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To my wife, Elissa, 

who makes fewer mistakes than anyone I know



Preface

I’m sure more than one person has said, “If you don’t get wiser as you get older, then you just get older.”

It’s always been evident that it’s important to learn from our mistakes, since it’s inevitable we’ll all make some.

I’ve never understood people who look back on their lives and say, “I wouldn’t change a thing.” I would, a lot—personally and professionally. I’ve always changed things based on past experiences, and as a result, as years go by, I’m happier—not as happy as I hope to be someday, but happier. 

There are some fascinating stories on the following pages. Some, frankly, I found heartbreaking. Some made me smile, and some made me laugh, but I found all of them compelling. There are also some points of view and conclusions neither you nor I may share. 

The idea for this book came from an understanding of how important it is to identify our mistakes, learn from them, and not repeat them. Of course, there can be serious consequences in not learning from our mistakes. Most of us have seen too many people who not only don’t learn from their mistakes but are unable to acknowledge they’ve even made any. It seems they feel that to do so is an admission of weakness instead of strength. 

Also, when we’ve made mistakes in the past, we were unaware of making them, so I have no doubt for most of us that’s happening right now, possibly every day. Many people don’t give this concept much consideration. If I Only Knew Then . . . is an effort to get them to reconsider their lack of consideration.

—Charles Grodin



REGIS PHILBIN

Talk Show Host

I had my first talk show in San Diego. It was local and live and late on a Saturday night. I was never that confident about my talent, but I worked hard. I booked the guests, flew them to San Diego, put them up at the Shelter Island Inn, and at 11:45 that night we went on the air. There were no writers, no producers, and no pre-interview. I did the monologue just the way I open my current show, talking about what I had seen and done that week and making it as humorous as I could. The show grew into a monster hit. 

One Saturday night the suits came down from Hollywood. My main guest that night was Zsa Zsa Gabor. We had a terrific interview, lots of laughs, and she came off the show giving me a rave to anyone listening backstage. A month later I was in Hollywood to host my own national show. I had a large staff of producers and writers—the type of people I never had in San Diego—but there was a problem, a big one. I was intimidated by all the trappings. 

Now other people were booking the guests and writing the jokes, and it was all foreign to me. I wasn’t comfortable reading someone else’s questions and one-liners. I was too timid to explain that this wasn’t the way I was used to doing it. Worse yet, I was replacing the great Steve Allen on his syndicated show for Westinghouse. I considered Steve Allen to be a giant in the business, and I simply could not believe it. I was so nervous, I couldn’t sleep.

The opening show was a Monday night in October 1964 with all the confusion and tribulation first shows have, especially with a host hardly anyone had ever heard of. A host who was scared stiff. I stumbled through some jokes in the monologue. Why was I so nervous? I had ad-libbed better stuff than this for three years, just sitting on a stool with no cue cards, and got screams. Suddenly with professional help, I was helpless. The show did get better, even got renewed for another thirteen-week cycle, but soon the executives asked me to come to a meeting at the Beverly Hills Hotel, and they told me the show was canceled. It was a big blow.

WHAT I LEARNED

With the biggest break of my life I had compromised on important issues and had only myself to blame for the failure of my first national show. I should have insisted on more control. I should have done what I did on my local show. That concept is what got me to Hollywood in the first place. It took a long time to understand that, and there was a lot of heartache along the way. But now, years later, I do my TV show the same way. Yes, there is a co-host, but we do it live. We don’t even talk to each other before the show, and it’s a success. Whatever your situation, whatever your job, focus on your positives. Build on them. Whatever you do, believe in yourself. If you do that, there’s a better chance others will believe in you as well.



CHARLES GRODIN

CBS News Commentator 

There’s a story I like about a boy who was ten years old and had never spoken. His parents just assumed he was unable to. Then one day at dinner, he tasted the spinach and said, “I don’t like this.” His parents were stunned.

“Bobby,” they said, “you can speak! How come in all these years you’ve never said anything?” The boy said, “Up until now, everything’s been okay.”

For me everything seemed okay until I was around fourteen.

If you measure mistakes by the length of time they cause you trouble, then my biggest mistake began then, since to this day I still pay a price for it.

It started innocuously enough. When I entered high school my dad wanted me to help out in his store, where he sold supplies to cleaners, tailors, and dressmakers—things like material, linings, zippers, buttons, and hangers.

He called it the Grodin Company. A “friend” of mine in grammar school used to needle me about my dad’s company’s name since Dad essentially was the company. From time to time over the years he would have someone working for him, but mostly he worked alone, with the exception of my brother Jack, who was six years older than I was. Jack always helped out in the store whenever asked.

When my time came along at fourteen, I also was willing to help—but only to a degree, and that was the heart of the conflict.

I had started kindergarten at four and Hebrew school at eight, so for as long as I could remember I was in school during the day and spent a few days after school each week in religious training. 

When I got into high school I had some other ideas for my after-school time, like athletics and dramatics. I joined the masque and wig club in high school, but I wasn’t really available to be in a school play because my dad wanted me to work in his store.

It seemed however much I showed up to help, my dad felt it was not enough. He’d had to drop out of school at thirteen to help support his family. You were allowed to do that in those days, so my dad’s idea of work was you get up very early in the morning and you work about a twelve-hour day. That’s what he did seven days a week his whole life. Maybe he came home earlier on Sunday sometimes, but he worked seven days a week. Not only that, but he did it even though he was always sick.

He developed a rheumatic heart as a boy and was never in good health. The only time he wasn’t at work was when he had what seemed to be regular stays in the hospital.

Often he would come home from work and go right to bed so he’d be able to get up and go to work the next day. I have a vivid memory of him sitting at the dinner table, his head leaning on his left hand, exhausted.

I never fully factored in my dad’s health in the amount of time I put in at the store. I was so used to seeing him ill that I got used to it. I’d never seen him any other way.

I never realized how serious his condition was. Also, while we weren’t rich, I never felt the pressure of not having enough money, and I thought my dad could easily afford to hire a kid who could do what I would do for fifty cents an hour, which he often did.

Still, Dad felt it should be me there more often and not some other kid.

This conflict had a couple of noticeable results. I was just about never given the family car to drive after I got my license at sixteen, and my dad eventually wanted me to put all requests for anything in writing, which I did. He would respond in writing as well, even though we lived together in a small six-room house!

He just didn’t want the stress of having to deal with me in person in any situation where we had differences. In spite of all of this, though, there was never any doubt that my dad and I loved each other very much.

Later, when I was older and working at the store, more than one customer would say, “Oh, you’re the one who wants to be an actor. Your dad is always talking about you.” In spite of our differences, I got the feeling my dad was proud of me.

My mom later told me that Dad was shocked and so happy that it was his wayward son who as valedictorian gave the commencement speech at his high school graduation.

I remember one time when I was about ten, before all our trouble started, Dad standing at a railroad station, leaning down and kissing me on the cheek before he and my mom left for a rare vacation.

Then one day my dad suddenly died.

He was in the hospital, which, again, wasn’t unusual, and I was alone in the store when I got a call from my mother to come to the hospital right away, as my dad wasn’t expected to live through the day.

Astonishingly, the thought of my dad dying had never even occurred to me. I was in complete shock as I raced to the hospital. I had the car that day.

When I got to his room, he was in the then familiar oxygen tent—in those days what looked like a plastic tent was put over the patient. He was weak but conscious, and I just stood there as we looked at each other. I didn’t speak, and he couldn’t.

I went home and completely fell apart. Soon, I got the call. He died at five minutes to five on June 26, 1953. He was fifty-two and I was eighteen. I have never really recovered.

While I’ve been able to have a relatively happy life, my dad’s sudden passing has haunted me. I’ve replayed the events and wondered how much I contributed to his early death.

If I had been more cooperative, would he have lived a long life? No. Might he have lived longer? Yes. Was I wrong not to have helped more? Yes.

I always tried to make my case to myself by saying I wanted to finally have my free time after school and my dad could afford to hire another kid to help.

That’s all true, except for one thing. I never really considered the emotional price he was paying for my willfulness, and if I had it to do over I would have been there at the store with him as much as he wanted. If I had it to do over, which, of course, sadly, I don’t.

WHAT I LEARNED

If you have a conflict with someone you love, really consider how he or she feels as much as you can, even if you don’t agree.

You need to, first and foremost, do what you believe is right, but sometimes giving a lot of thought to what a loved one feels will significantly affect what you believe is right. 

Sometimes getting your way really isn’t worth it.



CAROL BURNETT

Actress, Author

Cary Grant?”

Harvey grinned and nodded.

“CARY Grant?”

More grinning and more nodding from Harvey.

“The Cary Grant?”

Harvey’s head was bobbing up and down so hard, I thought it would fly off and go bouncing all around the rehearsal hall.

“How? When?”

We were gathered around the big table for our regular Monday-morning reading of that week’s show. Vicki, Tim, Lyle, the guests (I don’t remember who), our director, Dave Powers, and I were all glued to Harvey’s story about the weekend party he had attended in Beverly Hills.

“Okay: It was Saturday night, and he was there! Naturally, he was gorgeous, charming, funny, and get this . . . interested in me! He never misses watching our show. In fact, he asked the hostess if she’d mind if he disappeared for an hour when ten o’clock rolled around because we were on that night and he doesn’t like to miss our show.”

I tried catching my breath. “Omigod—you mean Cary Grant actually knows who we are?”

“He went on and on about how much he loves the show and how much we make him laugh.”

All of us were silent for a bit.

Wow. Cary Grant . . . a fan. The idea was overwhelming. I remembered his movies, and my grandmother, Nanny, saying, “He’s the second most beautiful thing in the world next to Hedy Lamarr.” I thought he was beautiful too, but I also thought he was funny. He could do great “takes” and body-pounding pratfalls (in his earlier movies) . . . an athlete, and a hilarious one. Charm, of course, oozed out of his pores. And now, by golly, he knew of my existence. Ain’t show biz grand?

A few weeks later my husband, Joe, and I were invited to a cocktail party at Peggy Lee’s house. She had been a guest on our show a few times and we’d grown pretty friendly. Joe and I were the first ones to show up. My fault—I never could stand being late to anything. Our coats were hung up in the hall closet, and I began making friends with the caterer. It wasn’t long before Peggy appeared, looking beautiful in an elegant hostess gown. In a few minutes the doorbell started ringing in earnest, and it wasn’t long before the place was wall-to-wall with celebrities. I always mentally pinched myself over how lucky I was to actually know all these talented folks! The party was in full swing—Alan King keeping everyone in stitches, hors d’oeuvres being cleaned off the trays before they made it clear around the room, Frank Sinatra’s “Come Fly with Me” swinging through the speakers. And then, suddenly the whole party quieted down and all heads were turned to the front door. I looked.

Cary Grant.

Peggy ran to greet him. Taking his elbow, she led him into the room, and people began to make a path so they wouldn’t have to wiggle in and around the guests. She was introducing him to those who had never had the honor. Even the biggest stars all but genuflected. He was very much at ease, laughing and shaking hands, and as they got nearer I bolted for the coat closet. Joe was at my heels: “What’re you doing? Don’t you want to meet Cary Grant?”

“No.”

My coat . . . my coat. Here it was . . . Please, God, get me outta here.

“Are you nuts? All you’ve been talking about is Harvey’s story, and here he is! Here’s your chance!”

I had my coat on. “Let’s go.”

“Will you please tell me what the hell’s the matter with you?”

Poor Joe. He just didn’t get it. “Poor Joe, you just don’t get it.” I had to explain: “Look, he likes me! He makes it a point to watch our show every single week! You think I want to spoil that?”

“Why would you spoil it?” I had always thought Joe was smarter than that.

“Because I wouldn’t know what to say, or how to act, and I would make a fool of myself, and he wouldn’t like me anymore! Okay? Let’s go home!”

We hadn’t yet reached the door when I felt the tap on my shoulder. I turned around and there they were: Peggy and Cary.

Peggy said, “Carol, where’re you goin’? You can’t leave yet—Cary’s dying to meet you!”

Oh, gee. I looked up into his face . . . that face . . . and I forced a lame smile. He took my hand and his mouth started moving. Trouble was, I couldn’t hear him! My heartbeat was so loud, I thought my ears were going to implode. Watching his lips move, I just knew what he was saying had to be the most charming sentences anyone had ever uttered, but I couldn’t hear.

He kept on and on . . . holding my hand . . . sometimes even squeezing it a little. I thought he’d never stop. Oh, but then he did . . . his mouth had stopped moving. Oh, God, it’s my turn now. He’s waiting for me to say something . . . anything.

Then it came out in a rush. “You’re a credit to your profession.”

Why didn’t the floor open up? Why didn’t someone distract him before I opened my mouth? Why didn’t we make it to the door in time? Why did we go to the party in the first place? Why was I born?

On the way home in the car, Joe looked at me and said, “You were right.”

WHAT I LEARNED

Trust your instincts.



GOLDIE HAWN

Actress

Good morning, Miss Hawn,” the security guard greets me cheerfully as I pull into the NBC parking lot for the last time.

“Morning, Jim,” I reply with a smile that doesn’t quite reach my eyes. 

Steering my maroon Chevrolet Corvette into the slot marked by a sign on the wall reading LAUGH-IN: GOLDIE HAWN, I head with a heavy heart for the door I have opened every working day for the last three years, in beautiful downtown Burbank.

As I walk down that long, long corridor to the studio, passing people I have come to know and love, I can hardly believe I am leaving the show today. Peering in through every doorway, I am wistfully aware of how much I have taken everything for granted. Five days a week, I have walked this corridor without thinking. Now I really look at the stages, the rehearsal halls I’ve worked in, the room where my bikini-clad body was painted with words and symbols, the newsroom.

Passing Hank, the funny makeup man, the one I joked with all the time about the double chin he insists I don’t have, I wave and giggle. I pass Tom Brokaw, the new NBC anchor, who greets me each morning with a smile and a bright hello. I must admit I have a bit of a crush on him.

Looking into one rehearsal hall, I remember the day I danced there in a tight red sweater jumpsuit. I glanced up and could hardly believe my eyes. Elvis Presley had wandered in to watch us rehearsing.

I stop, soaking up the memory now, and still taste how it felt to see the King standing there, emitting such incredible sexual energy, I thought I was going to swoon just being in the same room. That man and his music made my teenage hormones rage. Despite my promises to my father to listen to only classical music, I lived head to toe for rock and roll.

Elvis was introduced and walked over to me, reached out, and touched my tousled hair. “Why, Goldie,” he said, smiling that crooked smile of his, “no wonder you’re so funny. You look like a chicken that’s just been hatched.”

Walking on down the corridor, I remember the time we all chased George Schlatter, the producer and director of Laugh-In, when he had us working on a sketch until three in the morning. Dick Martin, Dan Rowan, Ruth Buzzi, and I were dressed in overalls, supposedly to paint a wall, but it was so late and we were so tired and none of us wanted to get covered in paint. With one look, we yelled, “Get George!” instead. We chased him down this hallway with rollers dripping paint until he ran upstairs and locked himself in his booth.

Turning down a side corridor into the Laugh-In hallway, the place where our little family gathers every week, I step into my dressing room, which looks just the same as it always has. There is the old telephone, the bowl of fresh fruit, the makeup table, and the ugly brown couches. Only now they don’t look so ugly anymore.

WHAT I LEARNED

Try to fully appreciate what you have when you have it. Nothing is forever.



ALAN ALDA

Award-Winning Actor,
 Bestselling Author

One of my charming failings is that I don’t mind if people think I’m smarter than I am. I guess, actually, this is only charming to me, but I usually find it captivating.

This little idiosyncrasy rose up to bite me one day, though, and it didn’t bite me in private, where nobody would notice; it took a chunk out of me while I was in front of a television camera.

For eleven years I hosted a show on public television called Scientific American Frontiers. I got to interview scientists from all over the world; hundreds of them. And it was a feast for me. As they worked on unraveling the mysteries of nature, it was like listening to a detective story told by Sherlock Holmes himself. Sometimes they would tell me about an invention that was limited in scope, such as a device that helped you lift heavy weights, and I could ask questions that were sensible and not too far-reaching. But sometimes the area of the scientist’s interest was much broader. 

Early in the run of the show, I was set to interview Carl Sagan and I realized suddenly that we wouldn’t be talking about a device in a lab. I was going to be asking him about the whole cosmos. I was a little scared. Where would I begin? “So how did this universe thing get to be like this? Where did all this stuff come from?” Somehow, I needed to start off a little smarter than that. I read everything I could that Sagan had written. I had been doing this with all the scientists I met, but with Sagan I piled it on. And I had to cram, because I only had a couple of weeks before we’d talk.

We met Sagan in front of his house at Cornell University. As we walked down the path to his front door I could see a huge, crashing waterfall in a gorge a hundred feet below us. It was dramatic and exciting, and it mimicked the rush of thoughts in my head. I had filled my brain with big bangs, expanding universes, extraterrestrials, gravity, black holes, asteroids, and a few other things that didn’t quite fit. Shreds of knowledge attached themselves to one another and re-formed into cockeyed notions, but I was eager to talk with Sagan, and I knew I could rely on his experience at being interviewed to get us through.

We sat down to talk in the airy, sunlit office where he did his writing. He was congenial and responsive, and everything seemed to be going well until we got to the subject of the expanding universe. Many years earlier, when I had first read that the universe was expanding, I picked up a pencil and wrote in the margin of the book I was reading, “This must be like a ball being thrown in the air over and over. It goes up and comes down again.” I was sure that if the universe expanded, eventually it would run out of steam; gravity would start to pull it back again until there was another big bang. It seemed to me it was like respiration: every universe would have a life of one breath. This is a nice idea, and it might make some kind of poem. It might even make a question in a conversation with a scientist, but it’s not a very good assumption to make, and it certainly is not something that you want to try to maneuver Carl Sagan into agreeing with. I didn’t even ask him if anybody else had ever thought of this idea. I just thought if I moved him in the right direction, he’d tell me that that’s the way he saw the cosmos too and I would be really smart.

I didn’t know it then, but physicists have thought of this clever idea. Unlike me, they also have the ability to add up all the stuff in the universe and they figured out it doesn’t add up to a bouncing ball. I noticed a slight unfocusing of his eyes as I cheerfully danced down this path. Is he stunned, I thought, that I see so deeply into the cosmos? 

After a couple of hours the interview was over. He was probably exhausted, but I was exhilarated. I’d had an actual conversation about astrophysics with a real astronomer. The producer of the show invited me out for a cup of coffee before we met with the next scientist. I didn’t want to gloat about how well it had gone with Sagan, and I was ready to respond to his praise modestly. Instead, his eyes drilled into mine and he said in a very direct way, “I’ve been wondering why you were showing off. I’m surprised you would do that.”

My ears burned with anger. Showing off? What was he talking about? I was trying to be up to the job.

He didn’t stop there. Why hadn’t I just asked questions as if I didn’t know the answers, he asked, and let Sagan be the smart one?

My ears burned for another day or so, and then it finally sank in. All the preparation I was doing, reading everything the scientists had written, was making me ask questions that I thought revealed a knowledge of their work, but it only got in their way. My questions were based on assumptions that left them no room to tell their own story. After that day with Carl Sagan, I began to go into interviews with little or no preparation, which forced me to ask truly basic questions. This way I could let the scientists explain their experiments from the ground up—now that I was willing to look as dumb as I actually was. And suddenly, something happened between us. They were talking to me in a way they never had before. I was hearing about a universe I had only imagined, but which they had seen. I was letting in reality, and it was thrilling.

WHAT I LEARNED

I got smarter by being dumber. That was a surprise.

My afternoon with Sagan started me off on a journey on which I discovered that there are actually several levels of ignorance. And I’ve done time on all of them. The rudimentary level is simply not knowing anything and keeping quiet about it. This is the blissful level. You don’t bother anyone else and they don’t bother you. A lower rung of ignorance hell is “knowing” something that’s not so—and then telling everybody else about it. An even lower rung, and maybe the most dangerous, is thinking that what you know, whatever it is, even if it’s right, is all there is to know. That’s where I was with Sagan. I was enjoying my little smattering, and I thought it put me in a position to frame complex questions.

The elevator up out of this hell was an easy one to take. All I had to do, I found out, was to listen. What an idea.

I began to see that no matter how much I thought I knew, if I actually listened to what other people were saying, I would wind up knowing more. Even if I thought I knew more than they did. Because letting other people in always led to hearing what was behind what they were saying. Somewhere in them there was something valuable that I would miss if I stopped them and made them check their forbidden ideas at the door.

What I learned is that nothing beats listening. Real listening leads to questions instead of oratory.

And, suddenly, I got it. I’d been doing it all along; I’d been doing it on the stage, but not in life. I’d learned as an actor that listening isn’t just waiting for my cue, for the moment when I get to talk. Listening is letting the other person change me. On the stage, I always let what the other person says force me into saying my next line. I don’t say it because it’s written in the script; I say it because this person has forced it out of me. And when I listen in life now, thanks to that moment with Sagan, I try to leave myself open, to listen closely, without defenses. And if I don’t like what I’m hearing, sometimes I actually remind myself, Maybe this person can change me. And then I hear stuff I never heard before.



BEN STILLER

Actor, Director, Producer

I have made many mistakes in my life. Probably one of the biggest was quitting college. I started making my own home movies when I was about ten: Super 8mm epics made with my friends on 84th Street and Riverside Drive. The films usually involved murder and some form of revenge. We were probably inspired by Death Wish and other gritty seventies fare we were watching at way too young an age. So movies were what I always wanted to do, and I knew it.

School was never ever something I liked. From kindergarten on, through grade school, I went against the norm. I remember not liking being assembled into a group. It felt like we were being imprisoned or institutionalized in some way. Once when I was talking to a friend during an assembly in second grade, the teacher in charge, Mr. Shild, asked me in front of everyone at the school, “Benjamin, did you hear me, or have you not washed out your ears today?” That was it. I was personally devastated and after that never really got with the program. 

High school was even worse. So when it came time to go to college, I was already lobbying my parents to let me stay in New York and try my hand at acting and directing movies. But there was one school I would consider: USC film school, to which every aspiring filmmaker aspired. I went and visited with my dad. It seemed like another universe, where the students lived on a higher plane. I also remember there was a Sizzler across Martin Luther King Jr. Boulevard, where I sat with my dad and realized that this was the place I belonged. Of course I didn’t get in. I don’t know if it was grades, or that my application lacked any sort of spark, or probably both. 

After that, the only other place I wanted to go to was UCLA. They had a good film program too, but it didn’t start until junior year, so I enrolled in the acting program to bide my time till junior year, when I would tear it up. I lasted seven and a half months. Perhaps it was the huge size of the place—I was used to a small high school in New York City that had about a hundred students. My first history class at UCLA had 350. Also, at my high school we didn’t have homerooms. We had “clusters” (it was progressive), and we called the teachers by their first names. Not at UCLA. I was terribly intimidated and lonely too. But I did have a great roommate, a girl who was a junior and so nice to me. She was basically the only person I hung out with 

I got in a production of The Resistible Rise of Arturo Ui, in which I had about five lines. That was exciting but ended quickly. My most gratifying college experience was being an intern on Thicke of the Night, a short-lived talk show hosted by Alan Thicke. I got to drive him around a few times, walk Charlton Heston to his car, and stuff like that. 

Meanwhile, I was plotting my escape. I wrote my folks a letter explaining that I needed to come back to New York to start auditioning and taking acting classes, that this whole college thing was a waste of time. I know they didn’t want me to quit, but I was really adamant. So I sold my slate-gray metallic Rabbit and flew home on the red-eye the night after my last exam for third-quarter classes. I think it was March of ’84.

I got home to my folks’ apartment on the Upper West Side. It was about 7:00 a.m. I think they were still sleeping. I walked down the long hallway to my room. It had been converted to a “guest suite” already. I plopped down on my suitcase, looking out the window over the rooftops of the brownstones to the west. I thought, “Finally, no more homework. Ever! No more school, ever again for the rest of my life. I am free to do whatever I want to do.” I heard the clinking of the old radiator pipe from my bathroom. A sort of chill came over me as I looked out at the cold gray sky. Now what?

WHAT I LEARNED

Sometimes, you need to embrace where you are, even if it is not the most comfortable place. I was impatient when I was young, always wanting to get to the next experience. But in reality, I couldn’t get there till I was ready to get there. I missed out on a part of my youth—the college years, the time in your life when you have a chance to find your independence without the pressure of having to succeed in the real world. I wish I had stayed in college. The next few years, in essence, ended up being my college experience, only not in college but living at home and working in New York. 

Someday I think I might go back to school.



JOHN GABRIEL

Soap Opera Star

I played the role of Dr. Seneca Beaulac for ten years on the highly successful soap opera Ryan’s Hope.

I’d played the same character for so long that people would sometimes ask me if Dr. Beaulac ever crept into my real life. It only happened once.

I went with a couple of friends to see Sylvia Syms, a very talented singer, at the Algonquin Hotel in New York. It was a wonderful act. She was a pal of Sinatra’s and her show was a homage to him. She had just finished and had come back for her encore. As Sylvia was about to introduce the musicians, she paused for a moment and, without warning, fell like a rock to the floor. There was about ten seconds of absolute silence. The audience was stunned. We didn’t know if her collapse was part of the act or if it was for real.

Now, I’d had three rather large glasses of cabernet, and my character on the soap was in the middle of a story that required me to spend weeks in the emergency room as Dr. Beaulac, brilliant MD. These factors partially explain my next move.
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