
.' .tum. to -81 Carroll', /(ey ii, "the,cold-stul-and-concrettt Sound

, .

Ted

yawns all over town. from
Hud!lCln all the way up to 86th Street.
Jim' Carroll,
whiz-kid
went' from
courts to
prep-school uij,ilfofl'lllS
to be about two mirlutc~s

fulli~"edlle:d rock-'n',roil stat·dorn.
EVI~rvltxxJlv was

his teelrl811e-jl.:lnkie

OLA. FROM BUDAPEST IS A BIT mittee'revealed the fa
of a psychic; among other .well as his fans only ght that he
things, and· one a(ternoon not had been nominated jor'8 Pulitzer for
long ago, when she settled into his poetry book, Living at the Mavie$..

.......... her customary front-row seat, When 1 told Carroll that I was strip-'
in NBC's Studio 3A in Rockefeller ping him of his so-called nomination,
Center for the taping of the Tomor-' he said that "some lady" at Viking
row she naturally started Press had written a letter teUing

things and reading life lines . him that Viking to enter his
Lola from Budapest-that's book for Pulitzer competition and that

billed on her business he had since lost the letter. So,
Oiers-offered to hypnotize parently, has Viking.)

when he strolled out to Lola from Budapest cut me off. She
his audience, and he good· was dubious. "I wait till I hear him:'

naturedly declined. from Budapest she said. As a skeptic, she was a defi·
aU her parcels and bags and nite minority member of the studio au

turned to me to check out the old life dience, about half of which was
lines and to ask who would be on the young llnd black-Ieathered-up-with-sil·
show. Lilli Palmer she knew. Maureen ver-chains. I recognized many of the

she knew. Jim Carroll 'she Carroll chain gang (rom bis show the
know. \ night before at the Ritt. It was only

" I said, "he's sort of a sing- his second New York . rock-'n'-roll
a street kid alive with the perf01 as opposed to his poetry

rhythnls of the city. He was even nomi- readi~s St. Mark's and such places
for a Pulitzer Prize for a' poetry -but there was no doubt he was th~

and. " hottest -ticket in town in a season
(Oddly \;P~JUl)Jll,' a phone call a feyv when rOCk's big events, like the Plas·

later Pulitzer Prize com· malics' CadiUacexplosions, were caus-
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, E'S NOT QUITE ,THE SAME
cocky young p~t who was
published as ateensp.er in
T,he Paris Review and had

like Kerouac

1

his corner and had
Anne 8S And had
been one of the best basketball players
in the city and had been a poor Irish
kid who got a scholarship to Trinity
and had been a long-hair-doper.
cool-guy·athlete who excited some peo
ple because he could dunk a ball back
ward and excited because

could dunk a
stoned then

he was a guy:' a
poor thrown In with New York's
rich, he fit in well at He wall a
certified star and he'
was qulck-whtfld his way
through classes and had a street
swagger. and he took out glamour girls
who went to the Professional Children's
School, little foxes were already in
show business. Some of his classmates
remember that he was as swift a bun:
shit artist l!s there was. They still recall
that' he once won; a arm cast to
school to out of or foot-

football, be-
cause everybody could off that .------:------------
he detested physical contact. white and Carroll stretched canvases and
it in The. Diaries shflrpene:d at Rivers's 14th
that book was written between his Street studio lived!n Rivers's gist
twelfth and fifteenth years, some of his Street "I wall only
classmates say 'it was more or, less re- off three or four times a day
written and polished between Carroll's heroin)," Carroll said, to
fourteenth and eighteenth birthdays, high. I wasn't into doing for a life-
and closer to the eightttith than ,the style, just to write and to nod. At
fourteenth. night, I'd' gQ out and make

Jim Carroll and I up Sixth some I
Avenue and stopved in O'Neals' for a there bI1l)ljI-1UU!lnj;(

Coke for him and a beer . me. He is was
off drugs and drinks occasional to zoo and meet my connection
shot of tequila. He id at the fountain on 72nd near the
memory of the time had his stomach a I'd meet him at
pumped .out after mdst of a be-
fifth of Sf/otChnd then passing out in panoramas.

, "'-',.

and
kind

of eSpeCil!lIy so the
arena of rock POl=t~f-"prlovi,des a con

sensibility
inarticulate who went the

Jim Morrison in the wake of
whlo rUlOu,ght Patti Smith was visibly

out autograph hounds
Manilow. The him in the

no-morals the show. He's still
~wY~ ~

aU if that has:,pelled
like Lou just so ' back to
it's still cold·steel-and-concrete 'fomia. gone to kick smack
sound of the city, a sound that provides and methadone, was that he got mugge:d
a alien soundtrack for outside Radio City the mugger

in-or who to wasn't Carroll's $300
in. nose for him.
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Gr,avitv" Lola, from Budapest's facial
eXI,re:ssi()Os seemed to indicate that she
was up a re-evaluation of Hm
Carroll. is your opinion?" she
asked me. 1 said I thought that the
jury was still out and that 1 liked some
of what he Lola from Budapest
gra.spe:d my, hand and Shook her head:

has no emotions. He is schizo-
\ptlrerl\lii. drug addict.

I couldn'tbHng myself
to lell her that those were precisely the
qUiBililies required to become a rock·'n'·
roH star circa 1981 In this town. The
requirements are stricter than the col·

WAS THEY SAID
I was Carroll
was me 1li8 we walked east
on 54th crossed Broadway
after his band rehearsed one after-

noon. .,Mesmerizing. That was the word.
ThaI's got me into rock 'n' rolL"
. I remembered a chilUng moment from.
his Ritz show. I was siuing at a balcony

3q. feet above the true-grit fans
in front of the stage, where Car·

roll was hal£-chanting and half-singing
"Nothina is ("everything is per
rn;lttp,i'" which strikes me as half-baked

but you never know how
actually chart their

aCI;or,dil1lg to pop-music lyrics. I felt a
"u,.u~u pressure on my shoulder and
turned to see a pale man cUmb-

on my table. me," he
I need to jump YO~lr table

here:' why?" I asked, trying to
stan before he or someone he ml~ht

, land on badly: "That'll wh~t he
wants me to do," the young man said,

toward the stage. "Well," I
graibbing his ankle, "he told me he

want you to kill yourself." The
man smiled vacantly and climbed
off the table and patted me on

the head: "You're a good man." He
wandered singing "Everything is
pel·miUel~."
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