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*Beyond This 

Place Tbene

Be Dnaçons" 
—An Olde Map

Dragons protect hidden 
treasures. You are a terrain of 
uncharted depths. Let me help 
you draw out your hidden 
treasures and present them in a 
format that will attract potential 
employers. Service includes 
two interviews to ascertain 
your employable treasures and 
fine-tune the final draft. .
By appointment (503) 306-9161
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T r a n s f o r m a t i o n a l
H y p n o t h e r a p y

L exi Pa r r o t t , CHT
Past Life Regression 
Inner C hild 

Core Issues 
Clearing

Relationship Resolution 
503.287.4286 Lexi Parrott, CHT K i s s  M e  G u i d o  O p e n s  

F r i d a y ,  A u g u s t  2 2 n d

Kiss Me.

Stop by the offices of just OUt 
to pick up your complimentary poster, tank top and pass to 

an advance screening oflltimaBite
WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 20TH,

7:30PM AT THE KOIN CINEMAS.

just out
is located at 123 NE Third Avenue, Suite 465 

Hours: I Oam to 4pm.
Limit one pan per person (each p a »  adm it» tw o) while supplies last. 

No calls please. N o  purchase necessary. Employees of Paramount 
Pictures, Just O ut, and their agencies are not eligible.
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TRIANGLE
PRODUCTIONS!

P R E S E N T S

1993 TO N Y  AWARD W IN N E R  • 1993 PU LITZER PRIZE W IN N E R

ANGELS IN
AMERICA

MILLENNIUM APPROACHES
Written by Tony Kushner

Previews September 3  and 4  at 7:30 p. m.
Opening Night - Friday, September 5th

Opening Night Champagne/Hors d’ oeuvre Reception at 6:30 p.m. 
Show com m encing at 7:30 p.m.

Thursday, Friday and Saturday at 7:30 p.m. • Sunday at 5:00 p.m.
Continues through September 2 7  

M edia Sponsor: Corporate Sponsor:
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ju s t  out O R E G O N
E N T E R T A I N M E N T

OH BELHOHT
M J0  SC BELMONT ST. • PORTLAND, ONCOOH

Presented in conjunction with the
ACLU’s 9th Annual 

Uncensored Celebration

TICKETS:
triangle productions! 

box office at 230-9404, 
all FASTIXX locations 

or by phone
at 224-8499,

or visit the
Jelly Bean downtown.

ENOUGH ABOUT ME

The price is steep
Comforting himself with a KFC tote hag, 

this writer contemplates a record of his lost innocence
T

by Mark King

hen 1 was 19 years old, I vaca­
tioned in Los Angeles and won 
a car on The Price Is Right.

I have a video of the entire 
episode, and it gets trotted out 

and viewed from time to time. On the tape I’m 
impossibly cute—it was 1980, mind you—with a 
tall, lean body and a freckled face. There is bright 
orange hair on my head, blown dry to late-’70s 
perfection and parted in the middle between two 
feathered, astoundingly symmetrical sides.

Portions of my Price Is Right story are deeply 
ingrained from repeated tellings, as frozen in my 
delivery as they are on that old Betamax video­
tape. Hearing Johnny Olsen shouting, “Mark King! 
Come on down!” and galloping down the ramp to 
the bidding station in front of the stage; jumping 
up and down, my 
sprayed hair jolting 
above me in two feath­
ered clumps and lazily 
floating back down to 
my head like an or­
ange sheet snapped 
over a bed and slowly 
descending.

Or when I win the 
very first prize that 
comes up for bids—an 
Amana range. “And to 
the winner of that range 
goes,” I can hear 
Johnny Olsen saying,
“ Kentucky Fried 
Chicken in an insu­
lated tote bag. It’s so 
nice to feel so good 
about a meal!”

"And the original 
retail price of that 
range is... $689, and 
Mark, you’ve won it!
Come on up here!”
Bob Barker declares, 
and I scramble up for a 
chat with him before 
playing the game.

Bob asks me where I’m from, and 1 tell him 
I’m a college student. “Really? What year?” he 
asks. I say I’m a senior—a lie, I was a sophomore, 
but couldn’t have told you my middle name at that 
point—and say that I’ll go “right on to graduate 
school to get a master’s in arts management.”

Today when I see the tape, I want to wipe the 
idyllic grin off that skinny boy’s face and correct 
the error I made 17 years ago. I had it all wrong. 
“Well, Bob,” I would say instead, "I’ll be moving 
here to Los Angeles to fail as an actor while 
working for a heroin-addicted mail order 
sleazebag. Then I hope to make it big as a phone 
sex artist for a few years.”

‘That’s marvelous!” Bob would reply.
‘There’s even more. Bob. I’ll go on to watch 

some friends die horribly of a disease we haven’t 
even heard of yet, fight my drug addiction, and 
then spend years searching for life’s greater mean­
ing. You have anything up for bids that might help 
me with that?”

But back to reality—or, at least. The Price Is 
Right.

Johnny Olsen announces what 1 just might 
win—a shiny new Pontiac Coupe! The audience 
absolutely screeches, and the camera flashes to 
my lover, Charley, whistling with his fingers in 
his mouth, wearing the same jeans and T-shirt as 
me. We were in that early, wearing-matching-

outfits stage of our relationship. Every choice I 
pondered during the game would feature a shot of 
Charley squirming in his seat, fraught with ex­
citement and looking every bit the handsome 
husband.

On stage, Bob inspects the car with me. “Just 
look at these wire wheel covers here, Mark. Say 
tell me,” he questions as he puts the microphone 
to my lips, “do you have a girlfriend back home?” 
No, Bob. But your camera man must adore my 
homosexual lover, because he’s given him every 
reaction shot since I stepped up here.

“Aw, several!” I offer with a laugh and an 
adorable but practiced shrug.

“Well, you’ll have several more if you win this 
car!” Bob says.

The game is something called “Lucky Seven”
and Charley screams 
out every last thing for 
me to say and do. Af­
ter going step by step 
through the game, 
with tension building 
and Bob reminding 
me every three sec­
onds how close I am 
to winning, I get to 
the last question. Af­
ter Charley’s prompt­
ing I give the winning 
answer, the audience 
goes nuts, and the 
camera man goes to 
Charley as he ex­
plodes from his chair 
and dances about.

“You’ve won that 
car!” Bob shouts.

If I had won a fur 
coat, Charley 
would’ve jumped to 
the stage and thrown 
it on, so help me.

I sold the car to my 
sister and the Amana 
Range went to my 
brother. I kept the in­

sulated Kentucky Fried Chicken tote bag—my 
lone trophy from the event—and store it in the 
laundry room. It’s nearby if there’s a showing of 
the video, and it makes a great prop during the 
viewing.

“Mark at 19,” is what 1 should call it. Within 
a few short years of “coming on down,” there 
would be enormous differences between that video 
boy and myself, shaped by life events that would 
throw a wet blanket on my aw-shucks optimism. 
I’ve tried to recover from them, to regain the 
hopeful, expectant glimmer found in the eyes of 
the kid from The Price Is Right, with mixed 
success.

He was fearless; I have reservations. He be­
lieved; I suspect. Seventeen years in the life of a 
gay man living at the dusk of the sexual revolution 
and during the dawn of a terrible disease does 
manage to bring about some striking changes.

I have a few stories about those times, too. 
Some of them aren’t very attractive, and I defi­
nitely haven’t shared them at parties. I wonder if 
they have any value, if they define something 
more than myself, if they sound familiar. I’ve 
spent a lot of time trying to decide if that which 
came before actually has helped me, if it “made 
me a better person,” if it was, in fact, a gift.

And wondering, of course, if the price was 
right.


