CHAPTER 3


Onward Ho, Right? Yeah, about That

Even the song about big, loud dreams and clouds didn’t lift my spirits as I drove. I switched the radio station to something gloomier. I had a dream like that, I thought. Maybe it’s time for something else.
	People can’t be a SAG (Screen Actors Guild) actor until they’ve been in some SAG movies, and they can’t get into SAG movies until they’ve become a SAG actor. For the non-SAG to land a part in a SAG movie, actors have to know someone who can open doors. And I do.
	My agent, a doppelgänger for Bette Midler in Hello, Dolly! (slightly smaller hats, though, but just as flamboyant and enthusiastic), is on a first-name basis with many of the casting directors. Cara can get meetings at Paramount, Universal, TriStar, everywhere. She puts us in for everything she possibly can—TV shows, movies, commercials—for twelve to fourteen hours a day, hardly even coming up for air. If we want to meet with her we have to feed her by taking her to lunch or dinner (never breakfast). She lives on peanut butter on crackers, otherwise, and happily so. When she gets paid those huge sums (not! at least not often) for getting us gigs, she lavishes it on…us. She spends it all on her flock of ducklings, as she calls us, paying for headshots, video reels, and lunch if we’re between jobs.
	She gives us something special that we can’t get anywhere else: a touch of old Hollywood. Hundreds of old-time gadgets and gizmos and prints and paintings celebrating the Golden Hollywood Era fill her home/office. But it’s not just in things that she gives the feel of old Hollywood. Some days she can look like the other Bette, although pronounced differently, as well: Bette Davis—on a good day…..well, usually, that is. She has her moments after pulling an all-nighter for us, and then she’s Bette on a bad day…and I’m talking like straight out of Hush…Hush, Sweet Charlotte or Whatever Happened to Baby Jane? How could one person look like Bette and Bette? Well, Cara pulls it off somehow.
	She’s seen so many trends and fads and phases come and go. She was first to get on the techno-geek train, just before all the TV shows suddenly had a beautiful killer with black-rimmed glasses who can work a computer like it’s a child’s toy in order to take over the world. She saw that trend coming, along with many, many others.
	High tech she’s not. Usually some Millennial intern volunteers do her tech stuff for her like update the website and do the social-media stuff. It’s usually some young softies who wanted a brush with the Hollywood dream without having to go through the heartache—live the palm tree, convertible, Malibu, Hollywood Reporter thing until it got boring, because they were completely missing the point, and then go back to Kentucky and Iowa. 
	Over the years I’ve helped Cara do submissions for “breakdowns,” as they’re called…the casting directors put out a list, a breakdown of the kind of characters they’re looking for in upcoming filmings. For some cop show, for instance, they could ask for “Caucasian man, 35, drug addict” and “African American woman, 42, steely-eyed scientist.” These are for acting roles, those with lines. There are other companies that handle the extras. For main TV shows, the ones with the leads already established, the roles can be very small all the way up to the main guest star. During pilot season, when the networks (and Netflix, et al.) are putting together new shows, the breakdown includes the leads. For movies, the list can go on for pages. Sometimes no age, race, or gender is mentioned, so Cara puts in most of her peeps. Oh—the hours and dedication this woman puts in is beyond the beyond.
	So…love? No agent loves her actors more. She never had kids. She’d been proposed to numerous times, but “Getting hitched and starting a family never seemed to be the right thing to do at that particular time,” she’d laugh. We were her kids, and she loved us beyond the norm. I’m not sure my own mother loved me more. For some of us, this was the first motherly love we really received. (My mom tried, truly. More about that in a bit.) And it is totally reciprocated; her actors swoon over her, fuss over her, and stumble over each other to dote on her. She calls us all honey, and we all call her dear. One of the biggest surprises about LA is how often everyone calls everyone dear. It reminds me of my long-gone grandparents. 
	Another thing to get used to in LA is how people shower little gifties on each other all the time—even if the two people just saw each other two days ago. I’d never seen anything like it, but I quickly learned: never show up anywhere empty-handed. They also do that double-sided-air-kissing-face-to-face-touching thing like they do in Europe.
	I walked into Cara’s office bearing flowers for her. Even all the movie mementos and posters didn’t pick up my spirits.
	“Hooooonnnnnnneeeeeeey!” She flew across the room, arms outstretched, and wrapped me in her hug. No one else hugs like that. It’s so wonderful to get that hug any time, but especially after a rock-solid audition, then four callbacks, and still not get the role. And even more especially today. We did the double-sided-air-kissy thing about fourteen times.
	“Honey, how are you doing?”
	She’d been at the memorial since she’d been Cyndi’s agent, too, at one point, but we hadn’t really talked. 
	“Maybe you could send me out for another zombie audition,” I groaned. “It wouldn’t be acting.”
	Earlier I mentioned that LA has ’fifties-style diners and restaurants tucked in here and there all around town. Some are kind of Art Deco, all are definitely a step back in time. They remind me of my grandmothers’ living rooms. And the waitresses (I know that’s politically incorrect, but these gals are still waitresses), even the young ones, definitely remind me of my grandmothers.
	Canter’s Deli on Fairfax is my fav, although I can’t say that in mixed company. It’s just not cool to a few of my oh-so-tremendously-stylish peeps (so that’s more about them than Canter’s), who just have to flock to the newest trendy place. But Canter’s does make the LA Hotlist quite a bit. I love going there.
	For some reason they kept the phone jacks in the booths—a throwback to the pre-cellphone days when managers, actors, agents, and producers would tell their people where they’d be, so they could receive calls. The restaurant manager would bring the phone to the table and plug it in.
	Cara prefers HMS Bounty over on Wilshire, but she acquiesced this once in honor of my broken heart. Oh, all those lunches with Cara—we’d spend so many hours dreambuilding and going over photographs and scripts and just yakking. This time I didn’t feel much like yakking.
	Cara took my hand. “Why don’t you take a break, honey?” she suggested. “Why don’t you take a trip or go home for a bit?” 


Home? LA is my home. Going to my previous home grew to be a chore. People were glad to see me, but always lurking in the undergrowth of their effusive flattery was that unspoken “Haven’t you made it YET?”
	They had no idea. When someone shows up on a TV program or in a movie or even at an awards show, it looks so easy, so “of course.” Before that day came years and years of acting classes, auditions, workouts at the gym, schmoozing at parties to meet that singular someone who knows someone who’s looking for someone just like that particular actor. We have to be more than devoted. We have to be beyond obsessed.
	So, why haven’t I made it yet? Listen, pal—do you have any idea how much it takes to “make it”? Friends who’ve landed parts in soaps told me they get ridiculed “back home,” but hey, it’s a start, it’s good money, it’s something really big in our world. Also, do they have any idea how many people who make it have a parent in the industry? The kid’s talent has to stand on its own, of course, but the doors open more easily to let that talent shine and be seen by the right person in the right place. Many more have relatives and friends of the family who work in a studio or with a casting director or someone else who can open the door. I miss the idea of the ice-cream parlor where Lana Turner was, rumor has it, discovered.
	Over the years I’ve heard my actor friends talk less and less about their auditions and more and more about their construction projects, small businesses, real-estate jobs, or the little stores they’ve opened. 
	They (whoever they are) say that most people who come to LA to act last about three years. I heard about one young woman who came, had one audition, and went right back home to Kansas, or wherever she came from. Okay, it was Ohio. That intrigued me, and I was even a little envious that she wasn’t plagued/haunted/fixated on this crazy acting thing. Obviously it wasn’t her thing, and hopefully she quickly moved on to whatever her thing was. Sometimes I wish my thing was….anything else.
	Some of my peeps who call themselves “actors,” well, aren’t…actors, that is. They show up late and/or blow their auditions—kind of on purpose. Me? I’m never late for an audition. Never.  Not once. If there’s ever an accident on a freeway, I take the next exit and race through backcountry surface roads. As I mentioned, I usually leave hours ahead of time anyway; if I’m early, I write or make calls. But I’m never, ever late…at least not any more. One day back in Wisconsin, I arrived at a restaurant ten minutes late and full of apologies. 
	“No problem,” my friend said. “I expected it. Being late is part of your persona. It’s who you are.”
	Boom! Yuck—never again would that be part of my persona. Brings tears to my nose.
	As for those actors who blow their auditions, maybe they don’t really want it. They want the dream. They don’t want to wake up at four AM and actually put their heart and soul into something and then be out in the world wide open to massive criticism. They’d rather cater or Uber and complain that they haven’t gotten their lucky break yet. 
	There’s a book called The Snow Leopard where two men trek through Nepal trying to find the elusive, rarely seen (you guessed it—you’re so smart!) snow leopard. Spoiler alert: they never do find the special animal. What they do find was that the search, the journey, was the destination all along.
	For some it’s a dream, and part of the dream is just having the dream and not necessarily living it. Sometimes having the dream is more important than living the reality…for some—not for me. I tried giving up this dream soooooo many times. It is ridiculously hard out here. But this dream seems to have me even more than I have it.
	You know how magazines and newspapers have those “Where Are They Now” articles, referring to actors we haven’t seen in a while? They always seem to be in real estate. In some of my less optimistic moments, I’d think well, why not try it out since I’ll end up doing it eventually anyway? Or I could be a script supervisor, or a talent agent, or….anything else.
	If actions speak louder than words, my actions showed me where my heart was and is. I’d start looking for jobs on Indeed.com, and suddenly my mouse would be clicking on “pay” for another acting class. I’d start working on my resume, and suddenly my mouse would be clicking on a photographer’s website for more headshots.
	Plus, the characters I’ve played would tap me on the shoulder and whisper, “I was only here because you breathed life into me.” 
	“That’s not exactly true,” I’d reply. “Any other actor could’ve played you.”
	“Not the way you did.”
	“Then this has to be easier.”
	Oh, how the answer to that one would vary: “It will be. Just hang in there.” “What’s the point in it being easier? The struggle makes the reward that much sweeter.” “You’re in charge of that.”
	

Uh, so, well, yes, I have voices in my head. They’re friendly, though—it’s not like they tell me to pick up a gun or anything like that. I’m not exactly sure where they come from, but I do have an extremely vivid imagination.
	I’m also like a dog with a bone—I’m not going to give up until it’s chewed up. I mean get the reward. It’d be so much easier to just go do something else. Well, maybe it wouldn’t, because there’d always be a pang in my heart that I’d given up, and I’d always wonder what could’ve been. I’m going to die trying. 
	Cyndi died trying.


Did I Tell You…

that my mom was a drinker? I might’ve been saving that little tidbit of info for now. I heard through her former high-school classmates that she was always quite the wild one at parties, but she really started after my little brother died. 
	It might’ve been easier to be beaten every day. At least I would’ve known where I stood with her. But just about every time I saw her, even if it was ten seconds after seeing her in another room, I never knew who I was going to be dealing with—Madame Wonderful or Lady Darth Vader. 
	Sometimes, though, she could shift into periods of what I call her “best behavior,” as I referred to it earlier. For a few days or even up to a few weeks, she’d drink less, be clearer, and be more like a regular mom. Who is this woman, I’d wonder. Why can’t she stick around more often? Ohhhh well, I’d think as Lady Darth Vader made her comeback, it was nice while it lasted.
	Mom. I loved her. I hated her. Oftentimes that could happen in the same moment. 
	Dad? Oh, he kept to his woodshop in the garage. 
	“I think you’re expecting way too much from him,” my mom said when I’d complain about him. Funny, that’s what Dad said about Mom, too, on those rare occasions when I’d open up to him about her. 
	My older brother kept to his after-school sports and his teams on TV—in every season. I kept to my books and movies. We rarely had friends over to the house.
	My mom wasn’t a sloppy, over-the-top drinker. In fact, as I mentioned, she was somewhat refined—especially for the blue-collar town I grew up in. But when Cyndi came into my life, drinking a fair bit, it didn’t feel that odd to me. In fact, Cyn became even more fun after a few drinks; she didn’t have that head-swiveling, neck-breaking personality switch that my mom had. “Whoa—who is she now?” I’d wonder about Mom. Cyndi was just more of her fun, mellow, oozy self.


So here’s take two on that earlier thought: okay, well, yes, more than the tea-and-crumpets comment, maybe if I’d paid attention to how much she was drinking, she’d still be alive. But seeing how well it worked to try to make my mom change, I know that would’ve been useless. Oh, maybe an intervention would’ve worked, but I didn’t think about it. Maybe I was just too habituated to the idea of alcohol being a staple in life that I didn’t find it that strange. After all, it wasn’t like Cyn was stumbling around frequently. Well, not much, anyway. 
	Alcohol seemed so mild, genteel almost, compared to what else is so plentiful in this town—drugs, drugs, and more drugs. You name it, someone not too far away can give it. So when Cyndi would be chilling with a chilled glass of wine, it seemed like the least of all the evils, almost lucky. Ish. 
	Actually, I knew there were sleeping and other pills in her medicine cabinet. I tried bringing them up from time to time but talking about them was verboten. I didn’t think she took many, but I was probably wrong.


Later that tea-and-crumpets night, she came home with another one. This time it was a woman. I never kept count, but if I had to estimate, in the years that I knew her, she probably came home with hundreds of people. I put blinders on around that, too.
	I had a few, too, though. Okay, more than a few but nowhere near a few hundred. Some women here and there, too, and even some mix-and-match stuff (hey, don’t give me that—this is LA… and don’t tell me you’ve never wondered; at least I don’t have to wonder anymore), but that really wasn’t my thing. Women are soft; men are hard. I’m soft; I want hard. I even understand the whole poly and pan thing, but as old-fashioned as it might sound, I like men, one at a time. 
	The next morning, after the guest had left, I said to Cyn, “I just hope you don’t end up dead. Remember Looking for Mr. Goodbar?”
	Maybe her hangover was a truth serum that morning. “Death has never scared me,” she responded. “Living scares me more.”
	That should’ve set off more alarm bells than the drinking or the myriad overnight guests. But it didn’t.


Shortly after the memorial, her mom told me, “Just stay in the house as long as you want. We’ll sell it when you’re ready to go.”
	I loved that house so much—I couldn’t imagine ever leaving. I knew it’d have to happen someday, but it wasn’t that day yet.
	Cyn killed herself in her car with sleeping pills and booze. Maybe she thought the highway-patrol folks were more used to finding such things than maids in hotels rooms or……me. That was very considerate of her toward me, not so much for the highway-patrol folks, as used to this kind of thing as they might be. She also probably wanted to necessitate the least amount of cleanup possible. She was always thoughtful, somewhat, that way.
[bookmark: _Hlk510271688]	Thank God she didn’t kill herself in the house. I probably couldn’t have taken it nor could I have stayed if she’d ended her life there. For the longest time it felt like she was just in the next room. Expecting her to walk in at any moment started to wear on me and probably didn’t support me in my grieving much, but I still loved that house. I couldn’t handle grieving for two losses at the same time, so I stayed. 
[bookmark: _Hlk510873976]	It only had two bedrooms, but each bedroom was a master suite with a master bath. If you picked up our (I still call it our) living room and dropped it anywhere else in the country, it might’ve fit in—if the homeowners were scrumfy, persimmon-y kinds of people. But the thing in our house that was total Hollywood was our bathrooms. They wouldn’t fit anywhere else at all except maybe Branson, Missouri. But we loved them. Giant globe lights surrounded the enormous mirrors. Huge, pink powder-puffy rugs tickled our feet. My bathroom always smelled like magic from the oils I put in my bath, in the oversized, clawfoot tub. I felt like a celebrity every time I walked in there. 
	And, there were flowers. Always. Ever have someone say one thing that affected your life forever? My high-school French teacher did that. J’aime les fleurs dans la salle de bain. “I love flowers in the bathroom.” Sounds better in French. Everything sounds better in French. 
	Once I left Wisconsin, forevermore I had flowers in my bathroom. It wasn’t just that she said it; it’s that flowers in the bathroom are the ultimate. No matter how broke I was, I’d have flowers in my bathroom. It made me feel luxurious. Confucius is quoted as saying that if you have two cents, spend one on food and the other on flowers. 
	You’re right. He probably didn’t say that. 


Beauty and Brains to Go, Please

[bookmark: _Hlk510875117]By the way, I mentioned earlier that I’m smart, but I didn’t tell you how smart. I’m smart…really smart… Mensa qualified. Shhhhhhhh. I know, I know—I should let that show, let it shine, be an example of brains and beauty. But you try being smart and beautiful. People HATE you. At least if I acted ditzy, people would assume I was just beautiful and think, “Poor thing. All beauty, no brains.” And they’d leave me alone. A little. 
	One of the problems about being so drop-dead stupid crazy gorgeous (albeit just with makeup; I’m definitely not gorgeous without it), is some people do expect pearls of wisdom to drop from my lips every minute. Sometimes I’d live up to their expectations....but only as a result of the years of being horrendously ugly, when I had to learn to be funny, charming, sharp, and superiorly intellectual. And when I did let pearls of wisdom drop from my lips, I could see different thoughts cross people’s faces—as if they’d be thinking, “How is that even fair? No one should get handed that much.” And....they’d hate me. 
	I know, I shouldn’t care what people think. But actors are pretty tender creatures. It takes a tender creature to be able to pull from a vat of deep emotions at a moment’s notice. It also takes a lot of guts and stamina to try to make it in this town. I figured I’d come out as a smart woman when I’d “made it.” Geena Davis is a Mensa member. Meryl Streep is no slouch. Goldie might not act like a smart powerhouse, but she definitely is one.
[bookmark: _Hlk510875597]	So people either expect pearls of wisdom to come flowing out of my mouth or they expect absolutely nothing at all. There’s very little in between until people get to know me. Mostly the only people, men and women, who would hit on me were those who thought they had nothing to lose. The handsome guys didn’t think they had a chance—or thought surely I must have a boyfriend...who could probably beat them to a pulp. 
	When that techno-geek-chic look came in, I embraced it wholeheartedly. With black-rimmed glasses, people would take me more seriously.
	I went to college in Wisconsin for a year, but, as you know, I came to LA when I was nineteen. I finished my degree at UCLA slowly over the years. Looking back, maybe I should’ve tried Yale Drama—or at least Yale—or something else and done college another way, but I just wanted LA at the time.


I didn’t go back to Wisconsin as Cara had suggested, but I did go to Cabo (that’s Cabo San Lucas for those who aren’t on a first-name basis with it, as if there’s only one Cape). That didn’t work, because the dozen or so times I’d gone there over the years were with Cyn. Dumb idea. I went back to LA a few days early and just wandered through my days in a daze and through my daze in the days. I finally went back to work for Skye (the older hippie writer chick who smelled of patchouli) here and there, which was somewhat grounding and gave me a sense of purpose.
	Cara slowly started sending me on auditions again, but she stopped when it became obvious I wasn’t giving them my all. My all was…..crushed. Plus, I didn’t have my cheerleader calling out, “Break a leg!” as I’d leave for an audition. I missed her so much as I’d close the door to the quiet house as I was leaving for yet another cattle call. (I rarely call them that, but they felt like cattle calls at the time…more from my mental state than the actual number of actors they’d call in.) BTW, “break a leg” means “good luck” for actors. It might’ve come from the idea that actors are so superstitious that they’d think saying “good luck” would yield just the opposite. You know those crazy actors! (Moi?) Another thought is that the curtains on the sides of yesteryear stages were called legs, and to “break a leg” meant a music-hall act was going to be seen, hence paid. I like the first idea better.
	Cyn’s mom—Janice is her name, just so I can stop calling her Cyn’s mom—came to the house so we could go through her stuff and start giving it away. OMG, standing in her room, looking in her closet…it was still like she was in the next room, about to bounce in with a tale of her latest escapade. 
	We stood there, kind of lost, as we stared at all her gorgeous garments. With her model’s body, she could rock just about anything she wore. Radiant, resplendent, ravishing, and, yes, because it deserves to be mentioned twice, rocking—that was Cyn.
	“Is there anything you want?”
	I reached for her beautiful silk robe and a couple of scarves. Truth be told, I never could wear them.
	“I can’t do it yet, Trish,” Janice said.
	“Me either,” I responded.
	We shut the door to her closet and then to her room. 
	“Are you sure you’re okay with me staying here?” I asked for the umpteenth time. “I can find another place.”
	“It’s fine, honey. Do whatever you need to do.” She rushed away. I didn’t blame her.
	Janice had been hospitalized a few times. “Nerves,” was the diagnosis, Cyn had said.
	“Nerves?”
	“That’s what we were told. As if that should’ve been a good enough answer.” Cyn sipped her wine cooler. 


Janice finally hired someone to do the clearing-out task for us. It felt like cheating, somehow, but doing the task felt worse. Some random, anonymous woman who didn’t know Cyndi at all came and divided her items into throw-away (underwear), give-away (about half of the clothing items), and consignment (the other half). Janice had instructed the woman to give Cyn’s red-carpet gowns to a special charity that sells movie-star items. The bedding went into the donation pile, and the anonymous woman put a new comforter on the bed.
	I helped her carry everything to her van, trying to get this evil woman out of the house and out of my life as quickly as possible. No, of course she wasn’t evil; she was just stealing the last tangible items of Cyn, other than the house itself.
	Once the woman flew off on her broom, I sat down on Cyn’s bed. “Oh, Cyn,” I whispered. “You’re still here, aren’t you?” The curtain fluttered…but the window was shut and no breeze had come through the house. Great, now I’m seeing things, I thought.
	Her three cats rubbed and wrapped themselves around my shins. It was completely unlike her to just leave them—they were her babies. They followed me into the living room and climbed into the chair I was about to sit in. I went to the other chair and they quickly jumped into it. I pretended to start to walk back to the first chair, but quickly sat down as soon as they vacated the second chair. They jumped all over me as soon as they discovered my ruse. 
	I was glad for their company. I was so lonely, but so not in the mood to talk to anyone. Cats are perfect in that situation.
	I’ve heard it said that when someone loses a spouse, s/he loses not only the spouse part, but also the best friend, confidante, grocery-store pal, driving partner—so many people rolled into one. Cyn wasn’t my mate, but she was everything else to me. How did it get to be this way?
	Several times an hour I’d reach for my phone to text her about how lousy I was feeling. Remembering I couldn’t text her and that she was the reason for my wanting to text her just filled me with tears all over again.
	I wandered all the way through Whole Foods and realized I hadn’t put anything in my cart.  There—peanut butter. I added some crackers, too, since some of the feedback Cara was getting from the casting directors was that I looked too drawn and haggard. They were organic, non-GMO peanut butter and crackers, of course. 
	I sat in the little café section of the store with my so-called lunch and people watched. I tell you, the characters in this town are not just in the movies. They’re everywhere. I suppose that’s anywhere, really. The characters in my small hometown are just as loopy as the ones in LA, myself included. Both places. All places. We’re a strange bunch, we humans—anywhere you tend to find us. 
	There was the store manager I worked for who had her sweatshirts dry-cleaned, and her nails were perfectly manicured. But she was enormous. There was so much dedication to one area of her life and so much lack of dedication in another. I know, I know—obesity is like a disease, like alcoholism, like diabetes. We certainly wouldn’t judge someone for having diabetes (well, some would, but anyway) so we can’t judge people for their weight. But I just found her fascinating.
	On top of being crazy characters themselves, people in my acting classes also smelled quite interesting. The baristas smelled like coffee. The caterers smelled like chicken cordon bleu. One guy smelled like socks—worn socks, that is. I never wanted to get close enough to him to ask about his life to determine why he smelled like socks. Hopefully I didn’t smell too much like a Zumba-class teacher or whatever I was up to at that moment. If I smelled like hanging out at Skye’s house, which would make me smell like patchouli, too, that’d be fine, I guess.
	Even more crazy were the characters I dated. I’ve met tons of fellas at the Screen Actors Guild movie screenings, but actors really aren’t my favorite guys to date. Some weird competition thing would start to happen when one or the other of us would get more auditions and/or roles. 
	There was the roadie I dated whose tailpipe dragged on the road behind his dilapidated car. But he made his bed with perfect hospital corners. I’m all for hospital corners, but it just seemed totally incongruous. What makes us decide which idiosyncrasy to hang our hat on?
	Then there was Johnson who didn’t seem to have enough sense to turn his name into a genuine first name, let alone something that didn’t imply dick—which he was. Oh, I try to be kind and give people the benefit of the doubt, but after doing that time and again with him, I finally surmised that he reveled in his dickness, his dickocity. He would have used the word surmise, not realizing that using erudite (there I go again, using a word he would’ve used) words outside of an academic setting doesn’t make people sound smart; it makes them sound pretentious and insecure, because insecurity is what makes people pretentious.
	He was amazingly handsome; too bad he was so aware of it. One time he actually said, “I am so friggin’ vain. As well I should be!” 
	Then there was the super-rich guy....and the other one....and the other…and even that one with the Richard Branson hairdo, although he wasn’t that old. At least it wasn’t the Trump hair-…whatever that is. It’s certainly not a hairdo—more like a hairdither. Orange is the new…blue (hair, blood…okay maybe it’s not that funny). Back to my rich guys: they were so into how it all looked, not how it all was. The emphasis was on that oh-so-(not-so-very)-serious swag. And part of how it all looked was to have a beautiful date. Cyndi definitely had the same problem. Talk about mansplaining though—they had advanced degrees in that. Ugh! They liked to consider themselves masters of the universe, but they might’ve been the only ones who did. They could’ve been such great guys if they could’ve just calmed the frig down, if they hadn’t been pretending so much.
	Hey, I heard that. Yes, actors pretend, too. But we have to dig deep to draw on real emotions in order for audiences to believe us. I’m going to humblebrag for all of us here. My spellcheck didn’t even question that word, so I guess it’s really an established thing now. Hollywood is known as a fake, make-believe world, but bah! If we’re not feeling those feelings, you won’t either, and you’re who we’re doing this for…at least somewhat, after ourselves first, because it’s what we love and live to do. 
	Back to my love (not so much) life. Then there was the Uber driver…and the other Uber driver…and the other Uber driver…and the other….although not necessarily in that order, LOL. Actually, they were intermingled with the rich guys. Then there was the guy I had to get a restraining order for. And the other. Fortunately the order worked with both of them, and they disappeared before they became full-on stalker nightmares. Plus there was the Burning Man guy and the dreadlocks guy and the man-bun guy. He was some Silver Lake hipster back when that was the thing. He was a little younger, which was especially nice after all those older rich guys, but I’m not into long beards and man buns. It takes a really special guy to carry off that look successfully, and he wasn’t and didn’t.
	There was Mr. It-Is-What-It-Is Guy. I mean it is what it is, all right, but I didn’t have to be reminded every five minutes.
	It might sound like a lot, and I did date a fair bit, but I really only averaged one relationship a year for a few months over the twenty-odd years I’ve been in LA. They never lasted very long. Now I know why, but I didn’t at the time
	Oh, people. What a wild bunch we are. Quiet and scared of our shadows. Outrageously flamboyant to hide that we’re scared of our shadows. Worried, obsessive, OCD, tightly wound—that was me. Drippy and oozy and gorgeous and melodramatic crossed with easygoing, yet suicidal—that was Cyn. 
	I quickly put on my sunglasses to cover my tears. Cyn, Cyn, Cyn. 
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