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What was I to do now? I was penniless . I began making the rounds of the employment offices,

all the while accepting whatever temporary employment I could find. One of these jobs involved some

sort of copying work, and I found myself quite happy at it. I would feed papers into a machine all day

long, and then collate the copies that spewed forth. The job required absolutely no mental ability, but it

paid the rent and, in time, I felt that it would give me the chance to write again. But then my little idyll

was shattered. I received an offer from This Week magazine to work as an editor at a fairly good

salary. At first I hesitated, but when my family got wind of this, they immediately intervened.

"You've made your mother sick," my father announced to me one day on the telephone. My

mother was even more emphatic. "I hope you realize you' re killing me," she said when it came her

chance to get on the line. I tried to explain that Ijust wanted an opportunity to lead my own life in my

own way.

"If you would only tell me what it is you 're trying to do, maybe I could understand," my mother
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moaned.

"It' s very simple," 1 said. "1 would like to be a writer, a good writer," 1 added.

"You' ll never make it," was my mother's answer.

"Thanks," 1 said. "That's just the sort of encouragement 1 need right now."

"That' s not only my opinion," said my mother. "Read what Walter Kerr says about you."

1took the job at This Week. My position was that of an editorial assistant. 1proofread and

occasionally wrote copy. This Week was a magazine supplement distributed with the Sunday edition

of the New York Herald Tribune. It generally was about twelve pages long, so there was not a lot of

copy to proofread. 1 spent most of my time reading newspapers and other magazines. When that failed

1 went to lunch.

During the time 1 was at This Week, 1 began taking photographs. I had been given an old Leica,

and when Julian Beck, the director of The Living Theater, asked ifI would be interested in

photographing The Connection, their then-current production, I eagerly agreed. We set up a photo-call

with the entire cast, and I clicked away happily for a couple of hours . It was only the next day when

the film came back from the developer that I realized 1 had not loaded the camera properly. All the

photographs were entirely blank. 1 didn't know how to tell Julian what 1 had done, but when I finally

did, he took the news in a way that was typical of him. "We' ll just have to schedule another photo

session," he said.

This time the photographs came out well. They were picked up by The New York Times

Magazine, and eventually they were published as part of the Grove Press edition of The Connection. I

was launched on a career as a freelance photographer.

At the time, my photographs of The Connections achieved a certain notoriety. 1 was so totally

un-knowing about the use of drugs, 1 simply photographed what 1 saw through my camera's lens. As a



result, the photographs depicted the ravages of drug addiction more explicitly than had ever been

done before . I believe the photograph of Warren Finnerty, a cast member, shooting up, was among

the first of its kind.

At first I just photographed anything that came in front of my lens. If there was a

snowstorm in the city, I was out in the thick of it. If there was a pile of construction material lying

in the streets, I photographed that. If there was a parade, I photographed that. I photographed the

opening of the Guggenheim Museum. Eventually I moved on to people I encountered on park

benches or in the street, and then I went on to friends in their places of work. This led to

photographing Off-Broadway and even Broadway shows.

I photographed all the productions of The Living Theatre.

I photographed Merce Cunningham in his studios on the sixth floor of the same building.

I photographed the James Waring Dance Company, which at the time included David

Gordon and Valda Setterfield.

I photographed the early plays of Edward Albee. I even did a whole program guide for

WPAT on him. This required us to spend several days together. During the time I was taking the

photographs, Edward told me that he and his first companion, William Hanagan, a composer,

lived on West 20th Street, at the same time J lived on West 21st Street. Their apartment was

directly opposite mine. Edward told me that he and William Hanagan used to watch my apartment

with binoculars. I never knew whether or not he was pulling my leg.

I photographed the early performance's of The Paper Bag Players. I first saw them at

rehearsal in a second story room at The Living Theatre. I can still hear Judith Martin, the leader of

the group as



she trilled "Okay," as a signal for the rehearsal to begin. The group, in addition to Judith Martin ,

consisted of Remy Charlip, Shirly Kaplan, Sudie Bond , and Joyce Aaron. Daniel Jahn was the pianist.

From the first skit to the last, I was enchanted. I photographed them a great many times after

that. I even persuaded This Week Magazine to do a cover story on them using my color photographs.

Remy Charlip wrote the text, a charming story about how Harlequin got his costume.

In my personal opinion, over the 25 years or more of their existence, The Paper Bag Players

provided audiences, young and old alike, with some of the best theatre I have ever seen in this country.

Alexey Brodovitch saw my photographs and gave me a scholarship to study with him. He was

the art director ofHarper's Bazaar and the mentor ofRichard Avedon and Hiro.

As a younger man, in the Twenties, Brodovitch had some association with the Ballets Russe.

He demanded the same thing from a photograph that Diaghilev demanded of Jean Cocteau the first

time they met - "Astonish me!"

As I look back at this time, I wonder when I ever slept. I can remember attending the first

preview performance of The Fantastiks at midnight. The photographs that I did later were among the

first to help publicize that long-running show - another This Week cover and feature article.

All this activity gave me the illusion that I was still connected with the world of the theatre. I

was desperately lonely.


