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Woooooooooooooosh! 

The sky was turning violet, which meant it was an OK time for Adonis to venture out into 

the outside world and feel relatively comfortable. There was still some daylight, but it was dark 

enough for his face to appear in shadow from any distant onlooker. Of course, it helped that he 

was wearing his black denims, black boots, a black T-shirt and also his faded purple Lakers hat 

with the brim low to his face, casting even more shadow over the majority of the scarring. If he 

was seen, it wouldn’t have been a big deal, but - after years of stares - he’d rather not feel any 

more pain. He’d rather just blend into the darkness and pretend that his face was like everybody 

else’s. 

Wooooooooooooooosh! 

He hugged his leather case tight into his inner armpit while he hiked through the 

remaining clumps of chaparral and dusty, yellow silt. Soon, he gripped the familiar metal rung 

that he noticed was actually starting to get rusty and then he climbed his way up the giant, 

metallic letter. The wind became much stronger as he got higher up in altitude; the Pacific Ocean 

breeze seemed unusually strong this particular evening, but then he realized that it was Santa 

Ana season and it wasn’t a breeze from the ocean he was feeling, but the angry winds from the 

desert. 

He reached the horizontal part of the first L, set down his leather case and took a seat, 

basically nestling himself inside the letter’s inner elbow. He had only been sitting on this 
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particular letter for about a year now; before that, he would have been inside the very first O. 

However, he moved from the O to the L when a bench was built into the horizontal part of the 

latter letter, so that it was easier to take a seat. With the approval of the Hollywood Sign Trust, a 

production company built the bench in order to film a scene from some hot Reality TV show 

called “The Lonely Bachelor”. Adonis hadn’t seen the actual show, but he had seen a clip from it 

replayed on the Inside Entertainment News Network Mother always watched. It was a great big 

production shot from all sorts of angles, including a helicopter camera flying over Mount Lee. 

There was some guy named Rod or Grant or Blake - something like that - and a girl named 

Brittany who spoke like she had just sucked in a balloon-full of helium. They were sitting right 

on the ‘L’ sharing stories about what it was like when they first came to Hollywood. Then they 

congratulated each other for being brave enough to follow their dreams and they ended the scene 

with a sloppy kiss with lots of tongue. The whole thing made Adonis’ soul want to vomit and the 

first time he sat on the ‘L’, he made sure to bring some antiseptic spray and some rags and he 

washed off the bench before he sat, just so he wouldn’t get any germs from those Reality TV 

slugs. 

In fact, the only good thing to come out of that whole reality TV series was the bench on 

the Sign, which made it a lot easier and comfortable for Adonis to sit and gaze down to a town 

that he hated because it had done nothing but chew him up and spit him out, but he still somehow 

loved at the same time. He wanted to make it a better, healthier town. And he was going to. He 

had the ultimate plan… 

Wooooooooooooooosh! 

Man, Hollywood seemed a lot more beautiful from the top of the Sign than it did from 

down there when you were up close and personal...then again, everything looked better from a 
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distance, just like Adonis’ face, but no need to go into that. The impending darkness of the night 

gradually turned everything into a silhouette, hiding most of the ugly blemishes. The palm trees, 

for example, still looked a little saggy and sad, but - towards dusk - their browning palms 

became concealed by shadow, so they didn’t look as sick and depressed as in the daytime. And 

then there were all the bright lights - a lot of neon and blinking ones. They were kind of tacky, 

but Adonis still thought it was better than how pale the town looked in the daytime; with all the 

stucco and gray concrete down there, it looked about as dull as a carnival during the daytime 

hours. And then, of course, there was the smog, which made everything look even more pale and 

sickly but – like everything else – also looked better at night, glowing orange and purple from all 

the city’s light pollution. 

In fact, Adonis usually preferred not even look at Hollywood (or the outside world in 

general) during the daytime hours, which is partially why - over the years - he adjusted his 

sleeping schedule so that he slept during the peak of the day and was up basically all night. Of 

course, there were other reasons why he slept all day. The town (and the world in general) was 

quieter during the nighttime hours - less traffic, less screaming, less industry gossip, less Reality 

TV - overall, less white noise. And then, of course, the other obvious big reason was that he 

could walk around without too many people looking at him, seeing his face, pointing and staring. 

Yeah, that was a pretty big reason why he liked the night as well. He’d be remiss if he didn’t 

acknowledge that one.  

Oh, and it was cooler at night…much, much cooler. 

But, yes, overall, the night was just better. It made the town look better, it made the world 

look better and it made Adonis FEEL better. He felt better about Hollywood and the world when 
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it was night. It was a reality he preferred to be a part of. It was the reality he wanted to trick 

himself into thinking existed... 

But, of course, he knew this reality - the nighttime reality - was a deceiving reality, a 

false reality. He knew that behind the violet silhouettes that there were sick palm trees and 

yellowing stucco and pale concrete and an overall gray town with a jaundiced hue to it. He also 

knew that the pretty neon lights mainly served as a distraction to divert people’s attention away 

from all the horrible things that were going on around them. There was a Babylon down there 

plain and simple, with murders, suicides, beatings, rapings, gang-bangings, drug-overdoses and 

God-knows-what-else. But that was just the town itself, the part of the town that had nothing to 

do with the entertainment business. Because “the industry” was another story. The intense 

desperation of millions of people gave birth to all sorts of abhorrent behavior and actions, most 

of which were totally legal but were probably more ugly than anything that could actually put 

somebody into jail. 

Take that “Lonely Bachelor” reality-TV show, for example - all the sick and disgusting 

values that it polluted the culture with. Reducing the sacred act of falling in love to a two-month-

long TV series where a group of men compete against and backstab each other, reducing the 

woman they love to a game show prize, telling the world that they’re out looking for love when 

they’re really just trying to get famous, hoping that they can take that small seed of fame and 

plant it and water it and maybe, just maybe, a healthy long-term career in show business could 

grow into something beautiful. 

God, that show REALLY made Adonis’ soul want to puke. 


