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			Introduction to the 
2014 Edition

			It’s taken all of forty-five years to get the mud out of our pores, but there are some things about Woodstock that won’t wash away. Forget about the vibe; vibes come and go. The effects of the brown acid have finally worn off. Peace and love? A noble, albeit archaic, concept. They even managed to get traffic moving on the New York State Thruway again—though just barely. Yet for all the event’s remnants eroded by time, Woodstock remains the cynosure of a generation with a conflicted identity.

			A great many hippies morphed into a species that swapped their bellbottoms for a Prada suit, their VW vans for a BMW SUV, and spare change for a 401(k). Others craving more civil liberties became libertarians, while those prophesying free love wound up prostrate, in divorce court. Who of us vowing to share the land ever suspected we’d land a jumbo mortgage? Or vote for a guy who pledged to end welfare (well, maybe not him)? In any case, a lot of screwy stuff has come down the pike.

			Boomers persist in embracing Woodstock as a warm, fuzzy keepsake; a special moment from their past that continues to burn in their loins like a first love. There is ample justification for it. Woodstock sets them apart from earlier generations that followed a narrow, buttoned-down script for their lives. It establishes them as rebels, lovers, freaks, allowing them to say to themselves (as mortgages and private-school bills pile up), “I’m the kind of person who once took off for three days to camp out in the mud, listen to music, and let it all hang out.”

			What a difference four decades make.

			Real life distances us from what happened at Woodstock in August 1969. The festival that weekend was one of those cosmic markers that defined a generation. The fabulous sixties had a glutton’s share of ’em—JFK, the Beatles, Dylan, Warhol, MLK, Easy Rider, Vietnam, sit-ins, be-ins, Jimi, the moon landing among others, but Woodstock celebrated it all. It brought the decade’s true believers together for one last lovely blowout, where anything and everything seemed possible. All the rapturous idealism and exuberance that had been fermenting since the counterculture reared its scraggly head culminated in the free-form rendition of “The Star Spangled Banner” that all but capped the festival’s program.

			However, on Monday, August 18, 1969, when the clean-up crew moved in to clear away the detritus, the spirit of the sixties seemed set to disappear in the mists of time. What eventually became known as the Woodstock Generation said its good-byes, hit the road, and buckled in for a bumpy ride. The intervening years have not been kind. We may have been stardust and golden, as the poet proclaimed, but getting ourselves back to the garden has been one hell of a grind.

			Music remains the touchstone. It was the promise of music that lured us to that field in White Lake, and it is the music that endows its legend. No lineup of acts has been assembled before or since that defined an entire generation, not only for its groove, its taste in music, but its attitudes and politics as well. Sure, the gods—Dylan, the Beatles, and the Stones—were absent, but their apostles certainly delivered the goods. Looking at the festival’s roster of performers today, it becomes clear that the music is a soundtrack for the ages. But hold on a sec, I’m getting ahead of the story.

			That Friday morning, August 15, 1969, I got up early to see two carloads of my friends off to points unknown in upstate New York. The Woodstock Music and Arts Festival was in everybody’s ear. It seemed like the whole world was headed there. I was nineteen, a few weeks away from starting my junior year in college and smack in the middle of the rock and roll culture. An especially agile guitar player, I’d done my share of gigs and had a record collection that earned as much attention as my class books. There was a seat reserved for me in any one of those cars. All I had to do was say the word.

			A note of full disclosure: I didn’t go. That’s right, the guy who wrote the book about Woodstock—the guy who, at the tenth anniversary party, was fingered by those responsible for putting the festival together as the only person in the room who knew the entire picture and had all the residual poop—was home, in Reading, Pennsylvania, that weekend, mowing the fucking lawn. And seething. Oh, was I in a deep, dark place! I’d spent hours in front of the tube watching news reports of the most incredible event of my life go down . . . without me. Worse, I was going to hear about it ad nauseam from my buddies on the ground.

			I can’t tell you why I didn’t go. Suffice it to say, Woodstock caught me flatfooted. Perhaps I didn’t realize how big it was going to be—or how important. By the end of that weekend, following hours worth of soul-searching (and not the least bit of self-flagellation), I had a new perspective on the culture—and on my life. I fully understood Woodstock’s significance and the transformative quality of the performances. There was something spiritual, otherworldly, about the festival’s essence. The crowd, the scene—it was messy and loud and teetered on disaster. There wasn’t a legitimate game plan from one moment to the next. But the chaos was its own kind of poetry. The vibe there, like our collective vibe, ran on its own good steam. No one knew where this was headed, nor cared. The audience, to borrow from Jack Kerouac, was made up of “the mad ones, the ones who are mad to live, mad to talk, mad to be saved, desirous of everything at the same time . . . but burn, burn, burn, like fabulous yellow roman candles.”

			Studying the news feed as it evolved that weekend, I saw in the faces of those on the screen a wide-eyed, irrepressible abandon. I know, I know—they were stoned (just for appetizers). But most of us that age had grown up under the threat of nuclear annihilation, hiding under our school desks and looking to the skies. At Woodstock, however, they were under the stars, looking outward, heaven-bound, just two weeks after the first men had walked on the moon. The cosmos from that vantage was limitless and secure. There was a feeling that things were moving in the right direction, that a sane and rational voice meant enough to matter.

			So much had shaken us in the intervening years: the assassinations of JFK, Malcolm X, Martin Luther King, Jr., Bobby Kennedy; a war in Southeast Asia that continued to claim our closest friends; civil unrest in our colleges and communities; the draft, protests, race riots, Agnew; the Chicago Seven; Chappaquiddick; the demonization of John Lennon by J. Edgar Hoover. Ideology pitted neighbor against neighbor, children against parents. America’s soul, its fundamental quality, was turned inside out. Its Norman Rockwell image had grown ugly and nightmarish. No matter what, we weren’t headed back in that direction. A new order would no longer be Rockwellian, but there was hope that it would be replaced by something equally upbeat.

			Woodstock was certainly a legitimate template. The temporary community that formed on Max Yasgur’s farm functioned on welcome, camaraderie, cooperation, respect, joy, and peace. It was utopian in every respect, a pop-up society whose flash, spontaneous origin precluded status or disunity. Michael Lang, Artie Kornfeld, John Roberts, and Joel Rosenman were its perfect architects. Dipolar opposites—hippies and suits—they had come together, rife with suspicions about one another, and stumbled on this idealized scheme. From the beginning, their crew labored with harmony and purpose, and from that arose the festival’s core. There is no doubt in my mind that their spirit was contagious. Max’s farm was consecrated ground.

			Years after the festival ended, I couldn’t shake my sense of stupidity for missing the experience. It had become clear that Woodstock was a moment, an aberration, not the linchpin of a new world order. It happened—and it passed. Attempts to replicate the magic fell short. Woodstock was followed by Altamont, the breakup of the Beatles, Kent State, and the deaths of Janis Joplin, Jimi Hendrix, and Jim Morrison. The society that formed in the aftermath wasn’t the conformist society that preceded it, but valued passion, creativity, individualism, and freedom from stultifying restrictions. Yet it was beset by other conflicts. The “we” that was the Woodstock Generation began to splinter. Hippies fought for their own piece of the rock. There was still a sense of doing something important, working toward a goal, but it became individualistic, as opposed to an ensemble effort. All of which left me scratching my head.

			I dearly wanted to attend Woodstock, I wanted in. In an effort to recapture those three days in August 1969, I decided to retrace the steps that led to the festival. Ten years after the last chord rang out over Max’s farm, I set out on an odyssey—a personal reclamation project, if you will, that brought me into contact with practically everyone responsible for getting that remarkable weekend off the ground.

			My timing couldn’t have been better. Peoples’ recollections of the event remained relatively sharp and, perhaps more important, free from the upholstery that often pads our memories decades later. Better yet, most were still alive and eager to talk. So many hands had contributed to the cause, and it wasn’t until years afterward, when the shock of the festival had finally worn off, that they understood the important roles they had played. It was finally time for them to reflect, to make sense of this impact.

			Two of the principals, John Roberts and Joel Rosenman, had already written a memoir about Woodstock, a funny little book called Young Men with Unlimited Capital that read like a CliffsNotes account of their experience. The cast resembled amiable cartoon characters; many were hidden behind pseudonyms. The narrative was humorous but myopic. I immediately gleaned this version was thin, at best, and had a bone to pick with their hangdog colleagues, Lang and Kornfeld.

			Both Roberts and Rosenman were accessible. They were involved running a fairly successful New York recording studio that I had actually worked in on occasion, and a phone call brought them into the fold. They had offices in a building adjacent to the studio, on West Fifty-Seventh Street, which is where I found them one morning in 1979. Together—they were always together. This was no partnership of convenience, but something much deeper and true. They had the kind of friendship that I envied, lacking rivalry or ego. And they had each other’s backs. Roberts was a big bear of a guy, more Gentle Ben than Smokey. He had a button-down conservative facade that clashed with his personality; the short Haldeman haircut, oxfords and chinos, and wire-rim banker’s frames belied a playful self-image that endeared him at once. Rosenman, wiry and darker, had a harder outer shell. He struggled to play the éminence grise, but succumbed to an inner tug. While Roberts traded in common sense, Rosenman had the passion. He’d done some amateur acting and was a musician of note, and I got the sense those qualities constituted his demons in the venture-capital circle in which he and Roberts traveled. In any case, they made an enviable team.

			They had also just emerged from an extended period of grieving. For longer than either man had expected, they’d shed tears over the ruins of Woodstock, which had cost them dearly. Roberts had lost his inheritance to its creditors. And the tangle of post-festival legalities, from licensing to endless lawsuits, short-circuited their livelihoods. Just when it seemed they could put it all behind them, I waltzed in the door.

			“Gentlemen, prepare to relive the festival all over again.”

			I didn’t actually say that to them, but you could see it on their faces. Instead of balking, they ushered me into a closet-size room down the corridor with wall-to-wall file cabinets. “Welcome to what’s left of the Woodstock festival,” Roberts said. “It’s all yours.”

			Everything, they’d saved everything—all the memos, schedules, blueprints, ledgers, even the contracts with the bands. Tickets, thousands of them, lay wrapped in rubber bands. I had almost forgotten that tickets were superfluous. Ultimately, hardly anyone paid their way into Woodstock; John Roberts had picked up the tab. Sifting through folder after folder, I realized what a bonanza this represented. Collectively, it was a blueprint for the festival, from its inception to its last futile gasp.

			But Roberts and Rosenman knew they weren’t off the hook. If the story was going to be recounted with accuracy, they’d have to endeavor to walk me back through the details. It meant reliving the whole exasperating mess, at least from their points of view. They were willing, at last, to get it off their chests.

			Artie Kornfeld and Michael Lang were tougher customers. Unlike Roberts and Rosenman, who strove to put the festival behind them and move on, Kornfeld and Lang continued to ride high on its fumes. They had more invested in preserving the legend and portrayed it in a gauzy, mythic light. Kornfeld, whose Woodstock responsibilities were more ceremonial than hands-on, had more to lose by cooperating with me. As a member of the presiding quartet, he’d achieved hip celebrity that refused to vaporize after the initial fifteen minutes of fame. Woodstock was burned into the cultural consciousness. Artie reigned as one of its cocreators. He was the self-professed “Pied Piper of Woodstock,” a name partly derived from the 1965 hit song he’d written for Crispian St. Peters, but also indebted, I suspect, to the itinerant Hamelin musician who led children away, never to return.

			When we eventually met, he was all of that and more. Artie was one of the happiest and go-luckiest men I’d ever encountered. Woodstock, to him, was a total hoot, all about altitude, getting high on the vibe and the music and whatever else came one’s way. He was childlike in his objectivity, a proponent of the rose-colored glasses he actually wore. Still, Artie had an insider’s frame of reference that was offered in good faith, and I mined his knowledge at every turn.

			Michael Lang, on the other hand, was elusive. Sneaky elusive. He knew, from the others, that I was closing in on the story and opted to make me chase him for his side of facts. “Give me a call after you’ve spoken to everybody else,” he said, when I presented my credentials in an early phone call. Okay, I agreed to play by his rules. For months afterward, I combed the country, tracking down and interviewing his crew until, eventually, he had to take me on. Not so fast, buster. If I wanted to interview Michael, I had to do it 35,000 feet above the site, on a coast-to-coast jet. In first class. Fasten your seat belts.

			The festival had been Michael’s baby from the get-go. He was a crafty guy, with a vision as big as Montana and a determination not to let anything stand in his way. But Michael’s chief asset was his cunning. He had the ability to knock anyone off their stride, to make one feel as if they were somehow inauthentic but could gain street cred by gravitating to his way of thinking. It was chilling to watch him in action. He could simply look at an opponent with his beatific grin and feel them get smaller and smaller. Both John Roberts and Joel Rosenman explained how they were putty in his hands, even when they felt he was screwing them into the ground. It’s Michael Lang’s unique power and he played it for all he was worth.

			Woodstock became Michael’s trump card. Ten years after the festival, he had parlayed his Woodstock fame into a record label deal and fronted a management company that included Joe Cocker, among others. Moreover, he’d become the face of Woodstock, the star of that gorgeous documentary film of the event, and its chief benefactor. Early on in the weekend, he’d detached himself from the backstage machinery of the festival—thus, from the mounting responsibilities—and lost himself in the groove. It wasn’t in his best interests to have that story told.

			Still, all four promoters devoted themselves to my quest, and once that happened, all the dominoes fell. As the months passed, the missing festival crew members who had slipped back into civilian life or gone underground or just plain disappeared began calling me to relate their experience, to make sure I got the story right. It was like working on a paint-by-numbers canvas. I knew what the festival looked like in my mind, its general outline, but the subsequent interviews began filling in the bigger picture. Finally, when the last story was told, I was able to allow myself a stroll across the site, across Max’s farm, which was an experience that, trust me, I cannot put into words. I’ll leave it to your imagination. Only one thing remained for me to piece it all together.

			Which brings me back to the music. From the opening chords of Richie Havens’s epic version of “Freedom” to Jimi Hendrix’s chilling national anthem, there is hardly a finer anthology of rock music anywhere on record. Woodstock was a city of sound, and the roster of performers who graced the festival’s stage remains, with some notable exceptions, the essence of sixties rock and roll. The mix of acts, much to Michael Lang’s credit, was quirky, quirky perfect. The performances were quintessential, heroic. For many, their appearance at Woodstock was career-making and enduring. Consider that the festival introduced Joe Cocker to the States, served as the debut of Crosby, Stills, Nash and Young, put Santana on the map, all of whom continue to pack houses forty years later. Imagine listening to Janis Joplin at the top of her voice, thinking that no one could follow such an act, before she ceded the stage to Sly and the Family Stone. Picture the Who, destroying everything in sight, while several hundred thousand kids, zoned out of their minds, watched in goggle-eyed awe. Tim Hardin, the Band, the Dead, Joan Baez, Creedence . . . they summed up what was happening in music at a time when music was the cultural currency. It gave voice to what the generation was thinking.

			The story of Woodstock is an adventure—and an artifact. There is much to be learned about dreamers and their dreams, about who we were and what we handed down. It’s not so much a nostalgic trip as a rite of passage. Take it from me, after ten years’ worth of regret and retribution, I eventually got to experience the festival from a vantage point that few get to see. Now it’s your turn.

			Go on—sit back, drop on a few well-chosen records (if you still have ’em), and light up a fat one. For god’s sake, don’t take the brown acid! Turn the page and enjoy the ride.
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			Miracles are propitious accidents,

			the natural causes of which are too

			complicated to be readily understood.

			—George Santayana

			We are the music-makers,

			And we are the dreamers of dreams,

			Wandering by lone sea-breakers,

			And sitting by desolate streams;

			World-losers and world-forsakers,

			On whom the pale moon gleams:

			Yet we are the movers and shakers

			Of the world forever, it seems.

			—Arthur W. E. O’Shaughnessy, “Ode”
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			The Nation at Peace

		

	
		
			CHAPTER ONE

			Four Champions Fierce

			From the beginning, the script reads like an MGM musical comedy of the 1940s . . .

			—BusinessWeek
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			A shrill alert penetrated the apartment’s unruffled silence, startling the two young men inside. John Roberts, who had been dialing a long-distance call, vaulted toward the wall intercom and slapped the Talk button.

			“Yes?” He automatically switched fingers to Listen. The doorman’s heavily accented response crackled: “Meester Mike and Meester Arth.”

			Roberts peered over his shoulder to the velours couch where his friend and partner, Joel Rosenman, was probing the circuitry of a disabled transistor radio.

			“Don’t look at me.” Rosenman shrugged, looking up from his surgery.

			Roberts depressed the Talk button again. “Just a moment,” he said, and walked over to his desk. He flipped open a tan leather binder and ran his finger over a dog-eared page. The cryptic entry in his appointment book read simply: Lang/Kornfeld, 3:00. It was scrawled across the bottom of a page dated “Thursday, February 6, 1969,” a day that Roberts and Rosenman would forever inscribe as the moment of maculate conception, the birth of the Woodstock Generation.

			“These are the two guys Miles sent over,” Roberts remembered. “I forgot all about it.”

			“Me too,” Rosenman said. “They’re looking for money, right?”

			Roberts said they were and instructed the doorman to allow their guests into the building. He and Rosenman had halfheartedly agreed to see Lang/Kornfeld on the recommendation of Miles Lourie, a prominent music-business attorney, who represented an impressive roster of contemporary recording artists that included Ray Charles and Paul Simon. Lourie had heard through a mutual acquaintance that Roberts and Rosenman were rolling in investment capital and had called them a week earlier with a proposition.

			“My clients have a unique approach to a recording studio,” Lourie had said, holding back on the details. An old legal hoofer at heart, he played his cards slowly and with a dealer’s reserve. Lourie, in fact, considered his clients’ concept to be both economically sound and enticing, so much so that he was willing to represent it on a contingency basis. With the proper pairing of individuals, he envisioned everyone—including himself—profiting quite handsomely.

			“All I’m asking is that you spend a few minutes with them, listen to what they have to say. And by the way, John, don’t be put off by their appearance. They look a little different than the type of people you and Joel are accustomed to dealing with, but I think you’ll find what they have to say refreshing.”

			The last thing John Roberts and Joel Rosenman wanted to do was to waste time listening to would-be tycoons with a penchant for sound systems and superstars. A few months before, after several false starts in private enterprise, they had been referred to a similar cartel intent on building a recording studio; that liaison had resulted in their involvement in a project called Media Sound (in which Roberts and Rosenman had become partners), that was now underway to their utmost satisfaction. Why should they waste their time mulling over an identical proposal?

			Still and all, Miles Lourie was considered a moving force in an industry they were entering. It wouldn’t do them any harm to be in his favor in return for a few minutes of their time. So John Roberts had consented to see Lang/Kornfeld at their convenience.

			“You know anything about these guys?” Rosenman asked his partner, straightening up the pile of electrical scrap on the coffee table.

			“Only that their first names sound like Meester Mike and Meester Arth—whatever the hell that means,” he said, shaking his head discontentedly. “And . . .” And, by the way, John, don’t be put off by their appearances. The lawyer’s words came back to him as he straightened a few things on his desk. It was a peculiar statement for a lawyer to make about his clients.

			“And?” Joel waited for Roberts to continue.

			“Uh, nothing,” Roberts said evasively as the door bell rang. “It wasn’t important.” And he moved in front of Rosenman to answer the door.

			It wouldn’t be Roberts’s last appointment with this mysterious duo, although many of their subsequent encounters would not be arranged so easily—so exasperatingly easily! For years to come, there would be moments when he would wonder in how many ways the course of his life might have been altered had he politely refused Miles Lourie’s request. How indescribably empty it might have been—the colossal dream, the creativity, the excitement, the gamble, the recognition, the fame. Each memory invaded his senses the way a tilt-a-whirl whips a screaming child in and out of environmental focus. And after the legendary ride was over—when all contrasting recollections of enchantment and chaos had been sifted by perspective, by time—the inconceivable conclusion he always reached never failed to astound him: that given the chance, he would pull the magic lever and take the ride all over again.

			

			 • • • 

			Oliver Goldsmith once wrote that “friendship is a disinterested commerce between equals.” If, in reality, there was ever an invisible line of demarcation drawn to define their worth to one another, neither John Roberts nor Joel Rosenman paid it any mind. Their friendship from the start was a genuine marriage of trust and admiration, neither lopsided nor doubted. If one of them needed advice, the other became father confessor; if there was a difference of opinion, a compromise was eventually reached. It was that sort of give-and-take relationship, with impregnable bonds.

			Roberts, a solid, bullish young man with pink dimpled cheeks, twinkling brown eyes that were dead giveaways in a poker game, and tousled, chestnut hair parted to the side, was three years younger than his friend. He had been born in New York City in 1945, four days before the German armies surrendered to the Allied forces, and grew up in a small New Jersey army town. John’s maternal grandfather, Alexander Block, was one of the early East Coast pharmaceutical empire builders. When he died in 1953, Block Drugs was divided among his children. Elizabeth Roberts, his only daughter, inherited one third of a company grossing upwards of twenty million dollars a year behind such nationally renowned products as Polydent Toothpaste, Tegrin Medicated Shampoo, and the Pycopay line of accessories. But Elizabeth herself had been sickly, and it was not long after her father died that she, too, passed away at the age of thirty-nine. She was survived by three sons: William, born in 1937; Keith in 1943; and John, her third and last child. John, who was eight years old at the time of his mother’s death, with his two brothers, became a beneficiary of the Block Drug wealth.

			Alfred Roberts, John’s father, was left somewhat unprepared for the task of raising three sons, and he attempted it with diffidence. He was forty-six when Elizabeth died and never felt comfortable around Keith and John. “You’re going to wind up a bum,” he’d constantly berate John, who regarded school as primarily another social event.

			In 1961, John preserved the Roberts family’s Ivy League tradition without fanfare, and enrolled at the University of Pennsylvania. His going to college was merely intended as “doing the right thing” and, thus, he exhausted four years away from home, “having a great time and sliding by.” Anyone evaluating his years at college would have summed them up in two words—fraternity and friends.

			While an undergraduate at Penn, Roberts befriended a senior predental student named Douglas Rosenman, whose academic bravura complemented Roberts’s open contempt for discipline. It wasn’t long, however, before John came to realize that beneath the academically polished, all-American exterior, his new friend was tortured by a streak of insecurity. He was obsessed with the versatility of an older brother named Joel who seemed to have the aggravating habit of excelling in everything he attempted—and, to hear Douglas tell it, Joel had attempted everything at least once. It was not spite that Douglas nurtured, but jealousy, born together with love and admiration, the most painful kind of all.

			Roberts soon tired of hearing about Joel’s exploits and was determined that if he ever got hold of this living legend, he’d seek revenge for the number he had done on his friend Douglas.

			All things considered, facing graduation, John Roberts was already a man of means in search of ways. He had inherited a cache of four hundred thousand dollars on his twenty-first birthday, and he was entitled to three separate payments of one million dollars on his twenty-fifth, thirtieth, and thirty-fifth birthdays. Accordingly, money, in the ordinary sense, was not a concern. However, he didn’t care merely to live off his inheritance. But the question of what to do with his future remained. Oh, he was a talented horseman, could shoot eighteen holes in the low seventies on a good day, read about as many books as any member of his family, had an easy time acquiring and holding friends and, if one were to base an estimation of his coeducational finesse on the number of dates he had, an expert with women. But, while most of his friends (and women) devoted their full time to preparing for responsible careers, John Roberts was tensely biding his time. In the end, he was just another college kid burdened by millions of dollars.
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			The summer of 1966, what Newsweek billed as “the longest, hottest summer . . . the roughest in years,” was the watershed for rebellion against the status quo. From then on, America’s youth emerged as a group to be reckoned with. Suddenly, complaisance was designated as a treasonable offense by the young vocal masses: you were either for the draft or you evaded it; you supported the black power movement or you were a racist; you advocated the legalization of marijuana or you were a redneck. You took a stand and defended it. Everything had the potential for erupting into a passionately fought cause, and “right on!” provided the perfect wash. Within weeks, the lines were drawn across all traditions. It was child against parent, youth against the Establishment. No one knew what to expect.

			By early June, for example, just before the University of Pennsylvania staged its graduation exercises at the wonderfully prehistoric Civic Center, the United States publicly admitted that it had conducted the first tactical bombing missions over Hanoi. Responding to Senator Fulbright’s charge that the country was “succumbing to the arrogance of power,” President Lyndon Johnson countered by advocating that “we must continue to raise the price of aggression at it’s source.” Students, who saw that price as being fixed relatively high in Washington, answered him by raising a phalanx of middle fingers. They saw themselves as apostles destined to change the course of history. And they were fired with determination.

			Roberts watched this awakening skeptically, but he was a worried skeptic. He was cautiously amused by the movement’s electricity but wondered where and how he would fit into it. He walked through commencement exercises shell-shocked, as one who had been abandoned in a crowd of strangers. Wherever he looked, his fellow Penn classmates filed past him, swelling with the pride of decision—an emotion he sorely lacked.

			To others, John acted confidently. It was time, long past time, in fact, to make a few decisions about his future. He acknowledged to himself that if he made a clean break from the past, he’d be well on his way to standing on his own. At age twenty-one, it was something less than a prophetic revelation.

			

			 • • • 

			Graduation left John Roberts a displaced person on uncharted seas. He had no ambition, not even a glimmering of a concrete objective he could genuinely pursue. That was his singular punishment for inherited wealth. And he’d overcome it, he was convinced of that. His family harbored the hope that he might elect law as being as likely an alternative as any, but John put an immediate end to that; law placed too much emphasis on personal discipline.

			Instead, he applied to the Annenberg School of Communications in Philadelphia on a part-time basis to study writing and literary criticism. He would have preferred entering Annenberg as a full-time student, but to escape being drafted and shipped to Vietnam, he had joined an army reserve unit at Fort Monmouth and had no idea when he would be called up to fulfill basic training. To keep him busy the other three days of the week, he accepted a position at a Wall Street brokerage firm as a research assistant.

			Roberts tried to be a conventional businessman. He dabbled in the stock market, but his trading of securities was purely amateur (“speculative” being a term reserved for professionals who take educated risks) and took on a frightening, albeit recurring, characteristic: John handed Wall Street his money, and they handed him even less in return. Still, there didn’t seem to be anything else looming in the future with which to occupy his time.

			One afternoon John picked up the phone and was surprised to find an old friend on the other end of the line. Douglas Rosenman invited John to spend the weekend at the Rosenman family home in Long Island. “We could play a little golf, take in a few movies—you know, just take it easy, like old times. My brother, Joel, is out here. He’s taking his bar exam, but will be finished in time to play golf with us. He’s dying to meet you.”

			The name caught John completely off guard.

			He was tempted to tell Douglas to make it another weekend; however, his curiosity got the better of him.

			“You’ve got a deal, Douglas. Let me finish up here, and I’ll see you Friday evening.”

			Joel joined them at a nearby golf course on Saturday morning. Much to his surprise, it was a thoroughly enjoyable interlude for Roberts. His apprehension was abated somewhat when he discovered that Douglas had come to terms with their previous rivalry. John, in fact, found himself enchanted by Joel. On the basis of previous descriptions of the older brother, he had expected an egotistical snob who would swagger across the course with them while playing his own unblemished game of par golf. Instead, he was charmed by Joel’s friendliness and good-natured self-mockery; a young man of ordinary appearance and modest self-respect.

			Joel Rosenman was of average height with active moonbutton eyes that seemed to balloon with excitement; Joel’s aquiline face resembled a Shakespearean actor’s chisled, expressive features: cheekbones set high above gaunt cheeks, a jaw jutting forth from a thin, tight mouth. His black curly hair flopped along the sides of his temples and, from afar, he gave the impression of a shaggy dog playfully loping across a field. John was overwhelmed by Joel’s carefree spirit, and they immediately struck up a relationship. By the end of the weekend, they had agreed to share an apartment in New York, where Joel was going to work at his uncle’s law firm.

			A month later, John Roberts and Joel Rosenman scoured the city in search of a place of their own. It took them two days to find an apartment within Joel’s relatively conservative budget. But, more important, they spent most of that time locked in conversation. They opened up to each other in ways they had never thought existed. And at the end of those two days, John was convinced he knew Joel better than anyone else who had ever touched his life.
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			As a youngster, Joel Rosenman had developed a reputation for being a wise guy, rollicking in devilishness. He was a highly intelligent child, perky and aggressive, whose drive was shifted into high gear when it came to calling attention to himself in any manner possible. In school, at community functions, in a group of friends, Joel was constantly “on”—entertaining the way a comic creates his own applause, mostly at the expense of those around him. He had great energy, though; it billowed like contagious laughter and he drew others into this wonderful, fantastic child world with indefatigable verve.

			There was hardly a time in his life when Joel Rosenman had not attempted to buck authority in one way or another. As a child in Cold Spring Harbor on Long Island, he was coddled by parents who indulged him the way one overlooks a genius’s eccentricities. His father was an orthodontist, constantly on the move between his three suburban practices, and had precious little spare time to devote to a hyperactive son. As a result, Joel became a serious behavior problem, and he was bumped around from school to school in order to keep him slightly off balance.

			When it came time to consider college, Joel’s first reaction had been to put an abrupt, premature end to his formal education. But, like John Roberts, he succumbed to social pressure and enrolled at Princeton in the fall of 1959. Four years later, though, he was faced with still another leg of this now familiar dilemma: what to do after school was finished. The idea of continuing on to graduate school was not an appealing one and, yet, there was nothing more tangible on the horizon. He had no desire to teach, no attraction to commerce; though he was an artist of considerable merit, he foresaw the limitations of art as a profession. Law attracted the majority of his classmates, and Joel, totally oblivious of his stake in the future, decided to go with the flow.

			In 1962, Joel Rosenman entered Yale Law School for many of the same reasons he had entered Princeton four years earlier. It had a good reputation, he could “bullshit his way through” with a minimum of effort (although while at Princeton he had to buckle down), and it would delay his having to make a decision that, he thought, would handcuff any future independence. Before long, he formed a college singing group that entertained at local clubs and hotel bars and was good enough to be booked as a lounge act at the Showboat Hotel in Las Vegas during summer breaks.

			His current situation was not much better than John’s. After law school was finished, he had been stranded on the podium, diploma in hand, waiting for inspiration to strike him.

			It was common practice for recently graduated lawyers to comb New York’s gray-flanneled firms and to grovel for the chance of filling some deserted cubbyhole where they could apprentice their trade. Joel, however, had exhibited nothing but disdain for the tradition—and he could afford to. While his classmates knocked on doors, opportunity beat its own path to Joel Rosenman; his uncle’s practice was well respected and well connected, and he was welcomed there with open arms. But, like Roberts, he did not enjoy having success handed to him.

			The Princeton Trio, as Rosenman’s college group was called, was in demand on the coffee house circuit. They performed at a few celebrated New York clubs and were even scouted by Columbia Records’ talent acquisition genius John Hammond, Sr. Hammond quietly took Joel aside one day and told him that Columbia would be interested in having him sign a record contract—but without the rest of the trio. Rosenman pondered the offer but eventually turned Hammond down, not wanting or willing to put in the necessary time or face the frustrations of a career in professional entertainment. Instead, he decided to slug it out as an associate in his uncle’s prestigious law firm. He could still sing on his own time, and with a little luck, he might be able to settle down for a while.

			Joel found that this pleasant picture of life was overturned by this reality: practicing law was even more dull than studying it. It was mundane, it was disciplinary—burdens he had so carefully avoided in the past. The thought of sharing an apartment with someone possessing the “sporting vitality” John Roberts exhibited was galvanizing to him. Here at last was the answer to some of his problems.

			It wasn’t long before John Roberts, too, realized the scope of their relationship, their interdependence, and upward mobility. He was certain that Rosenman was the one person on whom he could rely for friendship and motivation; Joel was assertive, a bit too cocksure of his own potential, skeptical of the counterculture—all qualities John was convinced were essential to his own growth.

			The decision of Roberts to leave the Annenberg School of Communications in March 1967 and to pursue a business relationship with Joel Rosenman was anticlimactic. Joel, in turn, resigned his position at his uncle’s firm with the hope of never returning to law. In all, he had been there less than six months.

			

			 • • • 

			Roberts was determined to continue his writing in one aspect or another. He had received rejection slips from all of his magazine submissions to date, but he got personal gratification from his work and was willing to wait patiently until some astute editor stumbled onto his talent. Joel also thought that writing would suit him, and they ascribed to the theory that two heads collaborating on manuscripts were better than one unpublished writer banging his brains against the wall. Furthermore, they reached the decision to write for television. That medium, they agreed, had the greatest potential for easy riches and instant fame, and it was a respectable career choice—one that their parents would be able to understand.

			Joel had recently seen the movie The Landlord starring Beau Bridges and had identified with it from beginning to end. Its story line went something like this: A young man from a wealthy Westchester family inherits a tenement in Harlem and decides, against his parents’ vehement protests, to become the resident slumlord. The young man’s cunning soon wins over his angry tenants. And, of course, the predicaments he finds himself involved in from one extreme to the other are hilarious. Joel surmised that this was a universal concept, and they could adapt a similar story line for a series format. Their show would be about two men in their early twenties who pursue nutty business ventures and always manage to get themselves in over their heads; as the hour reached its end, the pair would be extricated by the miracle that somehow is television. (A year later, this farcical scenario would come back to haunt them in living Technicolor.)

			It took Roberts and Rosenman about a week to write a proposal, which they rushed off to a television series packager who loved the idea. All he needed to cement a deal was a half-dozen episodic themes.

			The only problem that stood between the amateur screenwriters and their creating a television dynasty was that, when it came to business, they were so inexperienced that they couldn’t come up with a single insane business venture for the show. Everything they tried looked flat on paper.

			At one point, however, John remembered that his brother, Billy, had at one time or another placed an advertisement in the newspaper looking for business capital.

			“You’d never believe the assholes who responded,” he told Joel, barely able to contain his laughter. “Every wacko in the county—no, excuse me, in the world—wrote in with their get-rich-quick schemes. It was a fiasco for Billy, but it kept us hysterical for weeks.

			“Look, who says lightning doesn’t strike twice! We compose an ad to lure these guys back out of the woodwork, and we’re bound to wind up with the same type of idiotic schemes Billy got.”

			Joel finished the thought. “Instant zany business ventures for the series.”

			“Exactly.”

			Three days later, on March 22, 1967, the following ad ran in the “Capital Available” classified section of the New York Times and the Wall Street Journal:

			Young Men with Unlimited Capital looking for interesting, legitimate investment opportunities and business propositions.

			The box at the respective papers to which reply was to be made was held in the name of Challenge International, Ltd., and, although the inquiries were to be “treated in the strictest of confidence” as protocol required, no disclaimer was made concerning the irreverent manner in which they were going to be used. The entire affair, as far as John and Joel were concerned, was to be played strictly for laughs.

			The result was as expected: a prized collection of featherbrained offers. Sexual apparatus outdistanced the other inventions by nearly two to one. A man in Des Moines tendered an electric gadget guaranteed to bring about an orgasm with “shocking results.” There were edible golf balls with subpar aftertastes, flying telephones that would land in one’s lap upon ringing, a refrigerator that was programmed to inform its owner when it was out of certain staples, and an account of a proposed instrument designed to induce woodchucks to sing. John found one claiming that, for a mere $150,000, its author could tap the power from the eighth dimension. It was a carnival of absurdities. On the basis of the amount of preposterous mail they were receiving, they’d have enough material to get them through six years’ worth of shows.

			But not all of the ideas were laughable, and John and Joel found themselves intrigued enough by the feasability of some of them to investigate further. Eventually they realized they had stumbled onto a career. They had thoroughly enjoyed researching the plausibility of an investment and recognized that there had to be thousands of similar undeveloped opportunities waiting to be spawned. They were already endowed with perhaps the most scarce natural resource: John’s money. And with a little help from their friends, Roberts and Rosenman let it be known around the New York business community that they would entertain any idea exhibiting commercial promise.

			By early 1968, they had looked into a variety of business propositions, but nothing had come of it. Just when it seemed that they’d have to abandon Challenge International for something more concrete, a singing coach told Joel about a friend of his who was involved in an interesting project that needed completion capital. He sent Rosenman and Roberts to a man who, with a partner, had raised $66,000 for a planned recording studio. They explained that there was a severe lack of studio space in midtown Manhattan compared to the amount of contractual work offered by the recording companies.

			Joel and John researched the material that was presented to them, greatly expanded on the concept to insure its financial soundness, and decided to see it through. It was something they would, indeed, be able to finance and finish; and it was both reasonable and secure. Their ensuing investigation substantiated that it was a long-term business, one that would regenerate itself in terms of profit. After checking further with John’s investment counselors, they decided to accept an equal partnership in Media Sound Studios and, by the fall of 1968, construction was underway in a renovated church that they had purchased on West Fifty-seventh Street.

			It was during this time, while supervising Media Sound’s design, that they began to consider what their next project would be. Appointments had been made and kept regarding an assortment of ventures, but so far, nothing had turned up that interested them. The old anticipation began to creep up on them again, the way firemen get jumpy when it’s been quiet for too long between fires. And just when it looked as though they needed a vacation away from the financial war zone, Miles Lourie called.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER TWO

			Estranged Bedfellows

			What wretched—what miserable monster have I created?

			—Dr. Frankenstein
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			On February 6, 1969, already a few minutes late for their three o’clock appointment, Michael Lang and Artie Kornfeld got out of a Checker cab on Lexington Avenue and walked the short distance along Eighty-fifth Street to the new apartment building where Challenge International Limited had its headquarters. It was a crisp winter’s afternoon, one of those days when people moved briskly from the pavement to warmer enclosures.

			Once past the doorman, Lang and Kornfeld took the elevator to the thirty-second floor where they spent another minute or two picking out 32-C from a maze of numerical sequences over the apartment doors. John Roberts answered the door and invited them inside. As Michael and Artie stepped into the narrow foyer and removed their coats, the four boys exchanged an embarrassing rush of introductions to circumvent the culture shock they simultaneously experienced. Roberts wore a tailored, navy blue Brooks Brothers suit; Joel, dressed more comfortably, had on a yellow V-neck sweater over a white shirt and tie and gray slacks. Michael and Artie were hippies! Artie was “head shop mod,” a suburban hippy, the diehards would call him, polished and practiced. His leather vest was expensive and covered a tasteful multicolored shirt with a pointed collar open at the neck. His bronze hair was long but sculptured, resting delicately on the back of his collar. As East Coast director of contemporary music for Capitol Records, he dressed so that he could attend conferences with artists as diverse as the Beatles and Nat King Cole without going through a costume change.

			John and Joel were startled by Michael Lang’s very presence. He was . . . well, in his own words: “real groovy,” like Saint Exupéry’s Little Prince. He seemed to glide when he crossed the room, in a shuffle that allowed him to slink unnoticed into the nearest corner but, in fact, drew attention by its very peculiarity. John, leaning against the piano, stared open-mouthed as Michael crossed in front of him and took a seat on the couch. He had seen kids like Lang hanging out on street corners asking for change and in newsreels about the hippie movement, but never before had he come into such close contact with anyone of Michael’s ilk in a business dealing.

			Lang, like Kornfeld, was dressed casually, although Michael’s eclectic appearance was heavily accented by the coarseness of his street clothes: worn, faded jeans ripped and patched at the knee, scuffed sneakers, and a frayed leather vest draped over a T-shirt. His small, round face looked twice its size framed by a garland of long brown curls—like an Elizabethan actor’s wig, Joel thought—and he carried a leather bag in place of a briefcase. John sized him up as an urchin. It would be a topic of amusement for the cocktail party he was going to later that evening.

			“Uh, Miles told us that you gentlemen have an interesting proposition,” John said, following them into the living room.

			“You got it!” Artie said, cocking his thumb and forefinger like a loaded pistol. He settled into the couch along the far wall next to Michael. “We’re onto somethin’ so dynamite it can’t miss. Man, it’s so involved, so fuckin’ outta sight.”

			John and Joel chose armchairs on either side of the couch. What could these people possibly want from us? Roberts wondered.

			“You guys oughta know what we mean right away, your doin’ a studio and all,” Artie continued. “We have this far-out brainstorm for the same type o’ scene but with an altogether different concept; different vibes, y’know: soft and groovy. A retreat.”

			Joel’s eyes asked his partner what two hippies could possibly want with a monastery.

			“Michael’s like really into this already, man. Really. He’s got his eye on this piece o’ land up in Woodstock, a place upstate where this whole load of musicians hang out. It’s pretty groovy—real rustic and laid back, y’know, and guys like Dylan, Tim Hardin, the Band, and the Spoonful live up there. The thing is, man, they’ve got no place to put down their tracks, no place where it’s cool to act natural, do a few j’s, y’know. They’ve gotta travel two hours into the city to make a new album and that’s no good for their heads. We figure we can open a place up there where they can record and where other artists can sleep and eat and just groove on the magic.”

			Michael smiled in agreement. “And with Artie’s situation bein’ what it is at Capitol, he can send a lotta other dudes our way.”

			John and Joel exchanged an impassive glance.

			“Michael’s livin’ up there doesn’t hurt, either. He can hang out with all the music cats and make sure they work with us, y’know, bring their friends around for a little sweetening. Pretty soon, word’ll get around that Woodstock’s the scene to make. Like, wow, man, what a great place for musicians, bein’ there and not havin’ to leave and doin’ whatever they want whenever they want. They can bop into the studio any time they get the urge and don’t hafta leave until they come up with somethin’ dynamite. As a producer, man, I know it’s a group’s dream.”

			“How did you and Michael come up with this idea?” Joel asked.

			Artie waved the question off as though it was a well-known fact. “Simple, man. We have this thing goin’ down together at Capitol. Michael laid a group on me and I was knocked out by them—a group called Train that he’s managing—and we got to know each other super-well. We’re like brothers, man. It took me a while to realize that, when it comes to the rock business and groovy music and all, well, Michael’s a genius at gettin’ things together. He’s one of the real moving forces around rock today.”

			Michael smiled again, although this time he was faintly embarrassed. “Artie comes on a little heavy. He’s the guy, though. He’s been around and knows the score. Just havin’ him along on this thing’ll attract the biggest names in the business. We’ve gotta score big on this one. Can’t miss.”

			“How long have you been in the music business?” Joel asked Lang.

			“Not long. I did some shows in Florida, a festival too. But other than that, I’ve only been here a few months.”

			“But he’s got it all down, man. He knows everything there is to know,” Artie interrupted. “Everything.”

			“How would you handle something like this with your other job, Artie?” John asked.

			“I don’t intend to carry ’em both for long,” Artie said more soberly. “I’ve been tryin’ to unload my gig at Capitol for a while now. And this looks like the thing I need to tell ’em goodbye.”

			“Don’t you think a studio such as this in a place like Woodstock is shutting yourself in?” asked Joel. “You’re asking every recording artist to travel and bring their business to you. And that’s a risky proposition in any book.”

			“No way, man. Once word circulates, artists’ll make it their business to get up there and we’ll be booked solid for years to come. It’s outta sight, man. Just what they want.”

			Roberts and Rosenman looked skeptical, but Michael assured them that he was “in touch” with what was “going down in Woodstock” and how perfect a community it was. He knew what he was talking about and wanted to make his point. “A good top-of-the-line studio and a private lodge is novel. You don’t have to be a Wall Street dude to understand that. It’s innovative, and I don’t think it can lose.”

			“Look,” John interjected, “we really don’t make it a habit of getting involved with something unless we can see it on paper.”

			Kornfeld assured him they would have something for his inspection in a few days’ time.

			“Just out of curiosity,” Rosenman asked, “what do you think something like this retreat of yours would cost?”

			Michael seemed to have all the answers. “About a half million bucks. Not a lotta bread for a gig that’ll pay itself off in a year or two and’ll then be pure gravy.”

			“And we can expand this sorta thing,” Artie suggested. “I have a place in Eleuthra that’s right on the water and real peaceful. It’d be a natural for a second retreat.”

			“Uh, yes. Well, thank you for coming, fellas,” John said, standing up to signal an end to the meeting. The others followed his lead. “Joel and I would like to have a look at the entire dimensions of your studio idea when you get it down on paper. Why don’t you give us a call, and we’ll get together again?”

			“No need,” Michael stopped him. “We’ll have it for you in two days.”

			“A complete proposal? With cash flows and equity splits?” Joel asked. His business acumen told him this was impossible.

			“Sure thing, man,” Artie agreed, slipping into his jacket. “How ’bout if we set something up now? Say, maybe, on the tenth—that’s Monday—at the same time?”

			John and Joel looked at each other with some degree of trepidation. “All right,” they agreed, unable to give them a definite no. It was the only way they knew of getting rid of these characters.

			Without another word, the meeting disbanded.

			

			 • • • 

			If John and Joel were the least bit intrigued by Michael and Artie’s proposition, they kept it well hidden. The notion of tackling another recording studio after getting Media Sound off the ground bored them. It wasn’t at all challenging. John thought it wondrously strange that Joel didn’t just dismiss the proposition out of hand. And, yet, Joel seemed to be of a mind to keep the second appointment with Michael Lang and Artie Kornfeld rather than begging off and moving on to something with more inspired muscle. Joel, on the other hand, was equally surprised that John hadn’t immediately pronounced Michael and Artie “crooks” because of the way they were dressed and their colorful, if somewhat incoherent, vernacular. In his estimation, the deal was uninteresting. But Roberts, though he lived conservatively, was envious of the cultural revolution and secretly wished to be a part of it. Nonetheless, they both agreed that the proposal lacked any new direction for Challenge International. Their problem was they had never learned to say no to anybody. Now they were committed to sitting through another meeting with the hippies.

			Monday afternoon, when Challenge International resumed its discussions with Lang/Kornfeld, the definition of the project was steered slightly off course because of an item in the prospectus. Near the bottom of the typewritten sheet itemizing the costs of the retreat, there was a random notation, an additional expense of a few hundred dollars curtained by the heading: “Concert/Press Party.”

			By this time, John Roberts had succumbed to impatience and fidgeted in his seat. He was totally opposed to becoming involved with this venture. He felt the entire presentation—the motives, the concept, the physiognomy of these so-called confederates—lacked a professional complexion; he and Joel had already agreed not to undertake a duplicate project. He could not fathom why Joel continued to pump them for additional information.

			“What’s this entry here about a press party?” Joel asked, dipping curiously over their papers.

			Artie explained that in order to provide the opening of the retreat with a festive atmosphere and an equally generous helping of publicity, he and Michael thought that a party for the media and other members of the rock music community was in order. They would make an event of it, in true rock tradition. They’d convince the local celebrities to attend and, if they were extremely lucky, to perform. They had also toyed with the idea of putting together some kind of concert with these artists, which would have the potential of financing the entire studio operation.

			“This has real possibilities,” Joel said, completely taken by the subject. “If everyone could be persuaded to be there—Dylan, the Band, everybody—Jesus, it could very well turn into a spectacular!”

			Joel, unwittingly, had succumbed to Michael’s devious talent for seizing an opportunity. Now Lang was off and running with Joel’s enthusiasm for a concert of some kind. Along with Artie, he had tailored the press party to Roberts and Rosenman’s measurements. From the very beginning, Michael Lang had envisioned a full-scale music festival to rival the likes of anything ever put on in the world. The largest facilities available, the most awesome gathering of rock talent on any stage, a massive turnout of people (his people) as thick as a blanket of autumn leaves covering the earth; his own personal party, the likes of which would never be forgotten. Now the opportunity presented itself. Michael’s planning and outlining of a blueprint for promoting such a show had already taken up several months of his life; Artie’s participation, the retreat, and his maintaining a low profile during these preliminary meetings were merely devices for achieving specific results—any results. The elements essential to his master plan, especially complete financial indemnification by a third party, were starting to fall neatly into place.

			John Roberts was slowly (but very carefully) drawn into the fold. At first, he was merely an observer who graduated to being an inquirer. As the afternoon progressed, Roberts began actively participating in the formation of the game plan, often interrupting to make a clear point regarding the financing of the operation. He performed mentally a series of multiplications and arrived at some extremely tantalizing conclusions. Assuming a well-publicized event, with a super-talent drawing card, then according to the information Michael had fed them about previous festivals, they could expect upwards of fifty thousand people to attend their show. In 1967, Monterey Pop had attracted a crowd of forty-five thousand, and Newport, limited by a relatively small jazz audience, still managed to draw twenty thousand people a day. At five dollars per head, they could take in a quarter of a million dollars a day; if they were bold enough to put on a two-day show, he reasoned, they could double or triple their take, depending on the turnover.

			“We can make a goddamn fortune!” John exclaimed in amazement.

			Michael continuously fed the fire, dropping off bits of information like hot sealing wax to cement the even tenor of their conversation. He estimated that the cost of talent—if they went after every top group available—would be somewhere in the area of one hundred thousand dollars with
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