Los Angeles Road Trip 2003





The Trip.


	When I first started on this journey around the start of summer, some people asked me why I would go to such great lengths for the soul purpose of meeting one human being out of millions on this planet.  My only response was that it was a lifelong dream I wanted to fulfill before my time here was over.  I am only twenty-two, so a dream lasting for ten years pretty much qualifies as lifelong.  


	It was hard to get started and save enough money to travel to Los Angeles--what with a low paying job, high rent, and bills, not to mention inflating gas prices--, but in the end, with help from my dad, the goal was reached.  To my dad for helping me realize this dream, I am eternally grateful and I love him.   


	I picked up Ginger at the Sacramento airport at 12:30 because her plane was 2 1/2 hours late.  We traveled south, eight hours straight as the crow flies.  We faced great dangers and misinterpreted directions.  We experience near death, wrong turns, mistakes, low fuel, and through it all, we managed to obtain at least one thing we set out on this perilous journey to do:  Meet Jonathan Brandis in person.  My car is now named “Lucky.”


	What we had initially planned was to meet him, interview him, and make the TO2B fan site official.  Unfortunately with the circumstances against us, we were unable to pull him aside for a proper interview.  Ginger had come all the way from North Carolina, I had come from Central California.  For all the trials we endured, the money spent and distance traveled just for a few spotted moments of Jonathan Brandis’ time and a couple quick snapshots--to say it lightly-- we were seriously short changed.


	We listened to the Enigma CD “The Screen Behind the Mirror”  (used in Dragonlady’s SeaQuest music video, “An Ocean On Fire.”) through most of Hollywood when we got lost, when we entered the L.A basin, to Universal Studios, and trying to find the Hollywood sign.  


	It was a nice surprise when Ginger gave me the book, Making a Good Script Great.  She knew I was attempting to be a writer, and the fact that Jon owned the same book was a nice addition.  Maybe it’ll be a positive aid in finishing my book.


	Ginger was thrilled to see palm trees on Ventura, Beverly, Hollywood, and Los Feliz blvd.  Yes, we drove down Lost Feliz blvd.  Initially it was because we got lost, but once we realized where we were, we drove up and down it a few times past Griffith Park to get it out of our systems like a couple of school girls before returning to the rest of Hollywood.  I drove the whole time, but she didn’t mind it.  She didn’t even want to attempt driving in L.A.  Not that I blame her, but compared to S.F, L.A is peanuts.





Premier Night.


	The night of the premier, I was fraught with nerves so bad my stomach was tied in knots.  Every butterfly that ever lived, died, and migrated to Pacifica was fluttering inside me.  I could tell Ginger was just as excited. We didn’t eat much because of nerves. Jonathan wasn’t at the start of the premier when they called everyone’s names.  I was so upset I could hardly understood the movie.  That sense of sad disappointment was replaced by nervous elation when he walked up to the front with everyone else at the end of the show.  He was so shy, he kept looking at his feet, or holding his other arm, pushing his hair back--trade marks of his.  Everyone laughed when he got a phone call in the middle of the Q&A. We can only speculate who it could have been.


	Those who showed were Tyler Davidson, Scott Lax, Charlie Finn, Meredith Monroe, Jay Ferguson, and Jay Cravin.  Jonathan’s parents did not make an appearance, nor did Jonathan Woodward, to the dismay of Ginger.  


	Tyler Davidson was more than happy to talk to us and answer our questions--he’s such a sweet heart--, as was Scott Lax, and Jay Ferguson, and when we managed to get him away, Jon was very friendly as well.  Scott Lax humored a question of mine regarding the nature of chapter 20 of his book.  


	Jon is...tall.  That was my second impression when he wrapped his arm around my shoulder and smiled for the camera.  My first was Oh-My-God shock.  Here I was, in the same room with him, and it didn’t occur to me to ask for an interview date.  Professional, of course.  


	During the time we were able to speak to him, he was very friendly, all smiles and not slanderous to our being from his fan club at all.  If he could have stayed and talked, I believe he would have, but the group he was with kept pilling him away, and he kept saying he had to leave.  He said that three times.  Before we left, I gave him a note with our email addresses on it, the address of the TO2B fan site, and a message to please contact us about the site, written as professionally as could be at the time.  Ginger thought it was unprofessional--as she had made business cards and forgot them at the hotel, so she gave mine to Tyler Davidson that night--but because of disagreeable conditions , it was all we could do while staying collected.  I didn’t understand why he had to leave, or said he did, but I’m sorry we didn’t catch him.  Ginger called him, “A fart in a whirlwind.”  Aptly termed, I think.


	He signed the picture I drew of Mason Kitch, Ginger’s TYTT book, and accepted a sample of writing from my unfinished book.  He said he would defiantly read it, so I’m hoping with eager crossed fingers that he contacts me.  Hope is all I have now.  


	Ginger said he dropped the cap of my Pilot pen in his drink and was fishing it out with his finger.  Needless to say, I am never parting with that pen.  


	This trip has given me the title of West Coast News reporter now, so I promised Ginger I’d get that interview with Jonathan Brandis.  The problem is finding a way.  





The Movie.


	The Year that Trembled --a movie based on the book of the same name by Scott Lax--was a very poignant and powerful story spoken from the point of view of the students and their fear of the draft.  The older audience related to it from personal experience, and the younger audience saw it as a mirror to the current war, only in our time, women are equally included in a draft should that need ever arise.  My generation prays it never comes to that.  


	The musical score accented the scenes’ emotion perfectly with a reverb quality to distorted guitar that meshed with the scenes, the historical clips, and the intensity of the story.  It grabbed you by the chest from the very beginning, saying more about the emotional nature of the film, and what type it would most likely turn out to be.  As a musician, music speaks far clearer to me than words.  


	Jonathan’s high school teacher was present at the Saturday night showing.  He voiced his opinion about the movie regarding Helen and Casey, and the reactions of the students.  He was watching from a teacher’s stand point, and commented about how Helen handled her students and the draft compared to his own experiences to what he might have done.  


	The characters were wonderfully portrayed with the actors adding their own personal sparks to the wide range of personalities.  Jay Ferguson answered a question about improvisation.  Evidently the fight between his character Isaac, and Hairball was totally improvised.  It makes one wonder if the kissing scene between Helen and Casey was also done in such a way, or the scene where Casey lies down on his stomach next to Jennifer.  That small scene and little dialogue was one of the more emotionally powerful in the movie.  


	Casey Peterson as the lead showed the more serious side of the students.  His escape to the women he loved was his shelter from the raging storm of the draft reality.  Yet even then, they left him floundering in the end and he sought refuge in his writing.  The book in first person would be his account of these experiences, and his only way of being heard.  Another meaning to the phrase, “The pen in mightier than the sword.”


	Hairball was a cut up of comedy, and willful strength of youth to fight the system with jokes.  He was the lighter side of the group, and eventually found his solace with the help of his friends.


	Judy chose to speak out through an activists channel as her only way to fight back.  She represented what so many women of that era did, wanted to do, or could do in response to the war and loosing their loved ones.  


	The number of story lines crises crossing forced the watcher to be constantly aware of the nuances that shaped the final outcome of the story and the relationships.  For me, it took seeing the movie twice to completely understand it.  It’s amazing that such a story can be discovered in a small bed and breakfast by two guys sitting around sharing coffee.  


	Considering all the characters, their relationships in that historical period, and the power of image of over words, I would have to give this story in this particular genre a 10 out of 10.  Two thumbs up.  It made me laugh, it made me cry, and it made me think.  They say a good movie is dictated by the size of a crowd, but a great movie is gauged by how long you think on it afterward.  


	I’m still thinking about it.





Melanie Presson  (Romi) 


TO2B West Coast News reporter





