
[image: Cover Page of Frank & Charli]


[image: Half Title of Frank & Charli]


[image: Title Page of Frank & Charli]


Almost cut my hair,

It happened just the other day.

It’s getting kinda long,

I coulda said it wasn’t in my way.

But I didn’t and I wonder why,

I feel like letting my freak flag fly,

Cause I feel like I owe it to someone.

—David Crosby, “Almost Cut My Hair”
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Foreword

Ifirst met Frank Yandolino on October 5, 2012. It was right after my first production: staging the reenactment of the infamous Marilyn Monroe skirt blowing over the subway grates scene from The Seven Year Itch in honor of the fiftieth anniversary of her passing. Erika Smith, one of the top Marilyn Monroe tribute artists in the world, wanted me to meet Frank, who was her friend and a Marilyn Monroe expert, in the hopes we would develop a Marilyn Monroe project together.

During my initial encounter with Frank, he hands me a non-disclosure agreement and says, “Sign this!” It was akin to becoming a blood brother, and after signing I thought I’d better fasten my seat belt, because I was going to be taken on one hell of a ride. And I was! We went on this crazy journey together to develop the stage play, “Marilyn Naked.” With his vast knowledge and passion for Marilyn, I remember he immediately drilled down on the list of possible actresses to portray Monroe. He was adamant about revealing her true story with “Marilyn being spiritually, emotionally, and physically naked!”

As a parting gift, four months before he passed away, Frank called me one day shortly before Thanksgiving (we spoke several times a week), and said, “Hey, I was thinking. How would you feel about developing Woodstock as a Broadway musical?” At this point I was a producer on four Broadway shows and had won a Tony Award for the revival of Pippin, so feeling that Broadway was in need of new productions, of course I was interested. Frank was a great “connector,” and wanted to introduce me to Michael Lang, one of his closest friends and one of the four Woodstock founding partners. However, Frank’s illness was advancing rapidly, and that introduction would sadly occur at his wake (even after his time with us Frank continues to work his special magic). I’m certain the day that the Woodstock Broadway musical opens in commemoration of the festival’s fiftieth anniversary (August 2019), Frank will be smiling looking down upon the opening night with his Freak Flag Flying. Frank’s Freak Flag still flies and now you are about to find out why in Frank & Charli.

I had the pleasure of knowing Frank the last year and a half of his sixty-nine years; a bittersweet period. I was introduced to his wife, Charli, only three weeks before his death on March 17. Charli and I have become fast and dear friends since then. Frank was a true renaissance man. He had this great philosophy to “grab the ball” and keep as many balls in the air as possible. When I’m embarking on a new project, I can still hear his voice in my head telling me to grab the ball!

The last time I spoke to Frank was a Friday conference call where we were discussing the Marilyn Monroe project. Frank was on speaker phone and sounded eerily far away. Frank told us not to worry, he could hear us, and participated in the call passionately and insightfully as he always did. He passed away the following Monday. I am not a religious person but I do keep Frank’s Mass card on my night stand; the reverse side positioned in a card holder (a.k.a. roach clip). It has the following poignant David Crosby lyrics:

Almost cut my hair, it happened just the other day.

It’s gettin’ kinda long, I coulda said it wasn’t in my way.

But I didn’t and I wonder why, I feel like letting my freak flag fly,

Cause I felt like I owe it to someone.

Michael Rubenstein

Tony Award–winning producer
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CHAPTER 1

The Early Years

As I got off the elevator and opened the door to my apartment, I braced myself for the attack—the jumping and the kissing, the tail waving from side to side like a speeded-up metronome, sure to be followed by another ruthless onslaught of kisses, licking, and barking.

“OK, OK Bruno.” Bruno was named after one of my self-appointed aliases, Bruno Fataché. Bruno was my best friend. My brother. A ninety-plus-pound Grand Champion Sieger bloodline German Shepherd with his shiny jet-black coat and perfectly symmetrical tan highlights around his head and legs and four-inch tan paws, Bruno was a magnificent regal specimen. He hated other dogs, people in uniform, and anyone sitting on his end of the couch. His relationship with people was love or hate, and he could switch sides at any moment. But he was always loyal to his adopted family.

I turned on the hall light and there she was, the girl of my dreams, Isalda, my beautiful Afghan woman. Adorning the wall just inside the front door, she was the first thing you saw after entering the apartment.

A free, nude, long-haired blonde creature resembling a mix of palomino horse and golden Afghan dog, with her own mane flowing in the wind. She glided through space on a field of flowers, following a white dove toward the end of the rainbow.

I searched everywhere looking for the real thing. But like a vision just out of reach, she eluded me, always a step ahead. Isalda was more than an image. She was my kindred spirit.

And everyone that saw her wanted her.

How the hell was I to know that my creation would one day come to life?

The huge ink and watercolor painting fit perfectly among the other treasures and tchotchkes in my haze-filled, six-room apartment on the sixth floor of the Chatsworth Building, just east of the Hudson River at the end of 72nd Street and Riverside Drive. A handmade, floor-to-ceiling, brown-stained wooden bookcase took up an entire wall. Nearly one hundred cubby holes of various sizes formed the shelves, each like a little altar for its occupant. The eyes of original ventriloquist Paul Winchell’s Jerry Mahoney dummy followed visitors as they walked in. Pictures of Mao Tse-Tung and Al Capone quietly judged. Aboriginal masks, statues, written messages, and a plaster woman’s hand with diamond rings were all eerily backlit with multicolored Christmas lights. Over the years, the bookcase grew. It now filled entire rooms of our current apartment, revealing the stories of my life and travels. Everything in there made a statement and had a story connected to it.

What brought me to this place and time? What event started my journey? Maybe it was that horny girl my freshman year of high school.

It was 1957. I was thirteen years old, living in Brentwood, Long Island. My family—Mom, Dad, my little brother, Jamie, and I—had just moved from Borough Park, Brooklyn. I was the new kid in school, sitting at my desk, minding my own business, when I saw this girl across the room finish writing a note. It traveled from one kid to another until the guy next to me handed it over.

I looked at it. “What the hell is this?”

He shrugged. I unfolded the paper and read:

Hi. My Name is Dottie. Do you like me?

I like you. Do you want to meet after school? Where?

Do you want to make out with me?

Was she kidding? Of course! So, I answered it.

Yes I liek you. Yes I wana

In the school yard

Yes Yes Yes

I didn’t realize the teacher had witnessed the entire thing. He took the note from me without saying a word. Several classes later, I heard it for the first time, screeching over the loudspeaker:

“FRANK YANDOLINO, REPORT TO THE PRINCIPAL’S OFFICE.”

Hearing my name scared the shit out of me. Walking to his office felt like heading down death row. When I got there, my mother was sitting on a wooden bench with a “Frank, I am pissed” look in her eyes. Dottie was sitting on the other side of the room with her parents. I knew what was up. This girl was throwing me under the bus to save her ass.

“He started the note. I just answered it,” she said, not looking at me as she spoke. I wanted to give her the finger. “That’s bull,” I yelled.

“You’re a liar.”

It went back and forth until the principal couldn’t take it anymore. Looking over the note, he had a great idea. “Let’s have them write the note again.”

That was the first time my dyslexia saved my life. There was no denying who wrote what. In my world, words move around like a shell game. When I was in high school, no one really knew what dyslexia was, who had it, or how to treat it. My mother and father didn’t understand it or believe that I had it. They saw it as a poor reflection on them, and didn’t want the guilt of having spawned what to them seemed to be a genetically damaged child. But I couldn’t have been more loved; my parents showered all of their children with affection. They couldn’t do enough for us. We came first and we knew it.

There were no books in my house, and growing up no one read to me except nursery rhymes like Old MacDonald’s Farm, Little Red Riding Hood, and The Three Little Pigs, so it makes sense that my dyslexia went unnoticed. In school I was considered slow by teachers and quiet by classmates. My biggest fear was having my name called to read out loud or come up to the dreaded blackboard. That blackboard felt like being put on trial.

Looking back, I wonder how my frequent mispronunciations didn’t tip anybody off. Sometimes I would read and write the wrong words entirely. Wouldn’t became would, couldn’t was could, wasn’t looked like was, 683 became 368, and so on.

My world of words and numbers looked like a bowl of Campbell’s Alphabet Soup. As you can imagine, I got many things wrong, and didn’t do well on tests, especially with reading and math. My inferiority complex continued to grow and I developed zero social skills.

Never wanting to expose myself or be ridiculed, I did the best I could to camouflage my fear by becoming the class clown.

Not until my senior year in high school did I truly discover the root of my problem and realize that my struggles and poor grades were not because I was stupid. I began training my eyes and brain to slow down by scanning sentences and focusing on the words. Today I still struggle with dyslexia (just ask my editor!), but I have worked hard to overcome the problem. I can now read a book or two in one day; back then it would have taken at least a week. I have written screenplays, books, stories, countless contracts, and proposals. In a way, dyslexia saved my life. It ultimately forced me to develop a career based around art and creativity, to become an artist—or as I prefer to call myself, a “producer”—to be able to use the creative side of my brain. This ultimately freed me from my insecurities and shortcomings. I gained confidence and became more awake, more aware, and, most importantly, more willing to take chances and risks. Being creative felt better and was easier than trying to be an academic wiz. In fact, tapping into my creative side inspired me to work harder. I began to read things over and over. I became the king of underlining, and I still underline everything so that I remember the important parts of what I read.

I have come to learn of people who overcame dyslexia to achieve great things, like Albert Einstein, Thomas Jefferson, Alexander Graham Bell, Pierre Curie, Richard Branson, and scores of others. I’m sure there are those out there who don’t even know they have it.

As my career developed, and I began to conquer my disability, I formed a company, Interconnections, Inc. Fittingly, the company’s purpose was to introduce interactive voice technology to the masses. It was during this time that my dyslexia and social skills troubled me the most, especially at meetings, reading documents out loud, and giving PowerPoint presentations out loud. The emergence of social networking and the spread of live chats and meetings on the computer via text and email only made it worse. I remember sweating through plenty of those meetings. Luckily, I was able to purchase a laptop computer that allowed me to dictate to it. It transcribed the words I spoke to type, and it spelled way better than I ever could. I could even take my handwritten notes and scribbles and convert them to spell check–corrected type. I am using it now as I write this book and have used it to write other books, screenplays, and stories. So I’ve grown able to understand my problem and develop my own system of managing it.

On our way home after my trip to the principal’s office and my three-day suspension, Mom threatened me with one of her standard lines.

“Wait till your father finds out, after two days in a new school you get suspended for writing dirty notes.” But much to my surprise, Dad did not explode. He simply said, “He didn’t start it … that’s what boys do.” What? I thought. That’s it? That’s all he has to say? Okay … next!

A couple of years later, when I was a senior, I got that same cold sweat feeling as the loudspeaker blasted out:

FRANK YANDOLINO, REPORT TO YOUR GUIDANCE COUNSELOR.

Shit, what now? When I arrived at her small, one-desk, two-chair office, she got right down to business. Motioning for me to have a seat next to her, she caught my downward gaze as she crossed her legs. Quickly adjusting her miniskirt, she barked out, “Frank, you’re failing algebra.”

I can still see the pity in her eyes, but her announcement was not a surprise. In my head, numbers and letters were still salsa dancing to my brain’s unique beat. Nonetheless, I had applied to Northwestern University for a civil engineering degree. Never mind that I hardly even knew how to spell “civil engineer,” let alone what a civil engineer did. Hell, the only thing I knew about Northwestern was that it was probably north and west of somewhere.

“Northwestern said they are interested in you. However, you have to pass all your courses.” She looked through her folders. “You could drop algebra.”

“I could? I’ll do that.”

“Well, yes. You could take wood shop instead, or … art?”

At the time I had never done much of anything artistic. But I did know I didn’t want to get sawdust all over me (I was chosen best-dressed kid by my class), so I picked art. This decision not only would end up being the right one for my grades, but it would drastically influence the rest of my life. For that I have to credit Mr. Vega, my fabulous art teacher, who encouraged me to pursue what he saw came naturally to me, using my mind to create rather than to spell or add. Mr. Vega quickly became my mentor. Painting and drawing came fairly naturally to me. Seeing something in my brain, then putting it on paper was much easier than the reverse.

My first work of art was a black-and-white pen and ink-stippled drawing of a shirtless dark-skinned peasant farmer standing in a field of tall grass while grazing his two water buffalo, one white, one black. Viewing the drawing up close you could see what looked like a million pen strokes and dots of various sizes that formed the picture, while from afar the image looked like a black-and-white halftone with shades of gray. Mr. Vega submitted my piece to a Long Island Student Art Exhibition. I won first prize and a gold medal. I grabbed the opportunity, said yes, I can do this, and kept at it. My next painting was oil on canvas board, of two boxers, one black and one white, pounding the crap out of each other while the referee looks on. That painting also won me a first prize and an interview at the Pratt Institute’s School of Art and at Parsons School of Design. Pratt didn’t accept me; I didn’t have a track record in fine art. Forget track record—I didn’t even know what fine art was or who painted it. I really didn’t know much at all about this art world. All I did was copy what I saw printed in magazines and add my style to it.

Parsons called. I listened. I was not a carpenter or an engineer. I was an artist. and Mr. Vega helped me put together my portfolio. I was accepted that fall and moved into the spare room of my grandparents’ five-story walk-up on 167th Street and the Grand Concourse in the Bronx. My bedroom window opened to the black-tarred roof of the building. I can still smell it. That is where I started to paint my own, totally original work.

My first painting was a very detailed image of my left hand. I spent many days making it as realistic as I could, with skin tones, hair, blue veins, fingernails, and the small letter “F” tattoo that I had given myself with sewing needles and black India ink. People to this day ask what it means and I tell them it was a secret cult gang that I belonged to in high school, but that’s not true.

Although I’d been accepted to Parsons, I of course had failed the written portion of the entrance exam. So I spent the first semester taking an English comprehension make-up course at the downtown New York University campus. Putting my own spin on it, I told everyone I was attending both Parsons and NYU. It sounded better. I worked my ass off, lassoing those dancing letters like a cowboy.

Being accepted by Parsons was a big step. I was a sheltered kid from Brooklyn with no direction or reinforcement, except for a lot of love from my family. Now I was a free bird with a new life of art, sex, drugs, and jazz. Shedding the shackles of academia for art allowed me to express myself. My work spoke for me. And the better I got at it the more self-confidence I gained. One of the first courses I took was a figure painting class.

I showed up to my first class brimming with my newfound confidence. The room was a large open area with thirty students sitting behind easels. Even if I had walked in with my eyes closed, I’d still have known it was a painter’s studio by the pungent smell of turpentine, mixed with undried oil paint, freshly primed gesso, and stretched linen canvas. The smell and feel of the classroom were far from my mind, though; in front of me was a naked woman sitting on a stool in the middle of the classroom, posing as if no one else was there. Today, I would describe her as Rubinesque. Back then I would have said she was fat.

Even though I grew up on the fast streets of Brooklyn, my only exposure to women had been my cousins and the girls on the block my age or younger. I had definitely never seen a live nude woman with clumps of hair on her crotch and under her arms. It shocked the shit out of me.

I stared, totally in a daze. The silence made me more uncomfortable, so I decided I’d be funny and controversial—something I would often do to camouflage my dyslexia-related insecurities. Very deadpan, I shouted out at the professor, “CAN I TRACE?”

Everyone cracked up. The professor, however, did not even break a smile. He answered immediately: “You can trace … only if you make it better.”

This was a lesson I would never forget. You have to make it better. I try to do this with everything I do, always making it better. Even if it’s just making a sandwich for one of my kids’ lunches, I am driven to try to do it better than it’s ever been done. At the time, I didn’t know how to do that. Colored oil paint in a tube was new to me. So was the big, white, blank canvas staring me in the face, not to mention this big, white, naked woman in the middle of the studio. Plus, I had never done any sketches as involved as this assignment was.

Seeing that I was frozen, the professor walked over to me. “What are you doing?” he asked.

“Nothing. I don’t know what to do.”

He handed me a brush and took my hand in his, guiding me to smear the bristles into a glob of burnt sienna. We painted that first stroke across the empty canvas together.

“Now you do.”

It was as simple as that. Make the first mark. If it sucks, make another one over it. Add and take away, until you and your art are left. I became the artist.

One of my class projects started me on a road that followed me all over the world for many, many years. It required picking from a list of classic love stories, reading it, and interpreting it graphically. I chose “Tristan and Isalda.” Little did I know I would come across several Isaldas in my life. Any time they would tell me their name I always won them over by replying that my name is Tristan. It has worked every time. And it may not be over.

Isalda the German Model at Mode nagazine. Isalda the Bolshoi Ballerina in Moscow.

Isalda the Russian hooker.

This is for sure: My years at Parsons exposed me to freedom, the arts, and their creators. It gave me a whole new perspective on life. Well, not new—it was the only perspective I had ever had.


CHAPTER 2

Drafted

Several months after graduating from Parsons I got the dreaded letter all young men in those days feared.


Selective Service Systems

ORDER TO REPORT FOR INDUCTION

The President of the United States

To: Frank M. Yandolino Selective Service # 30 2 44 2318

17 6th Avenue. Brentwood, New York

Greetings:

You are hereby ordered into the Armed Forces of The United States. Report at the lobby of the U.S. Post Office Main Street Brentwood, New York on November 5, 1966 at 6:30 AM for forwarding to an Armed Forces Induction Station at 39 Whitehall Street New York, NY.



I can still see the day of my induction as clear as yesterday. It was dark, just before dawn, when I left my parents’ home on eastern Long Island and boarded a westbound bus for a two-hour trip to the US Army’s induction center.

Artists and war do not mix. I went from painting beautiful hairy women to standing in line after line with not-so-beautiful hairy men. White Hall, as the induction center was called, was built in 1886 and had become a dilapidated eight-story building of red granite, sandstone, and red brick with small slit windows on the ground floor. Above the arched front entranceway was a decorative granite panel carved with a cannon, a mortar, a knight in chain mail armor, cannon balls, and a spear. It looked like had been done by a kid in a sandbox. Inside, it smelled like a gym locker room. The entire place had walls painted shades of drab pea green with gray floors and sterile white ceilings with black trim. Hand-painted cardboard signs hung everywhere, telling me what to do like lifeless little fascists.

Gone were the Rubinesque big tits and furry bushes. Instead, I was surrounded by all sizes and colors of dicks, men and boys from every walk of life, with accents from every part of the country. All of us were now carrying the same thing: jars of piss. Standing in line, a doctor approached and requested I pull down my shorts. He grabbed my balls and said, “Turn your head and cough.” All I knew while standing in my underwear with my own urine in my hand was that this was not the path for me.

“I gotta get out of here.”

My father knew someone who knew someone who got me into the Army Reserve. I was sent to 42nd Street and 12th Avenue for training while awaiting my orders. Because of the enormity of the Vietnam draft, the Army had run out of uniforms, so I went to Reserve meetings in my dungarees and civilian clothes. After a few weeks, I was sent to summer camp, a two-week trip to Camp Drum, an Army training facility in Watertown, upstate New York—to learn how to survive in Vietnam by participating in simulated war games.

When we got to camp, wouldn’t you know, they assigned me and five other recruits out of five hundred to become commandos. Two Special Forces commando trainers arrived in helicopters and laid out the plan of attack for invading the other trainees. They gave the five of us gas masks, tear gas, and smoke bombs, along with the standard-issued M1 Garand rifle. The only gun I had ever had before was a carpet gun, made out of a two-foot piece of two-by-four wood with stretched-out rubber bands strung together and held down by half of a wooden clothespin. It shot out a one-inch-square piece of linoleum tile. You always aimed for the other guy’s head, hoping to knock his eye out. I can still hear my mother: “Junior, stop that! You’ll knock his eye out.” Somehow, we never did.

During our briefing we were told that all we had to do was wear a soft cap to designate ourselves as Special Forces Commandos for the war games. I instinctively put mine on backwards and tied a white handkerchief around my neck, wondering if this was all just some bad trip.

As the games began, I took my defiant insubordination one step further. At times I took the cap off. I was starting to understand how the military mind worked. They expected me to not break the rules, presuming honor would prevail. They didn’t know I grew up in Brooklyn and live by the credo: if you didn’t grow up in Brooklyn, you didn’t go through basic training.

In Brooklyn, you went to work immediately, always looking to get the edge, that little something different. You snooze you lose. No a’kees, olly olly oxen frees. Oops doesn’t count. All that stuff stays with you forever, gets embedded in your character and influences what you must change in order to evolve. But first you must run as fast as you can, yelling the Brooklyn attack chant “ee awk ee, ee awk eeeeee.” We’re not like those who were brought up in Queens or Long Island. We are Brooklyn.

Not even the army can compare to growing up in Brooklyn, where I learned that rules are made to be broken, and that a little white lie applied at the right time is okay, or that bending the truth to your advantage is necessary to survive. The army didn’t count on me hiding my cap so the other troops wouldn’t know who I was. They were trained to look for guys in caps, and I didn’t fit the bill. It was just like when my mother used to make me wear the ugliest, stupidest, most embarrassing ear-flapped, make-believe, leather fake fur-lined hat, complete with chin strap. I stuck it in my shirt every day and I still don’t like hats.

Off we trekked into the woods, preparing our attack. Both sides took the game very seriously. Several from our side were captured during the war simulation and even lightly beaten. Once the 12:00 p.m. siren sounded a truce was struck. We all returned to the main base for lunch.

A lieutenant and I were walking back for our meal when we were jumped. I was hit with a rifle butt and we were detained. I didn’t realize that the lieutenant and I were the only two Special Forces left. These overzealous soldiers were trying to end the war games early by cheating. I hate cheaters.

Strutting like peacocks, they marched us into a large command tent where all the brass sat eating. Our captors were there to claim victory to the soft-jowled men in ribbons and medals, but the lieutenant wasn’t done.

“You still got those bombs?” he whispered. I nodded.

“On the count of three … one … two … three. Gas!” he yelled.

I rolled one of my tear gas bombs right down the center of the officer’s lunch table. We quickly slipped on our gas masks and made an easy escape from the sounds of coughing and gagging. I disappeared into the woods.

For several hours, I haunted the base, randomly exploding and destroying things. Eventually, they sent out a helicopter. That’s when I heard that nefarious loudspeaker again.

“PRIVATE YANDOLINO, YOU CAN COME OUT NOW. THE GAMES ARE OVER.”

Bullshit! I didn’t trust them, so I continued to set things on fire, hide, and attack. After several more passes by the helicopter, I got tired of it all. I came out of the bush. They snapped a picture of me walking out in a haze of smoke, my gun at my side, white handkerchief around my neck á la John Wayne, my soft hat on backward.

Ironically, it was that image that allowed me to grace my first magazine cover: the Army Times. I guess I took simulated war games pretty seriously. I really don’t like to play games, especially if someone cheats.

Several months later my unit was called up for six months of basic training at Fort Jackson, South Carolina, before moving on to Fort Knox, Kentucky. For their part, and perhaps in response to my newfound fame, the army sent me to cook school to continue my basic training.

“Cook school,” I proclaimed. “Why? I graduated college for art and photography; at least make me a sign painter.”

The sergeant was dead serious. “Son, someone has to feed our boys over there in ’Nam.” In basic training I met Joe Lombardo. He weighed about three hundred pounds and was unable to do any of the drills or exercises. The other soldiers constantly picked on him, and Joe was the target of all the drill sergeants. I believe they sensed something was very different about Joe. I overheard one of them use the word “queer.”

I had no clue, just felt sorry for him. My brother James had faced the same ridicule growing up, from kids and adults alike, because he was very overweight. It made me crazy and still does. I deplore ignorance when people impose their ill-founded ideologies on others.

Joe and I became great friends. He was one of the most creative, innovative people I’d ever met, which is truly saying a lot. This super-special lost soldier taught me it was cool to have fun at what you do, to set yourself free. That’s when I decided to let my freak flag fly.

Many years later when Joe and I were in Paris working on Mode magazine we had a conversation about his personal sexual preference, and what it meant for him to be gay, being from an Italian family, starting out straight, coming out of the closet, meeting Joe’s girlfriend, Donna, going back in the closet. A key observation I have learned that people need to realize that being gay isn’t being a freak of nature or having some disease you can catch. It’s not something you become because of your upbringing or your environment. It’s not a choice. You are born gay, it is what you are, it is your genetics. From the beginning of time animals and humans have been bisexual. They are all on their own unique part on the spectrum of the four sexes, which I explain as something like this: straight men on one side and straight women on the other, with gay men and women in the middle sort of sharing a little from both sides. You may look masculine or feminine and inside be completely the opposite. Joe agreed with that theory. He was tormented by it all his life. Was he straight or gay? Feminine or masculine? Is it possible to be both? Well, he was. Unfortunately for the world, in the mid-eighties my good friend Joe died of AIDS.

I had already decided the army was not for me, even before the army decided to ignore my artistic experience and make me a cook. Fortunately, they made Joe a cook, too. Together, we were sent to Fort Knox, put in charge of the field mess truck, and assigned to prepare for a very important retirement parade for a general. We were told to clean the truck and paint it to match all the other equipment—missile launchers, troop movers, etc. The entire base would be on hand to witness the spectacle.

Joe and I went to work. We painted all night, finishing just in time to move the truck into position on the parade line. When the officers saw our work, all hell broke out; we had painted that food truck to the max. It was painted army drab green, with oversized white stars that covered most of the front doors. All the metal parts, bumpers, exhaust stacks, and tire rims that were once painted camouflage were newly painted gray and the black tires were now sporting whitewalls. Remember, Joe and I were artists first and foremost. Our mess truck was immediately pulled out of formation, yet the army still did not have the foresight to remove me from duty.

As a cook, I immediately understood that I had leverage and grabbed the ball of opportunity again. I had the goods to barter. I traded food for privileges. There was a rumor traveling at light speed around the world about how you could get high by smoking dried banana peels. Even in the military there was a market for Mellow Yellow. As cook, I had access to thousands of banana peels. I took the skins up to the barracks roof and I lined the entire barracks roof with aluminum foil, laying them all out to dry in the sunshine. I sold each dried banana peel for a dollar. One problem: it did not work. All you got was a headache.

My capitalist endeavor ended during a barracks inspection. The platoon leader saw the skins on the roof. I tried to blame it on the monkeys.

“What monkeys?”

Seems he knew that monkeys weren’t indigenous to Kentucky, so that excuse unfortunately didn’t fly. I ended up having to refund everyone’s dollars.

My bartering did get me out of one of the worst military jobs, KP (Kitchen Police—the army’s way of telling you to do the dishes). Avoiding the second worst job, guard duty, wasn’t so simple.

In the military, every so-called Swinging Dick had to serve on guard duty. It was not only your duty, but supposedly an honor. Before their shift, every soldier reporting for guard duty stood in line for inspection. Your uniform had to be clean and pressed with razor-sharp creases, boots shined to reflect your face. Most importantly, the brass belt buckle had to be shiny and spotless. The sergeant stood in front of your face, barking out questions. Answers had to be perfect, without hesitation.

When my turn for guard duty came up, I shined my boots and my belt buckle. I even stood at attention. Yet I had no intention of standing out in the cold snow all night. So, when it came to the questions, I put my plan into action.

“Son, what is your third General Order?”

I stared straight ahead when I answered. “I don’t know, Sergeant.”

His iron gray eyes widened. “What is your first General Order, soldier?”

“I’m not sure, Sergeant.”

Steam rose off his buzz cut. “Who is your Company Commander?”

“Uh, General Fataché?”

The sergeant stared at me for some time. I stared straight ahead as earnestly as I could.

“Son, do you realize that you just failed inspection? You will not serve guard duty. What will your mother say?”

“I’m sure she will not be happy, Sergeant.”

“You’re dismissed, soldier. Return to your barracks. You are confined for the weekend.”

“Yes, sir.”

I saluted and jogged back to my barracks. Sprawled on my bed, no one could tell me what to do for two whole days. That’s about as close as it gets to paradise in the military.

From there, I got through the rest of my time in the army by following one simple rule: lie and always carry a clipboard. Looking busy, I quickly learned, was the fast way to avoid work. When asked to do something by my superiors I would point to my clipboard full of bullshit papers and say, “Sorry, sir, I am busy doing this.” I perfected this art to the point that I was able to sport prayer beads and grew long sideburns like Elvis as my way of protesting. When told to shave off my sideburns or take off my beads I would say “Yes, sir” and later on, when questioned again by the same person, “Son, did I tell you to shave those things and get rid of the beads?” I would simply say, “No, sir.”

They never caught on. Artists are great liars.

The reason I’m writing about the Army is not just to share some interesting experiences. It’s about the lessons I learned. The most important thing the army taught me was that you must be in control and also must look like you are in control, especially when you’ve got the ball. It could have been easy to give up or give in and conform to what the military wanted me to do and the way they wanted me to do it—always without question, without input from me. They taught you how to follow their ball. But I had my own goal and my own ideas on how to handle the ball and what to do with it. Ninety-nine percent of the people in the military are trained to follow. It’s easier for them not to think, easier to follow someone else’s ball. And it’s not just in the military that this is prevalent; the same is true in most organizations, especially in the government. Sorry, but I’m not very good in that type of system, and I don’t think many people belong in it, either.

One day I received a letter from Mom. She said my cousin, Frank Pedone (we share the same birthday, October 28), was also at Fort Jackson. He was the same cousin Frankie, the son of my mother’s oldest brother, Tony, who was brought over from Italy when they moved in with us at Grandpa’s house on 42nd Street. So Cousin Frankie and I grew up together.

Those little Italians who came over wearing short leather pants, knee-high socks, and little hats had to learn the Brooklyn way, so I had taken Frank and his siblings under my wing. Their hats got taken every day by other kids to play a game we called “salugi,” where you take someone’s hat or other item, and throw it back and forth to each other and don’t let the kid get it. It took some fist-fights before my cousins completed their Brooklyn basic training, but they eventually learned to hide their hats, too. We became very close.

I remember looking outside my barracks window. It was pouring rain. Cousin Frankie was in a barracks on the other side of the base, where the troops were gathered for deployment to Vietnam. I put on my raincoat and headed to his barracks. Walking in, I immediately felt a deep sense of worry emanating from these very young men pondering their fates. I found my cousin sitting on a bunk. We hugged and kissed, a family custom even if you saw him just the other day. We were very happy to see each other. All the other soldiers were just sitting around wide-eyed, scared that tomorrow they would be in Vietnam. Frankie and I talked about his brother Ralph and, oddly enough, our other cousin Frank Sconzo, both of whom were already in ’Nam. I didn’t think it was fair to have so many boys from the same family out at war at the same time. I asked him if he was looking forward to being deployed, but he didn’t have to answer. I could tell he was scared by the look on his face. So I reminded him of something important.

“You grew up in Brooklyn. You already got basic training.” He smiled. “I know that, Cuz’.”

Cousin Frank’s leg was stretched across his bunk. My eyes scanned the other soldiers in the room. I asked him again if he was looking forward to deployment, and before he could answer, without hesitation, I kicked him in the ankle, shattering the bone.

He yelled out. I walked out the door, back into the rain, smiling, knowing he would be going to a hospital, not ’Nam. We still smile about it every time we meet, even though he walks with a slight limp.

Although I was surviving the army, I knew my road led somewhere else. I had to get out. Art was calling. That’s when the idea hit me. The army was clearly stripping me of my rights. Why not unionize?

I founded a union for soldiers against the officers. I called it the First Soldiers Union of the United States. The membership drive began in earnest. When the commanding officer learned of my endeavor, the captain decided it was time to send me back to New York, destination Fort Hamilton, for evaluation. I was back in Brooklyn where I belonged.

“What do you want, son?” I was asked during my first interview. This was the crossroads, one of the easiest questions of my life.

“I want to get the hell out of the army.”

It was all they could take. I think the decision had already been made. Hippies do not belong in the Special Forces.

“You can go home, son.”

I didn’t know whether they ever wanted me to come back. I never did, but I always wondered if they would come find me. Two years later, I received an honorable discharge in the mail. I kept all my equipment—tents, shovels, uniforms, mess kits, all the stuff I was supposed to return. They must have waived that requirement to get rid of me.


CHAPTER 3

The Chatsworth

Most people called me Frank, but I went by other names, too. Back in Brooklyn, I was sometimes called Junior. And depending on who I was speaking with or the gravity of a situation, might I have called myself Cambo Shabuggabo or Bruno Fataché.

About a year later I moved into the Chatsworth Apartment at 344 West 72nd Street, the last building off of Riverside and the West Side Highway, facing the Hudson River. As everyone who ever visited me would say, it was the coldest and windiest spot in the city of New York.

The Chatsworth was like no other. Every day strangers and friends would bring something new to the party. At any given time, day or night, long-haired visitors and braless girls, some whom I did not even know, sat on my floor listening to music, smoking, drinking, crashing, and staring at the bookcased wall. We would talk for hours, sharing the kinds of thoughts that sustained the chi of the ’60s. I liked to tell stories, as I still do.

One particular night, sitting in my white Indian robe and sandals, I told one of my classics, a visualization that I truly believe happened to me: I am not a Human Being Experiencing Spiritual things, but a Spiritual Being Experiencing Human things.

“Ever since I can remember, I have this vivid feeling that my first day started with me falling from the sky. People were looking up, talking about it.”

I took a hit off the joint being passed around, and let the grass steep in my lungs. The smoke-filled room added to the image like the clouds in a René Magritte painting. I continued:

“There may have been some photos in the news. I remember the wind was holding me up, guiding me down to the Earth. My mind had no reference. Who am I? Where am I going? Where did I come from? As I was falling, I had to choose the right moment to enter life. I felt brand new, going with the flow, having no choice but to grab the ball floating in front of me.”

I took another hit and passed the joint, continuing my oration:

“Like a snake shedding its skin. Like a caterpillar changing into a butterfly.”

“What do you mean, ‘grab the ball’?” someone asked.

The joint found its way back to me. I took another hit before replying very matter-of-factly to the question. “It comes from another philosophical visualization that guides my daily decisions. I’m sitting at a table with a group of people when the proverbial ball—an opportunity—is thrown in the air. Some people sitting at the table look at the ball but don’t grab it, thinking maybe the ball will go higher. Others hesitate, thinking it is already on its way down. I, on the other hand, grab the ball right where it is, while it is in the air, before it goes up or down, and then figure out what to do with it, with no thoughts flashing through my mind other than to take advantage of the opportunity. There’s nothing too complicated about grabbing the ball when the opportunity is there. And now it’s my ball, while everyone else is left never having made a decision at all.

“But it’s not just about having the ball; it’s what you do with it once you grab it. That’s what it’s all about: I realize now everything happening to me is a direct result of me: how I think and how I react to situations, how I flow and when I grab. I accept that some outside force dictates how long I stay in any situation. I know it’s only long enough to get the experience before it’s on to the next. It seems like I was shot out by a force that controls my life. What a ride, but it’s my choice whether to take control or crash to the ground. Some of us are free spirits with a burning desire to learn and evolve, knowing payment for man’s evolution comes in the form of hard work, karma … and balls.

“Growing up in Brooklyn in the ’50s was all about the ball—both proverbial and literal—and the many ways you can play with it. You got your baseball, basketball, punch ball, stickball, and handball, stoop ball, box ball, off-the-wall, on a bounce, and hit the stick. No matter what type of ball, no matter what type of game, simply grabbing it is never enough; it’s figuring out what to do with the ball once you have it that counts.”

As I was talking I had joined in with the background music, banging out the rhythms and beats on my wooden, hand-stretched conga drum my Uncle Bob gave me in high school. Someone else picked up the bongos and a tambourine joined in as we pounded along with Olatunji’s Drums of Passion and Mongo Santamaria, nothing unusual for my apartment, of course.

The girl who had just moved across the hall came to the door.

“Hi,” she said. “I heard the drums from my place. Come over. I want you to meet someone.”

I followed into her apartment. Sitting on the floor was another guy with long hair sticking up and out all over the place. He looked at my own long ponytail.

“I like your hair, man,” he said. “What’s your name, man?”

“Frank.”

“I’m Gerome, Gerome Ragni.”

We got to talking and smoked a joint. He told me he had just finished working on a Broadway musical. “You want to hear something?” he asked.

Before I could answer “Yes,” he started to play his guitar and sing.


Darlin’, give me a head with hair, long beautiful hair

Shining, gleaming, steaming, flaxen, waxen

Give me down to there hair, shoulder length or longer Here, baby, there, momma, everywhere, daddy, daddy Hair, hair, hair, hair, hair, hair, hair, hair

Flow it, show it, long as God can grow it, my hair.



We finished the joint and talked some more about hair before I went back to my apartment, where I felt more comfortable among my bookcases and my “girls.” In one corner sat an old ceramic toilet bowl with half a mannequin sticking out of it. Two perfectly formed female legs clad in black mesh nylons and garter belt, no panties, stuck upside down out of the bowl like scissors cutting through the bullshit. Black, patent-leather spike heels rested on her pointy, stiff feet. In the other corner of the room was a seven-foot female mannequin bust painted in day-glow colors and silver glitter with a large glass light fixture separating her waist from her legs. She wore a white motorcycle helmet with black plumed ostrich feathers and mirrored sunglasses, complete with whips and chains. Making a statement was important to me. Sticking that girl mannequin in the toilet was a message to all women and women’s libbers. It was all done very tastefully, though, like a fine sculptor, something Warhol or Dali would do. The statement was simple enough: some girls should be stuck in the toilet.

The Chatsworth itself was legendary. This prewar apartment building was built in 1904 by George F. Johnson, Jr., and Aleck Kahn, and designed by architect John E. Scharsmith. William Randolph Hearst originally lived there. A cab driver told me Hearst had the railroad tracks come straight through the building so his mistress could come and go on the train without anyone knowing. He also told me that it had once been the most notorious whorehouse in New York City.

Little did I know in 1968 that my friends and upstairs neighbors Barbara and Peter Anders would eventually become my sister- and brother-in-law. Peter Anders was quite a character, a forerunner of the early rock culture. A singer, songwriter, and producer, he and his sidekick Vini Poncia were part of The Videls, The Tradewinds, and The Innocence. Peter wrote and recorded with Phil Spector, The Ronettes, Cher, Elvis Presley, Doc Pomus, Richard Perry, Artie Ripp, Joan Jett, Kenny Laguna, Bo Gentry, Ritchie Cordell (“Mony Mony,” “I Think We’re Alone Now”), Jay & The Americans, 10cc, Billy Joel, Steely Dan, Tommy James & The Shondells, Bobby Bloom, Kenny Vance, The Regents, and The Archies. Most of them passed through our apartments at the Chatsworth with their entourages and groupies, and I often joined them at their offices and studios at 1650 Broadway, known as “the music building.” Half of the Chatsworth apartments were filled with musicians, artists, and writers. It was a notorious center of the music and art world.

The entire Chatsworth building smelled of pot and it was the kind of place where you never knew what would happen next. I sometimes did the laundry in the basement with would-be actress Susan Sarandon, who never wore a bra under her tight-fitting white T-shirt, and I’d occasionally see Clive Barnes, the all-powerful New York Times critic. Mary Travis from Peter, Paul, and Mary lived there, along with members of the band Chicago. Sissy Spacek slept on my couch. She showed up one night at my apartment, having come to New York to be a singer/songwriter with her band called Bull Moose and the Pelicans. They would practice vocals under the transverse tunnel in Riverside Park. I can’t remember how they were introduced to our crew, but she was a cute little thing with a southern accent. As I watched her play guitar and sing, I couldn’t help but think, “That’s a big, flat nose you got there, honey!” It’s been under the knife since. Now it looks like Michael Jackson’s.

Walking into the building, you’d immediately notice the huge columns that rose from the marble floor. The elevator was to the left and Terrie and Norman Marzano lived to the right in a ground-floor apartment with their little baby girl, Boo. Norman was a well-known musician, and their place was the hub of the Chatsworth for a time. Everyone coming or going would stop in and see what was up.

The Marzanos’ apartment was open 24/7. I walked in one day, as I tended to do, and that’s when I saw her sitting on the couch, about 5’ 11” and skinny, with long, blonde hair. She looked Scandinavian. It would have been impossible not to notice such a beauty. Leggy Norse goddesses aren’t sitting on every couch in the world. I realized immediately this stunning vision was from the painting hanging on my wall. My Afghan woman had come to life and was sitting in Norman’s apartment.

I could not control my thoughts. “Who is that?!” I sputtered. Thank God nobody heard me.

Feeling uncomfortable in her presence, I nervously started talking to Norman, but all I could see was this girl deep in conversation with some guy sitting next to her. He had an ascot and a sports jacket and slicked-back hair. His name was Enzo, a shoe salesman who spoke with an Italian accent.

I could not take my eyes off her, but not a glance came my way. Why would she notice me? Just another hippie in a dungaree, embroidered shirt and worn, faded jeans, pony-tailed with a motorcycle helmet in hand. A far cry from Mr. Italy shoe salesman, she had me talking to myself.

“That must be what she’s into.” “What?” Norman asked. “Nothing.”

I felt like the sore thumb in the room. The conversation kept on rolling like I had never walked in. So I walked out, leaving her with that Italian shoe guy, for some reason knowing we’d meet again.


In Charli’s Words

I was born Georgette Sue Miller on January 10. When I was younger, everyone called me skinny Georgie. I hated that name. I was 5' 11" and weighed 110 pounds. At the age of seventeen, my mother signed me up for beauty school. I was forced to become a hairdresser, just like her. She meant well. Mother wanted me to be prepared in case I had to support myself in life. “You never know,” she would say.

My first job found me cutting hair in Great Neck, Long Island. One day one of the other hairdressers said, “You’re not a Georgie. You look more like a Charli.”

The name stuck, and I became famously known as Miss Charli of Great Neck.

In 1968 I was twenty-one years old and had just returned from a vacation in Italy with a new boyfriend I had met there. I remember sitting at Terrie Marzano’s apartment at the Chatsworth waiting for my sister Barbara, who lived in the building, when this guy walked in. I couldn’t help but notice him. There was something about him. He was the complete opposite of anyone I would ever know, with his very long hair pulled back into a ponytail, scruffy long beard and embroidered jean jacket, and carrying a motorcycle helmet to boot. Definitely not my type. I wouldn’t look directly at him even though I felt a strange essence in his presence. He had a definite vibe, and I couldn’t help but wonder, “Who is this guy?” And somehow I knew, too, that we would meet again.



Often in life, we are tugged in two directions at a time. Do I go left? Do I go right? One thing I know is that you can’t be in two places at once, even if that’s exactly what you and everyone else might want. So initially, I go with the flow, which may take me to the right, but I always stay ready to take out my machete and go to the left.

After the army, it was time to make a new path in the jungle of my life, one that did not give up on being an artist. And now one that did not give up on Charli. That Italian shoe guy could just piss off.

Charli must not have given up on me either. One day she showed up at my door.

WOW! I almost blurted out. I couldn’t help but give her the Brooklyn don’t-get-caught once-over. It was her, the blonde beauty from Norman Marzano’s couch, the Afghan woman in my painting, standing at my door.

“Hi. My name is Charli. The elevator’s not working.” I nodded, gawking. “There’s an elevator strike.”

“My sister said I should stop by on my way up to the twelfth floor for a rest, or maybe a drink. Is that okay?” She may have used the excuse that she was thirsty, but I believe that meeting was our destiny. This was a ball I would not only grab, but one I knew I would never let go. “Come in, Charli,” I answered. “Who’s your sister?” “Barbara Ann.”

I knew Barbara. She was also a real beauty, and my first friend in the building. Everyone knew her. Once a go-go dancer with Joey Dee and the Star Lighters at the Peppermint Lounge, she was now married to Peter Anders. His friend wrote the song Barbara Ann sung by The Regents and later covered by The Beach Boys about her.

Ba ba ba ba Barbara Ann

Ba ba ba ba Barbara Ann

Oh Barbara Ann, take my hand

Barbara Ann

You got me rockin’ and a-rollin’ Rockin’ and a-reelin’

Barbara Ann ba ba

Ba Barbara Ann

I didn’t know, however, that Barbara had a sister, or that I had drawn Barbara’s sister walking through a field of flowers years before ever seeing her in person. Once Charli was inside, I knew I had her; entering my apartment was like entering Svengali World. I Svengalied her. I don’t think Charli knew that at the time, though. If you asked her then, this moment of destiny had more to do with being thirsty and needing a rest.

Either way, the figure standing before me was more beautiful than any work of art. I could feel the heat of her spirit warming the air between us. She had on this miniskirt—a mini-miniskirt. I was in a fog the whole time. What could she be thinking? Probably something like, “Who the hell is this guy in white robes and sandals, smelling like patchouli oil?”

Way too soon, the moment passed. I walked her to the back steps. As this stunning blonde walked up the stairs, I watched her go. I am almost sure she wasn’t wearing underwear. I stared at those thin, long legs. Six-foot legs! She was really special.

After finding my Afghan woman I wasn’t going to lose her. I knew from the start, and I found out later so did Charli, that deep down we were meant for each other.


In Charli’s Words

That summer during the citywide elevator strike I would stop by the Chatsworth after work and climb the twelve flights of stairs up to my sister Barbara’s apartment, always complaining how exhausting it was. Barbara suggested I stop at her friend Frank’s apartment on the sixth floor to rest. I think her real motive was that I meet Frank, not knowing it was the same guy I’d purposely ignored at Terrie’s apartment a few days prior. Although I would never let him know, I did think he was cute. So the next time I visited Barbara I stopped at Frank’s apartment and ended up doing that several times.

We got to know each other as friends, or so it seemed to me. I would tell myself he was not my type.

I never thought of being lovers, although I must admit deep down I did feel a warm feeling when I was with him. Now looking back I’m not sure about Frank’s motives. He is and always was very cunning. I felt a bit like a spider in his web.

Coming from Great Neck, I had never been exposed to anyone like him or anywhere like his apartment, which I somehow thought was painted dark brown and very cool, just like the amazing music he would play on his tape recorder. I began to learn about his life, and slowly but surely his world felt less like a foreign land. My sister had always been the wild one, leaving home immediately after high school and becoming a twist dancer at Joey Dee’s Peppermint Lounge, a really crazy, famous place. She was considered extreme in my very straight, middle-class family. I decided to spend that summer with Barbara until I could find my own apartment. Time went by and I finally found a place on Horatio Street in Greenwich Village. I did not see Frank again for a while. Barbara moved to California with her husband, Peter, and her little daughter Petra.

Months later Barbara came back to New York to see the Mohammed Ali–Joe Frazier fight even though she was eight months pregnant. As I said, she was not a typical sister. But I was happy to have her stay at my apartment. She was always Frank’s friend first so she invited him over. He had never been at my place. I came home from work and both he and my boyfriend were there with Barbara. I didn’t know what to do. Frank had brought me a gift. I was used to real gifts, but Frank brought me a brown paper lunch bag with a piece of Bazooka bubble gum and one black-and-white little photo of him from one of the machines that gives you four pictures for a dollar. It cracked me up. Was he trying to impress me?

Well, it worked. I took a look at him, his long hair, jeans, motorcycle, crazy life. I’d always liked blue blazers, Gucci shoes, and limousines. Then I looked at my boyfriend, and back at Frank. I went over to my boyfriend and said to him, “We’re breaking up. You have to go now.” He was shocked.

I looked again at Frank and I knew he was perfect, not because of the outside but in that moment I saw him totally for the first time and I fell in love with the inside. I just knew he was a good man. After that Frank and I became inseparable and our lives together have been an adventure in every way.

The other day, my Frank asked me about our first date. I laughed.

“What first date? You never asked me on a single date that I can remember.”



I have no memory of how Charli and I met again after the elevator strike. I just assumed she would go out with me. Barbara must have put in a good word. Whatever it was, we had a mutual attraction to each other. We both could feel it. Her character was my dream; prior to meeting me, she would always say that guys like me had been her nightmare. Still, somehow she accepted me. We disagree not only on how our first date came about but on how, a few months later, we decided to get married, too.

Anyway, on what I believe to be our first date, we took off on my motorcycle to a French restaurant in the Village, with Charli’s mini-skirted long legs dangling to either side. After dinner I took her back to her apartment. When she opened the door, I saw all the walls had been freshly painted.

“Why’s everything brown?” I asked.

She smiled and looked at her walls. “I liked your apartment so much I wanted to get the same feel.”

“Huh.” That was strange to me. My walls weren’t brown. Now that I think about it, it seems my Afghan woman’s memory is open to question. Maybe I’m the one who’s right about our first date after all.


CHAPTER 4

Woodstock

Just before I met my Charli, a nation within a nation rose from the earth—drenched in mud, springing forth on waves of pot, psychedelics, and long hair—against the war, tied forever together as one living breathing mass of hippiness. Never one to miss an opportunity, I thrust myself into the middle of it, a hippie in hippie land. Out of the soaking rain emerged a parade of people casted to be a part of my life forever. It all started when I met Artie and Linda Kornfeld. I was introduced to them by Charles and Harvey Estrin, better known as Harvey and Charlie Tuna. The Tunas lived on the other side of the Chatsworth. Charlie Tuna was a very savvy, honest, and spiritual man. Back then, while everyone else grew long hair, mustaches, and beards, Tuna shaved everything off his shiny head except a thick, black, Gurdjieff-type mustache.

Still in my early twenties, I was interested in learning more about who we are and where we are going as a human race. Tuna gave me several books to read on that subject and I instantly became a follower and student of the philosophers Gurdjieff and Ouspensky.

At this point I had a full-time job as an assistant art director at the MPA Agency, a full-service advertising and promotion agency in Manhattan. I got along great with one of the chief executives, Marshal May. He, like Mr. Vega at Brentwood High School, took me under his wing. As I have come to learn, independent things happen in my life that later become connected. Marshal belonged to an organization—a school of higher learning—that was an extension of the master, teacher, writer, and philosopher George Gurdjieff and his student and master philosopher Peter Ouspensky. Ouspensky wrote the most fascinating book I’ve read to this day, The Psychology of Man’s Possible Evolution.
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