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Chapter
1

 *Foreword by
Jimmy Ryan*

 


 


Jimmy Ryan is a longtime friend of
Carly’s, having worked
alongside her as guitarist, bassist, singer, arranger, and
collaborator for 52 years, and has performed with her on songs such
as ‘That’s the Way I’ve Always Heard It Should
Be’,
‘Anticipation’, ‘You’re So
Vain’, and ‘Let the
River Run’, as well as many of her major albums, tours and
television specials.

 


It was the summer of 1968, a year of
protests and love-fests, and I was a 22-year-old
musician. Curious
and excited about life, and enjoying a career as a recording and
touring musician, I was always on the lookout for the next cool
thing. I left college to make music a full-time job, and so far, no
regrets. Who would have thought that one night in a basement New
York club, an unfamiliar singer in an unknown band would one day
change my life?  Here’s
how it all began....  

On a warm Saturday night in June, bored in
New Jersey, I decided to hop in my ‘66 Austin Healy and take a ride into New York
City. I pulled up and parked on West 46th Street, meeting my
friends and looking forward to a relaxing evening at a club called
Steve Paul’s Scene. We were met at the club entrance by Teddy, the
evening’s host, and were led down the stairs into the noisy, smoky,
underground cavern that was the Scene, a haunt for many a rock
star. The room was filled with music fans and showbiz people, and
the Chambers Brothers ‘Time’ was
playing through the club sound system. At around 10:30pm, while my
friends and I were sitting at our table talking about the usual -
music, politics, whatever, the canned music faded and the owner,
Steve Paul, stepped up onto the small stage and tapped the center
mic. Steve always sported a wide-eyed, deer-in-the-headlights
expression on his face as he looked at the ceiling awkwardly
announcing each show. He, Skipper the karate chopping bouncer, and
Tiny Tim were some of the quirky attractions that helped make the
Scene popular and the go-to New York dive for John Lennon, Jimi
Hendrix, Keith Emerson, Johnny Winter, Joe Cocker, The Rascals,
Traffic, Pink Floyd, The Doors and many other rock stars of the
day. Steve leaned into the mic. “Good evening everybody. Thanks for coming out and joining
us at the Scene. Please give a warm welcome to
Elephant’s
Memory.”

Hmmm - not familiar with that name. Hope
they’re not too loud.
After a few snare drum hits, the usual buzzes from plugging in live
guitar jacks and the obligatory “testing,
one-two, one-two,” they kicked off their set with… a song no one knew. They were okay. I didn’t pay much
attention to them, but when I looked up from my third lime and
lager, I saw a tall, beautiful woman singing lead. It was an odd
match because her voice was far more interesting than their music.
No one in the band mentioned her name, but in a vote of who gets to
stay on the island, I’d say with that voice, she was the keeper. I
didn’t give it much further thought, and continued my conversation
with my friends about Lyndon Johnson’s resignation and how long it
would be before the terrible war in Vietnam would end.

That year I had been recording a third
album with my band, The Critters. We were high school heroes who
made it to the big time with a couple of hits, ‘Younger Girl’, and
‘Mr. Dieingly Sad’. On one of the last mixing sessions, our
producer, Dan Armstrong, showed up with his girlfriend who was a
musician/singer. He wanted her to meet us but mostly wanted to
impress her with his production skills! I immediately recognized
her as the Elephant’s
Memory lead singer I had seen earlier that year. Dan simply
introduced her by her first name, “Carly,”
as they took off their winter
coats and scarves and settled into the control room sofa. When I
told her how much I enjoyed hearing her that night at the Scene,
she seemed to appreciate the compliment but confessed she hadn’t
done much in music since then. I was utterly baffled, but had a
strong feeling her current musical silence wouldn’t last. I was
also starting to lose interest in the Critters and fantasized:
wouldn’t it be cool to be in a band with someone who was THAT good?
Anyway, I thoroughly enjoyed chatting with her while Dan made
comments and suggestions to our engineer about the mixes. The
evening ended on a happy, “hope to see you
again soon”
note. That hope would soon be
fulfilled.

The album we played for Carly that night
barely made it into the top 200 and did not produce any hits. With
the Critters’ subsequent
decline, and no new songs shooting up the charts, our final year
was spent playing high school senior proms and sock hops. After a
depressing gig at a Lido Beach country club on Long Island, I ended
the band. For me, unemployment and financial frustration would
surely be better than a slow, painful descent into irrelevance.
Within a month or two my savings evaporated, and the pressure was
on to look for a day job, anything to sustain me until I could find
another interesting and hopefully lucrative musical project. I
recalled that Dan Armstrong had a popular music store in Greenwich
Village and decided to inquire there. He needed a store manager,
and I got the gig. Things started looking up. His girlfriend Carly
would often show up at the store to meet him for dates, and
occasionally I’d grab a guitar off the wall and we’d sing a song or
two together while waiting for Dan. We all became good friends and
enjoyed double dating, Carly, Dan, my girlfriend, KC, and
me.

I worked at the store for about a year, while
developing a studio musician career during the evenings and days
off. Eventually I gathered enough recording session and Broadway
orchestra work to quit the store, and ironically, Carly and Dan
split up around the same time. She and I stayed in touch over the
next year, both enrolling in the same music copying course at the
Juilliard School. We used to joke about why we were even taking the
course, as neither of us had any ambition to be copyists (the
people who create sheet music when needed for recording sessions or
live performances). Also, the jingle business was thriving in those
days. Carly and I often found ourselves standing side by side in
studios, singing about dish soap, diapers and occasionally when we
got a lucky break, national cigarette commercials. They were legal
then, and I was a smoker, so no foul. Eventually I quit, and both
lungs are still functioning well.

One day in mid-1970, Carly called me to
say she had been signed as a singer/songwriter to Elektra Records.
I grinned ear to ear and cheered in my mind, “YES, finally!!” She asked if
I’d like to play guitar on her upcoming album. This time I said YES
out loud. Before my first recording with her, she played me a song
she had just finished at Jimi Hendrix’s studio, Electric Ladyland.
The band was Carly on piano, accompanied by an A-list group of
studio musicians. From the first verse of the song, my jaw was on
the floor - it was spectacular. She never shared any of her
original songs with me in all the time I had known her, so I wasn’t
even aware she could write. I liked her recordings with her sister
Lucy, but this song was in a category all of its own. The song was
‘That’s The Way I’ve Always Heard It Should Be’, and I immediately
knew it was going to be a huge hit.

I didn’t play on the entire album, but I heard enough of what she
was doing to know her music was going to be very important in her
life and the lives of people all over the world. Her unique
perspective on life, her unusual and mesmerizing songwriting style,
and her beautiful voice, would soon be charming the
masses.

Fast forward: ‘That’s The Way I’ve Always Heard It Should
Be’, her first release, started climbing up the charts, and she was
getting pressure from Elektra to perform live. In early March 1971,
she called me and asked if I’d like to be her guitarist for a
series of concerts at the famous Troubadour in LA - we’d be opening
for Cat Stevens. It was scheduled for April 6th. A dream had just
come true. Not only would I meet and open for one of my favorite
artists, but I’d be doing it with one of my favorite people, my old
Juilliard and jingles, guitar store boss’s girlfriend,
Carly…
and she was about to begin a
journey that would make history, rocketing her into international
stardom.

She asked if I would help her put a band
together. Two musician buddies came to mind. I had recently
returned from a festival tour as bassist with The Crazy World of
Arthur Brown, and I suggested Arthur’s keyboard player, Paul Glanz. I had known Paul
for several years as he had also been keyboardist for the Critters.
Paul and I had recently been jamming with an excellent drummer
named Andy Newmark, so I invited him to her apartment to try out
the combination. They both passed the audition with flying colors.
Unfortunately, as good as Andy was, budget concerns would prevent
him from joining us on this first gig. Instead, we would be using
Russ Kunkel, a legendary LA drummer who just happened to be
available. His current tour with James Taylor had come to a
temporary halt due to James being involved in a motorcycle
accident. Russ was available and eager to work with us. With this
wonderful dream unfolding, Carly and I put together a set list, and
she, Paul and I went through it song by song, coming up with our
instrumental parts, working out harmonies, having meals together,
laughing and jamming, and creating what was to become her live band
and the core musicians for the recording of Anticipation.

The days passed quickly, we became tighter
and tighter, and were super-excited about opening for Cat Stevens
and playing at this famous LA venue that had showcased so many
iconic stars over the years. April 4th was our departure date, and
we gathered that morning at Carly’s apartment on East 35th St. A limo picked us up,
whisked its way through the twisted, intertwined Long Island
highways, and, with all the comfort and luxury of the rock stars we
hoped we would become, gently deposited us in front of United
Airlines at LaGuardia Airport. In my mind, we were on our way to
the big time, and after the Critters debacle, I was
ready!

An odd little aside - Elektra put us up at
the famous Continental Hyatt House on Sunset Blvd for that week.
The room they picked for Carly had a curious bed raised up on a
platform and surrounded by four stanchions, connected by thick red
velvet ropes. I’ll stop
there. The hotel had stories that could fill several chapters all
by itself.

When we arrived at the Troubadour the next
afternoon, the owner, Doug Weston, met us with a huge bouquet of
flowers and an expensive bottle of champagne. We truly felt more
than welcome. Russ Kunkel was set up and ready for us, every bit
the consummate professional we had hoped he would be. He had
already learnt our songs the week before, and the sound check and
run-through went without a hitch. Well, one hitch. They
didn’t have enough mics
to go around, so on songs that I sang backgrounds (most), I had to
sit on the stage floor and sing into my guitar mic. Yes, stiff neck
and a very silly look, but hey, it was Carly’s show, not mine.
Opening night was magical, the venue was packed, and our half-hour
show was met with deafening cheers and a standing ovation. For a
new artist and support act, this was an incredible accomplishment.
If Carly was experiencing any of her well-known stage fright, there
was no sign of it that night. She was absolutely riveting and
received uniform rave reviews from the music press and the many
Hollywood stars who came out to see this new music sensation.
Warren Beatty was one of them. Whatever you’re thinking...
Yep.

That was the beginning of my all-time
favorite collaboration. Year after year, Carly and I recorded
together, performed live at venues like New York’s Schaefer Festival in Central Park,
Chicago’s Quiet Night,
Carnegie Hall, Boston Symphony Hall, filmed two HBO television
specials, commiserated about our neurotic lovers, held hands on
nerve-wracking, turbulent plane rides, and over the many miles that
often came between us, remained good friends.

Though the Critters got me going in the music
business, it was Carly who brought me into the top tier of that
world, introducing me to Cat Stevens, Elton John, James Taylor,
Paul McCartney, Mick Jagger and so many others who shaped and
influenced my music. Of all the amazing guitarists, bassists and
arrangers she chose to work with over her thirty albums, she always
found a place for me on at least one song, and often many per
album.

There are few hearts as big as Carly
Simon’s, few writers of
either music or prose who are her equal, and few who can claim
active, productive careers like hers in the forefront of
international, multi-generational audiences over a span of
fifty-six years and counting. I am eternally grateful for her
including me in this incredible journey, and look forward to the
next time we meet, to either make music or just sip a glass of wine
and reminisce.

 


Final Note: We had planned to meet again in person
on March, 17th, 2020. An all-star, Carnegie Hall tribute to Carly’s
music had been planned, and we were completing the final details of
the production. Then the sad news came from Carnegie that they were
closing down due to the pandemic, and the concert was cancelled. As
of this writing, this disease has put on hold the plans and careers
of almost every live-performing artist, Broadway actors, stage
crews, lighting and sound crews, film crews, recording studios,
theaters, clubs, bars and venues, sports arenas, many hotel and
restaurant workers, agents, managers and support people the world
over. I hope that this wonderful tribute to her will be rescheduled
someday when we eradicate this terrible disease. Until then, all my
love to this incredibly talented woman who lit up my life in so
many ways, for so many years.

 


Jimmy Ryan

August 22nd 2020

 


 


 



Chapter
2

 *Introduction*

 


 


“I find answers to questions I have
about myself in the lyric and melody. My writing is quite introspective,
like a journal in musical verse.”

 


 


It’s no
wonder that Richard Simon’s three girls grew up to be bright,
gifted artists. Born into a privileged and highly cultured family
environment, it was not unusual for them to see the cream of New
York’s artistic luminaries dropping by for lunch at their family
homes in New York and Connecticut. But the story of Carly Simon,
the youngest of the daughters, is a journey from childhood to
immeasurable success that was fraught with physical and emotional
obstacles that would have to be overcome if she was going to
succeed in life.

Beginning her solo career in 1970, Carly became
one of her generation’s
most successful female artists, accumulating in a short space of
time three gold singles and five gold albums without even
undertaking expansive record-promoting tours. Always more
interested in her music than becoming a huge star, Carly likened
herself to contemporaries such as Judy Collins and Odetta, but not
to others who at the start of their careers were creating personas
they would then have to strive to live up to. As a performer she
wanted to be different, and even as a young girl, her mother had
put pressure on her to “stand
out” in her own way. And stand out she did, but
inevitably it came at a cost. As years went by, performing in front
of large crowds would often bring on anxiety attacks, a legendary
stage fright, and a fear of flying that would eventually impact on
her touring. To the chagrin of her record labels, it would also
affect both her public awareness and ultimate record
sales.

But Carly’s reluctance to sing before large audiences takes nothing
away from her amazing voice. Always note-perfect, singing comes as
easy to her as to a trained opera star, her incredible range so
finely tuned that, by projecting a sudden change of emotion, it’s
sometimes hard to believe we are listening to the same singer. When
emotions run high, her voice can heave with anxious tremors, and in
an instant return to her trademark warm and soothing tone. This is
the paradox of Carly the reluctant performer, and the perfection of
Carly the singer. Before even stepping into a recording studio, she
saw her future in only writing songs for others artists to perform.
But it is as singer-songwriter that Carly truly excels, and in a
career spanning over fifty years she has written and co-written
some of the most honest, autobiographical songs of her generation.
Compositions such as ‘Orpheus’,
‘We’re
So Close’,
‘Libby’, and ‘Scar’ are not
just lyrically strong, they are nothing less than works of
art.

Carly readily admits that melodies can come into
her head like water dripping from a faucet, and over the years her
amazing lyrics have covered a diversity of themes - fervently
romantic, candidly confessional, cynically realistic, and even
sarcastically scathing - all like carefully woven stitches in a
tapestry of the human condition. At the start of her career her
sophisticated writing led to some criticism for her having a
soulless rich-girl persona, one lacking the empathy of the more
authentic, rags to riches female artists of her time. But the fact
is that she was writing from the gut and wearing her heart on her
sleeve. There are signs of fragility and vulnerability in many of
her songs; a gritted assertiveness in others; and even anger and
depression in some: “I write when I
feel frustrated, and I get frustrated most over issues of the
heart. I can’t talk to other people about my feelings so I write
about them.”

The wonderful artist Ellen Questel perhaps best
sums up Carly: “You have two
eyes - one says yes to the world, the other says no. You need to
see with both of them. Carly sees more with the eye that says yes
and that makes her so vulnerable. She belongs in another century,
the era of grand feelings and penned love
letters.”

Carly has never shied away from her original
concepts, despite the temptation to do so. Some of her earlier
confessional lyrics struck a chord with the women’s lib movement and unconsciously made her
a feminist pioneer, without her really having a clear picture of
the female angst and the shifting social landscape of the early
70s. But she was always willing to take risks and put her career on
the line so as not to be left behind in the ever-changing music
trends.

Carly never wrote more candidly than she did
during her eleven-year marriage to fellow singer-songwriter James
Taylor, a period when they were dubbed the golden couple of
pop, “the two lanky
aristocrats,”
and seldom out of the public
gaze. The unfolding drama of their marriage would be a defining
time and foster some of Carly’s most introspective work about love
in all its guises. Almost every turn of the page in her well-worn
diary found a story that could be turned into a song, and, in what
would ultimately amount to an outstanding canon of over thirty
albums, she was, maybe unknowingly, compiling an audio journal of
her life.

During her long career, Carly would be much sought
after for both collaborations and for composing music for stage,
television and movies. Greatly raising her profile in the
entertainment business, it led to a number of prestigious awards
and nominations along the way. To enhance her already impressive
catalog of achievements, she was even commissioned to write a
modern opera, as well as authoring a fine collection of
well-received children’s
books. Her lifelong love for the popular standards of another era
brought another dimension to her already diverse repertoire. Seldom
has there been an artist who has contributed so much to so many
facets of the music industry.

Carly’s
achievements owe a great deal to her having had the opportunity to
work alongside some of the finest producers, engineers and
musicians in the business, and it would be an injustice not to
mention their valuable contributions as being an integral part of
her continuing success. But behind that success there would be
darker times - a frustrating period of writer’s block, having no
record label, and, above all, a harrowing and painful battle with
cancer. But all of this would spur her on to make what many
consider to be her masterpiece, The Bedroom Tapes, and one of the most inspiring albums of her
career.

2021 will see the fiftieth anniversary of
Carly’s debut album, and
the perfect time to celebrate and focus on the outstanding body of
work that followed. In the intervening years since the day she
hailed a cab to take her to the studio to record that first album,
Carly has become one of the most glamorous, photographed,
interviewed and successful female singers of the era, and that
famous Simon smile with that wild feather-like hair still depicts a
strong independent woman with a huge heart and a great love for
life.

With Carly Simon there will always be a glowing aura
around her that seems she is forever being touched by the sun.


Chapter
3

 *About This
Book*

 


 


Carly Simon has always been the darling of
the chat shows, never holding back on revealing intimate stories
about her personal life. Everyone still wants to hear about what it
was like to be married to James Taylor, or the true identity (or
identities) of the much celebrated “vain” man. No
doubt they will continue to do so for many years to
come.

However, the stories and recollections of
her life do form a foundation for this work, as do the countless
television, newspaper, and magazine interviews conducted over the
years during which she relates those same stories almost word for
word. All extracts and soundbites in this book have been
judiciously chosen for their succinctness and to give a clearer
understanding of Carly’s thought
processes during her career. My deep appreciation goes out to all
those reviewers, interviewers and commentators, who, like me, have
shared Carly’s journey over
the years. The sources of their wonderful and valuable
contributions have been listed at the end of the book. Bouquets for
everyone.

Long before Carly had released her
memoirs, her life story had already been laid bare in the very
songs she had written, and it’s that music,
that gorgeous music, which is where the main focus of this book
lies. In the following pages I will present a summary of
Carly’s rise to fame, and give my appraisal of
her amazing body of work and the impact it has had on various
stages of her personal and professional life. Sadly, I am no
musician, nor do I even profess to be a music critic. I will
however exhaust all adjectives in describing those songs that are
nailed to my heart, but equally point out disappointment for
certain others, which of course are very few. Music has always been
subjective, as it should be, but sometimes lyrics can also be hard
to define. What you experience in life can influence how you may
interpret lyrics, and therefore each of us should take from the
words in Carly’s songs what is
meaningful to us. These are just my humble opinions, so please, no
brickbats.

By any definition this book you now hold in
your hands is a labor of love, and the one person I really need to
thank is Carly herself, for her amazing words and music, remarkable
voice, incredible stage presence, and, of course, that dazzling
smile, all of which conspired to hook and captivate a young college
student all those wonderful years ago.

 


Michael Francis
Taylor

October 2020
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Song ratings

 


1 star - disappointing

2 stars - average

3 stars - good

4 stars - very good
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Note from the author
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critical review and promotion of the artist’s musical career. All short extracts of comments, reviews
and interviews are done under Fair Use guidelines.
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5

 *A Girl Born
with Feathers*

 


 


“I don’t
want people to concentrate on my looks, because I don’t think
they’ll like what they see”

 


 


The Simons, the Heinemanns and the King of
Spain

 


Carly’s father was
Richard Leo Simon, born in New York City on March 6th 1899 to Leo
Simon and Anna Meier. Leo had been born in Hartford, Connecticut on
October 14th 1866, the son of German-Jewish immigrants Leopold
Simon and Sophie Friedenburg. They had sailed to America in the
mid-19th century to start a new life in the Constitution State and
there had three sons, Leo, Alfred and Bernard.

In 1896, Leo married German immigrant Anna
Meier, who had been born in Frankfurt, Germany, on January 18th
1869 to William Meier and Rosine Mendel. Leo made his small fortune
in New York by importing exotic bird feathers and silk ribbon from
around the world, and selling them on to the thriving millinery
trade for the manufacture of the wide-brimmed hats that were
essential dress for ladies in this most fashionable Edwardian
era.

Marriage to Anna produced five children,
all named after British monarchs - Richard, Henry, Alfred, George
and Elizabeth. The family’s New York home
was on West 86th Street, and the children all enjoyed private
education at the Ethical Culture School on Central Park West. Apart
from eldest child Richard, the boys would all go on to have
successful careers in music, while their sister would marry noted
New York physician Arthur Seligmann. Although not making music his
profession, Richard shared his brothers’ love for classical music
and in time became an accomplished pianist himself, with friends
claiming he was even better than some professionals. But for
Richard, it would remain just an enjoyable pastime.

Carly’s mother,
Andrea Louise Heinemann, was born in Philadelphia on March 24th
1909. Andrea’s father was
Frederick Adolph Heinemann, born in Pittsburgh on August 10th 1870,
the son of German immigrants August Heinemann and his wife Dora.
Her mother was (Ofelia Maria) Elma Oliete/Ollright, born in the
Spanish colony of Cuba on June 3rd 1888, and later affectionately
known as “Chibie”
(pronounced Shee-bee).
Frederick married Chibie in New York on July 15th 1907, and their
first child Frederick Adolph (Dutch) was born there that same year.
Shortly after, the family relocated to Germantown, a suburb of
Philadelphia, where Andrea was born, followed by her brother Peter
Dean in 1911.

Chibie’s story is as
mysterious as it is intriguing. Over the years there were several
stories relating to her background, but the most popular one had
her being the illegitimate child of Spain’s King
Alphonse XIII (1886-1941) and a Moorish servant. Banished from the
country, the mother gave her baby to a woman who had managed to get
passage to America, where the child was eventually raised by a
family in New Orleans. In another version of the story, Chibie had
been sent to England to be educated in a convent, before eventually
going to America. But the truth was out there, and Carly herself
would see the mystery unravelled many years later.

Chibie’s marriage to
Frederick was short lived, as both his alcoholism and often violent
temper led him to abandon the family, leaving Chibie to raise her
three children in near-poverty (Frederick would die in 1933, aged
62). Undaunted, Chibie put her education to good use (she could
speak eight languages) to ensure that they had the kind of cultured
upbringing that would stand them in good stead. In 1922, after
leaving school at the age of fourteen, Andrea started work at
Wanamaker’s luxury
department store in Philadelphia, bringing home much-needed money
for her struggling mother.



 


Birth of a publishing empire

 


After graduating from Columbia University and
serving his country in Europe in the dying months of the Great War,
Richard became involved, like his father before him, in the import
trade, but this time dealing in sugar. He then settled into a job
as a salesman for the Aeolian Piano Company on West 42nd Street,
where, with his charismatic charm and being able to demonstrating
his playing skills to prospective buyers, he quickly became a
leading salesman. One of the customers he had dealings with was an
old college friend called Max Schuster, who would later become his
business partner.

When Richard’s
mother Anna died at the age of 57, on October 26th 1926, the
family’s former
childminder Jeanette (Jo) Hutmacher, a Swiss-born professional
nurse, moved into the home to look after Richard’s younger siblings. In time, Richard would develop a deep
fondness for Jo, eighteen years his senior, and despite one time
having his marriage proposal turned down, he would never lose his
affection for her.

Richard’s next job was
as a salesman for Boni & Liveright, a publisher of trade books,
and a company which had gained notoriety for its dubious marketing
strategies and for opposing the censorship laws of the day, leading
it to be called “the most
magnificent but messy publishing firm this century has
seen.”
Despite this,
Richard’s hard work and
dedication soon earned him promotion to sales manager. In the
cut-throat world of publishing, he had developed a keen eye and
acute understanding of the mechanisms involved.

In 1924, while Andrea and her brothers
were doing their best to support their mother in Germantown,
25-year-old Richard, thanks to an aunt, was now looking at a golden
opportunity. An avid lover of daily newspaper crossword puzzles,
particularly those in the New York World, she had complained to him how she had to wait a whole day
for the next one to come out, and wondered why there
wasn’t a book of word puzzles that could
satisfy both her passion and impatience. Richard could see for
himself that, despite its growing national popularity, there indeed
appeared to be a gap in the market for this kind of
book.

Richard talked about the idea of setting up
their own publishing company with his friend Max, who was already
involved in publishing motor trade magazines. Max liked the idea,
and between them they pooled together $8,000 to start Simon &
Schuster. Working out of their small one-room office on West 57th
Street in mid-town Manhattan, they began their operation by
commissioning some fifty puzzles for a series of cheap crossword
books. Richard, with his innovative marketing brain, suggested that
each book came with a little yellow pencil attached. A small
gimmick maybe, but before the year was out the company had a
best-seller on its hands, with some 370,000 copies sold.

The two entrepreneurs now went into
overdrive, and to get the edge on their Publishers Row rivals,
approached the business with aggressive marketing strategies,
spending vast amounts on advertising and promotion to become the
first publisher to apply mass market production and distributing
techniques to books. They also launched the low-price paperback
revolution by co-founding Pocket Books, and one of their first
successes was Charles Coran’s Contract Bridge for Beginners, which sold a million copies in the first year
alone. But there were also some missed opportunities, and Carly
recalled in a later interview that the company had turned down the
chance to publish a new novel called Gone with the Wind in 1936.

By the end of the decade, Richard was at
the very top of his game - wealthy, well-renowned, and highly
respected in New York’s high society.
At six feet five inches, he had enormous presence, and remained
both charismatic and utterly charming, a culture vulture with a
keen interest and love for both people and the arts, with people
loving him in return. But one lady in particular was yet to steal
his heart.

Around the same time as
Richard’s publishing
empire was growing, Chibie and her family had relocated to New
York, and Andrea was now working as a sales clerk at B
Altman’s opulent
department store on the corner of Fifth Avenue and 34th Street. But
with the Great Depression now casting a somber shadow over the
nation, Andrea suddenly found herself on short time, and through
some friends was lucky enough to find work at the nearby H
Ditson’s popular music
store, whose regular customers included the young George Gershwin,
already one of Richard’s many musical
acquaintances. Andrea found the work highly enjoyable but taxing on
her feet, and regrettably had to find something less strenuous.
Another friend, a young editor at Simon & Schuster, managed to
pull strings and get her a job as a switchboard operator, albeit a
low-paid position. In the summer of 1933, although not having the
necessary experience, Andrea began working for
Richard’s company, but
with an affinity for communicating with people, she soon had the
task mastered and became a popular asset to the company.

With Max Schuster being ever present in the
day-to-day running of the business, Richard was often out of the
office having lunch appointments with clients. Andrea had heard
great things about the mysterious man she had yet to meet, although
there were times when she had put calls through to his office.

 


 


Hello little woman

 


There were many things about Andrea that
would turn a man’s head. Not
only was she petite like her mother; her natural high cheekbones,
sculptured nose, and hair swept up in the French style gave her a
striking similarity to the current matinee idol Katherine Hepburn.
With a similar fireball personality, she was the life and soul of
any party, incredibly funny, very athletic, and highly intelligent,
often wearing eye-catching but unusual outfits and applying very
little makeup other than red lipstick. Not only that, she could
sing like a nightingale, and had a pure soprano.

Chibie Heinemann must have felt so proud of
her only daughter, seeing in her a little of the glamorous princess
that, maybe in a dream, had pictured herself sitting in the court
of the King of Spain.

All this, of course, was indicative of
having her mother’s influence and
working in some of the most glamorous fashion stores in the
country. With all these attributes, she was fast becoming a popular
face among the city’s glitzy
nightlife society, and could easily hold her own in the company of
some of her high-profile would-be admirers. They included a young
(Neil) Cornelius Vanderbilt, who at the time was working as a staff
writer for the company. There was also circus magnate, John North
Ringling, showing more than a passing interest. If things
didn’t happen soon, this woman was going to be
swept away and this story would be coming to an end right
here.

But, of course, it did happen. Richard
came into the building one morning, passed by the switchboard room,
and saw Andrea. As she turned to look at him, he noticed how her
smile lit up the room. Leaning toward her, he tipped his hat and
smiled back at her, saying, “Hello little
woman,”
and, perhaps without even
thinking, she shot back with the flirtatious, “Hello, big man.” In that
fleeting, life-changing moment, there was mutual admiration, a
certain chemistry that would lead to a fairytale romance of
matinees, carriage rides and cocktail parties, and the announcement
of their engagement in July 1934.

The following year, 36-year-old Richard
Simon married Andrea, ten years his junior. Their first home was a
six-story doorman town house at 133 West Eleventh Street, between
Sixth Avenue and Seventh Avenue South, in the leafy area of
Greenwich Village. The Simons occupied the two top apartments,
while the remaining floors were shared by relatives, close friends
and even some business associates. As well as Chibie and Jo
Hutmacher sharing an apartment, Richard’s
sister Elizabeth also lived there with her husband Arthur and their
children Mary and Jeanie, along with Andrea’s brothers, Peter and Dutch.

On October 20th 1940 the Simons had their
first child. Joanna (Joey) was reputedly named after both
Richard’s mother Anna
and Jo Hutmacher, and she would soon take after her mother in both
glamor and refinement. Even from an early age, it was to be
expected that her singing voice would one day place her firmly in
the spotlight, a diva in waiting. Around this time the Simons began
spending vacations in rented houses on the island of
Martha’s Vineyard off
Cape Cod, Massachusetts, thus beginning the
family’s long
association with that idyllic location.

A second child, Lucy,
was born on May 5th 1943. While not quite sharing her
sister’s elegance, she
did however have an adorable, sweet-as-apple-pie cuteness. Carly
would later refer to her two older sisters as “Daddy’s
darlings.”

In 1944 Richard and Max decided to sell
their publishing business to 51-year-old Marshall Field III, heir
to his grandfather’s mercantile
fortune and owner of the Chicago Sun-Times, for an estimated sum of $3 million. This was
only on the proviso that the two founders stayed on to run the
company and on the added condition that, if Field died, they were
given first option to buy it back. The sale of the company made
Richard a fortune, and with it he bought a 64-acre Georgian mansion
in Stamford, Connecticut, where his growing family could escape the
city and spend their summer months.

 


The left-over sister

 


Carly Elizabeth Simon was born in New York
City on June 25th 1945. As the story goes, she was either named
after her parents’ close friend, Caroline “Carly”
Wharton, or, as they were
hoping for a boy had already chosen the name Carl, and now decided
to simply add a “y,”
thus giving her what at the
time was quite an unusual name for a girl. Almost waif-like in
appearance, Carly differed from her more feminine sisters, being
more of a rough and tumble tomboy, gawky and gangly, with a
pronounced overbite, and blonde, wild hair, feather-like in
texture, sprouting every which way and so difficult to brush that
she went to bed with it in braids.

Carly later confessed her feelings at the
time: “The story about
our family was that my father adored Joey for the first four years,
and then when Lucy came along, he adored her, and then when I came
along, it was too much to have another girl. I didn’t look the way
he wanted and I wasn’t a boy. It was like he’d had
enough.”

The fact that Carly was a little
dissimilar in looks to her siblings may have come as a
disappointment to her father, and his subsequent remoteness and
uneasiness around her made her feel like “the
leftover sister,”
an outsider within the bosom of
her own family. Carly would never forget those days of low-esteem
and it would have a lasting effect. In a later interview she
confessed: “Even now, I
don’t want people to concentrate on my looks,
because I don’t think
they’ll like what they see.” Heartbreaking words from someone who was destined to become
one of the most glamorous and photographed artists of her
generation.

Carly later recalled the difficulties of
growing up: “I’m a third
child and there are lots of problems a third child has to go
through in trying to find her own identity. My older sisters were
extremely talented and very attractive and they got all the
attention. I had to find some niche of my own where I could feel
proud of myself or make my parents notice me.”

As with most young girls, in
Carly’s young innocent eyes her father was
everything, and she dearly craved the love that she felt was being
denied to her. Just the thought of this, and not believing those
who told her otherwise, was enough to have a deep impact on her
childhood. While she felt that her father was seeing Joey as his
graceful young queen, and Lucy his glamorous princess, Carly saw
herself as “the ugly girl
down the block.”
She had to find a way to
compensate for not being the pretty one, and the answer was to
stand out and be noticed in her own unique way. Even her mother had
said that it might be the best way of attracting her
father’s
attention.

Carly recognized that her sisters had adopted
individual personas, and realized that she probably had the
strongest ego of them all. Where Joey was allowed to be
sophisticated, poised and overtly theatrical, and Lucy was just
becoming sweeter and more adorable, Carly had to assume an
identity. But what would it be?

In later interviews Carly
explained: “The ingenue had
been filled. The sophisticate had been filled. So, I chose my role.
The comedian hadn’t been filled
yet.” It was a role she readily embraced:
“I knew I couldn’t be prettier than my sisters, or
more lovable to him, but I had certain faces or gestures or little
moves that would make him laugh.”

On January 26th 1947, Andrea gave birth to
her fourth child, Richard Peter (but always known as Peter, after
his maternal uncle.) With Richard seemingly now having the son he
wanted, Carly must have felt like her father’s attention would now be diverted away from her even
more.

By the spring of 1950 the Simon family had
moved from Greenwich Village to a large, six-bedroom brick house at
4701 Grosvenor Avenue in Fieldston, a part of the Riverdale section
of The Bronx. Richard had the house extended, with a library wing
and even a dark room for his photography, a passionate hobby that
almost rivaled his love for the piano, and one that he would
eventually pass on to his son Peter. These two houses - Riverdale
in the winter, and the Stamford mansion in the summer - became the
two rich environments in which the four children would spend their
formative years.

The new decade was one spent nurturing the
children’s growing
appetite for culture. What Carly lacked in her
father’s affection was
compensated for in the education that he gave all his children in
the arts. Evenings were often spent in the library with readings
from classical literature or listening to their father playing
Chopin or Brahms, or even the latest music by his friends George
Gershwin, Richard Rodgers and Oscar Hammerstein.

Carly was also given piano lessons, but
there was always the fear that she would upset her hypercritical
father, and eventually she gave them up. Yet, there were rare
tender moments between the two of them, and she later recalled a
time when he was reading her a poem and it brought tears to his
eyes, a fleeting show of emotion in front of the very daughter he
was otherwise emotionally detached from. But, by allowing Carly to
become engrossed and seduced by the work of great poets, writers
and musicians, the seeds were slowly being sown for what would be
her destiny as a musician, songwriter and author. Richard must have
reveled in watching how keenly his children were embracing
their “baptism of
emotions and language.” Although
failing to show her real affection, his influence on Carly could
never be dismissed.

Andrea, in turn, did her very best to educate
her girls in the social graces, just as her mother had taught her
years before. Joey and Lucy proved keen students, and Carly, too,
if only people would notice her. With Andrea also having a
wonderful voice, she encouraged them all in turn to sing along when
it came to bedtime lullabies.

There was another way for Carly to gain
her father’s attention.
Richard loved his baseball, especially the Brooklyn Dodgers, and
was a regular visitor to Ebbett’s Field to
watch them play their home games. Andrea suggested to Carly that if
she learned all about the game - players’ names, batting averages, etc - she could engage with him in
sporting conversations. For a time, it worked, and the two of them
spent quality time sharing hotdogs and statistics.

The Simons also became great friends of
Dodgers’ hero Jackie Robinson, who had broken the color barrier
back in 1947, ending racial segregation in the sport. Through the
tenacious campaigning of Richard and Andrea, the Robinson family
were able to overturn what was outright racism and finally be
allowed to buy a house in Stamford.

Music was the one thing guaranteed to
bring the family together, and it became the heartbeat of the Simon
home. Theater, too, was something that the girls readily embraced,
thanks to Helen Gaspard, who looked after young Peter and shared
their home. She taught them and their cousins Mary and Jeanie how
to rehearse and perform plays for the whole family. Joey, of
course, always got the lead part, but in doing so, made sure that
young Carly and Jeanie felt their minor roles were just as
important. One story reveals what Joey’s
mindset was like at the age of twelve. When asked by a dinner guest
what she wanted to become - a dancer, an actress, or an opera
singer - not surprisingly, she replied: “Which
one has more maids?”

 




Pass the butter

 


By the age of six, Carly was already
suffering with anxieties, but now a new complication emerged. While
rehearsing her part in Little Women for a family guest, writer James Thurber, she was about to
read a line when her throat went into spasm, the words seemingly
being strangled. It was the first signs of a stammer that would
grow steadily worse and affect both her schooling and
confidence.

But it was Andrea who came up with a
solution, and one that would change Carly’s life
forever. At the dinner table one day Carly attempted to say
“pass the butter” without
stammering, and after a number of failed attempts, her mother
suggested she tried singing the words instead. With repeated
practice using different melodies, and tapping along with her foot
with increasing tempo, it soon began to work, no doubt helped along
by her siblings singing and tapping along in joyous harmony. It
became a meal time ritual and the butter dish and other items must
have been passed around many times.

This seemingly insignificant episode proved
to be a turning point. From that moment on, Carly realized that
with this handicap under some sort of control, maybe in time it
could be eradicated altogether. Here was a girl who had found she
had a voice to match a burning desire to perform, even if it was
just to impress her father and win him over. But there was also a
new-found confidence, a self-belief that maybe now she could have
ambition too. She had a voice, and now she could sing.

Carly could turn to two of her favorite
uncles for their undivided attention. A lot of support came from
Harry Simon, Richard’s brother, who
was now making a name for himself as a classical conductor. He had
been organizing weekly choral sessions with the adults ever since
the Village days, and now was doing it for the whole family,
singing mainly hymns. Joey, of course, was only too willing, but
Carly and Lucy soon got bored with this kind of somber music and
goofed around enough to get them “expelled.” But then there
was maternal Uncle “Snake
Hips” Peter, who was
always guaranteed for a laugh. Peter had musical pedigree and had
been one of Sam Cooke’s early
managers. Carly adored him with a passion. She not only inherited
her clowning and silliness from Peter (especially his ability to
wiggle his hips), but also had him to thank for teaching her to
play the ukulele and to write little songs together. His
girlfriend, singer Betty Ann Grove, also encouraged the girls to
sing some of the popular songs of the day.

 




Stranger in the house

 


By 1953 it became increasingly evident
that Richard was growing more depressed, less active, and
increasingly preoccupied, an underlying indication that there were
problems outside of the family. His gradual estrangement, even from
Andrea and Peter, was now becoming a deep concern. Andrea feared
that six-year-old Peter’s mental and
physical well-being would suffer without a male companion in a
house full of girls. In answer to the problem she placed an ad in
Columbia University’s newspaper for
a part-time student to act as both coach and counsellor for her
son.

Ronnie Klinzing, a 20-year-old scholarship
student from Pittsburgh, was given the job, commuting from his dorm
during the week but having his own room at Riverdale at weekends.
Andrea was attracted to the handsome, athletic student, and, as it
turned out, he neglected his duties in favor of spending more time
with her. Their clandestine affair would last a number of years,
and apart from Carly, everyone knew what was taking place,
including Richard.

In her final school year at Fieldston,
Lucy was given an assignment in which she had to learn a famous
poem and then recite it in class. She chose Eugene
Field’s
‘Wynken, Blynken and Nod’, but,
apparently suffering from what may have been an early form of
dyslexia, found it very difficult to read. Repeating the episode
with Carly and the butter dish, her mother suggested she sang it in
class, and with a few simple chords on her guitar, Lucy came up
with a melody, turning the poem into a song, and then played it to
the delight of both teacher and classmates. The Simons now had
another musician in the family.

In 1955 Ronnie was drafted into the army and
posted to Europe, and during the summer Andrea went out to France
to be with him. While Andrea was abroad Richard suffered a massive
heart attack that nearly killed him, and Jo Hutmacher was brought
in to look after the family and nurse him back to health until
Andrea eventually returned.

The following summer, with Richard still
recuperating, Andrea and the family vacationed on
Martha’s Vineyard, and
while they were there Carly and Lucy met up with a young friend
called Davy Gude, who was playing his guitar outside the local
store with his friend, eight-year-old Jamie. Although Carly never
got to talk to young Jamie that day, it would be another fifteen
years before she finally did get the chance. By then he would be
better known as James Taylor.

At the age of eleven Carly began her first
year at the private Riverdale Country Day Girls School, and was put
on a course of speech therapy to help control her stammer. She also
began to notice subtle changes in her father, which she later
described as being like a “slow-motion
fall.”
Although she
couldn’t understand
what was happening to him, she also began to notice changes in
herself. Having always been anxious and insecure, she now suffered
from a fear of the dark, just one of the many neuroses that would
plague her for years. Her father’s lack of
empathy toward her may have had something to do with what was going
on in both his business empire and his personal life, but they were
things that Carly would have to wait to discover.

In November 1956 it was announced that
Marshall Field III had died from brain cancer at the aged of 38.
The Field estate, eager to get out of publishing, arranged to sell
Simon & Schuster back to its original owners. The attorney in
charge asserted that Richard chose not to buy back in, and the sale
proceeded without him. But the Simon family were convinced that Max
Schuster, along with other colleagues, some of whom Richard
considered great friends, had, due to his continuing poor health,
put pressure on him to cash in and sell his shares.

 


Finding love but losing her father

 


Over the next couple of years Carly became
more and more popular with the other students at Riverdale school,
thereby boosting her confidence enormously, even to the extent that
she and her best friend Jessie Hoffman became energetic
cheerleaders. Despite the anxieties brought on by her continuous
stammer and worries over her father’s
health, Carly now threw herself into the one thing she loved to do
- performing, and she participated in various school plays, as long
as they were all singing parts, and indulged herself in the kind of
music her father had played to her by now watching them being
performed live in Broadway shows. Around this time Carly had her
first steady boyfriend in Tim Ratner, a student at
Riverdale’s boys’ school, and
they spent many hours together singing folk songs and listening to
the popular radio show on WBAI hosted by Jonathan
Schwartz.

By 1958 Carly had followed in
Joey’s footsteps to become a freshman at the
prestigious Sarah Lawrence College for girls in Yonkers, with Joey
now moving on to study opera at New York’s
Julliard School of Music. Lucy, meanwhile, had just started her
first term at Bennington College in Vermont, and, by embracing the
growing beatnik culture, was now finding that folk music, not jazz,
was the new “cool.”
Carly was also getting more
interested in the folk scene and had started taking guitar lessons
with Jessie at the Manhattan School of Music.

In the fall of 1959 Richard suffered
another heart attack and was sent off to rest at Stamford, again to
be nursed by Jo. Each time Carly believed he was going to die, she
convinced herself that by knocking on wood she could save him, and
for a time it seemed to work. But this great powerhouse of a man,
loved and admired by many, was now just a frail shadow of his
former self. Carly had never been given the chance to see him drop
his guard and allow her to peek behind the dark veil which
concealed a man hiding his physical and emotional turmoil in
silence. Not being allowed to do so would be the greatest tragedy
of Carly’s young
life.

In the spring of the following year, Carly
was introduced by a friend to Nick Delbanco, a Harvard freshman,
and began what was to be her first serious relationship.
London-born Nick was a gifted writer, handsome and highly
intellectual. Not only would his love of culture inspire Carly, but
he was there to provide her an emotional crutch in the dark days
that followed.

One day in June, Carly chose to accompany her
father to his office and noticed for the first time how his former
colleagues and employees were now doing their best to avoid him. It
broke her heart to see this, and she swore to herself that she
would always stand by the father she loved so much, and now, as she
took his arm and he gave her a smile, she had to finally believe
that he loved her too.

In the early hours of the morning of July
29th, Richard suffered a third heart attack and died. He was 61.
His death had an enormous and lasting effect on everyone,
especially 15-year-old Carly, who saw it as unfinished business,
the chance of a deep and meaningful father-daughter relationship
now cruelly snatched from her just when she was beginning to see
cracks in his emotional armor: “I wanted him to
live longer so that I could see him and my mother really love each
other. I couldn’t bear the thought that they didn’t have the perfect marriage, with the perfect house, and
the perfect car, and the perfect apple pie cooling on the window
ledge.”

In a later candid interview Carly would
look back on the effect her father had had: “I also have such enormous compassion for him. I feel so
much like him in a lot of ways. It’s like a concentric circle.
That’s the way I felt when my father died. I swallowed him so that
I could become him.”

All the personal struggles Carly would
encounter in the years to come would in some way hark back to those
tragic days of the summer of 1960.

 



Chapter
6

 *You Two Should
Form a Group*

 


 


“I didn’t
want to sing, even when I was singing with my sister. I just wanted
to be a little college girl”

 


 


Two little sisters

 


Soon after Richard’s death, Andrea sold the Stamford mansion, and along with
it the cherished memories of endless summer cocktail parties,
celebrity luncheons, and those magical nights of music and
laughter. For Carly, those memories would remain with her for the
rest of her life, but now as she approached adulthood, it was time
for her to focus on the future and whatever new challenges lay
ahead.

That September, with Nick back at Harvard,
Carly was beginning her junior year at Sarah Lawrence, while Lucy
had embarked on a new career by enrolling at
Cornell’s New York
School of Nursing. As for Joanna, her career in opera was about to
explode. After studying in both Zurich and Italy, she would soon be
going on to make her professional theater debut in 1962 with the
New York City Opera’s performance
of The
Marriage of Figaro, in
which she played Cherubino opposite Norman Treigle in the title
role. With excellent reviews she would then go on to win the
Metropolitan Opera auditions and the Marion Anderson Prize. All the
hard work and dedication had paid off, and Joanna now looked
forward to even greater success. Meanwhile, 13-year-old Peter was
also doing well and finding his calling in photography, an interest
inherited from his late father, and one that would eventually see
him becoming a well-respected professional.

Carly was now studying harder than ever,
excelling in both Russian literature and painting. But in her dorm
room she spent much of her free time with a new guitar, chosen for
her by Lucy, singing and writing songs with her best friend Jessie.
She also teamed up with fellow-folkie Helen Rheinhold to perform
little concerts on campus. Most weekends, however, were spent back
home with Lucy, practicing guitar techniques and perfecting their
vocal harmonizing. Whilst watching the two girls sing one evening,
Uncle Peter, who had already recognized Carly’s potential from an early age, said to them,
“You two should form a group.” The off-the-cuff remark must have come as no surprise to
Lucy, but, for Carly, with her self-deprecation being in constant
conflict with her yearning to perform, it would be looked on as one
more obstacle to overcome.

Lucy was already quite an accomplished
guitarist, and she certainly looked the part of a budding folk
singer, which, of course, Carly had to try and imitate:
“I studied every detail. I copied her style. I wore
tight suits and tight sweaters. When she wore her hair with a dip
over her eyes like Veronica Lake, I did too. I was Lucy for a
number of years.”

During their time together, Lucy taught
Carly new chords, vocal techniques, and even how to control her
breathing whilst singing. Lucy’s high soprano
and strong vibrato was comparable to that of newcomer Joan Baez,
whose debut album was making giant waves on the folk scene. In
contrast to Lucy, Carly admired singers like Carolyn Hester and
Judy Henske, but her greatest idol was Odetta (Holmes), the black
opera singer-now turned folk singer and activist, who had a
powerful and deep voice that resonated with Carly’s own contralto. Credited for being one of
Dylan’s inspirations, Odetta would soon be
dubbed “The Voice of
the Civil Rights Movement.” Carly had
already had the chance to see her perform at Carnegie Hall in
support of Harry Belafonte, another singer whose voice she greatly
admired. Another inspiration came in the form of another new folkie
on the scene called Judy Collins, who had lately switched
instruments from piano to guitar, and whose debut album
A Maid of Constant
Sorrow had been widely
acclaimed. While Lucy favored Baez’s
voice, Carly found she could best imitate Judy’s, while at the same time still dream of having one like
Odetta’s.

Apart from some traditional folk songs and
one or two other standards, Lucy was now perfecting the melody of
the old children’s poem,
‘Wynken, Blynken and Nod’, the
one she had nervously played in class, and giving it a new
folk-like arrangement. Although the sisters found it easy to sing
in close harmony, it soon became apparent that there was something
quite unique in Carly’s voice that
set it in sharp contrast to Lucy’s. And no one
knew that more than Carly herself, having spent years singing
before her bedroom mirror, trying different ways to perfect certain
words and phrasing due to the ongoing frustration of her speech
impediment.

For want of a better name, the girls
decided that if they were going to perform in public, they would
simply call themselves the Simon Sisters. For Carly in particular,
the weekends now meant juggling time between rehearsing with Lucy,
spending time with Nick up in Cambridge, and making pilgrimages to
Greenwich Village’s bohemian
boutiques shopping for the mandatory folk-ware of
pleated skirts, turtle-necks, slave sandals, cheap beads and
bangles, or anything else that would match what her sister was
already wearing. At least it would make her look hip among her own
college friends.

By the summer of 1962, the girls had given
fresh arrangements to a number of traditional folk songs using the
three or four essential chords, and they felt they now had the
confidence (at least as far as Lucy was concerned) to try their
luck out in the wider world. Despite the fact that they were being
told by family and friends that they sounded really good, and that
Lucy was willing to give up further education for a chance to
become a professional singer, Carly was still unsure that she
wanted to make a career of it, and saw this as being just a bit of
fun.

The little girl who had shown no ambition,
other than to make her father notice her more, had now
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