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Andy on his forty-sixth birthday, with his dachshund Archie, August 6, 1974. (Photographed by Pat Hackett, who, in the years right before the diaries began, took many photographs of the Warhol Factory.)


In the two and a half decades since these diaries were first published, Andy’s presence has expanded exponentially. His work and his image have permeated world culture to the point where he now may be, I’m tempted to say, as famous as just about anybody who ever lived.


Certainly he’s every bit as famous—as instantly universally recognizable—as the silk-screened faces he so famously “iconicized”: Marilyn, Elvis, Marlon, Mao, Einstein, Ali, and Jackie, to name some. Even the uber-American Soup Cans that he launched his Pop Art career with in the early sixties have superseded their Campbell’s originals in terms of worldwide recognition.


People have always liked to say that Andy “worshiped” the personages he painted, that he was starstruck. Not true. As genuine and as enthusiastic a fan as he was, he was anything but starry-eyed. On the contrary, his observations were clear-sighted. As his diaries so tellingly attest, he subjected everyone to the same level of scrutiny, from a president of the United States to the driver who might have delivered him, Andy, to the White House. He was non-reverent and non-pretentious (forget the ir and un). People—all people—and the “quotidiana” of their lives interested him endlessly.


Andy had a gift for expressing original thoughts with unexpected turns on simple and familiar words and phrases. Behind his opaque facade was a deep and powerful thinker. He was, in his own way, as dedicated a student of human culture and behavior as, say, Margaret Mead and B. F. Skinner. Measure Mead’s calculated exhortation to “Always remember, you are absolutely unique—just like everyone else,” and Skinner’s contention that “The real problem is not whether machines think but whether men do,” against Andy’s breathtaking prophesy that “In the future everyone will be world famous for fifteen minutes”1 and his perversely profound mission statement “I want to be a machine.” (At times Andy appeared almost able to manifest that goal. He pushed himself to work long and hard, drawing on large reserves of self-discipline.)


He was the calm, seemingly imperturbable, eye of the storm that incessantly swirled around him. No matter the provocation, he held his tongue and kept his poker face. Only later, the next day, from the fastness of his house, would he loosen that tongue, confiding to me, often in hilarious detail, exactly what he’d thought about it all. In all the years I knew him, I don’t think I ever once saw him publicly lose his cool white cool.
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Andy and Salvador Dalí at a film screening, 1975.
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Andy studying Jack Nicholson on his first visit to The Factory, 1970.


No public figure I can think of had greater carte-blanche access to more inner circles than Andy: art, entertainment, fashion, politics, sports, society. Yes, there was a flock of journalists who may have spread their wings as widely and covered as many scenes, but they would by definition have been on the outside looking in, whereas Andy was always already there—on the inside looking even deeper in. And describing it all to his dear diary.


The diary was the perfect literary form and discipline for Andy, with its assembly line of days—factory-like and all laid out back-to-back—almost evoking the multiple series of his silk-screened Pop Art canvases. Each diary day gets equal billing. Each entry, whether momentous or minor, takes on the intrinsic equalizing drone of the whole tome: “Had a death threat” (May 4, 1981) has the same weight as “Saw a squirrel eating a nut” (August 20, 1979). The details of any single day, however dramatic, are subsumed in the low, comforting hum of the humdrum business of over and over again waking up, doing things, and working at the business of remaining alive—of staying in the game to record another day.


We are inundated with the expression “You had to be there.” For me, the best “there” was always Andy’s rundown—even when I’d been there myself, with him in the same room, taking in the same scene and cast of characters. The diaries, with their unprecedented candor, add up to no less than the canvas of an era and an unforgettable self-portrait. (I’ll leave it to others to describe them as the great Proustian novel that Andy’s friend Truman Capote was forever trying to finish.)


People are always asking me, “If Andy were alive today, what do you think he would think about so-and-so? Or such-and-such?” My answer is always the same: I have absolutely no idea. How could I possibly have any inkling of what Andy would think now about anyone or anything, since it was impossible to predict what he would say when he was alive? You can’t extrapolate or deduce genius. The whole fascination and fun of talking to Andy every morning in the service of compiling the hefty document that follows was that—as intimately as I knew him—he constantly surprised me.


And in the diaries (this I can and do predict!) he will surprise you, too.
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Andy and Joan Crawford at the Rainbow Room, September 23, 1974.


PAT HACKETT    


New York    


September 2014    















INTRODUCTION



I met Andy Warhol in the autumn of 1968—eight years after he painted his first Pop art canvases and just three months after he was shot and nearly killed by a woman who had appeared for a moment in one of his “underground” movies. During the previous spring the art-making/film-making/hanging-out setup known to sixties legend as the “Factory” had moved from its original location, a silvered loft on East 47th Street, to a white and mirrored loft that took up the whole sixth floor of 33 Union Square West.


Andy loved Union Square—the trees in the park and the loft with its view of the stately Con Edison tower, its clock face shining like a neighborhood moon, giving the time day and night. Always considered an unofficial boundary between uptown and downtown, Union Square was near the bargain-shopping area on 14th Street. To the south, the West and East Villages and Soho were all within easy walking distance.


And, of course, a block away on Park Avenue South was Max’s Kansas City, the breeding ground for so many of the characters that wound up in Factory movies. Every night, celebrities of the art, fashion, music, and “underground” filmmaking crowds jammed themselves into favorite corners of the back room at Max’s and monitored each other’s clothes, makeup, wit, and love interests while they received “exchange” celebrities from out of town—directors and producers from Europe or Hollywood—and waited to be taken away from “all this” (New York notoriety) and put into “all that” (global fame). Andy’s art hung on the wall.


I was an undergraduate at Barnard at the time, and going down to the Factory to see if Andy Warhol needed a part-time typist seemed like a good way to inject some glamour into my college years. I introduced myself to Andy, explaining that I was going to school, and he suggested I work for him just whenever I could. So I began going down to the Factory a few days a week after classes. He and I shared a 4' × 10' office piled—as in time I discovered all his offices, whatever their dimensions, would be piled—with clutter. He would read the newspapers and drink carrot juice from Brownies, the health food store around the corner on 16th Street, while I transcribed tapes he’d hand me of phone conversations he’d had while he was in bed recuperating, first in the hospital and then at home in the narrow four-story Victorian house on Lexington and 89th that he lived in with his mother.


Andy had come to New York from Pittsburgh in 1949 and at first he shared apartments with other people. Eventually he could afford a place of his own. Then his mother suddenly arrived in town and moved in with him, her youngest son, saying she wanted to look after him. She may have decided—or just as likely, he may have told her—that he was working so hard he had no time to find a wife to take care of him, because when I met Julia Warhola one afternoon in 1969 she said hello, thought for a second, then concluded, “You’d be nice for my Andy—but he’s too busy.” (Andy’s mother lived with him in his house on 89th Street and Lexington Avenue until 1971. By then, apparently suffering from senility, she required constant care and Andy sent her back to Pittsburgh to the care of his brothers John and Paul. After suffering a stroke, she died in a nursing home there in 1972, but to even his closest friends who’d often ask him, “How’s your mother?” Andy continued for years to say, “Oh fine.”)


In my first weeks at the Factory, friends Andy hadn’t seen since before the shooting—superstars like Viva and Ondine and Nico, or Lou Reed or the other members of the Velvet Underground—would drop by the Union Square loft to ask him how he was feeling. He’d usually assure them, “Oh, good” or, occasionally he’d joke, “With my hands.” Brigid Berlin, a.k.a. Brigid Polk, the eldest daughter of longtime Hearst Corporation chairman Richard E. Berlin, had starred in Andy’s movie Chelsea Girls and now she would come by to make pocket money by letting Andy tape record her talking about, say, what had happened in the back room at Max’s the night before or about who she had talked to on the phone that morning from her tiny room at the nearby George Washington Hotel; when she was done he’d take out his checkbook and reward her for the performance with $25 (sometimes negotiated up to $50). For each of these post-shooting reunions with his friends, something in Andy’s expression said he was amazed that he was still alive to see them. At one point in the hospital, just before they succeeded in reviving him, the doctors had thought he was gone and Andy, in a state of semi-consciousness, had heard them say words to that effect; from June 1968 on, he considered himself a man who was officially “back from the dead.”


Andy and I didn’t talk much at first. For weeks I just transcribed and he just sat there, a few feet away from my manual typewriter, reading and taking phone calls. Most of the time, his face was impassive. There was definitely a weird feeling about him—for one thing, he moved in a strange way. Eventually I realized that this was because his chest was still wrapped in surgical tape—blood from the wounds that were still healing sometimes seeped through onto his shirt. But when Andy laughed, the weirdness disappeared and his whole face changed—then, he was appealing to me.


Andy was polite and humble. He rarely told anyone to do things—he’d just ask in a hopeful tone, “Do you think you could…?” He treated everyone with respect, he never talked down to anyone. And he made everyone feel important, soliciting their opinions and probing with questions about their own lives. He expected everyone who worked for him to do their job, but he was nonetheless grateful when they did—he knew that any degree of conscientiousness was hard to find, even when you paid for it. And he was especially grateful for even the smallest extra thing you might do for him. I never heard anyone say “Thank you” more than Andy, and from his tone, you always felt he meant it. “Thank you” were the last words he ever said to me.


Andy had three ways of dealing with employee incompetence, depending on his mood. Sometimes he’d watch for minutes at a time and then, raising his eyebrows and closing his eyes philosophically, turn away without saying a word; sometimes he’d rant and rail for half an hour at the offender, though nobody would ever get fired; and sometimes he’d suddenly break into an impromptu imitation of the person—never a literal one, but rather his interpretation of their vision of themselves—and it was always funny.


The worst things Andy could think to say about someone was that he was “the kind of person who thinks he’s better than you” or, simply, “He thinks he’s an ‘intellectual.’ ” Andy knew that a good idea could come from anywhere; his head wasn’t turned by credentials.


What was he impressed with, then? Fame—old, new, or faded. Beauty. Classical talent. Innovative talent. Anyone who did anything first. A certain kind of outrageous nerve. Good talkers. Money—especially big, old, American brand-name money. Contrary to what readers of social columns might guess after seeing Andy’s name in print so many times over so many years at so many events with European royalty, foreign titles didn’t impress him—he always got them completely wrong or, at the very least, badly mispronounced them.


He never took his success for granted; he was thrilled to have it. His uniform humility and courtesy were my two favorite things about him and, as much as he changed and evolved over all the years I knew him, these qualities never diminished.


After a few weeks of volunteer typing, I had my midterm exams to study for so I stopped going downtown. I assumed that Andy probably wouldn’t even notice I wasn’t around (I hadn’t figured out yet that his passive expression didn’t mean he wasn’t noticing even the smallest details) so I was shocked when someone knocked on the door of my dorm room to say I had a call from “Andy.” I couldn’t believe he would even remember what school I went to, let alone which dorm I lived in. Where was I, he wanted to know. And to make sure I was coming back, he “sweetened the pot” by offering to start paying my subway fares to and from “work.” A ride was then twenty cents.


The major activity at the Factory in the years 1968–72 was making feature-length 16mm movies (they would be blown up to 35mm for commercial release) with the offbeat people who hung around Max’s or who came by the Factory to be “discovered.” During the summer of ’68 when Andy was home in bed recovering from his gunshot wounds, Paul Morrissey, a Fordham graduate who had once worked for an insurance company and who up until the shooting had assisted on Andy’s “Factory” movies, filmed a movie of his own, Flesh. It starred the handsome receptionist/bouncer at the Factory, Joe Dallesandro, as an irresistible male hustler trying to raise money for his girlfriend’s abortion, and in the fall of ’68 Flesh began a long commercial run at the Garrick Theater on Bleecker Street.


Assisting Paul on Flesh was Jed Johnson, who had begun working at the Factory in the spring, shortly after he and his twin brother Jay arrived in town from Sacramento. Jed’s first duties at the Factory were stripping the paint from the wooden frames of the windows that looked out on Union Square Park, and building shelves in the back of the loft for film-can storage. In his spare time he taught himself how to edit film on the Factory’s Moviola by playing with reels of San Diego Surf and Lonesome Cowboys, both of which had been filmed by Andy on a Factory filmmaking field trip to Arizona and California just before he was shot.


Once the Factory moved to Union Square, Billy Name, the photographer who had been responsible for the silver look of the 47th Street Factory and for its amphetamine-centered social life, began living in the small darkroom he set up at the back of the loft. Over the course of a few months in ’68 and the beginning of ’69, he retreated from the daytime activities of the Factory and began emerging from his darkroom only at night and only after everyone had gone. Empty take-out food containers in the trash the next day were the only indications that he was alive and eating. After over a year of this hermitic, nocturnal life, when Jed arrived as usual one morning to open up the loft, he found the darkroom door wide open—Billy had gone.


Gerard Malanga, one of Andy’s first painting assistants in the sixties and a performer in some of the early movies like Vinyl and Kiss, shared one of the two large desks at the front of the loft with Fred Hughes, who was just evolving into his position as manager of Andy’s art career. Fred had entered the world of art connoisseurship through working for the de Menil family, art patrons and philanthropists from his hometown of Houston. Fred made a big impression on Andy in two major ways: First, in the short term, Fred had introduced him to this rich, generous family; and second, in the long term, he had a rare understanding of and respect for Andy’s art and a flair for how, when, and where to present it. From his half of the desk, Gerard answered the phones while he wrote poetry, and in 1969 when Andy decided to start a magazine called inter/VIEW, Gerard was for a short while its editor before he left New York for Europe.


The other large desk belonged to Paul, who sat with color blowups of some of the “superstars” behind him, including two “Girls of the Year,” Viva and International Velvet (Susan Bottomly). Paul went on to make Trash (’70) and Heat (’71). Women in Revolt and L’Amour, made during the same period, were a collaborative Factory effort with Andy, Paul, Fred, and Jed all involved in the casting, shooting, and editing. Then in 1974 Paul went to Italy to direct two movies for Carlo Ponti’s production company which were ultimately “presented” by Andy—Andy Warhol’s Frankenstein and Andy Warhol’s Dracula. Jed and I went to Italy to work on them, and after they were finished Paul stayed on in Europe, in effect ending his role as a major influence at the Factory.


Fred by now was setting up all the office deals and helping Andy make his business decisions. Vincent Fremont, who had driven cross-country to New York from San Diego and begun working at the Factory in the autumn of ’69, was now general office manager.


In the summer of ’74 the Factory moved from 33 Union Square West to the third floor of 860 Broadway—just half a block away. Around this time, Andy instructed the receptionists to stop answering the phone with “Factory”—“Factory” had become “too corny,” he said—and the place became simply “the office.” Bob Colaciello, who had graduated from Georgetown University’s School of Foreign Service and had come to the Factory by way of writing a review of Trash for the Village Voice, was working by this time mainly for the magazine (now, with a slight title change, called Andy Warhol’s Interview), doing articles and writing his column, “OUT,” which chronicled his own around-the-clock social life and dropped a heavy load of names every month. In 1974 Bob Colacello (by then he’d dropped the “i”) officially became the magazine’s executive editor, shaping its image into a politically conservative and sexually androgynous one. (It wasn’t a magazine with a family readership—one survey in the late ’70s concluded that the “average Interview reader had something like .001 children.”) Its editorial and advertising policies were elitist to the point of being dedicated—as Bob himself once explained, laughing—to “the restoration of the world’s most glamorous—and most forgotten—dictatorships and monarchies.” It was a goal, people pointed out, that seemed incongruous with Bob’s Brooklyn accent, but this didn’t stop him from going on to specify exactly which monarchies he missed most and why.


When Andy decided to start the magazine, in ’69, the idea was that it be oriented toward the movies. He wanted stars to just talk—their own words, unedited—and, wherever possible, to be interviewed by other stars. This was something new in magazine publishing. And since Andy’s business philosophy was always to start things on a small budget and build slowly—do the early financing yourself so that later when the business is worth more, you, and not a backer, own more of it—the magazine was published on a very low budget. To give an idea of just how low the budget was: In the first issue, an interviewee had referred to a well-known movie critic who had just appeared in a Hollywood movie about a transsexual as a “drag queen.” It was only after the issue was already off the presses that a lawyer advised that “drag queen” was libelous but that just plain “queen” would be fine. So Andy, Paul, Fred, Jed, Gerard, and I, plus whoever happened to walk in the door, spent about six hours sitting in the front of the loft going through bundle after bundle of inter/VIEWs and crossing out the word “drag” with black felt-tip pens, while Paul complained, “This is like doing penance—‘I will never call him a drag queen again, I will never call him a drag queen again.’ ”


At 33 Union Square West, the magazine offices had been two rooms on the tenth floor, four floors away from the Factory, but after the move to 860 Broadway they were on the same floor as Andy’s office and painting area, separated from these only by a wall. Andy seemed to regard the employees of Interview as stepchildren, different from the people who worked directly for him, who were “family.” (One visitor, noticing the psychological distance from Andy between his personal employees and the staff of his magazine, observed, only half-joking, “I get the feeling that if the people who work for Interview were asked to name the one celebrity in the world they’d most like to meet, they’d all say, ‘Andy Warhol.’ ” There were exceptions: Crossovers who worked at Interview but were also Andy’s personal friends who went out with him socially—people like Bob Colacello and Catherine Guinness, a member of the Anglo-Irish brewery family—but generally, to Andy, the Interview people were part of his business life but not his emotional life. He referred to them as “them,” and to us as “us.”


While Andy’s social life in the late sixties and early seventies was steered mainly by Fred, by 1975 Bob Colacello was also initiating many social occasions and some business deals. (All deals, however, had to be cleared with Fred.) From the growing circle of rich people he was becoming friendly with, Bob delivered a lot of portrait commissions, and he also got Andy publishing contracts. On the first book, The Philosophy of Andy Warhol (From A to B and Back Again), I did eight separate interviews with Andy on the basis of which I wrote chapters 1 through 8 and chapter 10. Then, using material from conversations Andy had taped between himself and Bob Colacello and Brigid Berlin, I wrote the introductory chapter and chapters 9, 11, 12, 13, and 14. It was the first major project Andy and I had worked on together, and after the book was published, in 1975, he asked me to co-author the second book with him—his memoirs of the sixties, which we decided to call Popism.


From 1975 on, the magazine was a great source of activity for Andy. That was the year he bought out newsprint manufacturer/art collector Peter Brant to become full owner and publisher, with Fred assuming the title of president. Until this point Andy had remained pretty much aloof from the day-to-day operation of the magazine, but now suddenly he was running in to look at art director Marc Balet’s layouts or scheduling lunches in the conference room to pitch Interview to prospective advertisers.


It was the magazine more than anything else that kept Andy from passing into sixties history. Meeting creative new people—especially young kids—was always important to him; he thrived on it. But he knew that people only come to you if they think you have something to offer them. In the mid-sixties when he was cranking out his early, cheap, “underground” films at the rate, practically, of one a week, it was the possibility of getting into Andy’s movies that drew people to the Factory. By the 1970s, however, with the price of making commercially exhibitable movies becoming prohibitive, Andy had few roles to offer people and not even the certainty that the movie being discussed would ever actually get made. Interview magazine more than filled the void.


Circulation had been growing every year. By 1976 Interview had a cachet of sophisticated self-mocking silliness that made celebrities actually want to be in it. Often Andy, usually with someone on the staff, did the cover interview himself. Every issue had to be stocked with people, and this was the new supply of fresh faces now coming by the office constantly. “We’ll put you in the magazine” replaced “We’ll put you in a movie” as Andy’s most frequent promise. The terms “Interman,” “Viewgirl,” “Upfront,” and “First Impression” were all Interview page headings for pictures of young, never-before-seen-in-print male and female beauties. Interview became the most glamorous magazine around. I once heard Bob on the phone reassuring a society matron: “Don’t worry about your photograph—we retouch anyone over twenty.”


1976 was also the year that Andy Warhol’s Bad was shot in New York, in 35mm and with a union crew. The cast was a combination of our own “studio stars”—people like Geraldine Smith from Flesh and Cyrinda Foxe from around the corner on East 17th Street—and Hollywood professionals like Carroll Baker and Perry King. Jed directed Bad—I had co-written the screenplay—and it was well-received. (Vincent Canby’s review in the New York Times said it was “more aware of what it’s up to than any Warhol film… to date.”)


Despite the movie’s critical success, after making Bad, Jed never went back to work at the Factory—“the office”—again. He began buying and selling antiques, and then started his own decorating business, although he continued to live on the fourth floor of the Federal-style town house on East 66th Street that he had found for Andy and that Andy had moved into in 1974. Fred, meanwhile, had moved from his apartment on East 16th Street into the house on Lexington that Andy had just vacated.


For most of the seventies and continuing right up until Andy’s death, finding people to commission him to do portraits was a major activity, since it brought in a big share of his annual income. No matter what other canvases he was working on for museum and gallery shows, there were always portraits in the works in some corner of the loft. Anyone—gallery dealers, friends, or employees—who brought in a commission got a commission. As artist Ronnie Cutrone, a dancer with the Exploding Plastic Inevitable in the sixties and Andy’s painting assistant in the seventies, once put it: “Pop Art was over, and there was a bunch of new movements. Meanwhile he had an office to keep running and a magazine that he felt still needed subsidizing from him. After doing his Pop celebrity portraits in the sixties—the Marilyns, Lizzes, Elvises, Marlons, etc.—it was a natural evolution to do portraits of private—or at least non–show business—people, therefore making them equal, in some sense, to the legends.” And actually, even in the sixties, on a much smaller scale, Andy had done some commissioned portraits of non-star subjects like art collector Ethel Scull, gallery owner Holly Solomon, and Happy Rockefeller. Fred Hughes adds: “The art establishment found the idea of Andy doing commissioned portraits very unconventional—artists weren’t supposed to be doing this kind of thing. But Andy was always unconventional. And the fact is, he liked doing them—after we got the first few commissions he said to me, ‘Oh get some more.’ ”


Andy’s procedure for making a portrait was elaborate. It began with the subject posing while he took approximately sixty Polaroid photos. (He used Polaroid’s Big Shot camera exclusively, and after that model was discontinued he made a special arrangement with the company to buy all the unused stock they had.) Then, from those sixty shots he would choose four and give them to a screen printer (he worked exclusively with one printer at a time—before 1977, his silkscreener was Alex Heinrici; after that, it was Rupert Smith) to make into positive images on 8" × 10" acetates. When those came back to him he would choose one image, decide where to crop it, and then doctor it cosmetically in order to make the subject appear as attractive as possible—he’d elongate necks, trim noses, enlarge lips, and clear up complexions as he saw fit; in short, he would do unto others as he would wish others to do unto him. Then he would have the cropped, doctored image on the 8" × 10" blown up to a 40" × 40" acetate, and from that the screen printer would make a silkscreen.


To always be prepared for the steady stream of portraits, Andy had his assistants prepaint rolls of canvas in one of two background shades: flesh tone for men’s portraits and a different, pinker flesh tone for women’s. Using a carbon transfer under tracing paper, he’d trace the image from the 40" × 40" acetate onto the flesh-tone-painted canvas and then paint in the colored areas like hair, eyes, lips on women, and ties and jackets on men. When the silkscreen was ready, the detailed image would be lined up with the prepainted colored areas and the details of the photograph would be screened onto the canvas. It was the slight variations in the alignment of the image with the painted colors underneath that gave Warhol portraits their characteristic “shifting” look. The portraits, as a rule, cost approximately $25,000 for the first canvas and $5,000 for each additional one.


Keeping to his beloved weekday “rut” was so important to Andy that he veered from it only when he was forced to. After “doing the Diary” with me on the phone, he’d make or take a few more phone calls, shower, get dressed, take his cherished dachshunds Archie and Amos into the elevator with him and go from the third floor of his house, where his bedroom was, to the basement kitchen where he’d have breakfast with his two Filipino housekeepers, sisters Nena and Aurora Bugarin. Then he’d tuck some copies of Interview under his arm and go out shopping for a few hours, usually along Madison Avenue, then in the auction houses, the jewelry district around 47th Street, and the Village antique shops. He’d pass out the magazine to shopkeepers (in the hope that they would decide to advertise) and to fans who recognized him in the street and stopped him—he felt good always having something to give them.


He’d get to the office between 1:00 and 3:00, depending on whether there was a business advertising lunch there or not. Upon arrival he’d reach into his pocket—or his boot—for some cash and send one of the kids out to Brownies down the block for snacks. Then while he was drinking his carrot juice or tea he’d check the appointment books for that afternoon’s and night’s events, return calls, and take some of the calls that came in as he was standing there. He would also open the stacks of mail he got every day, deciding just which letters, invitations, gifts, and magazines to drop into a “Time Capsule,” meaning one of the hundreds of 10" × 18" × 14" brown cardboard boxes, which would be sealed, dated, put into storage, and instantly replaced with an identical empty box. Less than one percent of all the items that he was constantly being sent or given did he keep for himself or give away. All the rest were “for the box”: things he considered “interesting,” which to Andy, who was interested in everything, meant literally everything.


A written communication from Andy was a rarity. You’d often see him holding a pen and his hand would be moving, but it was almost always just to sign his name, be it as an autograph or on a work of art or at the bottom of a contract. He did scribble phone numbers on scraps of paper but they were never organized into an address book. And when he wrote a note it was rarely more than a phrase—something like “Pat—use this” attached to a newspaper clipping that he thought would be helpful for a project we were working on. An exception was when someone would dictate words they wanted him to write—on a gift card, for example—and then he would be happy to keep writing, but only until the dictation stopped.


He’d stay in the main reception area for an hour or two talking to people around the office about their love lives, diets, and where they’d gone the night before. Then he’d move to the sunny window ledge by the phones and read the day’s newspapers, leaf through magazines, take a few more random phone calls, talk a little business with Fred and Vincent. Eventually he’d go to his working area in the back part of the loft near the freight elevator and there he would paint, draw, cut, move images around, etc., until the end of the day when he would sit down with Vincent and pay bills and talk on the phone to friends, locking in the night’s itinerary.


Between 6:00 and 7:00, once the rush-hour traffic was over, he’d walk over to Park Avenue and get a cab uptown. He’d spend a few minutes at home doing what he called “gluing”—washing his face, adjusting the silver “hair” that was his trademark, and maybe, maybe changing his clothes, but only if it was an especially “heavy” evening. Then he’d check to make sure there was film in his instant camera. (From the mid-sixties to the mid-seventies, Andy was notorious for endlessly tape-recording his friends. But by the end of the seventies he’d gotten bored with random taping and usually would record people only for a specific reason—that is, if he felt he could use what they said as dialogue for a play or movie script.) Then he’d leave for the night—sometimes to multiple dinners and parties, sometimes just to an early movie and dinner. But no matter how late he stayed out, he was always ready for the Diary again early the next morning.


For a few years before 1976 I had kept a general and very sketchy Factory log for Andy. I’d make a list of the business visitors who had come to the office during the day, and then another list of the main events of the previous night—even if I’d been to some or all of them myself, I’d have different people give me their versions of the same dinner party or art opening. The point was simply to determine what had happened, who was there, and how much it had cost Andy in cash expenses—not to get Andy’s personal view of it. Very often I’d just ask him what his expenses had been and leave his contribution to the log at that.


In 1976, after the filming of Bad, I told Andy that I didn’t want to work at the office anymore but that I would still write Popism with him. He asked me if I would continue to keep the log and itemize his personal expenses—“It’ll only take you five minutes a day,” he said. I told him that I didn’t want to have to continue calling everyone at the office every day to find out what had happened the day before—that if I were going to do that, I might as well still be working there. So we agreed that from then on, the daily accounts would come from Andy himself. At this point the log became Andy’s own personal narrative.


In the fall of 1976 Andy and I established a weekday morning routine of talking to each other on the phone. Ostensibly still for the purpose of getting down on record everything he had done and every place he had gone the day and night before and logging the cash business expenses he had incurred in the process, this account of daily activity came to have the larger function of letting Andy examine life. In a word, it was a diary. But whatever its broader objective, its narrow one, to satisfy tax auditors, was always on Andy’s mind. The record he kept included even the ten-cent calls he made from street payphones. It wasn’t that he was being overly cautious—the IRS had subjected his business to its first major audit in 1972 and continued the scrutiny every year right up until his death. Andy was convinced these audits were triggered by someone in the Nixon administration because the campaign poster he’d done for George McGovern in 1972 featured a green-faced Richard M. Nixon and the words “Vote McGovern.” (Philosophically, Andy was a liberal Democrat, although he never voted because, he said, he didn’t want to get called up for jury duty. He did, however, offer his employees bribes of Election Days off if they gave their word they’d vote Democratic.)


I’d call Andy around 9:00 A.M., never later than 9:30. Sometimes I’d be waking him up, sometimes he’d say he’d been awake for hours. If I happened to oversleep he’d call me and say something like, “Good morning, Miss Diary—what’s wrong with you?” or “Sweetheart! You’re fired!” The calls were always conversations. We’d warm up for a while just chatting—he was always curious about everything, he’d ask a million questions: “What are you having for breakfast? Do you have channel 7 on? How can I clean my can opener—should I do it with a toothbrush?” Then he’d give me his cash expenses and tell me all about the day and night before. Nothing was too insignificant for him to tell the Diary. These sessions—what he referred to as my “five-minutes-a-day job”—would actually take anywhere from one to two hours. Every other week or so, I’d go over to the office with the typed pages of each day’s entry and I’d staple to the back of every page all the loose cab and restaurant receipts he’d left for me in the interim—receipts that corresponded to the amounts he’d already told me over the phone. The pages were then stored in letter boxes from the stationery store.


The Diary was done every morning Monday through Friday, but never on the weekends even if Andy and I happened to talk on the phone or see each other. The Diary would always wait until Monday morning when we’d do a triple session and he’d recount Friday-Saturday-and-Sunday’s activities. I made extensive notes on a legal pad as we talked, and right after we hung up, while Andy’s intonations were fresh in my mind, I’d sit at the typewriter and get it all down on paper.


When Andy was out of town, he’d either call me from where he was, or scrawl notes, usually on hotel stationery, and he’d read them to me over the phone when he got back, often having to stop to decipher them—and on these occasions the going was slower, so I usually had time to type them as he read. (Occasionally he’d talk into a tape recorder and give me the cassette when he got back.) When I went away, the arrangements would vary—sometimes I would call him periodically from where I was and he would read me the notes he’d kept. Whatever the procedure, no day was left un-Diarized.


The Diary calls weren’t, necessarily, the only times Andy and I would talk to each other during the day. If we were working on a project together—writing Popism, for example—we might speak a few times during the day and evening. And business aside, we were friends, the kind of friends who would call each other whenever we felt like it—when something funny happened or when we were mad about something. (Actually, arguing and laughing are the two things I remember doing most with Andy.) Many times during these non-Diary calls, and occasionally in person, Andy would add to or correct something he’d told me during the regular morning call and he would tell me to “put that in the Diary.”


Andy changed so much over the years that some who knew him in the sixties and early seventies may very well wonder why certain aspects of his personality that they experienced (and that were widely written about) don’t show up more in the Diary—particularly a cruel, maddening way he had of provoking people to near-hysteria with comments calculated to do just that. The answer is in two parts: first, and most obviously, this is a diary—one man’s perspective—and the diary form itself precludes dramatic confrontations between two or more people; second, Andy gradually outgrew the impulse to make trouble. He’d had a late adolescence—in his twenties he’d worked very hard at his commercial art career; he didn’t take much time out to have fun, really, until he was in his thirties. So he terrorized people the way, for instance, the most popular girl in high school could—creating cliques and setting up rivalries just for the “entertainment” value of watching people fight for his attention. But toward the end of the seventies he started to mellow. Very rarely would he deliberately provoke someone—in fact, he tried to pacify more than to incite. And the personal and emotional problems he himself went through during the years covered by the diaries left him looking for comfort, not drama, in his friendships. By the last year of his life, he was kinder and easier to be around than at any time since I’d met him.


A few idiosyncrasies to bring to the reader’s attention: Andy’s conversations were full of superficially contradictory remarks—he’d describe someone as a “cute little creep,” or he’d say, “It was so much fun I had to leave.” (And naturally, as in any diary, his opinions about any particular person or thing may fluctuate greatly over time.) He exaggerated quantities—he’d describe a 5'2" person as 2', or a man who weighed 250 pounds as 400. “Eighteen” was a favorite number—if there were multiple events on his evening schedule, he’d say he had “eighteen parties to go to.” He used the terms “fairy” and “dyke” loosely, as when describing even slightly effeminate men and loud-speaking women. “Boyfriend” and “girlfriend” he used just as freely. When Andy worked long hours as a freelance commercial artist in the fifties, doing drawings at home at night and dragging his portfolio around Manhattan during the day, he met hundreds of people in advertising and publishing and retail sales; and after he’d left commercial art and become a Pop painter, it became a running joke that he’d refer to every one of them as “the person who gave me my first job”—that was just his way of describing anyone from that period of his life. It was often written about Andy that he used the “royal we.” To an extent, that was true—it was “our movies,” “our magazine,” “our party,” “our friends”—but that only applied to his post-Factory days: anyone he knew before he rented the first Factory was simply “a friend of mine.” And anything related to his art, of course, was always described in the first person singular: “my painting,” “my show,” “my work.”


Going broke was Andy’s biggest fear. That, and getting cancer—a headache or a freckle was always a possible brain or skin cancer. Ironically, it’s apparent now in retrospect that when he was really worried about a health problem he scarcely mentioned it—episodes like a lump in his neck in June of 1977 which doctors finally pronounced “benign” and the gallbladder problem in February of 1987 which led to his death.


So that the Diary could be published in one large volume, I’ve distilled its original length of 20,000 pages down to what I feel is the best material and the most representative of Andy. This naturally entailed cutting whole days, occasionally even entire weeks, but most often, just parts of days. On a day when Andy went to five parties, I may have included only a single one. I applied the same editing principle to names: to give the diary a narrative flow and to keep it from reading like social columns where the reader is deluged with lists of proper names that often have little meaning to him, I’ve cut many names. If Andy mentioned, say, ten people, I may have chosen to include only the three he had conversations with or spoke of in the most detail. Such omissions are not noted in the text since the effect would serve only to distract, and slow the reader down.


The Diary does not include a glossary because simplistic explanations of who people were in relation to Andy would go against—if not actually betray—the sensibility of what he was about and the unstructured world he generated around him. Andy was about not putting people into categories—he was about letting them cross in and out of categories. The people in his sixties “underground” movies were called “superstars,” but what exactly did that mean? It could refer to the most beautiful model in New York or the delivery boy who brought her a pack of cigarettes during filming and wound up in front of the rolling camera.


To Andy, putting things in a format that made sense was enough of a compromise. He’d get exasperated when I’d occasionally make him repeat or rephrase something until I understood it. His first “novel,” a, published in 1968, actually had been a literary experiment—transcripts of conversations that he’d taped of his superstars and friends as they operated in the amphetamine and pansexual subculture of New York were “transcribed” by amateur typists who, guessing at words and phrases when they couldn’t be certain, perpetrated technical and conceptual mistakes galore that Andy then made sure were reproduced, typo for typo, as the published text.


Another concern was keeping the editorial explanations, which appear occasionally in brackets, to a minimum so that the flow of Andy’s own voice with its peculiar locutions could be preserved uninterrupted. I felt that, although explanatory matter could have been provided in many editorial asides to occasionally make a reader’s job a little easier, the benefits gained from these intrusions would be small in proportion to the jarring effect they would have on Andy’s personal tone and the needlessly distancing effect they would have on the reader. The exact nature of some of the relationships between Andy and various characters in his diary can be grasped only after some effort, it is true, but I believe that having to work a little to understand things is part of the unique experience of diary-reading—watching life unfold naturally, with its occasional confusions. To keep these confusions to a minimum, however, the diaries should be read in sequence.


Finally, in editing the Diary for publication I’ve eliminated the interpersonal dimension of Andy’s and my discourse—his direct references to me or to things that would have meaning only to me. In the relatively few instances where I did leave in personal references, I took the liberty of translating myself into the third person, using my initials, PH: My aim was to make it possible for the Diary to be read in the same casual and intimate spirit in which Andy gave it to me every morning, so that the reader would always be the “you” on the other end of the phone.


PAT HACKETT    


New York    


January 1989    















Wednesday, November 24, 1976—Vancouver—New York


Got up at 7:00 A.M. in Vancouver and cabbed to the airport ($15 plus $5 tip, magazines, $5). This is the end of the trip to Seattle for the opening at the Seattle Art Museum there, then we’d gone to Los Angeles for Marisa Berenson’s wedding to Jim Randall, then to Vancouver for my Ace Gallery show opening there. Nobody in Vancouver buys art, though—they’re not interested in painting. Catherine Guinness [see Introduction] didn’t get edgy till the last day when she started this annoying thing the English do—asking me over and over, “What exactly is Pop Art?” It was like the time we interviewed that blues guy Albert King for Interview, when she kept asking, “What exactly is soul food?” So for two hours on the plane she tortured me (cab from La Guardia $13, tip $7—Catherine was grand and gave him the whole $20). Dropped Fred off. Got home. Ate an early Thanksgiving dinner with Jed [see Introduction]. He’d gotten the car serviced for the drive down to Chadds Ford in the morning to Phyllis and Jamie Wyeth’s.


Thursday, November 25, 1976—New York—Chadds Ford, Pennsylvania


Fred called at 8:00 A.M. to find out when we were leaving. Barbara Allen called and said that if we were leaving after 12:00 she would come (film $19.98). Cabbed to 860 [860 Broadway, at 17th Street, at the northeast corner of Union Square Park, where Andy rented the entire third floor for both his offices and the offices of Interview magazine] to pick up some things to take. Left around 1:00 (cab $3.60, gas $19.97, tolls $3.40). Beautiful day.


Jed somehow drove straight to the Wyeths’ door, with just one phone call for directions (phone $.10) at a turnoff right near the place to get the last bit. Arrived around 4:00. The traffic was okay. Barbara Walters didn’t come after all.


Andrew Wyeth, Jamie’s father, was there. Frolic Weymouth was there, a neighbor—his wife who’s Andrew Wyeth’s niece had just left him for an antique dealer or something after lots of married years—he’s a du Pont—and he was depressed, so he was over for dinner. And Andrew’s two sisters, one nutty who looks like she drinks and paints.


We sat for hours and hours at dinner, it was perfect, so good. Lots of drinks. I was still so tired from all the traveling at the beginning of the week. Jed went to bed around 2:00, everyone else stayed up until around 4:00.


There was a romantic interest going on. Robin West—he’s a neighbor of the Wyeths, too, he works for the Pentagon but he’ll be losing his job soon because Carter’s coming in—he was there, and Catherine talked about shit and piss for him and about the Anvil S&M bar, and he seemed to like that and got interested. He’s looking for a rich girl to marry, he asked me where oh where was his tub of butter on the other side of the rainbow, and I told him it could be a tub of Guinness beer if he played his cards right. He said he’d take us for a ride in an aircraft carrier before his job gets given to a Democrat.



Friday, November 26, 1976—Chadds Ford


Went on a tour of Winterthur in the morning (tickets $24, books $59). Then Phyllis Wyeth got the buggy together, we had an all-American breakfast, fed Archie and Amos [see Introduction], then we went out for a ride. We went across the Brandywine River in it, it wasn’t so deep.


Jed went to meet Vincent [see Introduction] and Shelly and Ronnie [see Introduction] and Gigi at the train station. Went with Jamie to the Brandywine Museum and we were photographed and had a press conference. Went back to Jamie and Phyllis’s and there were cocktails. Mrs. Bartow who I bought the East 66th Street house from was there and she asked when I was going to sandblast it and why was I never home because it always looked dark. Carter Brown was there and Jane Holzer with Bob Denison.


Rode to the museum. I introduced Gigi as “George”—I’d told this guy she was a drag queen and he didn’t know I was kidding, he got excited—and then she said, “No, it’s Georgette,” which coincidentally is her real name—I didn’t know it. So everything was coming out right—I mean it was just what a drag queen would say, so that was funny. And the guy really liked her and she didn’t have a clue it was because he thought she was a boy.


Saturday, November 27, 1976—Chadds Ford


Went in the carriage again. This time Frolic had his carriage out, too. He was drinking all day. He took his drinks onto the wagon with him and he was riding around drinking. Jamie took me to his aunt’s house to see a 5' dollhouse. It was like an old-fashioned Christmas.


Then went over to the museum where an antique dealer was having a benefit for an opera school, and I really enjoyed that, they were singing an opera. They passed a hat around and Frolic gave Catherine $20 of his own money for her to drop in and I dropped in $20, too. Didn’t get to bed until around 4:00.


Sunday, November 28, 1976—Chadds Ford—New York


Catherine called New York, to Jodie Foster’s place, to confirm the interview she and I were supposed to do that afternoon, and Jodie’s mother hedged saying Jodie was sick and maybe she couldn’t do it, but to call when we got back to town. Got back at 12:30 (gas $16.50, tolls $3.40). Dropped Catherine and Fred. Catherine called Jodie again and she said okay.


It was a beautiful day, in the sixties again. Picked up Catherine and walked over to the Pierre Hotel to meet Jodie. Said hello to lots of people who said hello to me. At the Pierre I saw a beautiful woman staring at me and it turned out to be Ingrid Bergman. While I was talking to her, Coco Brown started waving and yelling from a car. Ingrid’s I think husband came for her and then Catherine and I went into the restaurant to wait for Jodie. She came in with her mother and a guy they said they’d picked up I think in Liverpool, and I couldn’t tell if it was a bodyguard or the mother’s boyfriend. Jodie had on high boots and a hat and was really cute and we loved her ($30 with tip).


Then we all walked over to F.A.O. Schwarz and looked at toys. Bought some for Jodie ($10). She signed autographs. On the way back to the Pierre a guy was selling big candy canes and he gave Jodie one and me one.


Went home. Nelson Lyon called from L.A. and told me about his Thanksgiving—Paul Morrissey had invited him to dinner at Chase Mellen’s house and then called back to disinvite him saying it was going to be “small and intimate” and that he’d made a mistake inviting anyone. As soon as Nelson hears that anything is “small and intimate” he gets paranoid he’s not invited and goes crazy to get there, so he put his mind to it and got there through someone else. It turned out to be thousands of people there so when he saw Paul he said, “Small, intimate world, isn’t it?”


Brigid Polk [see Introduction] called and said she’s down to 197. Ever since she saw herself in Bad [see Introduction] weighing 300 pounds and went on a diet, she’s so boring to talk to—she never does anything, she never thinks anything, she just lies there in bed in her room at the George Washington Hotel and waits for the fat to roll off. I told her I’ll give her a job—that she could let some roll off around the Factory while she answers phones, but she won’t. It’s taken her thirty-nine years to lose weight and it’ll probably take her another thirty-nine years to get to work.


I was too tired to meet the Vreeland crowd for dinner. Watched twenty-five years of Lucille Ball on TV instead.


Victor Hugo, Halston’s “art adviser,” called me from San Francisco because I’d told him I loved the display window he did of turkey bones at Halston’s Madison Avenue store, and now someone broke in and took the turkey bones, so he thought it was (laughs) me.


Tuesday, November 30, 1976


Daniela Morera, our Italian Interview correspondent, came by the office with Olivier Coquelin who invited me to Haiti for the Nima Farmanfarmian–Chris Isham wedding in January. He owns that resort there. He should be interviewed for Popism—he’s the one who owned Cheetah in the sixties, the big discotheque on Broadway and 53rd.


I don’t want to talk long this morning, I want to get over to Bloomingdale’s before it’s too crowded.


[Andy talks every morning in the past tense about the previous day’s events; therefore, when he speaks in the present tense or uses words like “now” or “today,” he’s referring to something happening right while he’s talking or that he expects will happen on the day he’s giving the diary. For example, a Tuesday’s diary would be given on a Wednesday morning, so “last night” would mean Tuesday night, “this afternoon” would mean Wednesday afternoon, and “tomorrow” would mean Thursday.]


Wednesday, December 1, 1976


Got into the Christmas spirit and started buying business gifts (cabs $8). Ran into Jean Kennedy Smith in Bloomingdale’s in the men’s shirt department. We had the same salesgirl. Cabbed to Union Square ($4). Amos was down at the office and Ricky Clifton took pictures of him in costume as the pope.


Left to go down to the Ileana Sonnabend Gallery to the David Hockney opening. He wasn’t showing new stuff, just portfolios. Took Amos (cab $2.50). Ran into Gerard Malanga [see Introduction]. Gerard wrote to Fred asking why he wouldn’t let him do photography for Interview, I guess he just wants a press pass. Fred won’t have anything to do with Gerard because we’re still getting repercussions from all the fake Electric Chairs we think he did, they’re being resold and resold and each time the money involved gets bigger, so Fred isn’t about to give Gerard anything. The opening was jammed. Didn’t see David Hockney, he must’ve been in another room.


Changed and went over to dinner at the Iranian embassy. Not really the “embassy,” but you know what I mean—it’s where Mr. Hoveyda, their ambassador to the U.N., lives (cab $3). China Machado was there and she said she’s known Ambassador Hoveyda for ten years or more from when he and her husband were in France hanging around the French filmmakers in the sixties. We talked about how horrible Avedon is, she said he gets what he wants out of a person and then drops them. I agreed and then everybody screamed at me that I do the same thing.


Pat Kennedy Lawford was there and a du Pont lady who lives next door to the embassy who said it was so nice not to have to go far for a meal and so she was late. She was wearing a black and gold dress with a jewel collar that she said always gets impounded at customs. The food was good, but the caviar only came around once.


Thursday, December 2, 1976


They’re screening Bad in California this week to try to get a distributor for it. Sue Mengers is helping us out. None of the distributors want to put up advance money.


Sent Ronnie to buy brooms ($20). Dropped off Catherine Guinness (cab $4) and went home to change, then picked her up and cabbed down to 18 West 38th Street ($3.60) to the opening of a new club that Helen Bransford had invited us to, it’s sort of trying to be a new Reno Sweeney’s. Helen goes around with John Radziwill now. Fred thinks she’s great and that we should be nice to her. Tim Hardin was singing there.


Maxime de la Falaise was there with her new maybe-boyfriend, Craig Braun. I worked with him on the Rolling Stones album cover.


Barbara Allen was there and she’s moving into Fred’s house on 89th and Lexington for a while, because she rented her apartment on East 63rd Street to Catherine and then Catherine let her stay there but she and Catherine living in the same apartment got to be too much.


Went home and watched the news, it’s all the Gary Gilmore thing, every night they have him on saying he wants to die, he wants to die.


Sunday, December 5, 1976


Went down to the Players Club on Gramercy Park for a dinner for Kitty Carlisle Hart. It looked like a stag party except for Arlene Francis and Peggy Cass and Dena Kaye who came instead of her husband Danny, who had Concorde-lag, and Irene Selznick, who was the chairwoman of the evening, or whatever they call it. Peggy and Arlene are Kitty’s sidekicks from “To Tell the Truth.” The dinner was to honor Kitty for being named the new head of the New York State Council on the Arts by Governor Carey.


My doctor, Doc Cox, was there and he took me upstairs for a tour of Edwin Booth’s bedroom and it was musty and dusty, same as in the old days.


Dinner was served and it was everything creamy I’m not supposed to eat because of my gallbladder, so the Doc was embarrassed that he was seeing me eat it because it was putting a damper on a social occasion, so he told me, “I won’t look.” Met Alfred Drake who was on Broadway, that big handsome star of Carousel.


Everyone made speeches and then Kitty got up and she was the best. She was wearing black and pearls, looked very chic. She says she still wants to work a lot and I remember that Diana Vreeland once told me that Kitty had to “work like a nigger” because she doesn’t have that much money. The Doc dropped me off.


Monday, December 6, 1976


Freddy Eberstadt called and invited me to something at La Grenouille tomorrow night and I said that I had a date with Bianca Jagger and could I bring her and he said sure.


Left the office early to go home and dress for a formal evening. Dropped off Catherine ($4). Walked over to Halston’s. Victor had said there was room for me at Halston’s table at the Metropolitan opening we were all going to, of Diana Vreeland’s Russia show. When we got to Halston’s Mrs. Henry J. Kaiser—Aly—was there, she was in a blue-green Halston with emeralds, and she seemed very interested in me, and when Halston saw us getting along he suggested I take her upstairs to show her the portraits I did of him. After the trip upstairs, though, she dropped me, I guess she saw me in the light.


We were all waiting for Marisa and her new husband and Bianca and her date, Joe Eula. The acupuncture doctor they all use was there, Dr. Giller, so he’s on their party list now. Barbara Allen was there, the only one of the ladies not wearing a Halston. She had on a beautiful off-the-shoulder Christian Dior. It was from her shopping spree in Paris last month when Philip Niarchos was buying.


Marisa came and she had her hair piled all on one side of her head like a beautiful old-time star. Bianca had her purple fox with her, the one she’s had around the past month. When Joe walked in he and Halston “shook hands” and when Halston felt what Joe put in his palm he said, “Oh, you’ve saved my life.”


Victor took me into the garage to show me his latest artwork—he’s (laughs) making Mona Lisas wearing Halstons, and that’s really funny, so I encouraged him. Then we went to the Met in four limos. This was the biggest one of these things the museum has ever had. When Diana walked through we all kissed her. I talked to Mrs. Kaiser and got to know her. She’s about sixty but she looks forty, and she says she’s looking for a fuck. I told her it’s the wrong town, everyone’s gay, and she said she didn’t care—“they tumble well. I’ve had some good luck here.” She lives at U.N. Plaza. It turns out she’s a very good friend of Brigid’s mother, Honey Berlin. She said that when she was at their house old Dick Berlin was so senile he walked in and rushed over to the mirror and tried to shake hands with himself but she saw what he was doing and went over and was the hand for him to shake. I left right after dinner, Mrs. Kaiser dropped me.


Oh, and also at the dinner table Bianca took off her panties and passed them over to me and I faked smelling them and then tucked them in my handkerchief pocket. I still have them.


Tuesday, December 7, 1976


Met Bob Colacello [see Introduction] and Fran Lebowitz, and we went down in the rain to the Biltmore Hotel to the Overseas Press Corps lunch. Bob had told them weeks ago when they invited me that I would come and just be present but that he would give the talk on Interview and they said fine. After Bob’s speech, though, they asked questions all directed at me—and I wasn’t prepared so I just said yes or no. But afterwards I regretted doing my same old shy act, when I should have used the situation for practice—I’d love to be able to talk more and give little speeches. I want to work on that.


They asked Fran only one question, why her column in Interview was called “I Cover the Waterfront,” and she said that it was because Tennessee Williams was on a talk show once and they asked him if he was a homo and he said, “Well, let’s put it this way: I cover the waterfront.” And Fran’s answer was a lead balloon, nobody laughed. In the cab downtown she said she’d rather have her appendix out than go to something like that again.


Bianca called and invited me to a screening of Silver Streak. Didn’t get home until 7:00 which was exactly when I was supposed to be at the Pierre to pick her up—she and Mick just rented a house on 72nd Street but it’s not ready to move into yet. Went over to the Loews Tower East. The movie was kind of funny. Bianca looked beautiful. Afterwards outside the theater when we couldn’t find the limo a black guy with a black scarf was pressing himself up against Bianca and he was crazy, he was saying, “You think you’re the only one with beautiful clothes in the world?”


Finally we found the car and went to La Grenouille. Isabel and Freddy Eberstadt and Mica Ertegun arrived and with them was Isabel and Freddy’s beautiful daughter, Nenna. I kept staring at her and saying how beautiful she was, and Isabel sort of kept us apart. I couldn’t figure out why they had asked me to this dinner because if I hadn’t asked to bring Bianca, there would have been just me. Mica was very sweet. She kept saying that Joe Allen was so attractive, how could Barbara Allen leave him.


The Eberstadt daughter didn’t say anything during dinner but then she finally blurted out that she used to go to Union Square and stare up at the Factory, so that was thrilling to hear from this beautiful girl. I told her she should come down and do interviews for Interview and she said, “Good! I need the money.” Isn’t that a great line? I mean, here Freddy’s father died and left him a whole stock brokerage company.


We said our good nights and thank-yous and I hope I remember to send flowers.



Friday, December 10, 1976


Sam Bronfman’s kidnappers were found innocent of the kidnapping charge today.


Brigid came to the Factory for the first time since she started her diet in August—she’s down to 190, was last seen at 260. She really looked good and everyone fussed over her, I took pictures. Barbara Allen found herself a new apartment on 77th off Fifth.


Sunday, December 12, 1976


I read the Ruth Kligman book Love Affair about her “love affair” with Jackson Pollock—and that’s in quotes. It’s so bad—how could you ever make a movie of it without making it a whole new story? Ruth told me she wants me to produce it and Jack Nicholson to star.


In the book she says something like, “I had to get away from Jackson and I ran as far as possible.” So do you know where she went? (laughs) Sag Harbor. He lived in Springs. So that’s—what? Six miles? And she was making it like she went to the other side of the world. And then she said, “The phone rang—how oh how did he ever find me?” I’m sure she called hundreds of people to give them the number in case he asked them.


Monday, December 13, 1976


Victor Hugo picked me up and we went to U.N. Plaza for Mrs. Kaiser’s dinner for Halston (cab $3). But then we realized we’d forgotten Bianca so we had to go back to pick her up at the Pierre. Victor gave her some coke but she didn’t want it.


The first person we saw at Mrs. Kaiser’s was Martha Graham, and C.Z. Guest was there. Paul Rudolph had done the apartment, and he was there. White on white. She has a bedroom as big as 860 with one bed in it, and a floor-to-ceiling glass window with a view, just what terrifies me, but it was beautiful. Marisol and Larry Rivers and Elsa Peretti and Jane Holzer and Bob Denison were there. Polly Bergen and I talked about the topic on her TV show that morning—androgyny.


Tuesday, December 14, 1976


In the afternoon I got a letter from our editor, Steve Aronson, that said he’s leaving Harcourt Brace Jovanovich, and that he’d asked Mr. Jovanovich himself to take over on Popism.


Walter Stait from Philadelphia took me to La Grenouille for lunch, he told Maxime and Loulou de la Falaise to meet us there. On the other side of the room was the new skinny Truman Capote. He looks now almost like he did when I first knew him. Truman didn’t answer my hello but then halfway through lunch he put on his glasses and waved, and later he gave me his personal phone number. All of the chic girls were in YSL fur hats.


Worked at 860 all afternoon, then François de Menil arrived to take me out to Norman Mailer’s in Brooklyn Heights. He used to live in a whole house but now he lives on just the top and rents the bottom out and he’s had the front part made all glass looking out over Manhattan and it’s beautiful.


Wall to wall, it was an intellectual party like from the sixties. Arthur Schlesinger, Mica and Ahmet, the girl who wrote the book on LBJ. Norman looks good now, white hair, looks Irish. His little mother was there. And Jean Kennedy Smith and her husband. Sandra Hochman told me I’m a chapter in her upcoming book, she talked to me about the women’s movement and junk like that. She said, “I have your picture on my mantel,” but I just know she doesn’t.


Isabella Rossellini was at Norman’s, she’s working for Italian television, she’s doing a thing on boxers, that’s probably why she was there, because José Torres was there. She said she ran over to see me when she saw her mother, Ingrid Bergman, talking to me at the Pierre a couple of weeks ago but that I’d gone. She couldn’t find her coat when she was leaving Norman’s and just left without it. Norman was sweet and he and François must be really friends because they hugged and kissed and punched a lot. François drove us back in his grey Mercedes, he’s a good driver.


Saturday, December 18, 1976


Went shopping for office gifts at Bonwit’s and Bendel’s, then went over to Quo Vadis for lunch to introduce Robin West and Delfina Rattazzi to each other. I had thought Catherine liked him from the weekend at the Wyeths’, but she said she didn’t mind, that she wanted to give him up to Delfina or something. And Delfina liked him, she was aggressive—it was the first time I ever heard her say, “My family is in the airplane manufacturing business,” because usually she pretends she’s so poor. Robin’s a flier. Saw Karen Lerner and Sisi Cahan having lunch and I figured out it probably was Karen Lerner who just sold her Flower prints, because David Bourdon just got some cheap at Parke Bernet.


Went home and Bianca called and said she was going to be packing at the Pierre and then taking her stuff over to her and Mick’s new place on 72nd. Went to the Pierre and she packed and packed and around midnight she was done and we went up and she turned off the alarm and we went in. It must be costing them a fortune, this little house. The people had just had it redone and it was all painted and with new furniture and I’d like to see it after the Jaggers have it for a year.


After we were there for a while Bianca turned on the alarm and went out to the airport to get a plane for Montauk, she wanted to get back out there because it was so beautiful. [“Montauk” refers to the oceanfront property in Montauk, New York, at the easternmost tip of Long Island, that Andy bought in partnership with Paul Morrissey in 1971. The property included one main lodge-type house with three smaller ones, plus the home of the caretaker, Mr. Winters. Mick and Bianca Jagger were at this time renting the place from Andy and Paul.] Jade was still out there.



Sunday, December 19, 1976


Went to work (magazines and newspapers for week $26). Lou Reed called and that was the drama of the day. He’d come back from a successful tour, he was a big hit in L.A., but he said Rachel had gotten kicked in the balls and was bleeding from the mouth and he wanted the name of a doctor. Lou’s doctor had looked at Rachel and said that it was nothing, that it would stop, but Lou wanted another doctor to check. I said I’d get Bianca’s. But then Lou called back and said he got Keith Richards’s doctor to come over. I told him he should take her to the hospital. I was calling Rachel “she” because she’s always in drag but then Lou calls him “he.”


Monday, December 20, 1976


Jamie Wyeth had invited me to Les Pléiades for lunch. Cabbed to 76th and Madison ($2.25). Jamie was there with Lincoln Kirstein and Jean Kennedy Smith. They asked me to turn off my tape recorder, natch. So Jamie is now the Carter court painter. He’d just been in Plains for a week. Isn’t that interesting? It seemed like Jean Kennedy Smith really has a crush on Jamie because she asked me to go to the coat room with her and when we got there she pulled out an American quilt and asked me if it was real, and I said yes, and then we went back and she gave it to Jamie. I reminded her that I saw her in Bloomingdale’s the other week when we both were in the shirt department, and she said, “Oh yes, those shirts were Christmas presents for my family.” So it was just regular old shirts for her family, but for Jamie it was an American quilt.


She was the first to leave, and then we we relived the faux pas that Lincoln had made in front of her; he forgot she was a sister and when they were talking politics he said that John Kennedy was “corrupt,” and she just said, “No, he wasn’t.”


After lunch we went down to Lincoln’s house on East 19th Street and he showed us his art, it was good paintings—Lincoln’s brother-in-law Paul Cadmus, George Tooker, and Jared French, all Realists who’d done paintings of muscle boys. He didn’t have anything of mine.


Walked over to Union Square. Worked the rest of the afternoon.


Tuesday, December 21, 1976


Met Victor, went over to Halston’s store, it was really un-busy, but then everything is so expensive that if they just sell one little hanky they can have dinner. While I was there, Jackie O. came in and was whisked up to the third floor. Victor told me that she doesn’t buy much, just a few little things.


Went around Fifth Avenue looking for ideas for art projects (cabs $5.75). Went to 860 for lunch with Todd Brassner and Rainer Crone, but I couldn’t spend too much time with them, I was painting in the back. Todd was asking Rainer questions about some paintings of mine he was interested in because Rainer wrote the Praeger art book on me and he knows who owned which canvases.


Catherine called Dustin Hoffman who said that the screening was at 5:45 at 666 Fifth. Dustin had filmed his wife Anne doing a Balanchine dance, his kids were in it, and I think he got a very good guy to cut it because it looks very professional. When it was over, Dustin invited us back to his house on East 61st Street. It’s back to back with Phyllis Cerf’s house. Dustin was nervous, really nervous about his house, and he was taking me around and showing me every little thing. His taste was oak, but not good oak, so it was funny.


Wednesday, December 22, 1976


A car came to take me to be photographed for a Merce Cunningham thing to help it get publicity. Up to 660 Park Avenue. Newsweek and other photographers were there. When I got there they said they’d take me home in the car, but then when I was leaving I realized they’d used me up and sent the car away, so I just walked home.


In the afternoon Jane Holzer stopped by my house to drop off the grey kitten who’s going to be a Christmas present from her son Rusty to Jade Jagger. I’m supposed to keep it until Christmas, it’s really cute.


Changed, and Jed drove us out to Peter and Sandy Brant’s [see Introduction] house in Greenwich. Philip Johnson and David Whitney were there, they’re leaving tomorrow for San Simeon to see some Hearst and to look at architecture in California. Dinner was Chinese, not that great. Bunty Armstrong started using her society teeth. I gave Sandy a 1904 desk set for Christmas. Jed gave her a Fulper pot and she gave him one back. Actually it was a Van Briggle, and the one she gave Jed was better. Joe Allen didn’t bring his girlfriend Jenny, because he’s still in love with his ex-wife Barbara. Barbara had dislocated her back—“sleeping,” she said, and we were trying to figure out with who. A horse fell on top of Peter and so he was walking around with a cane. Peter just bought ninety acres in back of his house, he’s going to make a racetrack and polo grounds.


Thursday, December 23, 1976


Office Christmas party. Maxime de la Falaise arrived late, to pick up a Mao painting. Mike the super came in off the freight elevator with his wife and son but maybe the son is a stepson, I’m not sure. He’s cute. John Powers came by and wanted me to sign two Flower posters that he had, they weren’t authentic but I was going to just sign but Fred wouldn’t let me and so we gave John two authorized ones from the back. Ronnie and Gigi were there, everyone was really diving into the caviar and champagne. Marc Balet the Interview art director and Fran Lebowitz were there.


Andrea Portago had called that afternoon and said that if we could get her a ticket to the premiere of A Star Is Born she would get the limo, so we did and she did. I couldn’t figure out why she wanted to go so much until we got to the movie and she rushed up to Kris Kristofferson and said, “Oh darling, it’s so good to see you again.” Sue Mengers had tried to fill up the whole place. They’d said it was going to be very hard to get in, but then there were so many empty seats. Sue said everyone had to say they loved it or Barbra would be upset. I didn’t like it. The old Judy Garland one gave you goosebumps but this one was just a nothing rock and roll story. But Jed loved it. Then went over to the party at Tavern on the Green.


Streisand was wearing a black tuxedo. Elsa Peretti was there and she was saying how wonderful it was to be with me and not be on anything, that she didn’t take anything anymore. I admired a light bulb she had in her purse, a tiny one that lit up when you put a penny next to it, and she gave it to me, and then Victor liked it so I gave it to him and then Elsa saw that and took it away from Victor and shook her finger at me and put it back in her purse.


Andrea was just sitting there waiting for Kristofferson to notice her, but he was busy.


Friday, December 24, 1976


Went with Jed to Fred’s Christmas dinner at 1342 Lexington. Jed’s brother Jay [see Introduction] and his sister Susan picked us up. Fred had invited Carroll Baker and she was there with her daughter, Blanche, who’s gotten to be a beauty in the last few months, she slimmed down. Anselmino, one of our Italian art dealers, was there and Chris Makos the cute photographer we met from Dotson Rader and Robert Hayes the assistant editor at Interview and it was an office Christmas Eve.


Mick Jagger was there and he was in a good mood, he asked me what I thought of A Star Is Born and I told him and he said that he was so happy he’d turned it down, that he didn’t want to play a has-been rock singer, even for the million they offered him. Mick was asking for coke and finally got some from Anselmino. Fred’s housekeeper Hazel made turkey and ham and brussels sprouts. Paloma Picasso and her entourage were there.


Then we went downtown to Fernando Sanchez’s and Halston was there and Kenny Jay Lane and André Leon Talley and that new really rich English kid in town who “has no money”—one of those—Nick Scott, offering to sell his body to the highest bidder. Kenny Lane offered $35. Maxime de la Falaise upped it to $36.


Saturday, December 25, 1976


Went out to Westbury to C.Z. Guest’s for lunch. It was a magazine Christmas—the decorations and the food and the house were just like a spread in McCall’s or House and Garden, like what a house should look like on Christmas. But you’d think with all C.Z.’s involvement with flowers and gardening that she’d have real stuff, but when you looked close the wreaths and things were half plastic. C.Z. gave everyone her bug repellent for gifts.


Ninety-year-old Kitty Miller was there, she’s still putting blue shoe polish in her hair. The pies were great—apple, mince, and plum. The turkey had already been cut up like a magazine would tell you to before it got to the table, so it was like a Turkey Puzzle. Kitty was drunk and when the Spanish ambassador said a few words she screamed, “I can’t speak Spanish.”


It started to snow a little. Said thanks and left to go home to get ready for the Jaggers’. Got to East 66th and glued [see Introduction]. Went up to East 72nd (cab $2.50). We were one of the first to arrive. Nick Scott was at the door, working. This was a job he’d come up with to earn money—being the Jaggers’ houseboy. Only he was supposed to get there at 8:00 in the morning to help and he didn’t arrive until 6:00 at night. I gave Jade the grey kitten from Rusty Holzer. She looked at it and said, “ ‘Lydia?’… No. Harriet.” I felt sorry for the cat, though, because I think it’s going to have a horrible home. I don’t know.


Mick sat down next to Bob Colacello and put his arm around him and offered him a pick-me-up, and Bob said, “Why yes, I am rather tired,” and just as he was about to get it, Yoko and John Lennon walked in and Mick was so excited to see them that he ran over with the spoon that he was about to put under Bob’s nose and put it under John Lennon’s.


Halston and Loulou de la Falaise put a lot of the pick-me-up in a covered dish on the coffee table and when someone they liked would sit down they’d tell them, “Lift it up and get a surprise.” Paloma Picasso was there. Jay Johnson brought Delia Doherty. The dinner was terrific. Mick and Bianca forgot to bring out the dessert, though.


Monday, December 27, 1976


Got the invitation to President Carter’s inaugural. It was addressed to (laughs) “Mr. and Mrs. Andy Warhol.” Don’t you love it?


Wednesday, December 29, 1976


Hoveyda brought the Iranian ambassador to England to the office, they came to see the portrait I did of the empress, and they liked it, so it’s going to be shipped out.


Vincent drove out for the hearings on the Montauk property, wetlands commission.


Friday, December 31, 1976


Worked at the office until 7:00. Went home to change for Kitty Miller’s party. Walked over to 550 Park. Fred was there. Elsie Woodward, my Kitty-date for last New Year’s, had called and cancelled because she said she was dizzy and that she can’t fight it—“I’m old.”


Princess Minnie de Beauvau was there with her father and stepmother and her sister Diane. She introduced me to her grandfather Antenor Patino who I then realized I’d just met at C.Z. Guest’s. He’s little. He looks like one of Paloma Picasso’s little boyfriends. He’s the tin king of Bolivia.


I overheard Kitty describing me to somebody and I guess somebody must have talked to her about me because what she was saying was sounding like somebody had told it to her—“He’s one of the furthest off-Broadway, and a far (laughs) head of his time,” and things like that. Maybe it was Billy Baldwin or somebody like that she got that stuff from.


I missed Kitty’s regular butler, the one that had the fight with Diana Vreeland’s maid. He was fired for being too familiar, but I really liked him—he’s the one who told me to watch those A.E. Coppard stories on channel 13.


And after dinner, I sat underneath Goya’s “Red Boy.” Kitty has this most famous painting right there in her house, it’s unbelievable.


Kitty’s parties used to be the biggest thing in New York with every Hollywood star there and now it was down to just her friends. Aileen Mehle—“Suzy”—didn’t even RSVP this year.


Diane de Beauvau took my hand and we ran into the next room right as midnight was coming on. I sort of wanted to stay and kiss the old bags like I did the year before because actually it was so much fun to do—to kiss ninety-year-old Elsie Woodward and say, “Happy New Year, darling.” Then Minnie de Beauvau came in and got Diane and told her she had to go back in and say Happy New Year to their father and stepmother—because she knows where their bread’s buttered.


And the food at Kitty’s—it was the canned frozen stuff again. At first you think that maybe these rich people don’t know any better because they’ve been going to charity dinners all their lives, but then they do go to La Grenouille, too, and that’s really good food. So they must notice the difference. And there were six servants serving the canned food.


Right after midnight it was everybody grabbing their coats, they couldn’t wait to go on to the next party. Fred was really drunk. We got out on the street and he thought he was the “It Boy”—he gave Minnie his coat—the wind-chill factor was making it around twenty below—and he was just in his top hat, kissing everyone on the street. We walked Diane to the Westbury to pick up her boyfriend who’d stayed home to write a script, but when we got there he was in the nude waiting to fuck her, so we left her there.


Went home. Called Brigid. Called PH [see Introduction]. Nobody was home yet. At 6:00 A.M. Jay Johnson woke me up calling to speak to Jed. He was drunk and I hung up on him and he called back and let it ring twenty times.


Monday, January 10, 1977


Fred had to go to a meeting at our lawyer Bob Montgomery’s about the New World distributing deal for Bad. Roger Corman himself hasn’t seen Bad but Fred says that doesn’t matter because Corman doesn’t pick the movies, that this other guy Bob Rehme does. They’ll try different ways of opening it around the country to see what works best before bringing it into New York.


Bianca called and invited me to a dinner that Regine was giving for Florence Grinda, and Catherine and Victor got on the phone and said they wanted to come, too, so she told them to come for coffee.


Andrea Portago had called me earlier and asked me to take her to the dinner, and I told her it wasn’t my invitation so I couldn’t, but to call Bianca and she did and Bianca was thrilled, because she’s after Andrea’s brother, Tony, and Andrea and Tony would come together. Andrea picked me up with her brother. We went to Regine’s.


Bianca was wearing a strapless Halston dress. There were South Americans at a lot of tables. The dinner hadn’t started yet, and while they were still in pre-dinner, at the bar, Catherine and Victor walked in for “coffee.” When dinner started they were put at a separate little table, and when Victor pointed at my table and said he wanted the same thing, they said, “You’ll have to pay for it,” and he said fine. The food was awful. Regine was sort of rude to Victor and Catherine.


Diane Von Furstenberg was there. She’d called me to be her date for a CBS filming of her on Thursday, she thought we’d make an interesting TV couple, and I told her I’d be out of town—I’m actually not leaving until Friday—but to come down to my party on Tuesday night with her TV crew. But when Regine invited me for Thursday night dinner DVF overheard me say yes—it’s for Russian Easter—and said how dare I have lied to her, so I was caught and I just said I’d made a mistake.


Victor gave out fake poppers. Regine said they smelled like feet and I told her they were called “Locker Room” and she liked that. Bianca started to giggle and she was carrying on over a popper with Tony Portago, and they were sort of making out, but she pulled herself together, she realized that she couldn’t do that in public, but she’s the most beautiful when she giggles, and she loves those poppers. Some fans came over and I signed autographs. When Victor and Catherine and I left it was around 2:30 and the Portago driver dropped us.


Then at 4:00 A.M. Tom Cashin called to talk to Jed because Jay had cut his arm and was bleeding and so Jed went to take him to the hospital. And then Jay called from the hospital, and that drama went on until 9:00 A.M.


Tuesday, January 11, 1977


At 6:00 everyone was still at the office waiting around to go to my opening down at Castelli, so we went and at first it was empty, but we grouped around the bar setup drinking champagne and then it started getting jammed. There was the big “Hammer & Sickle,” and eight small ones. David Whitney, Philip Johnson, David White were there. Paulette Goddard arrived, she said she wanted me to do her a Hammer & Sickle pin. Victor was there, performing, cutting up a shirt. Bianca arrived in the dress from Halston’s window that Victor had foot-printed. And Catherine was wearing the red outfit that Victor had also foot-printed. Tony Portago and his mother Carroll Portago arrived. Paulette and Carroll are old friends. Bianca wanted poppers but nobody had any. Halston came in with a little painting Elizabeth Taylor had done for me because she didn’t come down—he’d just been with her. When I think about that I’m really disappointed—it would have been so great if Liz Taylor had come to the opening. That would have made it something, wouldn’t it?


Bianca and Tony Portago look really in love. This started over the holidays. C.Z.’s son, Alexander Guest, was there. Giorgio Sant’Angelo, Sylvia Miles, Ronee Blakley, Francesco Scavullo and Sean Byrnes, Irving Blum and Charlie Cowles. Moët Chandon champagne. The Soho News guy Michael Goldstein was there, being awful. I gave Jed money to entertain at dinner afterwards ($200) because I had to go up to John Richardson’s.


I was disappointed with John Richardson’s because it was oldies. Marion Javits, Françoise and Oscar de la Renta, Marella Agnelli, Babe Paley—I guess she really was a beauty once. Babe and Marella raved to me about my paintings, they’d seen the show on Saturday.


Sat next to Marion Javits. She told me how happy she was about Clay Felker losing New York magazine last week to Rupert Murdoch. Felker’s the one who exposed her Iranian connection last year.


Catherine and Victor arrived for after-dinner. Victor had glued parts of his shirt together.


Nima Isham’s mother and father came to the opening, and I couldn’t believe it—here they were back from their daughter’s wedding in Haiti that past weekend and Bob still isn’t back yet!


Wednesday, January 12, 1977


When I got to 860 a big CBS crew was filming Jamie Wyeth with Arnold Schwarzenegger posing for him for a show called Who’s Who. Cabbed up with Jamie and Arnold to a lunch at Elaine’s for Arnold’s movie Pumping Iron ($5). Stopped at the Ritz Towers, had to wait five minutes for Paulette Goddard to come downstairs. She was wearing all her jewelry and was funny. She said, “If you’d played your cards right, these could have all been yours”—to me. God, when I think of how many hours Bob and I spent taping her, trying to get the real story of her life out of her for that book Mr. Jovanovich wanted… I mean, if I’d been a big Hollywood star and married to Charlie Chaplin and Burgess Meredith and Erich Maria Remarque I think I could’ve come up with a few hot stories.


At Elaine’s Delfina Rattazzi was there. She works at Viking now as a reader for Jackie O. Victor was there and Paulette was falling in love with him because she was calculating all the Halstons she could get out of him. Pat Patterson came and sat with us, and Charlotte Curtis from the New York Times was there, too.


Dropped Jamie at the art store ($5). The office was jumping, Vincent was going crazy. Bianca called and said she was having a birthday dinner that night for Joel LeBon who works for Pierre Berge. Potassa the drag queen was at the office in a homemade black and gold fantasy dress and Jamie got fascinated and painted her in the dress with her cock showing. He’ll be painting at 860 for about two months. Then Victor got Potassa to pose in the nude. Nenna Eberstadt is now working for us, she was typing up an interview. John and Kimiko Powers came in with a lot of art things for me to sign. Alex Heinrici [see Introduction] came by with some acetates.


Worked until 7:00 and then went up to Bill Copley’s to sign a painting he’d bought. He’d just made dinner for his little daughter, Theodora. A great dinner—hot dogs, ketchup, Coke, and vanilla ice cream.


Dropped Fred off at Lee Radziwill’s ($2.75). Went to the party for Joel. Bianca was wearing the same dress she wore the last time—it’s strange to see girls who really dress up wearing the same thing twice.



Friday, January 14, 1977—New York—London


Arrived in London and didn’t expect anyone to meet us, but Lady Ann Lambton was standing there with a chauffeur and we were really happy to see her. She had a broken neck, it was in a brace.


Stayed at the Ritz (tipped $5 for bags).


Ann called her sister Rose and Oliver Musker and we decided to meet them at Morton’s. Had orange and champagne to drink, and a steak sandwich which was horrible ($55). Left for the Ritz, Jed and I, thought Ann would stay in Fred’s room but she didn’t because he had a small bed. Felt itchy and found a crab. Looked for more.


Saturday, January 15, 1977—London—Kuwait


Up at 7:00 for the flight to Kuwait. Tired. Packed, showered. Looked for crabs, still. Sent the hotel bill to the Mayor Gallery (tips at hotel $10). Picked up James Mayor at his place. He’d gotten us second-class seats, I was really mad, but there was one first-class one and I got it. Kuwait Air. The plane had to stop at Frankfurt and lots of people got on there. Read The Users by Joyce Haber, very boring, about a homosexual husband. Joyce was married to Doug Cramer, he’s a producer. There was a sheik on the plane up front with bodyguards in an even further front cabin. Took a pill. Fell asleep.


Woke up when the plane was landing. Arrived 11:00 late at night. Met at the airport by some Arabs. There was a girl Nadja, from the Council for Culture, who’d arranged the show. They made us drink some strange coffee at the airport.


Sunday, January 16, 1977—Kuwait


Up at 9:30. Breakfast toast and tea (tip $2, laundry $1). James called, meeting downstairs at 12:00. We were taken to a place that looked like some dump, but then everything here does, and it wasn’t until days later that we realized it had been a chic place. Outside the sun was warm with a lot of cars going by—big Rolls-Royces, big American cars. They gave us two cars but we only used one. Went back to the hotel to try to buy A-200 to kill the crabs.


Bought Nick Carter mysteries ($4). At 4:00 had to meet Nadja and James again. Went to a souk for local color. Ladies in black hiding their faces, big marketplace, bazaar. It got very cold. Got an outfit to give to Victor as a gift (hat $4, dress $26). Spent time looking for antiques, but there are none in Kuwait—just a few old pots from a couple of years ago. We were the only foreigners in the marketplace.


Went to Nadja’s gallery. Had some more of the sweet funny coffee they offer you all the time, you go crazy. We didn’t know that if you don’t shake your cup they keep pouring it in.


Bought five more copies of the Kuwait Times ($1). Calligraphy beautiful, no Pop there. Went to different drugstores looking for A-200. To hotel. Ordered dinner before dinner (tip $2). The people we were having dinner with sent a silver Cadillac limousine. Arrived at Qutayba al Ghanin’s, a rich young Peter Brant type. His house was on the gulf, a little out of town. Land there was really expensive. He made it chic by moving there.


Kuwaitis don’t serve hard liquor or beer or anything, it’s against the law, but the rich ones have some hard liquor, Jack Daniel’s or something.


Read Nick Carter. Really good—sex and girls.


Monday, January 17, 1977—Kuwait


Visit to the National Museum, there’s no history to this place, it goes back twenty-five years. There were like eight rooms, one had three coins in the whole room. Think there was one room that Alexander left some pots in. Alexander the Great—three pots and four coins. A room with yesterday’s dresses. More tea and coffee with the director. Just sat there, there was nothing to do. Carred over to see the secretary-general of the Council for Arts for more tea and coffee and ceremony. Dirty handprints on the wall, as if they killed somebody and it was a work of art or something. Guys standing around.


Everybody says the same routine: Where are you staying? How long have you been here? How long will you be here? When are you leaving? When are you coming back?


Carred over to see a rich collector named Fahad al Dabbous. Chubby and cute. He had a lot of paintings around on the wall, some Dalis, one sort of big one, lots of male friends there, most in costume, a couple of wives. They had drinks there, also—only the rich, remember? A big spread on the table, nothing compared to Iran’s big spreads. The men looked fat, but usually in costume you couldn’t tell too much. But this one was chubby. He had bought the Marilyn and the Flower prints. He was wearing a girl’s diamond-studded watch with a blue face. The Kuwaiti food was greasy—greasy roast.


Bought crab soap ($6). At 8:00 we were picked up by Mr. Bater, who was the cultural attaché from the United States to Kuwait, and taken to see the American Ambassador Morandi who was giving us a dinner. His wife was from Seattle, talked so much it drove us crazy. They were Democrats. Dinner was served at 10:00. Left at 12:00, bored. Used the crab soap, it didn’t work. Fell asleep in the bathtub. In bed couldn’t sleep. Read the Ruth Kligman book again, she was driving Jackson Pollock crazy in the car and that’s when he ran into the pole. Gave it to Fred to read.


Tuesday, January 18, 1977—Kuwait


Up after restless night at 9:00 (tip $1, laundry $2). James Mayor urgently calling—we were always late because it was always so boring we weren’t in a hurry. Visited a Kuwaiti artist atelier. Three artists in each room. This time tea or orange pop. Visited each stall, had to. One guy painted in Picasso-Chagall style. Not one original style. They sit on the floor and paint on rugs and pillows, it looked like hippie streetwares, like the sixties. It was the only nicely designed building in Kuwait because it was a copy of the Ford Foundation. Got a tour of the building. The man said it was very Kuwaitian.


Picked up at 4:30 for the opening of the exhibition in the Arts Council Hall. We had to meet the minister of state there. I think his name was Ahmad Al-Adwani—have that name written down. But maybe that name goes with someone else. I had sent him a copy of the Philosophy book [see Introduction] and he said he’d read it and that it had clever ideas, he was old and cute. There was a red ribbon in front of the door, I had to carry a pair of gold scissors on a red pillow to cut the ribbon. A lot of TV and press there.


Wednesday, January 19, 1977—Kuwait


Went to the exhibition for a tea party and had to drink more tea and then we were invited by the English ambassador to drop by. His daughter was there, she was seventeen and drew cartoons about fags. She was cute and funny. Had her father’s chin, which was no chin. There were a lot of English people there who’d been living and working in Kuwait for years. Left. Big rainstorm.


Picked up by Nadja and had a fight with Fred about not going to Germany. He said I had to go because “you’re a fading star there.” It was the way he said it that got me mad.


Dinner at Nadja’s house. There were sixty people. The best party the whole trip. She had eight or ten brothers and a mother and sisters and all the men dance together, looks like the twist. The food was really good. Then men began dancing with Fred. Someone gave him $40 for dancing so well. Had to stay until everybody left—2:30. James admired somebody’s robe and they gave it to him. Jed admired someone’s nose ring and he got it. I didn’t know about the custom, so I didn’t get anything.


Thursday, January 20, 1977—Kuwait—Rome


Alitalia flight. Five and a half hours. Read the Rome Daily American. Carter inaugurated. Disgusting drunks on the plane. Airport empty, disorganized. While standing there ran into Marina Cicogna and Florinda Bolkan coming from St. Moritz (cab to the Grand Hotel $20). Hotel suite wasn’t ready so we had to have lunch in the dining room. While we were there we ran into Helmut Newton and Patrick the makeup artist. And Suni Agnelli came in.


Had the suite Man Ray stayed in, he just died—he’d had a big opening in Rome right before. Fred said to forget what he’d said about me being a fading star in Germany, he sobered up, said that I didn’t have to go.


Sunday, January 23, 1977—Paris


Up at 10:00. Staying at Fred’s apartment. Made a lunch date with Peter Beard. Went out shopping and ran into Mick Jagger.


Went to Schiaparelli’s show (cab $3). They gave us a good seat and lots of attention. The show was awful, based on “The Three Graces” by Botticelli. One dress was worth $2 million or something and the best thing was the armed guards around it.


Monday, January 24, 1977—Paris


People kept coming in and out of the apartment all day starting at 5:00. Mick arrived so drunk from an afternoon with Peter Beard and Francis Bacon that he fell asleep on my bed. At 11:00 we tried to wake him up but he was too asleep. Club Sept ($120) with Peter and Mona Christiansen and Jed (cab $2, back $2).


Saturday, January 29, 1977—New York—Nashville


Catherine off the plane first, given a bouquet, and then everyone was. About eight cheerleaders were there to greet us in blue outfits with “W” on them, pom-pom girls, doing Warhol-Wyeth cheers.


Staying with a guy named Martin and his wife Peggy who are the Jack Daniel’s people.


Went backstage at the Grand Ole Opry, went into the dressing room. Marty Robbins was practicing.


Sunday, January 30, 1977—Nashville


The museum opening of the portraits by Jamie and me was at 6:00. The tour organizer took Catherine and me around the Fine Arts Center at Cheekwood. We tried to grab hot dogs, we were so hungry, but he whisked us away. There was a staircase there brought from England. The popcorn machine was at the top of it and Catherine and I went to get some, we were eating and talking and we noticed that the stairs were lined with people and then we realized that they were lined up because they thought it was a receiving line to meet me, because they saw me at the top. We filled up some bags with popcorn and tried to get out, but then someone asked for some and I gave them a bag, and then I wound up giving autographs for an hour and a half. Then dinner was served.


A few of the locals came, and Don Johnson, that cute actor we know from Magic Garden of Stanley Sweetheart, he’s a friend of Phil Walden’s.


Suzie Frankfurt came down to Nashville to social-climb. She’d pre-written thank-you notes before she even got there and she made out well, she got on the front page with me instead of Catherine who didn’t step forward fast enough.


Monday, January 31, 1977—Nashville—New York


Vincent heard that Joe Dallesandro’s [see Introduction] foster mother died on Long Island last week. This is two weeks after his brother Bobby died, and Joe’s still here in this country—he hasn’t gone back to Europe yet.


Worked until 7:30. Went to Regine’s. Warren Beatty was there looking a little older and heavier. Jack Nicholson was there looking a little older and heavier. Anjelica Huston and Apollonia the model were there. I like Apollonia now, she’s really sweet. And Catherine Deneuve was there, who the party was for. Warren was dating Iman, the black model.


Barbara Allen and her beau Philip Niarchos were there and James Brady and the Women’s Wear Daily guy, Coady. He was carrying on at Barbara and Philip’s table and Philip was trying to be charming, and Coady was with a beautiful girl—I couldn’t figure out how he would be—and they left early. Barbara Allen came over and told me that Coady had been saying, “I hate everything here. I hate Jack Nicholson, I hate Warren Beatty, I hate Andy Warhol, I hate Diana Vreeland, and most of all I hate James Brady.”


Oh and the food. He also hated the food.


Philip was drinking and getting cuter. Barbara really seems like she wants to get married, I think she wants to have children with him.


Ruth Kligman had called me that afternoon and I told her I was seeing Jack Nicholson and would talk to him about starring in the Jackson Pollock movie. She asked me if I could take her to meet Jack and I said no. (laughs) I wouldn’t take her anywhere after reading her book. She actually killed Pollock, she was driving him so nuts.


A fifteen-year-old girl Philip knew from St. Moritz was there with her father and she was talking to Philip and Barbara was nervous because when you saw them together you could really see that girls like Barbara and Apollonia had lived—they looked old—and this fifteen-year-old’s charm was that she was so young and like a little girl, like she hadn’t been used yet.


Jack stopped by the table and I said I was going to send Ruth Kligman’s book and he said she’d already called him.


Tuesday, February 1, 1977


Joe Dallesandro came by 860 for lunch. I asked him how his brother Bobby had really died, and he finally changed it from the “accident” he said it was originally to what really happened. Bobby hung himself. Joe was quiet at lunch.


Finally got to bed early for a night. The cold wave is the big news. And the gas shortage they’re playing up.


Wednesday, February 2, 1977


Ronnie and I had a fight. He was upset when I said I didn’t want the Hammers & Sickles cut and stretched the way he’d done them while I was away, and he said that he’d done all the work for nothing. I asked him what he would have been doing if he hadn’t been doing that, anyway, so what did it matter if it wasn’t necessary. I said I never know what I want until I see what I don’t want, and then he said well then that was okay if I “bounced off that,” that it was worth the effort, that he just resented it if he’d done it for absolutely no reason.


Worked late, didn’t leave until around 7:30. Talked to PH about Popism, she told me about her interviews with Jonas Mekas and Kenny Jay Lane the day before. Jonas had been good, Kenny was lousy.


Dropped Catherine off (cab $3). Went home and did some work, then at 11:00 Catherine and I went over to Regine’s to interview Michael Jackson of the Jackson 5. He’s very tall now, but he has a really high voice. He had a big guy with him, maybe a bodyguard, and the girl from The Wiz. The whole situation was funny because Catherine and I didn’t know anything about Michael Jackson, really, and he didn’t know anything about me—he thought I was a poet or something like that. So he was asking questions that nobody who knew me would ask—like if I was married, if I had any kids, if my mother was alive… (laughs) I told him, “She’s in a home.” [see Introduction]


We tried to get Michael to dance and at first he wouldn’t but then he and the girl from The Wiz got up and did one dance.


Thursday, February 3, 1977—New York—Denver


At the airport in the morning I ran into Jean Smith, who was on the same flight. She was with her son, who was sort of big and heavy. She asked about Jamie Wyeth. In Denver there was a blonde girl driving a Rolls-Royce, she had on a chauffeur’s cap and gave a tour of the city. Dropped us at the Brown Palace Hotel, an old hotel with a new annex but I decided to stay in the old part. The lobby looked better than the room, service very fast, lots of extras like showercaps, a new TV, and soap. Room had a basket of fruit. I called my nephew Father Paul and said I’d meet him the next day at my opening. Picked up at 6:30 for the preview for the patrons. Fred got really drunk. He got mad at some tough ninety-year-old lady and told her that he was only there for the money, honey, and I tried to shut him up, but he just hated the whole thing so much, and he decided that next time I did personal appearances he would stipulate that they had to buy something. All the women too ugly for portraits.


Friday, February 4, 1977—Denver


Weather beautiful, fifty or fifty-five, blue skies. Tried to walk as much as possible. Walked to museum at 2:00, had to do some press interviews. They were boring.


The opening was at 7:00 but we decided to go at 8:00. We were getting the Rolls-Royce again. At 7:30 Father Paul arrived and my niece Eva. Ordered double drinks and Father Paul got a little high and they wanted to ride with me so they got into the Rolls-Royce, full of girls. Father Paul tried to convert them. Crowded at the museum. Dreadful dinner, sold Interview shirts and Philosophy books and posters.


Got handed some mash poems.


At 10:00 they let the $10 people in, they were all the freaks of Denver, a lot of cute boys and nutty girls.


Sunday, February 6, 1977—Carbondale, Colorado—Denver


Went with John and Kimiko Powers to the forty acres I bought out near Aspen. Ran into two girls on the property riding horses. They said it was the most wonderful country they’d ever spent time in.


Caught a flight to Denver. Took forty minutes. Checked into the Stouffer Hotel near the airport.


At 3:00 in the morning thought I heard the doorknob being turned—it was the little brats in the room next door listening to TV. Scary.


Monday, February 7, 1977—Denver—New York


Woke up at the crack of dawn, went to the airport. There was a guy cleaning the windows of the plane as I was going on, and some people can just look up and say, “Hi, Andy” so casually, and he was great, he did that. Later he came to find us and asked for an autograph for his high school teacher.


Cab in from the airport ($20). Dropped off the bags and Fred (called Vincent from the airport $.10). Sent Ronnie for supplies ($10.80). Went to 860 (cab $4). Jamie Wyeth was there, talked to him (tea $10). Lester Persky called to invite me to dinner in honor of James Brady, who’s the new editor of New York.


Geraldine Stutz was there. It turns out she’s on the same council as Jamie, the American Council for the Arts, that gives money to artists. I think it’s disgusting the artists they give the money to. They always pick the ones that are very “serious.” Walter Cronkite was there.


Lester started getting drunk and was really funny, telling me how great it was that we were still friends, even though he’d never done anything for me and never would. And then he did his “I’m so rich now and I’m still unhappy” routine. Really, does he do it at every dinner every night? He must.


A famous male model came and sat down, from Zoli. He’d just had a baby in Alaska. I met the editor of the Daily News, Michael O’Neal. I’d never met him in all these years, and I was thrilled to meet him. When I found out the guy knew all about Interview, I really loved him. He was big and Irish with lots of hair, grey. I introduced Catherine as the “editor” of Interview just so they could talk, but she was being in a funny mood and didn’t really answer his questions. Jamie Wyeth had gone off to Elaine’s. Catherine said she wanted to take a cab home. She must have made a date with someone, maybe Jamie.


An English kid came over from the bar where he’d just been talking with Lester Persky and asked if Lester was really the Lester Persky the big producer, and I (laughs) had to say yes.


Larry Freeberg from Metromedia who first proposed that we do a TV show, and then turned it down when Bob handed in our budget, was there, but I didn’t recognize him and stared at him blankly when he walked in. But that was good—maybe he’ll think twice about what he did to us.


Tuesday, February 8, 1977


Leo Lerman called in the afternoon and commissioned a portrait for Vogue’s one-time-use only of Queen Elizabeth.


Friday, February 11, 1977


Cabbed up to Suzie Frankfurt’s and there was a lot of traffic ($5). Suzie is designing clothes for women who’re over the hill, and it’s a funny idea, they’re the wrong colors and they emphasize the wrong places, she’s going to try to get into that business on Seventh Avenue and she’s also trying to go into antiques as a business. She’s going to go with us to California on Wednesday—Norton Simon, remember, is her cousin.


Wednesday, February 16, 1977—New York—Los Angeles


Arrived in sunny California. Dropped Suzie Frankfurt off at the Simons’ on Sunset Boulevard in glamorous Beverly Hills. Called the Beverly Hills Hotel but they were out of rooms so we had to stay at the Beverly Wilshire. Catherine called her half-uncle Erskine who was in town, he’s just a little bit younger than she is. He’s been traveling around the world all year with his cousin Miranda Guinness, the twin sister of Sabrina. Went to Allan Carr’s. He has a great house. As soon as we got there he wanted us to leave because he was having a dinner and his guests were arriving and when we turned the corner Jed and Catherine almost fainted because they saw the Fonz sitting there. Allan gave us a tour of the house, he said Ingrid Bergman built it and Kim Novak lived there after her. Took us to every bathroom and closet, showed us how the bed went up and down like a barber chair. Meanwhile Suzie was talking to the Fonz. She asked him what he did, he said he was “An Olympic swimmer,” and Suzie was so excited because she’d “never met one before”—she kept asking him what year and if he knew Mark Spitz and everything. By this time the Fonz sort of got annoyed and couldn’t believe anybody didn’t know who he was. She still didn’t know who he was after I said, “He’s the Fonz.” The Fonz talked very serious, he tries to be very heavy. He told me how much he liked me because of “famous for fifteen minutes,” and something about closets from the Philosophy book—empty spaces and things like that. I was so excited meeting him that I couldn’t think of anything to say.


The David Begelmans arrived. We had to leave because the dinner was about to start. There were white orchids on the girls’ plates. Allan took us in and showed us the table and the food before he kicked us out. That was funny.



Thursday, February 17, 1977—Los Angeles


I went to tour the Gemini Gallery with Sidney Felsen and his partner. At Gemini I got an idea. They can now print 10' × 10' and I’m going to think about it. Done an hour earlier than supposed to, decided to walk around, the shops just so exciting.


A person ran after me and it turned out to be Jackson Browne. He invited me to come to the recording studio across the street to hear his new record. He was adorable.


The cab strike was on so Catherine and I found a limo outside, had to meet Tyrone Power’s daughter Taryn at 5:00 at the Imperial Gardens restaurant on Sunset (limo $10). Back for Fred, had to give him money ($5). He went off to Paul Jasmin’s cocktail party for Divine where he met Tab Hunter.


At the Imperial Gardens with Taryn taped for about two hours. Had some sake and food ($20 with tip). She took us next door to her boyfriend Norman Sieff’s house. He was so ugly and she was so beautiful—I was disappointed. He said he’d met me in Max’s years ago. He has Taryn under his influence. We wanted to get her away from him so we asked her to go to the dinner that Doug Christmas, the art dealer, was giving for me at Mr. Chow’s. She had wheels and drove us back to the hotel.


Got dressed and driven over to Mr. Chow’s. Lots of people there. Bianca Jagger, Russell Means, Polanski, Tony Bill, Allan Carr, Pat Ast. Russell Means had an Indian girlfriend. George Hamilton, Marcia Weisman, Nelson Lyon, who was telling me about some producer who drank the piss someone gave him and he didn’t know.


Jed had invited Tab. Jed felt guilty because we didn’t cast Tab as Carroll Baker’s husband in Bad—he’d really wanted the role. Peter Lester from Interview arrived with Maria Smith and he kept apologizing for being late but nobody cared. Geraldine Smith [see Introduction] was with Johnny Wyoming. Perry King, Susan Tyrrell, Allan Carr sitting talking with George Hamilton. Sat next to Tony Bill and Bianca. Polanski across the way from me. We’d run into him in the lobby of the hotel and he was going to see Rocky then and so he was just back from seeing it, said he loved it.


The big people, Sue Mengers and Ryan O’Neal, didn’t arrive, they told Bianca that they couldn’t “be seen at tacky places like Mr. Chow’s.” Bianca took us to On the Rox, owned by Lou Adler. When we got there it was Ringo Starr and Alice Cooper. I’m not saying they were the only celebrities there—they were the only people there, and they were in the john. Whoever is there is in the john taking coke. Bianca introduced me to Ringo. Alice came over to say hello.


Bianca left because she was staying out in Malibu and Mick was coming in and then leaving town the next day so she wanted to get home early to see him.


Friday, February 18, 1977—Los Angeles


Rode out to the Ace Gallery in Venice to do a press conference. Called the office in New York in the morning and Ronnie told me it was Andy Warhol Day on The Gong Show. Back at the hotel I had lots of messages. Dinner at Marcia Weisman’s (cab there $4). Ryan O’Neal was there and Sue Mengers. Ryan was leaning against the Morris Louis and put a big dent in it. He was sour. I had all the Guinness kids with me—Catherine, Erskine, and Miranda—and it turned out Miranda’s twin sister Sabrina had been Tatum’s nanny and Ryan’s secretary when Ryan was filming Barry Lyndon in England, and Ryan hated her, so he was taking it out on Miranda, and she went to the bathroom to cry. Sabrina is actually a groupie, even though she’s a Guinness.


Sue looked terrible and so did Ryan. They left early because, I think, they thought “nobody” was there. Hollywood people are rotten. They all play these games with their A, B, and C groups and it’s just too stupid. That’s why when they come down, they really come down. One thing about Bianca, she really has class because she’ll go anywhere.


Saturday, February 19, 1977—Los Angeles


Suzie Frankfurt arrived with Marcia Weisman. They had a Rolls-Royce so we Rollsed over to the hospital, Cedars-Sinai. Lots of people waiting, I sold $1,500 worth of stuff for a benefit. Marcia was very pushy. If anyone took a picture they had to pay $10. If I signed a can they paid $5. She told them that my prices would go up in the afternoon to $100 a poster, when actually they were going to go down to $6.


Dropped back at the hotel. Picked up by Doug at 1:30 and a camera crew filmed us in the limo on the way out to Venice for my opening. Before the opening we went to see Tony Bill’s apartment, he bought a building across from the Ace Gallery with the money he’s making from either Taxi Driver, The Sting, or Shampoo.


The Ace Gallery was very crowded, people around the block waiting to get in. Russell and I signed the Russell Means posters. Viva and Paul Morrissey were there. There were a couple of other people from the old days—Cockettes.


I got so tired of signing posters all afternoon that I skipped out at 5:00 to the limo. Suzie invited us along to have a drink in Bel Air at her model friend Cheryl Tiegs’s and her husband Stan Dragoti, who works for Wells Rich Greene. Fred was bitten by a big dog when he opened the wrong door when he was looking for the bathroom, but he didn’t say anything about it until there was lots of blood coming down his leg. He just put some alcohol on and then we left at 7:30.


In the lobby ran into Annie Leibovitz and Jann Wenner. Susan Blond left a message saying she was with Michael Jackson at Top of the Rox. Jann and Annie had just gotten back from there, the Grammys had just finished up, so everyone was drunk. A couple of boys in the lobby tried to pick me up.


Sunday, February 20, 1977—Los Angeles


Doug Christmas’s P.R. woman, Esther, arrived from church with an autograph from Jane Wyman, she’d asked for it while Jane Wyman was kneeling.


First supposed to have lunch with Bianca Jagger, but Wendy Stark said we could all have lunch at Coco Brown’s and I didn’t want to but Fred thought it was a good idea. The first car left, we were in the second, and we had a house number 36912 in Malibu. When we got there we couldn’t find it, but then the first car came along with Richard Weisman in it and he went to knock at 36910 because there was no 12, and the person who opened the door was “Mary Hartman,” with her funny braids on.


She said she’d have a party for us if we couldn’t find the party we were going to. But just then Coco Brown came by in another car with Wendy Stark and they said it was just down the block, that Wendy’d got the number wrong.


We got to the house and Bianca was there. She’d had a fight with Mick and he’d left that morning for New York—she’d accused him of an affair with Linda Ronstadt.


Walked down the beach with Bianca past the house of Larry Hagman, and he was standing on the beach in a funny uniform like a foreign-legion outfit, doing funny hand things, and I guess he’s gone off his rocker. While we were going by the sea came up and wet my shoes.


Spent three hours trying to make dinner plans. Bob Ellis, Diana Ross’s ex, and Alana Hamilton seemed too drunk, Bianca didn’t want to be with Miranda because she was the sister of Sabrina, Jed said he was hungry and he’d eat anywhere, and Wendy wanted us to go to Max Palevsky’s because she thought it would be good for us—he was going to have us over to see his art collection.


And so finally when we got together we went to a restaurant called Orsini’s, Italian food. Fred screamed at Catherine and told her how rude she was to him in front of everybody.


Monday, February 21, 1977—Los Angeles—San Francisco


Got up, packed (cab to airport $20, tip to baggage guy $4, magazines $8).


United flight 433 arrived 1:05. Met at the airport with champagne and limo by Mark from the gallery where my show was, had royal treatment. He dropped us off at the Mark Hopkins, had lunch at the Top of the Mark.


Then we walked to the gallery three blocks away down a steep, steep hill. The space was very large, and it was just around where we used to stay with the Velvets [see Introduction]. The hanging was just wild. Rotten, badly hung. Unbelievable. Bad taste. Mark’s mother just horrible.


Press conference, TV show with a guy who was a beauty but he didn’t know anything and didn’t really like me and so I was being awful, too. I took him over to a piece of sculpture and told him that I’d done it, which I didn’t—didn’t get found out until afterwards. Mark took us to the back where there were magic mushrooms. He took us for a ride across the Golden Gate Bridge. Under the bridge there were surfers. Very strange. All the boys wearing black suits, wetsuits, scary and nutty. Touring in Sausalito really fun. When we arrived back at the hotel Jed and his family were there, he has a new fat stepfather. And Mrs. Johnson thanked me for being so nice to her son and made me blush.


I had to stay around the gallery until 9:30. Mark’s mother really made me work. Trader Vic’s was just up the block. Walked there.


Oh, and Carol Doda, the stripper, came to the opening, and I was so bored that I talked about her a lot and so Mark said we’d go to the strip joint. Brought the limo back, went to the strip joint, Carol is now just as wide as high, saw three naked girls rubbing their asses and cunts against the floor, and Carol Doda came down on the piano and went up to the ceiling on it. She was so old that they only had blinking lights for her. Catherine and I were falling asleep (drinks $35). Fred had disappeared, he was out cruising.


Tuesday, February 22, 1977—San Francisco—Miami


Took five hours to get to Miami. Paid for Catherine’s ticket ($72.53). It was night in a minute, a long flight. Charlie Cowles met us in a great car, warm and wonderful, but it was 11:00. Time changes. Past the Fontainebleau, things like that. Took us to his mother’s place on Indian Creek Island on the grounds of a private club, had a lot of waterfront property. Met the mother and father, Mr. and Mrs. Gardner Cowles. Had sandwiches. Fred and I were in the guest house, Catherine was in the main house. Read Artforum which Charlie Cowles owns and went to bed.


Wednesday, February 23, 1977—Miami


Overslept and got up around 10:30 and breakfast wasn’t served by then, but there was coffee. Started taking pictures of Gardner—they call him “Mike”—he adopted Charlie, owns TV stations, sold some of his magazines to the New York Times, used to own Look.


At lunch Mrs. Cowles said she was losing her two Argentinian housekeepers—rich people usually talk about servants at dinners and lunches. Then Charlie took us on the tour.


Fred told Catherine why he had yelled at her—because when he went to wake her up she had screamed, “Don’t touch me, don’t touch me!” and she said she was sorry she did it.


Charlie wanted to know if we wanted to go to Fort Lauderdale where the boys are. Went to the gay places there and Charlie took us down the boardwalk. The first place, forget the name, the bartenders were in dresses with mustaches and beards. The first one said, “I’m a friend of Brigid Berlin’s.”


I really had to pee. Fred came back from the bathroom and I asked him if there was anybody in there and he said no, that it was empty. I went in and was peeing and suddenly there was someone next to me saying, “Oh my God, I can’t believe I’m standing next to you, let me shake your hand,” and then he realized and said, “No, I’ll wash my hands and then we can shake.” I lost my concentration and had to stop peeing. And then more and more people started coming in and saying, “Is it really you?” I got out.


The waiters said that there were only waitresses some nights, the place alternated. It sounded like Paul Morrissey’s idea for the Western he was going to do, where the town is half men and half men-in-drag because there were no women ($5).


Went to a place down a ways with pinball machines and played them for a while ($10).


Saturday, February 26, 1977—New York


Jamie Wyeth had invited me to lunch for Ted Kennedy’s birthday party, but in the morning he called and said that Rose Kennedy was only having a small one and he didn’t realize that, so I couldn’t go after all, but I think it was just maybe Jamie changing his mind. Went home at 8:30. Saw on Metromedia that they took the idea from our proposal that they turned down and then went and did it themselves—they had Dinner with Bella Abzug on TV. But they did it boring and corny and it made me so mad.


Monday, March 7, 1977


Woke up very cranky, left the house early, around 9:30, cabbed to Chembank ($3.30). Got a letter at the office from the White House from Jimmy Carter. I wish I’d talked more last month when I met him, but I was so nervous. He’s really nice, though, a really nice man.


Jamie Wyeth still was painting Arnold Schwarzenegger who was still posing. Lunch for Jamie and Arnold ($16). Alex Heinrici came by to touch up something. Worked all afternoon.


Picked up Bob Colacello and cabbed to 45 Sutton Place South. A book party for Anita Loos given by Arnold Weissberger. I had forgotten my tape and camera and there were lots of celebs. Arnold Weissberger and Milton Goldman have the longest-running gay marriage in New York. Arnold is seventy-something, the biggest old-time show-biz lawyer and amateur photographer. He takes pictures of everyone who comes to his house. He had a book out last year called Famous Faces. He had the book on the dining table at the party and he was making the famous faces sign it next to their pictures. Milton Goldman is sixty-something and a big agent at IFA. Bob noticed that he was the only person under thirty there—barely—and I said that Arnold must be afraid to have young kids because he might lose Milton. All the butlers and bartenders were over sixty. They brought one drink at a time and the tray shaked.


Paulette Goddard was there, she told me that she didn’t sell one rug at Parke Bernet because the dealers, she felt, had ganged up on her. And they probably did, because those rugs are great. Talked to Rosemary Harris, Martha Graham, Cyril Ritchard, Rex Harrison, Sylvia Porter. Milton introduced everyone three times.


Cabbed to Elaine’s ($3.25) to meet Jamie and Arnold and Rudolf Nureyev. Jamie was having a meeting of their minds. On the way in the friend of Lester Persky’s who always feels me up grabbed me and introduced me to Neile McQueen, and she was actually pretty. He whispered, “Ex-wife, Steve McQueen” in my ear.


Arnold walked in with three little girls, one of them was a sportswriter on the New York Times, and she’s in love with him.


Then the most fascinating thing happened. A guy who Elaine introduced me to did his card tricks, and it was where he flashed the deck and then said think of a card and then he guessed the card eight times! I couldn’t get it out of my mind, I thought about it all night. I’ve just got to know how he did it, because if you can do that, you can do anything. Dropped off Catherine and Uncle Erskine and Miranda ($3).


Tuesday, March 8, 1977


It was a pretty day, walked around uptown, then went to the office. Jamie and Arnold were there. I thanked them for a good time the night before (art supplies $5.85). Jamie said that Nureyev had fallen in love with Erskine, and that Erskine had almost given in, but didn’t, and that Nureyev’s last words (laughs) were, “We can just watch TV.” He gave autographs to Erskine and Catherine.


Was picked up by Bob at 8:00 P.M., cabbed to the Iranian embassy. Bob made me go in black tie, but we were the only formal ones and then his excuse was that we were invited to so many parties he didn’t remember. We’re starting to feel used by the Iranians. It started in Washington a couple of weeks ago when we realized that Ambassador Zahedi isn’t “in” now with Carter—he was so Nixon- and Ford-affiliated, but now he wants to be in with the Democrats and needs help and that’s us. It was a heavy dinner for the Swedish ambassador.


Our excuse for leaving early was that we had to go to François de Menil’s party for Princess Marina of Greece who had an opening at the Iolas Gallery (cab to Francois’s on 69th Street $2.25). It was jumping—Arman and Corice, Larry Rivers—great party.


Gigi was there and she just broke up with Ronnie and went off with Spyro Niarchos, and so Ronnie was depressed. Earlier she’d been telling me that it was on the rocks for her and Ronnie—she said they haven’t talked to each other for three months now. He’s getting jealous of her making more money and traveling around, but he’s not ambitious and she is, but she says she loves him but that they have to break up because it can’t go on. That’s the gist of it. Gigi had told me she was going to. Barbara Allen was there with Philip Niarchos, they’re back in town.


Dennis Hopper was supposed to be there, but I missed him. He’s living with/staying with Caterine Milinaire—they’re (laughs) “together.” Ronnie’s friend Tony Shafrazi was there, just back from Iran. He’s the one who defaced Picasso’s painting at the Modern. The “Guernica.”


Hoveyda told us that Sidney Lumet is coming to Paulette’s dinner at the embassy next week and we said, “That’s nice.” I hear that Sidney Lumet goes around town calling me a racist just because Mandingo was my favorite movie of the year.



Wednesday, March 9, 1977


Read an item in the newspaper that Liz Taylor was selling her diamonds on Madison Avenue secretly to help her husband’s campaign with money, so I kept an eye out. Walked over to office. Ronnie wasn’t at work for two reasons—first because Gigi had run off with Spyro Niarchos the night before at the party, and second because Wim Wenders was shooting a movie down at his loft—Dennis Hopper is the star of it.


Lee Radziwill and her son Antony came down for lunch. Antony has gotten even bigger. Thicker. She said that since she didn’t go down to the Washington dinner Zahedi gave me the other week he reacted by sending her champagne and caviar, and when she sent a thank-you note, he sent more champagne and caviar, and when she sent another, etc. etc. So he’s really going after her.


Walter Stait from Philadelphia had called to ask if I wanted to have dinner with him and Ted Carey and I said yes. Ted Carey was having health problems and he went to Dr. Cox, and Doc Cox was a good doctor because he recognized the symptoms Ted had and said it was syphilis of the throat. The Doc must have other patients with that problem, probably. So he sent him for treatment, and the only problem left is that Ted keeps getting worms, they keep recurring. At dinner, Ted was very good to talk to for Popism, we reminisced about when we posed together for our Fairfield Porter portrait.


Thursday, March 10, 1977


Barbara Allen was bringing Princess Firyal of Jordan, who’s dating Stavros Niarchos, down to the Factory.


The big drama was the Ronnie-Gigi-Spyro triangle. Ronnie called the Waldorf Towers late last night looking for Gigi and the desk wouldn’t put the call through to the Niarchos apartment so first he left a message saying that “Gigi’s husband called” and later he left a message saying that “Gigi’s brother died.”


So this morning Spyro called Ronnie and asked if it was all right if he came to Firyal’s lunch, he said he hadn’t known that Gigi and Ronnie were “together,” etc. Ronnie said he could come, but that if Spyro said so much as hello to him, he would beat him up.


Spyro told Bob that Gigi had just walked up to him at the de Menil party and said, “Remember me?” and he didn’t, so she refreshed his memory and then said she wasn’t with her boyfriend anymore and since they were both alone why didn’t they be together for the night. Spyro told Bob that now he thought Gigi was awful to involve him in her mess with Ronnie. So she blew it.


Anyway at lunch everyone was sitting down and Ronnie came in and started filling his plate and then he said, “Where’s my seat?” And I got scared there’d be trouble because he was acting kind of hysterical, so I told him that somebody had to answer the phones and anyway, that if he sat down there’d be thirteen at the table. Worked until about 4:00. Barbara looked very very thin, she said that Peter Marino was doing a wonderful job designing her apartment. Cabbed up to pick up Victor to take him to Suzie Frankfurt’s open house—“Suzie Frankfurt at Home” (cab $5). Fred was there and so was Francesca Stanfill from Women’s Wear Daily. Mayor Lindsay was there. Suzie had good tea sandwiches, I ate around forty.


Marvin Davis who was at I. Miller and gave me my first job was there, and when he saw my old shoe drawings that Suzie has he said it was like being in the time machine. Suzie got nervous because nobody bought anything—clothes, furniture, antiques. The idea was “Antiques in a Setting.” It’s a cute idea. She can probably deduct three-quarters of the house. Dropped Suzie’s ex-husband Steve Frankfurt off ($3). Went to the East Side antiques show ($2.50). Walked home.


Bob and I picked up Elsa Martinelli at the St. Regis to take her to the Iranian embassy. It was a buffet, jammed. In honor of the new American ambassador to Italy, Mr. Gardner, and his wife Danielle.


I got stuck talking to the Baroness de Bodisco. Hoveyda tried to rescue me and said to her, “I think there’s someone upstairs it would be nice if you came with me to meet,” and she said, “No.” And then Hoveyda said she wouldn’t be invited back again, and she said, “I don’t care.”


Friday, March 11, 1977


I had a talk with Rick Li Brizzi at the office, told him he was selling my Maos and Soup Cans too cheap. Went home to change, picked up by Catherine, went to Nima Isham’s for a birthday party for Firooz and her husband Chris Isham ($3).


The apartment was decorated with streamers and balloons. I was playing around, attaching some of the helium balloons to people who didn’t know it. Bob kept getting annoyed, brushing his balloon away, he didn’t know it was tied to him. After the dinner two cakes were brought out and somehow the whole table collapsed and both cakes went on the floor.


And Ronnie and Gigi are back together.


Saturday, March 12, 1977


Up early, beautiful day. Went down to Subkoff’s Antiques to see ideas (cab $3). Walked over to the office. Bob was there, looking through pictures for the photo book Bob and I are doing. Vincent went out and got the paper, and that’s where the headline was: “MOVIE DIRECTOR CHARGED WITH RAPE.” Roman Polanski. With a thirteen-year-old girl he took to a party at Jack Nicholson’s house, and when the police went over to Jack’s the next day after the girl’s parents called them, they searched the house and Anjelica got arrested for coke.


Victor had told me that I absolutely had to watch the Dinner with Halston show on channel 5—Metromedia.


This is the idea that we submitted to Larry Freeberg at Metromedia and they turned down, and now they’re doing with other people. Halston’s guests were Bianca, Joe Eula, the acupuncture doctor—Giller, Jane Holzer, Victor. It was very boring. They’d asked me to go on this show and I said no because they’d ripped off my idea.


It was a live dinner with a seven-second delay. Joe Eula said “bullshit” once and it was cut. The only real-life thing missing at the table was coke, and no runs to the bathroom. Victor was the life of the dinner, he took his fake mustache off. He used to have a real one but he’d shaved it off probably because he hates the acupuncture doctor who has one, but he put one on for the show. He also had a plastic chicken with him and kept talking to it, telling it to “say hello to Andy.” Joe Eula and Victor had a tiff at the table, something about me. Joe told Victor, “Let Andy speak for himself, why he’s not here,” and that’s when Victor—on Metromedia—said that Metromedia had ripped me off. So he was great.


Jane didn’t have the right makeup on so she didn’t look good, and they kept referring to her as “the renowned fashion model.” The dinner degenerated into throwing drinks. Maybe they’d decided on that because they’re supposed to be the “wild set.” Jane threw champagne in the air and then everybody started but it looked so lame, and so Victor poured his in her lap. Victor and Halston were having a quarrel—you could tell because Victor announced that he wasn’t going to do Halston’s windows anymore, that he was now “an artist for hire,” and the camera went close on Halston’s hard face. At one point Halston or Bianca or somebody actually said, “Let’s take this hour and a half and just go with it!” And that’s when most people probably shut their TVs off, the thought of something like that dragging on for an hour and a half must’ve made them gag.


And meanwhile who should Fred be at dinner with but Larry Freeberg, who’d stolen the idea from me in the first place. They were all at the Hermitage, at a dinner for Nureyev, and Freeberg was with Lee Radziwill—they’re planning to do a channel 5 dinner with her, too.


Halston was having a “cast party” at his place after the show. When I got there, Mick had come by. He was cute—he told Bianca how good she was on the show, but around 4:00 he wanted to leave and she didn’t so she stayed. Everyone was mad at Victor, saying he’d ruined the show, so he’d already left to go barring.


Sunday, March 13, 1977


Fred says I should stop telling people the TV dinner show was our idea because the show they came out with is really awful. He thought Halston and everybody made fools of themselves. He said Mick actually had hated Bianca in it.


It was raining hard all day long. Went to church (newspapers and magazines $14). Paulette called and we talked about Dinner with Halston and I told her it was ripped off from me and she also said better not tell anybody, it was so bad. The thing is, I guess, in that long amount of time, everybody’s real personality just comes out and it’s too revealing of how boring they are.


Jane Holzer called and wanted me to pick her up for the Gilmans but I begged off. It was raining and I had to bring up a painting to Sondra Gilman. Barbara Allen called and invited me to dinner with Stavros Niarchos. Richard Turley called twice to say he had both of my unlisted phone numbers, he said he was going out with Tennessee Williams and wanted me to come along.


It was a party the Gilmans were giving for some horse people from France. They had a new Lichtenstein, the tough ones, the still-life of the bathroom door. Everyone loved the portrait of Sondra, they seemed to be saying that I really flattered her. They had caviar going around out of a big tin. Sondra introduced me right away to Adela Holzer and she was wonderful, she has a hit now with two one-acters, one is James Coco eating himself to death and the other is Siamese twins, it’s called Monsters. She invited me to lunch next week. She said she’s going into the TV business so I was after her.


Monday, March 14, 1977


Brigid called yesterday, says she’s down to 161. She’s coming by tomorrow to pick up her Christmas present and her birthday present from last September which she said she didn’t want to pick up at that time. The reviews came from England and they were bad for Bad. Stupid people like Frank Rich can write four pages on some nothing movie, but about Bad they just describe what it is and leave it at that. Don’t they know what their job is? To say what something means? I read the reviews and it sounds like the censors didn’t take out the baby being thrown out the window the way they threatened they were going to.


Ahmet and Mica Ertegun called to invite me to dinner at Gallagher’s that night for the Traamps, a thirteen-member black group on Atlantic that was going to be playing at Roseland. So we went there and the best thing at Roseland was a girl with real gold—like 14K—fingernails that you buy and she got my number so she’s going to call to get interviewed in Interview. She’s a famous singer.


Tuesday, March 15, 1977


The girl singer with the gold nails from last night called, Esther Phillips. I just know she’s a good singer, I can tell. She said she was going out to California and we’re going to try to get together out there.


Victor came down with a nude pose-er. I’m having boys come and model nude for photos for the new paintings I’m doing. But I shouldn’t call them nudes. It should be something more artistic. Like “Landscapes.” Landscapes.


Dropped Catherine and Fred ($4). Changed, got ready for Carrie Donovan’s black-tie dinner at “21.” Joseph Brooks, the president of Lord and Taylor, invited me (cab to “21” $2.50). Diana Vreeland was Fred’s date for the evening, and they stopped at “21” and then went over to the Iranian embassy where I had to go later, too. The “21” thing was fun (cab $2.60). The Iranian thing was a dinner for Paulette Goddard and Bob had done the list and the seating, but it was everybody and everything the way Paulette wanted, and I was bored because she hadn’t invited any interesting people or any beauties, just her friends. But there was lots of fresh caviar. I was next to Carroll Portago and Gisela Hoveyda, the ambassador’s wife.


Bob never wanted the Lumets in the first place, and then they pulled out an hour before the dinner and he had to do the seating all over again.


Diana Vreeland was having a great time talking to a man named Dr. Lucky, the head of New York Hospital. Anita Loos was there and I told her she had a beautiful dress on. She’s so tiny I asked her if she went to the children’s departments to get the long dresses and she said that they didn’t have any evening dresses in the children’s department, that this was a Madame Grès, and I asked her if it was half-price because it was so small and she said, “No. I get a fur coat and Kate Smith gets one and we pay the same amount of money.”


I asked Anita how the really glamorous women went to bed with men, what did they do, and she said that the only one she really knew about was somebody out in Hollywood who, when the moment would come, would kneel down on the floor and pray to God to forgive her and then the guys would get turned off and ashamed of themselves and they’d give her jewels.


Anita told me that she’s managed to stay friends with Paulette by never asking her a direct question. I said I made my big mistake saying, “What was your sex life like with Chaplin?”


Wednesday, March 16, 1977


Had to leave the office early to go home and change because I had to be at Aly Kaiser’s place at U.N. Plaza. She’s about sixty years old, but looks younger. She was the nurse and he was Kaiser Aluminum and he married her. She had a limo, and the big French poodle sat up front with the chauffeur’s cap on. We went over to Bergdorf Goodman’s. Halston was giving a fashion show/benefit for Martha Graham. It was everybody that you always see at Martha Graham benefits. I didn’t have to buy the $100 ticket, Aly did. Met Andrew and Mrs. Goodman, the owners of Bergdorf’s, and they live upstairs over the store. She’s Cuban. Saw Pat Cleveland with Esther Phillips. Mrs. Kaiser fell in love with Esther.


Then we all went over to Regine’s. Mrs. Kaiser, Esther, and her hairdresser boyfriend. Fred came in with Suzie Frankfurt in a Grès. C.Z. Guest was there with Prince Rupert Loewenstein. Everybody was impressed with Esther. For the first time, I danced. It was the first time in public. Esther took me on the floor and taught me how to disco, she thought it was funny and I did, too.


Then the kids wanted to smoke and Aly brought them back to her apartment which was being painted so it was a little messy. She brought out a bag of marijuana. They started smoking. I really like Esther.


Friday, March 18, 1977


Sent Ronnie for photo supplies ($19.31, $12.78, $7.94). Lester Persky called and invited me to dinner at his place for Baryshnikov but I was going to be with Nureyev at the Iranian embassy for his birthday party. Cabbed with Vincent down to Frank Stella’s studio ($2.75), a party for Leo Castelli’s twenty years in the art business. Fred said I’d have to go—just the kind of party I hate because they’re all like me, so similar, and so peculiar, but they’re being so artistic and I’m being so commercial that I feel funny. I guess if I thought I were really good I wouldn’t feel funny seeing them all. All the artists I’ve known for years are with their second wives or girlfriends—Claes Oldenburg had a new girlfriend, so did Rosenquist. Roy was with Dorothy, Ed Ruscha was with Diane Keaton, Leo had his ex-wife Ileana Sonnabend there and his wife Toiny and Barbara Jakobson—all the girls fall in love with him for some reason. David Whitney was cute, helping. I borrowed film from one of Leo’s secretaries.


The artists did a “you sign mine and I’ll sign yours” thing and I got a couple of signatures—Claes, and then Keith Sonnier, who I like. Nancy the checkpayer from Leo’s was there. The place is on Jones Street, and it reminded me of when I used to live there and my roommate, Lila Davies, picked up a Chinese guy and brought him home thinking he was nice and he pulled out a knife.


Went home, slept a little, then crawled out of bed to go pick up Andrea Portago to go to the Iranian embassy. Andrea looked lovely, she’s back to wanting to be a movie star, her mind lapses for a while and then she picks it up again. Paulette was there, she sold the rights to the novel Remarque wrote about Andrea’s father, Heaven Has No Favorites—an awful title, Paulette said. She got $100,000 plus 10 percent of the movie from Paramount. It’s called Bobby Deerfield now and stars Al Pacino as Andrea’s father, Fon de Portago, the race-car driver.


After dinner Andrea wanted to be taken to Baryshnikov’s party at Lester Persky’s but as we were leaving, Bianca and François Catroux came in and said they’d just been there and not to go that it was awful, so we went back to Nureyev’s party and then had to go through the “you’re backs” for a while. But then Andrea decided Bianca was only telling us that Lester’s was bad to stunt her career, that it was probably a great party and that Milos Forman would be there so it would be good for her, so we went after all.


Cab to the Hampshire House ($3). Lester is high up, and as we sat there talking the chandelier kept moving, a big one. I was nervous about it. Baryshnikov was so sweet. Milos was cute, telling me we had the same kind of shoes. Brooke Hayward was there and threw her arms around me and said, “I’m so successful, I don’t know what to do.” I think she’s nutty.


Lester had works by Rosenquist and Rauschenberg, but just one Cow I gave him and a Marilyn. He should have bought my stuff early on. I’m trying to get some Dollars on his wall, though. Lester’s is cozy. Dropped off Andrea (cab $3).


Monday, March 21, 1977


Fred was having trouble with Ileana Sonnabend who was being rotten, not wanting to give some drawings of mine back.


Bianca came to lunch at the office and Jamie asked her if she was (laughs) from Uganda—because she was talking about loss of human rights and secret police killings in “my country”—and she nearly killed him. She said, “Nicaragua, Nicaragua.”


Worked in the afternoon. At 6:00 left to go to Adela Holzer’s (cab $3.50). Bob was being crazy and didn’t want to go, said she had no money. But she has a whole house, 216 East 72nd Street, and I liked the way it looked. She was entertaining James Coco and his boyfriend.


When I got home the phone rang and it was Philip Niarchos and he wanted to come over to see my house but I didn’t want him to so I said I was already in bed.


Tuesday, March 22, 1977


As I went out the door the phone rang and it was Brigid after all these weeks saying that she wanted me to come over to her mother’s right away and see her. So I walked over to 834 Fifth Avenue to Honey and Dick’s and Brigid came down the staircase looking gorgeous, like a version of Honey. I offered her a job at the office. We talked for twenty minutes about what happened to her ass, it just isn’t there anymore. I told her she should never see Bad because if she did and saw herself that fat and with the farting sounds, she’d be furious at us.


Went to Mortimer’s for a party for Edie Vonnegut’s picture-drawing that she did of “Mortimer.” Is there really a Mortimer? And I couldn’t believe the drawings would be that bad. Kurt Vonnegut was there, gave a little speech about how talented his daughter was. Remember she was married to Geraldo Rivera?


Ruth Kligman kissed me and I didn’t know what she was doing, she started talking all about a love affair she said we had together, apologizing for breaking it off, kissing me, and it was all a fantasy, so I thought that if she could do that with me, then she’d probably never had a love affair with Pollock. She looked good, she was in a velvet Halston. Fred’s date was Edna O’Brien. Barbara Allen was there. She said that she’d wanted to wear the diamond earrings Philip had just given her but that he made her put them in the vault.


Wednesday, March 23, 1977—New York—Los Angeles


Met at the airport by Susan Pile with a limousine and a lot of promo material and she said she was giving a big screening and a party on Thursday for Bad and we told her she should have told us before, that we were already booked for Thursday.


Checked into the Beverly Hills Hotel and they gave us the most horrible rooms. We all sat around Suzie Frankfurt’s room while Susan Pile was doing some business with Fred in his room on another floor. Suzie’s friend Joan Quinn came by, she invited us to dinner at a Mexican restaurant, picked us up in two cars. Really great food. Met Joan’s husband, Jack the lawyer.


Went to bed around 1:00.


Friday, March 25, 1977—Los Angeles


Up at 7:00. Todd Brassner called and said he just saw Muhammad Ali in the Polo Lounge, and that he also saw Charles Bronson in the lobby. Fred and I had to go to a meeting at Roger Corman’s office, so cabbed there ($5). It was a brand-new building, met all the young kids who work for him. Fred said Roger was “very shy and never gives interviews” but he’s not shy, I noticed, and he’s been giving a lot of them lately.


Diana Vreeland had a limo and we were going out to George Cukor’s with her. George wouldn’t let me take photos. I was disappointed. He said he loved Bad, raved about it. He’d seen it the day before with Paul Morrissey at Susan Pile’s big screening at the Picwood Theater—Jack Nicholson and Warren Beatty and Julie Christie went, 750 people.


Fred and I went back to the hotel to get ready for Sue Mengers’s dinner party in Bel Air. Picked up Diana. Ryan and Tatum were at Sue’s, and Barbra Streisand and Jon Peters. Diana went over and told Barbra off about something. Candy Bergen and Roman Polanski were there. It was a party for Sidney Lumet. He hates me and his wife Gail doesn’t know whether she does or not, but she follows what her husband does so she’s cold. Sidney runs around kissing everybody and then stops when he gets to me. Film directors used to be such macho guys, and now they’re these little fairy-type guys running around French-style double-kissing but still thinking they’re macho.


Joanne Woodward and Paul Newman sat with Fred during dinner and they said they wanted to come down to the office. Lillian Hellman was there. Roman said Gene Hackman wanted to meet me, but Diana didn’t know who he was and didn’t want to go over. She told Roman that Gene should come over and he did, and he was darling, and Diana still couldn’t place him although she’d seen The French Connection.


Marisa was there with her hubby, the gossip was that they’d had a big fight and broken up. But the big event of the evening was when the maid came in with extra food and fell completely across the room. Sue looked concerned but I think she was just worried about getting sued. It was just like watching a movie. The food was flying all over everybody. She must have really hurt herself but she got up and pretended nothing had happened. She was around fifty, glasses.


Then went to Alana Hamilton’s party for Mick Flick, and she had everybody there. Diana was getting drunker and drunker, and Fred, too. Valerie Perrine, Tony Curtis, and Nelson Lyon, sober, were there. Ron Wood invited me to Top of the Rox but I wanted to go home. Diana was getting jealous because Fred was with Jacqueline Bisset, he didn’t know Jackie’s French boyfriend was there with her. Diana told Fred time to leave and he said no, and she got really upset and left and I took her home and she wanted me to go up and discuss Fred with her over drinks and I just said no and ran out. She thinks she has something going with him.


Saturday, March 26, 1977—Los Angeles


Read the rave review of Bad in the Los Angeles Times.


Went to Susan Tyrrell’s party, it was really great. Tatum was there, and her little brother, and Ryan’s brother, Kevin O’Neal, and Chu Chu Malave, the boxer, and Tim Curry from The Rocky Horror Picture Show, Garfunkel, Art “Murph” who wrote the Variety review, Barry Diller, Buck Henry who really loves Bad, Arnold Schwarzenegger, Fred Williamson, Tere Tereba, Corinne Calvert and her son, Ronee Blakley and her brother, Sally Kirkland, Don Rugoff, Paul Morrissey, Thelma Houston, Ed Begley, Jr., Martin Mull the wife-beater on Mary Hartman—200 people like that. Michael Bloomfield who did the Bad soundtrack came as we were leaving. Ron Galella was taking pictures.


I had to leave to go to the Bad screening. What was so great about seeing the movie at Filmex was that everything had such big significance, suddenly, because the screen was so big, so much more Pop—like that Santa Claus knick-knack on Carroll Baker’s refrigerator. I want to rent a big theater for a screening in New York. Got back to the hotel about 3:00.


Sunday, March 27, 1977—Los Angeles


Met Esther, Doug Christmas’s PR person, at the Polo Lounge and she invited us to the French consulate for the Film Festival, and I invited Doug Christmas and at 7:30 we went. Met King Vidor who said he knew all about me. Bobby Neuwirth was there and I talked with him about his old girlfriend, Andrea Portago, and Edie Sedgwick. Viva was there with her daughter Alexandra who was sucking her thumb. Seeing Alexandra was sad—a big “rug-rat” hanging off Viva—she’ll probably turn out a mess. Viva will do everything the opposite that her parents did and it’ll be just as bad.


Monday, March 28, 1977—Los Angeles


Up at 7:00. Watched the Today show, air crash with over 550 people getting killed, two 747s crashing. Fred went to see Paul Getty’s ear transplant at Cedars-Sinai Hospital. Peter Lester called and made a date for us to interview William Katt, the star of Carrie, and his press agent at the Polo Lounge at 1:00.


Talked to William Katt. His father was movie star Bill Williams and his mother Barbara Hale was Della Street on Perry Mason. A good interview.


Then sat in the lobby for a second and met Liv Ullmann.


The place was really jumping with stars all getting ready to go to the Academy Awards. At 4:00 I went to Fred’s room to photograph Willie Shoemaker the jockey. Richard Weisman’s commissioned me to do a series of athletes’ portraits. Richard will keep some of the portraits and some will be for sale and the athletes will get to keep some. So Willie was the first athlete. Had to get some film (cab to Schwab’s $3, film $15.30—lost slip). Willie’s wife called from the lobby and she came up with a girlfriend—but without Willie. He didn’t show up till ten after 5:00 and when he saw her, he couldn’t believe she was there. He’d been in court getting a divorce from her, that’s why he was late.


Willie’s ex-wife of one hour was one of the tallest women I’ve ever seen. She was dressing Willie for the picture and he looked like an eight-year-old kid. And guess what he was wearing—little Jockey shorts! Ordered martinis, and the wife was drinking. She kept asking him for a date to celebrate the divorce and he kept turning her down, he said, “If I’d known you were going to be here I wouldn’t have come.”


Alana Hamilton called to invite us to an Academy Awards party at Dani Janssen’s. I missed Ronee Blakley’s invitation to go to the Oscars ceremony with her because I was in Fred’s room.


Got picked up at 7:45 by Alana Hamilton. Drove to Century City. They were having a $10 bet pool on the Academy Awards and it cost me $20. Brand-new apartment building, very rich, overlooking all of Hollywood. Dani’s getting a divorce from David, Alana’s getting a divorce from George.


Jack Haley said Liza was in Detroit with her show and coming back the next day. Dick Sylbert was there. Valerie Perrine told me her life story, she was once a chip hustler in Las Vegas and on the verge of marrying some rich guy after eight years but he shot himself accidentally. Her eyes teared up, she was unhappy. When Martin Scorsese came in she ran over to rustle up a job.


Burgess Meredith came with his date. Rocky got Best Picture. Peter Finch got Best Actor, but he’s dead. Nelson Lyon was in the audience as the date of Mrs. Finch, Eletha. She’s very black. The Academy asked Paddy Chayevsky go up to accept Peter Finch’s award. Burgess and I talked about his ex-wife, Paulette.


Brenda Vaccaro was upset because her ex-fiancé Michael Douglas was there with his brand-new wife that he met at the inauguration. James Caan was there with his boyish wife, a beauty. They’re all marrying younger girls who look like they’re thirteen, the Hollywood thing. Roman was there, he’s out on bail now for the thirteen-year-old-girl. He jumped on Alana’s ass and said he was going to rape her.


Martin Scorsese with his wife, Julia. Jackie Bisset. Lee Grant. Burt Young from Rocky. A girl from Big Valley, Linda Evans, really beautiful. Tony Curtis was giving people puffs on his marijuana.


Julia Scorsese said that Martin would take me and Fred in his limo. She was drunk, screaming something about death threats, but I didn’t know what she was talking about.


As we got into the car Martin said he had a bomb threat, the note said that he would die one minute after midnight if Jodie Foster won the Academy Award. It was 2:00 now and he was going to MGM to work on New York, New York in the dark and deserted MGM lot, alone. I was paranoid. Esther Phillips was calling me at the hotel but I didn’t answer the calls because she’s started to scare me—one of her calls was at 2 A.M.


Tuesday, March 29, 1977—Los Angeles—New York


Got the American 1:00 plane to New York. Noticed Paddy Chayevsky being driven on a little cart to the plane while we walked. Lots of people from the Academy Awards getting on the plane. The first class took up practically half the plane—first time I saw it so full, really interesting. John Travolta from Welcome Back, Kotter walked by, sort of said hi to me, sat in front of me. Paddy Chayevsky told the stewardess he wanted to sleep all during the trip, not to wake him up, but he woke up five minutes after the plane was in the air.


John Travolta kept going to the bathroom, coming out with his eyes bright red, drinking orange juice and liquor in a paper cup, and he put his head in a pillow and started crying. I saw him reading a script, too, so I thought he was acting. Really cute and sensitive-looking, very tall, comes off looking too fairy-ish, like too many people around now, but very good-looking. You can see the magic in him. I asked the stewardess why he was crying and she said “death in the family” so I thought it was a mother or father, until I picked up the paper at home and found out that it was Diana Hyland who’d died of cancer at forty-one, soap-opera queen, his steady date.


Dropped Fred and Todd Brassner (cab $27). Cab fares had gone up.


Thursday, March 31, 1977


Lunch with Victor ($16), then we walked over to the loft building on 19th and Fifth that Maxime’s moving into and that Victor is thinking of buying a floor in, too. I tried to discourage him, saying that it was really too small. It was. I can’t figure out why Maxime wants to go there, it’s no bigger than her apartment. She says, “I just want one big room,” but when she moves all her furniture in, it won’t even look or feel big at all. And it costs $32,000.


Victor and his boyfriend walked me back to the office. A fortune teller told Victor’s boyfriend that he would be hit by a cab. Then she said maybe that wasn’t right, that she’d better read the tarot cards, too, so she did, and then she said, “It’s going to happen even quicker than I thought.” So now the kid is really worried. She charged him $5 and first he said, “I’m not going to pay you for telling me that,” and she said he had to so he did. How could a person do that! I mean, that’s the kind of thing that really really really stays in your mind. The reason the kid went there in the first place was because his friends had told him she was so good. To make him feel better all I could think to say was that maybe she could see he was a careless person and had told him that to make him more careful.


I was invited to Diane Von Furstenberg’s dinner for Sue Mengers. Went home, glued myself together, cab to DVF’s ($2.25). It was a very heavy newspaper-reporter dinner. Mr. Grunwald from Time magazine, Nora Ephron—didn’t see her husband, Carl Bernstein, though—Helen Gurley Brown and her husband David, Irene Selznick, and DVF’s boyfriend, Barry Diller. I was feeling very talkative so I talked and I talked, but nobody listened to anything I said, they just ignored me. I know that Diller doesn’t like me, so I worked hard to change his mind but he was still awful to me.


Bianca was there. I thought she’d already left for Paris. She was saying out loud everything I was thinking—what two bitches Diane Von Furstenberg and Sue Mengers were—and she said, “At least Sue can be funny sometimes.” Sue was on her way to Europe to meet her husband, who only lets her see him once every couple of months, I think.


I told Irene Selznick that I’d seen a great picture of her at George Cukor’s. I was raving about California so much that everybody thinks I’m moving there.


Helen Gurley Brown sat at my feet and I talked to her about California. Bianca was talking about how boring all these people were to Mr. Grunwald, she didn’t know who he was, and then after he went away I told her. They were all two-faced people there, and Diane only invited me to pay me back for the Interview cover, and I mean, who cared. Diane is very skinny. Dino De Laurentiis came late with his wife, Silvana Mangano, she was wearing a white Oscar de la Renta and said she was cold.


Egon Von Furstenberg came in with his girlfriend, the one that used to come to the Factory who I can’t stand, and I guess she finally realizes that I hate her, because she didn’t say anything to me. Her name starts with M, something like Marita. He’ll never marry her.


Bianca said she wanted to go dancing and called her answering service but there was nothing on it so she stayed. She was wearing a thrift-store dress that she got in California that was really beautiful. When the De Laurentiises walked by us to leave she said, “They’re full of shit.” I left alone. Had a horrible time.


Friday, April 1, 1977


Went to Halston’s birthday dinner for Victor at Pearl’s, he didn’t want to do a big thing at the house. Joe Eula was there. And Aly Kaiser. She has two bodyguards now because of her Greek husband that she’s divorcing—she has one bodyguard driving her and one at home.


She had as a present for Victor a bag of Hawaiian marijuana that a couple of fag friends who have a ranch there mailed to her in a box of perfumed shirts so you wouldn’t smell the marijuana. She said she gave some to one of her bodyguards and he was passed out at home. She says she’ll let me take pictures of her as soon as she gets her divorce. Before it was “as soon as I get the plastic in my face from Dr. Orentreich.” I talked to Dr. Giller, he seems so sensible. He said that only fish and chicken and fresh vegetables were good for you, even though he himself liked Chinese food. He told Mrs. Kaiser where she could get fresh chickens kosher on the Lower East Side, and she said she’d send one of her bodyguards down for some, she’s been sending him out to do her shopping. She was wearing twenty carats on each ear and a diamond bracelet, too. She’s really nice. She had a car out front, too, with her dog who wears the chauffeur’s cap.


Monday, April 4, 1977


Rod Gilbert the Canadian hockey player came down to be photographed for the Athletes series. He had 100 scars on his face, but I couldn’t see them, really. He autographed a hockey stick for me and I autographed Philosophy books for him, but made a mistake and put “Ron” instead of “Rod.” Bought light bulbs ($4.02).


Tuesday, April 5, 1977


Worked until 7:45. At 9:00 cabbed to Fred’s ($2.25). Rebecca Fraser was there. She’s the daughter of Antonia Fraser who’s now going with Harold Pinter. Rebecca is checking hats at One Fifth. She’s going to be a “View Girl” in Interview. She’s really cute, she nodded out while Fred was talking to her a few times. Diana Vreeland was there, Mick Jagger arrived. Camilla and Earl McGrath, Jean Van den Heuvel, Tom Hess who did the good review of my Hammers & Sickles in New York. Caroline Kennedy was there. Her face is so beautiful, but she got really fat, her behind is so big—as fat as Brigid’s was. She’s on Easter vacation from Radcliffe. She was the first person to leave, I think she has to be home before midnight, on a schedule, because once when she was at Fred’s she stayed until 4:00 and Jackie got mad.


The dinner was to say goodbye to Erskine Guinness and his cousin Miranda, they’re leaving for Ireland.


Wednesday, April 6, 1977


Took “landscape” pictures of an ex-porno star Victor brought down who it turns out has a shop on Madison Avenue that sells Lalique. Dropped them off (cab $3).


There was something in the Post today about Adela Holzer, she’s getting sued for keeping investors’ money in a bank in Jakarta and not paying them back.


On TV I got a big mention when Barbara Walters interviewed the empress of Iran. In with the other art they did a big closeup on my Mick print and Barbara said, “And surprisingly, they have a painting of rock star Mick Jagger by Andy Warhol,” and the empress said, “I like to keep modern.”


Thursday, April 7, 1977


Some people from Joseph Papp’s company came to lunch, we were trying to get them to advertise in Interview. Cabbed up to the Sherry Netherland with Bob to interview Sissy Spacek for Interview ($4). We brought copies of the Carroll Baker Interview with us. Carroll’s name is spelled wrong on the cover. Sissy’s mother was there and she said hello and went into the other room to read Interview, and then Bob got nervous because he thought Sissy was fifteen and her mother would see the nude photograph we ran of Yul Brynner when he was young—that famous old photo. But Sissy’s really twenty-seven and she’s married, her mother was just with her, not chaperoning her. We’re going to have to research better.


She’s Czech, from a Czechoslovakian town in Texas which I’d never heard of. And I couldn’t believe it when she said she’d been an extra in the “crowd” scene in our movie Women in Revolt—the bar scene that we filmed in Paul Morrissey’s basement on East 6th Street—and she said she was also in the background singing on that Lonesome Cowboys theme song record that Bob Goldstein wrote and Eric Emerson sang! She folded her legs up under her on the chairs. She has beautiful skin.


Friday, April 8, 1977


Went with Jed to see Sissy Spacek in Carrie (cab $2.50, tickets $3). Loved it. Finally somebody did slow motion right.



Saturday, April 9, 1977


Brigid called and started screaming because she found out that Bad was X-rated for violence just because a baby gets thrown out a window! You don’t even see it land! Brigid was yelling for “getting me into another X-rated movie.” I can’t believe the distributor—Corman—didn’t fight that, it’s just so ridiculous.


Sunday, April 10, 1977


Went to early mass, a beautiful day, warm and sunny (newspapers and mags for the week $20). Cab to Kitty Miller’s for Easter lunch ($2).


Then cab to 135 Central Park West with Fred to Marsia Trinder and Lenny Holzer’s ($3). Marsia was having an Easter party. Mick was there with Jade. Bianca didn’t come, she said that Fred would give her the gossip anyway and that it would just be “a bunch of English whores” there, and she was right—it was all the English boy and girl whores.


Rebecca was passed out there. Earl McGrath was there. Jade took my camera and was taking pictures of people, mostly of her father, Mick. Marsia had hidden eggs all around the apartment, like unscrewing the light bulb and putting an egg there, and under pillows, and the kids went looking. Jade found most of them and threw them on the floor. The real eggs, not chocolate. Andrea Portago was there and this is a secret—she’s the new Nina Ricci girl. They’re reviving that Rich Girl promotion idea for perfumes, they’ve been looking for a long time. Remember last year when they interviewed Barbara Allen?


Andrea said she was out with Dennis Hopper and they went up to Elaine’s and she started playing backgammon with Elaine and she won one and Elaine won one, and then they started a third game and Andrea was losing and then she won, and Elaine got mad and called her a “rich bitch” and told her not to come in there again. Elaine doesn’t like to lose.


Monday, April 11, 1977


Cabbed down to Chembank and walked over to the office (cab $3.25).


Ronnie and Gigi had another fight and he cut up her clothes. I remember René Ricard once did that to the girl he married. I had lunch with Ronnie and gave him my “there’s always somebody else around the corner” philosophy, and Ronnie said yeah, that he had six girlfriends now. He said, “I’m not coked up, I’m not upset, I’m fine, I’m fine.”


Worked very late, a little after 8:00. I was going to the movies but then it got too late. Wound up taking the dogs for a long walk with Jed up to 80th and back down, had a good time.



Tuesday, April 12, 1977


Mick wants me to do the cover on his next album. I’m trying to think of ideas, how to do “Rolling Stones,” one of those little plastic games where you have to roll the stones into the holes.


Victor called and said that it was getting too heavy at Halston’s and that he was moving into the loft on 19th and 5th, renting with an option to buy. Until he moves in in May he’ll be sleeping around, he said.


Wednesday, April 13, 1977


I was going up for cocktails and then dinner for Jean Stein at her sister Susan Shiva’s apartment in the Dakota. I thought it couldn’t be anything great so I was forty-five minutes late ($3). The first person I saw when I walked in the door was Jackie O., looking beautiful. Then Norman Mailer. Jackie was talking to Jean’s boyfriend who works for the Smithsonian. Delfina Rattazzi who still works for Jackie at Viking was there with such a complete new look I didn’t recognize her—curly hair and a sexy dress.


Sue Mengers was there, and she came over to me and said her knees were buckling, that she’d never been to a party like this. Babe Paley and her chairman-of-CBS husband went by, and later when I saw Sue and Paley sitting together I remembered what Sue had told me in California, that the only job she ever wanted was Paley’s.


I told Norman Mailer I loved him on the Academy Awards and he said he’d just seen a video of how fast he’d come down the ramp—Billy Friedkin had told him to do it that way. Renata Adler who writes for the New Yorker was there with Avedon. She said she’s going to law school now at Yale but she thinks she’ll maybe drop out. She says it’s so hard, and that she can’t remember anything.


I had the first really nice talk with Jackie O. but I don’t remember too much what it was about. The Magic of People in the Movies, or something. Sue Mengers was running around this party bragging the same thing that she always brags—that she could offer President Carter a three-picture deal at $3 million a picture and that he’d take it, because everybody wants to be in the movies. So I pointed at Jackie and told Sue to go prove it, but she was afraid, she wouldn’t go over to her and make the offer. Andrew Young from the U.N. and another black guy were there. Sue was thrilled to meet them.


Dennis Hopper told me he’s directing Junkie, the William Burroughs bio, and I made a faux pas by telling him he should use Mick for the star because then Dennis said that he was the star.


A son of Nick Dunne was there, trying to be an actor now. Then Earl took me into the back rooms of the house, and there were ten girls around seventeen or eighteen, full-grown, the age of Jean’s daughter who’s in college, and they were like having a slumber party, guessing at who was out there at the “grownup” party! But these girls were so old, it was funny. They were thrilled to see me, I signed the TV, the armoire, their hands, everything. Every half-hour they’d let one girl out and into the party.


Dropped off Nick Dunne’s son on 90th and Central Park West (cab $5).



Friday, April 15, 1977


We had our first nut at 860 yesterday—Diane Coffman came up. We’ve had nuts before but not one that we knew. She was in our play, Pork, in ‘70 or ‘71. The director, Tony Ingrassia, must have discovered her. She kept saying, “You know how to spell Coffman? C-O-F-F-M-A-N.” Had to give her money ($10).


Lunch was for Diana Vreeland and an Argentinian woman, and Bob had invited Michael and Pat York. Carole Rogers and Sally from Interview had invited a hi-fi girl to try to sell her ads. The girl was impressed with Diana and the Yorks, she thought she was just going to have lunch with Carole and Sally. Diana was saying that she’d discovered the museum had turned the lights up and the music down on her Russian costume show—they said it was because some people had complained they couldn’t see anything and the music was too loud. Diana said that you don’t go change something because somebody asks you to, that that’s the trouble with this country, they want to “give the public what it wants.” “Well,” she said, “the public wants what it can’t get, and it’s up to museums to teach them what to want.” And she said that’s the trouble with Vogue magazine and all the other magazines today—except for Interview, she said.


Sunday, April 17, 1977


Went to church and while I was kneeling and praying for money a shopping-bag lady came in and asked me for some. She asked for $5 and then upped it to $10. It was like Viva. I gave her a nickel. She started putting her hand in my pocket. She looked like an older version of Brigid with straight hair.


Gave autographs outside. Cabbed down to the office ($4). While I was at work Diane Coffman called and I told her I was the janitor and she believed me. After I gave her the $10 on Friday, incidentally, she went out and bought some stupid flowers with it. She came back and showed me.


Read lots of old Vanity Fairs for ideas, they looked so beautiful.


And Fred has been much busier than me—after the big de Menil party on Saturday he went to Lally Weymouth’s party which was for lots of heavies, and I was complaining that I wasn’t invited and Fred said, “You didn’t sleep with her.”


Wednesday, April 20, 1977


On the way downtown I ran into Lewis Allen, who invited me to the opening of Annie, and then ran into Alan Bates who’s been in town for a couple of months to work on a Paul Mazursky movie. I always say to them that I’ll call them and interview them, but I’ve got to stop saying that because it’s ridiculous—like I’m so sure they want to be interviewed.


At 8:15 went to the Iranian embassy (cab $3). Hoveyda seemed nervous. It was a party for a man who used to be the chief editor of Newsweek, Osborn Elliott. I was next to Mrs. Astor, and on my other side Frank Perry. Mrs. Astor said she wished she had a tail so she could shake hands with people and hold cocktails and put on lipstick all at once.


Thursday, April 21, 1977


Went with Bob to pick up Bianca to take her to a dinner that Sandy Milliken was giving at his loft in Soho and Jade came downstairs and said, “Andy Warhol, you never come to see me anymore.” Jade asked us if we wanted something to drink and we said, “Two vodkas on the rocks,” and she said to the Spanish maid, “Dos vodkas con hielo.” I wanted her to sing, and so she did “Frère Jacques,” and I asked her to sing “Satisfaction” and she’d never heard of it. She sang “Ring Around the Roses” but she said, “Tissue, tissue, all fall down.” I asked her to make up a song about her day and she started to sing: “I invited another child at school to come for dinner/But they wouldn’t come/They think we’re crazy/But they’re crazy.”


Bianca came down in a white cotton skirt and blue blouse, but then looked at us dressed so formal and went back up and put on a gold and black lamé dress and gold shoes.


As we were leaving, Jade said, “Now Andy Warhol, I want you to visit more often.” Then she kissed everyone but she forgot about Bianca, and Bianca said, “What about me?” and Jade crawled over on the floor and kissed her, too. Cabbed to 141 Prince Street. Very fancy loft building. I got jealous that I didn’t buy more buildings down there when they were cheap—lots of them.


Monday, May 23, 1977


Tina Fredericks called and said that Tommy Schippers wouldn’t be renting our place in Montauk. His wife died of cancer and now he has the same kind and that scared me—I guess you can catch it from other people.


Wednesday, May 25, 1977—Paris


Arrived in Paris around 9:00 A.M. Went to Fred’s apartment on Rue du Cherche-Midi.


All Fred’s chic antiques are looking more and more like just junk covered in rags.


William Burke arrived with breakfast.


Did interviews with Le Monde, Le Figaro, and Elle that’d been arranged by Flammarion, our French publisher. Then it was time to go to the Beaubourg to sign Philosophy books at their bookshop (cab $5).


Shirley Goldfarb came, and Daniel Templon came, he’s giving the Hammer & Sickle show next Tuesday, and about 100 dirty kids in punk clothes.


Pontus Hulten, the director of the Beaubourg, showed up and took us on a tour. First we went into the big Tinguely sculpture being constructed in the middle of the ground floor. He took us to a storeroom stuffed with chocolate and gave us some. It smelled so good, the chocolate room.


Then we saw the Kienholz show and then the Paris/New York show opening next week and then the permanent collection. This took two hours and Bob was passing out but I had energy and wanted to just rush home and paint and stop doing society portraits.


Thursday, May 26, 1977—Paris—Brussels


Went to lunch with Clara Sant of Yves Saint Laurent and Paloma Picasso at Angelina. Clara looked good, thinner, and Paloma, too. Clara’s suffering through the marriage of her boyfriend Thadée Klossowski to Loulou de la Falaise. She first found out by an official notice in Le Figaro placed by Thadée and Loulou. She’s getting her sense of humor back now so she’s getting over it. I said Clara and I should announce our marriage in Le Figaro to outdo them.


Cabbed to train station ($8). Had our own compartment. Fell asleep. Arrived Brussels at 7:00. Mr. LeBruin, the art dealer showing my pictures, greeted us with a couple of hippie boys. Checked into the not-chic Hotel Brussels. We all had duplex suites which was crazy, because whenever the doorbell rang you’d be upstairs in the bathroom and you’d have to rush down the floating staircase to answer it.


Rushed to Galerie D. A mob scene. Stuck in a corner signing autographs and books. Sold 120.


The kids here were cute, sort of hippie. Around 9:00 made a fast chic exit through mob into our chauffeured Chevy and expected to be whisked away but then we saw that there was nobody in the driver’s seat. A kid offered me an ice cream cone and I said no, so he splattered it all over the roof of the car and it dripped down the windows. The kids started laughing at us, just sitting there for twenty minutes. Finally the chauffeur arrived and said he’d been peeing.


Stopped at Leon Lambert’s. He lives in the penthouse of a ten-story building above his bank. The place is unbelievable, so simple and so much art from Van Gogh to Picasso to—Warhol. Saw his bedroom behind a bookcase in the library. Secret apartment with two bedrooms, one for his regular boyfriend, one for one-night stands. After dinner in a little bistro in the Galleria we walked down the arcade. Stopped at a gay bar and Bob asked the most beautiful boy in Belgium to dance so they did, but when Bob gave him a peck on the neck and that led to the lips Fred and I got embarrassed because everyone said boys don’t do that in public in Brussels—even in gay bars!


Friday, May 27, 1977—Brussels—Paris


Slept on train. Rented a car ($20) to take us to William Burke’s gallery where he was having a show of photos of me and also a book signing. Paloma was waiting in the alley for us. Nico [see Introduction] was there with a young kid with a big bulge in his pants, she asked Bob to photograph him. Bob already had. Nico looked older and fatter and sadder. She was crying, she said, because of the beauty of the show. I wanted to give her some money but not directly so I signed a 500-franc note ($100) and handed it to her and she got even more sentimental and said, “I must frame this, can you give me another one, unsigned, to spend?” ($100, cab to Regine’s $4). Barbara and Philip were there, Regine and her husband. Then Maria Niarchos arrived. Regine was all excited by the success of her punk party the night before, said she served chocolate mousse in dog dishes. Got tired of waiting for Bianca so we sat down to dinner around 11:00. Dinner was crayfish, goose, fruit plates—very good. A beautiful English girl was putting down Maria as “amoral” because she was showing off her cleavage where I’d signed it. Fred was very drunk and started defending Maria and saying, “What is morality anyway?” and they fought for the rest of the night. It was so French.


At 3:00 A.M. just when we decided to leave Bianca called and said to please wait for her. She arrived a minute later looking great and the party started all over again. She was wearing a beautiful Fabergé amethyst. Around 6:00 when the waiters started sweeping up we left.


Saturday, May 28, 1977—Paris


Went out to dinner at Monsieur Boeuf. When Bianca arrived she passed out some Locker Room poppers and Barbara Allen didn’t want Philip Niarchos to take any so she hid them and later when Bianca ran out of them she begged Barbara for them back. Meanwhile some creepy girl recognized me—we were dining al fresco because it was a beautiful night, clear sky and big moon—and she started screaming in French that she loved me but that I abandoned the underground and that she was a necrophiliac just released from a mental institution. It sort of ruined dinner. Fred was tired and went home. We dropped Philip and Barbara at the Ritz, Bianca had a car. In the car after we dropped them Bianca said she didn’t know what to do, because Barbara had asked her if she knew if Philip slept with any other girls when he was down in the south of France last week. Bianca told us he’d been with Anouk Aimée’s daughter, Manuela Papatakis, and Bianca didn’t know whether to tell Barbara the truth and hurt her, or lie and have her find out from someone else and then think that Bianca wasn’t her real friend. Barbara had refused to go to the south of France with him because she had a “screen test” with Jack Nicholson.


Monday, May 30, 1977—Paris


Dead in Paris, it was Pentecost. Got up to meet Bianca to go to the tennis matches. Bob and Fred were in the crabbiest moods ever.


Fred called Bianca and she said she was running late, so we ran late but we were still early when we got to the Plaza-Athénée (taxi $4). James Mason was in the lobby.


Then Bianca appeared in white slacks, black halter top with an amethyst pinned to it. She said she had been up until 5:00 A.M. at the Sept just talking to the tennis player who never makes it with anyone but his wife. She said he wanted to make it with her but she hates affairs because they get “too complicated.” Who’s she trying to kid?



Tuesday, May 31, 1977—Paris


Cabbed to Plaza-Athénée ($ 5) to meet Bianca to interview Ungaro. Bianca had a small but beautiful suite with a terrace facing the courtyard filled with geraniums and red umbrellas. Read an English newspaper. Ate an orange that was there while we waited. She was looking all over for her Fabergé amethyst and when she couldn’t find it she said she couldn’t do the interview with us and she ran out to Castel’s to crawl on her hands and knees looking for it—she thought she lost it there the night before.


Bettina was the first to arrive for lunch so we interviewed her. She works for Ungaro now. She was wearing a Bulgari snake watch and white Ungaro suit. Then Ungaro finally arrived. He was wearing a white suit, too.


Then went to his place. Princess Grace and Caroline of Monaco ran out of Ungaro Couture when they heard we were next door at Ungaro Homme. Bob bought a suit. Then we went to the Rue Beaubourg for my Hammer & Sickle opening at the Galerie Daniel Templon. All the same punks were there plus São Schlumberger in a blue Givenchy. She was on her way to Florence Van der Kemp’s dinner in Versailles.


Barbara Allen came early and told us all her own gossip—she and Philip Niarchos had a big fight last night. He accused her of having affairs with Jack, Warren, and Mick. She didn’t deny it even though she says she hasn’t. He admitted to her his affair with Manuela Papatakis in the south of France plus one other plus three hookers. In three weeks. They made a pact that when they are together they are “together,” but when they’re not, they’re “not.”


Some punks had a fight and a tooth got knocked out. They started screaming my name loudly so I was locked into the office. Then it was time to leave for dinner. On the way out a drunk creep kissed me smack on the lips and I almost fainted.


Oh, and Bianca was in a great mood because they’d found her amethyst. She had threatened to bring in private detectives. So they questioned the help—they’ve all worked there for years—and the oldest man was the one who’d found it when he cleaned up and kept it.


Wednesday, June 1, 1977—Paris


Barbara Allen called and said we were invited to meet at the Brandolinis’ for drinks. Then Maria Niarchos called and said she wanted us to see her father’s palace (cab $3). We walked in through the garden and went into the marble foyer then down the gold-on-gold-on-gold hallway and into a salon covered in great Impressionist paintings, all lit in the dark—they almost looked fake. Maria made us drinks and then we toured the grand bathrooms and bedrooms and sitting rooms and Philip’s office, which is so grand in order to scare the people he does business with. Then we cabbed to the Brandolinis’ ($4). Everyone—except me—went into the bathroom all at one time. Bob will probably say that I had a little bit of coke, too, but I did not. But I did kiss Roberto out on the balcony overlooking Van Cleef and (laughs) he said, “Please, I’m married and have a kid.” Got home around 4:00 (cab $3).



Thursday, June 2, 1977—Paris


Joel LeBon was shooting me for the Façade cover with Edwige, a girl punk (cab to the studio in Trocadero $8). It took Joel three hours to do one shot under very hot lights.


At night I stayed home. Bob escorted Bianca to Castel’s where he said they ran into Maria Niarchos and her youngest brother Constantin, who’s sixteen, losing his baby fat, and he’d been to his first whore that afternoon—Barbara told them that but said not to tell. She said that Philip sent the whore from Madame Claude’s, the best place in Paris. The girl was not too tall, not too short, not too light, not too dark—all on purpose, so that Constantin wouldn’t get stuck on any one type.


Friday, June 3, 1977—Paris


We went to Castel’s (taxi $4). The same old crowd was there, having Caroline of Monaco’s secret engagement dinner to Philippe Junot. We weren’t asked.


Sunday, June 5, 1977—New York


Made lots of calls around town, catching up. Vincent was in Montauk showing Louis Malle the place, hoping for a rental. We’re trying to rent the main house for $4,000 a month during July and August—$26,000 for six months. Two thousand a month for the small cottages, but we’ll deal. Mr. Winters wears his Bad T-shirt and his Rolling Stones denim jacket while he takes care of the place. He needs a new Jeep—he has a door hinge for an accelerator pedal. He handed Vincent a magazine clipping that said I buy a new car for myself every year, to help make his case for a new Jeep.


Tuesday, June 7, 1977


Dennis Hopper and Caterine Milinaire and Terry Southern and a photographer from Time came by. Her job was to follow Dennis around, and he wanted to come to the Factory and have her follow him there. There was just an article in Time or Newsweek on the Apocalypse Now movie that Coppola is finishing. Dennis is playing a crazed hippie photographer in it. The photographer from Time took pictures of Caterine taking pictures of Dennis taking pictures of me taking pictures of Dennis.


Chris Makos brought down a “landscape” but then Victor brought down two and he made me do his first. Chris’s was from the Harvard Drama School.


Dennis Hopper came and was watching me photograph the nude boy, but Victor didn’t know who Dennis was and threw him out.



Thursday, June 9, 1977


Got to the St. Regis at 11:30 for the Jewish Anti-Defamation League testimonial to Elizabeth Taylor. Liz and Halston weren’t there yet. I met the president of Cartier. Eugenia Sheppard was there. Hermione Gingold was there. A woman who didn’t even have to say she was Bob Feiden’s mother came over to me and said that, because she looked just like Bob Feiden but with jewelry. John Springer and Liz and Halston arrived. There were two or three Liz lookalikes there, one introduced herself to Liz.


I was next to Mary Beame, the wife of Mayor Abe Beame. There were a few anti-defamation people on the dais, and Hal Prince and Mike Todd, Jr. Liv Ullmann led the prayer, and Diane Von Furstenberg was there. Livia Weintraub who was good-looking gave a speech about being in a concentration camp, and she ended it with a plug for her new perfume, “Livia.” She gave Liz one of the first batch of fifty. Dore Schary was there, he founded the league. It was rotten food—gold salmon.


Then they gave Liz the plaque which had raw amethyst all over it—the stuff ashtrays are made of—it was of Mt. Sinai and at the top in gold was the Ten Commandments. Liz was in river purple, she got up and gave a little speech, very breathy and sincere, like, “I’m just like all of you—when I care about something, I do something about it, we’re all like that, thank you so much.” John Warner was there. Then she and Halston got up off the dais to make a trip to the bathroom and one of the ladies at Bob’s table wondered, “Why are they both going to the bathroom?” And another lady said, “Maybe she ripped her dress and Halston’s going to sew it for her.”


Cabbed downtown because we had to meet Bella Abzug at the office to photograph her for the cover of Rolling Stone ($4.25).


Bella was there with her daughter, (laughs) another dyke. Oh I’m kidding, but you know what I mean—a chip off the same block. I took pictures of Bella smelling a rose. Jann Wenner came down.


Cabbed to La Petite Ferme, a little restaurant in the Village where George Mason was having a dinner for me. Catherine and her brother Valentine were waiting for us out in the rain. All the boys in the family are raving beauties, but the girls are like Catherine—just cute.


Then I talked everybody into going up to Studio 54 for the party for Beatlemania. Aerosmith was there, and Cyrinda Foxe from Bad who used to live with David Johansen but now she lives with one of Aerosmith. She said that a picture of me with a Campbell’s Soup Can was in the light show of Beatlemania.


Saturday, June 11, 1977


Most of the office went to Montauk. I’m going to try to arrange for a Toyota for Mr. Winters, so Vincent is happy that he can tell him the good news. Mrs. Winters is trying to get him to move down to Florida, and Vincent is scared we’ll lose him.


Looks like the place won’t be rented until maybe August if Bianca wants it. People don’t like it that all the rocks make swimming difficult, and that Montauk is so far away. It’s not for sissies.



Thursday, June 16, 1977


I waited for Fred to pick me up to go over to Sloan-Kettering to see Dr. Stone to go under the knife for a biopsy. No, Dr. Strong. I got local anesthesia. They did it for half an hour, and then they said to go to work. I’m still worried, they don’t know what it is. You get up your nerve to go for a test—you pop the question—and then pretty soon it can be all over, they give you the answer and you pop off. So I’ll let My Dear Diary know soon if the days are numbered.


Went to the office ($4) with a bandage on my neck. Bob was interviewing Barbara Allen, the next Interview cover girl, on Men, Women, and Love. Tom Beard [a member of Carter’s inaugural committee] brought a really interesting guy called Joel McCleary, who’s the treasurer of the Democratic National Committee, and he’s around thirty-five. He was the national finance chairman of the Carter campaign. He’s trying to get the Dalai Lama back into this country. He said a lot of Tibetan monks work in a prophylactic company in Paterson, New Jersey, that they take the bus and go make prophylactics. And Barbara Allen said, “You know, that’s true, a lot of prophylactics do say ‘Made in New Jersey.’ ”


Went over to visit Victor at his new loft, which just has a bed in the middle with big jars of different kinds of Vaseline around it—he’s so much like Ondine.


Saturday, June 18, 1977


Victor said that it was a good day to go around looking for ideas, so we went down to the Village. But it was like Suddenly, Last Summer—I was his prop to go cruising, the boys would come over to talk to me and Victor would get them. We sat at the Riviera Lounge for four hours having coffees and teas ($7).


Went home, called Julia Scorsese at the Sherry Netherland—she’d called me—and she said to hold on and then she was gone for ten minutes. Then she came back on and said to hold on some more and was gone for another ten minutes. Then Liza Minnelli got on the phone and said, “This is Liza, let me have your number and she’ll call you right back.” And then Julia called and said to come over for dinner. I said I was with Catherine and her brother that evening and she said to bring them.


Cabbed to Sherry ($2). As we were going in, a guy with a beard was getting into the elevator. Mr. and Mrs. Scorsese, Martin’s parents, were there. They’re taller than he is, which is unusual, because kids are usually taller than their parents. There were a couple of agents. His parents live downtown right below Ballato’s. There was a nurse with a beautiful baby. It was a nurse that Julia had just hired, and she’d gotten lost in the airport so Julia was worried that she wasn’t a good one. There was a Negro girl with a baby, too, and the guy with the beard turned out to be Bobby De Niro and this Negro girl was his wife, Diahnne Abbott.


Marty’s skinny now, he’s been on a diet. Jack Haley was running around. Liza was wearing the dress Halston made out of fabric based on my Flower paintings. Marty came out in a white outfit and then changed into a black outfit. Everyone went downstairs to eat. Roger Moore was with them, and a girl from U.A. who was doing publicity, she was kissing Roger.


Roger Moore was wonderful and charming. He showed us what he called his three expressions: “worried,” “eyebrow up,” and “eyebrow down.” He’s been married three times, he’s married to an Italian woman now.


Bobby De Niro came in after dinner with an agent with funny glasses, didn’t say much. Marty’s parents were there really late.


Everybody got really really drunk. They were wanting me to make a toast, and I was so drunk I actually stood up and said something and it came out right I guess because everybody kept saying how moving it was, but I was so drunk I can’t remember what I said. Liza kept saying, “I’ll tell this to my grandchildren—and I’ve forgotten everything else!”


It was the best party. I stole a copy of the record album of New York, New York because Valentine wanted it, and Roger Moore had written backwards on it, and then I felt bad because they saw me do it. I was popping painkillers because of the neck operation from last week, the biopsy. I haven’t found out yet. When we left the Sherry it was dawn outside, 6:00 (cab $3.50).


Sunday, June 19, 1977


Victor and I went down to have drinks at Windows on the World (cab $5). Drank and talked and looked out the window ($180). It was beautiful. Then we walked around the Village. In the old days you could go over there on a Sunday and nobody would be around, but now it’s gay gay gay as far as the eye can see—dykes and leather bars with the names right out there in broad daylight—the Ramrod-type places. These leather guys, they get dressed up in leather and go to those bars and it’s all show business—they tie them up and that takes an hour. They say a few dirty words and that takes another hour. They take out a whip and that takes another hour—it’s a performance. And then every once in a while you get a nut who takes it seriously and does it for real and it throws it all off. But it’s just show business with most of them. Dropped Victor off ($5), stayed home and watched TV. Thought about the whole Scorsese scene. They’re riding high, they’re really riding high.


Monday, June 20, 1977


I called the doctor and he said to come by at 12:00. I was late because I was nervous. It was good news, it wasn’t what they thought it might be. But now my neck is swollen and it hurts, I guess I shouldn’t have had it done. Right after the doctor’s office I went to church to thank God.


Then I went to Tony the florist to send flowers to Liza and Julia for the fun time on Saturday. I wanted to buy this one tree that looked beautiful, and at first they said they wouldn’t sell it to me because it would only live one more day, but I said that was all it had to do—I knew Julia and Liza wouldn’t be in town long.


Cabbed downtown and then walked to office ($3.50). Julia Scorsese called to say thanks for the wonderful tree, she said it was their most memorable evening, too. She invited me to go up to their room after the New York, New York screening.


Picked Catherine up and her brother, and the three of us went to the Ziegfeld ($2.75). Sat up front. Catherine and Valentine thought the movie was boring, but I liked it, thought it was one of Liza’s best movies. Bobby De Niro’s wife is in it. She sang a song and looked beautiful, but it didn’t belong in the movie, had nothing to do with it.


Went to the Sherry and the party was jammed. Every time we wanted to leave, Julia said to stay. She was saying things like, “Please be Martin’s best boyfriend because he doesn’t have friends.” Somewhere in his New York days Martin must have gotten something into his head about me, because it seems to mean something big to have me there and be together, it’s like it symbolizes something, but I can’t figure out exactly what yet.


We’d told a friend of Valentine’s to meet us at the party but he never showed up, so we took a cab to the Stanhope to find him ($2.50). Room 15-something. We knocked on the door and he said, “I’ll be there in a minute.” This went on for a while. The room is 2' × 2'. Valentine was getting so nervous he was beating his head. We decided to leave. The friend never made it to the door (cab $3, dropoffs).


Tuesday, June 21, 1977


Robert Hayes came in saying that he thought Diahnne Abbott should be the cover girl, and we called and asked her. She said that she was thrilled, but she’d need “a day to think about it,” so I guess she thinks Bobby might give her a hard time.


Later that night I went to the premiere of New York, New York and seeing it the second time I fell asleep around ten times. Victor was taking coke in the seat next to me, though, so that woke me up at the end—a little of it drifted over. Walked over to the Rainbow Room.


There was a black guy at the door of the Rainbow Room who didn’t know me and wouldn’t let me in and then another guy came to the door and it turned out to be this guy who always tells me that he wants his lobster pot back. He came to my house with a bunch of people once and says he brought a lobster pot that he cooked in and then he says it’s still at my house and I don’t ever know what he’s talking about. I go crazy every time this guy starts up because it’s always the same routine! If he sees me in thirty years it will still be: “Give me back my lobster pot.” So he came out and said, “Oh, come right in, Mr. Warhol,” and at first I didn’t recognize him and as soon as we got in the door he turned on me and said, “Where’s my lobster pot!” and I thought, Oh this just can’t be happening to me again. Oh no, oh no no no no no no.… Then the guy had to go back to the door and we got away.


We didn’t go into the main room because I didn’t know what happened to it, I didn’t see it. We went into the side room and then Julia Scorsese came over and said, “Hold on to me, grab me, talk to me,” like come here/go there/turn around/don’t leave me—she’s just like Susan Tyrrell and Sally Kirkland, sort of that type.


Then she said, “Don’t look now, there’s Martin’s first wife, and I just get crazy when she’s around.” And the girl was very beautiful. I didn’t know that Martin had been married before, I was surprised because he’s so Catholic and always has the priest around and everything. The girl said, “You don’t remember me, but I met you when I was the head of the Erotica Gallery.” Then we left her and I introduced Julia to Earl Wilson.


I noticed that in the movie were lots of the people who actually work for Marty. Like the woman in the car who has the fight with Bobby and Liza is the wife of the agent. That’s why it’s good—the parts were written for the people.


Julia asked me to sit at the main table with her and Marty, but there was a big crowd and noise so I sort of pretended I didn’t hear that because I wanted to slip away—it wasn’t my night, it was their night.


Victor left and I was so worried about him, he was strange, and seemed bored, and for the first time since I’ve known him he seemed real. Like he was very tired and a normal person and wanted to go home. And he did.


Went over to Studio 54. The band struck up “New York, New York” and they carried Liza in. Halston did photos with her. Then a little later they played “New York, New York” and Martin walked in, and I think maybe they carried Liza in again or picked her up again, but I was leaving. Dropped Valentine ($3). It was 3:00.


Thursday, June 23, 1977


Went to the dentist. Asked Dr. Lyons not to take X-rays and he got mad. He said that I hadn’t had one in ten years.


Then went down to the ninth floor to see Dr. Domonkos the skin doctor. Kitty Carlisle Hart was coming out in a sort of disguise and I asked the doctor why she was there and he said he was sending her somewhere else, so I don’t know what that meant. Had a pimple squeezed. He told me to come back next week.


Cabbed to Sloan-Kettering ($2.50) and the waiting room there freaked me out. People with noses cut off. It was so shocking. Dr. Strong took the stitches on my neck out.


Talked to Jamie Wyeth who said we could go late to the president’s fund-raising thing at the Waldorf. When we got there, there were picketers outside and it was like a bad movie. If you saw it in a movie you wouldn’t believe it. They had sections for gay protest and sections for abortion. And they had a garbage can with abortions in it.


We were up in the balcony. When the president came in he went around and shook every single person’s hand in the whole place and that took a few hours. Ann Landers was kind of nutty-acting. She told me that her daughter had a lot of Warhols and she wishes she’d gotten on the bandwagon early, too. The president made speeches and he had a good writer because the jokes were all good.


“I want my vice-president to be an active one, so if any of you have questions on”—he gave a list—“abortion, gay rights, downtown parking, Northern Ireland, the Concorde… just write him letters and he’ll be happy to clear it up.”


Is that the first time a president has ever said the word “gay”? It may be—because of Anita Bryant.


Andrew Young told me he’d seen me the day before walking along Park Avenue.


Then we left and went down to see Bryan Ferry at the Bottom Line. Then everyone went to Hurrah’s for the party for Bryan Ferry that Jerry Hall was having. Ronnie was there with a date, and Gigi was there with a date, and that was a drama. Ronnie said later that Gigi threw a drink in his face and he swears he hadn’t said or done anything to her, but that then he retaliated by ripping the front of her dress.


Friday, June 24, 1977


Ronnie was drinking heavily at the office all day because he’d been woken up by Gigi at the door with two policemen and a restraining order, something like that. So since he was drinking, he was bossing me around, giving me art ideas, which was good.


Nobody was around the office to go interview Diahnne Abbott except Catherine Guinness, so I went over with her. It wasn’t a good interview, I felt bad about it. It degenerated into me interviewing her little girl of around nine from before she married De Niro, and I take the blame for the bad interview because she’s a friend of Nelson Lyon’s so she must be intelligent, and I just didn’t do a good interview. Dropped Catherine ($4).


Gave Jed $20 for car expenses and he drove us to Montauk. We’re now trying now to rent the place to François de Menil or Earl McGrath.


Sunday, June 26, 1977—Montauk—New York


Sunny. Mr. Winters was thrilled all weekend because we told him he was going to get a new Jeep.


Earl and I discussed the cover of the Rolling Stones album that I’m doing. He wanted me to put some writing on it. I was down by the beach, Vincent was surfing, and there was a guy walking his big dog. I ignored him for a while, and then realized it was Dick Cavett. We talked a while and he was fishing for an invitation so I invited him over for lunch. Peter Beard came over with Margrit Rammè, who was kissing Peter in front of Barbara Allen, his old girlfriend, but the two girls got along okay.


Dick Cavett told a Polish joke—put dots on his hands and then put his hand by his ear—“What’re you doing?” “Listening to the Ink Spots.” And then Margrit told one about the Polish police lineup where the guy rapist steps out of the line and says, “That’s the girl!”


Barbara was upset because Jack Nicholson gave the part she “auditioned” for to an unknown girl who did some New York theater things.


I left early with François. He’s a good fast driver—got us from Montauk to East Hampton in ten minutes. Jann Wenner had John Belushi at his place. Jann gave us a tour of the house. If he’d rented Montauk, he could have had something great, but I guess he and his wife Jane just wanted something “adorable.” I was thinking about an idea all weekend that I got from the Liz and Dick book about doing a love affair between two parallel streets that can never meet. Dylan Thomas had once told Richard Burton he wanted to do that, but then he died. It would be a good thing for me to do, a good art idea.


Philip Niarchos kept calling Barbara from his car all weekend from London. He went to a big ball there, all the rich kids were at it.


Monday, June 27, 1977


Looked through the new issue of Interview. Barbara Allen really hates her cover, she says it makes her look fat. Jann Wenner sent the paintings of Mick back, they must have been too much money for him. Catherine was putting Interview down and we had a fight when I told her she was lazy. Nenna Eberstadt at the office sewed up Valentine’s pants, but then last night they split again, so she didn’t do a good job. I made a mistake of mentioning a lisp Valentine has and he got upset because he said he went to therapy for four years to get rid of it and thought he had.


Tuesday, June 28, 1977


Went down to the office where Interview was having a lunch for the Schenley’s liquor people. I was in and out of the lunch because I was painting with the sponge mop in the back. I haven’t peed on any canvases this week. This is for the Piss paintings. I told Ronnie not to pee when he gets up in the morning—to try to hold it until he gets to the office, because he takes lots of vitamin B so the canvas turns a really pretty color when it’s his piss. Answered a few phone calls myself. A couple of cute kids from Sweden came by. Sent Ronnie for photo supplies ($5.95).


Cabbed to “21” ($5.50). Vincent picked me up. It had just started to rain. Dinner was with Peter Beard and his friend Harry Horn from Kenya. People were streaming upstairs for a dinner that Diane Von Furstenberg was giving for Egon’s birthday. I was surprised when I saw Diane’s mother—she didn’t look Jewish, she was small and blonde. Then Mick in a lime suit came in with Jerry Hall. I thought things were fishy with Mick and Jerry and then the plot started to thicken. Mick was so out of it that I could tell the waiters were scared he’d pass out. His head was so far back and he was singing to himself. The top part of his body was like jelly and the bottom half was tapping 3,000 taps a minute. He was putting his sunglasses on and off. Mick started going after Vincent, but it was just a ruse, because I found out later from Fred he’s really passionately in love with Jerry, and it looks like there’s trouble for Bianca. Jerry was saying, “I really have to go,” and when Peter was going to go with her to get a cab she said, “Oh, that’s all right, Mick will drop me off.”


Then we went next door for a continuing party for Egon, this one given at New York/New York by Diane de Beauvau. Franco Rossellini was there with a big black and blue nose, and you couldn’t see anything but that, but I wanted to be discreet in case somebody had hit him, so I ignored it until Franco said finally, “By the way, have you noticed my nose? My little dog bit me.” He has a dachshund, so I got nervous. He took it to a funeral and the dachshund, Felix, got upset and bit his nose and wouldn’t let go.



Wednesday, June 29, 1977


Worked. Victor came by after his trip to Fire Island. He had some come samples with him and I told him to start coming on the sheets and bring them in and we’d have an exhibit together in Victor’s loft—his Come paintings and my Piss.


Thursday, June 30, 1977


George Mason called and invited me to dinner on Atlantic Avenue in Brooklyn. Stan Rumbough was going to the dinner, too, and that got me excited, he’s the young rich Post Toasties son of Dina Merrill. Dina is in A Wedding, the Robert Altman movie that they’re filming in Chicago. It just has a little bit of a storyline. Altman’s doing all the things we tried to do in the late sixties and early seventies.


George Mason picked me up. Stan Rumbough is very big, about 6'3", and he’s handsome, but he talks like a fairy. I’ve seen him a few times with cheap, sort of Oriental-looking girls. He’s got a high, nelly voice, but I guess he likes beautiful girls—he was disappointed that Candy Bergen cancelled out, he said he’d gone swimming with her when he was seven years old and wanted to see her again.


It was an Armenian-Turkish-African-Arabian-type restaurant. Mashed chickpeas, mashed eggplant, three guys playing music. George had his model girlfriend Maret from Finland there.


Barbara Allen was there. She still just really hates her Interview cover. The man with the new model agency came, he brought about five girls and boys. Valentine was in heaven. The owners came over a lot and took pictures. A nun came over to me to autograph a bottle but my pen didn’t work. She said she’d just gotten out of an operation and that seeing me was the most exciting moment of her life since she won $500 in the church lottery, (laughs) I mean, if these are high points for a nun…


Stan Rumbough seemed to like Barbara and was saying something that sounded like “blow job” a lot and blowing into a bottle. Philip Niarchos is probably not going to marry her, so she should get him worried, or something like that. She should live with him and get more things before he drops her.


Stan says he’s a “photographer.” These rich kids, it’s so funny to hear them sit there and say, “I have a job, oh yes, doing pictures for a catalogue, I work for a man who does catalogues, and this is the second time I’ve been to Brooklyn—the first was yesterday, I came here to pick up some wax fruit to shoot.…” I asked him if he wanted to do pictures for Interview. I mean, Dina interviewed herself just to get Stan’s picture of her published. And he said, “I’m in a busy time now, what with the catalogue work.…”


Then on to Earl McGrath’s party for the Star Wars people—Mark Hamill, Harrison Ford, Carrie Fisher, and another girl, but by the time I got to 57th and Seventh they were gone (cab $8).


Mackenzie Phillips asked Vincent, “Got any blow?” Jann Wenner was there and I introduced him to Stan Rumbough, but Stan is so stupid-sounding and I forgot to clue Jann who he was, so Jann probably thought he was just some kid who took pictures of waxed fruit, because that’s all he was talking about again.


Good food. Fran Lebowitz and Marc Balet were there, they may have come with Jerry Hall and Bryan Ferry. Jerry seemed to be back with him.


Earl showed a videotape of the Sex Pistols.


Barbara and Stan and I left together, and when I left them they were still together.


Friday, July 1, 1977


Suzie Frankfurt and Jed left early for Montauk in order to spruce it up for the prospective renters.


Victor invited me over to Halston’s house for dinner. Halston had gone to Joe Eula’s for the weekend in upstate New York, and he lets Victor use his house on 63rd Street while he’s away but he never tells him when he’s coming back, just to keep Victor on his toes. So Victor invited lots of people for dinner with me. One of them was Peter Keating, a top male model. His hair is receding, but he didn’t start to get popular until it started to recede, he thinks it’s because this way he doesn’t “pose a threat” to men.


Victor made a chicken. The house was freezing and I was the only one cold because everyone else was taking coke. Halston has a freezer stacked full of vodka, so it’s like drinking liquid oil. I had about four small glasses. Also there were a couple of John Waters people from Baltimore. The one guy who looked like a heavier John Waters said that he was Divine’s roommate. I asked if he and Divine were lovers and he said, “Well, after all these years, you really fall in love with the mind.…” Victor said he’d made it with someone in a van in front of Halston’s, because they weren’t sure when Halston was coming back.


Saturday, July 2, 1977


Victor called and said he wanted to take me to dinner in the Village. I picked him up (cab $4). We went into porno magazine stores for research materials for the “landscapes” ($36) and another one where the guy wouldn’t give us a receipt ($17). Bought a “fairy shirt” that has my name on it. It’s just a list of names of people who’re gay all over it like Thoreau, Alexander the Great, Halston, me—but they have Richard Avedon on it. And there was somebody else on it who I’ve never heard was queer, either, but I forget who. Cruised the whole area. The Village was so packed with everybody who couldn’t afford Fire Island. Victor had a “big black number” coming over to his house that he wanted me to photograph as a “landscape,” so we cabbed back ($3.60). Then the big black number called and said he wouldn’t be there for hours, so Victor and I cabbed to Studio 54 ($3). It was filled with beautiful people.


Went back to Halston’s, Halston wasn’t home, waited for the “landscape.” Took pictures when he got there until I ran out of film. When I opened the door it was bright daylight. I was surprised. Home at 7:00.



Sunday, July 3, 1977


The kids called from Montauk, everybody was out there. Jan Cushing, Jackie Rogers, François de Menil and Jennifer Jakobson, Barbara Allen. Mick had moved over from Peter Beard’s and spent time in one of the bedrooms with Barbara.


Walked over to Victor’s-at-Halston’s. I ran into Stevie of Studio 54 on the street. Victor was trying to call his big black number again. Halston came in just as I was leaving, and that was awkward, really awkward.


Victor is my new Ondine, he even uses a TWA flight bag like Ondine used to. But it’s getting kind of too heavy, seeing him so much. He should get his art career going, but he thinks he doesn’t have to have sex with somebody to get ahead. I told him, “You’ve got to fuck your way to the top.” Then I told him the Barbara Rose/Frank Stella Story.


Some blacks recognized me a few times this weekend, and I’m trying to figure out what they recognize so I can somehow sell it to them, whatever it is.


Tuesday, July 5, 1977


Rupert came by. He was wearing a lady’s jumpsuit. Ronnie had told me that Rupert wasn’t gay, that he lived with a girl, so I teased him and said, “What are you wearing that for? Are you a fairy?” and we all fell over when he said, “Yes, I am.” Ronnie’s eyes popped out. Suddenly it all started to make sense—the blond hair poofed up, the walk, the women’s clothes—he was gay!


Victor called. He said that Halston threw him out, accused him of stealing the coke. Victor says Halston keeps most of the coke in the safe but he doesn’t know that Victor can open the safe. He also detected that Victor had had a gang bang because there were greasy handprints on the walls and come on the Ultrasuede.


Wednesday, July 6, 1977


Victor came by the office to loaf. Halston took back the key to his house because of the gang bang. Or maybe it was because he caught me there. We’ll see if he’s mad if he starts sending the paintings back.


Cab ($4) to Elaine’s for dinner with Sharon McCluskey Hammond, and her favorite cousin who she just met for the first time a week ago, Robin Lehman. My ears perked up, because he’s the son of the guy that left the Lehman wing to the Metropolitan Museum.


Steve Aronson said he wanted to look at the menu but Sharon told him, “If you ask for the menu, Elaine charges twice as much.” Steve flashed a wad of money and said, “I can afford to hear the menu. There isn’t a menu in the world I can’t afford to hear.” Sharon said, “Okay, Steven, have it your way. Waiter? The menu.” Later, when Steve and Catherine were leaving, Steve threw $40 on the table. Valentine said oh no, no, that that was too much for two people and that we shouldn’t take it. Then the bill came and it was $148! I hadn’t even had anything to eat. Robin had a steak. Sharon had spaghetti. Steve had spaghetti. And nobody even drank.


Thursday, July 7, 1977


Bob and I cabbed to the Pierre Hotel for the lunch in honor of the empress of Iran. There were demonstrators out front and it was scary, they wore masks, but they were Iranians, you could tell, because their hands were dark. We were special, so we went to shake hands with the empress—the, you know, queen. Governor Carey and Mayor Beame were in the receiving line, and Zahedi.


The queen was reading a prepared speech and it was going along okay, and then a woman in a green dress in the press section stood up and screamed, “Lies, lies, you liar!” and they dragged her out. The queen kept on reading her prepared statements and then afterwards apologized to everyone for the noise and demonstrations that were going on because of her. She said that women’s rights in Iran may not seem so much to Americans, but in Iran it was big steps.


Cabbed to meet Ronnie ($2.50) and look at uncut stones for my Diamond paintings. Then cabbed down to the office ($3).


Cabbed up to the Iranian embassy ($2.50). There were no demonstrators out in front. Inside I saw Otto Preminger again and it was the second or third time in a few days, so he asked me what we were going to do tomorrow. I posed for pictures with the queen in front of my portrait of her. She said she was jealous of Hoveyda because he had eight Warhols and she only had four. The queen is taller than me.


Cab to Marina Schiano’s for dinner ($3). Françoise de la Renta was there, she put the Shah down saying he was greedy and awful but she said she liked the queen. She said he had twenty-five mistresses an hour. Suzie Frankfurt was there. Bob was in the bedroom where there was coke. Giorgio Sant’Angelo came in and then Suzie and I were sitting right there and Giorgio says to Bob, “Who is this Suzie Frankfurt?” This is that thing that people on drugs do. It’s just like they do in Hollywood when they don’t like somebody—they talk about them as if they weren’t there. In a way it’s great—if it could only happen more. Marina and Giorgio are the ones who really do it a lot. I said, “Suzie, they’re talking about you!” Bob said to Giorgio, “She’s a good friend of Andy’s, it’s all right.” “But who is she?” Giorgio said. “She’s very rich,” Bob said. This is all with us sitting right there, with Giorgio and Bob acting as if we couldn’t hear. Finally I said, “Oh come on, Bob. You’re talking about people in front of them.”


Dropped Suzie ($2.70).


Barbara Allen told Bob that Mick is very unhappy, he says it’s over with Bianca, that he has no feelings for her. He thinks she uses him and he doesn’t want to go to St. Tropez where she is. Barbara says she just thinks of Mick as a friend, the way she thinks of Fred and Bob, and that she has sex with him only because he’s lonely now.



Friday, July 8, 1977


By the way, Valerie has been seen hanging around the Village and last week when I was cruising there with Victor, I was scared I’d run into her and that would be a really weird thing. What would happen? Would she want to shoot me again? Would she try to be friendly? [see Introduction; Valerie Solanis is the woman who shot and nearly killed Andy in 1968.]


Went to Nippon with Marina Schiano, and Franco Rossellini was there. Franco was saying that he doesn’t know how the story about Imelda being “married” to Cristina Ford got all over the world—“because I only told one person and it wasn’t my story anyway.” But he did tell everybody in the world—it was his joke story-of-the-week once. So now I think Imelda and Cristina are mad at him.


They dropped me off, and it seemed like they wanted me to invite them in, but I didn’t.


Sunday, July 10, 1977


Was going to go down to work but the phone rang and it was Julia Scorsese. She was with a girlfriend, a writer who’s working on a series. Julia said they were going to meet Barbara Feldon at Serendipity, so went to the Sherry to pick them up.


Julia was driving me crazy, sometimes when I’d catch her eye she looked just like Valerie Solanis, and then she also acts like Viva. She got it in her head that I “saved” her the night of New York, New York. She said that she wasn’t next to Martin at the table and I went over and sat her down there and that that squelched rumors that her husband was having an affair with Liza Minnelli so the papers didn’t get it. She went on about that a lot and she was walking sort of drunkenly on blue high heels and her pupils were dilated.


When we got to Serendipity, Barbara Feldon was there. Julia started doing what I hate more than anything, patting my head all the time. She drove me crazy. And she kept trying to fix me up with her girlfriend who was tall and kind of pretty, and it was them saying, “You’re so wonderful wonderful wonderful” to me for hours, and I didn’t know what to do. Since I told her they didn’t have liquor, she brought champagne. I don’t understand these girls, they talk and say things and I don’t know what they’re doing.


Barbara left and we cabbed to Elaine’s. We ordered, and it was more “Aren’t you wonderful”s. Julia said she wanted to set up a date for me to meet the writer of Annie, she said it would be nice for me to meet some real men, and I didn’t know what that meant, if she was saying “real men” and the real men meant fairies, or what she was talking about. Julia told me how they do things on Marty’s movies—they rehearse the people, do videotapes, then Julia picks out the best things and they have the people redo them that way on camera later during the shooting. She said they change the plot and twist it during the shooting. Like in the original story of New York, New York, Bobby De Niro goes into the record business.


She said that Marty has coke problems and he got blood poisoning and now he takes medicine to clean himself out. He’s cutting three movies now. She said she wrote a lot of Taxi Driver. I started saying people act like it’s the directors and the producers and the writers who make a movie when it’s actually the stars, and she took offense saying her husband had created Bobby De Niro and Harvey Keitel and some other people. But I said they were new faces and people always want to see new faces. Marty is now in Chicago doing a musical called Shine It On with Liza.


She said that she gave Robert Altman the idea to film A Wedding in Chicago, to take it out of L.A. and give it a different atmosphere. The producers gave her three days off, she said, so I took that to mean she must have been driving them crazy. Julia was getting a little too drunk. She dumped her pocketbook on the table and all the credit cards spilled out. She went to the bathroom and I put them back in (dinner $70).


Monday, July 11, 1977


Forgot to say that on Friday Paulette Goddard called. She sounded a little drunk, cranky. She’s very mad at Valerian Rybar who’s decorating her apartment in the Ritz Towers—he made it all pink and blue and even though she approved those colors she said she doesn’t know how she could have.


Wednesday, July 13, 1977


Cabbed up to Rockefeller Plaza to the Warner Communications offices to see Pelé, the soccer player who was being photographed for Interview. He was adorable, he remembered meeting me at Regine’s once. We were on the thirtieth floor. He’s sort of funny-looking, but then when he smiles he looks beautiful. He has his own office up there, and they’re making Pelé T-shirts and hats and cartoons.


Mark Ginsburg had called and said the interview with Irene Worth was on for that night, and I said I’d meet him at the Vivian Beaumont where her play The Cherry Orchard was. We were going to see it first.


Irene’s voice was good, and that’s all that really matters—everything she says sounds like real acting. The lights went down and I thought it was the end of the act, but it wasn’t. It was the Blackout of ’77. They kept acting on stage in the dark, and the girl who played the daughter announced, “Isn’t this fun? Let’s keep going!” A guy came on stage and said that anybody who wanted to leave would be shown the way out, and that they’d just keep going with the play, they had guys on stage holding candles.


So everybody was a real trouper, and this was the moment these actors had been waiting all their lives for—to make the show go on.


Then after the play, as Mark and I were walking backstage to see Irene, a man said, “This is the most thrilling thing that’s happened to me, passing Andy Warhol in the dark.” Irene changed and put on bluejeans and turned out to look young. She served champagne. I had enough tape for three or four hours’ taping. A Lincoln Center guy was saying, “Stay in the crowds, they’re mugging people all over” (cab $4, big tip).


For some reason it was so simple to get a cab, we just walked out and got in one and went with a friend of Irene’s who I also know, Rudy, to his apartment on 67th and Lexington, right on the second floor. He had candles all over because he always eats with candles. He made omelettes on his gas range, it was all so easy. They were delicious. Did the interview with Irene.


The phones were sort of working—you had to wait for a dial tone, but then it was okay.


Thursday, July 14, 1977


My power on 66th Street went on about an hour ago [Friday, 8:00 A.M.]. On TV the reporters showed the looting, they had TV crews right there, filming the looters, and the lights from the TV enabled them to see better to steal more. It was like the TV people asked them where they were going to steal next so they could set up. On TV they’re all chained together and they’re all black and Puerto Rican. It looks like Roots.


Maxime de la Falaise called the Factory to see if there was electricity there. She’s been moving down to her loft on 19th Street from the Upper West Side all week. She tried to save money by getting hippie movers, and it’s taken a week instead of a day. The hippies carry things out leisurely and look at chairs and ask each other, “How old do you think this is? Eighteenth century?” Professional movers just crate up dead bodies, if that’s what you have in your apartment, they don’t miss a beat.


Had dinner with Sharon Hammond and Robin Lehman and afterwards we walked down Eighth Avenue through the drag queens and transvestites and whores over to Studio 54. Steve Rubell was thrilled to see us and let all ten of us in free. He reminded me that I’d asked him to marry me a few weeks ago, and I couldn’t believe he would remember something casual and offhand like that. I said it once and didn’t even think he heard me. I mean, he’s a young kid doing well, being successful—I’m so tired of working I propose all the time to people who’re doing well. Why would he remember that as if it was serious?


Saturday, July 16, 1977


Son of Sam is still out on the loose, and that’s an old-style crime—notes to the police, an M.O., killer on the loose, all that. People seem sort of happy to see a pattern. Son of Sam is nostalgia, almost. Goes after long brown-haired girls.


Up very early. Had lunch at the office for Victor and a kid he knows from NBC, Andy Wright, and Victor’s new beautiful girlfriend who gives him coke, from Greenwich, Connecticut, Nancy something, who models. He’s been fucking her to get the coke.


Monday, July 18, 1977


I’m reading the Evelyn Keyes book Scarlett O’Hara’s Younger Sister, and she describes everything in detail in her sex life, it’s great, sex with King Vidor and with John Huston—how he put it in and everything. And she says that Paulette Goddard was her idol, that she copied everything about her, her hair, her voice.


Called Paulette and told her about the book, how much Evelyn loved her. She said, “Oh yeah, she loved me so much she stole all my boyfriends, and when she stole my last boyfriend, I dropped her.”


Cabbed up to Suzie’s ($2.35). Sandra Payson who’s married to George Weidenfeld was there and as I sat talking to her, a cockroach was running on her. I didn’t know if I should say something or not. But then maybe she knew because she stood up and said, “Shall we get moving?” And that knocked it off. What would Emily Post do?


I decided to really really hustle so I took Lady Weidenfeld home. We walked a little, and then she was overheated and we cabbed to 25 Sutton Place ($2.50). We talked about Diana Vreeland’s nose. She popped the question about how much a portrait is and I said, “Oh, I can’t talk money, talk to Fred.” That effect.


On my way home, a cab stopped and I really wanted one, but since it had stopped for me I was suspicious to get in and didn’t. Went to a magazine store ($4).


Tuesday, July 19, 1977


Stanley Siegel had looters as guests on his TV show and also Adela Holzer to defend herself against the fraud charges. She said that the investors had started to worship her and so they expected to make a fortune and when they didn’t right away they got mad. She kept correcting Stanley that she’d been “booked, not arrested.”


All day was preparing for the Interview advertising party at 5:00. People started coming around then and by 6:00 it was jammed. Everybody likes Gael Malkenson, who just started working full-time for us now that she graduated from college—she’s aggressive and everybody thinks she should really be the one selling ads.


Ruth Kligman came by and kissed me smack on the lips and told me she was off Jack Nicholson for her Jackson Pollock story, and the new he-man screen-man of her dreams is Bobby De Niro, he’s all she could think about.


Wednesday, July 20, 1977


Tom Seaver came down to pose for an Athletes portrait. Richard Weisman came, too, in a limo that parked downstairs. Tom Seaver was adorable. Athletes really do have the fat in the right places and they’re young in the right places. The person taking the photographs was Mr. Johnson, a nice man who did the story on Jamie Wyeth and me once. He wanted Tom to wear a Mets hat, so they went out and bought one, and then he wanted Tom to do a Cincinnati-uniform with-a-Mets-hat picture, half and half, but he refused. Tom’s wife Nancy was calling on the phone. He hates the Mets now. He’d just bought a new house in Connecticut and everything when they traded him.


I haven’t been feeling well for the past two weeks, I think it’s the pimple medicine. I’m going to the pimple doctor again early in the morning.


Thursday, July 21, 1977


After the pimple doctor I went to the office. Lunch for Christopher Wilding and his stepsister, the adopted Liz Taylor–Richard Burton girl, she was pretty but not a raving beauty, about sixteen, shy. Firooz Zahedi was there, and the Blondie girl was being interviewed and photographed by Chris Makos. Her real name is Debbie Harry, she’s been around for a long time, sort of on the fringes. She knows everybody. If she had a body like Cyrinda’s she’d be really great, although her body’s okay, like a Sandra Dee–Tuesday Weld–type body. She’s small.


Allen Midgette came up earlier to show his wares, he’s making leather clothes, and he really works hard on them. He stayed for lunch. He keeps in shape dancing. We reminisced about the sixties when I sent him on that college lecture tour with Paul and Viva to impersonate me and then the places found out and made me redo the whole tour.


Monday, August 22, 1977


Cabbed to Chembank ($3.40). Walked over to University Place to look for things to paint.


Then cabbed to Richard Weisman’s with Susan Johnson and Jed ($4.50). Susan needs a new man—the Billy Copley affair didn’t work out. When we got there, everyone was already watching the Wimbledon match between Bjorn Borg and Vitas Gerulaitis. Those last two weren’t there yet, they were having dinner together. The match went on three hours, and somewhere in there Vitas came in with a girlfriend but Bjorn had gone home from dinner. The joke is always that Bjorn sleeps for four hours then plays tennis for two, and that Vitas plays tennis for two hours then discotheques for four. Now Vitas has just discovered New York/New York. Susan Johnson was hurt, all the butch athletes had girls that were tall, slender, blonde, long-haired. She’s just cute and little and brown-haired.


There was a lot to drink, no cocaine. Everyone teased Gerulaitis that he was wearing his gold coke-cutter razorblade around his neck in the match. He’s in training now, he left early and only ate a plum.


Tuesday, August 23, 1977


Dinner to interview Diahnne Abbott was at Quo Vadis. Picked up Catherine. Bob began asking Diahnne (laughs) in many different ways how it felt to be colored. “Are you really colored? How do you feel about your skin? Do you like to dance?” And then he got it down to what did it feel like to be colored and in bed with Bobby De Niro. Then I think she must have slipped Bob some coke—he went into the bathroom and came back a zombie.


Diana Vreeland was there for dinner with Alessandro Albrizzi from Venice, at a table behind us. Then later as we were leaving, I introduced Diahnne to Diana and Diana said, “I’m madly in love with your husband.” We went over in Diahnne’s car to Studio 54. Fred and Ahmet Ertegun and Earl McGrath were there. Earl said he was thrilled that Fred had agreed to so little money for the billboard I’ll be doing for the Stones.


Diahnne didn’t like the music that was playing, it wasn’t right, she wanted to leave. Went up to Elaine’s. She played some songs on the jukebox that she wasn’t able to hear at Studio 54. Bob continued the questioning on how it felt to be colored.


She told about her waitressing jobs in the Village at the Left or Right Bank, places like that. Then Bob asked her about politics, and she said she didn’t think about it, and then Bob brought up Idi Amin! I mean, everything he said was colored (Elaine’s $50).


Then Diahnne invited us down to her apartment. It was peculiar, it was like this meant she was really accepting us or something. Barrow Street. She had clothes all over, she was buying lots and lots of clothes. They’re looking for a new apartment and I suggested Park Avenue, but she said they have an image to protect. She served Dom Perignon, showed us baby pictures. She let the limo go, which was tacky, and we had to cab home. As we passed the Studio 54 neighborhood, Bob screamed, “Let me out, let me out” (cab $5).


Tuesday, August 30, 1977


Up early to go to see Dr. Lyons for a teeth-cleaning. Went to Park Avenue to get a cab downtown and one pulled up and the door opened and it was lovely Barbara Rose saying, “Let’s share a cab downtown.” The fare on the meter was already past $3, I noticed. She’s now going with Jerry Leiber, the Leiber-Stoller guy who wrote “Hound Dog” and so she talked about Elvis, although I don’t think Leiber went to the funeral in Memphis. She said she and Leiber are writing or have written a play and they want Al Pacino to play Elvis. God, I just hate her. She’s so awful (cab total $7).


They’re saying that the article Caroline Kennedy did on the Elvis funeral for Rolling Stone made fun of the local people, but I can understand that—Caroline’s really intelligent and the people down there really were dumb. Elvis never knew there were more interesting people.


When I got to 12th Street I walked around University Place for ideas. Then over to the office. Sandy Brant was there with Jed going over decorating schemes for Peter Brant and Joe Allen’s office building in Greenwich that Philip Johnson designed. Jed’s in the decorating business now.


Cab to Alkit Camera ($3) on 53rd and Third. The cab driver didn’t even turn around to look at me but he knew who I was. I asked him how he could tell. He said that he’d been buying art since he was twenty and just “stacking it around the house like the Collyer Brothers.” He went to auctions and places for art bargains, and he was thrilled to have me in the cab. I got a new camera because I had to take pictures of Chrissie Evert later in the afternoon. For the Athletes series.


Had Bettina, the famous Chanel model from the fifties, to lunch. She’s the beautiful one who was in the car with Aly Khan when he died. She’s here to open an Ungaro store on Madison around the corner from my house. She was wearing a purple dress.


Chrissie said she and Burt Reynolds were talking about me recently, and that’s why she wanted to do this. Victor came in and he started dragging out the Shadow paintings of cocks and assholes that I’ve been doing—the paintings all the “landscapes” have been posing for—and somebody had to tell him not to. I gave her a copy of the Burt Reynolds issue of Interview.


Thursday, September 1, 1977


Went to the eye doctor and tried about another fifteen pairs of soft contact lenses. Finally a pair that was very very thin, the thinnest, felt the best.


Sunday, September 4, 1977—Paris


Got up late and went back to sleep and I still wasn’t ready when Fred was ready to go at 1:00. Taxi to YSL’s for lunch. Fred had to lie and say that I was a cripple so that the driver would take us such a short distance. The driver looked me over and said, “Yes, I can see that” ($2).


Pierre showed us his birthday present to Yves: a sixteenth-century vermilion lion with ruby eyes. Yves also had on a lion ring. I taped the entire lunch. They spoke a lot of French so we stared around a lot. After lunch we went to the garden and the dogs were let out and Pierre played with them. He told us that he uses a cock ring. Pierre said that they were putting silicone in cocks now so that they stayed hard all of the time. Yves said he hoped everyone would do it so he could design new pants.


Tuesday, September 6, 1977—Paris


Went to Castel’s for dinner. As we were going upstairs Fred noticed that Joe Dallesandro was there so he went down to ask him to come up and join us but Joe said no and that began to bother Fred. So then Fred began drinking champagne. Lots of people there—Caroline of Monaco’s fiancé Philippe Junot, Florence Grinda’s brother, and Pam Sakowitz who’s getting divorced. Fred kissed her hand. Then Fred had an argument with a waiter about the fish forks. I asked Fred why he was so upset, if that meant he’d had an affair with Joe, and he didn’t answer me. We learned more about Fred with every new champagne bottle. Then he decided to go and make Joe come up. Joe looked so dirty, his teeth were so dirty, like licorice. He talked loud, said he drinks a bottle of bourbon a day. He’s making a movie with Maria Schneider—they’re playing zombies. He put down his girlfriend Stefania Cassini who left him. Said that he bought her $5,000 necklaces that she’d hide in the safe and then go run around Rome calling herself a Communist. Now he’s having affairs with boys and girls—just anybody, he said. He asked us to join him downstairs because he had a table. We said that we’d be down. Later he came back and screamed that they were taking away his table so we should hurry up. He had some rich illustrator paying for it all. Joe started dancing with two black guys, and Fred was getting drunker and started dancing with them, too. I got so embarrassed that I left.



Wednesday, September 7, 1977—Paris


Phone rang. It was Paloma for Fred but he wasn’t in his bed. Decided that I couldn’t worry about him anymore. Paloma had a lunch date with him and said that she’d call back. About 1:00 he arrived and she called back so we all got ready to go meet her. Cabbed to Angelina’s ($2). Paloma was wearing all red YSL. Talked about old romances and old happenings out of the past. Paloma picked up the check.


Friday, September 9, 1977—Paris


Bob got Liza Minnelli to do an endorsement in the Puerto Rican rum ad that’ll run in Interview and he’s now working on Jack Nicholson.


Someone called New York—found out that Bella Abzug lost, Cuomo won.


Monday, September 12, 1977—Paris—Venice


The Air France flight to Venice took two hours and we took a boat taxi to the Danielli ($20). Checked in and then we went out for lunch at La Colomba ($25). Went by Autillo Codognato’s jewelry shop. He’s working on my show here with Doug Christmas. Ran into Nan Kempner. The show is Friday but the paintings are still in customs in Rome. While we were on the launch we saw Graham Sutherland signing prints.


Tuesday, September 13, 1977—Venice


We had breakfast and then moved to another hotel where we had a pretty room with a balcony and I liked it better (tips $10, cab $10). Autillo had invited us all to lunch at Harry’s Bar. Had chicken with peppers and listened to Doug and Autillo talk about the customs problems still. They’re going to call the ambassador in Rome to try to speed things up.


Wednesday, September 14, 1977—Venice


There was a storm in the night but woke up to a beautiful day. We were supposed to visit Peggy Guggenheim’s collection so we started moving. In the lobby there was a photographer who began to take pictures of me and continued all during the trip back across the laguna. Doug then took us to Il Prisione where my show would be. It’s not a prison, it was a fancy men’s club, it’s next to the Doge’s Palace. It’s a good space with high ceilings but not too big. The white board for hanging went all around the wall but Doug wanted to paint it flesh-colored. The man in charge there took us up to the roof to show us a big cloth banner that said ANDY WARHOL and the dates of the show, 16 September–8 October. There was another one in San Marco Square under the clock and another one on the way towards Accademia. Jed photographed them.


At Peggy’s we looked around at everything. John Hornsbee, the curator, asked Peggy if she wanted to receive us and she said no. She’s sick. And we didn’t really want to see her anyway.


Thursday, September 15, 1977—Venice


At 4:00 I had to go over to the prison to sign some posters in advance. Some high school art teacher from San Francisco had left a can of Campbell’s for me to sign for him.


Jed and I went to the paper store to try and find some office gifts. We picked out some good designs of Venetian handprinted paper ($60). Went home to rest up. Thomas Ammann arrived from Zurich.


Friday, September 16, 1977—Venice


Jed and I got up and did some sightseeing and some more last-minute office shopping (gifts $29, $49, $39). We all met for lunch at Cipriani and Doug didn’t seem at all nervous even though the pictures hadn’t arrived yet. After lunch I went over to check and they’d finally arrived. The flesh color was a little off on the walls but it looked all right anyway. They all started to work. The Italian workers had already started hanging the paintings. Doug’s assistant, Hilary, told me the workers were surprised when they saw that my paintings were closeups of naked bodies and I guess they didn’t think that was good art because they started to make jokes and compare the cocks with their own and they didn’t do much work. She said that she and Doug had to do most of the work themselves. If Italians laugh at you and lose respect, you can’t get work out of them—that was the trouble Paul Morrissey had in Rome when he was shooting Frankenstein and Dracula—I guess the crew decided he didn’t know what he was doing, because they’d just stand around and sort of snicker.


We went back to the hotel to rest. Then went to the show at about 7:30. After an hour or so we went to Florian’s for a drink and everyone took photos. Then went to Autillo’s apartment on the second floor of a big palazzo on the Grand Canal. The big hall was all set with tables for 100 people. Autillo showed us his collection. He had my Flowers and Jackies and lots of good art.


At dinner I was beginning to feel my chair slip out from under me and was holding on to the table when a waiter told me I should change chairs. But I guess he put the bad chair at another table because in a few minutes I heard a crash and saw a white-haired man getting up from the floor.


After coffee we drifted around a little and looked at the collection some more. I was getting tired and was ready to go but it was by then pouring rain. Fred was drunk and he was very quiet. We waited downstairs for the boat taxis. They didn’t come right away so we decided to walk. We held our coats tight around us. Fred slipped once but we got him home all right. Right after I got in bed I felt the entire building move.



Saturday, September 17, 1977—Venice—New York


I told Jed that there’d been an earthquake the night before and he said it had just been the wind, but when the floor shifts and everything starts to slide you know it’s an earthquake. It turned out it was—Autillo said a painting fell at his house.


Got a speedboat taxi to the airport, zipping over the waves ($25 plus $5 tip). At the airport ran into Johnny Nicholson of the Café Nicholson. Bought magazines ($10). On the plane I found a good review of Bad—twenty-five movies opened in Paris this week and Bad was the one getting all the publicity, they’re saying it’s the first “punk” movie. They’re calling me the Queen of Punk.


Sunday, September 18, 1977


My opening at the Folk Art Museum is tomorrow night. Everybody who’s been giving me freebies all over town now expects to be invited to this, but it’s so embarrassing because the museum isn’t giving me any free tickets, it’s a $100 benefit. It’s just so horrible, these people let you in free all over town and you can’t even invite them. I just kept telling them that it isn’t anything and that it’s going to be boring. Which it is.


Monday, September 19, 1977


Went to see Dr. Poster (cab $2.50) because when I plugged in my contact lens cleaning machine in Paris it was the wrong voltage and it blew out.


Richard Weisman was coming to the office at 2:30. When he arrived he said I had to go to Columbus tomorrow to take pictures of Jack Nicklaus. Richard and Fred had a meeting about the series of sports-star portraits Richard commissioned, and I wished I’d stayed in the meeting longer because after I left they decided there would be the show in December of the ten Athletes portraits we finally settle on to exhibit and I think January would be much better.


Chris Makos came by and gave me a copy of White Trash, his book of photos, and it looked good, he did a good job.


Left the office early. Doc Cox said he was picking me up in his Rolls-Royce and I cringed, because I just hate to be seen in that car. But he arrived in a cab and I was secretly thrilled when he told me the Rolls had broken down. But I changed my mind when we arrived at the Folk Art Museum because there were photographers all over and actually, for once, the car would have been a big hit because just getting out of a crummy taxi was a bomb.


Ultra Violet was there and now, thinking about it, she must have had a facelift. She looked like the first day I met her, really great. Really really great. She was wearing a dress with gold coins pinned to it and she was selling them. She already sold the good American ones. I think she got the idea of owning gold coins from me in the days when she thought that whatever I did must be really smart.


We went over to the Four Seasons. There were cocktails in the lobby before dinner. I was seated in between Sandra Weidenfeld and Estée Lauder. Estée was really nice, she’d put perfume on the table for free samples. Peter Duchin’s orchestra was playing.


Marina Schiano didn’t like the end of the table she was at—she was upset she wasn’t with Fred, Diana Vreeland, and Diane de Beauvau—and she said that for $100 she should be able to sit next to her husband, Mr. Hughes. [Marina was married to Fred Hughes for a few years although they maintained separate residences.] She went over to Bob who was at another table having a miserable time, and told him that she was going home—this is 10:15—and to pick her up for the Studio 54 party in about an hour. She said that she could have been out with Marvin Gaye instead of at this thing.


Doc Cox was really drunk, drooling over Bob’s Kevin. Kevin Farley. I signed things for people and felt bad because they were my friends and I went blank and couldn’t remember their names—people I’d known for twenty years who gave me my first job.


And then afterwards Alana Hamilton was giving a birthday party for Mick Flick at Studio 54. I was so happy to go to a big fun party after that horrible dinner (cab $2.50).


Peter Beard was at Studio 54 and for the first time I saw him so drunk that his words were slurring. He told me he was glad after the Montauk fire burned his mill-house down that he wouldn’t be doing diaries anymore, that he was actually relieved they’d all been destroyed. I told him not to be relieved, that he had to do more. Sterling St. Jacques was there, he said he has a part in The Wiz—he and Pat Cleveland have broken up. He brought me over to Shirley Bassey and she seemed thrilled to meet me.


Stevie Rubell was nice to me and kept bringing me vodkas, but the vodka there is the cheapest and I hide it. But when Bob came over it was just what he drinks so I gave it to him, but Kevin shook his finger and said that it was a “no-no”—he doesn’t want Bob to drink. It’s so sick, Bob letting himself be henpecked.


Tuesday, September 20, 1977


Watched Stanley Siegel. Brooke Shields didn’t show up so he did a live telephone interview with Sophia Loren, who’s in town at the Pierre. Her English is good now. But you know, seeing her on TV this morning, she’s just… trashy. She said she wouldn’t let her daughter be in a movie like Brooke Shields’s Pretty Baby, and I mean didn’t she just fuck her way to the top? Who’s she kidding? She’s so pretentious. I’m supposed to see her on Thursday. Oh, and Monday afternoon at the office I stood there and listened to an unbelievable conversation—Vincent on the phone with our lawyer discussing if I should serve a summons on Sophia Loren when I went to have dinner with her! This is for the lawsuit we’re bringing against her husband Carlo Ponti, who produced Frankenstein and Dracula [see Introduction]. They were completely serious. Now see, it wouldn’t be direct—there would be this little man with me and when Sophia opened the door, the little man would slap her with the summons. Then she and I would have dinner as if nothing happened. This is what they were working out for me! I just watched Vincent’s end of the discussion on the phone and my mouth was open.


Catherine said we had to go to the screening of the Sophia Loren movie since it was especially for us because were going to interview her. Cabbed to 1600 Broadway ($2.60).


It looked like a 1950s Italian movie. Beautiful settings. Sophia is a housewife with cute fat Italian kids, and on a day when Hitler’s in Italy, the whole building goes to his parade. Her bird that talks gets away and she’s intrigued by Marcello Mastroianni, the man across the way. Then I fell asleep. When I woke up he was telling her that he was a fairy and he couldn’t get it up for women. Then I fell asleep again. When I woke up she was on top of him and they were making it but they had their clothes on. It was all mostly in one room. Then she’s home and everybody comes back from the parade and she sees the light go out across the way and two guys have come to take him away and send him to, you know, Fire Island or someplace because that’s where they sent his boyfriend.


Wednesday, September 21, 1977—New York—Columbus


On the plane Richard Weisman said that Vitas Gerulaitis had just been to Columbus and staked out the best motel and the best girls to call.


As soon as we landed Richard called the girls’ number and they arranged to meet at midnight in Richard’s room. Then we went to the motel Vitas said to. It was almost a dump but it was okay, like every other motel, like being at a Holiday Inn, with a pool and everything.


As soon as we checked in there, we went to another motel, the one that Jack Nicklaus owned, to meet him.


We waited while he talked on the phone. He looked fat, but Richard said that he was once 280 and was now down to 180. He was very suntanned, but his eyes, around them, were white where his sunglasses were, and his hands were tiny and white, he wears gloves on the course. His hair was blond, and he said something about needing a haircut, but I had the feeling that his hair was just the way it always looked, puffed just-so over the ears, like it was “coifed.”


I started taking pictures but none of them were coming out good. It’s so hard taking pictures of suntanned people because they come out so red. He was being friendly and Richard was trying to be friendly but somehow the situation was strained, he didn’t understand what was going on. And I had my tape recorder with me and was taping, but when I sort of realized that he wouldn’t understand that, I just quietly shut it off. Richard’s secretary Claudia showed him pictures I’d done of Tom Seaver, Muhammad Ali, and Pelé, but he still didn’t really understand why we were there taking pictures of him. Richard had sent him a book showing my paintings but he didn’t understand the style.


And then he got another phone call, and we were getting nervous and I took some more pictures and he didn’t like any and we didn’t like any. Not getting good pictures made things more and more awkward and finally he said, “Well, you know what you want—you don’t tell me how to tee off on the green,” and I felt more uncomfortable and everyone just wished we could leave. Then finally he liked one but it was just nothing, a front shot, and I didn’t see any difference between the rest of them and that one, but he said he didn’t want to be looking—what’s the word? It’s like cocky, but it’s a short word—he didn’t want to look like that, and he thought this one made him look like a nice person. He talked about his wife and his kids.


Forgot to say that when I was taking the pictures, there wasn’t a golf club around, they were all down on the course. He went around to some of the offices asking if anyone had clubs and finally came back with some that he said were just like his, and I didn’t know that golf clubs have hats on them with drawstrings.


We ran out and dished the whole thing in the car and that’s when it suddenly occurred to me that he actually had looked like he might be lonely and maybe we should have invited him out with us, but he hadn’t suggested anything himself, and nobody just knew what to do, so nothing happened. We looked around for a place to have dinner. Fred and I wanted to go back to New York right after taking the pictures but the only flight out went to Atlanta first.


We saw a building with about twenty floors and there was a restaurant at the top that moved around in a circle. We decided not to go to that, and then decided that we would go there after all. It had some name like River House. It was next to a Howard Johnson’s. We went up in the elevator and sat down in the restaurant, and it began to revolve. There were ladies there playing harps.


Then we went back to Richard’s room with him to wait for the girls that were coming at 12:00 and had tequila with him. When the girls called on the phone he asked them to bring some jeans and a T-shirt for Claudia, because they would all go nightclubbing and she hadn’t brought anything to wear.


Claudia used to be an airline stewardess and I guess that’s where Richard met her. She’s very pretty and she’s the best secretary. She just does everything.


The girls arrived and they looked like New York models, very tall and blonde and pretty and they were wearing the same kind of clothes, jeans and T-shirts.


One of the girls was more the hustler and she went after Richard. All they could talk about was Vitas so they called him in New York. The clothes they brought for Claudia fit perfectly.


Fred and I went to our rooms. They were big and clean and everything, but you’d wake up every half-hour because of the air conditioning. I slept in my clothes because I knew there was a 6:00 wake-up call.


Thursday, September 22, 1977—Columbus—New York


Valentino was at the office for lunch. Barbara Allen and Joe Eula were interviewing him. Suzie brought Paige Rense who said, “I might as well ask you right now and get it over with—can I do a story on you in Architectural Digest?” I said no, and she said, “Okay, I accept that,” but still she offered to show me a good time in Los Angeles when I went. She said she fell asleep with her soft contacts in and ruined her eyes for a while, and she can’t find her glasses. Joel Grey’s daughter Jennifer was there, too. When Valentino heard I was going up later to interview Sophia Loren he said that she was the stingiest person, that she went to his place and wanted a 70 percent discount and he said goodbye.


Cabbed up to the Pierre with Victor and Robert Hayes in rush hour ($4). Went to the thirty-sixth floor to see Sophia. On the way in the cab I warned Victor everything he shouldn’t talk about, like that we were suing her husband.


John Springer met us. Sophia came out looking beautiful. Then she kept telling us how poor she was, it was so ridiculous. Like we asked her if she wore Valentino clothes and she said oh no, that they were much too expensive for her, and she said she wouldn’t be able to afford to stay at a place like the Pierre herself—that the movie people were paying for it. Like she didn’t mention that she could have stayed right down the street in her own apartment in the Hampshire House. But Victor was fun, he opened champagne and said he saw all her movies in Venezuela when he was a baby. I’d told Victor he couldn’t say any dirty words, because when we went to Carlo Ponti’s villa in Rome a few years ago they told us that Sophia didn’t allow any dirty words in her house and that we’d get kicked out if we said any. Well, the running thing while we were at the Pierre, it turned out, was that Sophia kept saying “fuck.” She and Marcello Mastroianni are on the front page of the Post for being on the new Dick Cavett interview show on channel 13 and Marcello said, “You have to fuck a lot,” when Dick asked him how do you be a Latin Lover. Sophia seemed to think that was so “cute,” so she was repeating it. After about an hour she wanted to get rid of us, and we ran out.


Friday, September 23, 1977


Another cousin of Catherine’s was in town, Evgenia something, a Guinness, and she came by to get a copy of the issue of Interview that has Erskine as an “Interman.” I asked her what she was doing in town and she said she’d come “for a funeral,” and I asked who died and she said her stepfather, Robert Lowell. He’d just come in from Ireland and got a cab at the airport and had a heart attack. He was sixty-one. I guess he was the number-one poet since W.H. Auden died.


Sunday, September 25, 1977


Had a bad night. Woke up at 6:00, fell back asleep, up again at 8:00 and 9:00, turned on the TV and watched all the cartoons. Archie and Amos were still away, they’d gone out to Montauk with Jed—we’re still trying to rent the place.


Diana Vreeland called and said someone should talk to Fred about his drinking problem, to tell him he’s so attractive but that when he’s drunk he’s so unattractive.


Stevie Rubell called and said he had tickets to the Lillian Carter dinner at the Waldorf. I had to get into black tie again but the bottoms always itch so much, that’s why I wear bluejeans usually with the black-tie top. But tonight I innovated something, I put the black pants on over my bluejeans and it didn’t really look lumpy, it worked, so I walked out of the house in two pairs of pants at 6:15. Cabbed to the Waldorf ($2.50). When I got there Stevie was nowhere around.


A boy took me to a small room on the side where there was a reception for Miz Lillian. She was wearing a blue sort-of-nightie and she was really thrilled to see me, she loved the pictures I’d done of her, and she invited me to the party in her room afterwards. She told me it was 7-N. Finally Stevie came in, he’d just had a joint, he said, because these things made him so nervous. He said he’d never been with so many other Jews before. It was the Synagogues of America—something like that—giving a medal to her.


Then we went into the big room. I was at table 3. There were about thirty-five Jews on stage. The Edgar Bronfman guy—the kidnappee’s father—paid for the dinner. He talked very classy—if you closed your eyes you thought it was Dick Cavett—and he was the only one who had a pretty young wife who didn’t look Jewish. Andrew Young came over and shook my hand, he looks like a butch Johnny Mathis. Then we had gefilte fish, and it was a dairy dinner. While we ate they gave speeches and they sang “God Bless America” in English and Jewish. The cantor had a very good voice. It went on for hours. Andrew Young gave a speech about the United Nations and freedom. The food looked like airplane food. The best line of the evening was when Miss Lillian said, “I’ve never met so many Jews in my life. I must tell Jimmy.” Everyone was so shocked they laughed. She was good, nervous. There were autographed copies of her book Away From Home at every place and I stole an extra one because Richard Kiley hadn’t shown up.


So Stevie and I left the Waldorf and went out to look for his car, parked on Lexington. A $30,000 Mercedes. He says it’s his only big enjoyment in life, having a car and parking wherever he wants to, spending money on parking tickets. He said he has money in shoeboxes. He says we should go around to discos together because he has to pick up boys to work at Studio 54.


Bob Weiner is doing his first big story for New York and it’s on Stevie and Studio 54. Bob Weiner seems like he’s in love with Stevie. (laughs) Deeply. Bob used to be so straight, producing Broadway plays and then around ’69 he became a hippie type and started listening to rock and roll and writing for that dirty newspaper that was like Screw.


At the party at the Ginger Man for the opening of the New York Film Festival, Leticia Kent was there and John Springer who gave the party, and Marcello Mastroianni and Gerard Depardieu who looked wonderful. He asked me for a French cigarette and I told him I didn’t have one but that I could get him a Quaalude, so I went over to Stevie and he gave me one to take and I broke it into fourths and then didn’t take it. But Stevie kept saying, “You didn’t take your Quaalude.” They don’t forget—people on drugs really do remember. So I let him see me taking part of it.


Then I saw Howard Smith from the Voice so I went over to say hello. Howard’s been writing letters to Valerie Solanis, that’s the latest thing, he must have run into her in the Village. He told me he was sorry he’d started that, that he doesn’t know how people that crazy are out in the streets. I told him maybe it was because she worked for the CIA.


Stevie wanted to go to the Village to the clubs, he wants to open one down there. The first place we went to was the Cock Ring. The area has changed, they got rid of the back rooms and the bars are really crowded. Stevie is Mr. Big down there, he recruits all his waiters from there. Right before we went into the Cock Ring I took my outer black formal pants off and went in my jeans underneath. It was jammed with cute kids dancing.


Then Stevie gets bored right away everywhere and wants to leave. Went to 12 West and I wouldn’t dance, so Stevie danced with a pillow. He kept getting poppers and putting them under my nose. Bob Weiner saw Stevie holding the poppers and me sniffing and went out to the car. Later he said that his whole clean innocent image of me was blown, that there I was on Quaaludes, taking poppers and drinking. I said, “Did you actually see me take a Quaalude?” Then I showed him the bits of the Quaalude still in my pocket and I informed him that I hadn’t been inhaling when Stevie put the poppers under my nose. Then he said okay, but that I was drinking, and I said, “I always drink.”


Then to the Anvil for a minute. There was a colored guy at the door who didn’t want to let Stevie in, he started screaming that Stevie hadn’t let him into Studio 54 and who did he think he was now, trying to get into the Anvil, but then he saw me and he waved me in, and he finally let Stevie in, too, but he made him pay. Upstairs there was “entertainment.” It was a drag queen. Richard Bernstein was there, he told me that Valentino had ordered forty portraits from him, then only took two. Remember, he’s the one who called Sophia Loren the cheapest person in the world for wanting a 70 percent discount! A part of the show that I did think was funny was a boy taking off fifty pairs of jockey shorts.


Stevie said he had to get up at 8:00 because the restaurant meatman comes on Monday mornings and he has to pick out the meat. He lives in a new building on 55th Street. We got into the car and Stevie dropped me home and I kissed him in front of Bob Weiner so that Bob would have something else to write about. That was around 5:00.


Tuesday, September 27, 1977


Ahmet Ertegun called and invited me to a testimonial dinner for Pelé that evening. I spent the rest of the day calling people to be my date but nobody wanted to go. Dropped off Vincent and Catherine (cab $4). Changed, then took a cab to the Plaza ($2). Met Howard Cosell and his wife and was surprised he was so tall. I liked him, he was fun.


My portrait of Pelé was going to be presented. Pelé’s mother and father were there and they were cute, and his wife, who was white, but everybody in South America is all different colors—his parents were different colors, too. After the dinner we went over to P.J. Clarke’s ($2.50). Tucker Frederickson, the football player that I like so much, was there. He’s so adorable I kept telling him he should do more TV, but he said he didn’t want to. Had a bowl of chili.


Thursday, September 29, 1977


Talked to Fred. We were arranging to go up to meet Nenna Eberstadt who worked at our office all summer for lunch at her school uptown on 83rd Street—Brearley.


Before I left the house I happened to talk on the phone to David Whitney. David said he hadn’t even started on the Jasper Johns show. Then he told me something that scared me when I heard it, and scared me even more as the day went on. He said that when Rauschenberg was down in Texas for a show, all the art people were on a chic art-people charter bus and it stopped at a gas station and the men’s room was locked so Rauschenberg peed on the side of the bus and two Texas Rangers appeared and arrested him and took him to jail! I mean if you’re walking along the street in New York, what if you really have to pee or shit? What do you do? Do you have to do it in your pants? Will they arrest you if you do it in the street? And if you can prove that you really had to go, will they let you go but will you have a criminal record? I guess you have to do it in your pants.


Cabbed up to Brearley with Bob and Fred. Left from the office so I took a stack of Interviews up with me. When we got to 83rd and First Avenue (cab $5) we walked in and left the magazines at the front for the girls to take. I forgot that this wasn’t all a high-school-age place. I was just thinking that all the girls were older, like Nenna. Well, Nenna came to meet us and she looked like she was suddenly ten years old! I couldn’t believe it! In a little black uniform and one of those skirts, you know that’s short, like—what’s the name? Like the ladies wore in the sixties… a miniskirt. And her friend was in a uniform, too, a very beautiful girl who also looked ten years old. And Fred told us a secret, that Mick Jagger had called Nenna and Freddy Eberstadt answered and started screaming at him, “How dare you call a young girl like my daughter? You, an older man of forty!” Mick took offense and said “I am not forty. I’m thirty-four. And Nenna goes out with Mr. Fred Hughes, who is also thirty-four. And besides, I don’t go around ringing people’s doorbells at 4:00 in the morning.” Which was a reference to Freddy Eberstadt ringing Mick’s doorbell at that hour looking for Nenna.


As I looked around at how young the girls were, all I could think about was the Interviews upstairs and about Rauschenberg getting arrested in Texas and about Roman Polanski, how the poor guy could make a mistake because these young girls could be as young or as old as they wanted to look.


Tina Radziwill was there at Brearley, too. She’s changed a lot since that summer Lee rented Montauk. She has so many pimples now. I mean, you’d think they would have found a way to cure pimples. If a girl like Tina who can spend all the money in the world to get rid of pimples can’t get rid of them, then there’s no hope for me.


Nenna introduced us to another one of her girlfriends and she looked forty! She had tits so big and an ass so big. She was white, but there were a couple of coloreds around the school, too. Then they gave us a terrible tour of the library and the gym and where the twelve-year-olds eat. All I could think of was the magazines with maybe nude photos in them. I had Bob run upstairs to take them back, but they were gone. I told Nenna she just had to tell the headmistress that we’d just left them there meaning to pick them up on the way out and she said she’d try to fix it. Cabbed back to the office ($5).


Mick arrived twenty minutes late in a really good mood—I was photographing the Stones. Then everybody started arriving—Ron Wood and Earl McGrath and Keith Richards who I think is just the most adorable person, I love him. I told him I was the first person to meet his wife, Anita Pallenberg. In the sixties.


Richard Weisman was sending down tickets to a party for Ali, if Ali won his fight with Shavers.


Suzie Frankfurt called. She’s been seeing Sam Green all the time and I said to her, “Do you think that Sam Green doesn’t talk about you?” She said, “No, Sam loves me.” I said, “You mean you think he doesn’t go all over town repeating to everybody what you say?” She said, “But he doesn’t talk about you.” I said, “Yes, and that is because I never never tell him anything.”


Dropped off Catherine and Peter Marino. Peter and Catherine got friendly in Montauk. I can’t figure Peter out, he’s nutty. I told him how he owed his whole life and architecture career to us—how we gave him his first job—took him out of his business knickers and gave him his long pants and he said that well now he was in Armani suits and that we sure didn’t put him in those. He was funny (cab $4).


Changed at home. Ate some of Archie’s food then started walking up to 730 Park Avenue to a dinner for a Swiss guy who’s in town, who said he’s been dying to meet me. After dinner I went down to 66th Street to wait for my date, Kevin Goodspeed, who I’d met at Studio 54. He’s big and he’s like my old crush from the sixties, Rodney La Rod, and at first I thought he’d be a good bodyguard until later in the evening when somebody stepped on his camera and beat him up.


Cabbed to the party for Muhammad Ali at the Americana ($2.50). It was one of those parties where you’re Waiting for Nothing. Ali never came, they said he was too badly hurt in the fight. But one great thing happened. I met a black lady boxer. She invited me to go see her box.


Then Richard Weisman wanted to go dancing so we went over to Studio 54. Walked. Stevie Rubell is madly in love with me. And Victor was there and got jealous of my date Kevin. Victor was wearing “punk pants” and they had a normal fly that was zipped and everything but at the bottom of the zipper was a hole for his cock to hang through, and you didn’t even notice it at first, everything looked like it was in order. He was also wearing a sequined Halston bandanna like the kind he gave me. Then Kevin and I went down to Kevin’s neighborhood on Third Avenue in the 30s to Sarge’s, the all-night coffee shop, and after we had coffee I left him with some people he knew there. It’s supposed to be the best coffee shop (breakfast $10). When I got out on the street a kid in a Mercedes pulled up and said he used to live on my block on 66th Street. I made him describe the street and he did know it so I got into the car and he dropped me off. By then it was 5:00 A.M.


Friday, September 30, 1977


The nightlife is running me down, I can’t even drag myself up on the pillow. And I’m still worried about getting arrested for leaving the Interviews up at Nenna’s school. What if there was a naked picture in that issue? I’m afraid to look. They only arrest the publisher. I’m the publisher, Fred’s the president. Oh God. I don’t want to think about it. What was Larry Flynt when they arrested him? The publisher? Why don’t they arrest the president—or the editor? Bob could just write his “Out” column from jail. It would be a new scene for him to cover.


And speaking of scenes, Steve Aronson read PH’s first draft of Popism and said he will edit it for us, after all—that it needs work but that it’s fascinating because it’s a scene that hasn’t been shown yet.


Paul Jenkins came to the office. He’s a painter who puts paint on canvas and lets it roll, and his work is like somebody else’s but he does it well. I think he’s interested in a portrait. He’s with the rich du Pont girl, Joanne.


Saturday, October 1, 1977


Went to the bus at Rockefeller Center to go out to see the Cosmos soccer team play (cab $3). The bus was loading with Nan Kempner and Jerry Zipkin and related types. The White House people, Tom Beard and Joel McCleary, were getting into a limo and invited me into that. The Carter son who isn’t married was supposed to be coming, that’s why the limo, but he didn’t come.


In about forty-five minutes we were out in Jersey at the stadium club. We got the VIP treatment, up to have brunch and bloody marys. Robert Redford and Muhammad Ali were there. Also Gordon Lightfoot and Albert Grossman, who used to manage Dylan. He told me again that he has my silver Elvis, but I don’t understand that, because I gave it to Dylan, so how would Grossman get it?


Kissinger was there waving his hands around like the pope. There were lots of Secret Service around. Then at 1:30 they made them go out to the game.


I went over to Muhammad Ali and said hi, but he looked at me blankly, he didn’t seem to know who I was or remember that he met me down at his training camp in Pennsylvania. His people who tell him who’s who and what’s what weren’t around and he was just alone, eating, so I got embarrassed and backed away.


In the stands I sat next to Robert Redford’s two kids, about twelve and thirteen. Everybody said this was the first time Redford was out in public letting himself be photographed. There were empty seats all around me where the Carter kid was supposed to be but he never showed. Muhammad Ali was in front of me and they’d put the Carter kid next to him. Ali’s wife and kid were there, too. Elaine of Elaine’s was there, too, she told me she was on a high-protein diet. But later I saw her stuffing herself with rolls.


Pelé played on one side and then on the other side. When it started to rain, they passed out raincoats to the VIPs and it was nice in the rain, it made it more exciting. Seventy-five thousand people there. The parks commissioner invited Ali into his glass box so he wouldn’t get wet. When we were getting really soaked we jumped into somebody’s box and the little girl in it said her father owned the Giants.


Kissinger shook my hand, but he shook everybody’s. The men from Ali’s Pennsylvania camp recognized me and asked if I’d talked to Ali and I lied and said no.


Monday, October 3, 1977


Went to see Dr. Poster about my red eye and he said it was just a broken blood vessel, to put hot compresses on it. But I forgot to.


Catherine and I went over to Gleason’s Gym to interview the girl boxer, Jackie Tonawanda (cab $2.60). Lots of good-looking fighters went by. I asked about how you can own a fighter and Jackie said it would cost mostly to pay her, because she would manage them, and that would be $150 a week, and then some more to rent a locker at Gleason’s. Catherine fell in love with a 6'5" black fighter who was jumping rope. I tried to get her interested in a cute Irish kid but she said he was too ordinary-looking. Jackie wasn’t too good an interview because I’d mentioned something about a movie and that was all she would keep bringing up. She’s ready to go to Japan and fight a 6'3" Japanese-Irish girl.


Then we cabbed up to the William Morris Agency ($3). We went up to the thirty-third floor. A guy there, Steve Pincus, had been calling the office a lot wanting me to come over and talk to them about representing me. The meeting was fun, he had other guys in there and they were telling me they’d get me American Express TV commercials and Broadway shows and starring roles in movies, and Catherine got so impressed, and God it was so boring, you’d think I hadn’t heard all this for years, going up to William Morris and then after the Big Meeting, nothing happens. But I enjoyed going there. They were all married but they looked like closet queens. Catherine told me not to call her a “rich bitch” because it was undignified. So now I finally know what to call her.


At dinner at Peter Luger’s Steakhouse I told Diane de Beauvau who was with her boyfriend Pierre that when I was leaving the house it was on the radio or the TV that a five-year-old Patino girl had been kidnapped. Diane burst out crying hysterically and everybody turned on me and said I’d spoiled the party. Stevie went to the phone and called the wire services to get the story, and it was only a distant relative. But Diane was still hysterical, and they were saying, “To cry is a good thing, it brings out feeling,” and in the middle of all this the cute Irish waiter came over and told me that he had an Art Deco radio in his room—that he knew I collected them.


Timothy Leary told about how in the early seventies Diane had chased him around Switzerland and sent him notes and letters and he said that it was actually Diane carrying on like that that got him locked up. He told me I was one of his most favorite people of always. Bob Weiner was there, still researching his article on Steve, and I’m sure it’s going to be so bad because 1) it’s him writing it and 2) he didn’t pay any attention at dinner while all these great things were happening and with all these great people together—he said it was “boring.” And every time Stevie would pick up a boy Bob would turn the other way. And then Stevie started rushing everybody—that’s all he likes to do is rush to get someplace and then rush to leave. But Tim told him that for years—in prison—he’d been rushed and told what to do, and he wasn’t going to rush anymore.


Then we went to Elaine’s. Stevie was too zonked to drive, so Diane’s boyfriend, Pierre, drove. First we had to stop at Stevie’s house and he went in to get more Quaaludes or poppers or something, I think. Margaux Hemingway was with us. Her marriage to the Wetson hamburger guy is splitting up and Tim was after her, I guess. Then Stevie wanted to go to the Barefoot Boy and the Gilded Grape.


Tuesday, October 4, 1977


Lady Isabella Lambton, Ann’s sister, is now answering the phones at the office while our receptionist Laura goes to Berlitz to finally learn English.


After a benefit fashion show of Madame Grès, went up to Diane de Beauvau’s new showroom to see her first collection. I had to start lying immediately and tell her it was all great, but especially after seeing all those beautiful Madame Grès and all the Halstons, her stuff just looked so bad. She acts like a businesswoman—she doesn’t take much coke in the day—but I don’t know, I think it’s going to be a disaster.


At dinner later at Quo Vadis, Tim Leary was really sweet, he talked some more for the tape about how Diane writing him those love letters and taking acid when she was fourteen got him in jail in Switzerland. He said the jails in Geneva can be like a good hotel—if you pay them they bring you pastries on a tray. And I can’t believe it, he remembers each time he ever saw me in the sixties and then in St. Moritz—what I was wearing, everything—and I didn’t even know at the time that he would be noticing. Like when we went to his lecture and light-show things in the East Village. He said that if he had it to do all over again he wished he were with the Velvet Underground because they did so much and were really creative.


I just think he’s so intelligent. He probably really was with the CIA, because he was the one at Harvard, and now they’re showing that the government was using LSD so far back, and Tim was the master, and when you’re a master they do approach you.


Diane de Beauvau and Pierre were on a couch arguing. She wanted him to think she was in love with Tim Leary and that they’d had a romance, so to do that she made a point of telling Pierre that there was absolutely nothing going on, that she wasn’t in love with Tim. So then he had to do the thing of caring because that was how she would be happy.


Thursday, October 6, 1977


Woke up with a sore throat and I think it’s from kissing all those funny girls who come running over to me. I never used to do that, but they’re just there and you don’t want to be rude.


I just love all the boys at Studio 54. They’re like Rodney La Rod was in the sixties—all jangling nerves and they’re all hustlers and they (laughs) prey on movie producers, they want to be famous and they can’t wait.


Friday, October 7, 1977


I was invited to see the Four Seasons in their goodbye concert at Radio City. They thanked the original producer, Bob Crewe, which is how I knew them in the sixties. Frankie Valli came over after the concert to say hello, I’d given my program over to be autographed by him, and he said that Bob Crewe had been hit by a car in California and that he might lose his leg and that I should give him a call because he was really down. I always thought that Frankie cared so much about Bob, but then he didn’t seem too upset. He was concerned, but not as concerned as I would have thought.


Don Kirshner was there and we three had our pictures taken together. Then we went over to Studio 54. Stevie introduced me to Roy Cohn who was with four beautiful boys, but butch-looking. A boy is “butch” if he weighs over 170 and he’s an all-American football-type, a spilling-out masculine man. A butch person looks like—well, we don’t have one at our office. Maybe the building super. Yeah, a thinner version of Mike the super, that’s “butch.”


Monday, October 10, 1977


Cabbed to Diane de Beauvau’s ($2.25). She told what she’d just learned about Barry Landau, that creepy guy we can’t figure out, who somehow gets himself around everywhere with every celebrity. She thought he was a friend doing nice things for her, when suddenly she got a bill from him for $2,000 for getting her on The Mike Douglas Show! Barry had asked her if she wanted to go on and she said sure. He probably sends Stevie Rubell bills, too.


Went to Elaine’s ($3.25). Bob Weiner was there, upset because New York magazine had rejected his article on Stevie. He was sort of passed out but with his eyes open.


Tuesday, October 11, 1977


Cabbed up to Parke Bernet, got a few catalogues because they seem to be the best reference books (cab $2, books $24). Ran into Kenny Jay Lane who’s put his whole house and furnishings up for auction—now that he’s getting divorced from Nicky Weymouth he can present it as something he’s doing “for the settlement.” When you see all his junk together, it really looks bad.


Went to Chembank ($4). Steve Aronson was at 860 looking around, he had a beautiful girl with him. He says he can’t start editing Popism until next week. Vincent was off in Montauk, checking on the place—Jay Johnson and Tom Cashin are still out there roofing and repairing. By closing time Vincent still wasn’t back, so I locked the place up myself. And when it’s my responsibility, I get so nervous I do things like pull out the plugs to the Xerox machines so they won’t start a spontaneous combustion; I decided I would risk leaving the refrigerator on. When I got home there was a message from Barry Landau, somehow he’d gotten my number. So now the three worst people to have your unlisted number have mine—Bob Weiner, Steve Rubell, and Barry Landau.


Lester Persky called and invited me to a screening of Equus. I loved Peter Firth, he was wonderful and Richard Burton was wonderful. The movie has the longest nudity. Usually when they photograph a cock they make it fall in the shadows and the shadows always fall where the cock is. But in this movie the cock always falls right where you can see it. Peter Firth’s dick gets in the way when he moves. It’s the biggest cock on screen and not circumcised. As big as Joe Dallesandro’s.


Peter Firth came over to me, he’d imported a girl from England for all the publicity and she was there and we had a good time. There was lots of food, but I’d already eaten. Then Peter Firth wanted to take the girl dancing so we walked over to Studio 54 for the Elton John thing. Stevie invited us all up to the booth where Michael Jackson was and Michael was sweet—in his high voice he asked me about art. David Hockney was there. The photographers were there and wanted Elton John and me to pose for pictures together so I asked Elton if I could kiss him, but he didn’t answer me so I didn’t. Maybe he didn’t hear me. He was wearing a hat because of his hair transplant.


In order to get out of Studio 54 alone, I had to avoid all the boys I’ve been accepting rides and dates from lately. I had to look nervous and run around so no one would follow me—you know, the “frantic” technique.


Friday, October 14, 1977—New York—Springfield, Massachusetts—New York


Up to Massachusetts to photograph Dorothy Hamill for the Athletes portfolio. It was nice to photograph someone really pretty. Dino Martin’s sister was with her.


Barbara Allen’s name was linked with John Radziwill’s in “Suzy’s” column. Philip Niarchos and Barbara have broken up and he’s got a new girlfriend. Barbara’s letting all these rich guys slip through her fingers, but I guess she’s working hard, wanting to be an actress.


Saturday, October 15, 1977


Ran into John Weitz, the fashion designer, on Madison with his wife Susan Kohner, the actress who gave up acting to be married to him. He was going over to Fraser-Morris, so I went with them.


They wanted to invite me to a party, they said, and asked for my number. They wanted the home number I guess and I gave them the number down at the office and I don’t think she liked that.


Went to Studio 54 and it was jammed. Victor and Halston were there together. It was a party (laughs) to show that Victor wasn’t blackmailing Halston. Victor said that Bobby Zarem had called and said there was a rumor that one of Halston’s employees was blackmailing him, so they should appear together to squelch the rumor and have lots of pictures taken. Then later Chris Makos took us to a bar on 52nd called Cowboys, a hustler bar where Ara and Zoli go to pick up beautiful kids for models. Left about 4:30, got newspapers and magazines ($5).


Sunday, October 16, 1977


David Whitney called about going together to the Jasper Johns opening that night at the Whitney—Philip Johnson was going with Blanchette Rockefeller.


Pretty day. Cabbed downtown ($3.50) then walked to work. Richard Weisman and his little kids arrived and Margaret Trudeau was with them. She’s really split up with her husband now so she lets herself be photographed with anybody, and I guess she’s been dating Richard for a while. She was primping the kids’ hair. I didn’t have enough light bulbs though, and they fought over the teddy bear.


Cabbed to the Whitney ($2). Bob Rauschenberg blew me a kiss in the elevator and then later came over and said it was silly to blow a kiss so he kissed me. Jasper was drinking Jack Daniel’s. It was a small party, just for lenders, old people. I ran downstairs to get a catalogue and then I looked around to have Jasper sign it, but I couldn’t find him so I had Rauschenberg sign it, and then I did find Jasper and he rubbed out Rauschenberg’s signature and signed “To a Lender.”


John Cage was there with Lois Long, de Antonio’s first wife. Jack and Marion Javits were there, and Jack gave a speech. Robert Rosenblum was there, and he just got married. I guess it’s another Nicky Weymouth–Kenny Jay Lane–type thing. He’s from the gay old Henry Geldzahler crowd. Mrs. Irving who’s the president of the museum whose mother is a Whitney was there. She lives down the street from me and I’ve asked her a few times if I could rent the garage space in her carriage house for the car. I want it so badly, but nothing ever happens. At the Whitney she said that she definitely would call me—and I think it’s because I ran into her husband going into the garage that morning.


When we sat down to dinner there were packages of Philip Morris cigarettes at each place—they were the sponsor—and when nobody was taking them I took them “for the box.” [see Introduction] There was one red one but I couldn’t get it.


Monday, October 17, 1977


Cab to see Chris Makos’s show at the Andrew Crispo Gallery on 57th Street, it was closing tomorrow (cab $2.15). The gallery was closed but they opened it just for me. I thought it was really great. He did two photos framed in the same frame—things like I used to do—and it looked beautiful. I told Bob we should give Chris two pages a month in Interview to do whatever he wants. Andrew Crispo came in and said that there were very few photos sold from the show but that it looked good.


Cabbed to Chembank ($3). The office was busy. Kevin Goodspeed came up for lunch.


Yesterday I saw a roach go into the water cooler, in between the jar and the stand, then I saw it magnified (reimbursed Ronnie for cabs $2.10, $3.05, $2.25).


Some African sculptor named Eugene, a friend of Joe Eula’s, was at the office doing a sculpture of me. He says he needs to look at me but I think he just wants a free place to work in. He sees me as a hermaphrodite. He’s a terrible sculptor and it doesn’t matter if I pose for him all day or not, it’s just going to come out like an African totem pole anyway.


Then Boris Tinter called and I wanted to escape the office and catch up on the jewelry business so I went up to 47th Street (cab $2.80). Boris had just been to Parke Bernet and had some good new pieces. I love to sit with Boris in his cubicle and see all the strange people who come in. And I love Boris’s fake hand.


Tuesday, October 18, 1977


Woke up after a good long night’s sleep. I needed it to clear up some pimples. When you don’t sleep you really have them.


Doug Christmas didn’t send a check yet and I told Fred to tell him I wasn’t going to Paris unless we got it.



Wednesday, October 19, 1977—New York—Buffalo, New York


The plane ride was an hour (cab to LaGuardia $7, toll $.75, tip $2.25, magazines $3.10). I asked Richard if he remembered to tell O.J. Simpson to bring a football to the motel where we’d arranged to meet. He hadn’t. We asked the manager to find one for us, told him that it’d be autographed by O.J. Simpson and Andy Warhol. O.J. arrived. He remembered Regine’s and asked about Marisa Berenson—they presented an Oscar together last year—and was so sweet. He had a five-day beard and I thought the pictures would be awful but Fred said no, that they’d be sexy, and he was right, they were. O.J. is so good-looking.


Saturday, October 29, 1977—New York


Barry Landau called and said he had tickets for Liza Minnelli opening in The Act.


So we picked up Diana Vreeland and Jamie Auchincloss, the half-brother of Jackie O., and Ruth Warrick, who I know from years ago. She was on As the World Turns, and now she’s Phoebe in All My Children. She was Orson Welles’s first wife in Citizen Kane. She’s very good. The first thing she said when she saw me was, “Your Soup Can changed this country.” We got to the theater and I’ve never seen a crowd that big, not for anyone, so many people.


Liz Taylor and Halston sat behind us, Sammy Davis was in front of us with his wife, Altovise. Liza was on for the whole show. The Halston clothes were beautiful, they really were. I asked Halston to make me up a black sequined tuxedo with light blue shoes, too. It was so beautiful, the boy suit. Everything was sequins in all different colors. Liza’s lost a lot of weight.


Martin Scorsese’s parents were saying hello to me. He directed The Act. Victor was putting down the clothes saying there was nothing creative about them, which surprised me, that he would put down Halston’s stuff. But he’s into punk now. When the show finished, people were doing the “bravo” thing. Sammy Davis was standing up doing that.


Liz Taylor yelled at me for leaving Diana alone. She was glaring at me for some reason, giving me that look like she’d scratch my eyes out. And Liza came over and was kissing Liz so much for the photographers that I didn’t talk to her. She and Jack Haley weren’t accepted into River House yet, so they’re at the Park Lane Hotel. Jack Haley was sweet, he told me that Liza may want a portrait.


We dropped off Diana and then Victor and I went over to Studio 54 ($4). It was jammed with beautiful people. Now Studio 54 has its liquor license. Stevie took me over to meet Vladimir Horowitz and his wife who’s the daughter of Toscanini. He was thrilled to be there, in his seventies about, but chipper, but when he got up he tripped. I wanted to get out of Studio 54 because there were so many beauties trying to get my phone number and I was inviting everybody down to the office, so I had to leave.



Sunday, October 30, 1977


At Elaine’s Stevie Rubell told me he’s very rich, but that all his money’s in assets or hidden away. People on drugs, you think they don’t notice things, but they notice everything: Elaine had new menus and Stevie noticed the new prices right away. I only noticed because it was clean.


Oh, and after he confessed how rich he was, he started to worry that I only liked him for his money, and I mean, what can I say?


Monday, October 31, 1977


This week’s New York has a big article about Stevie in it by Dan Dorfman. It said that he has $25 million and dirty fingernails—which isn’t true at all, they’re not dirty—and in it Stevie called Nan Kempner a “pisser,” and Joe Armstrong, the editor, told me that she’s already called up the magazine to ask, “What’s a pisser?”


There was a Halloween party at Studio 54, Stevie kept giving me more drinks and then somebody shoved a Quaalude in my mouth and I was going to shove it to the side but it got stuck and then I drank vodka and it went down and that was a big mistake. My diamond choker was pinching my neck—I hate jewelry. How do ladies wear it? It’s so uncomfortable. I went home by cab and got in around 6:30 somehow. My boyfriend Peter came up and found me with my boyfriend Danny so I introduced them as my boyfriends and that got them interested in each other so they went off together.


Tuesday, November 1, 1977


Actually slept through PH’s call. Woke up at noon when Jed came in to shake me. The nightlife is taking its toll.


Kevin Goodspeed called from San Francisco. There were about fifteen really important calls that I never called back. Lucie and Desi Arnaz, Jr. called—I’d seen them at a party the other night—and I haven’t returned their call yet.


I dropped Catherine (cab $4). I think she’s having a secret affair because she’s always busy now.


Wednesday, November 2, 1977


In the morning I didn’t feel so well so I went over to see Doc Cox and got the surprising news that for the first time ever my blood pressure was up from seventy-eight to ninety-seven. But I don’t know what that means. The nurse didn’t seem upset.



Friday, November 4, 1977—New York—Los Angeles


There was a problem with the plane to LA—it was stuck on the runway for three hours. Victor was also on the plane going out to California for a couple of weeks, but he was back in tourist. I read John Kobal’s Rita Hayworth book and loved it.


Cab to Century City to meet Kareem Abdul-Jabbar. His manager was good-looking and had a bull’s hat, like a cowboy hat but 100 times bigger. Kareem was so big, I could walk through his legs. He was fun and he was easy to photograph, the way I guess Negroes are. Everybody always forgets the ball, though, and somebody had to go get one.


Went to the Beverly Wilshire. They were going to put me in the old part but I wanted the new. Called New York. Nelson Lyon called. Don Simon whose wife is dying of cancer in Texas called, and Fred invited him for dinner.


Went over to the Polo Lounge.


Saturday, November 5, 1977—Los Angeles—New York


Victor called and he was on an acid trip. I asked him how he could take acid. Don Simon called to say he had a lot of fun the night before. We ran into Marisa in front of the hotel, and she’s going to have her baby in two weeks. She’s going to do The Vivien Leigh Story but I don’t know how she’s going to do it—she can’t act. I mean, they went through so much to get a good actress for Gone with the Wind and then now they’re having Marisa play her?


Then as we were waiting, trying to get a cab to the airport, a whole big limo filled with Vuitton luggage pulled up and a person with dark glasses was in it. It was Francesco Scavullo, and he gave us a ride.


Sunday, November 6, 1977


David Bourdon called to say that Valerie Solanis had just called him, so she’s still around town. He said she wanted the address of someone who had put her S.C.U.M. Manifesto into their book on women’s lib, she wanted to shoot them or sue them or something. Victor called from California, not quite over his acid trip. He wants to stay out there, I told him he’d be wanting to come back soon.


When I got to the Iranian embassy (cab $2.50) it was full of movie directors and producers—Elia Kazan, Elliot Kastner, Milos Forman, Lester Persky, Barbara Loden—thirty or forty people.


Ambassador Hoveyda said we should do Polaroids right then for the portrait of Princess Ashraf, and get it over with, so we went into a room. It was so easy. The Iranians have the best plastic surgeons in the world and every picture—if you keep it very white—comes out great. The princess said they’ve seen and done everything in town—every movie, every play, even Outrageous. Dinner was great, the best ever there. The princess ate a lot, but the queen when she was there didn’t eat much at all, maybe because she was afraid of poisonings, although the food is pre-tasted. Then everyone went upstairs and in barged Barry Landau with Margaret Trudeau. He got in by saying he was my very best closest dearest friend. But it worked out fine. And Bella Abzug and her husband Martin came with Shirley MacLaine. Milos, who I really like, offered Margaret a part in Ragtime as Evelyn Nesbit, but she’d have to go nude, he said, and she’s thinking about it. I told Milos that I wanted a part in Hair and he said that if Margaret and I were in Central Park tomorrow morning at 9:00 we could have bit parts. I told him I wanted to be in Ragtime, too.


Monday, November 7, 1977


Raining very hard. It was a bad day, “family” problems. Jed came by the office and was in the back in my working area and when he saw the stacks of Polaroids of all the “landscapes” I photographed for the Shadow paintings—all the closeups of cocks and things—he began screaming that I had degenerated so low to be spending my time that way and he left, really upset, and it ruined my afternoon.


Oh something I forgot to tell the Diary! Somebody told us Jack Haley was a fag! Oh I wish I could remember who it was who told us! I thought Liza had married a real man. He doesn’t seem gay, I was shocked. I don’t think it’s true, though. I really don’t.


Anyway, I was upset about Jed being upset so I decided to treat myself to junk food and gave Ronnie money to go out for tea from McDonald’s for him and Chris Makos and Bobby Huston ($10). We sat on the couch by the window in the conference room with the pouring rain talking through tea about the movie Bobby Huston is writing that I assigned about kids who commit suicide. Rupert came and helped me work. Barry Landau called. I called Jed and he hung up on me. Then we all left the office and a wonderful thing happened: the rain was so penetrating you were soaked in two feet’s walk. It felt so exciting!


Later, at the Studio 54 party for Diane de Beauvau, Diane’s name was up in lights. And I went over and screamed at Jay Johnson and Tom Cashin for not telling Jed the things I asked them to to calm him down. So I screamed and didn’t have a good time. Chris Makos and Bobby Huston were there, and Robert Hayes saw Christopher and left, said he didn’t want to run into him. They live together but they fight. Christopher said he hadn’t had sex for three days so he was laughing and trying to rip Bobby Huston’s clothes off. I didn’t have my camera, I wasn’t in the mood. Then I went home and took the dogs out and they wouldn’t pee.


Tuesday, November 8, 1977


Richard Weisman came down and he had just gotten back from the Ken Norton fight. He was in a nervous mood, and when he saw that I was doing a new style of painting he got upset, he didn’t like it that I did the Chrissie Evert in lots of little pictures instead of the big ones, but then he saw that the Newsweek girl who was there interviewing me loved it, so then he kept calling me back all day to say he was sorry.


At Richard’s party later for Vitas Gerulaitis Margaret Trudeau was there with two girlfriends from Canada. One was just divorced and she had three kids and she was fat and big and looked older than Margaret because she was fatter, and she decided to put the make on me—she came over and put her hands on her hips and gave me the best lines, I mean, you really could fall for it! Nobody’s ever said anything like it to me, just the right thing, something like: “You are so much more than I ever expected!” I told her that Margaret should go back to her husband and go into politics and she was thrilled to hear that, that’s what she thinks. She had a beautiful stole on, in that deep purple color—“aubergine,” is it? They always say it in the fashion shows and I never know what it is.


Lacey Neuhaus was there with François de Menil and she said that she just met the number-one cowboy in the world and she was going to interview him for Interview. Frank Gifford was there with a woman, maybe his girlfriend, maybe his wife—she had so much makeup on, lots of white all over her face and lots of eyeliner, but very beautiful. He loved his painting. The owner of the Giants was there.


Wednesday, November 9, 1977


I forgot to say that one of these late nights, I watched the Tom Snyder show. He had Roy Cohn on. Roy Cohn is now Stevie Rubell’s lawyer. Also Carmine Galante’s. He was incredible, such a creep. He was saying Archie Bunker things like “If I could get my hands on the Son of Sam I’d kill him myself” and talking about the “reds,” and this crazy-looking person goes into courtrooms, he looks like such a creep. You could just imagine him like down at the Anvil in black leather, he would look so perfect. I bet he does go to those places. He would. Or maybe he’s just the opposite. Yeah, he’s probably just the opposite—he wears dresses. But the things he was saying, like “Put everybody in the chair”—it was like hearing Paul Morrissey talk.… Yeah, they asked him how he could defend Mafia people since he’s so concerned about everything, and it was that “rights” thing. It always is, you know—“They have a right to say they’re not Mafia and to be defended.”


I was the centerfold of the Post, a photo in front of the Sports paintings with a text by Jerry Tallmer. But I keep saying the wrong things. I said that athletes were better than movie stars and I don’t know what I’m talking about because athletes are all the new movie stars. And here we’re getting all this publicity and it’s a month ahead of when the opening is. I think it should be more toward the opening.


I read John Simon’s review attacking the way Liza looks. He was just so awful. I mean if she ever saw that it would just crush her so badly. And she’s actually nice-looking, I mean, I see her, she’s not hard to look at. What does John Simon think he’s doing? His philosophy must be that only good-looking people should entertain and I guess that’s what I think, too. But Liza isn’t ugly!


I was also on the front page of the Voice, photographed next to the empress of Iran for an article about torture in Iran.


Fred had tickets to the International Center of Photography benefit that Jackie O. was putting on at the museum up on Fifth and 94th. I asked Jed if he wanted to come but he said he was too tired (cab $2). Big mansion. The dinner was a horror. They put us at such a nothing, nobody table. You can’t imagine—I was sitting next to Fred!


So here we were in this room where we didn’t even recognize anybody except each other and this girl comes over to me and says, “I know you have a camera, and you can take pictures of everyone here except Mrs. Onassis.” I didn’t think too much of it right then, I just thought she was one of those nervous-type girls who run these events. And then that rich old guy Nate Cummings was screaming at Fred to open a window, and at first Fred was offended—Nate Cummings somehow picked him to scream at—but then Fred figured out he was turning senile, so he decided to be a nice boy and do it, and then the girl started screaming at Fred not to. And Fred’s going to call her up and really tell her off, because things got much worse. We got up and left that room and Fred went to find Diana Vreeland and when we walked into the other room, there was everybody we knew! Peter Beard was having fun with Barbara Allen and Lacey Neuhaus. I mean, Catherine was sitting at Jackie’s table! But that’s not the most incredible thing. When we walked into this room there were 4,000 photographers taking pictures of Jackie. And that horrible girl had come over to tell me I couldn’t! Fred’s really going to scream at her. It was like a Bobby Zarem event, there were so many cameras flashing.


I cabbed with Fred and Diana Vreeland to Sutton Place to Robin West’s party for Jamie Wyeth. I didn’t have any change so I gave Fred $5. He gave the money to the guy, the fare was $2.80, and he told him to keep $.60 and the guy said, “How much is that?” and Fred started screaming, “I can’t do your adding for you.” And all the way down in the cab Diana and Fred had been fighting like they were a screaming old married couple. And the cab driver was butting into the conversation with, “Wasn’t that Peter Beard’s opening I picked you up outside of? Wasn’t he on the cover of the Sunday Times?”


I talked to Carole Coleman from New Orleans. She’s Jimmy Coleman’s sister. Then Bo Polk came into the room and it got crazy. He’d met Carole at a bar and they’d gone out, and now he said things like “I want to eat your pussy,” and on and on like that, they were just talking in front of me and Carole wasn’t even embarrassed. I was surprised because she’s older than most of the girls Bo Polk goes after. She has beautiful eyes and she’s rich and never married, she could have been like Jennifer O’Neill, but she has problems, I guess, and not too many boyfriends, but very attractive. And he was saying things like “I want to lick your toes and up to and into your cunt,” and then he’d turn to me and say, “I want you to be there and take pictures, Andy,” and oh, he’s just nuts.


I went to say hello to Phyllis Wyeth and then Bo Polk and John Larsen came over and Bo yelled to some girl that he’d put some coke on her clit and John laughed and called him a coke tease. And then Bo and Carole left. But then in a few minutes they came back in and talked about if they should leave and she wanted to know what they were going to do and that went on and on.


And then Carole and Bo and Jay Mellon and Catherine and I left and walked. We passed a place that had Famous Amos cookies in the window. I had never seen the package. It was the most beautiful picture of a cookie that I’ve ever seen, and I went in and bought it, but when I opened the package, the cookies were really little. It was the first time I was ever deceived! They tasted good, but they weren’t big and beautiful like the one on the package.



Thursday, November 10, 1977


Got a cab downtown, saw the driver’s name and I liked it—Vincent Dooley. He was a really cute little boy, so good-looking. He said, “I don’t want to be rude, but what does it feel like to be in Iran?” He had the Voice with my picture on the front page on the seat next to him, the article about torture that also mentioned Raquel Welch, Liza Minnelli, and Farrah Fawcett-Majors. I got flustered and then told the kid that he was so good-looking, why was he a cab driver. He said, “Well, the closest I ever came to acting was I bought Joe Dallesandro’s dog.” He meant Caesar, Joe’s big dog that was in Trash, that Paul brought back from Hollywood out of Jack La Lanne’s dog’s litter. What he actually said was, “My girl and I bought his dog.” The kid had a high voice so I had high hopes he was a fairy until he said that. He said that he’s still with the girl and they still have the dog. I was embarrassed about Iran so I gave him $5.


Cabbed to the bank ($3) then walked to the office. Then Rupert came by and he’d had a facial all morning from the famous health lady—he’s more interested in having his hair dyed and facials than in working. And if you’re going to go for facials you have to go every day, and anyway, you might as well do it yourself, all a “facial” means is that you take more than five minutes to wash your face. Jay and Tom stopped by for a while, they were mourning Michelle Long, their drag queen friend who just died.


Went to Regine’s dinner for Ira Von Furstenberg (cab $2). Regine never showed up. Talked to Ira. And then her son came in and he was so good-looking. We did his brother for Interview recently, Kiko Hohenlohe, but this one was even better-looking. Ira said, “I could be the best stage mother in the world.” But his father wants him not to be an actor. Princess Ira has always wanted to be a movie star. Always. She’s been in lots of movies that never made it. I saw on TV the other night the Darryl Zanuck movie that he made for his girlfriend, Genevieve Gilles, and Ira was the second lead.


François Catroux was there with his wife Betty, and they were sitting with Ahmet Ertegun. And in a case like that who do you say hello to first—you go to the table and who do you kiss first? I know Ahmet was offended. Princess Ashraf was there with her boyfriend who likes polo.


Catherine was talking to a beautiful woman and it turned out to be Princess Elisabeth of Yugoslavia who seemed to know me, and she asked why I wasn’t at Sharon Hammond’s cocktail party the day before. She’s trying to get a green card and so is Ira, everybody wants a green card. And an interesting thing is that how she knows Sharon is that Mr. Oxenberg, Princess Elisabeth’s first husband, left her for Maureen McCluskey, Sharon’s sister, and I can’t figure that out.


But anyway, Ira’s son was so handsome, he had the slight kind of accent, just the right kind, like a kid that you would want to go out on a date with.


Friday, November 11, 1977


Sal Marciano from channel 7 Eyewitness News came to the office. They shot about five or ten minutes’ worth in front of portraits. Then the people on the fifth floor called and said there was someone stuck in the elevator around the second floor named Victor. Vincent and I went out in the vestibule and heard a little voice calling for help. The fifth floor had called the Tenth Precinct, but they should have called the Thirteenth. The Tenth was over on the West Side. When the police arrived the first two were emergency-unit types, with ski jackets and baseball hats, like SWAT-looking. Then two uniformed cops came.


They were doing everything by the emergency regulation rulebook. But one kidded and said, “Do you have any dynamite?” in a loud voice. One was peeking down into the shaft and the other was holding onto his coattails. Finally from the third floor they lowered a rope ladder down to the car and brought Victor up through the hole in the top.


Then afterwards they washed up in the bathroom and one took off his belt and holster, and it was lying on the table, the gun in the holster, while he washed up. They were both 6'5".


Sunday, November 13, 1977


Victor called from San Francisco, he was getting dressed for a leather party. He said he’d been to a party the night before where it was a bunch of “straight” carpenters inviting a bunch of gay faggots. I don’t know what that means.


Cabbed with Bob up to 94th Street to Paul Jenkins and Joanne du Pont’s house. Ran into Linda Eastman’s father, the lawyer, and his wife on the street.


Paul Jenkins is nutty. He told Bob and me, “I nearly fainted when you called today to say that you couldn’t stay for dinner because you weren’t invited for dinner. You’re invited next week.” Instead of just not saying anything and we would have thought we’d been invited twice.


The du Pont lady told me that the first time she met me was at Mica Ertegun’s and we were in front of the fireplace and the screen exploded. She happened to be wearing the biggest diamond in the world, one of them. She just got it from a sultan the day before, and when she got back to the hotel that night—she wouldn’t say which hotel—she put it in the safe, and that night, she said, they switched ice on her, gave her a piece of glass.


Paul Jenkins showed us his collection—American Indian and Indian Indian stuff. When I was in India I could’ve gotten anything for nothing, but it’s one of those things I just don’t understand. Like Chinese stuff—I can’t tell which is the good stuff, it all looks like the same junk. And he told us, “Lincoln Kirstein had his annual birthday freakout, but this time he physically threw his boyfriend out of the house,” so Paul was setting the guy up in a little apartment, he said, that belongs to Zero Mostel’s son. I really want to do people like Lincoln Kirstein in Interview. I think it’d be so fascinating to do him our way and do it really good.


Sunday, January 1, 1978


I felt like my fever was coming back. I’ve taken lots of the drugstore pills, and it’s scary.



Monday, January 2, 1978


I cabbed down to University Place and it was bubbling and bustling (cab $4). It was a half-holiday. I got to the office and I was a secretary, answering the phone. Robert Hayes and Marc Balet came in to work on Interview.


I called Bianca and she said to come right over to Halston’s, so we did and Dr. Giller the cute doctor was already there. We cabbed to Saturday Night Fever ($3) and when we got there it was all sold out. So then we cabbed to the other theater where it was playing and that was sold out, too (cab $3). Then we decided to try to see the Buñuel film, That Obscure Object of Desire (tickets $14, popcorn $4). It was really good, more modern than his early ones because every once in a while when it would get quiet, they would look out the window through the venetian blinds at the Paris street, and a bomb would go off—somebody would be blowing something up. But none of us could understand the movie. It’s one role played by two girls, and they never explain why.


Larry Rivers and his girlfriend came in and they sat near us. Larry told me that he did Aly Kaiser’s portrait, and she’s the one that said she wanted me to do her portrait and Victor kept telling me to call her and I just didn’t. So Larry did her portrait, and I think he must have had to fuck her, I don’t know.


So we walked back to Halston’s, and he’d fixed those pastas with meat inside them, not ravioli but maybe they’re called cannellonis? And he’d made a chicken, and we had lots of drinks. And Stevie Rubell was there, and Bianca got upset because he reads the London papers and he quoted something Mick had said. It was in Earl Wilson’s column here today about him and Jerry Hall, so it probably was Stevie who gave it to him—I mean, he pretends to be so friendly, and then he calls up the papers. And there were so many English reporters outside Halston’s waiting for a statement from Bianca or Halston.


Bianca and Halston seem like they’re a couple now, they really do. It’s like a romance. But Bianca is so upset about Mick, and I’m surprised that she is, because she could get somebody rich in a minute. Somebody said to Halston, “Why don’t you marry Bianca?” and he put his hands on his hips and said, “Because I’m the hostess here.”


And then we all went over to a place called the Ice Palace on 57th and Sixth. It’s lesbians and hustlers. Bianca was dancing around, but she’s so unhappy, and she and Halston were trying to get Jed to go home with them, and they were asking me if this was okay. She said, “Nobody likes me.” Everybody was wet from drinks getting spilled on them.


Tuesday, January 3, 1978


There’s an article in People about my Athletes show that’s on now at the Coe Kerr Gallery.


When I got home from the office I made a lot of phone calls, then walked over to Halston’s to pick up Bianca, she was cooking like a Puerto Rican, and she had the whole house smelled up with onions and hamburgers, she had them out on the counter. We cabbed up to 86th Street ($2.75) and we finally hit Saturday Night Fever at the right time and were able to get in. Well, the movie was just great. That bridge thing was the best scene—and the lines were great. It’s I guess the new kind of fantasy movie, you’re supposed to stay where you are. The old movies were things like Dead End and you had to get out of the dead end and make it to Park Avenue and now they’re telling you that it’s better off to stay where you are in Brooklyn—to avoid Park Avenue because it would just make you unhappy. It’s about people who would never even think about crossing the bridge, that’s the fantasy. And they played up Travolta’s big solo dance number, but then at the end they made the dance number with the girl so nothing, so underplayed. They were smart. And New York looked so exciting, didn’t it? The Brooklyn Bridge and New York. Stevie Rubell wants to do a disco movie, but I don’t think you could do another one, this one was so great. But why didn’t they do it as a play first? What was this first, a short story? They should have milked it—done it as a play first and it would have run forever.


Bianca fell asleep. Somewhere in the theater we found Dr. Giller. But he had related to the movie so well that he wanted to see it again, so we left him there and went back to Halston’s.


Halston and Bianca were in the kitchen together cooking, and he said he had so much energy he wanted to go dancing. He told me lots of gossip—he said that the night before when the doorbell rang it was Liza Minnelli. Her life’s very complicated now. Like she was walking down the street with Jack Haley her husband and they’d run into Martin Scorsese who she’s now having an affair with, and Marty confronted her that she was also having an affair with Baryshnikov and Marty said how could she. This is going on with her husband, Jack Haley, standing there! And Halston said that it was all true, and he also said that Jack Haley wasn’t gay. You see? I was right, I didn’t think so. Halston said Jack likes Liza but that what he really goes for is big curvy blonde women. So when the doorbell rang the night before, it was Liza in a hat pulled down so nobody would recognize her, and she said to Halston, “Give me every drug you’ve got.” So he gave her a bottle of coke, a few sticks of marijuana, a Valium, four Quaaludes, and they were all wrapped in a tiny box, and then a little figure in a white hat came up on the stoop and kissed Halston, and it was Marty Scorsese, he’d been hiding around the corner, and then he and Liza went off to have their affair on all the drugs.


Then Dr. Giller arrived from his second viewing of Saturday Night Fever. Bianca had been fighting with Victor before he came, because Victor was eating all the hamburgers she’d made and she was saying to save some for Dr. Giller. But I think she just wanted them herself—her ass has gotten really big.


The Sex Pistols arrived in the U.S. today. Punk is going to be so big. They’re so smart, whoever’s running their tour, because they’re starting in Pittsburgh where the kids have nothing to do, so they’ll go really crazy.


And Bianca loves Jed. She keeps calling the house, but he was off in Connecticut with Judith Hollander and Sandy Brant for his interior decorating business.


And they wanted to go out, but Halston didn’t like the way Bianca looked, so he put three feathers in her hair. Oh, and Victor had just come over to get an extra bottle of Vaseline from upstairs.
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