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Style Invitational: What 
went wrong? God only 
knows. This week., 
unique chic 2 

A Real 
Knee-Slapper 

Y. oa'Wl! .. Ire.-".· rd'how .lifeimi.t;ttes art. We'r.e 
way past that now. Now, life is imitating a 
Lite Beer comme.rcial. · 

Picture a group of people gatheredar~tlti~ a 
television set, watching ladies' figure sk;!.tiag, 
"The Waltz of the ~gar Plum Fmpes" isplaying 
in the backgroJ1Ild. too lovelf Nancy Kerr~'gan is 
skating languidly. 

"''m sick of figu!"e skating,'' some giJY .yefll! 
out. "I want to see mob hit men!" 

".No, there's too much violence,'' answers one 
of th.e women. 

''ll'igur~ S~<atitlgl" 
"'.M~hit menf' 
One Q{ the guys setl! tiJifand sh()~oJts, "We can 

watph h!lth!" 
He slams his Lite Beer oo topof the TV, and 

suddenly you see Nancy. Kerrjgan being chased 
all over the ice by T{)nya Harding's sumo 
})odyguard, whacking at herkaeecaps with a tire 
ir1;1n. · 

Everybody cheers as Ketrigan skates furiously 
{pr the exit~leaping and twirling, tryiQg tQ avoid 
the blows. 

AnatWJ.er il!'lltlardsaying( " .. ·.and there 
~s N~cy, $kati~ fl}~ .h~r lif!!!l\'f;rtcl! cJel!ely 
.·~?w·;!s sneattemittsa ~~ c~bmati~ a 
ij'fJ'll.e 1\x~littto a ~it.sf)iil; and . ob ~-she's 
~~!.1 ba~~ al!'foJ:W.a.Milt~~·~~~~~~ 
t;J:t1C~•hf$fl~!i&·~n ~elJ,tl~withhis !)as~ 
~t~ An<t l'ili!wthey1te d~een(;fmg 4Jnherlike a · 
ba:})y se~ This ¢p~d $!i't l:litlj>!'' 

The. ~le s~t ~~t~, tr~SiDf~· 
"~~~~er,"·~e~ys,;i~.·l~iti?itlffl!t; 
l~e;wweJiv~ ~ ~ 'f!~nt Wt'lt~: · 

· ~~n~):oJ;~ho~~~~"f:it;b.~tt~ 
tlt~}tt~ t~l~pla~p~ll1a:r;t;ft; 
~oo~t ~11!-l'l•'Wa$ itt 'ladles' fig,t,t.»;e skating. · 

Wlmtts ne~ . .mi1~ntl!.Ctc~f¥ 
''The wily cha(te~r; .An.ttnO<IJ.-(I~flV, has {us! 

stunneiJ the cha.mfiion,.It;r#jlarf!t!, 1,11if# ·If ¢eft 
~uy lopezga·7(1~it,.qfW.fneclia.(Jfl!t@~s·tu 
IJe, .• yes, l>.e's RJ$Ali:1illfl()F()R A. (JllJi:PPLlNG 
1{0.0K •. . " . .. . . . . . ... 

This is how you~~~ the.Q!~piet~by 
kJ-leeeapping your competiti<»n? "J!hat'l! some 
prize catch ofa Jlusba:nd, Qf ~~hJlllband, or 
qua!'li"husband, s~·s~ot,tbe.~-ousiynamed 
Jeffrey Gillooly. Whatmuakjs T<mya g9ing to 

See TONY lWRNBEISER, F4, Cot 1 
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FITTING CONTEMPT 

The First Name 
In Footwear 

By Sandra B. Fleishman 
Sp&ial to Tllf: Washington Post 

I t was the middle of the day in a crowded sec­
ti?n of Nordstrom ill'\d I was 10Qking for Sy!. 
Vta. 

I'd never seen her in person before, but I had 
her pic.ture in my hand. Along with portraits of 
"Gtetta," ''Bree" and "Angelique." We're all on: a 
first·name basis. 

Each of these is a shoe. You've seen their pic· 
tures in the newspaper ads and department store 
fliers every week. 

Why does the footwear industry believe wom· 
en want to call their shoes by perky sorority 
names-like "Skippy" or "Wendy''? Or by vampy 
names~like "Alexis"? Or even by regular 
names-like "Bonnie"? 

Why nam.es? 
Men do not buy shoes this way. They do not 

See NOTED WITH, F4, Col. 4 

Art Buchwald's Childhood 
lftls No wughing Matt~. 
"'-. ·"WM ... ••a .~,; .....• :-. · ... ···· . .,.·.·A• · ..... J:J .. '#. '"". J;J··.<. •• .. ~ .. •.r.v··.··.·· ... ···.·, · kJflll: .... '?U'fw:tJ- .1·J .. ~- ·P:U'r'•'!t-:-

H(/IJ): TAVngs 111m Out ... 

Art Buchwald shortly 

before he was sent to 

tlte Hebrew Orphan 

Asylum; tight, tlte 

author today. 

PHQTO AT RIGHT BY DIANAWALIW!: 

5 

Fashion Notes: Designer 
Richard Tyler, here &. there 

Miss Manners: Food 
for further thought 

ll'«mori.sJ ArtBU€bw4ltJ never met his mether, though she lived until he was in his thirties. 
A!flit;.tet/r wi,tb dept~sitm, shes/lent ntfJ8/; qf her life in mental institutions. "When I u¥~S a 
cl+:ilrl., t., did nc;.tletme·v4ither. When I was an adult, I did not want to," Buchwald writes 
in his J)tJignant new. me.tno.ir, ''Lttrtv:ing HQ1'ntJ .. " "I prefQrred. the mother l had. i.nvented .to. the. 
one I would find in the bospit(ll. The denial has b£en a very heavy burden to carcry arou1ui all 
tiWse .)'f!ars, and to this day lstill haven't figured it all out." 

With his older si:sters, Al~ee, Edith and Doris, Buchwald spent his ehildkood in New York 
orjfhanages an(} ffJ$/er hotnes. He was fJlaced there by his father, a draPery instalteT tqo 
destitute during the Df!pressian to care for the children. 
· The ftill~JWi,.tN is t;r:erpteiJ·from l>ILea.v_ing H(nne, ~, G.P. Pu-t~tuz-rn/s.13€rns, 19!}3. 

l am not ·certain hQW. Fop f<:lund 

the Hebrew OrP!iJ.an. A5yhun. Gain­

ing admission Was harder than get­

tin.g in,to Princeton. They didn't 

takejust. anybody.· MY father had to 

armea:r bef()re a judge with us, 

since it was required that we be 

declared neglect'tld children by the 

court before we wonld be. remand~ 

edto the home. This was a bad rap 

for him, because . we weren't ne· 
gtected. But before the judge 

'IWaJ\;t si;~ Ia$ in, he. ha(i to have ev­

ideli!Ce thai ~ f<t.ther >ws a lousy 

par.ent; 

Iknow all ofth!s ~cause, sever· 

al years ago, the J~wi$h Welfare 

~rd ofNew York contacted me 

an(!.. asJiied m'e to speak at the 

15()1:h J\.mti.versary of the H'OA,. I 

· 'fl;t~y .We~Ce ~w):?ptised that I 

wou!d charge and asked me what 

thefeewas. 

I said that I waflted my records. 

I kaew that they had kept complete 

records ofme, because a social 

worket visited us every month 

from the time we entered the HOA 

in 19'31 when I was 6 tQtlle time I 

left at 15. For most of that time we 

were in foster homes. 

The man was horrified. "I can't 

do that," he said. "The records are 

sealed." 

"Unseal them," I told him. A few 

days later, the story of my child­

hood as written by a dozen or so 

social workers was delivered. It's 

an interesting document, particu· 

larly if you are the person they are 

writing about. How many people in 

this world have had complete 

strangers keeping track of their 

childhoods? The records reveal 

that at the court hearing, the judge 

asked my father, "How much can 

you afford to pay weekly or month­

ly for your chlldren's support?" 

My father told him, "When busi­

ness is good, I make twenty dollars 

a week. But business is bad now 

arid I only make six or seven dol­

lars. The reason I want tQ put my 

children in the Hebrew Asylum is 

that I live in one room and I don't 

have any place .fur them. Up tmtil 

now I have been paying to keep the 

chlldren in private homes, but I can't afford it anymore. I would like to have them committed to 
the Hebrew Orphan Asylum, but I do not want them put up for adoption. When my business gets 

better, I'll take them hack." 

The judge asked, "What ab!lut your relatives? Can't they take them?" 

MY father replied, "They won't unless I pay them." 

The judge accepted Pop's petition and recommended we be placed in the HOA. 

The records continued, "After the hearing, Judge Y OJlilg· committed Alice, Edith, Doris, and Ar-
See BUCBW ALB, F6, CoJ; 1 



'My Father Had Left Me in a Warehouse' 
thur tQ the Hebrew Orpban Asylum 
and·~ my father l:Ulder an ~er to 
pay $2.58 a week for each cbildt 

IJut. ~were so .ki\dfor Pop. dur­
ing the. ~n that he eouklrr't 
make the $2.50 payments. HeFe is a 
page from the HOA records some time 
after we were placed In the home: 
·~. Buchwald was queried as to 

when he would pay what he owed to 
the Institution •... He said that due to 
conditions . in the upfdStery bUSiness, 
he had been ma)i;ing $5 and $6 a week. 
He is self-eH!J)loyed and hopes that 
when the season hegins at the end of 
Angutlt he mi,tht earn $25 or $30 
weekly. He said $It things should get 
better when the World's Fair came to 
New York." 

I guess you could say that report 
sums up my father's business affairs in 
the 'l'l:!irties. It appears that during the 
J)epression not too many New ¥orkers 
were putting their mouey into drapes 
and curtains. 

Pup prospered for afewyears Hlak" 
ing blackout curt:aU!,s for businesses 
and the government dui.iBg tlte ~d 
World War. But after the war, he lived 
on the edge. In the Fifties, when I 
came to New York on home leave from 
Paris, I asked bim how liltlCh mouey he 
owed. He mumbled· a figure I coutdn't 
hear .. I then a$ked. . him how he kept. 8\'i" 
ing, and he said he borrowed from the 
loan ~ oo Sixth Avenue. Theil he 
repaiQ them at enormQUS interest. I 
was ~ but he just said, "Every­
one in New York does it The .momzers 
leave me alone because I always pay 
them back." 

Wrth all his problems, Pup was a de­
voted father. If he didn't care about us, 
and if he hadn't made an effort to see 
that we were okay, he woold have had a 
muclt ea$er life. I've thought back on 
his years :wl woodered if he had many 
days of peace before his death in 1972 
at 79. 

The onlv good side of his economic 
woos was that his finn, the Aetna Cur­
tain Co., was not worth ~ on to 
the next generation. If it had been, I 
woold have \\"'WKl up in the curtain 
business. I cringe when I imagine a 
• on a window-Aetna & Son. The 
80fl would have been me. 

A s I look back, it's remarkable 
how protective we an were 
of him. We knew that times 
were tough, so the four of us 

made a pact We would either attend a 
first-run movie in Jamaica, of which 
there were three or four, and not eat 
much afterward, or we would go to a 
third-run film aod gorge omselves in 
the cafeteria. For an our fighting and 
arguing, everyone kept this part of the 
bargain. 

Over the years, the girls continued 
to be protective. I was told not to 
bother him with had news. His daugh­
ters were loving and caring, but they 
never shared any important aspect of 
their lives with him in case it would 
"disturb» him. He, in tum, kept his 
own COWJSel. 

He didn't drink, except for one 
schnapps before he went to bed. 
When it came to customer relations, 
he had a sharp tongue. If someone 
complained about the order, he told 
the lady to take her business to his 
cOmpetitor, which he said was Ma.cy's. 

He not oniy provided curtains but 
listened to his customers' problems. 
People considered him part of the 
family, and many times his customers 

wowd invite him to join them for din­
ner. He was a storytener and had 
many good tales to. relate. When my 
column becael.e successful, he talkal 
about me. To make sure Bo one 
missed my columns, he carried them 
around in his coat pocket. 

The only thing that kept Pop from 
being more social was that b:e owed 
everybody money. He was in debt b:~ 
all our relatives, particularly the ones 
on my mother's side of the famjly. He 
owed the varkms orpharul.ges and hos­
{!itals, and he never coukl get even 
with ~ acquaintances. He was 
constantly eVading the people from 
whom he borrowed. 

Pop battled the J:lity every day. 
Once he told me }te was belli up on 
the street at midnight in front of his 
loft, and he said to the robber, "This is 
not a good thing for you to de. I don't 
have any money and if y<m get caught 
you will have to go to jail. If you want 
money., sticl\: up . S()nreone on Partt· ltv­
en~" The man ·shook his head and 
walked away:. · 

Whenever I!Je bad to deliYer an or­
der, it meant ·using· the sutnw;y,.Re 
had tG C1t1.'Q' the drapes and ~r:s 
on and off the trains and then hang 
them in the customers' homes. He felt 
tilat he was in a constant war \\ith the 
subways. He once told me, "There are 
tWo kinds of people who ri4~ the ~ 
way:....~ who pwm !!lid thpse who 
get }!IUShet\; PtiOJt~ . who pJ,lsll get to 
live a lot longer tlum those who get 
pll$hed." 

This :ce· ~ stayed with 
rna • the jtearS; 

Whenever I take the New ¥ ork 
subway, which is rare, I observe the 
~ngers-the ones who shove and 
the ones who are shoved-and I don't 
have to know any more about them. 

My father didn't present me with 
golden nyggets of advice every day. 
We. never $lid a lot to each other over 
the years. I avoided telling him too 
mud!, because be thought that all my 
ideas 'Were W¢il:d. am:!. be said so. Since 
I gQt no ~~ ftrol tmn, I 
jUst clammetl up, · <Wer the re-
l<lfi0)1Ship, I don't ever knew 
him wen. There was 00 i.ntiroaey, 

The subject we never, ever dis­
cussed was my mother. Not once did 
her wherealxluts come up.. He may 
have purposely tried to keep the 
shame of the illness from me. 1 never 
asked any questions. The ~~<hr~ht 
up the fuct that they knew w-~ 
wa.s ami they l:lpeeulated on ~o.~ W$B 
she was. But bli!tween my. fatht>r am 
me, it was as if she never ~sted. 

When I refusal to·be baf mitzvabed, 
it })Yrt him terribly. It's impossible for 
a Jewish father to exp.li;in to frienEls 
an>i relatives why his son is.l!}t har 
~·· . 

--~·ited.~ ang:ril:y: 
~ I !l!m't want to go to He­m :SChon~ at a~ I fit)ish my~-

Jar ~!.1 ne •· . ~tO play." 
'ift1sff)r a soort Youlelamsorne 

Hebrew, you iniike a ID ·~.a¢ 
everyone. gives you a present. It's no big 
deal." 

"i don't want .to d,o it." 
He was sl:umpl:!d. What roald he do? 

He mukhit even wt off my allowance, 
because I wasn't getting one. 

He said more in sadness iliaJ1 bitter­
ness, "So don't get bar mitzvahed." 

At this ])Oint, a §Xlll. Jewish son woold 
have said, "Okay, I've changed my 
mind." 

f didn't. I'm not sure how he handled 
the exp.kwation with bis friends. I heard 
him tell my sisters that I went into a 
synagogue iu New York With him :wl 
was baf mi:tza¥hed by a rabbi, because I 
didn't want all the pomp and cerl'!lllOil'{ 
that went with the USilll! celebration. 

My father keeps popping up in 
st:I3nge plaees. Recen1li¥, I was in .BergJ 
dorf Goodman and asked a matronly la­
dy for change to make a tel.ep.hone call. 
She said, "I'm going to give it to you, not 
because you're a big shot, but because 
your father made my drapes for me. 
They're still hanging in the bedroom." 

I guess the weirdest thing that hap­
pened to me after my father died was 
when I was lecturing in Loog Beach, 
California. After I finished my talk, I 
went back to the hotel and found a tele­
phone message asking me to call a cer­
tain munber. I did, and the WOilliUl. who 
answered told me that she was the 
da\Jghter of my futher' s girlfriend This 
knocked me for a loop. She wasn't lying.' 
She described him in detail and told me 
how he used to talk about us all the 
time. He carried my dip.p.ings in his 
pocket and showed them to her and her 
mother. She told me he was a father to 
her, too. 

I had mixed feelings about the call. 
Part of me was happy that Pop had had 
a lady friend to share his life With-the 
other part of me felt a sense of betrnyal. 
He was our father, so why was he de­
voting any of his time to someone else? 

I also tried to picture him as a visitor 
in someone else's home. For all our dif­
ferences, the thought bothered me that 
I bad shared him With people I didn't 
know. 

I asked the caller if we could meet, 
but she said no. She just wanted to 
touch base. 

After hanging up, I thought aboot the 
conversation. The liaison meant that my 
father had more of a life than just work­
ing and sleeping in one room in a Bronx 
apartment. It also meant that someone 
besides us had cared for him. 

That night, although it was 3 in the 
morning in the East, I callet! my three 
sisters and told them the news. They 
claimed that they'd known he had 
someone, but they didn't know who 
she was. 

T he Hebrew Orphan Asylum 
was founded in April 1860 
by Jewish charities in New 
York City. Over the years, it 

moved several times, and iinally es­
tablished itself at 135th Street and 

T. he Hebrew Orphan Asylum 
looked like a giant castle out 
of medieval times. AU it 
lacked was 'I moat. It loomed 

above us, and there was no doubt in 
our minds that it wol:dd suck us up., 
and we would neve{ be heard from 
again. 

Every child's arrmtt at the HOA 
was different. My cousin Eddie Lamp­
ner, his brother, Arthur, and sister, 
Rosalind, were brought to the home 
at different times. I once asked :Eddie 
if the HOA didn't scare. the hell. out of 
him when he first saw it. He said that 
it might have, but he jmd had a previ­
ous experience with another orphan­
age, so this one looked like a piece Gf 
cake. 

Eddie told me, "I was 4 years old. 
My motht>r had just pjed and my fa· 
ther bad put my brother and me on a 
Long ISland Rail Road train in Brook-

lya. My father said, 'Sit here, 111 be 
iight back.' Meanwhile, he went to 
talk to the con&ctor and then disap­
peared. He didn't return. The tmin 
let the station, and I was screaming 
and ct}'iltg and beating on the glass. 
We went all the way t{) Far Rockaway 
before the conductor put us off and 
some peopie from an orphanage 
picked us up. They tell me that I 
didn't speak for four months." 

Our arrival at the HOA wasn't that 
bad, but my sisters and I were 
dragged kicking and screaming 
through the front door. Pop and Oscar 
took us Into a large reception hall, 
where they left us to he processed. 
They kissed us, and then they left. 
The four of us were very confused. 
We hE".ard bells, and voic.es in offices. 
The halls were long and the ceilings 
high. Doris and I chmg bghtly to each 
otlrer. After we sat on a bench for a 
short period, a stern woman separat­
ed me from my sisters. I was to go in­
to the boys' isolabon section and they 
were to go into the girls' dormitory. 
The last thing Edith said to me was, 
"Don't sit on the tollet seats." 

That made me yell my head off. 
Without intending to, my father had 

left me in a warehouse. 

I was Inspected foc lice and a doc­
tor checked every orifice in my 
body. After the vhysical, they 
took me to another office for a 

batteiry of psychological tests. I was so 
afraid I would flunk them that I kept 
loo~g at the lady before I put the 
b!OQ!fs in 1ilie ooles. In the boys' quar­
antin€ section there were bunk beds, 
and I was told to remove all my 
clothes. These were replaced with the 
HOA issue-citchy woollen uniforms 
and nightgowns. For some reason I 
r€Call that the pajama shirts reached 
down to my ankles. 

The only good thLng I remember 
about the day was that someone gave 

· riches and hot chocolate. 
. night was the tought>.st. 

My father was lWfie, my sisters had 
-peared. They told me I spent late 
afternoOn looking out the window hop­
ing PQp and Oscar would return. 

I was told to get ready for bed by 8 
o'cl.ook. I rec..all hearing a bell ringing. 
I jUmped into bed, and I was shaking. 

When the lights went out, the col.ID-­
sclor came in with a flashlight and 
said, ''Who il! awake?" I didn't say any­
thing. Then he asked, ''Who is aSleep?" 
ancl I raised my hand. He yelled, 
''Dummy," and kicked the side of my 
btmk as hard as he could. The lesson 
stayed with me for the rest of my life. 
I have nev.er raised my hand to tell 
anyone I was asleep again. 

T he HOA was an institution of 
bells. They rang to get us 
up-they tolled for our 
meals and when to say our 

prayers and when to go to sleep.. 
My father visited us every oth~ 

day, which made things easier. My sis­
ters visited me in the boys' wing as 
much as they could. They were con­
cerned about me because I had be­
come very quiet and had lost my ener­
gy. I wouldn't say anything about what 
was bothering me. I didn't understand 
why I had to be qllllr<tDtined, because I 
hadn't done anything. In quarantine I 
watched from my window at the chil­
dnm playing in the yatd. Most of them 
were older than me and I was very 
frightened about how I would tit in 
with the group. Fr0111 what I crJUid see 
of them:, they were constantly wres­
tling with e.3ch other and kicking one 
another in the bottom. The future for 
me did not look good. 

After iwo weeks, 1 was r<>Jea.'led 
and placed in the main boys' dormito­
ry. 

"Who are you?" one would ask. 
"Arthur," l re&ponded. 
"Do you pee in your bed?" 
"No," I responded. 
"Everybody named Arthur pees in 

his bed." 
"Don't either." 
"Do too. You want to fight?" 
"No. I don't want to fight." 
"Are you really a girl?" 
That's the v.ray the dialogue went. I 

waso't welcomed into the group, and I 
wasn't ~tted to say anything, so I 
shut up. After a while I was left alone. 
I felt locked up. I couldn't relate to 
anyone there, and I saw .less aod less 
of my sisters. 

One day rerently, Alire remarked, 
"You never showed any anger about 
the situation." 

From what I can remember, I think 

that I was more wzzled than angry. I 
bad no inkling of what I was· doing in 
this building and I had no idea hQw 
il'lng I would stay.here. 

My mil))(! was whizzing al!Jng. I r{;ld­
ized that I had to adjust t{l the place, . 
at least ~mtil I was old enough to run 
away. 

I had been in the. HOA for two 
months and one day when I was. called 
into a reaei'\'ing room with my three 
sisters. They scrubbed us up so we 
would look better, in ease someone 
wanted to take us home. I sat on the 
wooden bench, just happy to be with 
my sisters. · 

A midd:le·aged woman Wl.·.th . 
gla$ses and wearing a large­
brimmed hat and a dool)le.. 
breasted suit carRe in with a 

young man in his twenties. She was 
very businesslike and examined us as 
she wolilld a Friday nigll.t chlcken. She. 
was smiling, .though I had no idea 
what 5he had to do with me. F:ina!Iy, 
slle said, "How woultl you like to live 
•• ..:.... • 7' 
W.t1!11ffie. 

I r~, "I dol'\'t eat mE-_at :mcl I 
don't eat fish." 

She said, "Well, we'll SliJQil change 
that." Instead of protesting, I jnst 
looked down at my shoes. 

As far as I waB concerned, this 
WO!J13n.was one more stranger asking 
ine dl:lri:\b questions. But she was als<>. 

· rty only ticket out of the 
thought that it wouldn't hurt 

to bft llice to her, just in case she had 
somethir.g to do with my. freedtm:t · 

Her name was Stella Morais, ·and 
then she . talked to my sisters, who 
were thlrJking the same tiling as I was.. 
If this lady wanted to take us out of 
the HOA, she was we.lcome to do it 

She said to me, "Yoo're going to be .. 
my foster child." 

I just smiled and nodded my head. 
Her son Harold said, '1'11 teach you 

oow to play baseball and stickball." :He 
was .a clapper, good·lookirlg man. 

1' d like that, n I a&>""'Ul'ed him. "But I 
®n~t have a glove." 
· "''ll huy you one," he told me. 

I was ready to leave wRll him imme­
. dia~. 

APPlU'ently all the paperwork had 
been done, because We were told. ~ 
get onr things. Except for the HOA 
clothes, we had no more luggage than 
when we arrived. 

We took the ,~ubwa.y to Penn Statlon 
and .got on the L0tJg lsl<ind R!lil 
.{tpad:.....an lloor's _ioul.11~ to .H,ull)s, in 
~- . 

The lady told us to call her ~t 
man said we ~·kall 

It wasn't until years later .that I dis­
covered people took foster clliliJfen if!. 
to their homes to supplement t!heit if!. 
comes. We were worth twenty-five 
4olms a mooth per child, am\1 fer many 
foster parents that paid the rent or the 
mop:gag~ 

Onre they realized that, fotlter chil­
dren became very suspicious. about 
why they had been Placed in a particu• 
Jar home. We felt that if we were there 
for the su.PJ}Qrt of their families, there 
was no sense becQming too friendly. 
But the Depression iJll!4e people des­
perate. I never experienced any cruel­
ty from the people I lived with, except 
when I was urihappy and invented it. 
So even if people were in it for the 
money, they were never unkind. 

When we arrived in Hollis 
we were escorted into 
the living room, where 
Aunt Stella and Uncle 

Cy:ril's children were waiting for us. 
There was Harold, who had c.ome 
with us; Ray, who bad the best job in 
the family, selling fabrics to Broadway 
shows; Ira, who was a press agent; 
and Caroline, a secretary. They were 
all dressed nicely and greeted us 
warmly. No problem here, I thonght 
to myself. 

We lucked out when we were sent 
to Hollis, because it was a very com­
fortable middle-class community. The 
streets were safe, and evtilll people 
with little money kept up their lawns 
and gardens. 

The Depression WdS all-consunling 
and many of the most affluent horne 
ov.'ners were policemen, firemen and 
civil servants because they all had safe 
jobs. People didn't bother to lock their 
doors. ¥ et times were tough for aJ.. 
mo;,1: everybody. I remember banks 
closed and people standing out front 
hoping to get their money. Meat was 
served once a week in its original 
form, and then as meat loaf or hash. 

Everything cost pennies, nickels 
and dimes. For many families, paper 
money was a rare commodity. Aunt 
Stella's husband, Cy:ril, sold printed. 
sjtPJS from store to store whl~ said 
things like ''No Checks Cashed," ''Na 
Food Ioside," ''No Credit," "No Loiter· 
ing.n 

Heads of households tried to make 
a living in any way they collld. We 
would wait until evening to see how 
well Uncle Cy:ril had done during the 
day. If he was smiling, we knew he 
had sold some signs. I.f he had a pained 
expression on his face, we were aware 
that he had struck wt. He had far 
more bad days than good days. People 
just couldn't afford signs. 

According to the HOA's records, 
Uncle Cy:rilliked me very much, and I 
slept in Atmt Stella and Uncle Cy:ril's 
bedroom tllltil the social worker told 
them tQ make other arrangements. 

See BUCHWALD, F'l', Colt 
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I was upstairs to the attic and 
sharsd a room v.ith the Irish. maid 
named Cele:~te. It turned out to be a 
very lm;portant event in my Ufe~ 

Became I sharsd a room with· the 
I had ;m opportunity to observe 

her all her glory~ When she un­
dresssd or dressed, I always bad one 
ey:.e peeping over the cover. Her skin 
was the color of a light peach with 
freckles on it, and although I didn't 
have anything to compare them with, 
I somehow knew that she had the 
greatest breasts in the world. 

The e:rnct location of my bed was 
F.l'lltef!;JC for what went on very late at 

used to come tiptoeing 
t4e and get on top of Ce~ 

leste. At time I thought Harold 
was hurting her because Celeste kept 
znooning and groaning. Later as a 
freshman in high school, I out 

when a man and woman wrestlsd 
m,oanec:l and a lot, it did 

net nea:ssarlly mean were mad 
at e-.ach other. I would watch them i.n 
wonder while they tbrashed around, 
legs and hair flyjng, no more than five 
teet away-pos..~ibly closer. 

· mv role model, 
C~F<Ieslti>. 'was the first 

woman I ever· saw complete· 
ly \t.'lClothed. Whatever 

were had a lasting effect on 
me--t!~.t: S~::ene has stayed with me 
for years, and I still seem 
to to women who look 
like 

When I ';old my sisters this 
after I ~.'tartoo working on the 
Edith pursed lips and said, "She 
was aJways z. " 

"Harold was Aiice agreed, and 
never choosv:' 

Doris , ''Y oo should have told 
the soci<~ " 

I had no idea what she wanted me 
to tell hero 

My real in the Morai<i 
home. I there for about two 
years. lit w:as a nice 
one treated me 

just observed the family ~d absor~d 
everything that they satd and did. 
Adults are very ~ge around chil­
dren. They say and do things as if chil­
dren uon't exist, or have no eyes or 
ears. I ~e the invisible man. 

It was also at this stage that I 
lea.."'led how to get people to like rne. I 
found out that if I smiled at the person 
to whom I was talking, he became re­
laxed. I also learned that I could get 
what I wanted if I only showed enthu-
siasm. 

During my stay at the Morais 
home, a boy named Michael 
Dolowitz came to live with 
us. He was from the HOA 

and he was what could be called a 
problem child. At 9 or 10, Michael en­
joyed setting fire to things, like the 
house. He got no pleasure from the 
blaze itself, but enjoyed seeing all .the 
fire engines wheel up after he had 
pulled the alarm, and watching all the 
firemen go to work 

One day, my tonsils swelled up, and 
I was in agony. While Aunt Stella was 
trying to deal with this problem, Mi­
chael pulled the fire alarm in front of 
the house, and three large fire ID:lcks 
arrivsd on the scene. Aunt Stella al­
ternated between talking to the fire 
chief and rushing upstairs to attend to 
me. The doctor finally arrived and 
swabbed my throat. I would not have 
remembered this incident if it hadn't 
coincided with the false alarm. I once 
asked Michael why he was always 
pulling the fire alarm, and he told me, 
"' Hke to get people mad." It made 
sense to me. 

It wasn't long before they took Mi­
chael back to the HOA I never heard 
what happened to him, though he is 
still a household word in our family. 
Maybe the asylum straightened him 
out .. I sincerely hope so. 

The one critical incident in my 
childhood that I have never forgotten 
took place on Red Brick Hill. in Hollis 
on a bright, clear winter night. The 
ground was covered vvith snow and all 
the kids were laughing and shouting 
as: they rode their sleds down the hill. 

I must have been 7 or 8, I still tememc 
ber how wonderful it all felt. The 
snow made everything glisten. I was 
feeling happy. I did not own a sled of 
my own, so I said to two boys standing 
next to me, "Can I borrow your sled?" 
One of them answered, ''No!' The oth­
er boy told him, "Let him have it. He 
doesn't have a mother.'' 

Tears rolled down my cheeks as I 
rode down the hill on that borrowed 
sled. Those words have never left me. 
I wanted to yell that I did have a 
mother, but only a few people knew 
where she was and I was in no posi­
tion to tell them. Sniffing quietly, I 
dragged the sled up the hill and gave 
it back. 

I'm certain it was on that night on 
that hill . that I vowed I would never 
ask anybody for anything again. 

To this day, I'm just not very 
· at accepting gifts. Whenever I am giv­
en something, I become very embar­
rassed and uncomfortable. By the 
same token, I enjoy giving presents to 
other people. It's tough on everyone 
because no one can ever catch up with 
me. 

Citizen Kane had his "R.osebud," and 

I had rny "Red Brick Hill." I finally did 
give that s~h at the lunch celebrat• 
ing the 150th annivers~y of the 
HOA. Among the .~opbies tl.QW·~­
ing on my wall, none co.es with 
the plaque they gave me tilatday.It 
matiks the scene of ot}e of my greatest 
revenges. 

T 
be room was filled.with New 
York's Jewish.· elite-th.e 
Our Crowd types, including 
the LehmailS, Guggenheims, 

Salomons and Strausses. There were 
members of the Jewish Welfare 
Board, and those associated. with the 
HOA before it closed. There were 
even social workers: 

I felt the way General M:acArthur 
must have felt when he came back to 
West Point. Of all the speeches I have 
given in my life, this was the most 
meaningful 

I told them how, somewhere in the 
dim past, when I was a foster child 
around 10 years old, and I was fight­
ing for my life, I dreamed tbat I would 
be the guest of honor at just such an 
affair. I didn't know the event would 
take place at the Pierre Hotel-,I had 
never heard of the Pierre ttol:et·--otu 
in my fantasy I saw 
um such .as this 
smggles of my chillm:xl. 
had overcome them. my fan~y, I 
even gave myself a standing ovation. 

I then proceeded to set everyone 
straight on exactly where I fit into the 
Jewish child-care picture. It isn't e~ 
to be a footer child, I said. You are m 
some sort of no man':s land. If yeu 
lived in the HOA, you had the security 
of numbers. A foster home is some­
thing else again. The child knows in­
stinctively that there is nothing per­
manent about the setup. At any time 
he or she can be swooped up and 
placed in another home. 

The footer parents have a problem, 
as well. If they get too attached, they 
can be wounded if the child is sudden­
ly taken away. 

I must have been 6 or 7 years old 
and terribly lonely and confused, when 
I said something like, ''Tlris stinks, I'm 
going to become· a h\liDorist." 

tl!en on, I b.ad one goal in 
mind and that was to· make people 
laugh. I adopted the role of class 

.. down. !made fun of authority figures, 
· from ilie principal of the public school 
to the sooia1 worker who visited me 
every .month. It was a dangerous pro­
fession I had chosen, because no one 
likes a flmny · kid. ln fact, adults are 
scared silly of them· and tend to warn 
children who act out that they are go­
ing to wind up in prison or worse. 

I 
t is only when you grow up that 

. 

they pa .. ·. y you vast sums. of money 
to make them laugh. 
Performing for laughs was my 

salvation. The other thing that helped 
me escape the reality of our lives was 

concoot mysterious stories about 
myself. I invented a mother and father 
and I made myse.J:f the only child. I had 
the usual dreams about being a great 
sports figure, one day Joe DiMaggio 
and Lou Gehrig the next. I dreamed 
that I was a movie star like Mickey 
Rooney, and a writer like Booth Tar­
kington. The lonelier I became, the 
more interesting I jllllilllged to make 
my dream world. 

The best story I made up was that I 
was really the son of a Rothschild-a 
name that was revered in my 
home because they were so rich and 
so Jewish. I worksd it out that I had 
been kidnapped by my nurse when I 
was 6 months old and sold to a couple 
named Buchwald who were gOing to 
A. me rica. 

The R.othscbilds had hired France's 
most famous detective to find me, and 
it was only a matter of time before he 
showed up on my doorstep in Hollis. 

· Once my true identity was estab­
lished, I would prevail on my real 
Rothschild father not to proset,,te the 

involved with my kidnapping. 
But I did intend to disinherit Doris 

the next time she was mean to me. 
And then I told the audience a true 

story. 
One evening, I attended a fancy 

ner at the Tour d' Argent, the great 
temple of three-star dining in Paris. I 
was seated next to Doris Warner Le-

roy, the daughter of .J:{ar:cy Warner, 
one of the W~r Brothers. 

We were ~:hatting . aoout · this a,nd 
that, and I turned tn het.and said, '1)0-
ris, you and I have something in com-
tnOn." 

"What's that?" she asked. 
"I was once in the Hebrew Orphan 

Asylum, and your father was one of its 
biggest supporters. He built the 
Warners' Gym, and we saw Warner 
Brothers filrns for free." 

Doris went white. "Oh my God-no 
one has mentionsd that place to me 
for 20 years. Oh my God." 

"Well," I said, "don't get that shaken 
up by it. It had nothing to do with 
you." 

T · hen she. t.old me. her sttlry. I.t 
set>.ms her father decided to 
show Doris how much better 
off she was than other ebil­

dren, So every Hanukah he made her 
get dressed in. her fanciest outfit and 
go to the HOA and hand out gifts to 
the kids. They in tu:rn spat on her. 

She said, "I lived in· dread of the 
HOA and it took me 20 years of analy­
sis to forget it. Now we are in Paris 
and you have to bring that damn place 
up tome." 

It was bizarre. Here we were, two 
people dining at the Tour d'Argent­
both scarred by the same institution. 
She because she had to hand out pre­
sents, and 1 because I had to accept 
them. 

I endsd my speech by saying, "As I 
look back on it, I owe a gre;lt debt to 
tile HOA, and to people such a$ your­
selves who c..ared for the Jewish kids 
of New York City. 

"I also want to thank you today for 
helping fulfill one of my best fantasies. 
l feel I had a unique experience as a 
child. Every· once in a while, someone 
asks, 'How do you become a humor­
ist?' I always reply, 'Well, first you 
have to become a f.oster child"'" 

I got my standing ovation. 
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