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...Form;p«funkw poet, basketball legend ]1m Carroll was the hot- :
test ticket in a season when rock’sibig-events were causing yawns...”

OLA FROM BUDAPEST IS A BIT
of a psychic/ among other
things, and- one afternoon not
; long ago, when she settled into

in NBCs Studio 3A in Rockefeller

Center for the taping of the Tomor-’

row show, she just naturally started

divining things and reading life lines

and such. Lola from Budapest—that’s.
the way she’s billed on her business
cards and fliers—offered to hypnofize
Tom Snyder when he strolled out to
warm up his sudience, and he good-
naturedly declined. Lola from Budapest
adjusted all her parcels and bags and
turned to me to check out the old life
lines and to ask who would be on the
show. Lilli Palmer she knew, Maureen

Reagan she knew. Jim Carroll “she\

didn’t know. .

“Well,” I said, “he's sort of a sing-
ing poet, a street kid alive with the
rhythms of the city. He was even nomi-
nated for a Pulitzer Prize for & poetry
book and . . "

{Oddly enough, a phone call a few
days later &the Pulitzer Prize com-
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well as his fans only ¢

her customary front-row seat

mittee revealed the fact ﬁt Carroll as

‘ ght that he
had been nominated for'a Pulitzer for
his poetry book, Living at the Mavies.

When I told Carroll that I was strip-’

ping him of his so-called nomination,
he said that “some lady” at Viking
Press had writien him a letter telling
him that Viking intended to enter his
book for Pulitzer competition and that

he had since lost the letter. So, ap-

parently, has Viking.)

Lola from Budapest cut me off. She
was dubious. “I wait till I hear him,”
she said. As a skiptic, she was a defi-
nite minority member of the studio au-
dience, about half of which was
young and black-leathered-up-with-sil-
ver-chains. [ recognized many of the
Carroll chain gang from his show the
night before at the Ritz. It was only
his second New  York | rock-nroll
performanc&—-—as opposed to his poetry
readings af"St. Mark’s and such places
—but “there was no doubt he was the
hottest - ticket in town in a season
when rock’s big events, like the Plas-
matics’ Cadillac explosions, were caus-

. new album, Catholic Boy, and that great ©

ing giant yawns all over town, from .
Hudson all the way up to 86th Street.
Jire’ Carroll, former teensge junkie,
whiz-kid poet, basketball legend who
went from Lower East Side asphalt
courts to hardwood-floored gyms and
prep-school uniforms at Trinity, seemed
to be about two minutes away from
full-fledged rock-'n’-roll stardom.
Everybody was talking about the re-
publication of his teenage-junkie book,
The Basketball Diaries, and sbout his

teenage flame-out song, “People Who
Died,” from that album that had be-
come an»underground-radic sensation
even before the album came out, and
that had people in radio tip sheets, like
the influential FMOB Album Report,
saying radio things like **‘People Who
Died’ is phono-matic sales stirring
rock” and “best new cand.tdste for hot
phones,”

A young poet whom Ted Berrigan
called “the first truly new American
poet,” who was signed 1o Rolling Stones -
Regords, and whose New York rock
debut, last July at Trax, featured no less

4 Photographed by Jody Caravaglia,
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didn’t, but the combination of fire and
ice—hardly new, anyway, in any kind
of performance and especially so in the
arena of rock poetry—provides 8 con-
veniently articulated urban sensibility
for the urban inarticulate who went
into cold storage after Jim Morrison
died and who thought Patti Smith was
" a pale substitute and hid out downiown
during disco,gnd Barry Manilow. The
no-morals majority, of the hard-core
New York rock fanatics doesn’t mind &t
all if Jim Carroll sounds a little bit

like Lou Reed or David Bowie, just so .

it's still the cold-steel-and-concrete
sound of the city, a sound that provides
a personal, alien soundtrack for those
who don't fit in—or who like to think
they don’t fit in.

When Jim Carroll finished “Wicked

Gravity,” Lola from Budapest’s facial
expressions seemed o indicate that she
was working up a re-evaluation of Jim.
Carroll. “What is your opinion?” she
asked me. I said I thought that the
jury was still out and that 1 liked some
of what he did. Lola from Budapest
grasped my hand and shook her head:
"“He has no emotions. He is schizo-
‘—‘_phreggg. Maybe drug addict. Maybe
‘homosexual.” 1 couldn’t bring myself
. to tell her that those were precisely the
qualities required to become a rock-'n’*
roll star circa 1981 in this town. The
requirements are stricter than the col-
lege boards.

I was mesmerizing,” Jim Carroll
was telling me 88 we walked esst
on 54th and crossed Broadway
> after his band rehearsed oneafter-
noon. “ Mesmerizing. That was the word.
That’s what got me into rock ‘n’ roll.”

WAS VULNERABLE,BUT THEY SAID -

I didn't even mention that to Carroll
as we walked along 54th, the main
reason being that he was already nerv-
ous enough about even existing os a
semi-public person without taking on
the burden of the psychos who turn up
in the wake of any known face. He'd
been visibly shaken by the press of
autograph hounds who: had trapped
him in the NBC lobby after the Snyder
show. He's still getting his street-smarts
back, he laughed. One of the first
things that happened to him when he
moved back to New York from Cali-

fornia, where he'd gone to kick smack

and methadone, was that he got mugged
right outside Radio City and the mugger
wasn’t satisfied with Carroll’s $300 and
came.back and broke his nose for him.

E’S NOT QUITE THE SAME
cocky young po€t who was
published as a teenaser in
The Poris Review and hed
people like Jack Kerousc

and William Burfughs cheering from.

his cornef and had Allen Ginsberg and
Anne Waldman as friends. And he 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 pioneer long-hair-doper-
cool-guy-athlete who excited some peo-
ple because he could dunk a ball back-
ward and excited other people because
he could dunk a ball backward while
stoned and then write about it. Even
though he was a “scholarship guy,” a
poor kid thrown in with New York's
rich, he fit in well at Trinity. He was s

certified star basketball player and he

was quick-witted enough to bluff his way
through clisses and he had a street
swagger and he took out glamour girls

. "I remembered a chilling moment from_. who went to the Professional Children’s

his Ritz show. I was sitting at a balcony
table, 30 feet above the true-grit fans
packed in front of the stage, where Car-
- roli was half-chanting and half-singing
"“Nothing is true” (“everything is per
mitted”), which strikes me as half-baked
Nietzsche, but you never know how

-+ many people actually chart their lives

&

according to pop-music lyrics. I felt a
sudden pressure on my shoulder and
turned to see a pale young man climb-
ing up on my tablé. “Excuse me,” he
said, “1 need to jump ‘off your table
here.” “Well, why?” I asked, trying to
stail him before he or someone he might

- iand on got hurt badly. “That’s what he

© wants me to do,” the young man said,
gesturing toward the stage. “Well,” |
said, grabbing his ankle, “he told me he
doesn’t want you to kill yourself.” The
young man smiled vacantly and climbed
down off the table and patted me on
the head: “You're a good man.” He
wandered off, singing “Everything is
permitted.”
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School, little foxes who were already in
show business. Some of his classmates
remember that he was as swift a bull-
shit artist as there was. They still recall
that he once wore a fake arm cast to
school to get out of Haseball or foot-
ball practice—especially football, be-

cause evervbody could tell right off that ®

he detested physical contact. And while
it says in The. Basketball Diaries
that the book was written between his
twelfth and fifteenth years, some of his
classmates say it was more or_less re-
written and polished between Carroil’s
fourteenth and eighteenth birthdays,
and closer to the eighteign'th than the
fourteenth. o

Jim Carroll and I turned up Sixth
Avenue and stopped in O'Neals’ for a
Coke for him and a beer for me. He is
off drugs and drinks only fgn occasional
shot of tequila, He stillhas & rancid
memory of the time he had his stomach
pumped .out after chugging mdst of a
fifth of scotch and then passing out in

P ~~

e

Latin teacher.”

Street studio and lived in Rivers's 9ist

the snow up in Inwood Park and al- _
most losing parts of his fingers from .
the frostbite. What a drag for s young '
romantic. To this day, the -smell of
scotch turns his stomach, he said as we
slid into a booth at O'Neals’. He lit a
cigarette with jerky movements and
talked in nervous spurts, looking around °
the room at nothing in particular. R

Why, [ asked, has he not identified
Trinity in the Diaries, calling it instead
& “posh private school.,”

“I thought I'd get sued,” he laughed, g

-

and he loosened up & little. “As it Is,
they're all thrilled by it at Trinity. 1
still go up and see Frank Smith, my

FTER TRINITY~—CARROLL
didn’t bother to attend his
graduation ceremonies—he
did a month of college be-
. fore dropping out to be a
star teenage poet and druggie. Artist
Larry Rivers hired him as an assistant,

Carroll, his band, ang friondst “You nead

and Carroll stretched canvases and
sharpened pengils at Rivers’s 14th

Street apartment. 1 was only gelling
off three or four times s day [on
heroin],”” Carroll said, “just to stay
high, 1 wasn't into doing it for a life-
style, just to write and to nod, At
night, I'd go out and hystle, make
some money. | wound up just staying
up there and baby-sitting Larry’s kids,
Which was great. I'd walk them down
to the zoo and meet my connection
at the fountain on 72nd near the boat-
house. On a rainy day, I'd meei him at
the Museum of Natural History, be-
cause he loved those big panoramas.
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