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LAS VEGAS, September 6, 5:50 PM PDT: This year, as in
years past, the slogans of the Jerry’Lewis Labor Day
Telethon for Muscular Dystrophy are \‘Stay Up With Jerry
and Watch the Stars Come Out ~ and Miss a Little and You
Miss a Lot. ~ All right, then. This year I intend to stay
up with Jerry through the telethon’ s entire 21 and a half
hours, missing not one minute.

My plan, a kind of Vegas anthropology, is to study the
telethon from close up, considering it as a very particular
kind of show business phenomenon. It s not my intention to
make light of the cause, which is deadly serious; the
Muscular Dystrophy Assoc.ation, which is beyond reproach;
or the telethon s fundraising record—a staggering $404
million over 22 years. It's the show itself I 'm fascinated
with. Mix pathos and bathos, fold in the cloying clubbiness
of old-time show biz, add a few stars and a bunch of hacks
and retreads, season with fatigue over a cruelly extended
period and you have the telethon—a one-of-a-kind show
business event, the kind of event that could only happen
right here in Las Vegas. Lewis moved the show out of New
York in 1973, according to Telethon Coordinator Jerry
Weinberg, because the TV business had largely moved from
the East to the West Coast. Why didn 't they take it to Los
Angeles, then? "'LA is TV and movies, Weinberg says.
"Las Vegas 1is Entertainment. I can almost hear him
capitalize the E.

Never having been to Las Vegas before, I wasn t sure

what to expect. I discovered right away that Vegas 1s not



the kind of town that sits back and waits for you to form
an opinion of it. Vegas meets you at the plane, gives you a
wedgie and screams I LOVE THIS GUY, LET S HAVE SOME
FUN. ~ On the way in from the airport I passed the Las
Vegas Museum of Natural History, whose two-story billboard
banners  DINO-MIGHT, ~ featuring = T-Rex and Triceratops
LIVE. ~ I drove past the Fabulous Pharmacy. The street
signs tell you where you are by hotel names—just past the
corner of Las Vegas Blvd. and Dunes-Flamingo I turned left
into Caesar s Palace, home to the telethon since 1982.
""Now go straight through the slots,  the desk clerk
told me, past Cleopatra s Barge—that s the big boat in
the water—turn left in the Olympic Casino and take the
elevator by the seven-foot statue of Joe Louis. ~ My room,
I discovered when I got there two and a half hours later,
had an octagonal tiled bathtub and mirrors over the bed.
The plastic sign hanging from the door reads "“Do Not
Disturbus. = It occurred to me as I unpacked that the
telethon could logically be held in no other place on
earth.

I have spent many hours preparing for what I'm about to
do. On the plane trip out from New York I read " His Way,"
Kitty Kelley s Sinatra bio, staring long and hard at the
picture of Frank, Sammy, Dean, Peter and Joey in "“Ocean s
11, " silently sounding out Rat Pack slang to myself: the

Big Casino is death, and Dullsville, Ohio is anywhere but

Vegas. Last night I crossed the street to the Imperial

Palace and caught the early show of \\Legends," an



impersonators' revue, singing lustily along with Elvis
impersonator Tony Roi and the cast in their finale of
‘‘Viva Las Vegas.  Before I left my room a few minutes I
drank two pots of room service coffee. The burger with
onions may have been a bad idea. Never mind.

I think I 'm ready.

The PA just announced that there are 10 minutes to air.
The 25,000-sg.—-ft. Sports Pavilion is filling up; the last
few guests, many of them in black tie, are being shown to
their seats by white-uniformed midshipmen from the Merchant
Marine Academy. The tote board reads $34,096,773—last
year s total. Now a crowd of dancers in multi-colored rain
slickers files on stage. Two minutes to go. Reality Check:
I can see a sliver of bright sunlight through the open fire
doors. A stagehand swings them shut and we re in the dark.
The dancers twirl their umbrellas nervously as the 10-
second countdown begins.

6:00 pm: Airtime. The girls—I have learned in my short
time here that female singers and dancers are girls -
begin to chirp " 'Dooby-doop-do. ~ It is = Singin  in the
Rain, = for no apparent reason. House lights up full. A lot
of applause.

"“Ladies and gentlemen," the PA announcer says, " for
the next 21 and a half hours . . . ~ Oh my God.

"“Here s the man who started it all, the naticnal
chairman of the Muscular Dystrophy Assocliation—Mr. Jerry
Lewis! ' Jerry enters to a standing ovation, then

introduces some very special people. Casey Kasem enters



in a show-biz trot, and thanks Jerry for allowing him to
participate. Jerry introduces Julius LaRosa, " "probably the
best singer who ever lived, but I'm prejudiced because he's
my dear friend.”” Julius runs out in a show-biz trot, and
thanks Jerry for allowing him to participate. Jerry
introduces Sammy Davis Jr., ““who will always be here for
whatever I need him to do, and tonight that s let me love
him. = Sammy: This year, man, is gonna be the best. I

s

love you. We re cooking now. Jerry brings out Ed McMahon,

"“the giant who has stood beside me, a marvelous force.
Ed kisses Jerry. " You ready to go?" he asks. Let s do
it.”  Jerry asks that the toteboard be wiped clean, and it
resets to $0,000,000. My God it’s a long night, = Jerry
says. The audience, most of whom will be leaving at 7:15,
laugh appreciatively. I don t.

6:19 pm: Caesar s is described in a promotional f£ilm as
" the beauty of man s imagination showcased in a wonderland
of excitement.

6:35 pm: “We're going to try to entertain and inform
you as best we can over the next 21 and a half hours,
Jerry says. He keeps saying that. Has a whole half hour of
my young life not just slipped by? I'm starting to worry.

6:37 pm: Jerry introduces Miami Sound Machine. The
lights go down and the crowd lets out an expectant OQOooooh.
But the group isn't here. It's on tape. The beginnings of a
disgruntled mutter run through the audience, who sit

silently in the dark and watch on big video screens. I

pause to consider the implications of this: I could Jjust as



easily be sitting in my room right now, soaking in the
octagonal bathtub and eating Shrimp Louie and watching on
TV. I decide to stick around, but have to confess I feel a
bit cheated.

6:41 pm: "'This gentleman is durable, ~ Jerry says,
" "because he only does quality. And he only does quality
because that s the way he thinks. And he's a super talent.
Mr. Paul Anka. ~ Paul looks pretty good in a white suit and
matching shoes and suntan the color of mahogany veneer. I'm
hoping he 11 sing ""Diana’’ or \\Puppy Love, ~ but instead
it’s a slowed-down version of = Put Your Head on my
Shoulder. ~ Paul is looking more and more like Frank
Sinatra as the years go by, right down to the hunched
shoulder and the quick grimace and the hand moved in little
circles like a chopper blade to convey world-weariness, or
resignation, or something. Now he s singing a specialty

version of = My Way : When Jerry phoned/I swear I groaned

. /I'm working the Nugget/But Jerry said/Alive or

dead/So I 11 do it his way . . . _ After he sings the line

"'1'd like to hear a thunderous hand, ~ he shouts  Give
‘im the hand! "~ The applause sign flashes on. Applause. I

thank you/Myyyy waiieee . . . Standing ovation. I feel like

I've had a very fast, very vigorous massage.

7:00 pm: Back from a break a minute or two early, the
crew 1s caught on-camera setting up some stage gear. Jerry
abuses them for a minute, which is pretty funny. Now he's
coming up into the audience with a bucket. "“There’s

I

something very warm and loving abcut people giving, ~ he



says. A guy asks if he wants a 825 chip or a $10 bill.
"“Put the $25 chip in chere,  Jerry commands, and the guy
does. Now gimme the $10 bill. ~ The guy does.

7:06 pm: Jerry introduces Tom Jones, one of the
infinitely foremost entertainers not only on the Las Vegas
strip, but in the entire world. =~ Jones bumps his way into
a version of — Soul Man '~ from which every hint of funk has
been excised. It comes out sounding like " The Stripper."
I'm reasonably sure this isn t what Sam and Dave had in
mind.

7:15 pm: The first break. The national telethon will go
off for 15 minutes every hour and local stations will fill
the time; here in Las Vegas, new audiences will cycled in.

7:30 pm: He s back. A brief swell in the applause nearly
brings us up to Standing O #3, but tails off.

7:38 pm: "‘Gimme a number, ~ Jerry cries, ‘\tympani!"
As kettledrums roll the toteboard turns over to $1,017,573.

7:44 pm: Jerry gets a check from an executive VP of 7-
11. "~ 'Can you believe, Jerry," the VP asks,  that it was
12 years ago we met? “My mind doesn t compute that, '
Jerry assures him.

7:51 pm: Jerry introduces ""my main man, Sammny Davis
Jr. ' Sammy, dedicating his performance to a fellow
performer stricken with MS: "'1 know some people think, it
ain t gonna happen to the entertainers. It can t happen to
them. ~

7:58 pm: Sammy sounds great. He has been in show

business 58 years (I know this because it's the first thing



he tells the audience; they applaud) and he wears the years
like a championship belt. Big hand when he s done. = That
man is SEVEN FOOT NINE, ~ Jerry tells the audience soberly.

8:07 pm: "Our next guest is a very bright and talented
young lady," Jerry says in introducing Elayne Boosler.
Boosler is funny and I'm sure she s smart, but why is it
only comedians who are introduced as \‘bright"? What does
this say about singers and dancers? I don t even want to
think about the implications for mimes.

8:30 pm: ‘\Hiyo," Ed says, and the audience Hiyos right
back. Ed introduces Jerry. Very close to a Standing O—the
house lights come up, which I've realized is the cue for an
audience shot. But no dice.

8:33 pm: Jerry introduces Tony Orlando in New York, and
praises the depth of his commitment to MDA. While I
certainly don’t quarrel with that, I do wonder how hard it
really is for Tony to keep the date clear on his calendar.
Never mind. Tony sings something called "'Here's to You.
It s utterly empty. "“vYeah! Yeah! = Jerry cries. “Okay,
we 11 keep the excitement going—here s Frank Sinatra! '

8:43 pm: Sinatra, from Atlantic City, sings " "What Now
My Love ~ and ~New York, New York. It s kind of sad to
see. Nobody loves his old Frank Sinatra records more than
me, but tonight Sinatra is running on fumes and his mind is
elsewhere— I am about to be a brand new start of it in old
New York,  he sings at one point. The Vegas crowd loves
him anyway, clapping along raggedly and giving him the

biggest hand of the night when he s through. " "The best!



The best! ~ Jerry hollers. I'm beginning to notice that
it 's Jerry s habit to say things twice. My mind is
wandering too. Maybe it s the Roman motif here at Caesar s,
but I can t help noticing that Sinatra s hairpiece—a
curiously swept-forward affair—makes him look like the
Emperor Claudius after a long night at the baths.

Note to Mr. Sinatra: The foregoing was of course a
harmless joke, and was intended to convey no disrespect.

"Let me tell you about giants . . . "7 Jerry is saying
down on stage.

9:15 pm: I take my first break, hustling to the telethon
commissary for a cup of coffee and some McDonald s
Chocolaty Chip Cookies. It occurs to me as I rush back—
there are only about 12 minutes per hour during which
audience members can enter and leave the Sports Pavilion—
that I am in one swoop doing two things that were forbidden
to me as a child: staying up all night and eating junk. And
that I am, in a sense, getting paid to do these things.
America. The sky over the desert is clear and blue.

9:30: Hiyo, ~ Ed says. Back on the air. Jerry
introduces the McDonald s All-America High School Jazz
band, who are terrific. Fine company, McDonald s. Great
band, great cookies.

9:44 pm: Jack Jones does the title song from his new

album, I Am a Singer": I am a singer/I sing your song/I

bring the words to life . . . /And i wait for your applause

r s

Well, all right. But isn t there something weirdly

self-referential about this? Not to mention self-



congratulatory? Now he's singing the "‘Love Boat ~ theme, a
song he will probably feel constrained to do until he is a
little old lounge singer. The audience chuckles. Are they
laughing with him or at him? No way to tell. Have to admit
he hits a couple of spectacular high notes at the end,
though. So it ain’t ~Tosca. ~ A high note s a high note. I
am going to need to figure out some way to get to the
commissary and belt down some dinner and get back in 12
minutes.

10:03 pm: Sammy s back. Changed outfits, too, into a
kind of toreador deal. I m very pleased about my man Mr.
Sinatra, ~ he says. ""He was looking good, and his chops
were in fine fettle. Francis, 1if you're watching, here’s
one I'd like to lay on you." Now this is more like 1it.
Jack Jones can hit the high notes—but Sammy Davis Jr. in
Las Vegas singing "'And I am Telling You I'm Not Going"
and dedicating it to Mr. Frank Sinatra in Atlantic City?

This is show business. Sammy, for those of you who like to

keep track of this sort of thing, is wearing six big rings
and something that looks like the astro-sign medallions the
Swinging Czechoslovak Brothers used to wear on Saturday
Night Live.

Now it s ~ Friendship,  a duet with Sammy and Jerry.
This is cool, two old pros in action, the kind of
showmanship that used to knock "em dead outside on the
strip. The two seem, for the first time tonight, to be
having a great time.

10:30 pm: ""Hiyo, ~ Ed says. Two very nice young ladies



have sneaked me in some milk and McDonald s Chocolaty Chip
cookies from the commissary, a strict violation of telethon
rules. I m grateful, but stash them in my bag. The place is
crawling with midshipmen.

Jerry introduces "“the undisputed champion of the art of
mimicry, Mr. Rich Little, ~ and the crowd goes nuts. But
I'm starting to get hip. Not to take anything away from Mr.
Rich Little, but this is a fresh crowd. The first act of
the hour always gets a huge hand. "‘Let s do some singing
impressions," Mr. Rich Little says. ““You like Neil
Diamond? = Real risky choice, Rich. Mr. Rich Little closes
with a Fred Astaire tribute. When the lights go down for a
filmed segment I sneak some McMilk and cookies. I'm
starting to run down.

10:45 pm: The Coasters, or three guys billing themselves
as such. Where is Earl \\Speedo" Carrcoll? None of these
guys, except maybe the one in the 1l1-foot Afro toupee,
looks old enough to be a Coaster. And none seems able to
stay on key. This is depressing. Jerry joins them for a
little fancy stepping. Thank God. For a minute there I was
terrified they were going to come up into the audience and
start shaking hands, the last desperate ploy of the dying
entertainer. They're off. Hold it. They're back. It s
\\Yackety Yak. = They're repeating the title over and over
while the band plays real loud. I believe this is what 1is
referred to in Vegas as  breaking it up. T My God, ’
Jerry says, "761 years old and here I am dancing like a

bananahead. ~ The toteboard goes up. ““vou're my good luck



charm, Jerry says to Ed, voice pitched low and sincere,
and kisses him on the cheek.

10:52 pm: A representative of the Teamsters hands Jerry
a check for $200,000. I m not sure, but I believe he s the
Teamsters vice-president in charge of this sort of thing.

10:57 pm: Jerry introduces Maureen McGovern: "“To most
this lady of song is known as a world-class entertainer

. . 7 Maureen sings "“Jazz Bird. = I have started openly
eating cookies. These things are great. Pure sugar. I feel
like I could lick the whole world. Not beat it, mind you,
actually lick it. I know it s strange, but that s how I
feel. I don t know. Maybe I ve already seen more of this
show than one person should see.

11:07 pm: ""There are few true legends in show business,
but this man is one of them,  Jerry says, bringing out Joe
Williams. Joe Williams is wonderful. Class will tell.

11:30 pm: Ed: “Hiyo." The charm of this 1is starting to
wear a bit thin. The 11:30 crowd i1s real lively—perilously
close to a Standing O. "'Our next guests have brought new
dimensions to dance music as well as to rock,  Jerry says,
introducing Oingo Boingo. This seems a bit overstated to
me. Oingo Boingo is genuinely terrible. Maybe this is
because it s not exactly a CBGB s crowd they're playing to,
or maybe it’s because they seem to be singing to a muddy
pre-recorded backing track which no one can hear very well.
The audience stares back at them in frank bafflement,

wondering almost audibly why they couldn t have gotten

Frank cr Sammy or even Mr. Rich Little in their segment. It



occurs to me as my mind wanders that before I go to bed I
will hear Ed say \‘Hiyo" enough times for one month of
Tonight shows.

11:44 pm: It s guarter to three in the morning back home
in New York, which means that the car alarm under my window
has been wailing for about 40 minutes. I am starting to
miss 1t.

11:50 pm: Jerry: "Here s a lady who really walks with
style and who really sings with style, and we re very glad
to have her walk and sing right here—Miss Susan Anton.

""We re gonna do for you here in this midnight hour,

Susan says dramatically, the band vamping behind her, " the

blues. ~ Well, sure. When I think of that great Afro-
American art form, Susan Anton s the first perseon I think
of. Look, let s talk straight here. Susan Anton is gorgeous—
I am studying her miniskirt even as I write this—but Bessie
Smith she isn t. People in mini-skirts should not attempt
to sing the blues. Oh, I'm SOrry. I'm starting to be S0
tired and the sight of Susan Anton yowling her way through
a big-beat rendition of "'Strange Things Are Happening = is
making me cranky, and I'm out of McCookies besides. In a
few minutes it will be midnight—a new day. I'm thinking of
how nice it would be to go outside and breathe some of that
fresh desert air. Now Susan is singing Bob Dylan/s

N

Forever Young. This 1s a problem. Remember what we re
here for, Susan cries over the music. Go to your phones
and make those calls so everyone has the chance to stay

forever young. The woman next to me looks at her



watch.

12:00 midnight: Jerry tries to thank Chief Helen
Rinderspocker, the officer in charge of the naval
recruiters who ferry people around Las Vegas on show day,
mangles her name, goofs on it for a full minute, then says
"'God bless you, Helen. =

12:05 am: Jerry, introducing Julius LaRosa: "'As fine
wines get better, he gets better—vocally and in every other
way." La Rosa is another one of those durable old pros who
wear their years well. He sounds great singing “"Without a
Song."

12:30 am: Jerry's back. No Ed, though—his opening
announcement is on tape. So much for my " “Month of Hiyos"
theory. Jerry introduces Mr. T. Casey Kasem slips behind
the co-host’s podium as Jerry and Mr. T chat. ("I been by
the pool signin  autographs and that. I love bein  here for
the childrens. ~ This is Mr. T talking, not Jerry.) Casey's
appearance 1s problematic. Casey Kasem, as far as I know,
has no signature saying comparable to Ed s \‘Hiyo." What s
Casey Kasem going to do to get the crowd up at the start of
the hour, count down the Top 40? That will take too long,
especially with those interminable trivia questions. I am
feeling very tired, and am beginning to understand the
concept of lower back pain.

Now Mr. T climbs up into the audience, and as he goes
Jerry leads the Lou Brown orchestra in A Pretty Girl Is
Like a Melody. ~ This is damn funny—when Jerry lets himself

slip into unvarnished silliness, he s still a very funny



man. Jerry tells Mr. T to sit, because he’s going to
introduce one of the brothers—Sammy Davis Jr. Sammy is
in midnight blue this trip. Jerry: "“You got something for
me? Lay it on me, man. Jerry and Sammy may be the only
two people left in America who talk this way.

It occurs to me that the advantage of having Mr. T
around is that he makes Sammy look jewelery-shy.

As Sammy sings \\Begin the Beguine," Jerry stands
motionless behind his podium, sipping a milkshake. But when
Sam swings into = Candy Man ~ Jerry starts banging the
podium hard with his right hand. The crowd claps along. The
director cuts to a shot of Mr. T sitting in the audience,
waving his golf cap in time. I feel like I am trapped in a
Fellini movie.

When the song ends Sammy and Mr. T meet at center stage.

"If I can t sing like you," Mr. T says, "Tat least I can
come out and shake the people hand. =~ You are a classy
man,  Sammy tells him. "' mean that. ~ Mr. T exits to a

huge ovation, leaving me to try to figure out just what it
is he does for a living. Whatever it is, he has apparently
done it here tonight.

12:53 am: Jerry brings out " someone who will surely
bring you pleasure—the one and only, the inimitable Mr.
Norm Crosby." Crosby describes the telethon as "an upper
in a time of downness.

1:20 am: At some point between now and dawn I want very
much to go outside and look up at the stars. But I am

saving this for that real-dark-night-of-the-soul time,



husbanding it the way guys in prison look forward to their
hour a day in the exercise yard.

1:40: Every day in the Port of Miami, = Jerry says
from behind the podium, "“they re picking up a billion
dollars worth of cocaine. If I can get a child out of a
wheelchair, I don t care where I get the money." Am I
hearing this right? This is very bizarre. "'I don 't condone
what you people do. But I sure would like to share some of
that loot with you. And to the guys on the take—don t take
so much. Give us a little. ~ He laughs a little nervously,
as if suddenly realizing that maybe he's gone a shade too
far. \\Casey, follow that! ' Casey, sincerely: T Jerry,
nobody could follow that. ~ I didn't really expect to start
hallucinating until about 9 am, but I guess I was off by a
few hours.

1:45 am: A truly marvelous original, a great comedian—
Mr. Gary Muledeer. ~ Muledeer sings a song about drinking
too much beer and going to the bathroom on somebody else’s
shoes. Casey is smiling widely. Casey has been smiling
widely for the last eight hours. Casey looks a waxwork.
Among Muledeer s props: a rubber-tipped dart arrow, three
wind-up frogs, two rubber chickens. I'm remembering
something Richard Belzer once said: ""Props are the enemy
of wit. = ' ‘How about that? ' Jerry hollers. ""Is he nuts
or what? ~

1:55 am: Julius La Rosa is in the co-host s spot. What
happened to Casey? What kind of wimp is Casey? Ed did hours

and hours and in that spot, and Casey barely two.



2:02 am: Harry Blackstone, Jr, the magician. Aha. I see.
Casey apparently took off so he could appear in a box trick
for Blackstone.

2:19 am: A cutaway is in progress and Vegas is off the
air. Down on the stage the crew is setting up a bunch of
multi-colored sawhorses. I have this terrible fear there’s
a dog act coming up. Judging from the size of the
sawhorses, though, which are a good three feet high, 1°d
say they'd have to be big dogs—Newfoundlands, say, or Black
Labradors. To the best of my knowledge there are no
performing Newfoundlands, even in Las Vegas. Too placid and
phlegmatic. Well suited to sheepherding, but poorly made
for acrobatics. I believe I have started to babble.

2:24 am: Worse than I thought. A bunch of clean-cut
fresh-faced kids in multi-colored satin warmup jackets have
started to gather around the multi-colored barricades.
Unless this is some sort of high-school drill team salute
to ' 'Les Miserables, ~ which I doubt, I'd say they're some
kind of professionally clean-cut and fresh-faced singing
and dancing troupe. Meanwhile, a new group of folks takes
seats in the audience. For just a second I wonder where on
earth these people are coming from—apparently nice normal
people, walking all scrubbed and cheerful into an airplane
hangar in the middle of the desert in the middle of the
night. A picture pops into my mind: row upon row of big
green pods out in the sand somewhere. Then I remember: this
is Las Vegas, which explains everything. And nothing.

2:33 am: Thunderous applause. Jerry walks out looking



fresh as a daisy. God, how I hate him for that. I am
starting to think about how nice it would be to sneak back
to my room and watch a couple of hours on TV. This, of
course, would be wrong. My employers did not send me 2000
miles so I could sit in a hotel room and watch TV like a
normal human being.

Uh oh. Down on stage, things are even worse than 1°d
feared. The clean-cut fresh-faced kids are apparently
something called " The Young Americans,  introduced by
Jerry as " “ambassadors of good will, ~ which is never a
good sign, and they are lip-synching some sort of salute to
the '50s. Not that it s any recognizable song—it's more of
a Generic Tribute to the 50s. I can tell it s the "50s
they re generically saluting because the central lip-
syncher is wearing a black leather cycle jacket. " oh
yeah!" the Young Americans shout, and it's over. Oh
yeah!!" Jerry shouts. " "And they'll be back! ~ Now he’s
thanking Maxwell House, " donor of coffee to pledge centers
across the country." Coffee. This is so cruel.

2:46 am: Jerry brings on Jerry Vale, describing him as
‘‘about the best at what he does, ~ which praise sounds
fainter every time I think of it, but never mind. Vale 1is
singing Y "7i1,” " a song which held no particular
resonance for me until this moment. At this moment it 1is

the most profound thing I have ever heard. You know what

else? Jerry Vale has the most amazing hair. It's the color

of a platinum watch, and swept up high on one side like

meringue. I cannot take my eyes off Jerry vVale s hair. The
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high school kid(;uts his arm around his date as Jerry sings
"'What I Did For Love. I heard Priscilla Lopez sing this
in ~'A Chorus Line ~ in Los Angeles in 1977. Priscilla had
nothing on Jerry Vale. Maybe that should be the other way
around. She had nice hair too, as I recall, but nothing to
compare to Jerry Vale's. I am transfixed by Jerry Vale s
hair as I write this. Oh, and one more thing-maybe it s the
extreme angle from up where I'm sitting, but did you know
that Jerry Vale is extremely short. 1°d say 4 feet 6. I
note this for two reasons. 1) It's been a long time since
I've slept. 2) I can t remember what the second reason is.

2:57 am: Jerry introduces Kool & The Gang. Kool & The
Gang are appearing here at Caesar s, in the Circus Maximus
room, but appear on tape. Jerry praises them lavishly
anyway, for “being here when we needed them. ~ I'm
confused. Jerry, yg;gg here. Kool & The Gang are on tape.
Do I gquibble?

3:24 am: It is an absolutely perfect night. The air is
warm and dry and smells very faintly sweet, like
honeysuckle. The sky is perfectly cliear, and there s a big
full moon out. It s so lovely and peaceful here in the
desert. I manage to take all this in during a mad dash to
the Port-A-John and back.

3:31 am: Sammy Redux. Gray suit, flowered shirt. This
hour s Broadway Blockbuster:  Memories,  from “'Cats.

3:35 am: I am not feeling at one with my fellow audience
members. Our energy levels are—how shall I put this?— so

widely disparate. They come in fresh every hour like



Dunkin  Donuts, whereas I, somewhat in the manner of Ol’
Man River, just keep rolling along. (Sammy is singing " “The
Lady is a Tramp ~ down there, with new lyrics interpolated:
"“Jerry Falwell is a friend of mine . . . "" Did I miss
something?) I feel like we ve drifted apart, my fellow
audience members and me. They re so up, and I'm so tired.
They're so excited by every new number, and I-well, I've

seen so much here tonight. Could it be that I ve had, as

David Letterman puts it, "“more fun than humans should be

N 4

allowed to have 2 ( \Tramp' is over. The folks loved it.
Jerry: ""This crowd gig;g gonna let you leave.  Sam seems
about to do another number. He s marvelous. The crowd claps
along vigorously to "'On That Great Come and Get It Day."
I mean all of them. Except me, of course. I'm writing this.
House lights up. The camera sweeps the crowd. Hi, Mom.)
Standing O #3.

3:53 am: Maybe it’s me, but the entertainment level
seems to have sagged. The big excitement right now is
watching Jerry humiliate high school and college kids who
are too nervous to make their on-camera presentations.

4:05 am:  The young people are always there. You can

N '

always count on em. —Jerry.

4:27 am: Don t know who s coming next, but I am getting
hip to the stage set and can guess that it will probably be
a rock or R&B act. The crew is rolling out the " Krazy
triangle—-shaped panels on which the lighting people play

Day-Glo spots in the misapprehension that this is the

Summer of Love. I Jjust have time to race to the commissary



and down some fudge, after which I feel good and lively for
about 40 seconds.

4:30 am: I was close on the act. It s the Annete Thomas
and Charles May Ensemble, a gospel choir. Jerry joins them,
mugging along as they sing "‘I'm Blessed. ~ This is pretty
funny, but part of me wonders if it isn t inappropriate.
Another part of me realizes that I'm not in the best
position right now to be making value judgements. Anyway,
the choir is great. A longtime follower of the telethon
told me earlier tonignt (or was it last month?) that
"“Jerry always schedules something to shake things up
around four AM. Like Charo, ~ he added, which gave me
pause. But the choir is terrific—heartfelt, rousing,
fervent. Just what the doctor ordered. They are tearing it
up, and at 4:30 in the morning! Amen.

4:49 am: = One of the most sought-after musical acts in
our business, ~ Jerry says. = Carter and Chenelle. ' Unless
I ve misunderstood, this act is short one person. There
seems to be but one guy singing "‘Tomorrow ~ down there. No
one seems to know quite what to make of this. God, he looks
lonely. Hold it. Here comes Chenelle. aAnd not a moment too
soon. I was afraid I was going to get all the way through
this thing without hearing a duet of " 'Somewhere Out
There. ~ I have a feeling things aren t going well. Jerry
doesn t look lively. Jerry looks like I feel. It s very
quiet in here, except of course for Carter and Chenelle.
Carter seems to have studied up some on Johnny Mathis.

Chenelle s musical antecedents are not immediately



’

apparent. Maybe they're a great act, I don't know. I 'm
remembering a time when I was a boy growing up in
Philadelphia. It was a caring then, and a sharing and a
giving. My parents were always there for me, and they were
marvelous. I know you re reading this, Mom and Dad. You re
fabulous. Don t ever change.

5:12 am: = Our very own Ed McMahon has been hosting an
important series called ‘Star Search, = Jerry says.
Apparently since I've been out of touch these last 12 hours
all existing TV shows have been upgraded. Please adjust
your records: " "Masterpiece Theatre ~ is now  Unbelievably
crucial viewing," and = The MacNeil/Lehrer NewsHour  is
now A matter of life and death. ~

5:15 am: A cutaway. Audiences are no longer being
mandatorily cycled out. ““You ve been a great audience,
Casey says winningly. "“You have the kind of enthusiasm we
need at this hour. Please stay another hour and be our
guests." The crowd oooons appreciatively. Would the fact
that it s FIVE O CLOCK IN THE MORNING have anything to do
with this, Case? Oh, I m sorry. But interesting: even Vegas
apparently has its limits. I'm a little disappointed to
find this out, I have to admit.

There s no longer that graduation night camaraderie
among the audience members. The ones who are leaving leave
quickly, and the ones who are staying sit quietly. I find
myself thinking fondly of the two girls who risked their

lives to sneak me in the cookies and milk, a lifetime ago.

I have to admit I'm a bit surprised at how well I'm



holding up. This reminds of the only all-nighter I ever
pulled in college, during which my roommate and I tried to
cram an entire semester s worth of Greek history into one
night. The difference, of course, was that that night was
more fun than this one.

A few rows down from me MDA National Youth Chairman
Christopher Atkins, whose last memorable movie was  The
Blue Lagoon," is signing autographs. People are awfully
kind.

5:29 am: I think I lost my keys.

5:30 am: Jerry gets Standing O #4.

5:41 am: Jerry thanks Fuji Film in a zany Japanese
dialect.

6:20 am: It may be light outside. I just don’ t know. My
second wind is gone. I feel like 1'd have to get better to
die. I put my head down and close my eyes. I doze.

6:27 am: Hiyo. = I wake with a start. Ed s back. He
gets a standing O, #6.

6:30 am: Jerry gets Standing O #7. That s actually many
fewer than I figured there d be by this time. What planet
do these people come from? Don t they know what time it is?

6:31 am: Jerry: \\Many people tell you the age of the
romantic crooner is dead. Not as long as this man is in
demand—Mr. Don Cherry!'l I perk up for a second, thinking
it's the jazz cornetist and pocket trumpeter, although I
can t for the life of me imagine why Jerry would introduce

him as a romantic crooner. (Doesn t throw me, though.

One advantage of being this tired is that you can laugh at



cognitive dissonance. " "Two contradictory ideas? your
weary mind says. " "Hey, come on in, the water s fine! )
No, this Don Cherry is a lounge singer who belts out " You
Always Hurt the One You Love ~ and then introduces
something called ‘‘Proud to Be an American ~ by noting that
it's very significant."

The long dark night 1s not over.

6:48 am: The Marauding Miners are on stage, a bunch of
guys who . . . umm . . . it's a novelty act. They lip-synch
‘16 Tons ~ while they . . . My descriptive powers fail me.
You had to be there.

6£:50 am: On tape, it s Barbara Mandrell, my nominee for
most unctuous performer on the planet: ""We re so excited
tonight because we re being allowed to be a tiny, tiny part
of the most super marvelous important telethon . . . o

7:30 am: Standing O #7. They seem to pick up in
frequency as the morning goes on. The Young Americans are
back, introduced by Jerry as "“young, energetic American
performers." It s a tap routine this time. "'We gonna lay
some on ya! ~ the 15-ish, white, head tapper cries. I'm
beyond the capacity for wonder. I don t know. Maybe the
Young Americans are the kind of act that is fully
appreciated on eight hours sleep. Or four. Or even one.

7:39 am: Jerry's really dragging. He heaves a heavy sigh
before introducing a corporate sponsor, and what few smiles
there are are very thin.

7:43 am: Three tiny kids in in black-and-white fringed

cowboy outfits are onstage waiting to be introduced. I have



a very bad feeling about this. " “Nathan, Liz and Sarah, ~
Jerry says, "“known as Kentucky Country!" They play
something bluegrassy. Now they re joined by a fourth kid.
extraordinarily tiny. He can t be more than four. The other
three clog dance. God, how I hate kid acts. Oh, forgive me,
Kentucky Country. I'm not a bad guy when I've slept.
Standing O #8.

8:10 am: Jerry conducts the orchestra in "'Strike Up the
Band. ~ Standing O #9.

8:30 am: Jerry comes back from the break to S.0. #10.

8:45 am: On tape, the Charlie Daniels Volunteer Jam does
" Gimme Three Steps." This 1is a great song to drink Jack
Daniel s to and maybe go bust up a honkytonk or something,
but at 8:45 in the morning my tastes run more to the
\\Captain Kangaroo" theme. I think I m getting nitrogen
narcosis.

8:58 am: An unbelievably tiny kid from ““Star Search '
sings Over the Rainbow. ~ If I count right, Judy Garland
had been dead 12 years when this child was born. I wish I
could find something kind to say about this kid. I wish I
could find my keys. But I'm so tired. Standing O #11 for
the little girl. I am beginning to believe that the
currency of the Standing O has been perilously cheapened in
this country. Another song, another S.0. (#12)

It's hard to tell from up here what s on Jerry's mind. I
do know that with six hours to go he has not yet tried to
set his nose on fire with a cigarette lighter, or run

across the stage on the sides of his feet screaming “loH



LAAADY WAAAAIT!! ', two bits which never fail to crack me
up. Does this mean he s saving them up? Or that he s too
tired? I don t know. This much I do know: Jerry is
considered a genius in France.

9:24 am: The people coming in now make me sick. I want
to punch each and every one of them. I can tell, they think
they're better than me just because they slept last night.
I'd get up and tell them about what I did for love, if only
I could get my legs to move. I'm betting on a 9:30 Standing
O from this crowd. They re just the kind of crowd that
would spring to their feet without even thinking. They're
so . . . rested.

9:31 am: Yep. #13. " 'Good afterncon to you in New
York," Jerry says.

9:35 am: Barbara Mandrell again. She tells the crowd
that I admire and respect and love that man so much.

9:52 am:  This is the kind of entertainment you can t
get anywhere else, ~ Jerry says in introducing Bobby
Berosini and his Orangutans." Is this what Jerry Weinberg
was talking about yesterday? Apparently. It s a great act.
The orangutans grab Bobby's butt. He tries to slap them,
but they slap him first. He shoots one with a toy gun and
it falls down. The bigger of the two belches and grunts and
belches. This sure would be cool if it weren t 10:00 in the
morning. Bobby's a little confused, apparently—\\Something
new for you here tonight," he says. And this from a guy
who s been outdoors recently. What hope is there for me?

10:30 am: S.0O. #14.



10:31 am: Jerry brings out Fly By Night, two
jugglers/unicyclists. Jerry looks on impassively, like the
Godfather. My mind is an utter, peaceful blank-none of that
nasty buzzing and itching behind the eyballs, that hundred-
million-fire-ants-crawling-on-my-brain-stem feeling I get
when I try to stay up a mere, oh, 20 hours or so.

Everything is . . . so beautiful.

11:13 am: They've started turning the audience out at
cutaways again. " "Keep watching, = Ed tells the departing
crowd.

11:18 am: Did somebody turn on a fog machine in here?
There s a nice hazy nimbus over everything. It's really
quite lovely.

11:20 am: A telethon brainteaser: Is it my headache
that s keeping me awake? Or is it sleeplessness that’s
causing my headache? Either way, I'm grateful.

11:30 am: A shocker: Standing O #15 fails to materialize
among at least half the audience. Call this one Standing O
#14 and a half.

11:52 am: The toteboard curns over to $22,301,614.
“‘Yeah! ' Jerry cries. Go, and do! With the thing! ’

11:53 am: Casey: ""The #1 record this week is, of
course, La Bamba.  Jerry starts babbling in mock
Spanish. Casey enunciates, as i1f he has learned each
syllable phonetically: 'Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha, ha, ha! To get
serious for a moment . . . A gasp goes up from the
audience as Charo and her dancers enter. I don t believe I

have ever seen anything like the outfit Charo is wearing.



It is pink, with sequins and rainbow-colored ruffled
sleeves. = The kick, the joy, ~ Jerry intones, “Uof
listening to the one and only, the incomparable Charo.
Charo sings Madonna’'s ' La Isla Bonita, = and I'm too
stunned by her sleeves to absorb the full import of this
for a moment. When I regain my composure I realize that
what I m witnessing is a cross-cultural love thing, a true
sharing, a caring and a giving, and I feel blessed. Then I
black out for a moment, my head hitting the seatback in
front of me with a nasty whack.

It's at times like these that I miss the Merv Griffin
Show so much.

The crowd applauds. Charo shrieks in response—not a

musical cry, but a full-throated bloodcurdling screech,

like this: = AAAAIIIEEEE!!1 ~ Back home in New York a sound

like this would bring armed police response literally
within hours.

The question of Charo’'s accent vis-a-vis the amount of
time she has spent in this country—which I believe to be no
less than two decades—is too fat a pitch to be swung at by
someone who 1s as tired as I am.

Well, we re cookin now. Charo is singing, yes, "La
Bamba,  and Jerry is shrieking along in mock Spanish which
I believe is pidgin for ' OHH, LAAADY WAAAITITT!!

12:31 pm: " How can you noct go out cookin , Jerry asks
rhetorically, " when you present a guest like this next
young lady—Miss Lola Falana!  To some sort of big-beat

pseudo-gospel thing, Lola suggests that "“everybody put



your hands together," and everybody does. In Vegas this
phrase carries the same persuasive power as a New Jersey
cement contractor s suggestion that you might like to
consider buying his product. Many hundreds of hands clap.
Lola works the fringes of the crowd like a Southern
Democrat. I am desperately afraid she s about to come up
into the audience. She suggests that everybody get up.
Everybody gets up. This is creepy—sort of like Nuremberg
with a backbeat. Why didn 't people respond this way to the
real gospel number a few hours ago? Standing O #16 and a
half. I wrote that last sentence before the song was
actually over. I wasn t wrong. Now Lola's bumping through
""New Attitude. This is Vegas. This makes Charo’s act
look downright innocent (which, in a way, I guess it 1is).
Standing O #17 and a half. Jerry: "“That s show people for
you.

1:02 pm: Hulk Hogan enters to a staggeringly loud
ovation. I think it's pretty lovely that this giant is
here, ~ Jerry says. The Hulkster tells an incomprehensible
story about working out this morning at the hotel. I'm
reasonably sure it would be incomprehensible even with some
sleep.

1:55 pm: Time has ceased to have meaning. The tote goes
over last year's total, to #34,103,874. Jerry cries.
Standing O #374.

2:07 pm: Jerry and Ed, with five minutes to fill, are
singing some kind of specialty number. I can barely make

out the words. One line goes: You re one of my favorite



fellas/You re swell and you re nifty and nice

2:15 pm: It s the last cutaway. I never thought I1'd live
to see the last cutawvay. I'm so happy I could weep. Please
don’'t get me wrong: it is great work they ve done here. But
it is not designed to be seen in one big gulp. What have I
done? and can I possibly sleep enough aours to make up for
it between now and tomorrow morning, wnen my plane leaves
for New York?

2:31 pm: Sam Fashion Update: a tux with loosened bowtie.

"To be this big a cog in this machine," he says.,  this

love happening . . . "" Now he’s singing ""What Kind of
Fool Am I? ~ This sure is a blockbuster final segment. I
wish I could be here for it. Yet another Standing O. Sam:
"'I tell you this from my heart and my gut: I have never
sung that song with more emotion that right now, because of
this occasion. = Jerry:  Yeaht! '~

2:45 pm: Now there s a mad rush of CEOs to get their
donations on the air before 3:15. 35 million from the
firefighters, $%4.5 million from Southland. Hugs all around.

3:04 pm: A duet, Jerry and Sammy doing surefire
crowdpleasers: ‘\Mammy," \‘April Showers, ~  Swanee,
""Rock a Bye Your Baby. = I can no longer be pleased. I
have lost the capacity for pleasure. 22 straight hours of
Vegas will do that to you. I mean no disrespect to these
marvelous entertainers, but I m so tired. And I sense
another Standing O coming on.

3:14 pm: Jerry sits alone at center stage. "'It’s been a

long day," he says. 'a good day. A good day for mankind.



As saccharine as it may sound, as corny as it may read

my God, what a good day for mankind. ~ He s singing

‘‘vou'll Never Walk Alone. ~ The big, the final Standing
Codle
Ovation, and he’s gone. g::#aé/gf rent—-a-cops lines the
N
stage.

I'm going to bed.



