1.  I collect Vicks VapoRub—not just the jars, but the whole product: salve, jar, label, box, and insert.  I have about 57 of them of various sizes, from different time periods, and even from different countries.  The coolest I have is from India because the label is in the cool-looking Hindi script.
2.  I am in love with Antony and the Johnsons.  The poetry in those songs transcends my hetero self and touches a small, homo self I never even knew I had.  I dare you to listen to “Hope There’s Someone” from I Am a Bird Now and not understand the utter despair and loneliness of him and not cry your frigging eyes out.

3.  Dolly Parton is a bitch.  In 1993, Bryan, Shayne, John and I watched her film a scene on the streets of Chicago for Straight Talk while we were waiting for a Jethro Tull concert at the Chicago Theater.  We were told that she was very good about talking with her fans and signing autographs after she was done with her scenes, but we were duped.  She finished the shoot, then jumped into her limo and sped off into the cold Chicago November with four less fans than before.
4.  The first serious piece of literature I ever read was John Webster’s Elizabethan tragedy (and horror-fest) The Duchess of Malfi.  I read it between my scenes of The Bachelor and the Bobby Soxer—our high school fall play, my sophomore year.  That play should have been rated X just for the gore.
5.  Every February 2nd, my wife and I watch Groundhog Day together.  We started celebrating Groundhog Day instead of Valentines Day in 1991, after a disastrous Valentines Day just got worse.

6. I have the same five friends I’ve had since I was in kindergarten.  I’ve made new ones since then, but those five guys remain my oldest and dearest friends.
7.  My favorite Shakespeare play is The Winter’s Tale precisely because I’ve never read it and know absolutely nothing about it.  I love the title and all the images that it creates in my head: images of what the play might be about are much better than the real thing.  For all I know, the actual play sucks.  But my Winter’s Tale is awesome.
8.  I have every letter and note everyone has ever sent me since I was a child.  I have a medium sized box full of love letters, birthday cards from long dead grandparents, and personal correspondence that fills my heart.

9.  I once pulled a guy from a burning truck.  He was drunk and hit a van head on in front of me.  I smashed the window to his truck and pulled him out from under his dash, where his body had slumped.  His arm was in two pieces, but he survived.  I testified against him in court for the family he hit head on.  When his attorney asked me if I had ever met the guy before on the stand, I said, “you mean before I pulled his broken body from his burning truck?  No.  I’ve never met him before that.”
10.  I did everything in high school: track, marching band, plays and musicals, debate and speech, academic super bowls, honors societies.  But of all the things I ever did, my father only came to one track meet.  The whole met he just stood on the side of the track and watched the runners: sprinters and distance guys.  I was a thrower.
11.  Last summer, I finished my first novel, Ricki Lake Does Not Exist.  Most first novles are supposed to be between 50,000 and 70,000 words long.  Mine is 133,000 words.  The book tour begins in Muncie, not on Oprah.

12.  For exactly ten years I carried a small, knit bag in my left pocket.  In it was a small, vacupressed, plastic baby that I got in a King cake from Mardi gras, 1991.  As per tradition, since I didn’t make it back there the next year, I am still the King.

13.  I have had my Christmas tree up in my living room for the better part of five years now because that is where I always want to be: in my living room, in the dark, with the lights from my tree casting a multi-colored glow around me and the warmth of my fireplace keeping my feet free from the cold.  When I play Conan the Barbarian on the DVD player, heaven becomes jealous.  

14.  I am one of the few people I know who loves my job—really loves it the way you love sleeping babies or new puppies.  I would do my job even if they stopped paying me, but don’t tell my assistant chairperson that.
15.  I’ve come across about five perfect songs in my lifetime.  A perfect song is not necessarily one I even like, but it is one that could not be any other way than it already is.  It is perfect in a kind of Mozart-like way: out there in the universe, prior to anyone ever even writing it down or playing it.  Genesis has one (“The Musical Box”).  The Smiths have one too (“Some Girls are Bigger than Others”—simply because of Mike Joyce’s perfect switch from the high hat to the ride cymbal and then back again at the end of the song).  My personal favorite is Elton John’s “This Song has no Title” from Goodbye Yellow Brick Road.  It took me about a year to realize that the electronic hum during the chorus, while at first annoying, is actually essential to the song. 

16.  I do not eat fast food unless I absolutely have to, which is rare these days.  Even when I ate it back in college, I never had Hardee’s or Taco Bell, and I’ve never even been in a White Castle.  Harold and Kumar would be disappointed, I know.  
17.  I have never used the upstairs guest bathroom in my house.  Ever.

18.  I managed to get a Ph.D. in American Literature without ever having read Hawthorne’s The Scarlet Letter.

19.  I never watch TV—actual live TV.  And when I do, I only watch about three shows: Phineas and Ferb, Family Guy, and The Deadliest Catch. 
20.  I have a foot long piece of original barbwire from the Mejdanek Death Camp outside of Lublin, Poland.  Don’t ask how I got that one past customs.
21.  I’ve never tried any illegal substance in my life.  I’ve never stolen anything, not even when I was a kid.  And I’ve never hit, nor been hit by, anyone.
22.  My greatest fears are camping, zombies, answering the phone, and people whose gums are bigger than their teeth.  Everything else I can deal with.
23.  I am one of probably less than a hundred people who know who Edward of Angoulême was.  I am one of less than twenty who know where he is interred.  And I am the only one who knows why his father, Edward of Woodstock, Black Prince of Wales, loved him more than his younger brother, Richard.

24.  In 1978, my mom and dad went to Las Vegas and got to meet Wayne Newton.  Thirty years later, in 2008, my wife and I won the Dancing with the Stars / Soft Scrub Challenge held at the Conseco Fieldhouse in front of 10,00 people.  The man who introduced us?  That’s right.  Mr. Las Vegas: Wayne Newton!  He didn’t remember my mom and dad, though.  Weird.
25.  I’ve cried about four times in my life, and one of them, embarrassingly, was during Beaches.
