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For Roberta, wonderful wife, wonderful writer



INTRODUCTION [image: images]


AT AGE SEVENTY-FIVE, I’m writing a book that has been brewing for a long while. I’ve castigated myself for not getting to it sooner but now realize that this extended gestation was necessary. I had to get over a deep fear of not being able to make sense of my coming to faith.

I’m still afraid, but on a deeper level that fear, while not defeated, is tempered by curiosity. I’m curious to see what I’m going to write. Because jazz is my creative model, I’m an improviser. I’m making this up as I go along. I see it as a long solo.

The fear that my solo will be boring and convoluted is still there. But I’m motivated by the belief that rather than run from my fears, I need to walk—or write—my way through them. If I don’t, my fears will do more than block me; they’ll rule me.

Looking back, I see that a joyful, irrepressible groove has always led me on. The blues groove. The jazz groove. The gospel groove. The rhythm groove I could never resist. It’s this groove that turned around my life and allowed me to become a ghostwriter.

As a ghost chasing a groove, I caught up with artists whose music enchanted me. I helped give each of those artists a literary voice. Yet many of those artists led me to another voice that I had never expected to hear: the voice of God. Those artists taught me that, ironically, I had always been hearing that voice. The voice was in their music. The voice was in their groove. The ever-changing voice spoke in shouts and whispers, dispensing wisdom about ways to heal the human heart.



BROTHER RAY [image: images]


IN 1976 I WAS a thirty-two-year-old ad man living in Dallas with my wife, Roberta, and twin two-year-old daughters, Alison and Jessica. I was looking to get out of a business that bored me to death. I needed a new life. I needed to meet Ray Charles.

As a boy, I became obsessed with Ray Charles’s voice. I loved how it shocked and soothed and cracked and screamed. No pent-up emotions. He got it all out there. His blues roots anchored every song he sang. His blues transformed my sense of beauty. Driving his blues was a groove that drove me. He held some mystery I had to uncover.

I ran to the library to see if there was a biography of Ray. None. Great. Right then and there, I decided to write one. Of course, I’d need his cooperation. I had to convince him to join forces with me in sculpting the story of his life.

I pursued Ray Charles hard. I had a head of steam. For the previous five years, I had studied the art of selling. I knew the ins and outs of signing up a new client—listen to their particular needs, express your eagerness in promoting their product, expound on your creative abilities, and then gently but firmly close the deal. I viewed Ray as a potential client. I wanted his business more than any business I had ever wanted before. I knew that obtaining that business would change my life. My motivation was off the charts.

My motivation was also fueled by my heavy use of marijuana. As my interest in advertising waned, my pot smoking increased. Unlike many smokers, I never experienced weed as a soporific. Much like cocaine, pot overstimulated me. If my normal speed was fifty mph, weed cranked me up to a hundred. It served to embolden me to do things I might not otherwise do. Making cold calls to Ray Charles’s Los Angeles office was one such thing.

Those calls got me nowhere. The receptionist flatly said that he took no calls. I asked to speak to his manager. For what purpose? I wanted to enlist Mr. Charles’s cooperation in writing his biography. I was put on hold. The manager told the operator to say Mr. Charles had no such interest. What was the manager’s name? Joe Adams. I had heard of Joe Adams. He had been a jazz and R & B deejay on LA radio in the forties and fifties. He had been singer Lena Horne’s emcee. He had also enjoyed success as a film actor, appearing in Otto Preminger’s Carmen Jones and playing Frank Sinatra’s psychiatrist in The Manchurian Candidate. Now, as Ray’s number two man, he had a ruthless reputation.

“He’s Ray’s eyes,” said saxophonist David “Fathead” Newman, one of Ray’s former sidemen, whom I had met in Dallas when I was a teenager exploring African American neighborhoods in search of good music.

“He doesn’t let anyone get too close to Ray,” added James Clay, another jazz saxophonist I’d befriended. He’d gone on the road with Ray.

“Can you put in a good word for me?” I asked both of them.

They said they’d try, but it was tough getting through.

I wrote Joe Adams long letters that remained unanswered. I called him many times without a single response. Yet something told me to make a bolder move.

I flew to Los Angeles and showed up at Ray’s office. He owned a nondescript two-story pale-green building on Washington Boulevard, a few miles west of downtown. The area was a mix of decaying houses from the twenties and businesses selling restaurant supplies, tires, liquor, and linoleum. “RPM” was written on the outside of Ray’s edifice: Recording, Publishing and Management. The bottom floor had windows and was leased to a government agency. The top floor housed Ray’s offices and recording studio. It had no windows. I’d later learn that Ray, with no use for windows, ordered the architect to design it that way to cut costs.

A suspended staircase led to the second floor. The waiting room was small: walls decorated with posters of Ray, copies of Billboard magazine on the coffee room table, the floor covered in white shag carpet. The receptionist sat behind a glass window. I said that I was there to see Joe Adams. Was he expecting me? No. Wait one minute. Sorry, Mr. Adams is not available. I returned the next day. And the day after. And then the day after that. On the fourth day, Adams finally came out to see me.

“You’re a pain” were his first words. But I suppose because he was curious, he invited me into this office.

He was a tall African American with light skin, thin mustache, piercing eyes, and a deep baritone voice. His deejay chops were on full display. He spoke with perfect diction. No street jargon. He wore a black double-breasted pinstriped suit, black shirt, and white tie. I saw him as a cross between Cab Calloway and a Broadway gangster from Guys and Dolls. His office walls were painted black, and his furniture—the high chair behind his desk and the twin guest chairs on either side—was covered in cherry-red leather. Because there were no windows, the black-and-red motif took on a demonic tone, especially when Adams opened his suit jacket to reveal a shoulder holster containing a pistol.

“You say you’re a biographer,” he said. “What are your credentials?”

I explained that this would be my first book, but I had brought some of my published articles. I also mentioned my experience as a copywriter. He was not impressed.

“You lack the qualifications,” he said. “If Mr. Charles were interested in a biographer, I’d be loath to recommend any author other than one with a distinguished body of work.”

I started pleading my case, saying that if only I could speak to Ray himself . . .

“That’s it, Mr. Ritz. You pushed your way in here. Now it’s time to ease your way out.”

I sulked for a day. I was staying in a cheap motel in the sketchy neighborhood around Ray’s office. I thought about packing it in and going home. This would be far from the first time that I’d felt the sting of rejection from a potential client. You can’t win ’em all. But somehow the clichés of failed salesmanship didn’t sink in. I lit a joint, leaned back in bed, and thought it through: I hadn’t been rejected by the client; I’d been rejected by the client’s manager. Big difference. I had a gnawing feeling that were I to meet Ray, he’d like me, just as other bluesmen I had interviewed for magazine profiles—Jimmy Reed, Lightnin’ Hopkins, and John Lee Hooker—had liked me. He’d see the passion behind my purpose. He’d see the need to document his history accurately and lovingly. He’d get me.

But how to get to him?

I couldn’t put in another call to his office. I couldn’t try for another meeting with Adams. Those doors were shut tight. I needed to make an end run. How?

I knew Ray was a reader. In several interviews, he spoke about his knowledge of the Bible and certain novels he had enjoyed. I also reasoned that he was probably the only one in his office who knew braille. So what if I wrote to him in braille? I called Western Union and asked whether telegrams could be sent in braille. For a nominal fee, yes. That’s all I needed to hear.

Each day for five straight days I sent him a lengthy telegram in braille. I confessed my unmitigated love of his music, my obsession with his sound since I’d discovered him as a child, my determination to honor the complexity of his story. I wrote that it was important for him to be candid. The world knew about his heroin addiction, and that issue had to be addressed head-on. The world knew about his many women, and that too had to be a central theme. I also argued that if he didn’t write his history, someone else would—and that someone, without his cooperation, might well get it wrong. This was his chance to tell his story his way. I mentioned my friendship with Fathead Newman and James Clay. I ended each telegram with the phone and room numbers of my motel.

In this pre–cell phone era, I waited in my dingy room for the phone to ring. I stared at that phone for hours, for days. I willed it to ring, and then, at ten o’clock on Thursday night, it did.

“Ritz?” asked a voice deep and raw.

“Yes.”

“Brother Ray. You free?”

“Now?”

“Right now. Go to the back of the building, hit the buzzer, and I’ll let you in.”

I was there in under five minutes, my heart fluttering. I pushed a button, and the door buzzed open. I walked up a flight of stairs that led to a door. I knocked.

“Come in.”

I walked into a pitch-dark room.

“Oh, sorry,” he said. “I forgot you’re one of those cats who need light.”

The light came on to reveal Ray sitting behind a massive recording console. He was wearing a blue silk shirt and tight-fitting brown trousers. His wraparound shades were firmly in place. His hands fluttered over the faders, knobs, and buttons.

“Gimme a sec,” he said before studying a Wurlitzer piano solo he’d just recorded. I wanted to say that it sounded great, but I figured I’d better button up.

He listened to the solo several times before turning off the tape.

“Sit down,” he said, pointing to a chair next to his. “I wanna get a look at the cat that’s keeping Western Union in business.”

His chuckle allowed me to laugh.

“Figured it was the only way to get through,” I said.

“Figured right.”

“Hope I didn’t anger anyone.”

“Only one you gotta worry ’bout angerin’ ’round here is me. Telegrams didn’t get me angry. They showed me you could write—and you like writing.”

“I love it.”

“Me too. Not book writing. But music writing. Even though I don’t got to—I got people who’ll do it for me—I still write a big band arrangement least once a year. Just to make sure I can still do it.”

From there we started talking about big bands—Duke Ellington and Count Basie—and piano players—Erroll Garner and Oscar Peterson. We spoke about the blues, the country blues he heard back in Georgia, and the big-city blues he heard when he came to LA. We talked about the Bible, and why he read it with skepticism. He wanted to know if I had ever read Norman Mailer. The question shocked me, but the answer was yes. Ray had just read an article by Mailer in Playboy and was wondering which of his books he should read. I joked that everyone said they read Playboy just for the articles, but in Ray’s case that was the truth. “The gospel truth,” Ray added.

The more we talked, the easier the banter. His energy was extraordinary. His language was a mix of backcountry bawdiness and big-city slick. He called me “love.” I later learned he called many men “love,” as in “All right, love, good talking to you, but I gotta run.” He pulled out a joint, the fattest one I’d ever seen—he said he rolled it himself—stuck it at the end of a cigarette holder, and, cupping his hands to catch all the smoke, inhaled it before asking whether I wanted a hit. I did. He liked laughing, and when he did, he’d sometimes fall to the floor. In making points, he’d slap his knees and, with his fist, beat his chest. His gesticulations were quirky and endearing. His mood, at least during this initial meeting, was ebullient.

He mentioned that he had, in fact, gotten calls from Fathead and Clay, who each put in a good word for me. “I was sure-enough surprised to hear from them,” he said. “They’re heavy cats and ain’t big talkers.”

We talked about the book itself. Ray wanted to know how it would work. I said my main job was to interview him and write the text. He also wanted to know whether I’d need to talk to other people. I said yes and wondered if that bothered him. “The truth’s the truth,” he said. “Truth never bothers me. This book don’t have to make me look good. It just has to be me.”

We left on great terms. I told him I was heading to New York to find a literary agent who would facilitate finding a publisher. He thought that was a good idea. We shook hands, he gave me his private number, and that was it.

“One last question,” I said.

“Shoot.”

“I didn’t get off on the right foot with your manager.”

“Look, love,” said Ray. “It’s my book, not his.”

And with that, he turned his attention back to the recording console.

High as a kite, I ran back to my room, called Roberta, and said it was on. She was thrilled for me. I couldn’t sleep all night and, in the morning, drove over to Canter’s Delicatessen on Fairfax Avenue, the heart of a middle-class Jewish neighborhood. The down-home feeling brought me back to my childhood in New York City and Newark, New Jersey, except that it was January, and instead of freezing to death, I was bathed in seventy-five-degree sunshine. I called Roberta again and said, “I think we should move here.” Happy to hear the words—my wife never liked Dallas and tolerated it only because of me—her only question was “How soon?”

A week later, I was in New York interviewing agents. They told me to come back when I had a written contract from Ray. Because I had nothing on paper, and because I had no book credits, they had no interest in representing me. Only one did: Aaron Priest. He sensed my tenacity and agreed to take me on. On one issue, though, he had pushback. My idea was to write a biography. In college, I had admired Richard Ellmann’s books on James Joyce and W. B. Yeats. They were my models.

Aaron argued that an autobiography would mean more money. That was fine—I wanted money—but that meant I’d be a ghostwriter, not a biographer. Biographers win Pulitzer Prizes. Ghostwriters don’t. I wanted a Pulitzer Prize.

“Let me ask you this,” said tough-talking Aaron. “Which book would you rather read: a biography of Ray written by some egghead, or a book about Ray’s life written in his own voice?”

Thinking of Billie Holiday’s Lady Sings the Blues and The Autobiography of Malcolm X, I answered, “A book written in his own voice.”

“Then forget the book you think you should write and instead write the book you want to read.”

That single statement altered my career.

I flew back to Los Angeles to get Ray’s reaction. He agreed. Put the book in his voice. Let him tell his own story his own way.

The wait for signed contracts took months. Beyond the fact that Ray was touring Europe and Asia, I was convinced that Joe Adams was undercutting the deal. I was in heavy paranoia until, six months after we had met, Ray called to say he was ready to sign.

Roberta, Jessica, Alison, and I moved to an LA neighborhood only twenty minutes from Ray’s office.

The work began, but what was the work? He talked, I taped, I transcribed the tapes, but what then? How do I turn talk into prose?

I took first things first. I got Ray to talk—and not talk superficially, but talk in depth, talk about feelings, talk about fears, talk tenderly, and talk angrily. Talk, talk, talk.

Okay. Now I had these talking tapes. What next?

I typed every single word by myself because, as a novice know-nothing ghostwriter, I was scared of missing something, and, even worse, I was scared that I’d misrepresent the man that I, his literary surrogate, was pretending to be.

I soon discovered that the transcriptions were helpful and the transcriptions were useless. They were helpful because of the information they contained. They were useless because his voice was nowhere to be found in them. His literal words, typed out on the page, did not equal his authentic voice.

Why?

Because readers don’t read with their ears. They read with their eyes. Eyes hear differently from ears. The eyes and the eyes alone hear the silent sound of seemingly spoken words. Thus, the faithful translation from what is said to what is read is a trick, a ruse.

So how, then, do you capture a voice?

Instinctively. Creatively. Artfully.

I slowly saw that, in ghosting, I was creating art. I realized that you learn to talk before you sing, and that, in listening to Ray’s conversation style, I heard the root of his singing style. The way he grunted and groaned. How he cut off words was how he cut off notes. His idiosyncratic syntax was carried from his speech to his music. Therefore, if I were to faithfully re-create his voice, I too would be making music. I was able to translate his musical groove into a literary groove.

In his own intuitive way, Ray Charles, an artist both spontaneous and exacting, helped school me in the ghostwriting craft. He saw, for example, in the section describing his childhood that his voice was too confident. “As a little boy,” he said, “I was afraid a lot of the time. You have to make me sound afraid.”

“But when you told me those stories,” I said, “you didn’t sound afraid.”

“Look,” he said, “you’re the writer. You gotta feel me, or it ain’t gonna work. Once you feel me, you’ll know what to write.”

Those were the words I typed out and looked at every morning as I crafted the book.

“Once you feel me, you’ll know what to write.”

A voice feels right or it feels wrong. A voice feels fake or it feels real.

“It’s a riff,” said Ray. “Like when I riff on piano. Only it’s a riff with words, not notes. Get my riffs right, and you got me right.”

Before I turned in the book, my editor was concerned that I wouldn’t get it right. She asked me whether, in my relationship with Ray, race was an issue. I wasn’t sure what she meant.

“Do you think he’s less comfortable talking to you because you’re white?” she asked.

I thought enough of the question to ask Ray.

He laughed. “Love,” he said, “I couldn’t care less.”

Ray’s attitude was reflected in every African American artist I worked with—from blues singer Etta James to hip-hop pioneer Grandmaster Flash. I didn’t have to explain that I was coming from a place of deep admiration. They felt it. They felt my determination to get their riffs right.

My riffing also included research. I made lengthy research trips to Ray’s hometown of Greenville, Florida, and the school for the blind and deaf where he traveled halfway across the state to study in St. Augustine. I spoke to his friends and a few of his teachers. Most described him as remarkably self-reliant but also willfully self-centered.

Ray was eager to hear about the people I’d interviewed. He handled the personal criticism I conveyed with interest rather than annoyance. Our relationship remained good, but not without trying moments. It took a few painful incidents to see the limits of the familiarity I’d cultivated with Ray. Once, for example, he invited me to a session when he was singing. It was the middle of the night, a time when he liked to work. Having smoked one of his jumbo joints, he was in a mellow mood. By then, six months into the project, I thought I understood those moods. Though Ray had kicked heroin cold turkey back in the sixties, he had replaced it with other stimulants. Every morning, he had his first drink of the day: a huge mug composed of equal parts black coffee and Bols gin mixed with five heaping spoonfuls of sugar. He imbibed that cocktail four times every day—ten o’clock in the morning, noon, and two and four in the afternoon—before, at six, turning to pot to take off the edge. I tried the gin-coffee-sugar drink under the guise of “research,” but couldn’t stomach it. When it came to weed, though, I had no problem.

During this late-night recording session, when he was experimenting with a version of “Oh, What a Beautiful Morning,” there was a pause between takes when I asked him whether he had ever listened to the original soundtrack of the song’s source, Oklahoma!

Ray turned to me furiously. “Look here, man, you ain’t here to distract. You’re here to shut up and listen!”

It took me a few days to recover from the sting.

Another time, we were flying together to New York, where he was to appear on Saturday Night Live, then in its third season. It was 1977. I was especially excited because I had arranged the date. I’d become close to Jerry Wexler, one of the owners of Atlantic Records responsible for Ray’s breakthrough hits in the fifties. SNL producer Lorne Michaels had asked Wexler if he had a way to get to Ray because Joe Adams was not returning his calls. Knowing I was with Ray nearly every night, Wexler prevailed on me. I said I’d do it if, on the show, Michaels would reunite Ray’s original small band that included my friend Fathead Newman. Ray liked the idea of playing with his old buddies on TV but had one caveat: he wanted to host as well. When the issue of cue cards came up, Ray said, “If I can memorize music, I can memorize a few comedy lines.” Thus, the deal was done, and I got to go along for the ride.

Sitting next to Ray in first class, I figured I had six hours to interview him. My passion for interviewing had grown exponentially. As soon as we buckled in, I whipped out my tape recorder and started asking questions.

“Get that thing out of my face,” Ray said scornfully. “Right now I wouldn’t talk to my mama if she popped out of the grave.”

He then put down his head and slept until we touched ground in New York. As a host, he was dazzling. Didn’t fluff a single line. It was an exhilarating weekend. I got to mingle with the original cast: John Belushi, Dan Aykroyd, Gilda Radner, and the rest. Pot smoking and cocaine snorting, in which I partook, was part of their creative process. (Ray, by the way, didn’t like coke. “Does nothing for me,” he said, “and costs too much.”) At the after-party, I met Claude Nobs, head of the Montreux Jazz Festival, who asked if I could convince Ray to play with this same original small band in Switzerland. I said I’d try. “If you can do it,” said Claude, “I’ll fly you over with Ray.”

Ray was willing, and we flew to Europe together. In Montreux, we learned that Claude had, in fact, hired Ray’s original horn players, including Fathead, but, in order to save money, he’d arranged to use Dizzy Gillespie’s rhythm section to supplement the band. Ray was furious but, after a nasty confrontation with Claude, went along with the program.

Ray was murder on drummers. His sense of rhythm was ever changing, and he expected the drummer to follow along. “Watch my feet, baby!” he’d admonish. “Always watch my feet!” His stomping was the drummer’s only guide. Mickey Roker, Dizzy’s drummer, was a bebop great but hadn’t played with Ray before. Onstage, in front of the public, Ray chastised Mickey unmercifully. Dizzy was furious. “I would have hit Ray over the head with my trumpet,” he told me afterward, “but I didn’t wanna ruin my trumpet.”

Ray’s moods were more than mercurial; they were often manic, but in a singular Ray way. When it came to discussing his sexual history, he was forthcoming. He spoke of his fondness for orgies and his guileless attitude about multi-affairs and one-night stands. His favorite analogy invoked the barnyard: “I see many chickens, but one rooster.” His chauvinism was hard-core, and he had no reservations about saying so in his book. While I was working with him, though, he kept his current lovers out of my sight. He never got specific. Only after Brother Ray was published in 1978, for example, did I learn that he’d had a decades-long relationship with Arlette Kotchounian, a French songwriter. Their son, Vincent, was born while we were writing the book, a fact Ray never mentioned.

His ability to compartmentalize was nearly as formidable as his ability to make music. He had families scattered around several countries and would tend to them whenever his schedule allowed. Yet none of these women—nor his heavy drinking or daily pot smoking—interfered with Ray’s most ferocious compulsion: work. Work involved recording and touring. He liked earning, he liked living parsimoniously, and he liked saving money. Of all his addictions, the most powerful crosscurrent was where music met money.

Naturally, this fascinated me. As a veteran of advertising, I had struggled with the commerce-versus-art dichotomy. Ray described his greatest innovation—taking sacred church songs and infusing them with sexual lyrics—as an act of blatant marketing.

“I knew those church rhythms were hot,” he said, “and I knew they would sell. I also thought that the superstition around those gospels was bull. The church said, ‘If you take our music and give it to the devil, God will strike you down.’ Well, I’m still standing.”

As we delved deeper into the subject of religion, I got more personal. I told him how bored I was at the Jewish services I attended as a kid. He asked what they were like. I said I found them mainly intellectual.

“That’s cause y’all are chilled out,” he said. “Y’all don’t have to jump up and down.”

But what about Jesus?

“I wonder why Jesus couldn’t convince all the Jews that he was the Messiah,” he said. “After all, he was a Jew. They were his people. And the Jews, the folks who were there at the beginning of the Bible, didn’t turn away from the truth. Worries me that Jesus wasn’t able to convince the very people he came from.”

Ray claimed to believe in a supreme being, but wondered why that being needed so much praise.

“Don’t like it when folks say they’re God fearing,” he explained. “There’s only one thing I’m really scared of.”

“What’s that?”

“Cancer.”

During my time with Ray, I had a deep fear of flying. It started years earlier when, on a trip from Buffalo to New York, the jet was hit by lightning. No damage, but panic in my heart.

Ray helped cure me. On several trips with him—both on commercial jets and his own propeller plane—we flew through some hair-raising storms. Sitting next to him, though, I had no fear. I absorbed his survivor energy. My proximity to him provided all the protection I needed. He wasn’t afraid of God, and, besides, God wouldn’t dare strike down his plane.

At the Dorothy Chandler Pavilion, a fancy concert hall in Los Angeles, I wondered whether he was afraid when a man in the audience ran up onstage and embraced him. He was a fan who meant no harm; he just wanted to love on Ray. Backstage in his dressing room, I asked Ray about the incident. “Wasn’t afraid,” he said, “just surprised. You expect that might happen at a juke joint, but not the Dorothy Chandler.”

Next morning, Joe Adams, who had not attended the concert but whose antipathy for me remained intense, called me to his office.

“You’re out,” he said. “You’re fired.”

“For what?”

“For bothering Ray after the incident last night. That was the time to leave him alone. He needed his privacy. And you rushed in there with your infernal questions. You’re driving him crazy. We’re looking for another writer.”

That made no sense. Never reticent about his true feelings, Ray had displayed no displeasure with me. That afternoon, I called him to see if our late-night interview was canceled.

“Why should it be?” he asked.

I didn’t answer, but when I arrived, I told him that Joe had fired me.

Ray sat quietly for a minute before picking up the phone. By then, it was three in the morning.

“Joe,” he said, “David and I are sitting here, and we’re hungry. We want Chinese. I want barbecue ribs. How ’bout you, David?”

“Pork fried rice.”

“Ribs and pork fried rice, and pick up some Cokes. And don’t forget the forks, knives, and napkins.”

Forty-five minutes later, Joe showed up with containers of food.

“Lay out the stuff,” said Ray, “then go home. I’ll call you if we need anything else.”

That was it. Ray never said another word about the incident, and neither did Joe.



WHEN I COMPLETED a draft of the book, Ray proved to be an astute editor, pointing out where I’d caught or missed his true voice. He modified many of my metaphors and added a few of his own. When it was complete, he read it in braille straight through and gave a five-word critique: “I like it. It’s me.”

The book came out, reviews were good, sales were brisk, and I thought my career was made. Surely James Brown or Stevie Wonder would be calling me. Surely Aretha Franklin, to whom Ray had introduced me after one of his concerts, would reply to my letter, asking that I collaborate on her book.

Instead, no one called. Not James, not Stevie, not Aretha. After the publication of a successful book, I was shocked to learn that nothing had changed. I had to keep hustling.
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