
THE PATIENT 

For Dr. Gorman, psychiatrist and Rossmoor resident, the bizarre case began when he received a 
call for assistance from a nursing home in Los Angeles. 

A patient there had been in a non-responsive, catatonic state for at least 40 years. Since a fire in 
1972 had destroyed all of the nursing home’s previous records, no one today knew the patient’s name, 
his admission history, or how long he had been catatonic prior to the fire. Two weeks ago, he suddenly 
emerged from his trance and began tentatively communicating with the staff. But he would never 
initiate a discussion. Instead, he would only respond to their questions, and only a very limited subset of 
those.  

To test his mental abilities and cognitive awareness, the staff asked him a series of 50 simple 
questions. For some inexplicable reason, the patient ignored 44 of them, but clearly, cooperatively, and 
seemingly randomly answered six. Confused by his erratic behavior and in need of a professional 
evaluation, the staff mailed Dr. Gorman the transcript of the question & answer session for his expert 
opinion. Opening the envelope, he read the following:  

Q: Who are your favorite actors? 

A: Jodie Foster and Orlando Bloom. 

Q: Who are your favorite authors? 

A: William Shakespeare, Geoffrey Chaucer, Gertrude Stein, and Ray Bradbury. 

Q: What are your favorite books? 

A: The Hound of the Baskervilles by Arthur Conan Doyle, and Cup of Gold by John Steinbeck. 

Q: Your favorite athletes? 

A: Donovan McNabb and Don Drysdale. 

Q: What musicians do you like? 

A: Kenny Chesney and the rock group Boston. 

Dr. Gorman felt that there was nothing obvious to be learned from the transcript. But his wife, 
looking over his shoulder, offered this simple insight: “How strange! Every single one of his answers 
includes the names of one or more streets in Rossmoor. What a remarkable coincidence!” 

At first Dr. Gorman didn’t understand what she meant, but as he looked more closely, he saw it, 
too: Foster. Orlando. Blume. Gertrude. Bradbury. Shakespeare. Chaucer. Baskerville. Donovan. Drysdale. 
Chesney. Bostonian. 

“This can’t possibly be a coincidence. His only response that isn’t a Rossmoor street is Cup of 
Gold. I need to see this patient for myself.” 

As he prepared to leave, his wife amusedly observed “Cup of Gold is just Copa de Oro in 
English!” 



 

* * * * * * * 

 

Arriving at the nursing home, Dr. Gorman found the patient prone in bed, staring vacantly 
towards the ceiling. Dr. Gorman introduced himself and asked several questions, receiving no response. 
But when he asked “Who’s your favorite president?” the patient livened a bit and startled the doctor by 
saying “Ronald Reagan”. Initially, Dr. Gorman believed that this response had nothing to do with 
Rossmoor, but then realized with a start, There’s a Reagan Street in the Rossmoor Highlands. 

“And who would you like as our next president?” continued Dr. Gorman 

“I’d like to see Dan Quayle run for office” the patient replied with a smile after a ten-second 
pause. 

That answer breaks the pattern... No, wait! He’s made a sly reference to Quail Run!  Wow! 

“Where are you from?” 

No response. 

“Are you from Rossmoor?”  

Again no response. 

“Would you like to live in Rossmoor?” 

“That depends. Would the weather be nice there?” 

No Rossmoor allusions this time, right? Oh my gosh! Weatherby! That crazy, brilliant man snuck 
Weatherby Road into his answer! 

Just then, a nurse entered. Apologizing to Dr. Gorman for the interruption, she turned towards 
the patient and asked, “Are you interested in some dinner?” 

The old man frowned, pondered deeply, brightened up considerably, and gleefully responded 
“Yes. I’d like grilled salmon with a glass of Chianti”.  

“Well, I can’t bring you any wine”, laughed the nurse. “Instead, how about something sweet for 
dessert?” 

“An orange would be nice.” 

 Salmon! Chianti! Orangewood! How does he come up with this stuff so fast? 

It was almost time for Dr. Gorman to leave, but he was dying to learn more about this enigmatic 
man, and he grew uncharacteristically impatient. Getting right to the point, he asked “Why do you know 
so much about Rossmoor?” 

The old man’s eyes glazed over and he looked away. 



“Were you one of the original Rossmoor homeowners?” persisted then doctor. 

The patient yawned. 

“Were you there before Rossmoor was built? Do you even know what was there before 
Rossmoor was built?” 

The patient shrugged his shoulders, and sadly admitted “Beats me”. 

Well at least he finally said something unrelated to Rossmoor, thought Dr. Gorman. But then he 
reconsidered. Beets! That’s what there was in Rossmoor before the community was built:  beet fields!  

“You’re very old and sick,” observed Dr. Gorman. “What I can do to help you?” 

The patient considered this for a moment, and laconically muttered “The main way you could 
help me is by leaving me alone. You really tucker me out”. Then he shut his eyes and fell asleep. 

 

* * * * * * * 

 

Thus was introduced to psychiatry textbooks the exquisitely baffling case, previously unknown 
in the annals of science: a mysterious old man in an apparently catatonic state for over 40 years, yet 
secretly listening in on nurse’s conversations (for how else could he possibly know about more-recently 
famous people like Kenny Chesney and Orlando Bloom?), now fully alert, but never volunteering 
anything, and only responding to questions for which he could mischievously insert Rossmoor-themed 
replies, often with clever wordplay. The case remains an unsolved mystery to this very day. 


