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			Advance Praise for American Impresario

			 

			“All who came into Bill Buckley’s orbit felt the magical pull of his friendship. In the last decade of Buckley’s life, the pianist Larry Perelman grew especially close to him. This warm memoir of their friendship—enriched with the themes of immigration and exile, apprenticeship and self-discovery—imparts fresh magic of its own. I read it with admiration and pleasure.”

			- Sam Tanenhaus, Former Editor of The New York Times Book Review

			“American Impresario is a love letter—to a great man, William F. Buckley, Jr., who became the author’s great friend, and to the great music, which provided so much of the stuff of their relationship. It is also a meditation on fealty—one of the virtues any of us, musical or not, can practice in this sad world.”

			- Richard Brookhiser, Author of Glorious Lessons: John Trumbull: Painter of the American Revolution

			“American Impresario is a great read. I loved discovering the details of my friend Larry Perelman’s earlier days. A young Jewish family with their talented sons escaping communist Russia finding refuge in this great country America, not unlike my coming to America as a young refugee at the age of twelve. It is evident in your dedication of American Impresario to William F. Buckley, Jr., that not only do you appreciate him as a mentor and music lover, but that the conservative values that Buckley professed; his fight against communism, anti-Semitism and his concern about civility, respect, and equality in the American fiber were his concern. Sentiments and values that you value and still relate to today.”

			- Lidia Bastianich

			“Larry Perelman has written an affecting memoir of his deep friendship with one of the great figures of the 20th Century, united by their love of the finest music ever composed and of the high points of our civilization.”

			- Rich Lowry, Editor in Chief, National Review
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			To Mom and Dad, the people who gave me life;

			My brother Rubin for always being there for me;

			&

			My wife Anna and our children Elizabeth and Gabriella for being my life and loves.
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			William F. Buckley, Jr. playing his Bösendorfer piano at the maisonette located at 73 East 73rd Street in New York. Photograph by Jan Lukas. Date Unknown. Courtesy of Christopher Buckley.

		

	
		
			Prologue

			I toyed many times with the idea of writing a book about my friendship with William F. Buckley, Jr. (1925–2008) but never thought it would become a reality. When my editor David Bernstein said he was interested, I was taken aback. I’m humbled to give readers a front row seat to some of my experiences, recollections, and thoughts about this great man who became my friend, Bill.

			When I began writing this book, the task at hand was daunting, yet also somewhat familiar. I knew Bill Buckley very well, but researching this book brought me closer to him and made me value him even more. My friendship with him began when I wrote him a letter. He wrote back. We met. We became friends. Well, it’s not that simple, but at its essence, it is.

			I was nineteen, a first-generation American studying to be a concert pianist, when Bill and I met in April 1995. The door opening to his Manhattan maisonette was a Narnian experience. Behind that door was the New York City I only knew about from movies, magazines, and books. It was a magisterial place where someone who would come to believe in me and celebrate my talents lived. An extraordinary cross-generational and cross-religious friendship blossomed at just the right moment for us both.

			I have three goals for this book. (1) Tell the story about my friendship with William F. Buckley, Jr., which reflects the American Dream. (2) Impart what I believe Bill did for our nation as an American impresario, by focusing on his battles against Communism and anti-Semitism. (3) Inspire those reading this book to emulate Buckley’s virtues to help to transform our society for the better.

			The following chapters present a dual story; my take on how Bill attained his skills to become an American impresario, and the story of our friendship which was sparked by a common passion for classical music. The power of this story is generated from the lessons I learned from his character and that which he bestowed upon me through his friendship, mentorship, time, generosity, and other virtues, all of which set me on a path I continue to travel to this day.
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			William F. Buckley, Jr. and the author following the taping of the final episode of Firing Line on December 19, 1999. Courtesy of Lawrence Perelman.

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			The Diabelli Variations: February 19, 2008

			The Diabelli Variations by Ludwig van Beethoven is a wretchedly difficult work and maddening to assemble but as I neared the finish line it began to make sense. Here was Beethoven telling the story of his life through the transformation of a simple little waltz by a publisher, not a fellow composer of note. Through this work one travels the entire spectrum of Beethoven from classical to romantic and then to a cosmic and celestial Beethoven, which takes one to the outer reaches of the human mind’s capabilities. The work is physically demanding at nearly an hour and, unlike the Goldberg Variations, where Johann Sebastian Bach brings back the aria at the very end, Beethoven fades away with the thirty-third and final variation, like a comet disappearing into the cosmos.

			On February 16, 2008, I received an urgent email from Bill, “Larry must talk with you but can’t find your phone number. Please call me…xxb.” I called him and to my surprise he asked me to come to Wallacks Point (his home in Stamford, Connecticut) in a few days to play Beethoven’s magnum opus which he simply referred to as, “the Diabelli,” in his quintessential accent. He had to confirm a few things but said it looked like it would be Tuesday, February 19. I told him my mom was visiting and he said she was absolutely welcome.

			On Sunday, February 17, Bill wrote, “Larry, tried to reach you by phone. Ok Diabelli on Tuesday [February 19]. I will have Jerry pick you and your mama up at l0:30 [a.m.] and returned after lunch. Just give me an address and confirm receipt of this. xxb.” It was really happening! I was going to tackle the Diabelli for Bill. “Hi Bill, This is GREAT!” I provided my address for his driver Jerry and closed with, “We’re looking forward to this! “This performance was initiated on the phone without the knowledge of Linda Bridges, a longtime National Review editor who now looked after Bill’s logistics and social diary. She chimed in, having eyes on Bill’s emails and reconfirmed everything with Jerry, so he had our coordinates, and we were set.

			This last-minute production was Bill, the impresario, in action. The invitation was completely unforeseen. I didn’t know whom to expect. But it didn’t matter who was in the audience, I had to keep practicing and ironing out the final potholes in the Diabelli, and there were many in this massive work. I was reluctant to tackle this piece even though Bill had brought it up repeatedly during our friendship where music was the nexus point.

			Mom and I waited outside my apartment building on 84th Street near West End Avenue. Up drove Bill’s limousine at exactly 10:30 a.m. Jerry opened the door for Mom and me. Off we drove to Stamford. Mom couldn’t believe this was happening, nor could I. My performances always made Mom nervous, but this was different. She had never attended one of my recitals at the maisonette and hadn’t seen Bill since his eightieth birthday in 2005. I was nervous with excitement and just couldn’t wait to give Bill this gift on which I had been working for about nine months. Learning a piece of music does require a gestational period and needs to settle in one’s mind in order to be born. Therefore, nine months for the Diabelli was just about right but, honestly, one can work on it for a lifetime and keep finding new things.

			We drove along the now familiar driveway passing the barn, which served as Bill’s office, just yards away from the house. Jerry pulled up, stepped out of the car and opened the door for us. We got out and at the door was Bill. He was definitely more haggard, after his wife Pat’s passing and various health issues. Nevertheless, I saw the Bill I had known since 1995. I re-introduced Mom to Bill and she was absolutely beaming, as was he. It turned out the audience for this recital were the remaining Buckley siblings save for Reid Buckley, who lived in South Carolina. Of the ten Buckley siblings those present were Bill, Priscilla, Trish (Patricia Bozell), and Jim Buckley, the former senator from New York and former federal judge nominated by President Reagen to the US Court of Appeals for the District of Columbia, as well as Carol, a cousin from Texas. I had met Priscilla many times over the years and she, as a member of National Review’s staff, had heard nearly all of my recitals at the glorious Buckley maisonette located at 73 East 73rd Street in Manhattan. The others, I had never met before. We had a wonderful conversation in the music room overlooking the Long Island Sound. This room was home to the harpsichord while the Bösendorfer piano selected for Bill by the legendary harpsichordist and pianist Rosalyn Tureck was in the living room. Bill sat with his oxygen machine whirling throughout the conversation, but after a few minutes, one didn’t notice it. He spoke with difficulty but definitively.

			We made our way to the living room and Bill required some help to move. He took a few steps at a time and seemed to have gained some weight. It turned out that a medication he was on led to bloating causing him to slow down considerably since I last saw him. Everyone took their seats and I recounted the adventure taken to get to this afternoon along with my reluctance to learn the Diabelli. I told the story of how, when Bill had initially selected the Diabelli in April 2007, my reply was “I hate the Diabelli.” I then recounted how I offered Bill the Liszt B minor sonata only to have him reply, “I hate the Liszt sonata.” “We were at a standstill and we made a compromise. I learned the Diabelli.” Everyone laughed. It was a real family gathering and such an honor to play for them. The Wallacks Point Bösendorfer was only a few decades old, so as an instrument it was much more manageable and also more compact at about six-feet than the eight-foot thousand-pound Bösendorfer in Manhattan which dated from 1927. I gave every ounce of myself in this performance thinking of Bill and the years of recitals and all the memoires. Each one of those performances had built up to this hour. Having Mom present was particularly poignant. Giving her an afternoon in this magical place was also a present to her for everything she had done from birth to bring music into my life.

			That afternoon, Bill had managed to replicate for his siblings the experiences they had shared at their home Great Elm in Sharon, Connecticut more than seventy years ago. The performance went by in a flash and before I knew it the final notes of the thirty-third variation had dissipated. The room was tremendously warm with joy and everyone could sense the special bond we had through music that afternoon. Bill was gleeful and I gave him a big hug. Mom would later tell me how Bill sat behind me and reacted with amazement at each challenging bar of music. He was always the most involved member of the audience.

			We all moved to the dining room where the table was set beautifully. Julian, Bill and Pat’s longtime chef, was present and oversaw every detail. Bill sat Mom next to him, and Trish sat on one side of me and Priscilla on the other. There’s a snapshot in my mind’s eye of that glowing room and how everyone looked. For the next hour we dined, reminisced, spoke of music and a little bit of politics. It was a delight to be in their company. The light of the afternoon gave an otherworldly glint to the room. It turned out that these Buckley children would be dining together for the last time. Trish, who was roommates with Pat at Vassar and responsible for Bill and Pat meeting, told me about a play, 33 Variations, which she had seen in Washington, DC. She invited me to come down anytime to see it and to play her piano. Alas, I never made it. She made a powerful impression that first and only time we met. There was a saintliness to her, especially in that light. Jim and Priscilla resided at Great Elm, and they invited me to come play for them anytime, an offer I would take up in the future.

			After dessert, Mom and I bid everyone farewell and Bill mentioned he couldn’t wait for me to come back the next week on February 27 to play the Diabelli again for some friends. Mom and I thanked him again, gave him a hug, and headed back to the car.

			As Jerry drove us back to the Upper West Side, I bottled that afternoon into my mind’s cellar. Mom began to cry. I was in denial about Bill’s state of health. Mom knew what was coming. I was blinded by the brightness of the spirit at Wallacks Point and our friendship. I didn’t think about the physical deterioration he had undergone and still saw the Bill who first greeted me at the maisonette’s door thirteen years earlier. Mom didn’t say anything as I consoled her.

			The next morning, the buzzer in my apartment rang. It was a delivery: A bouquet of flowers from Bill with a note, “You were sensational and I love your mother.” The floral arrangement was tremendous with several dozen flowers of various types. Mom immediately confiscated the note and said, “this is mine!” The note is framed in Minnesota. “Dear Bill,” I wrote that afternoon, “First of all, thank you for the incredible floral arrangement. Wow! It is magnificent. Your note was so kind and Mom was so very touched. It was a tremendous honor for me to not only play for your family but to be a part of a very special morning and afternoon. Thank you.” I continued:

			My mom had a wonderful time and enjoyed meeting everyone. She cherished the time with you and will convey everything to my dad who sends you his warmest wishes. I assume we are still on for next Tuesday, February 26 and Wednesday, February 27. I think the plan was for me to head out to Stamford in the afternoon on Feb. 26 and spend the night. I would then play in the evening of the 27th and either head back to the City in the evening or the next morning, the 28th.

			I closed with: “Please confirm this when you have a moment and know that whenever you need some Diabelli…I’m there! I wish you well in every respect and thank you so much for being a part of my life. Love, Larry.”

			Linda Bridges confirmed the plan. She added in a postscript, “By the way, I just heard from Trish Bozell—you made a big hit with her, and she is probably (I think Bill would agree) the most musical member of the family.” I was overjoyed and couldn’t wait to return to Wallacks Point on February 26.

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			From Great Elm to Park Avenue

			The formative years of William F. Buckley, Jr.’s life were forged at Great Elm, the estate in Sharon, Connecticut, built by his father William F. Buckley, Sr., an oilman lawyer who lost one fortune in Mexico only to make another one there and then expanded to Venezuela. For Bill and his nine siblings the sound of music, especially classical music, was ingrained early on, leading most of them to become lifelong classical music enthusiasts. Bill and his sister Patricia (Trish) were the most serious, so much so that they contemplated careers as musicians. Bill even devised a new notation system for the keyboard published in 1994 titled Getting Back to the Piano: Of Course You Can Play! Featuring William F. Buckley Jr.’s New Notation System. This quirky volume—now out of print—shows just how passionate he was about the instrument and encouraging people to learn it at any age.

			The Buckley children—who were tutored at home through grade eight and then sent to boarding school—were all required to play the piano, which included weekly private lessons and practice sessions with a teacher who would over three days give lessons on five pianos across the sprawling estate. In addition to these lessons the Buckley children each had to practice forty-five minutes a day, which Bill described in his memoir Miles Gone By: “It was never absolutely clear whether the sound was worse when all the pianos were being exercised jointly or when only one of them was being played.” In addition, the children were required to attend listening sessions of great works of music curated by Penelope Oyen, one of the children’s tutors. Bill wrote in the same memoir that “Miss Oyen loved music with passion. The use of that word here is not platitudinous. Because Penelope Oyen would weep when listening to music. Not always, not for every composer; but almost always for J.S. Bach.” Her influence on the children was such that these lessons along with the listening sessions, in Bill’s opinion, led to the children’s appetite for classical music:

			The drill was four times a week. At four o’clock we came in from afternoon recreation and entered The Playroom, as we inaccurately continued out of habit to call the room over which Miss Oyen now had dominion. My father had bought a huge phonograph, a Capehart, which, if memory serves, was the first instrument that boasted that it could handle records consecutively. This it did, not by the simple device of dropping a fresh record on the one just finished, but by actually taking the record, when finished, and convolutedly lifting it up, turning it around, and either placing its backside on the turntable, or replacing it with the next record, a quite remarkable feat of engineering executed at the cost of a broken record every two or three days; expensive fractures which, however, had as an uncharted social benefit the interruption of Miss Oyen’s lacrimations.

			The absolutely decisive feature of Miss Oyen’s discipline was very simple: darkness in the room. Not total darkness, else we’d have ended up playing Sardines. Too much light, and we’d have managed to read—anything, anything to avoid just…sitting there, listening to what I suppose in those days we’d have called “that darned music.” There was simply no escaping it. We just sat there, while the Capehart blared away, and the ordeal lasted one whole hour.

			And, of course…it happened. I’d say it took, depending on the individual child’s latent inclinations, between four and eight months. My oldest brother, John (RIP), was ejected from our tutorial system in the fifth month to go to boarding school, and the result was that he never ever got around to enjoying beautiful music. I am willing to bet that if he had stayed with Miss Oyen another two months, he’d have become an addict, which is what happened to the rest of us.

			Bill recognized in his teens that he lacked the requisite talent to pursue a career as a professional musician but his love of music was formed and was quite possibly only surpassed by his reverence for the divine.

			Decades later as Bill hosted Firing Line he would often promulgate classical music’s importance to him and humanity, since to him it was one of the major achievements of our civilization. Any excuse to bring up Bach was taken, most notably with the Firing Line “jingle” for many seasons, which in conservative circles became iconic: the opening of the third movement of Bach’s Brandenburg Concerto No. 2. It turns out that Bill wrote a paper on this concerto during his studies at Yale, so when time came to select a theme for Firing Line, a lifelong favorite was naturally the one. Bach was divine for Bill as illustrated by the following excerpt from a column dedicated to Bach’s 300th birthday in 1985 in the book Happy Days Were Here Again:

			It is not necessary to believe in God in order to revel in Bach. It is not necessary, for that matter, to love one’s country in order to fight for it, nor even to love one’s family in order to protect it. And there is no need to make heavy weather over the point, though there is a need for such human modesty as Einstein expressed when he said that the universe was not explicable except by the acknowledgment of an unknown mover. The music of Bach disturbs human complacency because one can’t readily understand finiteness in its presence.

			When looking back at the Buckley era from the 1950s to early 2000s, we can see that faith and music were central. As founder and editor of National Review, Bill played the role of impresario and hosted fortnightly dinners at his maisonette on 73rd and Park Avenue for decades. Those dinners were events in Buckley circles with standing invitations for the editors of National Review and then spillover to friends of Bill and his wife Patricia T. Buckley, one of New York’s preeminent socialites, including guests of honor ranging from writers to politicians, musicians, and clergy. Music would often play a role at these dinners with classical pianists and harpsichordists, from amateurs to professionals, performing Bach, Beethoven, Chopin, Schubert, and, on rarer occasions, jazz pianists. Bill aimed to convert those that weren’t musically attuned through these performances, which preceded dinner, where the political discussions would take place often culminating in a mock Firing Line with by-now-inebriated participants.

			The fact that music played a central role in the impresario’s dinner parties harkens back to those hour-long listening sessions at Great Elm. Just as Bill was convinced that his brother John would have become an aficionado of great music had he only participated in Miss Oyen’s listening sessions for a few more months, Bill was similarly convinced that he could convert to classical music lovers the uninitiated listeners after repeated interpretations of Bach and Beethoven.

			It was a long way from Great Elm to Park Avenue but the values instilled in Bill in a home of ten children gave him the tools to manage and lead a movement, found a magazine, host a television program, and become the impresario of the conservative movement which ultimately led to the defeat of the Soviet Union. Bill was the architect of the conservative movement and his designs were the example on which so many others were based. He made conservatism cool and fun. He made conservatism commercially viable. He made conservatism charismatic and compelling. Without his mold the conservative movement might have sputtered and not spawned dozens of publications, television programs, networks, and foundations, and not built a movement out of the commonalities of different philosophical and ideological strands. I’m speaking of the conservatism of the 1980s through early 2010s, but even in the past decade where the definition of conservatism has become less clear, there are elements of Bill’s influence that remain, and many leaders still clearly revere him.

			In my experience, Bill had two favorite composers: Bach and Beethoven. However, if he had to choose one it would have been Johann Sebastian Bach. There are some parallels between the two. Where Bill had nine siblings, Bach had seven. Bill was a devout Christian, as was Bach. At the time of his passing, Bill had more than 1,500 episodes of Firing Line; 1,100 boxes of correspondence sent to the Yale archive, fifty-five books, and thousands of columns. At the time of his passing, Bach left more than 1,100 works of music. Bill was the most important conservative in history and from whom all others would blossom. Bach was the most important composer in history, from whom all others would blossom.

			At the time of Bach’s passing he was remembered as an organist, not as a composer. Bill was remembered more for his television program and founding of National Review than for his writings, which included thousands of articles and his books, most famously his first, God and Man at Yale. That book is more relevant today than ever before as the campus wars have compounded, core Western values continue to dissipate at our nation’s leading colleges and universities, and anti-Semitism has become a major issue. Bill also presciently wrote of anti-Semitism, dedicating an entire issue of National Review to the topic in the 1990s and ultimately turning it into the book In Search of Anti-Semitism.

			In another excerpt from the column published on Bach’s 300th birthday, Bill writes:

			There are sobering lessons to contemplate on Bach’s birthday. One of them is that when he lived he was almost entirely unnoticed. True, he was renowned as a virtuoso at the harpsichord and the organ. When he died, one of his biographers notes, there were something on the order of ninety obituaries written, only three of which, however, mentioned him as a composer. This is tantamount to remembering Shakespeare as a great actor.

			When Bill passed away he, too, was the subject of countless obituaries including on the frontpages of the nation’s most important newspapers, including The New York Times and The Washington Post, as well as the lead item on many of the nation’s newscasts. However, as we near twenty years since his passing, the public’s memory of Bill is fading with the natural ebbs and flows of the tide as it washes away the beach and makes way for the new sand. This isn’t to say that Bill is yet as forgotten as Bach was decades after his death, only to be rediscovered by Felix Mendelssohn. Bill is the subject of films and plays, yet this is still niche compared to where he was in life when the media landscape was much less fractured.

			The goal of these pages is to shine a light on the importance of Bill the impresario and how that role was actually where we as a society can still learn from him. He was the impresario who brought together people and was friends with those of different stripes. As a mentor he was the great connector always bringing people together and letting the sparks take on a life of their own.

			As we wander in this age of uncertainty we should look to Bill as an example of what to emulate. My small place in his life gave me a vantage point after I wrote him a letter thirty years ago and he decided to answer it. As a first-generation American, I am eternally grateful to Bill for his contributions to this nation and for creating an environment in which new Americans, like my family, were able to flourish. The following pages tell the story of my family’s journey to this nation, my ambition to become a pianist and classical music impresario, and how Bill became a central figure in my life.

			William F. Buckley, Jr.’s role in our nation’s history was tremendously consequential, and I hope that my perspective on and friendship with this giant, this mentor, this American impresario of the twentieth century, will serve as an example to many and help to improve the state of our society.

		

	
		
			Chapter 3

			Impresario

			Merriam-Webster’s definition of Impresario:

			Impresario noun

			im·pre·sa·rio -ˈser-, -ˈzär-

			1: the promoter, manager, or conductor of an opera or concert company

			2: a person who puts on or sponsors an entertainment (such as a television show or sports event)

			3: MANAGER, DIRECTOR

			English borrowed impresario directly from Italian, whose noun impresa means “undertaking.” A close relative is the English word emprise (“an adventurous, daring, or chivalric enterprise”), which, like impresario, traces back to the Latin verb prehendere, meaning “to seize.” (That verb is also the source of apprehend, comprehend, and prehensile.)

			Each of the three definitions above applies to William F. Buckley, Jr. He was the ultimate “promoter” for American conservatism; “put on” or produced Firing Line, his television show; and was the “manager” or “director” of his magazine National Review. He understood that American conservatism had to be entertaining to attract an audience, but more than anything he understood the need to harmonize the various strands that made up conservatism by removing those that created dissonance, such as anti-Semites and the John Birch Society, among other fringe groups. His work was not unlike that of a great maestro who is responsible for keeping an orchestra playing together and with momentum so that the audience is emotionally moved by the performance.

			Where did Bill hone the skills that made him an incredible polymath or was it simply talent that he possessed as part of his DNA? As mapped out in the previous chapter, Bill was raised in the rarified environment of Great Elm where music was a centerpiece of his life along with faith. My theory is that the countless hours spent practicing piano as a child along with listening to classical music with his siblings four times a week played a major role in giving Bill an incredible amount of disciple along with enhancing his ability to speak and write melodiously, as a musician plays, sings, or composes a score. Bill’s prose was musical, and colleagues have commented on how words flowed from his fingers on a keyboard or typewriter much like musical notation flowed from Mozart’s mind, where it was already complete and edited, onto a score.

			Bill, the impresario, also produced countless recitals at his home on East 73rd Street in Manhattan, where he many times selected the masterworks performed by his musician friends and acquaintances. His aim was to shine a light on Bach, Beethoven, and other composers, for his National Review editors as well as his friends. His hope, I believe, was to evangelize on the beauty of music he loved for both the initiated and uninitiated, just as Miss Oyen had done at Great Elm. In this environment, Bill created the ultimate salon where the exchange of ideas was of paramount importance during dinner parties where guests spanned the ideological spectrum. This salon was not unlike the family dinner table where Bill was often at odds with his siblings in the endless debates they had growing up.

			Bill further built upon these salons at his home as the ringmaster of Firing Line, the longest-running public affairs program with a single host in American history. He hosted more than 1,500 episodes featuring guests from every walk of life and every cultural sphere, including those to whom he was diametrically opposed ideologically, culturally, and spiritually. His hundreds upon hundreds of guests ranged from Beat poet Allen Ginsburg to Muhammad Ali, Richard Nixon to Ronald Reagan, Tom Wolfe to Norman Mailer, as well as the pianist Rosalyn Tureck on whom Bill often called to remind his audience of Bach’s importance to the broader culture. The program was an open forum for debate where nearly every idea was welcome. Firing Line’s impact on the cultural fabric was keenly felt from 1966 until 1999. This program was also an extension of the childhood dinner table at Great Elm. He had his father’s affection not only as his namesake but also for the stances he took and his ability to defend his positions.

			Bill’s abilities as an impresario allowed him to bring together the intellectual giants representing various strands of conservatism in National Review’s formative years, including James Burnham, Russell Kirk, Willmoore Kendall, and Frank Meyer. All of these gentlemen were Bill’s seniors, with Kendall a mentor at Yale. Although Bill doesn’t literally refer to Willi Schlamm as a mentor, it was in fact this Austrian-American Jewish ex-Communist, who fled the Nazis in 1941, who lit the spark that inspired Bill, as he wrote in his memoir Miles Gone By, to

			launch a weekly conservative journal of opinion, by which he [Schlamm] meant nothing less than that I should raise the capital for it, own the voting stock, and serve as editor in chief. These suggestions issued not out of any recognition of precocious talents (I was twenty eight), but out of a conviction that my youth would prove precisely the catalytic agent, and I think Willi was correct in this.

			Bill continues, “I doubt that, if I had been twenty years older, I’d have succeeded in engaging the attention, let alone collaboration, of the starting team at National Review, whom with the exception of Willmoore Kendall, I didn’t know well, certainly not intimately.”

			Bill and Schlamm had different visions for National Review, and Schlamm had a reputation for quickly wearing out his welcome at publications, including as a right hand to the legendary Henry Luce at Time. Schlamm seemed to assume that he would have unparalleled influence over Bill at National Review due to his formative role. This early relationship was rife with generational tensions one could have expected from an émigré mentor like Schlamm, twenty years his protégé’s senior. It took five years for a permanent parting of ways and they barely spoke after, but the fact that Bill included Schlamm in a chapter titled “Five Colleagues” in his memoir, confirms for me that this relationship was one of the most important in Bill’s entire life. The fact that Schlamm was Jewish further illustrates the importance of Jews in Bill’s life. As the impresario of the American conservative movement, its producer and provocateur, it was Bill who represented its values and set the key goals and tenets which placed the defeat of the hegemonic evil of Communism at its core along with forbidding the appearance of anti-Semitism within his conservative coalition.
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