
















Praise for Warhol: The Biography





“This new biography will satisfy Warhol fans, detractors, and gossip hounds alike. . . . It is a personal, chronologically organized story of one of the most controversial, influential, and enigmatic figures of recent years.”




—Library Journal





“By far the most revealing parts of Bockris’s book (I doubt if there will ever be a better one, given that Bockris has been hard working, questioning, and a friend) concern Warhol’s origins in industrial Pittsburgh. The origins of so much that was to come—the star worship, the insularity, the snobbery, even the soup cans—can be traced to those tough early years. . . . [This book] makes increasingly clear that far from being a weirdo-outcast Warhol was in fact a pretty accurate personification of his country. . . . Warhol emerges as a shy, nervous, vulnerable man who hid behind a carefully constructed facade of cool detachment.”


—Guardian





“[Warhol] tells me the things I want to know about the artist, what he ate, what he wore, whom he knew (in his case . . . everybody), at what time he went to bed and with whom, and, most important of all, his work habits.”


—Independent





“Superbly done. . . . Here Warhol and the courageous and weird personalities around him speak without fear.”


—London Sunday Times





“An impressive and entertaining work, one which will be very hard to beat.”




—Financial Times


















ALSO BY VICTOR BOCKRIS




Rebel Heart: An American Rock ‘n’ Roll Journey
(with Bebe Buell)




What’s Welsh for Zen: The Autobiography of John Cale
(with John Cale)




Beat Punks




Patti Smith: An Unauthorized Biography
(with Roberta Bayley)




Transformer: The Lou Reed Story




Keith Richards: The Biography




Uptight: The Story of the Velvet Underground (with Gerard Malanga)




Making Tracks: The Rise of Blondie (with Debbie Harry and
Chris Stein)




With William Burroughs: A Report from the Bunker




Ali: Fighter, Poet, Prophet
















Warhol




The Biography
 75th Anniversary
 Edition






Victor Bockris









[image: image1]



















Copyright © 1989,1997,2003 by Victor Bockris


This Da Capo Press edition of Warhol is an unabridged and expanded
 republication of the edition first published in London in 1989. It is
 reprinted by arrangement with the author.


All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced,
 stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means,
 electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without
 the prior written permission of the publisher. Printed in the United States
 of America.


Cataloging-in-Publication data for this book is available from the
 Library of Congress.


First Da Capo Press edition 1997
Second Da Capo Press edition 2003
ISBN-10: 0-306-81272-X   ISBN-13: 978-0-306-81272-9






eBook ISBN: 9780786730285




Published by Da Capo Press
A Member of the Perseus Books Group
http://www.dacapopress.com


Da Capo Press books are available at special discounts for bulk purchases
 in the U.S. by corporations, institutions, and other organizations. For
 more information, please contact the Special Markets Department at the
 Perseus Books Group, 11 Cambridge Center, Cambridge, MA 02142, or
 call (800) 255-1514 or (617) 252-5298, or e-mail
 j.mccrary@perseusbooks.com.


















ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS


For inspiration, support, ideas and belief in this book I want to thank above all Andrew Wylie, Jeff Goldberg, Bobbie Bristol, Miles, Gerard Malanga, Stellan Holm, Steve Mass, John Lindsay, Ingrid von Essen, and Elvira Peake.


For sharing their experiences with me I want to thank everybody interviewed in the book who gave so generously of their time, particularly Paul Warhola, George Warhola, James Warhola, John Warhola, Margaret Warhola, and Ann Warhola, Billy Linich, Ondine, John Giorno, Nathan Gluck, and Ronnie Tavel.


For emotional support, lodging and aid through the five and a half years it took to complete the book, I want to thank Price Abbott, Susan Aaron, Legs McNeil, Rick Blume, Jeffrey Vogel, Otis Brown, Jo Fiedler, Kym Cermak, Gisela Freisinger, Debbie Harry, Chris Stein, Duncan Hannah, Beauregard Houston-Montgomery, Karen Mandelbaum, Rosemary Bailey, Stewart Myer, Christopher Whent, Claude Pelieu, Mary Beach, David Rosenbaum, Terry Sellers, Terry Spero, Miriam Udovitch, Maryann Erdos, Suzanne Cooper, Helen Mitsios, and Liza Stelle.


For advice I wish to thank William Burroughs, Dr James Fingerhut, Vincent Fremont, Allen Ginsberg, Lou Reed, Raymond Foye, Albert Goldman, and Paul Sidey.


Jeff Goldberg played a vital role in helping to organise and edit the manuscript during its fourth year.


Photo research: Gerard Malanga.


Heroin: copyright 1967, Oakfteld Avenue Music Ltd, used with permission.


















INTRODUCTION:
HOW I WROTE WARHOL:
 THE BIOGRAPHY



It all began with a visit to Muhammad Ali’s training camp, Fighter’s Heaven. Andy Warhol was commissioned to paint Muhammad’s portrait. He took me along in the fleet of dark blue Lincoln limousines that cruised down the Pennsylvania turnpike that crisp early morning, August 16, 1977, as Elvis lay dying in Memphis. I had written a book about Ali’s poetry, thus incurring the champ’s lasting friendship, and Andy knew that he would need somebody to bridge the gap between him and the most famous man in the world. I must have done my job because when he published his first book of photographs, Exposures, two years later he dedicated an entire chapter to this visit, writing in it, ‘Victor Bockris is a brilliant young writer who only writes about three people: William Burroughs, Muhammad Ali and me. Victor Bockris also has more energy than any person I know. He types like Van Cliburn plays the piano. He’s always tape recording and taking pictures. I can’t keep up with him.’


Between 1977 and 1981 I wrote a number of magazine articles about Andy. He usually liked them. Once he did ask to see a taped interview we had done together before it was published and told me to ‘take out some of the stuff about piss and shit.’ He also said it was ‘too English.’ I wrote the first draft of one of his books. I wrote his lines in the dreadful movie we acted in together, Cocaine Cowboys. In fact, we made a bunch of tapes together with William Burroughs, and although I often made mistakes (he never forgave me for the disastrous Jagger-Burroughs dinner!), over the years he encouraged, inspired, and advised me. I learned a lot about writing from Andy, and in 1981 I dedicated my book With William Burroughs to him. I see now how each piece was a step toward this book.


Only Andy Warhol, who was virtually attacked every time he walked out the door, could fully understand how ironic it was that Truman Capote was crucified for writing Answered Prayers. ’What did they think I was doing there?’ Truman cried. I was a writer.’ Andy knew that writers were always on duty, because he was a writer—in the sense that more people knew his pictures like the Campbell’s Soup Can and Sleep from their titles than from seeing them, and during his lifetime he did publish 15 books and, at its peak, Andy Warhol’s Interview was the best magazine in the world. He was primarily a conceptual artist, an author of concepts whose philosophy will in time stand him in as good stead as his painting. And when I started visiting the Factory in 1973, Andy knew that I was there as a writer; he knew that one day I would write a book about him. Anybody who doubts that only has to peruse the Exposures quote. It can almost be seen as a challenge to write the book.


I had been expelled from the Factory in 1980 after ‘interviewing’ Andy for German Playboy. From the moment I asked him, I could see that Andy didn’t want to do this assignment. He shot me the patented glances that could slice you open to the bone and then, reverting to the language of the angry child, concluded, ‘Anyway, I always get into too much trouble when I do things with you!’ (He was referring to an interview we’d done in a hardcore gay magazine Blueboy in which Andy and William Burroughs talked about premature ejaculation, the sex habits of the English, etc., which had annoyed Andy’s minders who were trying, for their own purposes, to keep him immaculately in high society.) It was then that I made the classic celebrity’s-acquaintance-mistake. Playboy was offering $5,000 plus future assignments and I needed the money, so I pushed him.


Andy’s average time span with somebody like myself—a good worker bee but not a ‘lifer’—was two years. My time was up and Andy seized upon the opportunity to put in the boot. He always got rid of people in the same way. He would set them up by agreeing to do something and then not do it, which would create a chain reaction. In this instance he agreed to do the interview ‘next week.’ I told the German editor I had the green light and we settled on a delivery date. Then, for the next three weeks, Andy kept making excuses. Finally on my fourth attempt he upped the ante. ‘Oh’ he said, ‘why don’t you . . . uh just. . . uh . . . make it all up and then we’ll read it and . . . uh . . . if it’s O.K. you can . . . publish it.’


‘Oh,’ I responded, ‘Oh, gee, . . . uh . . . O.K.!!’ (Everybody at the Factory ended up talking like Andy. His voice and timing were hypnotic.) Over the next two weeks I worked away like a squirrel on amphetamine, transcribing every tape I had ever made with Warhol, cutting and pasting. Finally I took the whole thing to a professional typist, then delivered Andy a sparkling 55-page transcript that I thought was pretty neat.


Unfortunately, unbeknownst to me, Andy was breaking up with Jed Johnson, his boyfriend of the previous twelve years, and doing something he rarely did during his entire life—drinking. He could hold his booze like a stevedore, but one of the gems I had discovered in my tape archive was a 1974 interview in which Andy had encouraged everybody to drink, a lot, and my transcript was littered with requests for ‘another drink,’ which had sounded funny back then but now took on a hollow ring. The manuscript was returned to me with every page crossed out. When I told him I’d already delivered it to German Playboy, the editor loved it and intended to publish it not only in Germany but in several international editions, Andy got uptight.


‘Kiddo,’ he told me, ‘if they publish that piece you’re in a lot of trouble.’ Then he laughed. Andy was like your tough Uncle—’The rich Uncle of Donald Duck’ somebody called him. Later he had somebody tell me not to come up to the Factory again until I had straightened the situation out. The upshot of this prank was the end of my relationship with Playboy, when I told the editor the interview was a fake, and the loss of $35,000 in promised fees for the international editions. Now, six months later in the summer of 1981 with my book With William Burroughs just out, I ran into Andy in another guise, sitting in the back of a sports car at a red light on New York’s gay strip, Christopher Street.


It was a hot Sunday afternoon and I was sulking over a piece of writing I could not pin when I alerted Warhol’s in-house photographer Christopher Makos sitting at a traffic light in his brilliant aquamarine blue Italian sports car. The handsome, tanned Chris with his shiny gold hair and Germanic features was the last person I wanted to see. Hugging the wall I was zipping around the nearest corner, shoulders hunched against intrusion when I was hooked by a stentorian bellow— ‘I REALLY LIKED YOUR BOOK!’—that was so commanding I couldn’t help but spin around and stare. I could not see who was in the backseat yelling but trotted over to the car and found myself squinting down at a grinning, wigless Warhol, a white handkerchief knotted at the four corners of his head, perched in the tiny backseat with the legs of his last boyfriend, the athletic Jon Gould, athwart his lap. ‘I really liked your book,’ he enthused. ‘I read it twice. I read it. Then I read it backwards. It was so fabulous. How did you do that? Did you do it all by yourself? I mean God! It was so great. It was the best!’ After a difficult silence in which he asked what I was doing and I mumbled ‘trying to write,’ the light changed and the car, with all of its occupants laughing their heads off, roared away.





*




In 1983, Bantam Books in New York offered me a $100,000 advance to write a biography of Andy Warhol. It was a unique opportunity. After a dull period in the early eighties, during which he had been written off again and again in the United States as a charlatan, Warhol was on the verge of yet another massive global comeback.


Biography was catching on big too, and the hunt for good life stories was on. Between then, although in quite different ways, Albert Goldman and Kitty Kelley had resuscitated the form and dramatically increased its market. In 1977, Goldman was paid half a million to write Elvis. Suddenly Warhol, who I had been unable to get $25,000 for three years earlier, was worth $100,000.


I was now at the definitive end of my Warhol period and clearly on the way out. I had two choices: I could take my walking papers from the Factory and leave, drenched in that feeling of failure Warhol injected into anybody he expelled, which was like withdrawal from a drug but lasted longer and was more complex because not chemical. It could take a long time to adjust to life after Andy, I reflected, recalling the deaths, just since I had known him, of Warhol players Andrea Feldman (suicide), Eric Emerson (’hit by a truck’) and Tinkerbelle (suicide), Candy Darling, Jackie Curtis, Tom Baker . . . to mention the recognisable.


Furthermore, hardly anybody who left the Factory had ever really made it on their own. Then the words of one exception, Lou Reed, came back to me. ‘The only way to go through something is to go right into the middle,’ he said during his time at the Factory in 1966. The only way to do it is to not kid around. Storm coming—you go right through the centre of it and you may come out allright.’


Summoning up my courage I made an appointment to see Warhol at the Factory. As soon as I brought up the idea of writing a book about him, however, Andy scurried into the office kitchen and began fussing over the sink like a little old lady. I ran in after him, grabbing the opportunity to pin him down alone and gave my brief, nervous pitch. ‘Oh, but there are so many other great kids,’ he whined encouragingly. ‘Couldn’t you . . . uh . . . do somebody else?’


‘Oh . . . no . . . no . . . oh yeah . . . I mean . . . uh sure . . . I’LL BE WRITING ABOUT ALL THE KIDS!’ I sputtered. Suddenly, business like, he cut out of the kitchen snapping, ‘Well, let me think about it!’ Pursuing him now into Vincent Fremont’s office where he sat cringing in a corner holding a large pumpkin on his lap, I yelled, ‘But, if you’re going to think about it at least let me tell you what I have in mind!’


‘Oh, no, no, no,’ he shot back. ‘No no no, don’t want to know anything about it.’ And his face instantly turned into the color of the pumpkin. Andy was in truth such an other worldly character that I would not have been surprised if he had turned into Washington Irving’s Headless Horseman. MOVE. Later that afternoon as I sat with him at the alfresco Riviera Cafe in Greenwich Village, where he was enjoying afternoon coffee with Makos and the painter Keith Haring, crowds stopped in the street to stare at him. Andy kept moaning, ‘Nobody will buy a book about me. Why don’t you write a biography of Genet? He’s so great and he’s much more famous than I am.’


Instantly everybody told Andy that he was much more famous than Genet. ‘A lot of people are interested in your life story, Andy,’ I told him. ‘It’ll be great.’


‘No, they aren’t,’ he said.


‘Well, I’m going to do it,’ I said.


‘It’s a stupid idea,’ he replied.


There was a pregnant silence. Then, while Warhol stared at the sky, Makos leaned forward, ‘Victor,’ he said, ‘if you write the book you won’t be able to come to the Factory anymore and Andy won’t be able to talk to you, but afterward if it’s a good book we’ll all love you just the same.’





*






Over the next three years I only saw Andy occasionally, but I visited his hometown Pittsburgh five times, got to know his family, schoolteachers, and acquaintances, and interviewed many people he’d known from the 1940s to the 1980s. I was constantly digesting information about him, trying to put together the pieces of a jigsaw puzzle that would make his life visible as an overall picture. Meanwhile, Andy would occasionally ask mutual friends, ‘How’s my book coming? Is everybody saying horrible things about me?’ Or, throwing up his hands he would cry, ‘Well, he’s talking to everybody! I mean, he can’t be my friend anymore if he’s doing that book!’


Within a year of taking on ‘that book,’ I realised I was in deep trouble. It took me many years to understand that any biographer who takes his task seriously subconsciously chooses to write about a subject which causes him distress. In order to overcome his fear and confusion, the biographer escapes with his subject into the interior universe of his imagination where they dwell alone interfacing for the duration. There is no escape. Depending on the strength of his character, the biographer will die before the eyes of his subject or come up. It is in many ways the ultimate challenge. On several evenings at nightclubs and parties, Andy and I had silent staring matches across dark rooms. One night in 1986, he posed next to me for Stellan Holm who photographed us at New York nightclub Area in front of a fake Jasper Johns painting of an American Flag. We both looked ravaged and wrecked. Neither of us looked at each other or said a word. It was the last time I ever saw him.


Andy Warhol was, among so many other things, a great teacher. In retrospect, I believe that he was fully aware of what he was doing by expelling me from the Factory in order to write the book, that in fact it was an enormous gift and challenge. In the sixties, Warhol’s factory foreman, Billy Name, told me, ‘The Factory was a testing ground. If you were capable of dealing with these people who were destroyers, taking away your facade and insisting on seeing your true self, if you were capable of projecting yourself as a star and taking care of yourself you could come and have your place. It was a reality but it was so crucial and critical everyone was constantly in a crisis, constantly being destroyed, because with Andy you lived and screamed with him. You were all in that burning hellhole of electricity and thunderbolts.’


It was when I accepted this challenge that I began to rise to the occasion.


During the 1984–1986 period while I was crossing the anvil of the biography hacking through my interior jungle, Andy was suffering a miraculous re-birth, transforming himself from the globetrotting friend of the Reagans, Pahlavis, and Marcoses into a black leather jacketed art hero again, hanging out once more with crazy young kids on drugs like he did in the sixties, and rediscovering his paintbrush. During this period, he finally became recognised, even in America, as a living legend. This rebirth, which had a definitive effect on the downtown scene, inspired me once again to continue chasing his myth and battling the hydra of biography, but the truth is by the beginning of 1987 I had a book that was a mess. It was all there—the birth, the education, the metamorphosis, the success, the controversy—but it was the deadest writing I had ever done in my life and it was killing me.


Death: The Warhol Kiss of Death they used to call it, death by association. There was a period of Andy’s life, particularly after he was shot, 1968-1972, when he appeared to be the Angel of Death, and many of the brightest people around him, including his mother, died. It was always difficult to tease out the line between the extent to which Andy obviously manipulated the power of negativity—the same power the Rolling Stones had dipped into to lift themselves out of the pop pack up to superstardom—and the extent to which death simply was the theme and subject of his greatest work. Of course it ends up being a mixture of both, but I always felt that Andy knew death better than the rest of us and was, like Keats, half in love with it.


The most striking aspect of the Andy Warhol I saw was how frightened people could be of him, spooked perhaps by the nightmare images of his legend. In the sixties his disciples dubbed him Drella, the amalgam of Dracula and Cinderella. These most powerful of myths perfectly delineated the conflicting sides of his personality, the aura was so strong, and inside it his intelligence was so agile. He was so strong physically; he had much more stamina than anybody else. But he was also more sensitive than anybody else to every little nuance of every breath he took. Andy was so alive, but ever since the shooting he had been insisting that he was dead. It was, I think, this ability not only to constantly contain contradictions but to take on the personas and appearances of several figures sometimes within the span of minutes, like some figure out of a nightmare, that could make Andy at times such a frightening character.


Very few people knew that Andy was ill during the last months of his life. We expected him to outlive all of us, like Picasso to work into his nineties. His death was the biggest surprise of my life. Nothing more dramatic can happen to a biographer than to have his leading character drop dead on him just as he is getting ready to wrap his book. For the next few months, from February to April 1987, I gazed back at him, bathed in death on the front pages of the tabloids, emerging in a panorama of photographs, memoirs, and film clips from all his eras. During this time, however, my book was also completely rejuvenated. Andy’s death obviously released me in many ways, but most importantly it released me to collaborate. Now I would have to come out and collaborate with somebody else.


Shocked into taking urgent measures to complete my task, I decided to go out and hire somebody to assess the manuscript and consult with me until its problems were solved. Book writers unlike other print producers, film workers, musicians, etc., work mostly alone, in a vacuum. There is no producer, no trainer, no manager, and increasingly no editor. In America you sign a contract with a company and they wait until you deliver the finished product. They don’t want to read it, they want to sell it. Collaboration is the solution to many writing problems. I learned this from the Beats. ‘Two minds are better than one,’ Allen Ginsberg always said. And Burroughs wrote of the third mind, created by two minds collaborating, a creative entity superior to either of them. It is, however, particularly difficult to collaborate on writing prose because most writers, in my experience, get uptight if you change a word they write. I don’t know why. Criticism can only help improve what I write. I was lucky therefore to be able to hire a man I’d worked with over the previous 15 years.


Jeff Goldberg had just finished writing A Scientific Discovery (Bantam, N.Y. 1988) and was red hot. He agreed to my terms, came into the process, reviewed the manuscript, discussed it with me. Between us, chapter by chapter, reshaping and re-conceiving, we re-wrote the book in three months. Now it was rough but workable and alive, something that began to have a sound and feel of its own. There were even a couple of pages I could read aloud, but the book still needed a lot of work.


At this point I started to get a number of letters from my editor at Hutchinson in London, Paul Sidey. It seemed that the Hutchinson people, who had signed the book up in 1983 for a small advance but had paid no attention to it since, liked the new manuscript and felt it could be pulled together. Sidey gave me a detailed critique. I couldn’t afford to pay Goldberg (who was costing me a hefty $500 a week) any longer, so I switched channels and plugged into the English energy. Sidey agreed to bring our mutual friend Ingrid von Essen on board as sub-editor. During the summer of 1988, I rewrote the entire book from beginning to end once again, sending a chapter a week to Ingrid, getting good clear responses back. I began to feel as if I was finally approaching a landing field after five years in space. It was incredibly exciting, but it was not until I got to London in October that the thing really appeared. In six weeks, working daily, Ingrid and I chopped the thing down to size and it sprang to life. I remembered Andy saying of his 1950s drawings, ‘it’s what you leave out that’s important.’ Finally, after working with Paul and Ingrid, I had a book I could live with. It had taken six years. That night I walked from Hutchinson back to my brother in biography Miles’s flat at 15 Hanson Street near Oxford Circus, the freshly typed 721-page manuscript glowing in my briefcase.



















Dedicated to Debbie Harry and Chris Stein. May the spirit live on!















Few people have seen my films or paintings, but perhaps those few will become more aware of living by being made to think about themselves. People need to be made more aware of the need to work at learning how to live because life is so quick and sometimes it goes away too quickly.


Andy Warhol
















THE HONOLULU
 INCIDENT
1956




I think once you see the emotions from a certain angle, you never can think of them as real again.


ANDY WARHOL







By the spring of 1956 Andy Warhol was at the top of his commercial-art career. At twenty-seven he was the best-known, highest-paid fashion illustrator in New York, making upwards of $100,000 a year, and was also represented by a bona fide art gallery. Or, as he described himself on the inner leaf of a Vanity Fair folder, he was ‘the celebrated young artist, whose paintings have been hanging in more and more galleries, museums and private collections’. Women’s Wear Daily dubbed him the Leonardo da Vinci of Madison Avenue. He was finally meeting a lot of the people he wanted to meet, including Cecil Beaton, whose feet he drew one day, in Philadelphia/and the actress Julie Andrews, a big and glamorous star in the gay world. And he was in love with a polished, assured young Kentuckian, Charles Lisanby, who designed sets for The Gary Moore Show, one of television’s most popular programmes. Andy, who understood how important advertising was to become on television, was a TV fanatic. Everything was wonderful.


But throughout Andy’s life, whenever everything seemed to be going right for him some problem would suddenly appear to threaten what he had worked so hard to achieve. Andy was so in love with Charles that their relationship was becoming a little difficult to sustain.


Charles adored Andy but he did not love him the way Andy loved Charles and they had never had sex or kissed or anything. Charles was quite aware of what Andy wanted and didn’t want it and Andy knew that he didn’t and never brought it up. Only it was getting a little difficult because Andy needed a lot of attention and he was beginning to get on Charles’s nerves, or so Andy’s art dealer, who was his confidant in the affair, believed. For the most part, Andy took the attitude that everything would work out eventually.


He thought he had his chance when Charles mentioned that he was planning to make a trip to the Far East in the summer to look at some oriental art and asked Andy if he wanted to come. Andy was very casual about the whole thing. He didn’t make much of it, but by the time they left on 19 June 1956 the trip had developed into a journey around the world (it was the same year as Around the World in Eighty Days came out). It was a very romantic notion and one can imagine how Andy felt as he settled into seat 8A in the first-class lounge of the Japan Airlines jet to Tokyo via San Francisco and Honolulu with Charles sitting next to him.


His hopes were dashed almost immediately. Charles and Andy had a confrontation on the second night of the trip in a hotel room in Honolulu. Andy had suggested they have separate rooms in San Francisco but when they got to Honolulu Charles said, This is ridiculous,’ and got them a double with twin beds overlooking the beach. It was around three o’clock in the afternoon. Charles wanted to go out and cruise the beach immediately but Andy, appearing jet-lagged, hung back. As soon as Charles hit the beach he ran into a particularly beautiful young guy with a great story about how he had to pick up one soldier every day in order to support his family, and after talking to him for a while Charles suggested they go up to the room to take some pictures. As Charles walked down the corridor of the hotel to their room with the kid, he hoped that Andy had gone out but figured he could handle the situation if he hadn’t. Finding that he had forgotten his key, Lisanby knocked on the door.


There was a long pause and then, furtively, with the chain on, Andy peeked out. ‘Andy, open the door,’ Charles said, ‘we . . .’


Andy took the chain off the door and stepped back half a foot, still blocking the entrance, and said, ‘Who’s tha- what are you doing?’ Suddenly he went berserk, screaming, ‘How dare you bring someone back here?’ and lifting both his hands up over his head to bring them crashing down on Charles.


‘Andy, stop it! Calm down!’ Charles cried, and grabbed hold of his wrists. ‘Stop it!’


Andy screamed, ‘How dare you? Get out of here and don’t come back!’, stepped back and slammed the door.


Unnerved by the incident, but apparently more intrigued by the kid’s story than by Andy’s uncharacteristic tantrum, Lisanby took the kid to a hotel and bought him exotic drinks for the balance of the afternoon, returning to their hotel around 7 p.m.




I still didn’t have my key and he wouldn’t open the door. I shouted, ‘Andy, I know you’re in there and you might as well open up because I can go and get another key!’ and finally he opened the door. He walked back across the room and slouched on the bed droop-shouldered and said, ‘I want to go home. There’s no use in going on.’




He wasn’t behaving angrily any more. He was very aloof, trying to ignore that anything at all had happened and ignore me and shake the whole thing off. I was feeling very guilty. I wanted very much to stay his friend and I didn’t want him to be angry with me and I didn’t want him to hate me. I didn’t want to lose Andy. I said, ‘Yes we are going on. You’ve come this far and I won’t let you go back.’ I was very concerned because here was somebody who was obviously in torment and I realized this was a confrontation. He wanted to be persuaded to go on, and he wanted me to give in and decide that now was the time that something was going to happen, and I had to get out of that one.


I remember the windows and the ocean outside. It was still not sunset but it was getting close to it. I remember sitting beside him, I put my arms around him and I was trying to calm him down, and he really did totally break down crying and then it got worse and he couldn’t stop. He really couldn’t stop sobbing hysterically and crying on the bed. It was that he didn’t want to be alone. Andy always wanted to be in his own centre but he wanted somebody to share it with.


I knew that he loved me, but he said, in a soft, trembling voice, ‘I love you.’ I said, ‘Andy, I know, and I love you too.’ And he said, ‘It’s not the same thing.’ And I said, ‘I know it’s not the same thing, you just have to understand that, but I do love you.’





They stayed in that night. Charles ordered dinner. Andy did not want anything. The next morning Andy acted as if nothing had happened. In the afternoon he took some photographs of Charles in a swimsuit on the beach in front of the hotel. Before they left that evening for Tokyo Charles made it clear that there were to be no more such confrontations on the trip. It had been a very unusual scene, he reflected. He had never seen Andy express that kind of rage before – he had wanted to fight – and he would never see it again.


As far as Charles could tell, Andy had got over the incident completely once they put Hawaii behind them, and they had a wonderful time in the Far East travelling through Japan, Indonesia, Hong Kong, the Philippines and ending up in Bali. Andy proved to be a more courageous traveller than Charles, refusing to leave a restaurant when there was a small earthquake because the locals didn’t, riding over a deep gorge on a narrow bridge without fear when Charles was terrified, wanting to try out the most authentic cuisines, but he was also totally impractical. He simply refused to accept any responsibility for the arrangements and Charles had to take care of everything, which constantly annoyed him.


Andy, of course, drew all the time. Charles took photographs and 8-mm film. In some places they were quite an exotic couple. Visiting a gay bar in Japan recommended by Lisanby’s doctor who had been there on Me Arthur’s staff, they were surrounded by fawning teenage boys. Deep in the jungle of Bali in the middle of the night at a traditional dance by teenage girls, they found themselves the only white men. Andy, Charles noticed, appeared to enjoy everything but would hold back from engaging directly in any of the activities, living them, rather, vicariously through Charles, who danced with the boys and girls and took part in all the activities for him.


In his laconic fashion Andy went to the heart of the matter twenty years later in a comment on the trip:




I was walking in Bali, and saw a bunch of people in a clearing having a ball because somebody they really liked had just died, and I realized that everything was just how you decided to think about it. Sometimes people let the same problems make them miserable for years when they should just say so what. That’s one of my favourite things to say. So what.


My mother didn’t love me. So what.


My husband won’t ball me. So what.


I don’t know how I made it through all the years before I learned how to do that trick. It took a long time for me to learn it, but once you do you never forget.





This was a cornerstone of the attitude that would make Andy Warhol famous in the 1960s.


Charles always thought Andy could be a great artist. ‘One day I was really trying to get him to start on becoming a better artist than he was being. I said, “What do you want to be? Don’t you want to be a great artist?” ’


Andy replied, ‘I want to be Matisse.’


What he meant by that, Charles thought, was that he wanted to be in a position where whatever he did would be important.




He said, ‘I want to be famous.’ There was a wonderful photograph of Matisse by Cartier-Bresson at that time in Vogue or Harper’s Bazaar. What interested Andy in Matisse was not so much his work as the fact that Matisse had reached a point where all he had to do was tear out a little piece of paper and glue it to another piece of paper and it was considered very important and valuable. It was the fact the Matisse was recognized as being so world famous and such a celebrity that attracted Andy. This was, I thought, the key to his whole life.





















HUNKIE ROOTS
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I come from nowhere.


     ANDY WARHOL





Andy obscured his childhood in lies and myths from the moment he received any public attention. As soon as he was in college he was manufacturing stories about the hardships of his life and telling different people that he came from different places. There were always elements of truth in the shards of his background that he would divulge, but even his closest associates never really knew much about it. The biggest mystery was when and where he was born. He liked to tell people that he came from McKeesport, a small, ethnic workers’ community south of Pittsburgh, but at other times he would say he was born in Philadelphia, or Hawaii, sometimes in 1928, sometimes 1925 or 1931. Later in life he staged his birth in an appropriately Götterdämmerung setting when he had an actress playing his mother in a film claim that she gave birth to him alone at midnight in the middle of a big fire.


In the Warhol myth, Andy was a Depression baby who was often reduced to eating soup made with tomato ketchup for dinner. His father was a coalminer whom he rarely saw and who died when he was young. His brothers bullied him and his mother was always sick. Nobody liked him and he never had any fun or friends. By the time he was twelve he had lost his skin pigment and his hair.


He gave people the impression that overcoming each obstacle had given him ambivalent feelings about his life. ‘I think it’s best to be born fast, because it hurts, and die fast, because it hurts, but I think if you were born and died within that minute, that would be the best life, because the priest says that way you’re guaranteed to go to heaven.’ He said that being born was a mistake, that it was ‘like being kidnapped and sold into slavery’.





*


By the time Andy was born in his parents’ second-storey bedroom on 6 August 1928, his father Ondrej (Andrew) and mother Julia Warhola had been living for nearly ten years in the narrow red-brick two-room shanty at 73 Orr Street, flanked by the murky Monongahela River and the notorious Hill district and just a mile from the city jail, in the Soho ghetto of Pittsburgh. Their first son, Paul, had been born on 26 June 1922, their second, John, on 31 May 1925. The Warholas were Rusyns who had emigrated to America from the Ruthenian village of Mikova in the Carpathian Mountains near the borders of Russia and Poland in territory that was, at the turn of the century, part of the Austro-Hungarian Empire.


Andy’s father (called Nonya by the boys and Andrei by Julia) was a bald, burly, muscular man with a big belly and massive upper arms, five foot nine and a half inches tall. His pudgy nose, protruding lips, ample sideburns, slight chin and pale skin gave him, at thirty-five, a resemblance to the Soviet premier Nikita Khrushchev. He had a good, steady job with the Eichleay Corporation, laying roads and uprooting and moving houses. This was a common practice in the days of predominantly wooden houses: a whole structure would literally be dug up and moved down the block or across the street to make way for new construction. The work sometimes took him out of town for weeks or months at a time. He earned $15–$25 for a six-day week of twelve hours a day.


It was said that he possessed a higher intelligence and moral outlook than the majority of his peers. He worked hard and saved his money diligently. Some of his countrymen who drank and gambled thought him too dour and tightfisted. By the late 1920s Andrei Warhola had several thousand dollars in postal savings bonds and was adding to his hoard every week.


Andy’s mother Julia had had a more difficult time adjusting to life in America than her husband. When Andy was born, she was thirty-six. Her face was thin and drawn, she wore wire-rimmed glasses and her hair was beginning to turn grey. She always wore a long peasant dress under her apron, and her head was normally covered by a babushka. She could not speak a word of English. For a woman who was naturally gregarious and open, this was particularly painful, but Julia believed that, like Jesus, people were put on earth to suffer. She cried easily and thrived on recounting the disasters of her life in Europe during the First World War, the spectres of poverty, illness and death that would haunt her for ever. She prayed and wrote letters home to her two younger sisters in Mikova every day.


Religion played a large role in the Warhola house. They were devout Byzantine Catholics who observed the calendar of their faith, like celebrating Christmas on 6 January, punctiliously. Andy was christened and confirmed at the same time within a few weeks of birth. The name Andrew directly associated him not only with his father but with his maternal grandfather Ondrej Zavacky and his uncle Ondrej Zavacky. Byzantine Catholic ceremonies are sombre and majestic. The service commenced with an exorcism of the devil and ended with the anointment of the infant as an ‘athlete for Christ’. Andrei was a stern man who murmured prayers before meals and enforced a strict solemnity on Sundays. After marching his family six miles to mass at the tiny wooden church of St John Chrysostom’s on Saline Street in the working-class neighbourhood of Greenfield, both he and Julia insisted that the remainder of the day be devoted to family life. Paul Warhola:




We used to walk to church on Sunday morning. It felt like ten miles. At that time it was Greek Catholic. Today they refer to it as Byzantine Catholic. Sunday was a day of rest. You weren’t even allowed to pick up a pair of scissors on Sunday. It was going to church and then taking off your church clothes and then no playing around or nothing. My dad was very tough on that. And Mother wouldn’t do anything. No sewing, nothing. He was firm. You weren’t allowed to get a pair of scissors to cut anything out. If you didn’t go to church on Sunday you didn’t get out that day. And we didn’t have a radio or nothing so whatdya do? Mother used to tell us stories.





But, according to his brother John:




Sunday was a joyous occasion, because we didn’t have TV or radio then so people really visited with each other. Our first priority was religion. All these people who came over from Eastern Europe were very strict. My mother taught you she liked going to church better than material things. She never believed in being wealthy, she believed just being a real good person made her happy. I think religion formed Andy’s character. The way we were brought up never to hurt anybody, to try to do everything right, to believe that you’re just here for a short time and to build up your treasures and your spiritual things because you are going to leave the material things behind.





The Byzantine Catholic church was also the centre of all Ruthenian social activity. This removed the Warholas further from the majority of their neighbours, who were Roman Catholics, but this isolation from the rest of the community was offset considerably by the extended Warhola and Zavacky families. By the time they moved a few blocks away from Orr to a larger place at 55 Beelan Street in 1930, Julia’s best friend and neighbour was her sister Mary and she had two brothers and another sister in nearby Lyndora. Andrei’s brother Joseph also lived in the neighbourhood. All these sisters and brothers had families of their own, providing Andy with a large supportive network of aunts, uncles and cousins who maintained close ties with each other throughout his childhood.


Julia and Mary sang together at weddings, christenings and funerals and constantly dwelt on their past lives in Mikova. Mary was shy and nervous and already had a bit of a drinking problem; Julia was for ever talking and seemed to be loved by everyone. Mary’s daughter Justina (Tinka) would visit and play house with Johnny as the father and Andy as the baby, and John recalled, ‘Me and Andy used to keep a chicken on the front porch as a pet till my mother killed it for soup.’


Andek, as his mother called him, soon showed an unusual energy and brightness. He was a chubby, wild little baby and they all noticed that he was picking up everything faster than his brothers had.





*


The Pittsburgh Andy was born into presented a Hieronymus Bosch vision of modern times. Everything was in constant and rapid motion. Lying at the head of three rivers, the city was the vital conduit between east and west as well as producing the coal and steel essential to run industrial America. Trains steamed in and out day and night emitting shrieking whistles. Ships chugged up and down the orange and grey rivers, delivering and loading, their foghorns blasting the murky gloom of the sky. The vast machinery of the mills screamed, groaned and crashed out a machine-music opera of hell. Hundreds of thousands of workers moved back and forth from the mills, docks and mines to their bars and beds. It was a cartoon of the extremes of capitalism. Corruption at every level of civil government was so rife that human rights were largely ignored. And yet, even to the Warholas, Pittsburgh was a wild, vibrant, exciting, colourful city too, riding on a sea of constant coming and going, of commerce, politics, sex, alcohol and greed. It had more foreign newspapers than any other city in America. The photographer Duane Michaels, who grew up at the same time as Andy and later became friends with him, recalled:




Because our rivers were orange I thought all rivers were orange. At night the steel mills lit up the sky; it was always an inferno. The mills made a lot of noise; you could hear the cranes dropping enormous things and booming all the time. There was a certain drama about it, kind of scary, too. When I was a kid, I thought it was terrific . . . just the best place to live.





Stefan Lorant wrote in his book Pittsburgh: The Story of an American City:




It was the most picturesque place among the great cities of America. There was an eternal mist, an everlasting fog in the air. The silhouettes of the buildings and those of the boats were soft, at times hardly visible, more felt than seen. The figures of humans as they walked through the streets seemed unreal, like in fairyland.





The city sprawled over 50 square miles of hills and valleys with a population of 600,000 making it the sixth largest city in the United States. In the twenties it was booming. The majority of its inhabitants were immigrants employed by its two major industries, coal and steel, which had gradually transformed the city into something resembling a devil’s workshop. Twenty-four hours a day Pittsburgh was ringed by fire. Huge balls of flame shot out of the maws of the steel mills, turning the night sky bizarre shades of fuchsia and chartreuse – colours that would later become Andy’s favourites. In the hills that flanked the rivers, coke fires glowed like red animal eyes, and by day pollution hung in an inky pall combining with the elements to produce the first industrial smog (a word coined in Pittsburgh). Pilots passing overhead could smell the coal fumes coming off the Monongahela River. John Warhola recalled, ‘It was so smoky during the day, sometimes you didn’t even see the sun just from all the smoke, smog and soot from the mills.’ Cars would turn on their headlights, streetlamps would stay lit all day. According to the Warhol legend, Andy’s first words were ‘Look at the sunlight! Look at the sun! Look at the light!’ All his life he loved the sun and hated the cold, dark weather. And the soot made it difficult to keep anything clean. Housewives would spend part of each morning, afternoon and evening sweeping the ore dust off the front porches; new buildings were quickly blackened; white shirt collars were ringed with soot by noontime. Society ladies sometimes wore gas masks to go shopping downtown.


A small group of industrialists, the Carnegie, Frick, Heinz, Mellon and Westinghouse families, dominated the city. They had made vast fortunes in a relatively short time. These ‘Pittsburgh millionaires’ lived in ornate Shadyside mansions constructed of imported materials and lavishly overfurnished. Houses with fifty rooms, private bowling alleys and ten bathrooms were not unusual. Ostentatious in their tastes and flamboyant in their lifestyles, the Pittsburgh millionaires were keen to be accepted by society. Their families constantly traversed Europe, buying up art and enticing aristocrats to marry their offspring. They paid little attention to the living conditions of their workforce. Pittsburgh was a city of dramatic contrasts. Andy’s first years coincided with the onset of the Depression. ‘Its smogged old neighbourhoods waited, empty,’ wrote the Mellon family biographer Burton Hirsh. ‘What light got through lay dull as suet along deserted tracks in the train yards, picked at the forks with which lumpy returnees in Father Cox’s “Hunger Caravan” to Washington went after their soup kitchen dumplings. The city was scraping. The political apparatus seized.’


‘Here was the very heart of industrial America,’ wrote the great US journalist H. L. Mencken,




the centre of its most lucrative and characteristic activity, the boast and pride of the richest and grandest nation ever on earth – and here was a scene so dreadfully hideous, so intolerably bleak and forlorn that it reduced the whole aspiration of man to a macabre and depressing joke. Here was wealth beyond computation, almost beyond imagination – and here were human habitations so abominable that they would have disgraced a race of alley cats. I am not speaking of mere filth. One expects steel towns to be dirty. What I allude to is the unbroken and agonizing ugliness, the sheer revolting monstrousness, of every house in sight.





Mencken’s colleague O. Henry had little better to say about Pittsburgh. It was the ‘low-downdest’ hole in the surface of the earth, with people who are ‘the most ignorant, ill-bred, contemptible, boorish, degraded, insulting, sordid, vile, foul-mouthed, indecent, profane, drunken, dirty, mean, depraved’.


These descriptions fitted the Warhola family’s neighbourhood. Like blacks, who were the only ethnic group below them on the social scale, Eastern Europeans, contemptuously labelled ‘hunkies’, were dismissed as incapable and untrustworthy. Their religion, language and customs seemed strange to native Americans; their children were ridiculed and abused in school. They were given lower-paying jobs, and those with professional skills, like the doctors, were confined to practising among their own people. Among hunkies themselves there was social stratification depending on their religion and country of origin. Because of the terrible treatment the Ruthenians had received at the hands of their neighbours the Ukrainians, Poles, Hungarians, Romanians, Moldavians and Slovaks, they had become isolated and suspicious, kept to their own people and their own language, Po nasemu (’in our own manner’), a mixture of Hungarian and Ukrainian.


Paul, John and Andy were brought up speaking Po nasemu. Mr Warhola read American newspapers daily and could speak English passably, but Julia stubbornly refused to learn it, and at home the family spoke only the native tongue. When Paul, the eldest child, started going to Soho Elementary School, his inability to speak English and his hunkie name made him an object of derision and abuse.


Perhaps the sociologist Philip Klein summed it up best in his report made in the early thirties when he wrote:




The drive of progress in Pittsburgh has been unusual in force and has emphasized certain contrasts of modern life . . . social stratifications have been deepened along most lines where stratification is possible – sectional, radical, political and economic. To understand Pittsburgh one must conceive of it as a huge factory with a national market as its perspective, drawing its resources from all parts of the land and looking to all parts for the disposal of its product . . . The forces that control its destinies are basically economic, are forces that move with the large strides of national progress and regression. The depression hit Pittsburgh harder than other areas where industries were less predominant. The factories of the city quickly cut back production, workers were dismissed overnight . . . The traditional optimism of the American people yielded to dismal pessimism. Hopelessness took hold of their spirits. Gone was the exuberance, the belief in easy money and easy living. Life grew as dark as the skies over the city . . .





‘This is hell if there is a hell anywhere,’ one miner was quoted as saying. ‘No work, starving, afraid of being shot, it is a shame for a man to tell such bad truth.’ During Prohibition the police turned a blind eye to liquor barons who rode in flashy cars up and down Sixth Street, otherwise known as the ‘Great Wet Way’, where cabarets like the White Cat, the Devil’s Cave and Little Harlem played to full houses. Neither did the police bother to patrol the worst immigrant slums of the Hill district, and roving bands of juvenile delinquents terrorized the tenants. Prostitution and the numbers racket were rife and alcoholism was endemic among Pittsburgh’s workers. They lived in wooden houses, tenements and shacks clinging to the sides of steep hills. The hot cinders that filled the air made flash fires common and Andy grew up with and always had a fear of fire. Few houses had proper sewage systems; the majority depended on outside toilets without drainage. When it rained, the shit ran down the hills to join the piles of irregularly collected rubbish on which rickety, pale children played. Even on the borders of some of the better neighbourhoods there were littered streets, wrecked vacant houses and overflowing garbage cans so that on a summer’s day these ‘odours of the Middle Ages’ led new arrivals to comment that they ‘didn’t like the smell of America’. Andy later described his hometown as ‘the worst place I have ever been in my whole life’.


Not only was Pittsburgh’s leading citizen Andrew Mellon one of the richest and most powerful men in America, he was also secretary of the treasury during the Coolidge and Hoover administrations. The Mellons were benefiting enormously from the Depression. The last thing they could afford was a revolt on the home front. The Mellons’ mounted police force, locally known as the Cossacks, squashed workers’ demonstrations with such brutality and regularity that the attacks came under a congressional investigation. In 1930 and 1931 they tear-gassed and shot protesters asking for relief.


For many it was a dismal, pessimistic time. For others it was an opportunity to question the very basis of American capitalism. When the Populist presidential candidate Father Cox marched his exhausted, hungry, jobless army of 15,000 men back into Pittsburgh from Washington on 8 January 1932, after making a plea to Congress and President Hoover for immediate relief and jobs, his warning that ‘something must be done to avert violence’ was no idle threat. As conditions in Pittsburgh and the nation worsened, the Mellons’ brutal police were issued with machine guns.


Pittsburgh contained all the essential themes of the twentieth-century American spirit: confidence, drive, ambition, greed, power, naïvete, hope, chance, corruption, perversity, violence, entropy, chaos, madness and death – themes that would later appear in Andy’s work.


Andy lived right in the middle of the turmoil. His father lost his job and was forced to rely on his precious savings and odd jobs to support the family. They were reduced to moving into a two-room apartment for six dollars a week at number 6 Moultrie Street between Fifth Avenue and the Monongahela, where the Brady Bridge now crosses the river. John Warhola described it:




The building was two storeys. We lived on the first floor. People rented the second floor. The bathtub was just a steel tub. We heated the water on the stove. The two rooms were the kitchen and the bedroom. Three of us slept on one bed. The neighbourhood wasn’t dangerous. Nothing was as dangerous as it is now. In the evenings we stayed right around the house. You wouldn’t go no further than right across the street. We always played on the street. There wasn’t hardly any cars then.





The Warholas’ lot was a good deal better than many Pittsburghers’. On 16 January 1931 relief organizations warned that 47,750 were at starvation level. In June 5000 hunger strikers marched through the city. In contrast, when he was not looking for work or visiting relatives, Mr Warhola, who did not take part in demonstrations, was able to spend his time looking for a house to buy in the countryside around Lyndora where Julia had relatives. With the prices down, Andrei now considered leaving the slums for a more comfortable, safer neighbourhood, though he would not purchase a house until 1934. Julia took part-time jobs doing light housework and cleaning windows for two dollars a day. She also spent hours making flower sculptures out of tin cans, which she would sell for 25–50 cents. Andy recalled them fifty years later:




The tin flowers she made out of those fruit tins, that’s the reason why I did my first tin-can paintings. You take a tin can, the bigger the tin can the better, like the family ones that peach halves come in, and I think you cut them with scissors. It’s very easy and you just make flowers out of them. My mother always had lots of cans around, including the soup cans. She was a wonderful woman and a real good and correct artist, like the primitives.





Andy’s father was an unusually ambitious man whose goal was to lift his family out of the slums and give his children a chance for a better life. Andy’s mother was a Mother Courage figure, strong, resilient, humorous, as well as wildly superstitious and eccentric. Mr Warhola did not gamble, drink or swear and although Mrs Warhola did have a penchant for the numbers she was in every other matter thrifty and resourceful. Julia provided a balance to Andrei’s sternness and distance. She was a cheerful woman, talkative, warm-hearted, generous and wise. A large part of the mystery of Andy’s personality is revealed by realizing that he inherited just as much from his father as he did from his mother.


Julia had her shortcomings as a mother. For all her sympathy and warmth, her refusal to learn English kept her at a considerable distance from the reality of being a hunkie child in the Pittsburgh ghettoes. When Paul was forced simultaneously to learn English and Old High Church Slavonic, as was traditional at six, he complained bitterly to his parents that the double task was impossible but they were unsympathetic. This drove him to turn his frustrations to some extent on John and Andy. The crowded conditions at Moultrie Street cannot have made matters easier and John and Paul often scrapped together. Perhaps because of the hardships of being the oldest son and the abuse he was taking at school, Paul remembered these as hard, frightening years for the Warhola family.




I remember Dad sitting at the table and Mother had supper. It was usually a bowl of soup. And as kids we’d slap one another or hit one another, or if we slept in the same bed we might get into a fight and yell. ‘You’d better not touch my foot with your feet!’ – you know. Then there’s a commotion. Dad didn’t like us starting a commotion because he was so exhausted and he would get emotionally upset. Mother used to say he worked hard.


Andy was afraid of Dad. We all were. He was firm. Dad would discipline us by just looking at us. Even though he was tough and strict all he had to do was just look at you and that was enough. Sometimes he’d yell at you. Mother was very critical of anybody that would even hit a child in the head or the back. She always thought if you had to punish somebody whack them in the ass.





John’s memories of the Warhola boys’ upbringing generally differ significantly from Paul’s, except when it came to their father.




Dad spent more time with the family during the Depression, but he was so strict that when you were a kid you’d think that he was a mean father. Father was very strict about all things in general, starting from like we didn’t have no dessert. Like if I asked for cakes he would get angry with me for asking for it. I thought he was mean, but he told me, ‘If you’re still hungry, rye bread with butter is better for you.’ We never had any pop. I drank just water and coffee. But he made sure that we had enough to eat and that it was good. It wasn’t junk food.


He’d discipline me and Paul. Maybe we’d start fighting over something. You know how kids get when they both want something, and he was tired; he’d warn us once and then if we did it again he would pull off his belt, but we ran and hid under the bed. He never hit us but the threat was just like a beating.


On a Saturday I’d go down to where the hardware store was and I’d get all the cardboard boxes and bring them home and we’d stack them up and take ‘em down to the junkyard and maybe get 30 or 40 cents and then you’d buy a quart of milk for seven cents and a loaf of bread for six cents. And I remember I used to go around looking for lightbulbs and I’d get the brass from the base, take a hammer, get the glass out and save the brass in a basket. Then there was Prohibition where people used to make the whisky in their homes and if you’d find little bottles you’d get a penny or two pennies. You’d know the person who made the moonshine but you wouldn’t want nobody to see you taking it down there cos they would probably arrest the people so I would save about ten of those bottles. I used to look for them in the alley. I’d give the money to my mother and she used to send it to her sister in Europe.





Paul was also hustling for nickels and dimes, hawking newspapers on streetcars. When he made 25 cents he would run home and give it to his mother.


She said, ‘What do you want me to do with it?’




I said, ‘Save it up. When you get a dollar, send it to your sisters in Europe.’ Mother used to send two or three dollars and that was a fortune. My dad was tough about money and one day when a letter was returned in the mail and he found a dollar in it he got furious.





Even this early on in their lives, the Warhola boys were competing for their mother’s affection by making money for her. This is something that would later play a big role in Andy’s career.





*


Andy Warhol: ‘The first time I ever knew about sex was in Northside, Pittsburgh, under the stairs, and they made this funny kid suck this boy off. I never understood what it meant. I was just sitting there watching.’


Andy later described himself as ‘aggressive and pushy’ as a little boy, and by all accounts he was a bit wild when he lived at Moultrie Street. Paul Warhola:




When Andy was a youngster you could see he was picking up things much better than we had, but he was mischieful between the ages of three to six. Andy picked up some bad language when he was about three and this wasn’t allowed in our house. He heard some of the kids swear and he was just a youngster. We’d go to a relative’s place and Andy’d say some of these things and it wasn’t nice. It was really embarrassing. And the more you smacked him the more he said it, the worse he got. He was real bad. Just because we didn’t want him to say it he said it. Nobody swore in our house. We weren’t allowed to say ‘hell’.





Andy turned to his mother for protection from the rough males in the family. Julia Warhola was a very good storyteller. She loved talking to Andy in the kitchen while she cleaned and cooked or worked on her tin and paper flowers. Her favourite topics were the Bible and her life in Mikova. Julia was the first great nonstop talker in Andy’s life and he would for ever afterwards be mesmerized by women who could tell good stories. Julia gathered the children around her kitchen table in the evening and told them tales about the adventures of her life and about Ruthenia.


The Carpathian Mountains are popularly known as the home of Dracula, and the peasants in Bram Stoker’s description kneeling before roadside shrines, crossing themselves at the mention of Dracula’s name, resemble Andy Warhol’s distant relatives. The women were delicate and pretty with fine skin and high cheekbones, wearing babushkas and long colourful dresses. The men were handsome with long hair and enormous moustaches, and wore baggy white trousers held up by large, studded belts and tucked into high boots.


As Julia explained it to her children, their father had been born in Mikova on 28 November 1889. The Warholas were devout, taciturn, serious, abstemious, hard-working and characteristically stingy. Their region had been economically blighted throughout his childhood. Andrei grew up working in the fields with his younger brother, Joseph. By the time he was seventeen he realized there was no future there and emigrated to the faraway promised land of Pittsburgh. There he worked in the mines for two years before returning to Mikova to, as she put it, ‘recruit a bride’.


Julia Zavacky, who was born in Mikova on 17 November 1892, claimed that her mother, Josephine, had fifteen children. If so, six must have died for by the time she was in her teens there were only nine. Her brothers John and Andrew had already emigrated to Lyndora, Pennsylvania. Her brothers Steve and Yurko and her sisters Mary, Anna, Ella and Eva remained with her in Mikova. She wove long, dreamlike reminiscences of the village into her stories. There the water was ‘so good’, the soil was so good, and the potatoes were so good -for Julia nothing was so good in America. She talked of working in the fields and herding goats, being frightened of wolves, or walking barefoot in the snow.


Unlike the Warholas, the Zavackys were an expressive, emotional and imaginative family, marginally less poor than the other villagers. As a child Julia sang, laughed and talked constantly. She and Mary harmonized together. They wanted to be famous singers and toured the area around Mikova for a season, singing with a gypsy caravan. She implied that she’d had a romance with one of the gypsy men. When she was young, ‘my body like a magnet, only attract good men’, she said, chuckling. The Zavackys had a melodramatic streak and dwelled on the tragedies of their lives, recounting them like biblical tales. Most of the daughters eventually became alcoholics.


From the Warholas Andy would get his relentless drive, his abstemiousness, aggressiveness and tightfisted attitude towards money. From the Zavackys he inherited a tendency to cry easily, a desire to perform, a belief in destiny and magic, a penchant for death and disaster and an ability to mythologize everything that happened to him. His ancestors often suffered from these traits but Andy would learn how to put them to work.


Julia grew into the most beautiful and exuberant of the Zavacky daughters. She was a gifted folk artist who liked to make small sculptures and paint designs on household utensils. In 1909, when she was sixteen, her father declared that it was time for her to get married so that he would not have to support her any longer. That year his eldest son, John, got married in Lyndora, Pennsylvania, and the best man at his wedding was Andrei Warhola. When Andrei met Julia in her parents’ home shortly after he returned to Mikova in 1909, he was a good-looking nineteen-year-old on his way to becoming an American. He had a full head of curly blond hair, which he wore short, and was clean-shaven. He was a somewhat romantic figure in the village because he had gone to America and returned with gifts, and he had a good reputation as a hard-working, devout, kind man. According to Julia, ‘He came back to the village and every girl want him. Fathers would offer him lots of money, lots of land to marry daughter. He no want. He want me.’


Julia was a small, slim girl no more than five foot three with long golden hair, high cheekbones and an alluring smile. She was a dreamer with a great sense of humour whereas Andrew was dour; she loved to talk whereas Andrew was silent.


‘I knew nothing,’ Julia would say. ‘He wants me, but I no want him. I no think of no man. My mother and father say, “Like him, like him.” I scared.’ When she refused to marry Andrew, Julia’s father beat her. When she still refused, he called on the village priest. The priest – oh, a nice priest – come. “This Andy,” he says, “a very nice boy. Marry him.” I cry. I no know. Andy visits again. He brings candy, wonderful candy. And for this candy, I marry him.’


Donning the traditional garb of his people once again for the wedding, with ribbons on his large hat, Andrei danced and drank for one and a half days with the Zavackys and one and a half days with the Warholas while their relatives beamed approvingly.


The couple spent the next three years in Mikova, living with the Warhola family and working in their fields. In 1912, with the outbreak of the First Balkan War, Andrei decided to return to Pittsburgh to avoid conscription in Emperor Franz Joseph’s army which would soon have forced him to fight against his own people on the Russian side of the border. Julia was pregnant and remained behind with her aging mother and two younger sisters, Ella and Eva. Her father had died, and the other children had all left for America. Andrei promised to send the money for Julia to join him as soon as he could. Their separation would last nine years.


Life with the Warholas had never been easy and once Andrei left it became harder. They resented having to support Julia and made her work twelve hours a day to pay for her keep. As she put it, ‘After my husband leaves, everything bad.’


The following year came the first great grief of her life. At the beginning of 1913 she gave birth to a daughter, Justina. It was a particularly cold winter and the whole family slept on top of a large stone oven in their house. The baby contracted influenza and had convulsions, and there were no doctors in the area. The Warholas insisted that Julia still go with them to the fields. One day she returned to the house to find her six-week-old girl was dead. It drove her mad, she said. She flung open the window and screamed into the night, ‘My baby dies! My baby dead! My little girl!’


Shortly after this Julia went to the Red Cross to find out what had happened to her brother Yurko and was told that he had been killed. She came back to the village and told her mother. A month later her mother died of a broken heart and Julia became responsible for Ella and Eva, then six and nine.


That spring the harvest failed and the people of Mikova were threatened with starvation. An old widow in the village took pity on her and helped care for Ella and Eva during the day while Julia worked. They lived on potatoes and bread for months on end and nearly starved to death. In the autumn Julia received a letter from Yurko explaining that his death had been reported because he had switched uniforms with a dead soldier and left his identification in the dead soldier’s pocket. He had, he said, made a mistake.


Then the First World War came. Cut off from Andrei in America, virtually unprotected in Mikova and responsible for the wellbeing of her little sisters, Julia was engulfed by conflicts.


The bitter fighting that raged in the Carpathians between 1914 and 1916 became as much a war of reprisals on the civilian population as a war between nations. Long-standing, deep hatreds based on emotionally powerful religious and class differences erupted violently and the area was laid waste. Julia’s house was burned down and she lost all her possessions. She particularly grieved over the loss of an album containing photographs of her wedding. Andrei’s brother George was reported killed by drowning in quicksand as his unit was crossing a river. In a nearby village the fathers of thirty-six families were lined up and shot. As far as Julia was concerned the Russians were as bad as the Germans and the Poles were worse. Her knowledge of the surrounding countryside saved her life. Every time she was warned of the approach of soldiers she would bundle her little sisters and the old widow into a horse-drawn cart and take off for the forest, where they would hide for days. These trips were often made in the middle of the night in snow or rain. By the time she reached her destination Julia’s skirt was sometimes frozen stiff.


Andrei had begun working in the construction business. We have one glimpse of him just after the war, when his brother Joseph returned from service. To celebrate they went to a wedding, got drunk and engaged in a fight in which they both got badly cut by razors. This may go some way towards accounting for his later sobriety. He was now evidently eager for Julia to join him in the USA because beginning in 1919 he sent her the fare five times, or so he claimed, but none of the letters containing the money ever reached her. We don’t know whether he had tried to send her the fare previously in the seven years since he left.


In 1921, as the European flu epidemic continued to decimate the population of the Carpathians, and shortly before the United States placed an embargo on immigration from Eastern Europe, Julia Warhola borrowed $160 from her priest and made her way by horse and cart, train and ship to look for her husband in Pittsburgh.
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I think prayer really helped him through a tough life and religion formed his character.


JOHN WARHOLA








All three boys remember Julia as ‘a wonderful mother’, and there is no doubt that she nurtured them at home. She was a good cook, although they were occasionally reduced to eating tomato soup made out of Heinz tomato ketchup, water, and salt and pepper. However, she was largely out of touch with the reality of their lives outside the home and refused to learn English. Her mind was full of religion, the ghost of her dead daughter, and her memories of the war. She had very little idea of what was really happening to Andy.


When Andy was four, Andrei returned to work with the Eichleay Corporation and began to travel away on jobs again, leaving Paul to act as surrogate disciplinarian (since Julia was incapable of it) over John and especially Andy. All the brothers were frightened of Andrei, but Andy’s relationship with him was characterized mainly by his absence and may partially explain Andy’s lifelong feeling of vulnerability. Being the youngest and smallest of the brothers he was clearly at a disadvantage.


With ‘Nonya gon na contry’, as they used to say when Andrei took a job out of town, Paul, now ten, became the man of the household. He was already selling newspapers on trolley cars and hustling for change at the ball park where he parked cars and sold peanuts. The combination of his father’s physical and his mother’s mental absence often left Andy at the mercy of his eldest brother. Paul was a well-meaning child but he was having severe problems at school. He had never been able to overcome the embarrassment of not being able to speak English when he went into the first grade, and now whenever he had to speak in front of the class he got terribly nervous. Soon he developed a speech impediment and began to cut school when he had to speak publicly. He was too frightened to tell his father about his problems and his mother would not have understood. Instead of dealing with his own problems he focused on disciplining his delinquent little brother Andy.


In Pittsburgh in the thirties children did not attend elementary school until they were six. In September 1932 Andy was only four, but Paul boldly decided to register Andy in the first grade at Soho Elementary. Remembering how tough it had been for him in the first grade, he was convinced that this step would effectively tame Andy’s rebellious nature.




In those days you didn’t need a birth certificate or anything. You’d come into the principal’s office and say, ‘I want to register him for school.’ Mother didn’t realize. At the time, I was about ten. I thought, Well, we’ll just start Andy off in school. He’s big enough. He’s walking around. We were only two blocks away. At first he didn’t want to go to school but I forced him. He was all right the first day when I took him along and registered him. They didn’t ask for no records. The guy just took him right by the hand and put him in the principal’s office. I says, ‘He’s starting.’





But when Paul came to collect Andy at the end of the day he found his little brother in tears. Andy continued to cry all the way home, and when they reached the house he told the family he was not going back. ‘The first day he was in school some little black girl slapped him and he come home crying and says he’s not going back no more,’ said Paul, ‘so my mother said, “Well, you stay home then.” ‘ Paul did not know what to do. School had been hard for him too in the beginning. He thought Andy should go back the next day. Andy clung to his mother’s skirts and begged her to keep him at home. ‘So mother says, “Don’t push him, he’s just too young yet.” So we didn’t force him.’


For the next two years while Paul and John went to school, Andy spent most of his time at home with his mother and the family cat. Julia liked to draw pictures. ‘I drew pictures so Andy made pictures when he was a little boy,’ she later recalled. ‘He liked to do that, sure, he made very nice pictures. We made pictures together. I like to draw cats. I’m really a cat woman.’ They used to draw portraits of each other or the cat. They went clothes shopping together.


When Julia was at home on Sundays, guests would drop in from the neighbourhood. Sometimes relatives from Lyndora would make the trip into town. Julia made chicken soup, halupka (stuffed cabbage) and pirogi. Visitors to the Warhola home always found Andy glued to her side if she was sitting down or holding on to her skirts if she was standing up. He kept his head down now and when he did look up it was furtively as if he was afraid of getting hit. If Julia could not see him when she came into the room she would always ask, ’Deya Andek?’ Where is Andek?


As 1933 drew to a close, the austere conditions of the Depression began to lift. Pittsburghers voted out the ‘blue laws’ that forbade playing games on Sundays. Prohibition was repealed and men filled the bars after work.


At the end of 1933 Andrei’s brother Joseph took a mortgage and moved his family from Lawn Street to Dawson Street in the blue-collar residential neighbourhood Oakland. When a close friend of Andrei’s, Alexander Elachko, bought the house two doors away, Andrei decided to buy the house in between them. He paid $3,200 in cash for it and in early 1934 the Warholas moved from Moultrie Street in the Soho ghetto to 3252 Dawson Street in Oakland. Andrei had always wanted his family to live close to good schools and to their church. Holmes Elementary was half a block up the street. It was a fifteen-minute walk to Schenley High School. St John Chrysostom’s was only a mile away.


The house was a vast improvement over anything the Warholas had ever lived in. It was a semidetached two-storey brick house with the Elachkos on the left. A short flight of stone steps led from the pavement to the two-family duplex. A second set of steps led to the Warholas’ porch. The front door opened into a narrow corridor, with a stairway to the upper floor. A door to the right opened onto a 14 by 10 foot living room. A brick fireplace stood in the middle of the wall opposite the door. To its left was a sofa covered by a sheet. A floor lamp in front of a small table covered by a white cloth stood beside the sofa. To the right of the fireplace was a rocking chair. Another small lamp was placed on a table next to a white straight-backed wooden chair. Two windows looked out onto a front porch. The walls and floors were bare and streaked with ingrained dirt. Beyond the living room was a small dining room and a kitchen. On the second floor there were two bedrooms: John and Andy shared the back one; their parents had the front room overlooking the street. There was a small bathroom with a tub. Paul converted the attic, which had a single dormer window that faced Dawson Street, into a third bedroom. This was the first house the Warholas lived in that was heated by a coal-burning furnace in the basement.


John was proud of his father who owned his own house. It was,’ he said, ‘just like going into a different world.’ Andrei was proud of the house too, and immediately began trying to improve it by digging out the cellar in the evening after work. Julia grew vegetables in the small back garden, which Andy helped her dig up.


The Elachkos were almost like relatives. Andrei was also close to his brother Joseph, but Joseph’s wife – Andy’s aunt, whom the boys called Strina – ‘was a very domineering, bossy person and she wasn’t very intelligent’, Paul recalled. ‘We liked my uncle, he was terrific, but he was being dominated by her. My mother could never get along with her.’ ‘She was the only person I knew who could talk and inhale at the same time,’ said John Elachko. The difference between the family fortunes was what caused the most friction. Paul said:




My uncle was always sort of jealous of my dad, because Dad had saved his money where his brother squandered money. They used to ridicule him because he had the money to fall back on. His brother always brought it up. He said, ‘You’re loaded and you’re cheap!’ My father was a good father. He was firm with the kids and he expected all of us to be doctors and lawyers. He worked his tail off so he could send us to school and when I quit high school, that disappointed him very much. If he knew how famous Andy was today he’d be very proud of him.





Andy’s later claim that ‘I never saw my father very much because he was always away on business trips to the coalmines’ caused some consternation among the Warholas.


Marge Warhola (John’s wife, whom he married in 1952):




I see all these write-ups about Andy and his mother. What about his father? It’s as if he didn’t have a father. It reminds you of these coloured people nowadays. They have kids and not fathers. I mean, it’s not true. He worked so hard and he was really a family man. He wanted all of them to have college educations if they could, but especially Andy because he knew that he was intelligent. They said he had a lot of wisdom and he seen something in Andy. His friends all looked up to him. The neighbour used to tell me about Andy’s father. He says they didn’t have loan companies back then and when they came from Europe they used to borrow from one countryman to the other to buy a house. So they come up to Andy’s father and they would ask him to borrow some money and he would say, ‘What did you do with yours?’ He knew this man drank. He says, ‘Well, I spent mine.’ He says, ‘Oh, you spent yours. Now you want to spend mine,’ and he wouldn’t give it to him. But, he said, if it was a person who he really knew was watching his money he would lend them money. When they put in the books that Andy came from a really poor family I says, everybody was poor then. I mean, in the ethnic groups they all lived the same way. You didn’t have birthday parties or Christmas presents. His father should be given a lot more credit.





Oakland, east of Soho, was a large neighbourhood divided into two sections by the major artery of Fifth Avenue. To its north were the massive institutional buildings built as symbols of their empire by the Pittsburgh milionaires: the Soldiers’ and Sailors’ Memorial Hall, the Syrian Temple and the 42–storey Cathedral of Learning at the centre of the University of Pittsburgh. On a rising slope to its south stretched row upon row of tightly packed two- or three-storey workers’ houses, culminating at the top of the rise in Dawson Street, which ran parallel with Fifth. Beyond Dawson the ground fell away steeply into the beautiful green bowl of Schenley Park and Panther Hollow. Julia soon became popular for her legendary hospitality. Friends and relatives visiting the Warholas were always greeted with a hug and a bowl of chicken soup. Her humorous nature, love of conversation and constant dispensing of wise advice made her a focal point of the block and Julia thrived on Dawson Street.


‘It was about a block from the park and the homes were very nice,’ said John Warhola. They were mostly like Jewish people, Polish, Greeks, and we all got along good.’


An anonymous Italian source who was friendly with the Warholas in the thirties and forties described it:




Andy was younger than me but he went to school with my brother at Schenley and he lived about six houses up from me on Dawson Street. We were Italians, Jewish, Polish, and further down the street at the corner they were black. When I was growing up they would use that phrase towards us; Hunkie, Guinea, Dago, Wop, I eat chicken, you eat slop. We’d call the Jews schmucks and sheenies. Mr Baier owned the candy store on the corner. He was Jewish. And down from him was Mr Katz. He was Jewish. He kept the neighbourhood together. If he would ever have collected the money that was owed to him he’d have probably been a millionaire.


It was a fairly safe neighbourhood in those days. The children played together and they were friends and more or less brought the parents together. That’s what it was all about. We did everything together. There were maybe about forty, fifty young guys down there. We were tight. Maybe 7.30, eight o’clock in the morning pitchin’ horseshoes. Then when enough guys came we’d start playing Softball or baseball. Around 12.30, one o’clock we’d go out swimming in Schenley Park. And then we’d play craps behind the Board of Education. But Andy was so intelligent, he was more or less in a world all of his own, he kept to himself like a loner.





As soon as Andy began mixing with other kids a definite pattern emerged. He would choose to relate almost exclusively to girls. His best friend at Holmes was a little Ukrainian girl, a Byzantine Catholic like him, named Margie Girman. Margie was a year younger than Andy but they were almost the same size and build. When Andy wasn’t at home he could usually be found playing in the street with Margie or sitting with her on her stoop. Friends and relatives recalled it as a case of puppy love, but in Margie Girman Andy had found the first girl he could identify with. Margie’s best friend, Mina Serbin, who also attended Holmes, recalled that ‘Margie was very bright and she never stopped talking, and she stimulated Andy to do well in school. She always talked about how hard she was going to study for a test. Andy liked that, and he did everything she did.’


The extent to which Andy identified with Margie is evident in a photograph of them together. In the picture her expression and stance are identical to his. It looks as if their personalities have merged. Andy’s relationship with Margie Girman set up a pattern for his relationships with women throughout the rest of his life. Part of him wanted to be her.


Andy and Margie began going to the movies together on Saturday mornings. For 11 cents each child got an ice-cream bar going in, saw a double feature, and got an eight-by-ten inch signed glossy of the star on the way out. Andy soon had a box full of these publicity photographs, the same sort of photos he would use twenty years later in his silkscreen portraits of movie stars. They made up his first collection. Andy’s all-time favourite film was Bill Osco’s Alice in Wonderland.


John Warhola remembered playing with Andy on Dawson Street:




You’d put a cork from a bottle cap and try to hit that with a tennis ball and make it go towards his side and he’d try to hit it. Then we’d play softball and when Andy was out in the field he’d be playing for a while and then by the time you hit the ball out there Andy wasn’t there. So when I come home he was there drawing on the porch. He did that a lot as a kid. We used to laugh. The kids would say, ‘Now, don’t run home, Andy!’ He just loved to draw with crayons. I think he was just born with that.





Ann Elachko also remembered playing with Andy:




I thought he was a nice little kid. He was bouncy enough but he wasn’t robust. Maybe it was his colouring that gave the impression that he was delicate, fragile some way. When I would go next door to visit he would always be standing at his mother’s knee. She was delightful. She had a sense of humour and she saw a little beyond what an ethnic group of people could understand. Even her insight into religion was a little beyond what most of our people discussed. We all liked his father. He was a wonderful man. He was totally different than his brother Joe. Andy’s father was a little bit of a step above. He seemed to be self-educated and there was nothing brash about him. He was a very nice gentleman.





About once a month Julia would visit her family in Lyndora, taking Andy, John and Paul. There was nobody closer than my mother and her brothers and sisters,’ said Paul Warhola. ‘We enjoyed it up there because it was like farmland and my uncles were like pioneers. They started the town.’


Andy’s best friend in Lyndora was Lillian ‘Kiki’ Lanchester. Kiki was a very pretty, talented little girl who played the steel guitar and loved to play pranks on people. As soon as Andy got to Lyndora he would find Kiki, they’d run down to the corner candy store and then disappear into the surrounding countryside and giggle and talk for hours. Andy loved to listen to Kiki. She recalled:




Aunt Julia made the most beautiful crochet things you ever saw. Aunt Anna was very artistic too. From what I remember about Andy he was particularly neat all the time and very clean. We were close friends when we were younger. He talked a lot to me because we were playmates. But he was very serious and shy when we were with other people. Every picture that we took of him he would have his head down and he would look up at you as though he was afraid or he didn’t trust you.





On alternate Sundays Julia visited her sister Mary Preksta on the North-side. Andy’s best friend at Aunt Mary’s house was his cousin Justina, Tinka’, who was four years older than Andy and also a great talker. There was a wooded area nearby they played in. ‘He kind of followed me,’ recalled Tinka. ‘I would tell him stories and he always giggled a lot.’ While the children played outside, Mary and Julia would read their letters from Europe. ‘It was always so sad,’ Tinka recalled, ‘because they didn’t have the money to send Ella and Eva and they would always talk about the sadness of Europe and cry.’ Sometimes Julia got very bad migraine headaches and Mary would put her to bed, heat some salt in a bag and put it on Julia’s head. Other times they would sing together, harmonizing beautifully as they had in Mikova.


John Warhola: ‘Tinka was like a big sister to him. Her mother and my mother were very close, in fact, if you closed your eyes you wouldn’t know which one was talking – both personalities were the same.’


Tinka:




My mother and his mother would just talk and talk in a foreign language and we were together, Andy and I, and we’d maybe go to the store and get some ice cream and candy, go to the theatre or something. But I know one thing. He used to go to town with his mother and help pick her hats out. He liked to do that. And his mother loved hats. I remember her buying a black felt hat and as a very young boy he painted it gold around the edges. He was sort of an artist then, I guess. He also liked to pick his mother’s clothes out and of course he was just like a mother’s boy.





Margie, Kiki and Tinka all found Andy charming, sweet and kind. He found through them ways to develop his interests and became, John said, ‘a happy-go-lucky kid’. However, a friend of John’s, Harold Greenberger, recalled that ‘Andy didn’t have no buddies, I don’t even remember him having a boyfriend to loaf with. The only one I remember him with was Margie Girman. He never had a buddy or a pal or anything.’





*


Andy’s single day at Soho Elementary had been credited as a full year so when he entered Holmes at the age of six he went straight into the second grade. His teacher, Catherine Metz, remembered him vividly fifty years later. ‘He was a towhead with light eyes, very quiet, not at all outgoing, and he was real good in drawing.’ At first Andy seemed to want to pass through the halls as if he were invisible, but his pale face and white-blond hair made him stand out as something of an oddball who was, one observer recalled, ‘hard to get to know’. Despite this, his first year at Holmes was a success. The classrooms were light and airy and the children’s artwork was hung in the wide hallways. Half the students were Jewish and the remainder were mostly hunkies. The school day began with a reading from the Bible and a recitation of the Lord’s Prayer in each homeroom. Second-graders went home for lunch at noon – Julia gave Andy a bowl of Campbell’s soup every day – and left for the day at 1.30, exiting over the fire escape in a daily drill. Andy told his mother that he liked school.


By the time he entered Holmes, Andy was able to speak some ungrammatical English. His mother continued to speak Po nasemu, but the boys were answering her increasingly in English. Andy was not required to take the arduous course in Old Slavonic at the church school.


Andy’s slight form made him an obvious target for the gangs who loafed on the corner outside the candy store opposite the school. He used to come straight home after school, and Julia did not let him go out much on his own. Julia had given all three Warhola boys medals of the Virgin Mary. ‘We couldn’t afford chains,’ said John, ‘so she pinned them inside our clothes so the other children wouldn’t laugh at us. I used to ask Andy if anybody was picking on him and he said no. He was well liked. I never saw him even getting angry. He was really a unique personality. He never complained.’


After school Andy stayed in and did his homework. He seemed, at least temporarily, to have got over his early rebelliousness, and no longer swore in front of the family or talked as wildly as he had. He was doing a lot of drawing. ‘He just picked it up and had a natural ability from the time he was a youngster,’ recalled Paul. ‘In the early thirties we didn’t have a radio, so you did your school work and then entertainment was drawing pictures.’


John recalled how far Julia would go to encourage Andy’s interests.




Money was real hard to get and Andy wanted things that we just couldn’t afford. When he was seven, for instance, he wanted a movie projector. We didn’t have money to buy the screen but you could show the pictures right on the wall. It was just black and white. He’d watch Mickey Mouse or Little Orphan Annie and he got ideas and then he would draw a lot. My mother bought that without my father knowing about it.





Julia got a job doing housework for a dollar a day until she had the $20 to buy it for Andy.


At Holmes Andy gained a reputation among his teachers for being efficient and competent at any job that involved art. In the upper grades Andy was very much in demand to come into their rooms amd make a seasonal border around the blackboard or draw a picture for the monthly classroom calendars.


Julia Warhola: ‘Andy no have time to loaf around. He no have time to play. He just by my house doing homework. My Andy draw for fun neighbour boy’s face. Andy was nine years old. Oh, Aridy a good boy. He’s smart. His school teacher, a lady, tells me he teaches himself good.’


Andy Warhol: ‘I got good grades in school. The teachers liked me. They said something like I had natural talent. Or unnatural talent.’





*





‘I had three nervous breakdowns when I was a child,’ Andy wrote in The Philosophy of Andy Warhol. ‘I was always sick so I was always going to summer school and trying to catch up,’ he told an interviewer in the mid-seventies. ‘He said he had St Vitus’s dance as a child and he lost his hair and couldn’t hold his hand steady,’ recalled one of his acolytes from the sixties. When one reporter enquired why a little boy would have nervous breakdowns, Andy replied gravely, ‘I was weak and I ate too much candy.’


Andy did have a number of physical problems as a child. According to Paul:




When Andy was two years old his eyes used to swell up. That lasted for a while and mother used to bathe them in boric acid every day. When he was four he came out of the house on Moultrie Street, fell on the streetcar tracks and broke his arm. He didn’t tell mother nothing about it until a couple of days later. She says, ‘How does it feel?’ ‘Well, it’s sore.’ We let it go. Then two months later somebody called to our attention that it had a pronounced curve in it. This was the arm he eventually painted with. So they had to take him up to the Fall Clinic. They only charged 25¢ to get a card and then 50¢ to see a doctor. And they had to re-break it. When he was six he had scarlet fever and when he was seven mother sent him to get his tonsils taken out at the same time I had to have mine removed. It cost eight dollars.





Then, in the autumn of 1936 when he was just eight, Andy came down with the illness that defined his childhood. Before the discovery of penicillin, rheumatic fever was common among children who lived in sometimes unsanitary, close proximity in poor neighbourhoods, and a small percentage of the victims died from it. About 10 per cent of the cases developed into chorea, popularly called St Vitus’s dance (named after a third-century Christian child martyr), which is a disorder of the central nervous system. In the worst cases the victim lost coordination of the limbs and had a series of what appeared to be spastic fits. It was particularly frightening because doctors were not sure what caused it and all they could do was assure the victims and their parents that it would pass and cause no permanent damage. In fact its worst effects were psychological because children who contracted it often thought they were going insane.


By the time Andy began to get sick he had become the teacher’s pet at Holmes, but now when he tried to write or draw on the blackboard his hand began to shake and the boys laughed at him. Sensing his fear, they began pushing him around and punching him. Years later he told an associate that the other kids would beat him up, which made him afraid of socializing. As Kiki Lanchester pointed out, ‘They always picked on the frail kids.’ Andy had no idea what was happening to him and became, once again, terrified of going to school. He became increasingly disoriented, was easily provoked to tears, and began to find the simplest tasks, like tying his shoes or writing his name, difficult to coordinate.


At first nobody at home took any notice of these symptoms, perhaps because Andy was a timid little boy anyway and had a reputation as a crybaby. However, when the symptoms worsened they became impossible to miss. He started slurring his speech, touching things nervously with shaking hands, fumbling, and had difficulty sitting still. ‘Our family doctor was Slavish, Zeedick,’ recalled John, ‘but we never called him because we couldn’t afford the two dollars. Usually you just lay in bed till you felt better, but mother did call him to the hass.’ Dr Zeedick diagnosed a mild case of St Vitus’s dance. Andy was confined to bed for a month. The doctor told Julia that Andy needed mental and emotional peace and constant care. Julia moved him into the dining room next to the kitchen and devoted herself to nursing him back to health. Her greatest concern was that he would go into convulsions and die, as her baby daughter Justina had because she had been unable to move her bowels. In times of sickness Julia always believed in giving her children enemas.


This was a golden time in Andy’s childhood. For a month he was able to detach himself from the world – from school, from his brothers, from his father, from everyone but Julia. She made sure that he was constantly entertained by a stream of movie magazines, comic books, cut-out paper dolls and colouring books. ‘I buy him comic books,’ Julia recalled. ‘Cut, cut, cut nice. Cut out pictures. Oh, he liked pictures from comic books.’ She also moved the family radio, which Andrei had recently bought in a rare fit of generosity, from the living room to the dining room. As soon as his hands stopped shaking so much Andy made use of his time colouring book after book, cutting up and pasting magazines to make collages, and playing with his paper dolls.


A friend from the sixties:




Warhol recalled, in one of the rare moments he spoke of those trying times, that his mother would read Mickey Mouse stories to him under a lamp dimly lit with a 25-watt bulb. At other times she would draw colourful pictures of cats and other animals for him while they sat listening to programmes like Suspense or One Man’s Family on the family console radio. His mother was determined that her boy would do something unique, something different in the world.





Warhol wrote in his Philosophy:




My mother would read to me in her thick Czechoslovakian accent as best she could and I would always say, Thanks, Mom,’ after she finished with Dick Tracy, even if I hadn’t understood a word. She’d give me a Hershey bar every time I finished a page in my colouring book. I liked Walt Disney. I cut out Walt Disney dolls. It was actually Snow White that influenced me. But I couldn’t do cartoons. I could never think of a good person to draw.




Andy also discovered the glamorous world of celebrity, wealth and beauty in the movie magazines, which detailed the lives of the stars in the 1930s even more extensively than they do today. The ‘Life of Marlene Dietrich’, for example, was run as a daily cartoon in Pittsburgh newspapers. Here Andy found not only a life that seemed like a perfect escape for him, but two places that he could focus on: the dream cities of Hollywood and New York.


All this information pouring in turned Andy’s sickroom into his first studio. Julia was his first assistant. She marvelled at his drawings and collages, laughed at the radio shows (‘She was a happy-go-lucky woman and could really make you laugh,’ said John) and kept him comfortable night and day, sleeping in the same bed, sometimes sitting up all night watching him sleep.


Both his brothers pointed out that Andy greatly exaggerated his bouts with St Vitus’s dance, that he only came down with it seriously once, and was really too young to worry about it. According to John, ‘It was like having chickenpox or a sore throat.’ Yet the attention Andy paid to it later in life indicates how important the experience was to him.


After he had been in bed for four weeks the Warholas decided that it was time for Andy to go back to school. However, on the appointed morning he balked. Standing on the front porch with Julia he held on to her skirts and started crying that he didn’t want to go. Andrei was absent and Julia was uncertain what to do. Paul came out on the porch on his way out and found Andy throwing a tantrum just as he had after the incident at Soho Elementary four years earlier. ‘He’s gotta go back to school,’ Paul declared. He presumed that Andy was scared of being beaten up by some kids who laughed at him for being a mama’s boy, and did not consider that good enough reason for him to stay home. Andy started screaming.


Hearing the commotion the next-door neighbour, John Elachko, an undertaker’s apprentice, came out on the porch to see what was going on. He was used to playing surrogate father to the Warhola boys when Andrei was away, and immediately assessed the situation. To him Andy was just a sissy littly crybaby who didn’t want to go to school. Stepping over the wall that divided their porches he grabbed him by the shoulder and shouted, ‘You’re going to school!’


Andy’s knees buckled, as often happened to chorea victims, and he fell down and refused to move. Grabbing the terrified child by the shoulders, Elachko dragged him down the front steps.




Andy was a very mild, squeamish kid, artistic, sensitive, all of that business. He took after his mother. She was soft on everyone. She wouldn’t hurt a fly and just felt sorry for everyone. But Andy was afraid of everything. I picked him up and he squealed and hollered a few times but I just took him to school.





‘Andy tried to kick him,’ said Paul, ‘and then the neighbour grabbed him, he just held his arms and legs and forced him and Andy’s crying and trying to break away. He fought us not to go and we did force him to go to school. Now that was the worst thing to do because after that he developed a worse nervous twitch.’


‘We didn’t know he wasn’t completely cured,’ John added. ‘The neighbour thought he was doing us a favour when he carried him there. I remember the doctor says he got it all over again.’


Andy immediately had a relapse and had to be returned to bed for four more weeks. The incident bred in him a lifelong abhorrence of violence and a strong desire to detach himself from any kind of physical force. One way to unleash Andy’s rage in later life would be to try physically to force him to do something.


Andy’s second period in bed was like his first. Once again the magic incubation allowed him to spend long uninterrupted hours dreaming about being a movie star in Hollywood. This time, when he emerged from his sickroom, his position in the family had changed. Julia had been warned by Dr Zeedick that a relapse was more than likely. The illness had also left Andy with a skin condition that would plague him throughout the rest of his life. Everyone noticed that Andy suddenly had large reddish-brown blotches on his face, back, chest, arms and hands. He appeared frailer and became like a clinging vine to Julia, rarely leaving her side. She became more protective of him than ever and made sure that nobody laid a violent hand on him again. Andy was now accorded the position of an eccentric invalid who had to be treated with special care and understanding, and his brothers began to watch out for him in school. ‘What I didn’t understand,’ recalled John Warhola, ‘was when he went back to school after a couple of months, even though he had lost so much time, they put him ahead.’


In the most revealing comment he ever made about his childhood, Andy wrote in Popism, ‘I learned when I was little that whenever I got aggressive and tried to tell someone what to do nothing happened – I just couldn’t carry it off. I learned that you actually have more power when you shut up, because at least some people will start to maybe doubt themselves.’ At the same time the new fantasy life he was developing in his imagination gave him an inner focus that left him more confident and driven about his art. His two-sided character began to emerge. While continuing to be as sweet and humble as ever with his girlfriends, he began on occasion to act like an arrogant little prince at home. Freud observed that ‘subconsciously you remain the same age throughout your life’. The Andy who would polarize his audience as an artist during his prime remained, at least partly, the eight-year-old who now emerged from the cocoon of his illness and convalescence.


It was a new, eager, impatient and sometimes aggressive Andy who constantly challenged Paul, saying, ‘Well, whataya do now?’ and ran off to the movies every Saturday morning. The movies defined life for American children of the 1930s and 1940s, and they defined Andy’s life even more than most of his contemporaries’. They became his passion, a necessity, an escape. It was not always easy to get the 11-cent entrance fee but Andy pursued it with dogged determination, helping Paul or John sell peanuts at the ballgames, earning a penny a bag, taking the neighbours’ baby with him in exchange for the entrance fee, or getting it from his mother.


Andy, the perfect fan, began a lifelong habit of writing stars letters asking for pictures and autographs. Just as he identified with girls rather than boys in his daily relations, he chose a female rather than a male movie star to idolize. In 1936, the year she made Poor Little Rich Girl, Shirley Temple became Andy’s idol and role model. In the story Shirley is completely protected by her father’s extraordinary wealth, but then, escaping by sheer chance, she ends up working (aged eight) with a vaudeville team. Her attitude towards everything is that it’s a game. Within this plot lies the basic philosophy of Andy Warhol’s life: work all the time, make it into a game, and maintain your sense of humour.


When Andy mailed off a dime to her fan club and received back a photograph with ‘To Andy Warhola from Shirley Temple’ written on it, it became his most cherished possession and the centrepiece of his collection. He also sent away a cereal-box top and got a blue glass with the face of Shirley Temple on it. Just as he had done everything that Margie Girman did, Andy now tried to emulate Shirley Temple. For the rest of his life he would imitate her standard gestures, folding his hands in prayer and placing them next to his cheek, or twisting them together and holding them out to the right just below his waist. He dreamed about learning to tap dance. The only thing he didn’t like about the Shirley Temple films, he told a friend, was the regular appearance of her father to take her home at the end. In Andy’s view, that ruined the fantasy. ‘In those Shirley Temple movies, I was so disappointed whenever Shirley Temple found her father,’ he said. ‘It ruined everything. She had been having such a good time, tap dancing with the local Kiwanis Club or the newspaper men in the city room. I don’t want to know who the father is.’





*


At the end of the 1930s the balance of power in the Warhola household shifted. For some time now Andrei’s health had been slowly failing. Always the disciplinarian, he could still freeze his boys with a glance and the threat of his hand moving to his belt, but Paul, who was now seventeen and working in a steel mill, was pretty independent and Andrei was for the most part so tired when he came home from work that it was all he could do to stand in the back yard silently hosing the tiny garden. Julia begged him to slow down. He had around $15,000 in postal bonds and a savings account, a fortune for a man of his background. Paul was bringing a salary into the house, making enough to buy his mother dining-room furniture and a fridge. It was no longer necessary for Andrei to take every job that was offered him and keep up the backbreaking pace of twelve hours a day, six days a week, but he was a workaholic and Julia’s pleas fell on deaf ears. Paul recalled the time Andrei left the house on what would turn out to be his last job, on his way to Wheeling, West Virginia:




He had been sick with yellow jaundice for a couple of years earlier on, after he was operated on to have his gallbladder removed, and then for so many years it was OK. And then all at once he was getting yellow. Apparently his liver was failing him. Mother says, ‘Don’t go on a trip, you don’t have to go away.’ She’d say, ‘Andrei, you have money, why go? Please don’t go!’ But my dad, he wanted to push himself.





On the Wheeling job site a number of the men, including Andrei, drank some contaminated water and when he returned to Dawson Street he came down with a bad case of jaundice and was confined to bed. ‘Andy was a young boy when my husband die,’ Julia recalled years later. ‘He go to West Virginia to work, he go to mine and drink water. The water was poison. He was sick for three years. He got stomach poisoning. Doctors, doctors no help.’ She broke down weeping as she recounted the tale.


It was a confusing, depressing time in the Warhola household. According to John:




Dad was ill and housebound from 1939 to 1942. He was up and about, he just couldn’t work. It was depressing because he was only fifty-five when he died and he was like a leader. We all felt bad. Dad was not a very emotional or talkative man. Particularly when we were younger, he didn’t think we’d be interested in hearing about his work, and I can’t remember him talking to Andy much. No more than he did to me until the year before he passed away. I was sixteen then and he figured, I’ll treat you like a man, and he discussed a lot of things about his job.





In order to make up for the lost income they took in boarders but that only aggravated the situation. Paul and John started spending more and more time away from home, John trying to lose his troubles in games, Paul in girls. Andy remained at home by Julia’s side during the next few troubled, for Andy vital years. The American entry into the Second World War after the attack on Pearl Harbor in December 1941 added to Julia’s fears and brought into focus her bad memories of the First World War. Many boys in the neighbourhood went off to war. Paul’s turn would come soon.


Andy took a photograph of himself in a photo booth in a bus station around this time in which he looks trusting and angelic. ‘He had the prettiest smile,’ recalled Kiki, ‘but he was real serious.’ ‘I remember kids used to say, “Who’s that good-looking blond-haired kid?” ’ recalled John, ‘but he always wanted to be tall. He used to tell me when he was like thirteen, “When am I going to be as tall as you?” I said, “You’ll get there.” I says, “In a couple of years you’ll be six foot tall.” He never made it.’


As the string that had held the tightly knit family together unravelled, the dissensions between the brothers hardened. The combination of Andrei’s distant strictness and Julia’s embracing softness had pitched them into unspoken conflict with each other for their parents’ attention. By cleaving to his mother and detaching himself from his father and because he was still too young to have to face practical responsibilities, Andy was not as affected as John and Paul, who now found themselves in the unenviable position of receiving the final judgement of their patriarch.


Andrei’s greatest concern was what would happen to his hard-won savings after he died. He knew that Julia had no head for figures and that anything could happen if she was left in control. Visions of the precious college fund floating off to Mikova or being dispersed among the hungry Zavackys in Lyndora tormented him. He was equally uncertain of Paul’s ability to manage his money. No sooner did he make a buck than he spent it and he had already developed a lifelong habit that Andrei abhorred – he was a gambler. ‘My mother used to always say, “You know, you’re never gonna have nothing!” She says, “All you like to do is gamble.” ‘ Besides, Paul – the eldest, the crown prince – had already disappointed Andrei horribly by dropping out of high school without even telling him, for fear of being ridiculed for the speech impediment he had developed when he had to speak in front of the class. Andrei’s silent displeasure rested heavily on Paul’s troubled mind and was made doubly painful by a strong emotional bond. For all his brusque hustle and go, Paul took after his mother and was a soft, warm soul inside.


That left only John as a possible recipient of the responsibility of running the Warhola household. Sixteen in 1942 and taking courses at Conlee Trade School, Johnny had pleased his father with his diligence and steadiness:




He seen the way I handled money. I guess some people are born that way, they just can’t take care of it. He seen that I would go out and shovel snow for 15 or 20 cents or else take the ashes out from the coal for five cents a bushel. When I was fourteen I would buy a bag of peanuts and make small bags to sell for a nickel and I made enough money to go to the dentist, because he couldn’t afford to send me to the dentist.





In his last months at Dawson Street Andrei began to tell the relatives who mattered – his brother Joseph, Julia’s sister Mary and, of course, Julia herself – to listen to John when it came to matters of finance. This choice to promote John over Paul as the head of the family created a rift between the brothers that never healed and set them in interminable competition with each other for their mother’s affection. ‘Mother always tried to say, “All my sons mean the same to me,”’ Paul claimed years later, ‘but I can just feel that I was her favourite.’


The use Andy made later on in life of the same devices his mother and father employed to keep their children in constant, edgy competition for their attention indicates that he was, at least intuitively, fully aware of the family dramas that surrounded his father’s death.


One day before Andrei went into Montefiore Hospital for a series of tests, he called John out onto the back porch.




He talked for about two hours. He says, I’m going into hospital tomorrow and I’m not coming out.’ He felt bad. It wasn’t that he was crying or nothing, he just talked real sad. And when he told me he wasn’t coming back I couldn’t concentrate because I felt real close, and my mind kept going back to – he ain’t coming back – and that’s why the only points I can remember are the predictions, because they all came out true. He says to look after Mother and Andy because Paul is going to get married soon, and Andy, he says, ‘You’re going to be real proud of him, he’s going to be highly educated, he’s going to college.’ He told me he had enough postal bonds saved up to pay for Andy’s first two years in college and he said, ‘Make sure you do that. Make sure the money isn’t spent in any other way. Make sure the bills are paid and we don’t lose the house for taxes.’





For the next five days Julia, Paul and John took turns visiting Andrei in the hospital. Paul Warhola:




The day before he died, Dad had an awful fever and he was in a lot of pain and he asked me to get him a drink of water, and the head nurse grabbed me and said, ‘Don’t you dare give him no water! We’re running tests on him!’ Dad looked at me so pitiful and he says, ‘Just give me some water to wipe my lips.’ And I felt so bad because I couldn’t even give him a little bit of water.





The following morning Andy came down to breakfast and asked his mother, ‘How come you tickled my nose with a feather?’




‘And my mother says, “I wasn’t even in the room,’ ‘ John recalled.




And he says, well, somebody tickled his nose and when he woke up he looked up and he says he just seen like a body going out the door into the hall. About eight hours later, my dad passed away and my mother said, ‘That must have been an angel or God leaving, you know.’





‘I was very much upset,’ said Paul Warhola.




We thought he might be able to pull through, but as the doctor explained it to me, if you have TB in the lungs you can survive, but it ended up in his stomach and it just spread because the air couldn’t get at it. This was the diagnosis of the autopsy. I was very bitter at the doctor because they run tests up until right before he died and I went and argued with the doctor afterwards. I says, “Youse didn’t do anything to help him out!”





‘Andy sure had an emotional reaction to his father’s death,’ recalled Ann Warhola (Paul’s wife, whom he married the following year). ‘As was traditional, his dad was laid out in the house for three days with somebody sitting up with him through the night, and his mother always told me Andy would just not go down and see him when he was laid out.’


Paul Warhola:




He just didn’t wanna see Dad. When they brought the body into the house Andy was so scared he ran and hid under the bed. But we didn’t push Andy too much when Dad died because we didn’t want him to have a relapse. We were always fearful that his nervous condition might come back. Andy started crying. He begged Mother to let him go and stay with Tinka at Aunt Mary’s house on the Northside or to have Tinka come over and keep him company.





‘He was just frightened to sleep in the house with the body,’ John Warhola said, ‘so he stayed with my aunt for a couple of nights.’


Tinka explained, ‘I was more like a sister to him and I guess he wanted to be with me, he felt better with me. We all came down for the wake and the funeral.’


John Elachko, who had brought on Andy’s second attack of St Vitus’s dance by forcing him to go to school, assisted at the funeral.




I helped bury him. The old country people had a singsong wailing kind of thing they did, telling a story about the dead person’s life with their arms across their chests, hopping from foot to foot. Julia Warhola was one of those wailers. We took him to the church first and then to the cemetery in a regular hearse followed by a stream of cars. It was a real traditional funeral. They rented a couple of big cars for anyone who wanted to go. There were a lot of people.





It was probably the only funeral Andy went to. His fear of death would lead to a hardcore detachment from anything concerning it. Whatever inner emotions he may have experienced were already submerged as they lowered his father’s coffin into the ground on the gently sloping Pennsylvania hillside in St John Divine’s Cemetery at Castel Shannon. Back at Dawson Street Tinka noted that ‘Andy was playing outside in the street. He didn’t take it seriously.’ In a series of photographs taken outside their house after the funeral, Andy appears to be bursting forth as if both relieved of some inner burden and fuelled by new energy that will take him through his teens. John Warhola said, ‘If there was any outstanding thing that affected Andy during his childhood more than anything else I think it was when my dad passed away.’


Despite the heartfelt sympathy of her relatives there was a morbid side to some of the Zavackys, a kind of feasting on disaster that tended to magnify rather than heal the wounds, and Julia had to be careful not to let herself drown in the Zavacky sadness. ‘I felt really bad, like nothing material would make me happy,’ recalled John.




And it took a long time to get over. We were a close-knit family. Mother says she didn’t think she would have made it without Andy. Andy really kept her company because he would stay home and paint and study more than I would stay with her. I’d go up to the corner and play ball, but Andy spent most of his time with my mother. He was very close with her.





As Julia began to cling to Andy the way he had clung to her throughout his vulnerable childhood, they became equals in a pact of mutual support.


This bond was strengthened by the events of 1942–44. Joseph’s wife Strina, who had been Andrei’s most outspoken critic during his lifetime for being tightfisted and cheap, announced that she thought her family should inherit a good portion of his fortune, but Julia refused. ‘My husband was a good man,’ she said. ‘Not a drunk man. I had $11,000 in the bank. I just pay taxes. I raise my children.’


‘After that,’ recalled Paul, ‘Mother didn’t get along too well with Strina. They were distant.’


Then there was Paul’s marriage. Before his father had been in the ground a year, Paul fulfilled his prediction by hooking up with an attractive young woman from nearby Greenfield. In April 1943 he asked his mother how she felt about his getting married. I says, “Is this gonna maybe change the situation?” She says, “I’m not gonna stand in your way. If you want to get married, that’s fine.” I says. “Well, we’ll live here. We’ll rent the second floor and I can pay you so much a month.” ’


Despite his protestations and Julia’s attempts to make room for the new intrusion on her life, the arrangement was doomed before it began. Ann Warhola was a domineering, neurotic woman who believed that everybody should see things the way she did and was given to religious soul searching. Everybody, she felt, must search for their inner truth and declare it openly. Nothing could have been further from the nature of the Warholas, whose intricate, multilevelled family connections were based entirely on not saying how they really felt. She never liked Andy, he thought, because she was the first person who obviously recognized that the artistic, quiet little boy was homosexual. They never got along and Andy felt mentally tortured by her presence. Paul soon became utterly disillusioned with Ann and spent as much of his time as possible out of the house, working or dating other women. Ann, whose jealousy was almost equal to her religion in its spitfire fervour, would fly into rages and the house became a war zone for the mistaken and disruptive marriage. This threw Julia into a turmoil she was unprepared for and gained Ann, who was completely unsympathetic to her mother-in-law’s situation and singularly focused on her own ego, Andy’s lasting hatred.


The situation deteriorated further when it was announced that Ann was pregnant and Paul, who had been called up to join the navy and fight in the war, would shortly be leaving her in Julia’s care. Pregnant and, she felt, abandoned, Ann became even more of a burden for Julia.


By the time the baby, Paul Warhola Jr, was born in early 1944, it was evident that the situation simply could not be sustained. This was brought into focus by Julia’s ill health. Resilient and tough though she had been throughout the hardships of her life, the pain finally started eating away at her body. For some time she had been suffering from piles. She found herself physically incapable of taking care of a recuperating, difficult mother and a baby, and, to the great relief of Julia, John and Andy, Ann moved back into her parents’ house to await Paul’s return from the navy.


Their relief was shortlived. Julia’s piles started bleeding so badly that she was forced to call in her doctor, who prescribed a series of tests and shortly diagnosed colon cancer. Her chances of survival were at best 50/50, he informed both Julia and John, and that chance depended entirely on her agreeing to an operation which doctors were just beginning to experiment with called a colostomy.


The news came so hard on the heels of their previous troubles that the Warholas barely had time to think about how they felt. Since Julia was incapable of assuming the responsibility, Paul as the closest adult, was rushed home from training camp to sign the necessary papers to give the doctors permission to cut out Julia’s entire bowel system and replace it with a bag on her stomach. The boys and Julia were simply told that the operation was essential and had to be done immediately. John Warhola:




My mother had so much faith in religion, she told me not to worry. I guess she seen the expression on my face where you’d think that I was the one that was going for the operation. Don’t worry, she says, she’ll be all right. I don’t think the doctors knew that much. We always felt that she didn’t need that operation. I’ll never forget the first day Andy come down there after she was operated on. The first thing he asked me, he says, ‘Did Mumma die?’ It was a sad situation to lose your father, then two years later . . . It was too close. Andy had a lot of sadness. I think that had a bearing with me and Andy getting real close. We tried to listen to my mother and we just prayed, we prayed a lot. We visited mother in the hospital every day. She was in there for about three weeks.





When Julia, who had apparently not fully understood the details of her emergency operation, discovered the results she was shocked. According to John, ‘She was weak and she was very upset when she found out how she had to go to the bathroom. She always says she thinks she just had it for nothing, when the bleeding could have just been from piles.’ ‘It was pretty successful,’ recalled Paul, ‘it was just that you get into a very bad depression with an operation like that. You kind of feel, do you want to live?’


For the rest of her life she remained convinced that she had not had cancer and the operation had been unnecessary. Whether this was true or not, when Andy later tried to persuade her to have a follow-up operation to replace the colostomy bag with tubes inside her, Julia flatly refused because the operation had been too painful.


Her experience, combined with the harsh treatment his father had received in hospital, bred a fear of hospitals and surgeons in Andy that would eventually lead to his own premature death.


When Julia returned home, John changed his shift from 4 p.m. to midnight so that he could spend the day with her. Andy returned home from school around 3.30 p.m. and spent the afternoon and evenings taking care of her. John Warhola:




When she come home she had a hard time recuperating, but she come round. Andy did a lot of praying with my mother. In fact I have three prayer books of his which are worn out from prayer. Everybody talks about how important his mother was to Andy but he was equally important to her. They both worked together. Andy really kept her company. He spent most of the time with my mother. He was very close with her.





In fact Julia’s recovery was so remarkable that her doctor asked her to visit patients who were going to have colostomies to show them that it was possible to have a fulfilling life afterwards.


In the opinion of John Warhola, the experience of his father’s death and his mother’s close call had a major effect in strengthening Andy. ‘We were brought up to believe that prayers are the only thing that are going to help you and it seemed that when he had nowhere else to turn Andy got closer to God.’


















THE EDUCATION OF
 ANDY WARHOL
1937–45




I just went to high school, college didn’t mean anything to me.


ANDY WARHOL





Although Pittsburgh was a provincial city, it was an excellent place to study art in the 1930s and 1940s. The Carnegies, Mellons and Fricks were among the leading collectors in the world. The interest of the Pittsburgh millionaires in art both as an aesthetic and a financial investment lead them to sponsor art competitions, art centres and free Saturday-morning art classes at the Carnegie Museum for talented children from all over the city. Pittsburgh boasted at least two outstanding resident artists during Andy’s childhood, the folk artist John Kane, who had received an avalanche of publicity when it was revealed that he painted over photographs, and the academic painter Sam Rosenberg, whose street scenes of Oakland and Greenfield emphasized the hot pinks and reds of the city and the noble nature of its peasant population. The Pittsburgh public-school system specialized in teaching art and had a number of innovative and dedicated instructors who were responsible for giving Andy not only a solid grounding in his field but also the inspiration to see it as a way of life. Chief among them was a teacher named Joseph Fitzpatrick who taught the Saturday-morning Carnegie Museum course. Andy’s art teacher at Holmes, Annie Vickermann, who gave a solid if somewhat formal course from the fifth to the eighth grade in Egyptian, Greek and Roman, medieval and modern art, recommended him for the Saturday-morning course in 1937 when he was nine.


The Carnegie Museum classes were split into two groups. The Tarn O’Shanters, named in honour of the Scottish-born Andrew Carnegie, were the younger members from the fifth to seventh grades. In the eighth to tenth grades they were called the Palettes. The Tarn O’Shanters class was held on the first floor of the museum in the Music Hall, a large room with high ceilings and ornate frescos that made it look like a ballroom. The approximately 300 students who had been chosen for the Tarn O’Shanters would assemble there early on Saturday mornings. The tall, striking, flamboyant Joseph Fitzpatrick taught these classes. A Pittsburgh character of some renown, Fitzpatrick was an extraordinary teacher who seemed to come alive, rather like a television-show host, when he was on stage teaching art. ‘Look, to See, to Remember, to Enjoy!’ he would bellow from the stage at the children, who listened in rapt silence. He instilled in them his beliefs about discipline, creativity and authority in art. ‘Art,’ he told them, ‘is not just a subject. It’s a way of life. It’s the only subject you use from the time you open your eyes in the morning until you close them at night. Everything you look at has art or the lack of art.’ He expected them to learn to observe and would ask them what their bus driver had looked like that morning. And he taught them to draw with authority, starting with an understanding of the fundamentals of drawing and painting, then looking at how they could manipulate the basic forms. He is sure that he had some influence on Andy: ‘What I taught him may not have helped with the kind of thing he did later on, but it acquainted him with different styles.’


The children sat in rows and worked in crayon on masonite boards. Each student would describe what he had observed during the week that had helped him improve on the previous week’s drawing. They would do a new drawing based on this knowledge. The subject was simple – a coffee pot, a table. The idea of the course was to give each child a good background so they could pursue any type of art career. Local artists sometimes visited and talked about their own work and techniques. The students learned about composition and proportions of the figure. They visited various exhibitions in the museum galleries to relate what they had heard to what they could see. Andy later told one of his superstars, Ultra Violet, that the classes




made a particular impression on him because they gave him his first chance to meet children from the neighbourhoods beyond his ethnic ghetto and to observe how the well-to-do dress and speak. Several times he mentioned two youngsters who arrived in limousines, one in a long maroon Packard and the other in a Pierce-Arrow. He remembered the mother who wore expensively tailored clothes and sumptuous furs. In the 1930s, before television and with no glossy magazines for poor families like Andy’s and few trips to the movies, the art classes opened a peephole for Andy to the world of the rich and successful. He never forgot what he saw.





According to Fitzpatrick, Andy had a unique approach. His work was not at all derivative and he was constantly experimenting with his own style:




He must have been highly intelligent to do what he was naturally doing, because he was so individualistic and ahead of his time. I encouraged him to do whatever he wanted to do. Andy won an award at Scholastic magazine – they had a show of art at Kaufman’s department store and later the show became national. He was tremendously creative.





Every week ten students were selected to exhibit their drawings to the class. Each of them would come to the microphone and explain their piece. Andy was chosen to do this on several occasions. He had to go up and say, ‘My name is Andrew Warhola. I go to Holmes School, and in my drawings, I tried to show . . .’ Thin and pale, he held himself in check, hunched a little forward, but he seemed to enjoy the attention.


‘A more talented person than Andy Warhol I never knew,’ said Joseph Fitzpatrick.




He was magnificently talented. Personally not attractive, and a little bit obnoxious. He had no consideration for other people. He lacked all the amenities. He was socially inept at the time and showed little or no appreciation for anything. He was not pleasant with the members of his class or with any of the people with whom he associated. Maybe he was withdrawn because of his lack of social background, and developed the approach to cover. But he did seem to have a goal from the very start. You weren’t conscious of what it was, but he stayed right with it.





After observing Andy for a while, Fitzpatrick decided that Andy had created his repertoire of behaviour and appearance to gain attention. ‘He seemed to be extemely keen on knowing people, and knew exactly what to do to get the attention he outwardly seemed to avoid.’


After class Andy could spend the afternoon looking at paintings and sculpture or reading in the library. When he was a child in Pittsburgh the museum used to have an annual international show. During the six years he attended the Saturday classes the young Warhol was exposed to a variety of artistic movements.


This was the first step in his career, the first time he was singled out and made his way into another world via his art.





*


In September 1941, Andy entered Schenley High School. Despite his claim that he did not have any friends or fun at Schenley, his high-school days were stimulating in many ways.


Schenley was a twenty-minute walk from Dawson Street. The children were a mix of black, Jewish, Greek, Polish and Czechoslovakian. It was a lower-middle-class school with lower-middle-class academic standards, but the art department was quite good. Attending high school during the Second World War was exciting. Life on the home front was marked by a sense of shared goals and values, of participating in a cause if only by collecting tin foil or buying war stamps, and of having a common enemy to hate. There was a solidarity among the students that there might not have been at other times, so it was not a threatening environment as it might have been for somebody of Andy’s disposition. They sang patriotic songs from Your Hit Parade or the naval battle hymn as they walked to school. On Saturdays they flocked to the cinema to watch John Wayne heroically decimate enemy soldiers. There were occasional gang fights between white and black students, but by and large the atmosphere was unusually harmonious and dedicated.


This was the period when a new group called ‘teenagers’ emerged in American society. At the same time as they were inundated with news of the war, the kids Andy went to school with were provided with a whole brash new world of their own with its star, Frank Sinatra, its dance, the jitterbug, and its customs and uniform. Teenagers wanted to dress and look alike, especially the girls, who all wore the same uniform, including saddle shoes, bobby sox and a string of pearls. Hair and make-up tips filled the new teen-oriented magazines they devoured. All this kitschy life style was right up Andy’s street and he fitted into it perfectly. As an artist Andy would have a large following among teenagers and a great influence on and interest in the youth culture.


On the other hand, the emphasis on appearance could not have come at a worse time for him. A national survey defined the teenagers’ most serious problem as acne, and Andy’s complexion had erupted in blotches and pimples that spread from his face to his chest and hands. His small symmetrical nose had flared out into a bulbous red one that led his family to dub him Andy the Red-Nosed Warhola. ‘His features started changing when he got serious about going to college,’ recalled John. ‘You can see it in pictures. His nose got bigger. He almost looks like two different people. I think he worried a lot and the worry and stress affected his appearance.’


The two words that best describe Andy during high school are ‘determined’ and ‘serious’. By now the aim of his work was to fulfil his father’s prediction and go to college. Both at home and at school he was dead serious about making it and spent most of his time drawing. ‘The way he fought out of his background through his art and his talent is extremely important,’ noted one friend. ‘It explains him.’


Andy had become highly disciplined and self-directed in his work. His talent was gaining him approval from both the teachers and students at Schenley High School. He drew compulsively, constantly, and amazingly. Drawings piled up in stacks all over his room. It was family lore that Julia once dumped a whole cupboard full of them in the trash because she thought they were in the way. John Warhola: ‘Andy was determined as a child and so serious and quiet I thought he was going to be a priest, but I think that’s when he started planning on being an artist.’ Lee Karageorge, who was in Andy’s freshman and sophomore classes at Schenley, remembered that his talent was quite recognizable to the other students even then.




He wasn’t one to show it off at all, in fact he was very close with his personal life, but when we were in Miss McKibbin’s art class she would show us his drawings. He wasn’t part of any of the cliques, he was sort of left out, but he wan’t in the art club because his talent was so superior to the rest of us. Nobody made anything out of it or picked on him.





Andy was not bothered by other boys at school. John asked him if he was and he said no. John Warhola: ‘He had a fellow there that really protected him, an Irish kid, Jimmy Newell, who later on became a policeman. He was a friend of mine and I asked him to look out for Andy. He was the toughest kid in the neighbourhood.’


In Miss McKibbin’s art class Andy did not pal around with the other youngsters, but went straight to his desk, got his materials out and began to draw. Never looking up to discuss his work, he drew and drew and drew. He was intensely interested throughout the period and never created any problems but was very much a loner in those days. Mary Adeline McKibbin:




Andy was a small child. He was pale, he had a sallow complexion with high cheekbones and washed-out tannish hair that was almost the colour of his skin. The work was developmental and very simple at first, the idea being that appreciation is a great part of it as well as teaching a subject. So they went from drawing and painting into various media. They were limited in high school, they didn’t have oil paints – they were too expensive – but they did have poster paints.





During this time, drawing seems to have been not only a means of gaining distinction at school but something for Andy to hide behind. Anywhere, in homeroom, at Yohe’s drug store, during breaks, he could always be found with a sketchbook in his hands. The others were impressed by his skills. Boys would huddle around Andy’s desk in homeroom and one of them would hold up a drawing he had done and say, ‘Look at this, guys!’




Before she moved out of Dawson Street, Ann Warhola observed:




When Andy came home from school he would go straight to his room and work. Dinner would be ready and you could hear his mother yelling for him to come down and eat. Sometimes she would take food up to him. When he did come down and sit with us he never had much to say and when he did talk it was always about his work and nobody paid too much attention. He was really wrapped up in his work.





Joe Fitzpatrick, who taught the Saturday-morning art classes, was Andy’s art teacher in his junior and senior year at Schenley and now became his mentor. ‘Andy had a very wonderful relationship with Joe Fitzpatrick,’ Mina Serbin, who had been at school with Andy since Holmes, recalled. ‘You could see them bending over Andy’s drawings scrutinizing them together. It was a very warm relationship. Joe would make him sit and do things that Andy didn’t think he could do. He brought all of that out of him.’


It was obvious to all that Andy was going to pursue a career as an artist and he was beginning to apply to college.





*


From the account of other former Schenley students, Andy appears to have been a shy but normal teenager. His comment years later that ‘I was’t amazingly popular, although I guess I wanted to be, because when I would see the kids telling one another their problems, I felt left out. No one confided in me,’ seems typically misleading.


‘He was oddball-looking but not oddball as a person,’ one Schenley graduate recalled.




He didn’t dress outlandishly. He often wore a favourite sweater vest with the sleeves of his shirt rolled up, and, like almost everyone else, he wore saddle shoes. But he had that white hair which he wore down in bangs or swept back. Most of the other boys wore crewcuts, and sometimes they made fun of him – they called him ‘the albino’. He was more serious than most of us were, but that doesn’t mean that he didn’t have fun.





Andy had a number of friends, mostly girls. He developed a close friendship with a Jewish girl named Ellie Simon, which he would maintain throughout college and his early years in New York. Ellie was intelligent, artistic and a little self-critical – she thought she was ugly -but her outstanding quality was empathy. ‘Ellie had a thing about helping other people, particularly if they had emotional or physical problems, and she seemed attracted to these people,’ recalled a mutual friend. By now Andy had a lot of problems and Ellie was a font of sympathy. Though there was no romance involved, Andy and Ellie became so close and spent so much time together that Julia became jealous and warned Andy that they would not be able to marry because of their different religions. Ellie recalled Andy as something of an eccentric even then, with an unusual sense of humour, an independent person, not a conformist.


He remained close to Margie Girman, and her friend Mina Serbin was, like Andy, a member of the school safety patrol. Every afternoon after school, Andy and Mina would patrol the street crossings until the students had all withdrawn from the area. Then he would accompany her to Yohe’s drugstore and join other high-school students in the traditional pastimes of eating ice cream, playing the jukebox and messing around. Andy always had a sketchbook and would draw while the others talked, joining in only during their more serious discussions about who was going to college and how many neighbourhood boys had been killed in the war. Mina Serbin:




Andy was different than the other boys – he wasn’t tough or frightening, and he didn’t want to do anything wrong with you. He was always complimenting me. I was captain of the cheerleaders, I was popular but I wasn’t that pretty, but he would always say how beautiful my hair was or what nice colours I was wearing.


We didn’t really have dates in those days – who could afford it? But we went bowling in Oakland together, and we went ice skating, and we’d walk to the movies holding hands. One time, when I was about fourteen, a man sat next to me at the movies and put his hand on my knee and offered me candy. I was very upset, I was crying, and I told Andy. I remember he went off looking for the man like he was going to do something to him. Andy was going to protect me.





During his junior year a student canteen called the High Spot opened, where on Friday nights for 25 cents the students could drink Cokes and dance to a jukebox. Andy played an active role as a member of the board of the High Spot, and could usually be found there with the others on Friday nights. This was during the big-band era. (There were also many concerts in Pittsburgh and Andy attended at least one by Frank Sinatra.) ‘I didn’t think Andy was the greatest jitterbugger, but he did slow dance very nicely,’ Mina recalled.


He was successful enough with girls to stir jealousy as well from the other boys. Seeing him walking Mina or Ellie home, they would wonder how come Warhola, with his pimply face and high-pitched voice, was able to talk so easily to girls who tied their tongues in knots.


One student who remembered Andy with mixed feelings was Bill Shaffer. His parents were in the middle of getting a divorce so he was emotionally scattered and insecure. He took a lot of derision because he was the smallest boy in his class. When Andy took a sympathetic attitude to Bill Shaffer and talked with him, although their relations never went beyond the school walls, Shaffer felt flattered because by then Andy was a not unremarkable character in his class.


The acquaintance turned sour for Shaffer when Andy started taunting him. It began in the showers during the compulsory nude swimming period.




Everybody hated to go into the pool so for most of the hour everybody would just stand in the shower. Andy was always in that shower. He used to twit me because I was on a lower end of the scale as was he in terms of we were both about the shortest-hung studs in the shower. The short-hung guys would face the shower and the other guys would turn around. I very distinctly remember he always stayed in the back of the shower and never went in the swimming pool. Andy had an ugly body. He had a little dick and a kind of hunched back, a little bent. He wore his hair straight back and had this bulbous nose. I did not suspect him of being gay. It wasn’t the sort of thing one thought about at that time.





In the corridors afterwards when Andy passed Bill Shaffer he would point at him and say, ‘Hee hee hee hee hee hee.’ It made Shaffer feel very uncomfortable. ‘He used to say, “Shaffer, euuuughh . . . euuuuughh . . . euggghhh.” He used to just ridicule me. There were others who he twitted too.’ Shaffer and Andy were in the same algebra class and when Shaffer was asked to drop out Andy taunted him about that as well. It was, thought Shaffer, who said they were high-school friends, part of his personality. Shaffer also had the distinct impression that Andy was anti-Semitic, which was very common among the hunkie people.


But Andy’s reputation among the majority of the teenagers at Schenley was summed up in the phrase used to describe him next to his graduation picture in the yearbook: ‘As genuine as a fingerprint’.





*







I tried and tried when I was young to learn something about love and since it wasn’t taught in school I turned to the movies for some idea about what love is and what to do about it [Andy wrote in The Philosophy of Andy Warhol], In those days you did learn something about some kind of love from the movies, but it was nothing you could apply with any reasonable results. Mom always said not to worry about love, but just to be sure to get married. But I always knew that I would never get married, because I didn’t want any children. I don’t want them to have the same problems I have. I don’t think anybody deserves it.





And in his book America:




I loved going to the movies and I probably hoped that the movies showed what life was like. But what they showed was so different from anything I knew about that I’m sure I never really believed it, even though it was probably nice to think that it was all true and that it would happen to me some day. It’s the movies that have really been running things in America ever since they were invented. They show you what to do, how to do it, when to do it, how to feel about it, and how to look how you feel about it. Everybody has their own America, and then they have the pieces of a fantasy America that they think is out there but they can’t see.





Andy was enormously influenced by the movies, the radio and the press of the 1940s and benefited from the high standard of the American culture of the period. Entertainment was important during the war. Movies were in particular demand. The Hollywood studios worked at peak production, many of them turning out a film a week. The swing bands of Glenn Miller, the Dorsey Brothers and Artie Shaw blared out of every radio. Everything was big, dramatic, dynamic and sharp.


There were only two cinemas in Oakland during most of the time Andy lived there and they were both Warner Brothers theatres. The 1930s and 1940s were the great period of American filmmaking. The resulting classics, with their dramatic camera angles, high-contrast lighting and underlying sexual implications, had a major influence on Andy. The studio system reigned, films were made quickly for relatively small amounts of money, and a large number of stars were manufactured to satisfy the movie-hungry public. Bing Crosby, Bob Hope, Humphrey Bogart and Abbott and Costello were the leading male stars, Judy Garland, Peggy Lee, Rita Hayworth and Betty Grable represented the women, and in 1944 Andy got a new child star to identify with when the sultry twelve-year-old Liz Taylor burst onto the scene in National Velvet, playing opposite Mickey Rooney. In addition to this, Warner Brothers created a revolution in animated cartoons with the introduction of the slapstick comedy of Elmer Fudd, Bugs Bunny, Sylvester, Daffy Duck, Tweety Pie, Tom and Jerry, and Popeye the Sailor Man, who Andy would later claim was his childhood hero, while Walt Disney was developing epic cartoons like Fantasia. Attendance was at an all-time high.


Radio had a bigger audience and better shows than ever, too. Hitler’s speeches, Churchill’s impassioned and defiant voice and Edward R. Murrow’s broadcasts from London brought the sounds of the war into the Warholas’ living room. According to Mina Serbin, all Andy ever talked about was how many people were dying. His favourite radio character was the Shadow, whose signature statement was, ‘Who knows what evil lurks in the hearts of men? The Shadow knows . . .’


Magazines and newspapers proliferated and Andy read voraciously, paying particular attention to the photographs, many of which he tore out and used in collages and drawings. This is where he picked up the kind of images he would later use in paintings that would shock and dismay people with their ‘bad taste’. Although the war news dominated their pages, the newspapers of the forties, rather like some of Andy’s Zavacky relatives, thrived on disasters at home, too. Deaths in railroad accidents, hotel and circus fires, earthquakes, hurricanes, flu epidemics, explosions and plane crashes were grist for the mill, as were the thousands of mutilated soldiers crammed into hospitals all over the country. Photographs of people committing suicide (usually women jumping out of windows) were standard fare. One famous photo, which looks almost exactly like a Warhol disaster painting of the sixties, showed the hole produced between the seventy-eighth and seventy-ninth floors of the Empire State Building when a bomber crashed into it on 28 July 1945. The press feasted on disasters throughout the decade and Andy had the dubious honour of waking up on his seventeenth birthday to read the Pittsburgh News headline SECRET ATOM BOMB TO WIPE OUT JAPS accompanied by President Truman’s threat, QUIT OR DIE!




When I was little, I never left Pennsylvania, and I used to have fantasies about things that I thought were happening in the Midwest, or down South, or in Texas, that I felt I was missing out on [Andy wrote in America], But you can only live life in one place at a time. And your own life while it’s happening to you never has any atmosphere until it’s a memory. So the fantasy corners of America seem so atmospheric because you’ve pieced them together from scenes in movies and lines from books. And you live in your dream America that you’ve custom-made from art and schmaltz and emotions just as much as you live in your real one.
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