After school, and what our Chaplain referred to as “God’s September draft”, I settled in to life in Manhattan, editing a controlled circulation magazine for several years called Careers for the College Man, a smaller version of the College Placement Annual. I married far too young, and divorced quickly. Became bored with the magazine, and took a spot as in intern (slave labor) at a film editing house on the West Side. Did my time as an assistant, and then as a film editor, working on everything from television commercials to packages of trailers (coming attractions) for King Features and UA, and wound up editing the parody commercial segments for Saturday Night Live. Then a Midwest odyssey, first in Cleveland, then a few years in Minneapolis - directing television commercials and developing a comedy-driven sample reel. I returned to New York, with my new reel tucked under my arm, and spent the next twenty years directing commercials for New York based advertising agencies. After a long illness that was originally caused by ingesting parasites, while making a film for Time Magazine in the Middle East during the first gulf war, I settled in East Hampton. I married again, raised two step kids who are now grown, and unfortunately came to the conclusion that, with the kids now gone, my wife and I had little left in common. So I'm divorced now, and living in Florida, attempting - as so many geezers do - to write it all down.  One of the two books I’m writing, “The Last Time I Saw Jesus”, is about growing up in the Forest Hills Gardens, and is also a rather unforgiving look at Catholic education during the time of ‘duck and cover’, back when everybody liked Ike. I have bittersweet memories of growing up in the Gardens, but can’t imagine having gone through childhood anywhere else. Probably my most enduring memories of the Gardens were those Friday Night dances at the Community House, after the Varsity basketball games. I can still see Diane Montgomery and Betty Welsch doing the lindy to Buddy Holly records.

 Well, that's it - doesn't sound like much, does it? I have few regrets. Along the way, I've had a rewarding career doing something I would have done for free, done good work, made lasting friendships, and have had more than my share of adventure and fun. A quick thanks here to Jeff McGann for creating this cyber-venue for all of us. So far, in addition to Jeff, I’ve exchanged e-mails with Bobby “Tot” Taylor, Tommy Cook, Ellen Fitzsimons, Ed Muendel and his sister Barbara; and look forward to reacquainting myself with many more old friends.
*
