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The Camp Excerpt
When I am five, my parents decide to send me to a day camp called Camp Waywayonda, a name that sounds to me less like an Indian word, as it purports to be, and more like somebody from Paramus, New Jersey trying to say "way way yonder." I do not want to go to Camp Waywayonda. I would rather stay home. 

As it turns out, Camp Waywayonda is not so horrible. We make ceramic ashtrays and clay sculptures and lanyards. We swim in a lake and hike through mosquito-infested fields. We are all given Indian names. I forget what mine is, but what it should be is "Craps In His Pants", for that is what I do every afternoon at rest period. 

And why do I drop a load in my trousers every afternoon at rest period? Because my parents, who are so spectacularly neurotic about cleanliness, have sent me to a place where I am supposed to make doody in a wooden outhouse that gives new dimension to the word filth. I mean, this outhouse, this rickety pile of wood, this rectangular box of unbearable stench is crawling with bacteria that science hasn't even gotten around to naming yet! Not to mention insects; spiders, maggots, mosquitoes and dragon flies. We are talking about a toilet seat made of wood here! Not smooth wood, not wood that someone has taken the time to sand. Splintery wood. Wood that is hazardous to the naked buttock! 

And where does all the accumulated pee-pee and cocky and toilet paper end up? In the sewer? In a tank of disinfectant? No sirree, Bob! On the ground directly under the outhouse, that's where! That's right, it just sits there, pile after pile of ca-ca, festering in the hot August heat, a veritable Galapagos of evolving life forms. And you can forget about washing your hands afterward -- there's no sink in the area, no soap, not even a lousy towel, just a water fountain! The same water fountain that we're supposed to drink from! If my father got an eyeful of this travesty, he would have a coronary on the spot! 
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The Hollywood Development Hell Excerpt
It is July of 1989 and I am to show up at the offices of Octagon Films for my first official meeting with the story editors. This is not my first safari into the dark wilderness of Development Hell, so I know what perils await me. I know how to tread carefully, to be agreeable but not to roll over and play dead, for that will only encourage them. Most of all, I must always keep in mind our opposing purposes: Their job is to make sure I destroy the script so that it will never be made into a movie. My job is to make it appear as if I respect their input without actually using any of it. 

It is a modern, sterile office, tastefully decorated. I am greeted by a receptionist clothed in black leather, and instructed to wait while she notifies Ted, the guy I am supposed to see. I settle into an armchair and pick up a copy of the trades. 

Within five minutes, a secretary comes out, offers me a soft drink and accompanies me to a large corner office where Ted is sitting behind a round desk, talking animatedly on the phone. I wave hello and he motions for me to sit. I estimate Ted to be about 29, glib, prematurely jaded, an up-and-coming mover and shaker in pleated slacks and red suspenders. Behind him is an enormous bookshelf completely covered with scripts stacked one atop the other, their titles magic-markered in black along the spines, a veritable screenplay graveyard, no doubt a testament to Ted's talent at successfully sabotaging all movie projects that have had the misfortune to float across his desk... 
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The Symptom Excerpt
The symptoms first hit me about four months after my fortieth birthday, an occasion I deliberately let pass without fanfare. My wife tries to talk me into having an extravagant birthday bash, a catered affair, but I decline. Why? Because I see no reason to celebrate the fact that I am now one whole year closer to my death. Achieving chronology is, after all, not really much to brag about. If I win the Nobel Prize then bring on the dancing girls, strike up the band! For birthdays, I'll be content to have a few stiff drinks and wallow in self-pity. 

Anyway, the symptoms first rear up in April of that year. A sick, heavy tumor-like feeling at the lower extremity of my abdomen, as if I have swallowed something that was either meant to be asphalt or Mexican food. I am suddenly very sensitive to light. Voices seem to boom around me, music is irritating. Things seem slightly cockeyed, as if my eyes are misjudging distances. I feel disoriented, nauseous, weak-kneed and dizzy. I am experiencing a general malaise, a lack of energy and appetite. I feel unsteady and frail and my skin gives off an odd chill. 

What's wrong with me? 
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The Delilah Excerpt
My second encounter with Delilah Foster takes place in Dr. Margolis's office. 

Shortly after being bled by the doctor's annoyingly cheerful nurse, a freckled redhead named Dolores, I am in the bathroom trying desperately to urinate in a specimen cup. After consuming several Dixie cupfuls of water, I manage to coaxe out enough peepee twenty minutes later to half fill the little plastic cup. This will have to do. With the sample in one hand, I am ready to leave. I try to open the bathroom door but it appears to be stuck. I try again. No luck. Finally, I give it a swift kick, and it flies open. I lose my balance and fall out of the bathroom, spilling the entire contents of my specimen cup on Delilah, who happens to be waiting just outside the bathroom with an empty specimen cup in her hand. 

"Jesus F. Christ!" she shrieks, recoiling in horror as I pick myself up off the cold linoleum. Fortunately, she is wearing one of those paper hospital gowns, the kind that tie in the back. 

"I'm sorry!" I tell her. "This is so embarrassing. I'll take care of it." I rush back into the bathroom and pull a wad of toilet paper off the roll and clumsily try to dab the urine spots on her paper gown. She slaps my hand away. 

"What's the matter with you?" she asks. "Enough already with the toilet paper. You're making it worse. Christ." 

"Sorry." 

"Just let me in the goddamn bathroom," she says, impatiently walking past me. "This is really not my day." 

"I know what you mean," I offer weakly. 

"I doubt it." 
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The Quiz
Okay, all you doctors, interns, nurses and medical junkies, can you guess what's wrong with DORFMAN? Is it: 

a. Colitis
b. Crohn's disease
c. Psychosomatic
d. Labyrinthitis
e. Myasthenia gravis
f. Depression
g. Spangler's gastritis
h. Addison's disease
i. Colon cancer
j. Hypochondria
k. Hepatitis
l. AIDS
m. Thyroid disorder
n. Parasites
o. The flu 
p. Chronic fatigue syndrome
q. Brain tumor

Give up? 
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