LARRY CAMERON
 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1I didn’t know Larry Cameron well in high school but after high school I would run into him occasionally in Alexandria and we would chat.  I will always remember him for contributing to my successful completion of an assignment AFTER high school.

In the mid 80's I was on the Operations Committee of the National Capital YMCA – the big one on Rhode Island Avenue in D.C..  At one meeting, in discussing fundraising efforts, someone suggested a bachelor auction.  Having just gone through a high-intensity feminist period in my life, I thought it the perfect revenge for years of being forced to view myself as body first and brain second.    

The Committee made the mistake of putting me in charge of the auction.  I plowed into the assignment with a vengeance.  I would dream at night of recruiting hot men and parading them before the audience in their Speedos!!!!  Yes, Speedos – the male bikini!!!  The next morning I woke up and looked at the piece of paper I titled “Bachelors Auction Recruits.”  It was blank.  Yikes!!!  Where to start, who to call, how many tricks would I have to use for recruiting bachelors.  I started scouring my mental list for any hottie that had given me five minutes in the last 10 years.  I added some not so hottie (and long gone) men I had dated.  Within a matter of days no bachelor would escape my effort to recruit him.  I recruited through phone calls, personal (sometimes surprise) visits to offices or homes, cold-call bar hops, or just plain assaulting a strange hottie on the street – straight or gay.  Yes, I was not beyond much of anything that you might imagine.  I had no shame.  I needed at least ten bachelors for the auction to be a success.

Anyway, Larry’s name popped into my head almost immediately when I started recruiting.  I didn’t know where Larry lived BUT I did know where he worked.  He made the mistake of telling me one of those days when I ran into him.  I wrote his name on my list and beside it I wrote “Erols” – which is where he worked.  I wrote his name in ink – confident that I WOULD be able to recruit him.  Of course Larry blew me off in my first phone call.  I waited a few days and called him again.  He wasn’t biting.  Finally, I “guilted” (charity helping inner city kids) Larry into participating after four or five phone calls.  

Recruitment complete, the auction night arrived.  I stressed over who would bail at the last minute and who would show up.  As it turns out, every man that I recruited showed up (yes, they FEARED me) – including Larry with his adorable face and rosy cheeks.  I plied the men with wine and by the time it was each one’s turn to “walk the walk,” they were relaxed and into the comedy and charity of a bachelor auction.  I don’t remember how much we “got” for Larry but I do remember that he really enjoyed it and told me afterward that he would do it again. 

No one wore a Speedo.  Men have just now started taking my calls again.
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