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      To all of us who are finding life a lot harder than we had in mind


   

      Author’s Note


      This book is the result of an effort to write about the events that informed my actions and values. It covers the 1940s to

         the present. I figure if I try to understand myself better, it may help me better understand others. Well… maybe not, but

         it can’t hurt.

      


   

      Growing Up in Pittsburgh, PA


      My first memory of something having a powerful, lasting effect on me came when the Japanese bombed Pearl Harbor on December

         7, 1941.

      


      I was a six-year-old growing up in Pittsburgh. I asked my brother, Jack, who was twelve, if the Japanese would be coming to

         Pittsburgh. He said, “Yes, they will.” I asked, “Well… they won’t be coming to our house, will they?” He said, “Yes, they

         will.” I said, “Well… I’m going down to the basement. They won’t come down there, will they?” He said, “Yes, they will.”

      


      Amazingly, that’s the only tense moment I’ve ever had with my brother. Decades later, he did once give me a look when I commented on his orange golf pants.

      


      I met my lifelong friend Herb Caplan when we were four years old. We had moved into a small house with a wall connecting to

         another small house, which had a wall connecting to another small house. Herb and I shared a wall. When we were around ten,

         we would pound on it to get the other’s attention and yell through it, mostly saying, “I’ll meet you outside in five minutes.”

         Amazingly, our parents didn’t complain, or more likely they weren’t home.

      


      Herb always has been and remains today one of my closest friends and one of the wisest. On my birthday, he said, “It’s only

         a number,” and if you read the obituaries you easily see what matters is not the number of your years but the state of your

         health. Recently, he said to a mutual friend who was complaining about this ache or that pain, “You can make yourself old.” In other words, we can choose different ways to see things. Choose happy or at least positive thoughts. That

         may seem obvious, but how many of us do that?

      


      Herb and I have had a lot of laughs over the years, but the best one he gave me recently. It’s a true story.


      When Herb’s father, Larry Caplan, was in his eighties, Herb would accompany him into the doctor’s examining room. The doctor

         once asked his dad, “Mr. Caplan, are you afraid of death?” Mr. Caplan said, “No, but I’d like to know where I’m going to die.” When the doctor asked why that was important, Mr. Caplan said, “Then I won’t go there.”

      


      My sixth through tenth years coincided with World War II. The headlines in the papers (there was no television then) were

         all about the Allied forces and the Axis forces. I knew the Allied forces were us and Great Britain and some other countries,

         and the Axis forces, the bad guys, were Germany, Japan, and Italy.

      


      Although it wasn’t really true, I somehow thought our Allied forces were doing great from the beginning. I had no doubt about

         the outcome. My inherent optimism that has served me so well through life showed itself very early.

      


      In the years since the war, I’ve only encountered the Japanese in Japanese restaurants. They’re always extraordinarily nice,

         although I get a little nervous when they do their hibachi thing and start flipping those knives around, but I would be nervous

         if anyone started flipping a knife around.

      


      In the forties, the president was always President Roosevelt, the heavyweight champion of the world was Joe Louis, and the

         New York Yankees were the baseball champions. Those were the constants.

      


      One day in 1945, when I was ten, I was walking home from Hebrew school and heard a radio on someone’s porch on Mellon Street

         where my father’s parents lived (as did Gene Kelly’s family). A voice on the radio said that President Roosevelt had died.

         It was my first visceral experience that there were no constants. Everything has an expiration date.

      


      Around the same time, a young friend of mine, Jerome Wesoky, was roller-skating down a hill at the corner of my street and

         hit a streetcar that had stopped to pick up passengers. He went under it. The conductor, not knowing, started up and the trolley

         went over Jerome, killing him.

      


      Mr. Schwartz, who ran the grocery store at the corner, stood between the crane lifting the streetcar off Jerome and us kids

         who went to see what was going on. Thankfully, he made us turn our backs. Again I learned there are no constants. At ten,

         that was abundantly clear.

      


      Oddly enough, or maybe not so oddly, right around that time I was impeached as president by the teacher of my fifth-grade

         class. She said it was because I talked incessantly. I find that hard to believe, but that’s what she said, so it’s probably

         true. I mean, why would someone make that up about a ten-year-old president? Besides, I’m perfectly capable of talking incessantly

         now, so I’m not a good witness for myself.

      


      That was the first time I was removed, fired, kicked out—whatever you want to call it. Not that much later I got kicked out

         of Hebrew school for asking, I have to assume too many times, what the Hebrew words we were being asked to read on the blackboard

         meant. I honestly can’t imagine I was rude, but looking back, I’d say my persistence in asking was considered rude by the

         rabbi. I always saw persistence simply as persistence, especially if it’s done with respect, which I promise you is always

         how I persist. At least, that’s my perception.

      


      Getting kicked out of Hebrew school turned out to be a most fortunate experience, as it resulted in me studying with the father

         of my best friend, Raymond Kaplan. Rabbi Morris Kaplan was the only teacher I encountered in grammar school, high school,

         college, or acting class of whom I can say, “Now, that’s a teacher!” At least, the only one I’d give an A.

      


      Rabbi Kaplan wove spellbinding tales from the Old Testament. I remember walking down the street alone with him when I was

         about eleven. It was 1946. I asked him if we can dream when we die. He said, kindly, “No, sonny boy.” That hit hard.

      


      Years later, when I visited him in Los Angeles where he had become the head of the league of rabbis, I told him I had married

         a gentile girl. He put his head in his hands and sobbed. When he regained his composure, he said, “Children of parents who

         are Jewish and another religion become the biggest anti-Semites.”

      


      My daughter, Marion, considers herself Jewish even though the tradition is that a child takes the mother’s religion. Marion

         also has as big a heart as anyone I’ve ever known. If a loved one is dying, I can’t handle being there, which I see as a major

         flaw. I come only if asked. Marion, without being asked, crawls into bed beside the person.

      


      So I had been impeached as president at ten and kicked out of Hebrew school at eleven. By the time I reached high school and

         our economics teacher, Mr. Kennedy, kicked me out of class, I was used to being kicked out. Again, it was for the same rap,

         asking too many questions or the same question too many times. I got high grades, and I always assumed that if I didn’t understand

         something, some of the other kids wouldn’t, either, but wouldn’t say anything, so I jumped into the breach and was again kicked

         out. I learned early on that if there was a breach that needed jumping into and no one jumped, I would.

      


      Unbeknownst to me, of course, all this being kicked out at a young age actually had a highly beneficial effect, because by

         the time I got into show business and was kicked out—fired—or threatened to be kicked out, I was used to it, so it lessened

         the blow. As time went by, without realizing it, I was developing a thick skin regarding criticisms I didn’t agree with, so

         I was able to handle rejection, from what I’ve observed, better than most, who are often overwhelmed by it.

      


   

      My Grandparents and Other Loved Ones


      Ajoyous part of my life in the 1940s was summertime in Chicago, where my grandparents, my cousins, and my aunt Ethel and uncle

         Bob lived.

      


      I had occasion to speak of my grandfather, who was a Talmudic scholar, many years later when Ellis Island opened its new computer

         center. One of the other speakers was Irving Berlin’s granddaughter. She said when her grandfather came to this country he

         was so impressed he wrote “Blue Skies.” Joel Grey then got up and, accompanied by a piano player, sang “Blue Skies.”

      


      When my turn came to speak, I said, “When my grandfather came here, he wrote ‘Green Skies,’ but it never really clicked with

         the public.” The audience laughed, but my son told me the man behind him sneeringly said, “This guy— always with the jokes!”

      


      Spending over a decade of summers as a kid with my grandparents, aunt and uncle, and cousins was a treat. My bumpy moments

         with them came years later. Once my aunt Ethel looked up at me and really started to bawl me out about something. Oddly, I

         was amused, because I couldn’t figure out what it was about. My cousin Fred recently told me my aunt was confronting me because

         of a hard time I had given some television host she liked. If that’s true, my aunt would be one of the millions who didn’t

         know I was joking with the hosts. At least the hosts knew.

      


      My cousin Fred also told me recently that my grandfather was widely admired. “Congregants would come from all over to hear

         his witty interpretation of the Talmud.” I was particularly struck by that when my wife read me something from a journal she

         had kept when our son, Nick, was growing up.

      


      We had a Brazilian nanny who would come to Connecticut from New York on the train during the week to help look after our boy,

         who was then three. Nick listened as Regina told my wife that a man on the train had given her his card and asked her to go

         out with him. She showed the card to my wife, and my wife told her that Merrill Lynch was a financial organization, and according

         to the card this man was the head of one of its divisions, but Regina declined to go out with him, because, as she put it,

         “I don’t know him or his family.” Nick at three, listening to all this, asked, “So you’re not going to go out with him?” Regina

         said, “I don’t know him, so I can’t.” Nick persisted. “So you’re not going to have dinner with him?” Regina again said, “No,

         I really don’t know him, so I can’t.” Nick then said, “It’s all right. He’s my banker.” Oh, if life worked differently, would

         my grandfather have enjoyed Nick!

      


      My grandfather worked with me on my Bar Mitzvah, which took place in Chicago. He was then an old man with a long white beard.

         I will never forget him looking up at me from his chair and saying in appreciation, with a heavy accent, “a nomber von.”

      


      My only other memory of my grandfather talking to me was when he sat on the edge of my brother’s bed in the bedroom we shared

         trying to convey to me that I should work harder to please my father. He pointed to his head and said in a deep, guttural

         voice, “Your father—his head is mmmmmmm,” as if to say my father already had more than enough on his mind without having to

         deal with any problems with me.

      


      As I recall, his crucially important words went right by me because I was so struck by the sight of this elderly Talmudic

         scholar with the big black hat and long white beard sitting on my brother’s bed.

      


      Even though my father and my uncle Bob gave them money, my grandparents had to take in boarders to help meet the bills. For

         a small fee, my grandmother would wash the boarders’ clothes in the bathtub with a scrub board. Clotheslines were stretched

         across the back porch.

      


      The boarders were not allowed to prepare food in my grandmother’s kitchen. She was, of course, strictly kosher, as was my

         mother. I never understood the purpose of keeping a kosher kitchen, yet I who never stopped asking questions never asked why

         we separated meat from dairy. I’m sure it was explained to me at one point, but I forget, because I never had any interest

         in ritual. I’m only interested in character and behavior.

      


      My grandmother Jennie Singer, along with her daughter, my mother, were my angels of goodness in childhood.


      My female role model was my cousin Phyllis, who was warm and friendly and quick to laugh. When she was dying of cancer, I

         was going to fly down to Florida to spend some time with her. When she said, “My stomach is filled with cancer,” she amazingly

         expressed no self-pity. She said to me, “Everyone wants to see you, but I’d rather see you alone.” Before that opportunity

         presented itself, sadly, she died. When Phyllis had had her first child she named him Ted, after my dad, maybe because my

         dad helped support Phyllis and her younger brother, Fred, after their mother died and their father abandoned them.

      


      This one ranks with my favorite memories of Chicago. When Phyllis’s son Ted was about five years old, he spotted my great-uncle,

         Chiel Flassterstien, who he thought was his recently deceased great-grandfather, or Zadie as we called him. Ted said, “Zadie!

         I thought you died!” Without missing a beat, my great-uncle Chiel responded, “I came back.”

      


      In my early twenties I went to my cousin Fred’s wedding in Chicago. My grandmother was in the hospital. I went to see her.

         She was her usual cheerful self with me. From my earliest sight of her she filled my heart with love that never wavered. I

         don’t remember her ever looking at me without a smile on her face. After our visit I kissed her and left. Halfway down the

         hall, I remembered something I forgot to tell her. I turned around to go back to her room , but when I got to the door, I

         didn’t go in, because of what I saw. Jennie Singer didn’t see me, because she was convulsed with sobs. She knew she had just

         said goodbye forever to her grandson.

      


   

      From Thirteen to Eighteen Years Old


      I was very fortunate to grow up in a household of role models. My father, mother, and brother all worked hard, and I don’t

         remember any nasty comments about other people ever expressed in our house. That doesn’t mean they loved everyone, but they

         were never nasty or hostile. I’m sure that’s why today I’m good at cutting slack for others, as I hope they’ll do for me.

      


      When I was in eighth grade in 1948, I was the seventh man on my grammar school basketball team. I loved playing basketball.

         As years went by, I was in a league at the Y with some of my teammates from grammar school. A fellow named Bill Goren who

         worked at the Y and was a friend of my family observed me playing. He called me into his office one day and said, “The other

         boys seem to be developing their skills more than you.” I said, “I know.” He asked, “Why is that?” I said, “I don’t know.”

      


      I thought about it in later years and came to the conclusion that basketball for me was always just fun. If you really wanted

         to excel, you had to go full out to beat the other guy, something I really wasn’t interested in doing.

      


      About twenty years later when I was in a pickup basketball game with other men, playing in my usual have-fun style, I remembered

         the conclusion I’d come to about excelling at basketball. In the middle of the game I thought to myself, If all you need to do is really put out much more effort to excel, why don’t you do it right now and find out if you’re kidding

            yourself? Though it might sound self-serving, I have to say that the minute I went full out, I dominated the game. In competitive sports,

         if you’re not ready to give everything you have every moment, don’t even bother showing up. Of course, that largely applies

         to life itself.

      


      When I was a kid we had radio and movies. Movies were like a magic world, but radio was right there in our house, a member

         of the family. I think that’s why being on the radio these past several years has meant more to me than being in the movies

         or on television.

      


      I remember a big red portable radio I often used to take to bed and put under the covers. Since my brother was six years older

         and usually went to bed later, I could listen to it until he came to bed and said nicely, “Could you turn your radio off?”

      


      Looking back, I think I formed a lot of my values from the radio. I found a lot of heroes there—Superman, Batman, but mostly

         the Lone Ranger. There was something about the way he would ride off before anyone had a chance to thank him, and there’d

         always be one person who’d say, “Who was that masked man?” I got a particular thrill when the answer would come, “Why, that

         was the Lone Ranger!”

      


      Several years ago there was quite a to-do in the news about the Lone Ranger. Some Hollywood producers were planning a new

         movie about him and were searching for someone to play him. During my childhood, the Lone Ranger was played by Brace Beemer

         on the radio. When the Lone Ranger moved to television, I was among the legions of fans who continued to follow him.

      


      For us, there was only one Lone Ranger on television, and his name was Clayton Moore. Even as we grew older, he was still

         there. But now Hollywood wanted to make a big movie of the Lone Ranger, and Clayton Moore was seventy. Oh, he was still around.

         In fact, he was still around as the Lone Ranger. Nobody had seen him leap up on many horses lately, but he was still showing

         up at parades and rodeos, and getting plenty of cheers and applause, too.

      


      But Hollywood was making a big new Lone Ranger movie, and the search was on for the new, young Lone Ranger. The producers

         of the movie felt it would not be in their interest to have two Lone Rangers around, so they went to court to get a ruling

         to force Clayton Moore to take off his mask and stop appearing as the Lone Ranger, and they won. Our Lone Ranger was ordered to take off his mask.

      


      Clayton Moore had worn his mask his whole life. Without it, well, he just wasn’t the Lone Ranger. If you’ve been the Lone

         Ranger your whole life, it’s kind of tough, at seventy, to take off your mask and stop being him. So Clayton Moore went to

         court and protested the ruling, but he lost. Our Lone Ranger had to take off his mask.

      


      Years earlier there was a headline in a New York newspaper. It read: SUPERMAN COMMITS SUICIDE. George Reeves, who had been Superman about as long as Clayton Moore had been the Lone Ranger, had committed suicide, having

         become despondent over being unable to find work as an actor after the Superman television series was canceled. Whenever he would try to get a part in something, they would say, “We can’t use you in that

         part. People will say, ‘That’s Superman!’” And so he couldn’t get a job, got very depressed, and ended his life.

      


      Our Lone Ranger, Clayton Moore, fought back. When the court ordered him to take off his mask, he appealed the decision to

         a higher court. The next time anyone saw him in public, he had taken off the mask pending appeal, but in its place was a very

         large pair of dark sunglasses, not a bad mask in its own right. He showed up with those big dark sunglasses that covered just

         as much of his face as the mask had, and the applause and cheers were louder than ever. The public was on his side.

      


      Meanwhile, the Hollywood producers found a young man named Klinton Spilsbury to be the new Lone Ranger. The movie was made.

         It came out, and nobody went to see it. There were at least a couple of reasons for this. It hadn’t gotten good reviews, and

         also, by the time it came out, there was quite a lot of public resentment over taking the mask off our Lone Ranger.

      


      Eventually, a higher court ruled that Clayton Moore could wear the mask, after all. The glasses came off, the mask went back

         on, and Clayton Moore was getting bigger cheers than ever before!

      


      Shortly after this I was at a party and got into a conversation with a young actor who turned out to be Klinton Spilsbury,

         the new movie’s Lone Ranger. He told me that he was a serious actor from New York, had studied a lot, and was really doing

         very well moving up the ladder when this Lone Ranger opportunity came along. He said the movie was a mess. There were several

         scripts, and no one could agree on whether they were supposed to be funny or serious. He was having difficulty finding work

         because of his association with the movie and had moved back to New York to try to pick up the pieces of his career, which

         basically had ended. The movie had a devastating effect on everyone except Clayton Moore, who was more popular than ever.

      


      When I was a kid, we had a saying, “Don’t mess with the Lone Ranger.”


      As the story went, when a troop of rangers were killed by the Indians, only one ranger survived, and he was nursed back to

         health by an Indian, Tonto. When the ranger first regained consciousness he asked the Indian, “What happened?” Tonto said,

         “All rangers killed. You Lone Ranger.” I got goose bumps.

      


      Who among us has not sometimes felt like the lone ranger? Not the Lone Ranger, but the lone ranger?

      


   

      High School


      I entered Peabody High School in 1949. Eighth-grade graduates from various grammar schools came to Peabody, where the kids

         were then put in 9B, then 9A, 10B, 10A, 11B, 11A, 12B, 12A. We were divided into three different homerooms starting in 9B,

         so we were meeting a lot of new kids for the first time.

      


      A few weeks into 9B, I was home in bed, sick with a cold. When my mother came into the bedroom I shared with my brother to

         tell me a classmate had called, I couldn’t have known that something important had just happened. She told me that I’d been

         elected president of my freshman homeroom class, and I hadn’t even been there. This was the beginning of a series of events that was to have a powerful effect on me for the rest of my life.

      


      I went on to be elected president of my homeroom in 9A, then of 10B and 10A as a sophomore, of 11B and 11A as a junior, and

         of 12B as a senior. Next, all three 12A homerooms made me president. The margins grew wider at each election. All this happened

         to a boy who had been impeached as president in the fifth grade.

      


      I couldn’t have realized it at the time, but this gave me an unusually high level of confidence that has never wavered. Granted,

         I only aspire to what I believe I can achieve. I guarantee you I’ll never be chosen scientist of the year.

      


      When I was in my teens, my brother suggested that we form a law firm together. He was in law school and I was in high school,

         but something about me provoked my brother to say that. Not only did he want to partner with me, he wanted to be the research

         guy, and I would be the courtroom guy.

      


      When my son, Nick, was graduated from middle school at thirteen, my wife and I listened as the principal said something about

         each kid as they crossed the stage to receive their certificate. “She really can spell,” for example, or “He won the two-mile

         race.” As Nick went up I leaned forward to hear what was going to be said, and I’ll never forget the principal’s words: “He

         really knows how to marshal an argument.” If my brother had known Nick at the time Jack was in law school, he would have asked

         him to be the courtroom guy and the head of the firm.

      


      Recently, I came across the yearbook of my graduating class. It listed the best and the most, in about twenty categories—most

         likely to succeed, funniest, smartest, etc. There was the best and the second best in all categories, with separate listings

         for boys and girls. My name didn’t appear once. It took me back to a conversation I had with the only African American girl

         in my class, Joanne Snyder. I asked her why I kept getting elected. She said, “You care about people.” It’s interesting to

         me that there wasn’t a caring category in “the best, the most” in high school then. I hope there is today, but I’m doubtful.

         I had no idea that was unique, and still find it hard to grasp. Today it resonates, because every time I agree to host a charity

         event, the organizers seem shocked to learn I won’t take a fee. I’m shocked that that’s unusual.

      


      An odd thing happened when I was around seventeen. Miss Owen, the extremely pugnacious woman who was in charge of the school

         play, aggressively confronted me in the hall one day. She was angry that she didn’t see my name on the list of people who

         were going to audition for the senior class play. I explained to her that I wasn’t available because I had to work in my dad’s

         store, but she wasn’t buying. She just flat-out didn’t believe me! I had never given a thought to acting.

      


      My plan was to go to the University of Pittsburgh and major in journalism. I had been the humor editor of my grammar school

         paper and also worked on the high school paper.

      


      Miss Owen absolutely believed that I wasn’t auditioning because I didn’t like her. I’ve never been big on disliking people

         unless they gave me a really good reason, and Miss Owen certainly hadn’t. I didn’t even dislike any of the people who kept

         kicking me out of things. Oh, maybe for a moment, but generally I can understand someone kicking me out, even if I don’t agree.

         That remains true today.

      


      What was really odd about that confrontation with Miss Owen was when I asked her why she was so vehement about my auditioning

         for the class play, since she had never seen me act. She said with great certainty, “I know you’d be good and you know it,

         too!”

      


      My only theatrical experience had been playing the role of Don in Getting Gracie Graduated, our eighth-grade class play. Miss McCallum gave me the part because (surprise, surprise), just like Don, I asked so many

         questions. Since I had no idea how to act, I only distinguished myself by learning all my lines and everyone else’s, so I

         could whisper to them if they forgot, which is what happened. In any case, because of my obligation to work in my father’s

         store, I never auditioned for the senior class play.

      


      There’s so much I don’t understand about what we were asked to study in high school, and talking to high school kids today

         confirms for me that it’s still largely the case. There were many courses that I and most others had no interest in at all.

         Latin, algebra, and geometry, not to mention the dreaded trigonometry, quickly come to mind. Let’s throw in chemistry. In

         spite of my questioning nature, I generally went with the flow as far as the courses were concerned, because I felt I had

         no choice.

      


      I don’t understand why those courses were obligatory. They made most of us want to run out the back door screaming. I got

         high grades only because I have a retentive mind, not because I was interested—that, and they sometimes graded on the beloved

         curve, meaning other kids were close to having breakdowns.

      


      About twenty years ago I asked an algebra teacher what the purpose of algebra was. She couldn’t answer me. One friend who

         claims to know everything, including where we were before we were born and where we go after we die, said, “Algebra teaches

         logic.” I love my friend, but I wouldn’t say logic is his strong suit. The metaphysical? Maybe.

      


      I’d be for developing a curriculum that includes teaching how to get through life the best you can. How to be a good partner,

         a good friend, a good daughter or son, a good parent, the importance of helping those in need, and so forth are subjects that

         quickly come to mind. Do we have people who could teach those courses? On the other hand, I didn’t find the teachers of the

         courses I was told to take effective. They never explained why we were studying these things, and I who was never at a loss

         for questions must have been—in the science and math areas anyway—too numb to ask. Ironically, I once took an aptitude test

         that said I should be an accountant. In the future, I would play an accountant, but be one? Yeah, right.

      


      I also didn’t question my third-grade teacher’s right to hit us across our knuckles for talking or how the shop teacher could

         whack seventh- and eighth-grade kids (not me) with a paddle for talking. I’d seen enough by high school, so when Mr. Myers,

         the gym teacher and basketball coach, grabbed me by the arm, I tore it away from him and gave him a look I’m sure surprised

         him. Early on it was clear to me that while I somehow managed to get along unusually well with others, I had a very strong

         reaction to anything I viewed as inappropriate.

      


      Decades later, the producer Ray Stark was giving my girlfriend, who was directing a movie for him, a very hard time. I had

         more than one conversation with myself to stop myself from physically going after him. I succeeded—barely. Later, I attacked

         him in print. He, of course, retaliated in print, not using his name but through a columnist he had in his pocket. He got

         the columnist to take a cheap shot at me. What else is new?

      


      Frankly, I don’t think I’ve yet fully recovered from “single file, no talking” in grammar school. I mean, what was that all about?! As I remember, everyone changed classes at the same time, so we wouldn’t be disturbing kids in class. I mean,

         this was Pittsburgh, in America—not a fascist country.

      


      I was rushed by fraternities at the University of Pittsburgh. My only memory of that is sitting in a fraternity house with

         a group of guys watching porno movies. I was astonished and still am at the idea. As a kid, I remember driving around the

         park with buddies talking about “getting a feel” of this or that girl, meaning getting to touch a breast, never a bare one.

         When they finished talking of their exploits they looked at me to offer something, but I never did. This annoyed them. They

         said, “You’re listening to us!” I told them I wasn’t going to tell them what they should talk about, but I wasn’t going to

         join in. Also, it’s not as though I had anything to offer.

      


      Later, I became a vocal critic of Howard Stern and Don Imus and always questioned what was permitted to be aired. I once asked

         Walter Cronkite, who said, “Community standards define that.” I so admire Mr. Cronkite, but I’m still not sure what community

         he was referring to.

      


      Howard Stern once said my son would probably grow up to be a fan of his. He couldn’t have been more wrong. Howard Stern thought

         it was amusing on television to hold up some bones of a young woman who had been cremated and make jokes about them. Standards? What does it say about us that someone like that could have so many fans? To me, it says a significant percentage of us

         need to grow up! At least seek some maturity. More recently, the third most popular radio host in America, Michael Savage, attacked kids with autism by

         saying, “In ninety-nine percent of the cases, it’s a brat who hasn’t been told to cut the act out. That’s what autism is.”

         I’m a mentor to a teenager with a form of autism. I promise you, Michael Savage doesn’t know what he’s talking about. He’s

         the one who should cut the act out. Sadly, hate sells.

      


   

      Girls


      My situation with girls in the 1940s and the early ’50s wasn’t good—to put it mildly. It started in eighth grade with a mad

         crush on Cookie Riedbord, but Cookie wouldn’t go out with me because I was too short—at least four inches shorter than Cookie,

         who had a mad crush on the high school quarterback, Pete Neft. I was about five one then. Now I’m six feet, but this is now,

         and that was then. I moved on in high school to an even madder crush on Judy Gotterer. She was the star of the class play,

         a cheerleader, and the editor of the school paper, along with being gorgeous. Judy wouldn’t go out with me because I was too

         young—six months younger than she was.
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