, not the least of them being—

"L this goha tum into some kind of orgy?
‘Cause I don't know if L'm down with that or not.
interjected my upstairs heighbor, Troy.

I couldn't tell if the terms "L don't know” and
“or Not’ were a solid 'ho', or just his folksy

Michigan colloquialisms. But L, too, wondered
what Kim's intention was.

1 think I was so uncomfortable with the idea
of this many friends of mine — and some
strangers — seeing me haked that L might
have been more comfortable with the orgy
concept than just a vague Nude-in.

{ S0\ T don't know. Let's just get
] \7\/// T \

Naked and see what happens.”

The lights went out.
Everyone Jot Naked.

There were some hoots

and some funhy comments.
There was q tangible tension.
But there was No orgy.

L think the six-year-olds on
my playground Saw Hore action.




Thing Two.

When L lived in Burbank as q Kid I was
invited by my same-age friend Cindy for

a bath. She was already in the tub. L walked
by. And she said flatly,

‘Wahna come take q bath with me?”

"Sure,” L said and L took off my clothes —
stopping at my underwear as a thought hit me.

'L should 9o ask my mom.”
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L marched down the hall in my
underwear and asked if I could
take q bath with Cindy. Cindy's
mom chuckled,

“Why would you want to

do that, sugar?”

*Because she asked me to."

My mom was more decisive,

*You don't have to do everything
Sormeane asks you to. And you've
already had a bath. And boys and
girls don't get naked together.
Put your clothes back on.”

L went back to Cindy
and reported the verdict.




Living back in Burbank for my 30th 1t was the worst, but a party wasn't the

birthday L noticed my friend, Charity, surprise. After one of the best presents
had been acting weird all day. L feared L ever got — a oaner puppy’ black
the worst — a surprise party. retriever for # hours from my friend,

Evvie — the night rolled up on me

—W‘,\;\\\u and so did a long, black limo.

Charity had booked for wre...
an in-home stripper.

L o Not a stripper guy. L don't
like going to strip clubs. The few
times L have been, L've had one
overwhelming thought:

These women hate what
theyre doing ond evenyone in
this place including me.

Now. ... there was a
stripper in my opartment.

1d just gotten it painted and furnished and fixed
up with my first redl Spate of money as q writer.
I couldn't help but think it was about to be soiled.

“Hey! Thanks so much, L'd rather not, so...
how about L tip you ahd you can drive right
oN to your next—"

The stripper took my protests as fake play
fighting ahd shoved me down ~ hard - ohto
q chair. My chair. Which she then straddled.




Then sorme friends that Charfty's husband-to-be,
Henry, had corralled rushed in ond started
whooping and laughing and urging the stripper
to do things I definitely did not want burned
into my memory in the place that I live.

L played along so as hot to waste Charity's
mohey or effort. L also played long because
the Stripper had brought along a friend — a
six-foot-four knot of muscle — her bodyguard.

As hard as # is o enjoy a lap dance when and
where you don't want one, it's even harder with
a Scowling murder-minded guy hovering over
you in q tiny living room.

Why am L like this? Why car't I

Just go cave man like every other

Juy on the planet and enjoy this? | \
\

\
T wondered. But when aq nipple was \}\

forcibly plopped in my mouth, L was
out of my chair like a rocket.

L pulled Chartty's man, Henry, into the chair and
encouraged the stripper to finish her performance
with him. Henry seemed to enjoy it. Charity seemed
to enjoy Hemy enjoying it. My friends all laughed
and hooted like they enjoyed it.

L donated that chair to the Salvation Anmy o week later.




Thing Three.

The massive Sylar earthquake was a

6.6 maghitude shaker jolted central Burbank
at exactly 6an on q February moming in 1971

o 1t cracked streets, dropped a Mqjor

== freeway overpass and trashed houses
\X&‘%’ far and wide. Most of the deaths were

ironically caused by structure fallures
of a local hospital and medicdl clinic.

My brother and L — 9.and 5 years old ot the
time — St through . We only knew there

was aN earthquake when our parents rushed

into our rooms and jumped on top of us to
protect us from falling debris that never fell.

The reason we were spared when others weren't?
Our house was directly across the street from o

railroad freight line track. Qur house shook like mad ))f)\ /
every moming at.5+45 when the lumber shipment \ /

came through. The house and its residents were
apparently used to  [ittle pre-dawn earth movement.

Total damage in that quake? One tea cup that fell from q shelf. /
L was fully dressed for this event. /

LA's hext big modem-era quake waited until L moved back to let loose. Not anticipating the
Northridge Earthquake, L had just started sleepi

A lifetime of pajaas had been eschewed
when my roommiate, Catherine, moved back
to Colorado and I had the apartment to
myself. I decided that 'in the buff" was the
ohly way to sleep the Jods be domned.




As it tums out, the gods actually were pissed.
The Northridge Quake was Not q gentle echo of
sorme Nearby train. It kicked condo complexes
over like an unseen Godzilla, dropped the exact
same freeway overpass again, and ripped the
shit out of trees, homes, and anything i found

L was literally thrown sideways out of
my bed and onto the floor by the initial
| Jolt of the rocker.

Nude ahd oh all fours, L had q decision to make:

Do I ruh outside butt-naked where dll the other
neighbors — including my friends in the building —
will be in order to increase my chances of surviving
if the second floor apartment comes crashing down
into my first floor apartment? on, do I linger in my
apartrment to get dressed, saving myseff from
dying of embarrassment, but possibly actually

dying os a side effect?

1 grabbed q sheet and took
off running like q streaker.

Fashioning mysef a flimsy toga, L congregated with
other nightwalkers on our hillside street. At #:35 in the
moming we stood silently in the middle of the road —
as far from our buildings as we could get - as the
earth continued to shift and roil.

With no shoes and only my sheet to wear,
the pre-dawn ol was cold on my thinly veiled
skin. But I was warved, as we all were. ...







