Chapter 19
Steve Mozena in Person: 

Anecdotes from a Lively Life
I Cried!

Have you ever cried?

Just take a few seconds and think about those somber times when you had a whale of a cry or just shed a tear or two.

Now, let’s travel down my path to those sad moments in my life when I’ve wept.

Four occasions stand out in my memory: twice when I lost a loved one through death; once when I had a physical injury; and once when unexpectedly I lost my job.  

First, I recall the last day of my Dad’s life.  Sick and fighting pancreatic cancer, my Dad, 58 years old, struggled to survive in the disinfectant-odored Portland, Oregon, hospital.

It was September 12, 1979.

I was in my second year of college and living down in Eugene, Oregon, just a couple of hours drive from Portland.

The phone company had accidentally turned off my phone, so I called one of my five brothers who was closely monitoring my Dad’s condition to see how Dad was.

I told my brother my phone would be out for a couple of days and to call my neighbor if anything happened. I gave him my neighbor’s number.

I told him I would be coming home to Portland the following day, after I finished school and work. At the time, I was a part-time supply salesman in Eugene while attending school part-time.

The following day, I went on my daily school and work routine. I went to class then dropped in to see my customers. I received my daily supply orders and brought them directly to the company’s Portland office and placed them on the order desk.

But on this apparently routine, ordinary day, something was different.

Everyone was staring at me. Suddenly, my usual good-natured and joking disposition sagged. Something had registered in my gut but not yet in my brain.

I said, “Why is everyone in such a melancholy mood?”

“You don’t know?” my manager asked, his voice sounding very concerned.  

“Know? Know what?” I said. 

His face became petrified. He knew he had to break the news to me but also knew that he was ill-prepared to do so. 

He asked me to step outside with him, where he told me the news plainly. “You probably should go home and be with your family,” he said. “Your Dad passed away last night.”

I was momentarily stunned and shocked. I nodded. “Uh huh,” was all I could say. 

With my eyes staring blankly ahead, and my head hung low, I walked to the brand new Ford Mustang my father had bought for me just two months earlier.

I got into the silver racer then burst into tears. I cried as I drove home and said to myself, “I don’t want this damn car. I want my dad.” 

That night, my brother told me that in the chaos of events the previous evening, the need to call me had slipped his mind. 

Even today, every time I see a ’79 Mustang, I cry inside, “I miss you, Dad.”

I hoped death would never knock on the door of love again. But it happened again, just three years ago.

It was August of 1996. I had just called my bank to ask for my banker, my ex-fiancée’s mother, Shanti, who had been visiting her country property in Northern California with her companion of 20 years on a well-deserved two-week vacation.

She should have been back that day.

The receptionist told me gently that Shanti had been in a horrific accident as she returned from her vacation. She and her companion had driven down a steep hill when their truck suddenly flipped over three times. She was not wearing a seat belt and was propelled like a rocket from the truck and was killed instantly. 

My brain felt as if it were going to burst. The blond, blue-eyed and beautiful-figured 55-year-old, whom I adored and called my second mother, had died. 

My mind instantly remembered all the wonderful things she had done for me. When I was struggling financially not once but twice she had lent me $3,000.

In my treasure chest of my life, she was one of the jewels I truly cherished.

After her co-worker finished telling me of the tragedy, I hung up the phone and wept for five minutes. My soul continues to weep for her.

Several of my employees were present at this moment, but could only watch as I slowly regained my composure.

Now, every time I see a Bank of America, tears of sadness and of love well up in my soul. I still miss you, my sweet Shanti.

Let’s go back in time again, to another incident in which grief overwhelmed me. I was just 16, a junior in high school, and was President of my Junior Achievement Company.

JA is an extra-curricular activity that teaches high school students about business. Since I had been fascinated by business from when I was a young boy, I was thrilled to be taking part in JA. 

Every Monday night at the JA center, we met to learn how to operate a business by setting up a small company, advised by adults but run exclusively by teenagers.

During a cold Monday evening in Portland, Oregon, in February, 1977,  my company and its teenage workers toiled away to make a perpetual wooden calendar.

I jumped into production to set the example.

My dad proudly taught me two phrases to live by in business: "Proper Planning Prevents Problems" and the “4 p’s” of selling: "Product, Personality, Price and Politics."

That night it seems that I forgot that "proper planning prevents problems.” There I was, working hard, cutting wooden dowels for my company’s product on a table saw.

Nothing could stop me producing what was required, or so I thought. I was 110 percent productive, full of young, enthusiastic zeal.

The safety guard was broken, but I didn’t care. Huh, I thought, it’s just slowing down my work. I tossed it aside. 

Within a few moments, the blade of my knife cut right through my little finger. 

I screamed in surprise and horror, and I dashed down the hall to the JA director’s office, yelling “I cut my finger!” The white tendons and the veins dangled.

My twin sister, Kathy, who was down the hall working on another JA project, heard my cries. She ran down the hall and as soon as she saw from my almost severed finger  she let out a terrifying scream.

I immediately turned to my side as the contents of my stomach rose up, washed around in my throat and spewed out of my mouth.

When I calmed down enough to regain some sense of normalcy, I began to sob. I  thought I would lose my baby finger. Thank God that didn’t happen, and I also thank the doctor who worked so skillfully to save the finger.

But even today I cry when I hear music, knowing I’ll never have the same mobility in my baby finger as I had before the accident. I’ll  never have the golden fingers of Elvis as he strummed his guitar or Barry Manilow as his fingers dance on the piano keys.

Finally, I’ll take you back to a time when I cried because I lost a job.

Just shy of 9 a.m. at the radio station where I worked, the phone rang. I picked it up.

“FM 100 KLZI,  this is Dr. Steve.” 

Oops, it wasn’t a listener line, so I didn’t have to live up to my radio persona as “Dr. Steve.” It was the internal intercom and the caller was the boss, the general manager.

In a serious tone, he asked me to see him after the morning show in the boardroom with the new program director.

Knowing that my immediate boss had been fired two weeks prior, I was surprised the boss hadn’t asked me for any last requests.

The writing was on the wall.

I knew the GM had become the masked executioner, and my head would shortly roll.

The radio station was changing format as a result of advice by consultants, so I was told, and I was not figured into the plan.

My mind flashed back to my recent experience as a popular radio personality. I remembered all the media attention, from TV, newspapers, and of course radio, that I had garnered for what was called the Miracle on Central Avenue.

I had helped the city get monies to decorate its main street for Christmas. The Grinch, the then-Phoenix mayor, had conveniently sold the decorations and was trying to strong-arm the community into coughing up considerable dough.

To add fuel to the fire, I had a dual press conference with the mayor, and with my razor-sharp wit shot out a one liner at the mayor and rendered him speechless.

The members of the media all laughed.

Nevertheless, all this recent experience was now firmly behind me. When I entered the boardroom I saw the new program director and general manager smirking as if they and the mayor had conspired to see me out the door.

The GM handed me a week’s severance pay, still with that smirk on his face. The guillotine had dropped. I had been fired, or putting it euphemistically, “let go.”

My eyes began to well up with tears but I held back the torrent.

The receptionist said goodbye to me. “I’ll see you tomorrow, Doctor,” she said. I didn’t reply. I knew that my confident baritone voice would quiver if I spoke now.

I kept my composure till I reached for my car and then my eyes gushed floods of tears. "Why? Why, God? Why me?” I said to myself

I didn’t understand. The ratings were good and growing. I had more media attention than ever before.

At home, I cried for hours and slept for days.

I knew my radio career was over. The bastards had beaten me. I tried to resurrect myself but could not.

At 27, naive, sensitive and disbelieving, I cried. Even today, when I hear people I knew who made it big, like Tom Leykis, my heart shivers with tears. I remember that I wasn’t given a second chance in radio, and I still wonder why I was let go when the ratings were good and getting better.

By the way, the same consultants who had Rick Dees fired, saying he had no talent, were the same ones who had me ousted. I know they were as wrong about me as they were about Rick. 

Yet through my own personal trail of tears, I still have hope. I hope I will never again have to cry in my Dr. Pepper but rather laugh so hard that I cry with joy. I know happy trails lie ahead for me. 

I know that one day, when I marry and have children, I’ll experience tears not of pain but of joy, and I also know that I will go on to greater and greater success in my career.

No matter the disappointments or tragedies we may encounter, and even though some of the deeper disappointments may stay with us our lifetime, I know life does get better for all of us. We must have faith that this is so

Where Is He Now?
Mr. Dave Baker 

Managing Editor

The Register-Guard

Eugene, OR 

Dear Mr. Baker:

Twenty years ago next month, in June, 1985, the Register-Guard ran a big story about me in the Lifestyle section of the newspaper. I was graduating with a degree in Journalism from the University of Oregon. The story was also a tribute to my late father, since it was Father's Day.

The next day, there was a picture of me on the front page of the paper, in gown and mortar board, showing off my balloons and saying hello to Mom with my graduation cap.

Would you be interested in a 20-year follow-up story, a kind of where is he now piece?

A lot of water has flowed under the bridge since that day in 1985. I have had my successes and my failures. No longer a fresh journalism graduate, I now own my own custom college textbook publishing company. See mozenapublishing.com and etext.net. I also have the responsibilities that come with home ownership, and a wife and 3-year-old daughter.

I have tried to break into Hollywood as an actor and singer, and I have also sought political office on several occasions. I've recently been promoting a ballot initiative in California, see mozena.com and postthefinances.com

Feel free to contact me on my cell if you wish to pursue this suggestion.

All the World's a Stage, and I Have Had My Fair Share of Drama
All the world's a stage, wrote Shakespeare, and since I graduated in June, 1985, on Father's Day, I have certainly had my fair share of drama.

Although it's been an up-and-down Disneyland ride since those youthful days, I have always tried to draw strength from the example set by my father. He passed away at age 58, about six years before my graduation.

So, what does a young graduate from Oregon want to do next?

Go to Hollywood, said my inner voice.

So on a wing and a prayer, I took a flight to Los Angeles. People warned me against expecting to land a job instantly.

But within three days a former business associate of my Dad hired me as a salesman for his hospital supply company in Santa Fe Springs, CA. The base salary was $50,000, which was big money then for a young graduate. Thanks, Dad!

Thrilled, I bought my first car, a midnight-blue 1985 Toyota Celica, and rented a one-bedroom apartment on Santa Monica Boulevard near UCLA.

Later that year I got engaged to my college girlfriend, Mari, so things were going great.

Love and career—I had it all down.

And it got better.

Soon the company sent me to Phoenix, Arizona, to service all Arizona hospitals and a huge new hospital account in Tucson. I got a raise, too.

While in Arizona, I got a weekend job at a radio station in Casa Grande and then landed a plum spot as a morning radio personality on FM 100 KLZI in Phoenix.

It was great! Ratings went up, and I was getting publicity right and left. I flew in hot air balloons, road an elephant bare back, spearheaded a campaign for Christmas decorations for the City of Phoenix, and met Senator John McCain, three times.

Like the hot air balloon, I was going up, up and away with that beautiful balloon. I was on top of the world and thought it would never end.

It did. The balloon burst.

My healthcare company was under new management. They flew in from Los Angeles, met me at the airport . . . and fired me, maybe they had gotten wind of my moonlighting, specifically, my radio gig. Ouch!

Then I quarreled with my fiancée who thought I was spending too much time at the radio station. Soon we had split up. Double Ouch!

Not only that, my radio gig ended, too. Triple Ouch!

So within the space of a few months, I had lost two great jobs that I loved, and my fiancée, Mari, whom I also loved.

I thought I was at rock bottom, but things would get much worse. I simply could not get another job, no matter how hard I tried.

I was desperate. I had run out of money and was living in my Celica, in Berkeley, California. I was hungry, and I had to join the line for free food in People's Park.

Unbelievable. Here I was, a graduate of the University of Oregon, and I was living on the street. My friends were no longer the rich and famous of Phoenix. Now I mingled with Berkeley's men of misfortune.

I was down and out and thought I would never come back. I didn't even have a quarter to make a phone call.

Then one day, sitting in the park, shoveling free spaghetti in my face, I remembered Dad. He had been down in the depths too, at a time when he had a lot more responsibilities, such as a wife and eight children, than I had.

As an immigrant from Italy, he had come to America with nothing and had worked hard to establish himself.

He became a top salesman and eventually bought the company he worked for. But through no fault of his own, he lost the company and had to let 80 employees go.

It was a bitter blow for a proud man.

But Dad, a World War II veteran, was never one to quit. He returned to selling hospital supplies, working from home and stocking the inventory in the garage, to support his wife, my mother, and eight children. Then he rebuilt the company he had lost.

I knew then that if Dad could come back, I could too.

And I did.

At last I found a job, in Berkeley, at a college sorority, living among seventy female students. 

Nice way to start on the comeback trail!

And bit by bit, I picked myself up. In the early 1990s, I started my own custom college textbook publishing company. In the mid 1990s, I survived a difficult period in which I took an ethical decision that cost me, and the company, millions and almost led to its collapse. But the old saying, what doesn't kill you will only make you stronger, proved true. 

Like Dad, I held tight, weathered the storm, and I matured through the ordeal. Today, I am thriving and so is the company.

I have run for political office three times in Carson and have developed a statewide California ballot initiative. See postthefinances.com. I believe it is the people's civic responsibility to take action to make their communities better and their governments more honest.

I have also found time for fun, pursuing the Hollywood dream. Wanting to make it as an actor-singer, I strategically advertised myself on bus benches near all the major Hollywood studios. Shortly thereafter, the movie Jimmy Hollywood was released, starring Joe Pesci and Christian Slater, about an actor who, like me, advertises himself on a bus bench. Coincidence? Maybe, maybe not. Rent the DVD.

Oh, and I got married too. My wife, Lucille, 30, was born in the Philippines, though I met her in the health and beauty section of the Ralphs' grocery store here in California. We have a nearly three-year-old daughter, Arista, and reside in Carson, California.

I've come a long way from that day when I threw my cap in the air and celebrated.

Through it all, the values Dad instilled in me have kept me going.

Dad once scribbled with his signature Flair black felt pen a list of the 25 of the most important things in life. He put the list, of all places, on the wall in the men's restroom at the office.

I remember it well:

1. God; 2. Family; 3. Country. Then there was a series of ellipses . . . until the last number on the list: 25. Self.

In Dad's eyes, to create a wonderful and fulfilling life, it meant putting others above yourself. And that was exactly what he did.

Over the years, people have told me that I have my Dad's smile.

And, from time to time, I can see it as I gaze into the mirror.

Sometimes, as I look into the mirror and smile, it is as though Dad is looking back at me, saying:

Son, keep up the excellent work. You have become a first-class man, husband, and father, and you are making me extremely proud.

Then a tear gently cascades down my cheek as I quietly utter, “Thanks, Dad.” 

DJ Steve Mozena Lives in a College Sorority for One Year with 70 Women:

The Kid in the Candy Store
It was August of 1988; I was living in my car, trying to survive. I had recently lost a dream job as morning radio personality in Phoenix, Arizona. I didn't understand why I was let go. Still don't. I had garnered lots of publicity and the ratings were rising. What had happened? Still a mystery.

My money had almost evaporated along with my gas, but I had luckily made it to Berkeley, California. 

I had moved there because the cost of living was cheaper than San Francisco where my ex-fiancée was just a stone's throw across the Bay Bridge in San Francisco. 

Even though my relationship was on the skids with her, I wanted to try to re-create the special magic we had in yesteryear, although my self-esteem had virtually vanished with the loss of my career job, a fantasy job for many. Nevertheless, I wasn't great company. I no longer had any reason to stay in Phoenix.

Whether at the expense of my engagement or not, I had lived the radio dream, although it was almost as short as a dream. I wanted to try to work out my relationship with my ex, but she wouldn't have anything to do with me. I struggled to survive. I had barely enough money to continue my stay even in my car in Berkeley.

I was forced to live in my car, and eventually, of course, in time, the gas dried up, and I was stuck. No where to go but down . . . further. My heart sighed. I wanted to fix my relationship, but how could I do it with no job and no money. I couldn't even take care of myself. How could I even consider having a healthy relationship at this time.

Weary of the out-of-work woes, I remember at times having hunger pangs more than I had ever experienced in my life. I soon learned Berkeley had a tolerance for the homeless, and actually reached out to help them. 

One of the ways the city and its residents helped was to hand out free food at People's Park.

Wow, so, I had sunk so low. It was not drugs, or alcohol, or addictions that  had placed me on the street. Just adverse circumstances. 

Unbelievable! Here I was, a college graduate from the University of Oregon, and I was living on the street. Of course, I knew I wouldn't get any calls from the alumni association for donations.

Oh well, there I was starving and needing food. So, I mustered up enough humility and walked to the park. There was a lengthy line for free food handouts. I got in line. One of the homeless men turned around to me and said “Hey, you're new here,” and reached out his hand in friendship. Ouch. My friends were no longer the rich and famous of Phoenix, Arizona; I now mingled with Berkeley's men of misfortune, and I was among the rank and file of the homeless. I mumbled a hello, yet promised myself that I would rebuild my life. 

My slogan became A Time To Rebuild. 

One of the charity workers gave me food and drink. Like a voracious lion, I grabbed at it as if it were conquered prey. I ghoulishly ate some of the baloney sandwich and orange but turned down the coffee. I never liked the black oil and wondered how people swallowed it down; maybe it was the muffins that sweetened the flavor. 

I went and found a patch of grass to claim as my own and became like a human Hoover vacuum as I sucked up the rest of the sandwich and orange, nearly whole. It quelled my insatiable appetite for a brief time. Now what? I had to think of how to rebuild my life. Truly, it was difficult to muster up energy. I felt as if I would burst into tears at anytime, but I buckled up and continued, not full speed ahead but ahead.

Having some energy after that morning meal, I walked over to the UC Berkeley campus. 

I picked up a campus newspaper and began to read it. 

Finally, I knew I needed to get housing and a job. 

So, I turned to the classified ads. I stumbled across ads to donate blood. No way, I thought, I get queasy at the sight of blood and don't like needles. 

The next ad was for sperm donations. Well, at 28, I certainly wasn't too modest to indulge my libido. I had of course been a wild radio personality, but after I had thought about it for a bit, I decided not to respond. 

Lastly, I fell upon an interesting ad that offered free room and board for minor household and kitchen chores. Wow. I could get shelter over my head as well as food for my malnourished body. I knew I had to call.

I got up immediately and began my trek to find a payphone. 

Oops. I forgot. I didn't even have a quarter. 

I paused momentarily and thought of one alternative. Panhandle. 

I had never panhandled, so this would be the first time. 

How embarrassing. 

Yet, I still I did it. I asked several people, and everyone declined. 

I couldn't believe it. I couldn't even make a decent beggar.

Finally, I figured I would go to a church. 

Certainly, one of the church workers would let me use the telephone. But I was wrong. Maybe I didn't look needy enough. 

Anyway, I entered this Christian church office and asked the secretary if I could use the telephone. She said, “I'm sorry sir. We don't allow anyone to use our phones.”

I said the magic word, please. I proceeded to state my case and said I had to call this ad for a job. 

I showed her the ad, but she didn't budge. 

I took a deep breath and asked for the person in charge. I had hoped maybe God would walk out the door to greet me and console my personal pain. 

Well, the office manager came and briefly spoke to me, and he said, “We don't make this a habit, but you sound legitimate.”

He brought me to a back office, and I made the call.

A warm and friendly Frenchman answered the phone.  “’ALLO.” 

I knew a little French and figured it out. That meant hello. I told the Frenchman I was answering the ad. 

The very friendly gentleman, a French chef, the house cook, told me of the responsibilities. Again, the duties included: washing the dishes, cleaning the floor, basically household and kitchen chores. He said it would be between 5 and 15 hours of work. 

Not bad, I thought to myself. 

So, quizzically, I asked, “What is this place?” 

“It's a college sorority.” 

My mouth dropped. It was a man's fantasy. 

From experience, people ask, what's a sorority? So, I would explain,  it's where college women live while they attend college. 

Wow, this sorority had 70 women. One man . . . me, and seventy woman. 

Whoa? I momentarily became queasy with mental ecstasy and excitement. 

But I wasn't hired yet.

The chef explained to me that I had to wait to be interviewed by the housemother who wasn't there. But he said he could make an appointment with her for me. There was no reluctance from me. 

“How's three o'clock,” the chef asked. 

Without hesitation, I said I'd be there. He gave me the location and directions. I hung up the phone at the church office. 

I thanked God and the manager and went hopping, skipping and jumping out the door until I realized I had not taken a shower for a couple of days. 

Oh no, another problem to overcome. Where was I going to shower?

I made my way to another church, a Catholic church. I figured that since I was Catholic, one of the priests would be sure to help me out. So, I walked about five blocks. I entered the concrete Catholic church office and asked the secretary if I could take a brief shower because I had a job interview today. She said the church had a strict policy of no showers for the homeless, except on Thursdays. There just too many homeless in Berkeley. It was Friday. Her manager echoed the policy. They said Oakland has homeless shelters where I could shower. Oakland? I thought. I don't have any gas in my car. It's at least a half a day walk. 

On the verge of tears, I walked up to the Y.M.C.A. They had plenty of showers. It was, after all, a gym. I took a deep breath and walked in. I asked the woman at the counter if I could take a shower. 

“No,” she said, simply and clearly. 

My eyes were about explode with tears. I tried to remain in control of my emotions as I asked for the manager. 

A woman came out and I explained my situation. I told her it would be quick. I said I'd take the fastest shower I'd had ever taken in my life. 

With some hesitation, the manager of the Y let make take the shower. I splashed and danced around in it. Then, I quickly marched back up the stairs with a proud and gleaming smile. As I reported back to the YMCA manager, I felt like a young child who had just bathed himself for the first time. 

She nodded. I went out the door singing the Village People's YMCA song. Three p.m. was approaching, and I quickly made my way over to the sorority. 

As I approached the edifice, it looked like a mansion, a golden palace, painted in a golden hue; the grounds were manicured as if they were a Vogue or Cosmopolitan New York model, not nearly as garish as Beverly Hills' wealthy widow. I proceeded to the door. I had timed it perfectly. My watch showed 3:00 p.m. The housemother answered the door. 

“Hello, you must be Steve?” 

Momentarily, I wasn't sure. Since I had just just showered and shaved after a two-day hiatus, I felt like a new me. 

“Yes,” I replied. We sized each other up. She was a regal, aristocratic-looking older woman, well polished and educated. She motioned me into the palatial palace, and I entered a house fit for a king. 

I strolled through the foyer, passed through the opulent house in which everything was in its place, and there was not a speck of dust to be seen anywhere. Just to my left there was a beautifully majestic oversized fireplace fit for a castle. 

Finally, we entered the large dining room which had 14 mahogany tables with eight chairs each. No girls were present; we were the only two in the hallowed dining hall, although I could hear rumblings from the kitchen just off the dining room along with the clanging of pots and pans. 

We sat down.

I placed my leather portfolio with zipper on the table. I contained all my radio photos and newspaper clippings of my triumphant time as a morning radio personality.

I could tell from her eyes that she took her job seriously. 

She wanted the best applicant for the job, the one who would be best for the girls. She asked the typical interview questions, such as “Tell me about yourself.”

Not exactly lacking in words, I began to speak. I told of my times in Phoenix, and basically told her about the rise and fall of my Rome—me. 

A life which had seemed lucky had turned out to be unlucky. 

It had become a sob story. I was a man who had fallen on hard times. I tried not to show my hunger pangs as I smelled the barbecue ribs cooking in the kitchen. I could see her eyes begin to soften; care and compassion for misfortune had rung a bell in her heart. 

As her mouth opened again, it was her heart that spoke. I truly believed she could feel my pain. 

“All right, we will give you a try tonight. I'll introduce you to chef who you will be working with a majority of the time. Then, after dinner he and I will speak and decide whether we will hire you or not.” 

The housemother proceeded to tell me of the duties. “You'll set the tables, wash the dishes and help stock the kitchen with supplies.” 

Having listened intently to her explanation, I profusely thanked her and promised her I wouldn't let her down. She took some of my newspaper clippings, radio resume, and photos to review. 

We got up from the table and made our way to the kitchen.

After dinner, the housemother was impressed with my work ethic, but mostly it was her kind heart that hired me. This was the beginning of my life as a houseboy in a sorority for one year.

Just Some of Steve Mozena's Many Encounters with Hollywood Celebrities
PAMELA ANDERSON

I interviewed Pamela for a radio junket near Los Angeles. At the time, I was a young radio stringer for a Houston Radio Station, and I was interviewing Pamela about Baywatch. The location was the Century Plaza in Century City, California. She was so sweet. This was well before she there ever was a Tommy Lee. The radio junket was for television celebrities to promote their new fall TV shows. I asked celebrities for their photos during the junket, and that included Ms. Anderson. I must admit I hadn't seen her in Playboy or on Baywatch, but what I remember is taking a photo with her. Oh, that photo! She squeezed me tightly close to her side. Wow! I felt like she was telling me “Hey, dummy, I think you're charming, ask me out on a date.” Why didn't I go for it? Too busy getting the story, I suppose. Crazy me . . . I live to regret it—in my dreams! 

Nevertheless, if I ever see her again, I can assure you that I won't miss my chance a second time. I'll say Pamela, I'm still single and I'm interested, if you are! Otherwise, I know she and Tommy Lee reconciled, so I wish Pamela, much happiness for herself, her husband and her children. She truly is a vision of loveliness, and I can tell she has a warm and loving heart. Finally, Pamela, I never thought you needed the breast implants but I applaud your actions.  You were already a beautiful person beyond the exterior. My intuition can and did tell me. Again, best to you and yours.
JOHN CANDY

I met John Candy met at the premiere party of Only The Lonely. He was incredibly gracious, kind, warm and funny. The party was held at a bar in Westwood near U.C.L.A. I remember Mr. Candy having a cigarette in one hand and a drink in the other. There was a group of us all exchanging jokes and one-liners with Mr. Candy. I remember bumming a cigarette from him. He grabbed the packet from his pocket and shook out a cigarette for me. I don't smoke, but I still took one, just for the hell of it, and, of course, passive smoking is worse than smoking, isn't it? I didn't want him know I was a bigger fan than he was in size, so I didn't ask for his autograph. Instead, I compromised with a Candy cigarette because it would give me the same satisfaction. It felt like the victory cigarette Nicholas Cage had fought for in Face Off, except I wasn't beaten to death. 

By the way, my priest at St. Monica's Catholic Church, Father Michael Rocha, was in the movie Face Off, acting as himself, a priest. It's not what you know, but who you know. He knows director John Woo. Nevertheless, I remember suggesting to Father that he should live up to the old Hollywood saying, Once you act or obtain a position of power in Hollywood movies, you must begin to pave the path for your family and friends to get into the entertainment field also. 

I said, “Come on, Padre, am I not a friend?”

He chuckled, patted me on the shoulder, and said, “In time, my son.”

Thanks Dad, but I'm still waiting! 

Back to Mr. Candy. If there was only one Hollywood celebrity I was able to meet, it would always be John Candy. Maybe it was his Hollywood image as a nice guy and average Joe. I think that’s what endeared him to me and of course many others. My experience with him confirmed my impressions. Candy's heart was as large as he was. I loved the movie Planes, Trains, and Automobiles! Mr.Candy said in the movie, “I like me, my wife likes me, my customers like me.” Mr. Candy, I like you too! I'm sorry he's gone, but I'm thankful for the wonderful memories of him in film. 

Steve Martin had acted in the John Hughes movie, but I have yet to have the good fortune of meeting him. I hope someday to meet Mr. Martin and yes, of course, I'd love to act in a movie with him!

ED ASNER

Of all the places to meet Ed Asner, I met him at a strip club in Portland, Oregon, back in 1990. I was travelling north on McLauglin Blvd., now MLK Blvd., and spotted the Acropolis club. It was well known not only for its ladies, but also for its ribs. I was feeling a bit famished and frisky, so I decided to stop in for ribs, both kinds. So, I sat off stage right and ordered my ribs. While waiting and enjoying the view, I started speaking with the girls on stage. One of the girls said, “Steve, look over there. It's Ed Asner.”

When I had finished eating my dinner, I walked over to center stage, got out my dollar, and prepared to slip it in the g-string, but Ed stopped me. Well, OK, he wasn't wearing a g-string, but he was admiring or lusting after the gorgeous gals and one ugly one. He motioned for me to sit down or maybe just to stop blocking his view. I sat down, regardless of what he'd intended, and told him how much I enjoyed his work on the Mary Tyler Moore and Lou Grant shows. I said I was about to embark on my own journey to Los Angeles in an all-out effort to become an entertainer. He urged me to never be discouraged. He told me he didn't make it as an actor until he was 40 years old. He gave me his business card and told me to let him know when I arrived in La La Land. I did. 

Ed even wrote back a couple of times, and I've met him several times since. One of those times, I ran into him at a premiere party in Hollywood for a Bette Midler show. I was with one of my brothers, who was visiting from Portland. I'm the youngest of eight children, and sometimes it's hard for an older brother to believe his baby can do anything bigger or better than he. In this case, his youngest brother has met so many celebrities. So it was perfect when Ed Asner spotted me from across the room and waved. Portland, Oregon, is no hick or hayseed town, but I could tell my brother was amazed. I introduced him to Ed and we exchanged some small talk. Ed repeated his encouragement to continue to pursue my acting/singing dreams. I'm still trying! I'm almost 40 and no one has yet given me a chance to strut my stuff. Can you set me up, Ed?

NICOLE KIDMAN

I met Nicole at the premiere party of Mission Impossible. What a beautiful lady. I had recently seen the movie in which she played an icy protagonist who was eventually ice-cubed to death. I told her how much I hated her character in that movie, and how I hoped she would act as a heroine in her next movie. She said she had some in the pipeline. Her movie Eyes Wide Shut opened recently. I just remember how sweetly she treated me at the party. We chatted for a while, but, of course, a handsome guy like me could lead a jealous husband to throw up some interference. Just as I was saying, “Waiter, could you get us a couple of drinks? I'll have rum and coke, and for you, my vision of loveliness, Nicole?” Tom Cruise showed up. Shortly thereafter, Tom's bodyguard forcibly removed me . . . 

I have to come clean again. If the truth be known, I wasn't removed. We all just laughed, exchanged some more small talk, now with Tom, and then I politely excused myself to continue schmoozing. You should know that my friends call me SchMozena for all the celebrities and Hollywood powerhouses I've met. By the way, did you see me in the movie Eyes Wide Shut? I played the mirror. Anyway, Nicole and Tom, I'm out here and available to act with you in an upcoming film. Remember, we're peers . . . at least in age. If you are wondering how I got into that party, that's another great story in and of itself.

CHRISTINE APPLEGATE

I met Ms. Applegate at a charity race in front of the Virgin building on Sunset Blvd., Hollywood. We spoke for about twenty minutes. I was surprised to see her without her makeup. She plays of course the buxom blond bimbo on the Fox show, Married With Children, but without makeup, she looked like a sweet, homespun girl. Our conversation covered many topics, but eventually we came around to the subject of breaking into the entertainment field as an actor. I mentioned to her how hard I'd tried. With encouraging words, she attributed the chance to act in Hollywood to 99.9 percent luck and one-tenth of one percent talent. She said she couldn't have predicted that Married With Children would be such a phenomenal success. She truly hoped someone would give me a chance, or better still, more than one. She made me feel good. Thank you. Kudos to you, Christine, and continued success. I hope someday our paths cross, and we can work together as actors in a film.

AARON SPELLING

I had seen Mr. Spelling at a couple of Hollywood parties, but I never conversed with him until he launched a tour around the country to promote his autobiography. I bought his book and waited in a lengthy line to have him autograph it. Wow! He has produced and continues to produce many of the television shows I watched during my childhood, young adulthood, and adulthood. I knew he had the power to give me my big break. 

I remember tossing out a one-liner that sent him and his group reeling with laughter. I also mentioned my sorority script to him. He said he would love to have it read and told me who to send it to. I did. He autographed my copy of his book, writing, “Steve, you would be perfect for Melrose Place.” I was so happy. Maybe now I'd get the opportunity to display my talent and work with Heather! I spoke to Mr. Spelling's secretary, who told me I could send my headshot and resume to casting, but added that Mr. Spelling writes comments like that for everybody. He's just a nice old man, she said. Ouch! I'd struck out. My script was subsequently passed on.

90210 CAST

I have met several of the cast members for 90210. Mr. Spelling's daughter, Tori, has always been very nice to me. Ian, who plays Steve, told me that he had seen my bus bench advertisements and wished me luck. And Brian Greene—what a nice guy. I interviewed him for the Fall TV radio junket and had my picture taken with him. I subsequently sent a nice note to him and included our photo. He went so far as to have his assistant call me and personally thank me for taking the time to send the photo. She said he appreciated the kind words. Brian, thank you for making me feel good. I hope someday I get the opportunity act with you in TV or film. You have style!

ALLY SHEEDY

I met Ms. Sheedy at Cowboy Sushi in Westwood near U.C.L.A. At the time, I lived nearby and would occasionally drop in and dine alone, knowing full well that I was outgoing enough to enjoy the other patrons' company. At the time, I remembered having seen Ms. Sheedy in several films, though I had enjoyed her performance in Short Circuit the most. Instantly, there was a connection. I was seated right next to Ms. Sheedy and her girlfriend. We chatted like old friends. I was wearing my signature cap, my name emblazoned on the front, and she thought it was cute. She asked me to make her one and gave me the address and phone number of a girlfriend to send her personalized cap. I did. I haven't seen her since, but I'm sure she loves her cap. She was definitely a sweetheart, and I would like to act in a film with her some day.

SYLVESTER STALLONE

I met Mr. Stallone at one of Elton John's Oscar parties. The place I believe is called the Maple Leaf. We were in a small room that had a couple of couches in it. Elton was off to the side discussing the party with his staff. Here I was in a room with Mr. Stallone, his wife Jennifer and his bodyguard. As Jennifer went off to call her mother, who I believe was in France, I had a chance to speak to Mr. Stallone alone for about 20 minutes. I spoke to him about a variety of subjects. I mentioned that I knew his first agent Craig Rumar. Mr. Rumar was the one who initially pushed me to write and complete my true-life story as an out-of-work disk jockey who ends up living in a college sorority with 70 women. Mr. Stallone said what made his initial Rocky script different was that it encompassed two key issues: Love and Redemption. 

Upon reflection, my impression of Mr. Stallone was extremely favorable. He is a very intelligent man. As we continued to speak, he said to me, “You're an ambitious young man.” Since our first meeting, I have always appreciated those words as I continue my quest to entertain the public. I truly hope someday that I get the opportunity to act in a movie with him.

STEVEN SEAGAL

I met Mr. Seagal outside of Mann's Chinese Theater in Hollywood, California, just before a movie premiere. In a related meeting, I had met Bruce Malmuth who had directed him in the fantastic flick, Hard To Kill. We met at Kinko's, of all places, in Los Angeles. He asked me why I liked Mr. Seagal. First, I thought maybe it was all that time I spent when I was younger watching those David Carradine Kung Fu TV shows. I thought for a moment more and realized that it really was the gentle but strong spirit Seagal projected through his tough Hollywood image. 

At the premiere, I would discover that Mr. Seagal had obviously been influenced by the time he spent in Japan and his study of Aikido. He actually lived up to the image created through his films by Hollywood and I have been lucky enough to have spoken with him several times since.

Outside this premiere, I struck up a conversation with him. I remember how intently he focused on what I had to say. The 6-foot 4-inch gentle-spirited man listened as I explained a story idea for an action film. I called the story “Cleaning Up America” and the sequel “Cleaning Up the World.” The hero in my story saves America from crimes against the environment by white-collar criminals. If you're a Seagal film fan, you will notice in his subsequent films after Hard To Kill, he has had a couple of action movies with environmental themes. Just maybe in a small way, I helped him make his film choices. 

In a related incident, I attended an Academy Awards pictorial retrospective at the Academy of Motion Pictures and Arts on Wilshire Avenue in Los Angeles. It was behind-the-scenes photos from the previous year's Oscar's. In a couple of the photos at the exhibit, Mr. Seagal was prominently displayed but the placard identifying them had his last name spelled incorrectly. The exhibit had already run for days without anyone catching the error. Immediately, I took the sign down and brought it to the host security guard and suggested he get Mr. Seagal's name corrected because it wasn't wise to get the Aikido expert Mr. Seagal angry. Who knows what he would do! We laughed. Anyway, there's a saying, be careful what you ask for, you may just get it. Well, I'm asking to act in a movie with Mr. Seagal. By the way, Mr. Seagal and I do have at least one thing in common—our first names.

ARNOLD SCHWARZENEGGER

I have met Mr. Schwarzenegger at least twenty times at movie premiere parties, and I've enjoyed our chats. I've also seen him at my local Catholic Church in Santa Monica. I remember the first time I spotted him. I was standing at the back of the church during mass, having arrived as usual, just a little late. He walked in alone and stood next to me. I remember thinking to myself, Wow, I'm taller than Arnold! I'm about six-foot-one and he's about five-foot-eleven . . . although he's just a little more muscular than me . . . just a little. I remember again standing at the back of the church once as he walked in late again. I had queried the priest about this because he knows Mr. Schwarzenegger personally. The Pastor explained Mr. Schwarzenegger's tardiness. Apparently he arrives late for two reasons, so he can worship without drawing too much attention to himself, and also, as a devoted father, Mr. Schwarzenegger was dropping his children off at the church daycare. 

When it came to collection time and the basket was passed around the congregation, Mr. Schwarzenegger tossed in twenty dollars. When it came to me, I tossed in forty. Wait a minute, I wasn't playing poker with one of the world's biggest stars, or was I?  Back to the church service  . . . it's Sunday!

BARRY LEVINSON

Barry Levinson made a movie about me named Jimmy Hollywood. The film is about an aspiring actor who advertises himself on a bus bench to try to obtain work as a legitimate actor. Either great minds think alike or it's just a mere coincidence he made the movie when just outside his production office, right next to the main entrance of Paramount Studios, were two bus benches advertising me as an aspiring actor. The character had little resemblance to me, though, other than the fact that he advertised on a bus bench. 

I advertised on as many as 24 benches. Twice, I surrounded the building during the Academy Awards with my advertisements. The character, Jimmy, had absolutely no experience in acting or entertaining. I do. I was present at the premiere party and chatted briefly with Mr. Levinson. Whether or not Mr. Levinson was influenced by my advertisements, I did not ask. Nor did I ask the courts to decide that issue for the benefit of money or credit. In Hollywood, if you sue someone, even for a legitimate reason, you get blackballed. It's a tight-knit community. People in tinseltown don't want trouble to upset the establishment. It's not unlike what happened during the McCarthy era when the political system blacklisted many Hollywood celebrities as communists or traitors. The witch hunt ruined many a promising career. So, instead of asking for trouble, I asked Mr. Levinson to give me an opportunity to perform in one of his future productions. I'm not waiting by the telephone, but honor and integrity dictate he will give me a chance, even if it's only to deliver one word.

GEORGE CLOONEY

I've met Mr. Clooney a couple of dozen times. Just like his character on E.R., Mr. Clooney is affable and charming. We always exchange some small talk. At one Emmy's Governor's Ball, we had a photo taken together. Oh, by the way, Steven Spielberg was sitting right next to Mr. Clooney at that ball, but that's another celebrity story. Anyway, George was very nice and lots of laughs. I said to myself it would be fun to work with him, so I sent my headshot and resume to E.R.'s casting several times. No response, with or without my talent agent. I have met numerous people who work with the show. Why haven't I been give a chance?  I thought that I'd be perfect as a regular cast member on the show. My father owned a hospital and physician supply company, and I worked for my father's company many years. My dad died during my college years, so my family sold the company, but after I graduated from college, I was hired by a hospital supply company as a salesman. Even today, I still know hundreds of medical products and their respective manufacturers. I used this medical knowledge to later develop my persona as Dr. Steve, a morning radio personality in Phoenix, Arizona. To add zest to the character, I dressed in a lab coat and scrubs for my public appearances. My doctor's bag carried my name as well as the radio station's logo. Many people believed my schtick. Still, deep down, I knew that what I really wanted was to act and especially sing, so I eventually returned to Los Angeles.

How does anyone know if you are good if you never get a chance to prove what you can do? I hope someday I'll get the opportunity to act on E.R. and, since George left E.R., I would like additionally to act with Mr. Clooney in film. Continued success, Mr. Clooney. 

JOHN TRAVOLTA

I had met Mr. Travolta at the premiere party for Apollo 13. What an extremely nice fellow! He introduced me to his wife, then talked about his religion, Scientology. I had mentioned to him that I had once taken an I.Q. test and scored 164—supposedly genius level, and although suspicious of it, I left the Hollywood Scientology headquarters with a smile on my face. I said I didn't believe the outcome of the test, but Mr. Travolta assured me of its accuracy.

JAMES CARREY

I've met Mr. Carrey on several occasions, and he's as funny in person as he is in the movies. He's also extremely courteous. At the Liar, Liar premiere party, we spoke for about 10 minutes. I mentioned I'd like to act with him in a buddy movie like Jeff Daniels had done in Dumb and Dumber. From humble beginnings, Mr. Carrey now makes about $20 million a movie. Can you even imagine that! I told him that maybe someday we would work together and be the “million-dollar men.” As our conversation progressed, I just had to mention that I was a former Phoenix morning radio personality who ended up living in a college sorority with 70 women for an entire year. In a flash he quipped back, “Sounds like you already had your payday!” We laughed.

THE BUS BENCHES

What inspired me to advertise at the risk of my reputation? A man I respect once said “Early to bed, early to rise, work hard and advertise!” His name is Ted Turner, and I took his message to heart. In addition, two of my brothers, one a lawyer the other a doctor, became extremely successful by being on the cutting edge of advertising in their respective fields. I thought I would do the same for acting. I devised a marketing survey, gathered the information and produced the final copy and picture for the bus benches. It's too bad it didn't work. Some say my reputation was actually tarnished by the movie Jimmy Hollywood. I certainly have had no acting work generated since the movie was released. Added to that, the advertisement only generated calls to be cast in pornos, gay pornos, and as a pedophile on the X-Files. I dared to be different. I'm not afraid to be ridiculed. I'm sure someone with the power to cast me in Hollywood film or TV has guts to give me an opportunity. Mr. Turner, here I am, advertising again. I look forward to meeting you someday. By the way, if you would like to read related newspaper articles about the bus benches, check the archives of L.A. Times. Search for my name, Steve Mozena.

GEENA DAVIS

What a cutie! Unfortunately, she was with her then-husband Renny Harlan. Wow, what a tall woman, especially in heels! I'm six foot plus and I'd say she was a bit taller than me in the pumps. She was extremely nice. But I felt uncomfortable speaking to her with her husband standing by and I kept our conversation short. Up close and personal, she has a beautiful smile, face and figure. If I were to make a wish, not only would I like a 'Long Kiss Goodnight', but of course, I'd like to star opposite Ms. Davis in her next film. God, she's beautiful!

TOM HANKS

It's true, he really is a very nice guy. I've met Mr. Hanks at a number of different events. I even helped to photograph him with other celebrities, friends and fans. We chatted at an event held at the Beverly Hill's Hilton Ballroom. I was donning my tuxedo and also had my personalized baseball cap. We exchanged some small talk while I worked the cameras. Then, we joked about my cap and I mentioned that I'd sent one to Ms. Marshall. He said he'd love one too! So I sent him one with his name on it . . . for free. I haven't seen Mr. Hanks since, but I'd like to know if his personalized cap is the right size and color. Just kidding! I must admit that every time I have seen him since, there is always a crowd around him and yet he's always very charming, humorous and entertaining. I'd love to act in a movie with him, of course. Who wouldn't?

DAVID HASSELHOFF

I met Mr. Hasselhoff a couple of times. He's tall—about six-foot-four. The second time I met him was at the True Lies premiere. When I introduced myself to him he was extremely nice. As we chatted, I brought up the fact that I was the aspiring actor who advertised himself on bus benches to try to obtain work. Two of my brothers, one a lawyer, the other a doctor, had become wealthy because they were one of the first to advertise in their respective professions, law and medicine. I thought I'd give it a try with the entertainment field. 

I called 150 casting directors and asked what was the single most important reason they hired talent? The top three reasons were first the LOOK (I guess make-up artists aren't really needed in Hollywood), second, the TALENT and finally the acting ABILITY. Subsequently, I created an advertisement for bus benches and placed them strategically outside all the major Hollywood Studios, using the information I had obtained. Along with the marketing/advertising copy, I added a full-body photo of myself on every bench. In fact, for two years, I placed 12 of them around the building the day and night before the Academy Awards. Nevertheless, as I told Mr. Hasselhoff, I had basically received the following calls from my bus bench advertisements: people who wanted me to act in pornos—gay pornos at that! Then Howard Gordon called from the X-Files and asked me to read for the role of a pedophile. Ugh! 

I once was told the difference between a star and superstar. The fellow gave the example of the actors George Kennedy and Gene Hackman. He said George said yes to all acting roles, but Gene had learned to say no and to discriminate. What happened to each? Mr. Kennedy is now paid six figures and Mr. Hackman is paid seven figures. As I progressed with my story, Mr. Hasselhoff laughed and said he had a couple of acting roles with his show Baywatch. After he finished chuckling, he promised I wouldn't have to act as a pedophile in his show. Then he reached into his pocket, gave me his business card, and asked me to send a headshot and résumé to his office. I did. In fact, I saw him again literally filming right out in front of my beachfront apartment. He asked me again to send my headshot and resume. I did. 

Well finally, Mr. Hasselhoff, I'm ready for 'that role' in your show. I could even just start out with one word like Help! and perhaps you could have one of your bathing beauties in a red swimsuit rescue me. I definitely would be the envy of my men friends and men worldwide, just like when I lived in the sorority with 70 women!

CHRIS COLUMBUS

I met the director of Mr. Candy's movie Only The Lonely at the premiere party. Although I made a faux pas. I didn't know him or even his name, and initially I thought he was joking when he told me his name. I said, “I sailed that ship with you, I'm Santa Maria.” Well, a male assistant made me feel like shoe sole dirt for not knowing who Mr. Columbus was. Nevertheless, Mr. Columbus was extremely gracious and spoke to me for about fifteen minutes.

But, hey Hollywood, give me a break! This was, after all, the first premiere party I had attended and I wasn't plugged into the Hollywood scene like I am now. Our paths have not crossed for years, but I know if I ever get the opportunity to be an actor in one of Mr. Columbus' future films, I would jump enthusiastically at the offer. He had made me feel good even though at our first meeting, I had “stubbed my social toe!”

STEVE GUTTENBERG

Steve Guttenberg is famous for starring in Cocoon, Police Academy, Short Circuit, Three Men and A Baby and so on. I spotted him at a restaurant in Los Angeles. He kept glancing at me. I didn't know why he was looking, although it was ironic because I'm still one of the masses and he's a celebrity. I wondered what was up, so I approached him and his lady who were dining together. I said, “Steve, can I help you? You keep looking my way? Do I have poor manners? Have I dribbled my food?”

“No,” he said, “I like your cap, Steve.” He had noticed my personalized baseball cap. What a buzz! Mr. Guttenberg thought it was great. My cap was starting to become a celebrity in its own right! He asked if I would send him and his lady a cap each with their respective names printed on them. I did . . . for free. We continued our conversation and spoke about my script “The Candy Store” based on my true-life story as an out-of-work disc jockey who ended up living in a college sorority with 70 women for a year. He thought it was a great idea. Later, maybe he'd like the opportunity to produce and star in it with me. Mr. Guttenberg, the offer's still open. In fact, I have arranged with a top Hollywood movie financing bank for Negative-Pick-Up-Financing for the film. Interested? Can we work together?

CHRIS FARLEY

I met Mr. Farley at a lively premiere party. He was wearing black Drew Carey-type rimmed glasses. Actually, I had never seen him in glasses, so I was a bit surprised. That night, Mr. Farley was a million volts of energy. In fact, he was wound up like a top which had just had its string released. He was “bouncing off the walls” everywhere at the party. We chatted briefly as he spun around the room. Among other things, we talked about all the beautiful women in Los Angeles, although I know L.A. isn't the only city in the USA to corner that market!

I was surprised to learn that one of the priests at my church befriended Mr. Farley. In fact, he said Mr. Farley would call and ask the Father to dinner every now and again. Mr. Farley had even called the priest while he was enrolled in a Diet Center. Of course, the priest declined Mr. Farley's generous offer. However, in the same way, I believe I do understand Mr. Farley when he wanted to gather friends together for a good dinner and conversation. I like that too! I love cooking and sharing it with friends. Moreover, I'm fortunate because I live right next to Venice Beach with a beautiful view of the ocean. Mr. Farley, if you were still alive, I surely would have extended an invitation for you and your friends to dinner. God be with you.

PENNY MARSHALL

I've met her a couple of times. What I remember most of all about Ms. Marshall is that she liked my baseball cap. It has my name on the front it. I call it my cap with zap! She ask me if I could get her one with her name on it. I did . . . of course for free. I've seen her since and she said she enjoyed wearing it. I like to sit there and imagine that when she directed A League of Their Own with Tom Hanks and Geena Davis, she was wearing that cap. Oh, hey, Ms. Marshall, when you're directing your next movie, I'll certainly make myself available for a speaking role!
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