it -F-S-T
AMERICAN
EoS SaAsS
9 g
GAyTALESE

ROBERTATWAN

EEEEEEEEEEEE




The Best
AMERICAN
ESSAYS
1987

Edited and with an Introduction
by GAy TALESE

ROBERT ATWAN,
Series Editor

TICKNOR & FIELDS NEW YORK 1987



Copyright © 1987 by Ticknor & Fields

All rights reserved. No part of this work may be reproduced
or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or
mechanical, including photocopying and recording, or by
any information storage or retrieval system, except as may be
expressly permitted by the 1976 Copyright Act or in writing
from the publisher. Requests for permission should

be addressed in writing to Ticknor & Fields,

52 Vanderbilt Avenue, New York, New York 1001%.

ISSN 0888-3742
ISBN 0-8991g-468-0
IsBN 0-89919-533-4 (pbk.)

Printed in the United States of America

Qiuoog87654321

“Teacher” by John Barth. First published in Harper’s Magazine. Copyright ©
1986 by john Barth. Reprinted by permission of the author. “Teacher” also
appears in expanded form in An Apple for My Teacher, edited by Louis D. Rubin,
Jr., and published by Algonquin Books of Chapel Hill in 1987.

“What Do You Think of Ted Williams Now?” by Richard Ben Cramer. First
published in Esquire. Copyright © 1986 by Richard Ben Cramer. Reprinted by
permission of the author.

“On Writing a Novel” by John Gregory Dunne. First published in Esquire.
Copyright © 1986 by John Gregory Dunne. Reprinted by permission of the
author.

“Spring” by Gretel Ehrlich. First published in Antaeus. Copyright © 1986 by
Gretel Ehrlich. Reprinted by permission of the author. “Spring” also appears in
On Nature, edited by Daniel Halpern and published by North Point Press in
1987.

“The Case of Harry Houdini” by Daniel Mark Epstein. First published in The
New Criterion. Copyright © 1986 by Daniel Mark Epstein. “The Case of Harry
Houdini” also appears in the author’s collection Star of Wonder, published by
The Overlook Press in 1986. Reprinted by permission of The Overlook Press.

“They Said You Was High Class” by Joseph Epstein. First published in The
American Scholar. Copyright © 1986 by Joseph Epstein. Reprinted by permission
of the author. “They Said You Was High Class” also appears in the author’s
collection Once More Around the Block, published by W. W. Norton & Co. in 1g87.

“*“This Guy Wouldn't Give You the Parsley off His Fish’ ” by Gary Giddins.
First published in Grand Street. Copyright © 1986 by Gary Giddins. Reprinted
by permission of the author,

“Winter” by Donald Hall. First published in the exhibition catalogue Winter,
published by the Hood Museum of Art, Dartmouth College. Copyright © 1986
by Donald Hall. Reprinted by permission of the author. “Winter” also appeared
in altered form in Harper’s Magazine.



The Best
AMERICAN
ESSAYS

1987



GUEST EDITORS OF
The Best American Essays

1986 Elizabeth Hardwick
1987 Gay Talese



“Against Joie de Vivre” by Phillip Lopate. First published in Ploughshares.
Copyright © 1986 by Phillip Lopate. Reprinted by permission of the author.

“The Stone Horse” by Barry Lopez. First published in Aniaeus. Copyright ©
1986 by Barry Lopez. Reprinted by permission of the author.

“The Master Builder” by Elting E. Morison. First published in American Heri-
tage of Invention & Technology. Copyright © 1986 by Eiting E. Morison. Reprinted
by permission of the author.

“The Lay Intellectual (Apologia Pro Vita Sua)” by William Pfaff. First pub-
lished in Salmagundi. Copyright © 1986 by William Pfaff. Reprinted by permis-
sion of the author.

“Pictures” by Samuel Pickering, Jr. First published in The Southern Review.
Copyright © 1986 by Samuel Pickering, Jr. Reprinted by permission of the
author. “Pictures” also appears in the author’s collection The Right Distance, pub-
lished by University of Georgia Press in 1987.

“A Stranger in Lolitaland” by Gregor von Rezzori. First published in Vanity
Fair. Copyright © 1986 by Gregor von Rezzori. Reprinted by permission of
the author. Excerpt from the poem “A Discovery” from Poems and Problems by
Vladimir Nabokov. Copyright © 1970 by McGraw-Hill International, Inc. Re-
printed by permission of the publisher.

“Tools of Torture: An Essay on Beauty and Pain” by Phyllis Rose. First pub-
lished in The Atlantic. Copyright © 1986 by Phyllis Rose. Reprinted by permission
of the author.

“The Inheritance of Tools” by Scott Russell Sanders. First published in The
North American Review. Copyright © 1986 by Scott Russell Sanders. Reprinted by
permission of the author. “The Inheritance of Tools” also appears in the au-
thor’s collection The Paradise of Bombs, published by University of Georgia Press
in 1987.

“A Higher Horror of the Whiteness: Cocaine’s Coloring of the American
Psyche” by Robert Stone. First published in Harper's Magazine. Copyright © 1986
by Robert Stone. Reprinted by permission of the author.

“Rumors Around Town” by Calvin Trillin. First published in The New Yorker.
Copyright © 1986 by Calvin Trillin. Reprinted by permission of the author.

“Tiger in the Road!” by Geoffrey C. Ward. First published in Audubon. Copy-
right © 1986 by Geoffrey C. Ward. Reprinted by permission of the author.

“Land of Wizards” by Tom Wolfe. First published in Popular Mechanics. Copy-
right © 1986 by Tom Wolfe. Reprinted by permission of the author.



Foreword

FROM THE START, the essay was a gutsy form. To essay: Mon-
taigne used the word to suggest intellectual experimentation as
well as personal daring and risk — “The wisdom of my lesson is
wholly in truth, in freedom, in reality.” He wrote with a direct-
ness and candor that readers still find surprising, some even
shocking. His essays introduced a new standard for honesty in
human discourse, one that has never ceased to challenge the
serious writer. The essay may be an open form, yet how open
does the essayist dare to be?

This second volume of The Best American Essays shows that
personal honesty and the frank disclosure of facts still rank high
among the essayist’s preoccupations. The personal essay for
some time has been thought of as a dead form, permanently
flattened by the one-two punch of news journalism and New
Journalism. Yet what died was only the old-fashioned familiar
essay, that genteel and whimsical item — whose writers always
sounded vaguely British — which used to be a staple of high-
brow magazines and sleepy freshman English courses.

The new personal essay is tougher-minded, more candid, less
polite, takes greater emotional risks. Its practitioners aren’t
afraid of making enemies and are often as hard on themselves
as they are on friends, lovers, and family. The new generation
of essayists knows that if honesty is an occupational require-
ment, it is also an occupational hazard. Essayists don’t usually
invent fictional characters; they write about the people they
know. Many times they must hope that those people will never
see the essay.
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Such hopes may not be entirely unrealistic, since most per-
sonal essays today first appear in literary periodicals with rela-
tively small circulations. With few exceptions, the general mag-
azines rarely publish the genuine personal essay; their main fare
is journalism. Over fifty years ago critics and editors complained
about this trend. In the midst of the Depression one of the hot
literary issues revolved around the fate of the traditional essay.
One writer reproached the quality magazines for “forsaking
their literary habit” and becoming the “homes of journalism.”
In 1934, one could say journalism and mean mere journalism.
Today, however, as William Zinsser aptly points out, journalism
— or that brand of it we call literary nonfiction — has become
“the New American Literature.” Others call it “the Literature of
Fact.”

Magazine journalism regularly produces the “article” —a
piece of nonfiction in which the timely topic takes precedence
over everything else: style is subordinate to subject; craft to
coverage. But when the writer’s reflections on a topic become as
compelling as the topic itself, when he searches for the larger
theme behind an isolated issue or an event, or when his craft
and handling of material reveal a keen sense of a subject’s true
complexity, then “essay” seems to be the most accurate liter-
ary designation. The especially well-crafted journalism of the past
two decades — though it may have dealt the final blow to the
old “familiar” essay — has in many ways given new life to the
form, broadening the range of what an essay can be and do.

In this volume, readers will discover a remarkably diverse
range of contemporary essays, a mixture of voices and styles
that stretch the form so wide we can easily understand why no
one has ever successfully defined it. These are essays of erotic
and romantic reminiscence, of the pleasures and pains of family
ties and the class system, of adventures on America’s highways
and in India’s forests; essays on the serious difficulties of a self-
employed intellectual, on no-holds-barred confrontations with
the seasons, on tools of toil and tools of torture, on murder, sex
and drugs, on makers of bridges and novels and ancient stone
horses, and on four famous people — a great ballplayer, a great
comedian, a great magician, and a great inventor.

Back in the 1ggos, the debate over the death of the essay —
or as one of the writers gracefully put it, “the desuetude of the
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essay” — was partly carried on in an annual series similar to the
present one. What was clearly dying, however, was belles-lettres,
not the essay. And what happened to the magazines that seemed
in imminent danger of losing their literary identity and becom-
ing “homes of journalism”? These are a few of the periodicals
represented in the 1936 Essay Annual: Harper’s, The Atlantic
Monthly, The New Yorker, The Southern Review, and The American
Scholar. Fifty years later and here they are still.

The Best American Essays features a selection of the year’s out-
standing essays, essays of literary achievement that show an
awareness of craft and a forcefulness of thought. Roughly 120
essays are screened from a wide variety of regional and national
publications. These essays are turned over to a distinguished
guest editor, who may add a few personal favorites to the list
and who makes the final selections.

To qualify for selection, the essays must be works of respect-
able literary quality intended as fully developed, independent
essays (not excerpts or reviews) on subjects of general interest
(not specialized scholarship), originally written in English (or
translated by the author) for first appearance in an American
periodical during the calendar year. Publications that want to
make sure their contributions will be considered each year
should include the series on their subscription list (Robert
Atwan, The Best American Essays, P.O. Box 1074, Maplewood,
New Jersey 07040).

For this volume I'd like to thank Jack Roberts for generousty
helping me track down essays throughout the year. I'd like to
thank, too, the many magazine editors who kept me informed
about potential material and who kindly gave me advice and
encouragement. Without their judgment and assistance this an-
nual volume would hardly be possible. And then there is Gay
Talese, whose writing has bridged the fields of journalism and
literature, and whose own honesty, candor, and respect for fact
can be felt throughout this volume.

RA.



Introduction

As oNE wHO was identified in the 1g6os with the popularization
of a literary genre known best as the New Journalism — an
innovation of uncertain origin that appeared prominently in
Esquire, Harper’s, The New Yorker, and other magazines, and was
practiced by such writers as Norman Mailer and Lillian Ross,
John McPhee, Tom Wolfe, and the late Truman Capote — I
now find myself cheerlessly conceding that those impressive
pieces of the past (exhaustively researched, creatively organ-
ized, distinctive in style and attitude) are now increasingly rare,
victimized in part by the reluctance of today’s magazine editors
to subsidize the escalating financial cost of such efforts, and
diminished also by the inclination of so many younger magazine
writers to save time and energy by conducting interviews with
the use of that expedient but somewhat benumbing literary de-
vice, the tape recorder.

I myself have been interviewed by writers carrying recorders,
and as I sit answering their questions, 1 see them half-listening,
nodding pleasantly, and relaxing in the knowledge that the little
wheels are rolling. But what they are getting from me (and
I assume from other people they talk to) is not the insight
that comes from deep probing and perceptive analysis and old-
fashioned legwork; it is rather the first-draft drift of my mind,
a once-over-lightly dialogue that — while perhaps symptomatic
of a society permeated by fast-food computerized bottom-line
impersonalized workmanship —too frequently reduces the
once-artful craft of magazine writing to the level of talk radio
on paper.
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Far from decrying this trend, most editors tacitly approve of
it, because a taped interview that is faithfully transcribed can
protect the periodical from those interviewees who might later
claim that they had been damagingly misquoted — accusations
that, in these times of impulsive litigation and soaring legal fees,
cause much anxiety, and sometimes timidity, among even the
most independent and courageous of editors.

Another reason editors are accepting of the tape recorder is
that it enables them to obtain publishable articles from the in-
flux of facile free-lancers at pay rates below what would be
expected and deserved by writers of more deliberation and
commitment. With one or two interviews and a few hours of
tape, a relatively inexperienced journalist today can produce a
three-thousand-word article that relies heavily on direct quota-
tion and (depending largely on the promotional value of the
subject at the newsstand) will gain a writer’s fee of anywhere
from approximately $500 to slightly more than $2,000 — which
is fair payment, considering the time and skill involved, but it is
less than what was being paid for articles of similar length and
topicality when I began writing for some of these same maga-
zines more than a quarter of a century ago.

In those days, however, the contemporary writers I admired
usually devoted weeks and months to research and organiza-
tion, writing and rewriting, before our articles were considered
worthy of occupying the magazine space that today is filled by
many of our successors in one tenth the time. And in the past,
too, magazines seemed more liberal than now about research
expenses.

During the winter of 1965 I recall being sent to Los Angeles
by Esquire for an interview with Frank Sinatra, which the singer’s
publicist had arranged earlier with the magazine’s editor, But
after I had checked into the Beverly Wilshire, had reserved a
rental car in the hotel garage, and had spent the evening of my
arrival in a spacious room digesting a thick pack of background
material on Sinatra, along with an equally thick steak accom-
panied by a fine bottle of California burgundy, I received a call
from Sinatra’s office saying that my scheduled interview the
next afternocon would not take place.

Mr. Sinatra was very upset by the latest headlines in the press
about his alleged Mafia connections, the caller explained, add-
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ing that Mr. Sinatra was also suffering from a head cold that
threatened to postpone a recording date later in the week at a
studio where I had hoped to observe the singer at work. Perhaps
when Mr. Sinatra was feeling better, the caller went on, and
perhaps if I would also submit my interview to the Sinatra office
prior to its publication in Esquire, an interview could be resched-
uled.

After commiserating about Mr. Sinatra’s cold and the news
items about the Mafia, I politely explained that 1 was obliged to
honor my editor’s right to being the first judge of my work; but
I did ask if I might telephone the Sinatra office later in the week
on the chance that his health and spirits might then be so im-
proved that he would grant me a brief visit. I could call, Sinatra’s
representative said, but he could promise nothing.

For the rest of the week, after apprising Harold Hayes, the
Esquire editor, of the situation, I arranged to interview a few
actors and musicians, studio executives and record producers,
restaurant owners and female acquaintances who had known
Sinatra in one way or another through the years. From most of
these people I got something: a tiny nugget of information here,
a bit of color there, small pieces for a large mosaic that I hoped
would reflect the man who for decades had commanded the
spotlight and had cast long shadows across the fickle industry of
entertainment and the American consciousness.

As I proceeded with my interviews — taking people out each
day to lunch and dinner while amassing expenses that, includ-
ing my hotel room and car, exceeded $1,500 after the first week
— I rarely, if ever, removed a pen and pad from my pocket,
and I certainly would not have considered using a tape recorder
had I owned one. To have done so would have possibly inhib-
ited these individuals’ candor, or would have otherwise altered
the relaxed, trusting, and forthcoming atmosphere that I be-
lieve was encouraged by my seemingly less assiduous research
manner and the promise that, however retentive I considered
my memory to be, I would not identifiably attribute or quote
anything told me without first checking back with the source for
confirmation and clarification.

Quoting people verbatim, to be sure, has rarely blended well
with my narrative style of writing or with my wish to observe
and describe people actively engaged in ordinary but revealing
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situations rather than to confine them to a room and present
them in the passive posture of a monologist. Since my earliest
days in journalism, I was far less interested in the exact words
that came out of people’s mouths than in the essence of their
meaning. More important than what people say is what they
think, even though the latter may initially be difficult for them
to articulate and may require much pondering and reworking
within the interviewee’s mind — which is what I gently try to
prod and stimulate as I query, interrelate, and identify with my
subjects as I personally accompany them whenever possible, be
it on their errands, their appointments, their aimless peregri-
nations before dinner or after work. Wherever it is, I try physi-
cally to be there in my role as a curious confidant, a trustworthy
fellow traveler searching into their interior, seeking to discover,
clarify, and finally to describe in words (my words) what they
personify and how they think.

There are times, however, when I do take notes. Occasionally
there is a remark that one hears — a turn of phrase, a special
word, a personal revelation conveyed in an inimitable style —
that should be put on paper at once lest part of it be forgotten.
That is when I may take out a notepad and say, “That’s wonder-
ful! Let me get that down just as you said it”; and the person,
usually flattered, not only repeats it but expands upon it. On
such occasions there can emerge a heightened spirit of cooper-
ation, almost of collaboration, as the person interviewed recog-
nizes that he has contributed something that the writer ap-
preciates to the point of wanting to preserve it in print.

At other times I make notes unobserved by the interviewee
— such as during those interruptions in our talks when the
person has temporarily left the room, thus allowing me mo-
ments in which to jot down what I believe to be the relevant
parts of our conversation. I also occasionally make notes imme-
diately after the interview is completed, when things are still
very fresh in mind. Then, later in the evening, before I go to
bed, I sit at my typewriter and describe in detail (sometimes
filling four or five pages, single-spaced) my recollections of what
I had seen and heard that day — a chronicle to which I con-
stantly add pages with each passing day of the entire period of
research.

This chronicle is kept in an ever-expanding series of card-
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board folders containing such data as the places where I and
my sources had breakfast, lunch, and dinner (restaurant re-
ceipts enclosed to document my expenses); the exact time,
length, locale, and subject matter of every interview; together
with the agreed-upon conditions of each meeting (i.e., am I free
to identify the source, or am I obliged to contact that individual
later for clarification and/or clearance?). And the pages of the
chronicle also include my personal impressions of the people I
interviewed, their mannerisms and physical description, my as-
sessment of their credibility, and much about my own private
feelings and concerns as I work my way through each day — an
intimate addendum that now, after nearly thirty years of habit,
is of use to a somewhat autobiographical book I am writing; but
the original intent of such admissive writing was self-clarifica-
tion, reaffirming my own voice on paper after hours of concen-
trated listening to others, and also, not infrequently, the venting
of some of the frustration I felt when my research appeared to
be going badly, as it certainly did in the winter of 1965 when 1
was unable to meet face to face with Frank Sinatra.

After trying without success to reschedule the Sinatra inter-
view during my second week in Los Angeles (I was told that he
still had a cold), I continued to meet with people who were
variously employed in some of Sinatra’s many business enter-
prises — his record company, his film company, his real estate
operation, his missile parts firm, his airplane hangar —and I
also saw people who were more personally associated with the
singer, such as his overshadowed son, his favorite haberdasher
in Beverly Hills, one of his bodyguards (an ex—pro lineman),
and a little gray-haired lady who traveled with Sinatra around
the country on concert tours, carrying in a satchel his sixty hair-
pieces.

From such people I collected an assortment of facts and com-
ments, but what I gained at first from.these interviews was no
particular insight or eloquent summation of Sinatra’s stature; it
was rather the awareness that so many of these people, who
lived and worked in so many separate places, were united in the
knowledge that Frank Sinatra had a cold. When I would allude
to this in conversations, citing it as the reason my interview with
him was being postponed, they would nod and say yes, they
were aware of his cold, and they also knew from their contacts
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within Sinatra’s inner circle that he was a most difficult man to
be around when his throat was sore and his nose was running.
Some of the musicians and studio technicians were delayed
from working in his recording studio because of the cold, while
others among his personal staff of seventy-five were not only
sensitive to the effects of his ailment but they revealed examples
of how volatile and short-tempered he had been all week be-
cause he was unable to meet his singing standards. And one
evening in my hotel, [ wrote in the chronicle:

... itis a few nights before Sinatra’s recording session, but his voice
is weak, sore and uncertain. Sinatra is ill. He is a victim of an ailment
so common that most people would consider it trivial. But when it
gets to Sinatra it can plunge him into a state of anguish, deep depres-
sion, panic, even rage. Frank Sinatra has a cold.

Sinatra with a cold is Picasso without paint, Ferrari without fuel —
only worse. For the common cold robs Sinatra of that uninsurable
jewel, his voice, cutting into the core of his confidence, and it affects
not only his own psyche but also seems to cause a kind of psychoso-
matic nasal drip within dozens of people who work for him, drink
with him, love him, depend on him for their own welfare and stabil-
ity.

A Sinatra with a cold can, in a small way, send vibrations through
the entertainment industry and beyond as surely as a President of
the United States, suddenly sick, can shake the national economy . . .

The next morning I received a call from Frank Sinatra’s pub-
lic relations director.

“I hear you'’re all over town seeing Frank’s friends, taking
Frank’s friends to dinner,” he began, almost accusingly.

“I'm working,” 1 said. “How’s Frank’s cold?” (We were sud-
denly on a familiar basis.)

“Much better, but he still won'’t talk to you. But you can come
with me tomorrow afternoon to a television taping if you'd like.
Frank’s going to try to tape part of his NBC special . . . Be out-
side your hotel at three. I'll pick you up.”

I suspected that Sinatra’s publicist wanted to keep a closer eye
on me, but I was nonetheless pleased to be invited to the taping
of the first segment of the one-hour special that NBC-TV was
scheduled to air in two weeks, entitled “Sinatra — The Man and
His Music.”
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On the following afternoon, promptly and politely, I was
picked up in a Mercedes convertible driven by Sinatra’s dapper
publicist, a square-jawed man with reddish hair and a deep tan
who wore a three-piece gabardine suit that I favorably com-
mented upon soon after getting into the car — prompting him
to acknowledge, with a certain satisfaction, that he had obtained
it at a special price from Frank’s favorite haberdasher. As we
drove, our conversation remained amiably centered around
such subjects as clothes, sports, and the weather until we arrived
at the NBC building and pulled into a white concrete parking
lot in which there were about thirty other Mercedes convertibles
as well as a number of limousines in which were slumped black-
capped drivers trying to sleep.

Entering the building, I followed the publicist through a cor-
ridor into an enormous studio dominated by a white stage and
white walls and dozens of lamps and lights dangling everywhere
I looked. The place resembled a gigantic operating room. Gath-
ered in one corner of the room behind the stage, awaiting
the appearance of Sinatra, were about one hundred people —
camera crews, technical advisers, Budweiser admen, attractive
young women, Sinatra’s bodyguards and hangers-on, and also
the director of the show, a sandy-haired, cordial man named
Dwight Hemion, whom I had known from New York because
we had daughters who were preschool playmates. As I stood
chatting with Hemion, and overhearing conversations all
around me, and listening to the forty-three musicians, sitting in
tuxedos on the bandstand, warming up their instruments, my
mind was racing with ideas and impressions; and I would have
liked to have taken out my notepad for a second or two. But I
knew better.

And yet after two hours in the studio — during which time
Sinatra’s publicist never left my side, even when I went to the
bathroom — I was able to recall later that night precise details
about what I had seen and heard at the taping; and in my hotel
I wrote in the chronicle:

Frank finally arrived on stage, wearing a high-necked yellow pull-
over, and even from my distant vantage point his face looked pale,
his eyes seemed watery. He cleared his throat a few times. Then the
musicians, who had been sitting stiffly and silently in their seats ever
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since Frank had joined them on the platform, began to play the
opening song, “Don’t Worry about Me.” Then Frank sang through
the whole song—a rehearsal prior to taping —and his voice
sounded fine to me, and it apparently sounded fine to him, too,
because after the rehearsal he suddenly wanted to get it on tape.

He looked up toward the director, Dwight Hemion, who sat in the
glass-enclosed control booth overlooking the stage, and he yelled:
“Why don’t we tape this mother?”

Some people laughed in the background, and Frank stood there
tapping a foot, waiting for some response from Hemion.

“Why don’t we tape this mother?” Sinatra repeated, louder, but
Hemion just sat up there with his headset around his ears, flanked
by other men also wearing headsets, staring down at a table of knobs
or something. Frank stood fidgeting on the white stage, glaring up
at the booth, and finally the production stage manager — a man who
stood to the left of Sinatra, and also wore a headset — repeated
Frank’s words exactly into his line to the control room: “Why don’t
we tape this mother?”

Maybe Hemion’s switch was off up there, I don’t know, and it was
hard to see Hemion’s face because of the obscuring reflections the
lights made against the glass booth. But by this time Sinatra is clutch-
ing and stretching his yellow pullover out of shape and screaming up
at Hemion: “Why don’t we put on a coat and tie, and tape this . ..”

“Okay, Frank,” Hemion cut in calmly, having apparently not been
plugged into Sinatra’s tantrum, “would you mind going back
over...”

“Yes I would mind going back!” Sinatra snapped. “When we

stop doing things around here the way we did them in 1950 maybe
we...”
... Although Dwight Hemion later managed to calm Sinatra
down, and in time to successfully tape the first song and a few others,
Sinatra’s voice became increasingly raspy as the show progressed —
and on two occasions it cracked completely, causing Sinatra such
anguish that in a fitful moment he decided to scrub the whole day’s
session. “Forget it, just forget it!” he told Hemion. “You're wasting
your time. What you got there,” he continued, nodding to the singing
image of himself on the TV monitor, “is a man with a cold.”

There was hardly a sound heard in the studio for a moment or
two, except for the clacking heels of Sinatra as he left the stage and
disappeared. Then the musicians put aside their instruments, and
everybody else slowly turned toward the exit . . . In the car, coming
back to the hotel, Frank’s publicist said they’d try to retape the show
within the week, he’'d let me know when. He also said that in a few



