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			Foreword

			

			By the spring of 1967, word came to us in New York that amazing musical and visual ideas were happening in San Francisco. At the time I was designing lights for New York discotheques of the era—such as Salvation, Arthur, Trude Heller’s, and Bobb Goldstein’s Lightworks—but knew I wanted something more.

			That July, The Electric Circus opened on St. Marks Place in the heart of the Lower East Side. The entrepreneur behind the nightclub was Jerry Brandt. By fortunate coincidence, I’d gone to camp and was childhood friends with his wife, the late actress Janet Margolin, a relationship that gave me easy access to The Electric Circus. I went there often. 

			In 1967 the Lower East Side was an ethnic melting pot. Basically, Jerry had taken a 1930s Polish ballroom, inexpensively altered its shape with stretch nylon, and imported the artist Anthony Martin from San Francisco to fill the surfaces with a light show. Fill them he did and brilliantly, with colors and projections of flowing liquids. What I didn’t know yet was that some artists in San Francisco, such as Bill Ham, Glenn McKay and Jerry Abrams, George Holden’s Abercrombe Lights, and Little Princess 109, were doing the same thing in several similar old ballrooms. They provided illumination and powerful visual imagery behind emerging bands, mostly from the Bay Area. It seemed prudent to make a trip out to northern California to check out the whole scene, including Haight-Ashbury. 

			The Summer of Love (soon to be defined by major print media) was in progress.

			I contacted David Denby, an old friend and also a campmate, who lived there, and flew west. Hooking up with other old friends—Iris Ratner and Fred Cohen—we took a quick tour of the San Francisco scene. In addition to the Haight, the Avalon Ballroom, Golden Gate Park, and other iconic places, we went to the Fillmore Auditorium.

			My friends’ connections allowed us to skip the line and go directly to the box office. 

			The tickets were two dollars, maybe three, all cash. 

			I’ll always remember my first sight of the Fillmore Auditorium.

			There was a basket of apples at the bottom of the stairs where we entered.

			Most of the people there seemed to have a certain chill smile on their face. Perhaps it was a collective need to be part of a hip scene, a sense of expectation, a gathering of the tribes, but I still found it slightly eerie.

			At the top of the stairs, near the box office was a very unusual-looking person. He was intense but not mean. Unlike the patrons, his hair was relatively short. He was dressed in a simple shirt and pants. He was exotically handsome, with large features and a strong, lean body. He was articulate and spoke with a clear baritone voice. This was Bill Graham.

			Bill was clearly in charge, a sober center for a new and unfamiliar scene. 

			The ballroom was already full—I suspect way over capacity. As people left, Bill personally admitted an equal number of people and took their money. There was a very clear sign over the door: “No Inny-Outey.”

			I honestly don’t remember the bands that played that night, but I do remember the ambience. In spite of the faux bliss, it was a real and powerful experience. 

			The light show and band music filled the space and reached deep inside me. The Electric Circus in New York was interesting, but the overwhelming feeling at the Circus was of theater, with a fourth wall always existing between the artists and participants. The Fillmore was something different and dynamic, possibly more of a “be-in”—a participatory experience rather than a business. I couldn’t really define it then as much as feel it.

			I returned to New York energized by what I’d seen.

			A few months later, my company was hired to provide support services for a theatrical event in Toronto of all places. Toronto had a hip scene and a very traditional modern theater, O’Keefe Centre, which usually offered ballet, opera, and musicals. The Centre, aware of the coming Summer of Love, had made a deal with an up-and-coming San Francisco producer to present a week with Jefferson Airplane and the Grateful Dead. The producer was Bill Graham.

			The original concept was to reproduce the ballroom scene. Bay Area light show artists Glenn McKay and Jerry Abrams of Headlights had flown in to survey the space and declared that they could do a great light show as long as the balcony was closed off to accommodate their equipment. Because we were now in a theater, the use of that space was a serious problem for box office ticket sales. Since I had been trained in the medium at Carnegie Tech drama school, it fell to me and my associates to solve the problem and find a way to stage the light show and do the concert without using any balcony space. We did this by providing an enormous rear projection screen behind the bands as opposed to the traditional way of throwing light from the balcony.

			It also fell to me to “call” the stage lighting in the theater itself. This task wasn’t hard, but I had to sit in the back of the house. For six performances, I was hypnotized by the combination of great music and the Headlights light show—a perfect blend of musical power and visual stimulation. 

			In the end I was totally addicted.

			More importantly, I saw my future, at least to the degree that any twenty-four-year-old can see his future.

			By December we had our first engagement as the Joshua Light Show, projecting on the same giant rear projection screen we had made for Toronto.

			In January we got to play the Lower East Side at the Anderson Theater (formerly the Yiddish Anderson Theater). Our shows at the Anderson, presented by Crawdaddy magazine, featured the great artists of the time (Jefferson Airplane, Big Brother and the Holding Company, Frank Zappa and the Mothers of Invention, Country Joe and the Fish) and were quickly selling out all four shows every weekend.

			We’d kept in contact with Bill Graham, but he was reluctant to expand to New York. I discovered later that his reservations stemmed from his stint as an unsuccessful actor in the Big Apple before striking gold as a San Francisco entrepreneur.

			But finally we got him to come to New York. Bill stood on the stage at the Anderson during a Janis Joplin concert, counted the house, and within two months opened at the Village Theater (another former Yiddish theater) across the street on Second Avenue near East Sixth Street. The Joshua Light Show now had a regular gig with Bill Graham. However, the theater’s previous promoter threatened to sue if the space was called the Village Theater.

			So at the last minute, Bill renamed it the Fillmore East.

			The rest is history.

			 

			—Joshua White, founder of the Joshua Light Show

			September 19, 2014

			
		


		
			
			Prologue

			

			When Bill Graham summoned his Fillmore East staff to a Saturday afternoon meeting, nobody suspected anything out of the ordinary. They were busy preparing for two sold-out John Mayall shows that night, and business had never been better. 

			“We just thought it was going to be another one of Bill’s talks,” recalled Allan Arkush of the psychedelicized liquid light show Joe’s Lights, who joined the rest of the 120 staff at the front of the big theater. “He would get the staff together and give these speeches about what made a great show. He’d say a show is like a beautiful woman, and then there’s Ava Gardner.”1

			Now sitting on the stage with his general manager, Kip Cohen, the tough-talking owner of rock music’s two most iconic venues—the Fillmore East in New York and the Fillmore West in San Francisco—struggled to find the right words. 

			“As a result of my feelings as a producer,” he began, clearing his throat, “but mainly as a human being, I’ve decided to close the Fillmore East on June 26, which is the Allman Brothers/J. Geils show.”2

			An audible gasp went through the theater. The implications sunk in immediately.

			“The reason is that I’m tired personally with the artists [and] the public,” he continued. “And I can’t do it any more. For me the insanity is no longer endurable.”

			More than three years before, on March 8, 1968, Janis Joplin and Big Brother and the Holding Company had opened the Fillmore East, the shabby former Jewish vaudeville theater in the heart of New York’s tough Lower East Side.

			Then, three months later, Graham had opened the Fillmore West in San Francisco. Since then, the two venues had hosted legendary shows by Jimi Hendrix, Led Zeppelin, the Allman Brothers, the Grateful Dead, Jefferson Airplane, and Santana. 

			Like a manic circus ringmaster, Graham ran his twin operations with military precision, constantly crisscrossing the country with a double-headed watch to keep track. Yet he still found time to orchestrate the venues’ transformation into a multimillion-dollar business empire, all the while giving music fans memories to treasure for the rest of their lives. 

			But everything changed after Woodstock, when half a million people descended on Max Yasgur’s farm. The August 1969 festival—more so than previous events, like the Beatles’ 1965 concert at Shea Stadium—had revealed the huge financial potential of rock ’n’ roll. And Graham, well aware of the dangers Woodstock posed to him, had tried to stop it.

			After Woodstock the tectonic plates of the music business shifted as musicians and managers began squeezing the promoters for more and more money. Rock superstars Janis Joplin, The Doors, and Led Zeppelin would now play one show at Madison Square Garden instead of four at the more intimate Fillmore East, for the exact same money.

			Bill Graham warned that audiences would be the real losers, as these bigger venues had bad sound and distanced the audience from the concert experience. But he was secretly planning to move up to the next level of concert evolution to compete. He had no intention of laying bare such a strategy to the world or even his loyal staff. 

			Instead he would portray himself as the aggrieved party—an unwitting victim of greedy musicians, managers, and agents. In his V-neck sweater and rolled-up sleeves, the failed actor, who had just turned forty, gave a masterful performance, recounting to his staff his last two frustrating weeks in New York. 

			“It was the most aggravating, disappointing, unbearable two weeks of my professional career,” he declared.

			It had begun with a phone call, explained Graham, cancelling two upcoming Jethro Tull shows at the Fillmore East due to illness.

			“Which is okay,” he conceded, “but the hardships and the begging that you have to go through to get groups to replace them. . . .”

			Then there had been the “fucking around” he’d received from Tanglewood Music Festival organizers. After staging two well-received “Fillmore at Tanglewood” summer shows—showcasing such acts as The Who, Santana, and Miles Davis—this year the prestigious venue wanted him only as a consultant.

			“They decided they would throw us a bone,” he sneered.

			But the final straw came after legendary impresario Sol Hurok had invited him to present a month of shows at the Metropolitan Opera House. Hurok, Graham’s boyhood hero and his inspiration to become a promoter, had rented the prestigious Met for a month of performances by the Bolshoi Ballet. But a Russian sailor had defected to America, causing the Soviet authorities to cancel everything in retaliation and leaving Hurok owing $200,000 (the equivalent of about $1,156,000 in mid-2010s’ purchasing power) in rent. In desperation the octogenarian promoter had turned to Bill Graham to bail him out. 

			The meetings “with the old man,” explained Graham, had begun “very amicably” but then rapidly deteriorated. After agreeing on which rock acts to present, Graham had explained that each would be paid $50,000 ($289,000) a week.

			“His reaction was that of an old Jewish vaudeville actor,” said Graham. “He couldn’t understand that Isaac Stern can make $5,000 a night, which he thought was a fortune, and that an act like Grand Funk Railroad could earn $30,000 or $40,000.”

			Working full time to book the acts, Graham had based himself in New York, operating from his upstairs office at the Fillmore East. 

			“Laura Nyro said yes,” said Graham. “Elton John said more than likely. Chicago said they’ll try and get out of something.” 

			Then the sensitive question of marquee billing had come up. 

			“And he was very blasé,” said Graham. “That of course it’ll be ‘S. Hurok’ very large and in very small letters below it would say, ‘in association with Bill Graham.’ I balked.”

			Graham explained he would be doing everything, while Hurok was only supplying the lease. After much wrangling, the old man reluctantly agreed the billing could be “S. Hurok and Bill Graham Present.”

			Marquee billing settled, Bill Graham pursued his dream act for the run—to book The Band for the final week of shows—feeling it would be his perfect “Ava Gardner.” So he had left a message with their manager, Jon Taplin, who had returned the call at 3:00 a.m. the previous Sunday morning.

			“I said, ‘Jesus, what a wonderful thing, The Band and [their] music—it belongs there.’ And he said, ‘What’s the deal?’  ”

			When Graham offered The Band $50,000 to play six evening shows and two matinees, Taplin started laughing, saying he couldn’t be serious about paying them only a “lousy fifty grand a week.” 

			“That was the crowning blow,” Graham told his staff, becoming visibly emotional. “We all have our areas which we can go, and that was mine.”

			After putting down the phone with Taplin, Graham said he had started listing the negative and positive aspects of running the two Fillmores on a piece of paper. On the negative side were the rude, disruptive audiences, the greedy bands and their managers, the agents, and “the personal abuse that I take.”

			Unfortunately, the only positive thing he could come up with was “the almighty dollar.”

			“Once in a while there’s a good show,” he conceded. “Once in a while there is a nice audience. Whereas it used to be nine good [shows], one bad one, five years ago. It’s gotten to be fifty-fifty, sixty-forty, seventy-thirty against. And now it’s once in a while we have a groovy evening.”

			At that point, he told his staff, Kip Cohen had walked into his office. “And I just threw up my hands and said, ‘Kip, I’ve had it! I don’t know how, when, where, but it’s got to end.’  ”

			Ironically, he explained, this had been the “most lucrative month” since the Fillmore East opened, so his decision was emotional. 

			“I’m not a good businessman,” he said. “I think I’m a good booker and a pretty good producer, but not good at business.”

			Standing on the nape of the stage, “Uncle Bill,” as his staff affectionately called him, now took them into his confidence. 

			“It’s a frightening thing,” he said. “It’s a frightening thought . . . but I can’t . . . I’ve had it. I pass. It just can’t be done anymore.”

			Since making his decision to quit the music business, he had been crunching the numbers with his lawyers and accountants. 

			“[This] is the biggest moneymaker,” he declared, “and it’s where I’m going to decelerate . . . and begin to withdraw troops.”

			Closing the Fillmore East would be only the first step, as he had contractual agreements to keep the Fillmore West open until the end of the summer. And there were also his two record companies and management agency to consider.

			“I’m not saying fuck you to the Fillmore East and the people that work here,” he explained. “But I have to start somewhere.”

			He then thanked his “Fillmore Family” for their professionalism and the great job they had done.

			“This theater has no comparison,” he told them. “There’s nothing to compare with the stage, the productions, with the way the house is run [and] the people who run it. My pride in what you people have done is incredible. 

			“I hope the closing of this theater, through some miracle, will melt down Madison Square Garden, will set up an invisible picket around that ugly cement factory.”

			After a nervous round of applause from his staff, one young male employee asked, “Do you know where we can take panhandling lessons?”

			“Yes, in front of the Fillmore West, asshole,” replied Graham as he left the stage. 

			[image: ]

			Eleven days later, Bill Graham held a well-orchestrated press conference at the Fillmore East to announce the closing. Then, to the astonishment of reporters, he attacked the entire music industry, blaming greedy bands, unscrupulous managers, and predatory agents for his demise.

			But even worse, he told the flabbergasted reporters, was that he hated his reputation as the “anti-Christ” and “capitalist pig,” so he was getting out of the business.3

			A reporter then asked if success had spoiled rock music, creating all these problems he was complaining about.

			“No,” he replied. “I think it’s the inability to cope with success that’s spoiled rock. It was the inability to cope with success that killed Janis Joplin and that killed Jimi Hendrix. It wasn’t the drugs. If you spoke with them you would see that they just didn’t know how to handle the adulation that was heaped upon them by the music that they created. Neither you nor I would ever know what it’s like to walk on a stage and have half a million people tell you that you are a queen, that you’re a goddess, and anything you do is just fine.”

			
		


		
			
			PART ONE

			THE ROAD TO THE FILLMORES

			
			
		


		
			
			CHAPTER ONE

			The Refugee

			Bill Graham was born Wolodia Grajonca in Berlin on January 8, 1931, at the start of Hitler’s rise to power. The youngest child of Russian-born engineer Jacob Grajonca and his wife, Frieda,Wolodia was just two days old when his father was killed in a construction accident.

			To support Wolodia and his five elder sisters—Rita, Evelyn, Sonja, Ester, and Tolla—Frieda scraped by working as a dressmaker and making costume jewelry she sold in the market. Life was a constant struggle for the close-knit Jewish family, who lived in two rooms and a kitchen in the roughest slum section of Berlin, known as “The Wedding.” Eventually Frieda was forced to send her two youngest children—Wolodia and Tolla—to live in an orphanage. 

			As the Nazis tightened their grip on Berlin, it became increasingly dangerous to be Jewish. At school the elder Grajonca girls were expected to salute Nazi-style and cry “Heil Hitler” whenever a teacher entered the classroom. Still, they were constantly mocked by their classmates in the Hitler Youth movement.

			Although Wolodia and Tolla lived at the orphanage during the week, they went home on weekends. To the sensitive little boy, his two eldest sisters, Rita and Evelyn, lived an exotic bohemian life, full of dancing and music. They were rebellious and independent, staying out late with boys and having constant arguments with their mother as she attempted to rein them in. 

			When Rita went to Shanghai to join her boyfriend, Freddy, and became a dancer, Wolodia dreamed of following her. After all, she was earning $150 a month ($2,500 in mid-2010s’ currency). 

			On November 9, 1938, seven-year-old Wolodia witnessed the infamous Kristallnacht, when the Nazis indiscriminately beat up Jews, destroyed synagogues, and wrecked homes and businesses. It was a horrific experience, and one he would never forget. 

			In its aftermath, Frieda worried about her children’s safety in Berlin, but she could not afford to move the family out of Germany. On June 5, 1939, less than three months before Hitler invaded Poland and plunged Europe into war, Wolodia and Tolla went to Paris as part of a two-week Jewish exchange program with a French orphanage. Their mother went to the train station to see them off, and it would be the last time they would ever see her.

			Eight-year-old Wolodia left Germany grasping a small case containing all his worldly possessions—his yarmulke, Jewish prayer book, and a picture of his parents. And like so many other Jewish refugees from the Holocaust, he grew up feeling his only true possessions were in his pocket or what he could carry away with him.

			While Wolodia and Tolla were in Paris, the Nazis banned Jewish immigration and reentry, stranding the orphans in France. Even more tragically the exchanged French Jewish orphans were trapped in Berlin.

			Far from the dangers of the Third Reich, the two Grajonca children lived in the Chateau de Quincy, a beautiful old tapestry-filled mansion outside Paris. Wolodia soon settled down, forming a gang with other orphans and going on stealing expeditions to the local shops, where he often got caught. He studied at the public elementary school at Quincy and learned to speak fluent French, impressing his teachers with his love of nature. 

			Then in May 1940, Hitler invaded France. As the German Army marched toward Paris, Wolodia and the other children helped to build air-raid shelters. Most nights German war planes circled the French capital, and during bombing raids the petrified children hid in damp trenches. One night Wolodia was attacked by a snake, leaving him with a lifelong phobia of them. 

			A month later, as the German Army surrounded Paris, an International Red Cross representative arrived to escort the Jewish children to safety. Sixty-four children, including Wolodia and Tolla, were then evacuated to a farm in the Forest of Senart and Fontainebleau on the Paris outskirts. One night, armed German soldiers burst onto the farm, and the children narrowly escaped with their lives.

			“This group of children has seen the Battle of Paris,” wrote their Red Cross escort. “And lived through all the dangers, discovering certain cruel aspects of fighting which perhaps have left marks on their character. In the case of [Wolodia] Grajonca, however, I dare say with certainty that the moral damage is not serious.”1

			“Everybody moved south,” remembered Wolodia almost fifty years later.“There were sixty-four children between the ages of eight and sixteen. My sister and I were among these. We walked, got on buses, on trains, on carts and ate what we could. When a country is invaded, that’s what happens. All hell breaks loose.”2

			Heading south on foot, the children hid by day and then walked twenty-five miles every night under cover of darkness. They scrambled for safety as German planes attacked, often seeing dead bodies on the highway. They survived on berries, and all suffered severe malnutrition. 

			Just outside Lyon, Tolla caught pneumonia. She and Wolodia were walking hand in hand when she suddenly dropped to the roadside dead. Inconsolable, the nine-year-old cradled his sister’s head in his lap, refusing to be separated from her. The Red Cross escort had to drag Wolodia away because the Germans were close behind. Tolla’s body was left by the side of the road. 

			From Lyon the children walked two hundred miles to Marseilles, where on August 19 they were issued temporary passports by the American Consulate. Little Wulf (Wolfgang) Wolodia Grajonca, as he was listed on the passport, wore a brave smile in his photograph. It belied the terrible hardship of the four-foot, six-inch-tall boy’s wretched journey across France, which had left him weighing just fifty-five pounds.3

			At Marseilles he and the surviving orphans boarded a train to Toulouse and crossed the Pyrenees into Spain, traveling through Barcelona to Madrid, where they spent two months in a convent. 

			“I was living in a convent with eleven children,” Wolodia remembered later. “A stray bomb that was meant for the big city next to us hit the building that I was in. Three of the children did not leave the building.”4

			The children then traveled to the port of Lisbon, where on September 10,Wolodia and the ten others—the only survivors of the sixty-four who had left Paris—boarded the ocean liner Serpa Pinto bound for America. After picking up more refugees in Casablanca, the vessel set off across the Atlantic for the two-week voyage to New York. During the crossing the ship was stopped and boarded by a German U-boat and then a British submarine, but it was allowed to continue on its journey. 

			[image: ]

			On Wednesday, September 24, 1941, ten-year-old Wolodia Grajonca arrived at Ellis Island, undernourished and weak. His harrowing journey had been so traumatic that he would block it from his memory for years. 

			At the dockside to meet Wolodia and the other children was Lotte Marcuse, director of  Placements for New York’s German Jewish Children’s Aid, Inc., who would be responsible for him until he was twenty-one. After undergoing a medical examination by seven physicians and a team of Red Cross nurses, Wolodia was fully documented by Immigration.5

			His first American meal was a kosher one, and after being given fresh clothing, Wolodia and four other children were put on a bus to Pleasantville Cottage School in upstate New York, which served as a halfway house for young Jewish refugees until they could be adopted. Several hours later, when he arrived at the refugee reception center, Wolodia was given a bath. Then he was taken to a dormitory to spend his first lonely night in this new country.

			The next morning he was examined by strangers, who spoke a language he could not understand. During his first interview, via a translator, the caseworker assigned to Wolodia was impressed by his resilience. 

			“Interviewed Wolodia, who is a blonde, stocky youngster with a mature and self reliant air about him,” she wrote in the official report.“He responded intelligently to my questioning. Wolodia has a good deal of poise about him and although he is not a very attractive child, he has a pleasant manner and intelligence which expresses itself in a cooperative attitude and willingness to participate in whatever chores the group is expected to do.”

			Wolodia told the caseworker that he had an American aunt called “Schneider,” whom his mother had told him about. But he had no idea where she lived, and the bureau was unable to trace her. And so each week, along with the other children, Wolodia was put on display for prospective foster parents, who would come to see if there were any kids they wanted to adopt.

			After several weeks of not being chosen, Wolodia lost the poise and pleasantness his caseworker had observed, throwing a tantrum, physically attacking staff and children. His behavior so alarmed Lotte Marcuse that she requested he be transferred to a New York care center so she could keep a closer eye on him.6

			“Wolodia is one of the children who is extremely insecure and ‘cries’ for individual attention,” wrote the director of placements. “His reaction in the group, to children and to adults alike, is a most destructive one. He scowls most of the time and carries with him the expression of the bullying urchin. He is filthy and has no standards of cleanliness. He won’t accept group action and has no feeling about disturbing adults and children alike.

			“Yet yesterday, when I watched a group of children, Wolodia came along—and he had a smile, a really normal smile on his face. He had been told that in America, people ‘keep smiling’ and that this is a slogan that he must accept if and insofar as he wants people to like him. And Wolodia has a great need to be liked.” 

			Yet few of the Pleasantville staff ever saw his good side. Wolodia’s antisocial behavior had so alienated them that Marcuse expressed concern about his ever finding a foster home. 

			“Wolodia is very thin, almost emaciated looking,” she noted in her report. “He has a voracious appetite and atrocious table manners. He should not be placed in a foster home in which there are children near him in age, either slightly older or younger.”

			For almost a month, Wolodia was rejected by all the prospective foster parents. One by one, all the other children left Pleasantville to begin new lives, but Wolodia always remained. Every night he cried himself to sleep, worrying about his mother and sisters back in Germany and wondering if he would ever see them again. 

			Wolodia was finally claimed by Alfred and Pearl Ehrenreich, a middle-aged couple who lived in a cramped apartment at 1635 Montgomery Avenue in the Bronx. They mainly selected him to teach their son Roy to speak German and French.7 

			Alfred Ehrenreich, an insurance salesman, showed little affection for Wolodia, who felt much closer to his new foster mother. Pearl renamed him Billy and began fattening him up with her American home cooking, rubbing him down daily with olive oil for his skin allergies. 

			The Ehrenreichs received $25 a month from the Foster Home Bureau toward his care, which Billy always suspected was the real reason they had adopted him. 

			[image: ]

			Two months after Billy went to the Bronx, America entered the war. Pearl Ehrenreich enrolled him in P.S. 104, where he was placed in a class of seven-year-olds, as he knew no English. And being German, Billy Grajonca was cruelly bullied by his new classmates, who called him an “Evil Nazi” and stoned him outside school.

			“To them I wasn’t a Jew, I was a German,” he would explain later. “I spoke German, I was a Nazi. And I used to get in more fights than I like to think about.”8 

			Roy looked after his new foster brother, defending him against the bullies who mocked his strong German accent. Realizing that Billy needed to learn English fast to survive, Roy made him read the day’s newspapers out loud in front of the mirror every night. And nine months after setting foot in America, Billy spoke fluent Bronx English without a hint of a German accent. 

			On D-Day, June 6, 1944, all Bronx schools closed early to mark the Allied major offensive, and Billy attended a special afternoon service in his synagogue to pray for the safe return of US servicemen. Although he outwardly appeared to have adapted well to his new life, Billy was deeply depressed and insecure. He developed a nervous twitch of his eyelids and was plagued with various allergies and hay fever.9

			In mid-November, the US Committee for the Care of European Children informed Billy that his mother and sisters had probably not survived. The little boy was heartbroken and stayed in his room sobbing for hours. He also threw tantrums at school when he felt the teachers were not paying him enough attention.

			“We are planning to have Billy see the agency psychiatrist,” wrote his new caseworker, Marjorie Davis, in June 1943. “We want to determine whether or not he is in need of psychiatric treatment at this time.”

			The psychiatrist described him as “an insecure, immature child with a fear of aggression and with hostility in his associations,” his bad behavior at school being caused by “personality difficulties.” But psychiatric treatment was not recommended.

			During the next few months, Billy’s behavior deteriorated even further. He feared being left alone and would cry uncontrollably if he ever was. He hardly ever washed or combed his hair. 

			Citing his “peculiar personal habits,” “secretive ways,” and “extreme antagonisms with Roy,” his caseworker advised taking him away from the Ehrenreichs and placing him with Social Services. 

			Ironically, it was only after he was expelled from P.S. 104 for kicking a teacher that his behavior improved. And he was allowed to remain with Pearl and Alfred Ehrenreich, whom he now called mother and father. 

			“Were they my parents?” he would be asked later. “She was my mother. He was never my father. He was an okay guy, but I can’t say I loved him or cared deeply about him.”10

			Growing into a lanky teenager, Billy became a typical New York street kid. He played stickball or half-court ball with the neighborhood kids, spending his pocket money at Al’s Candy Store.

			He looked up to the older kids, who taught him street smarts, and he soon mastered the hustles needed to make extra money for candy and movies. The street became his classroom and taught him a strong moral code.11

			“I think that’s what formed my character,” he later explained. “It’s having to live by the book of unwritten rules, starting early on.”12

			At age sixteen, Billy joined the Pirates gang, proudly wearing their green-and-yellow jacket at clubhouse meetings. It was a matter of honor for a Pirate to have a girl by his side at the weekend meetings, and Billy was never without one. 
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			Back in Germany, Billy’s sister Ester, now age eighteen, had been liberated by the Americans from the Spandau Concentration Camp. She was now married with a young son and had started trying to reunite the family. First she tracked down Evelyn, who was living in Budapest, and then she found Sonja in Austria. But their beloved mother had perished in a concentration camp. 

			Ester worked at the Hanover branch of the Hebrew Immigrant Aid Society (HIAS), and she asked her boss to try to locate her little brother Wolodia when he traveled to New York for a conference.

			After making a few calls, he found the boy living with the Ehrenreichs. Ester then wrote to Wolodia after her boss brought back one of the family photographs the boy had taken to America. 

			It was a turning point for Billy. He was overjoyed that his three sisters had survived but heartbroken to learn his mother had perished in a concentration camp. Although there were no plans for an immediate reunion, Billy started corresponding with all of his sisters.

			Reuniting with his real family gave Billy a new, positive outlook on life. He was now attending DeWitt Clinton High School in the Bronx, and his first reports were excellent. He was elected class vice president and joined the school swimming team, enthusiastically competing in all school athletic events. 

			He found his first job delivering the Bronx Home News for $5 a week, which he spent on the movies. He also did errands for the local grocers and butchers and was soon giving his foster family $10.50 a week toward his board and keep. 

			At seventeen, Billy Grajonca found a well-paying summer job, working as an office boy and messenger. Now a seventh-term honor roll student at DeWitt Clinton, he planned to work and attend college at night after his graduation.

			During his senior year, he discovered what would be a lifelong passion for Latin music, becoming a regular at the Palladium at 53rd Street and Broadway. There he saw such top Latin music stars as Xavier Cugat, Tito Puente, and Esy Morales. On Wednesday nights he would dance to the mambo music until three or four in the morning. Years later, he would faithfully re-create the feel and excitement of the Palladium with the Fillmore East. Another of his favorite places was the Apollo Theater on 125th Street in Harlem, where he saw Cab Calloway and Bill “Bojangles” Robinson. 

			But the late nights never interfered with Billy’s schoolwork, and when he graduated he received a glowing progress report from his social worker.13

			“Billy has grown from a distrustful, sly, underhanded, frightened little boy to a tall, good looking, outgoing, secure, warm and friendly young man with a fine sense of humor,” read the report. “He has many friends and varied interests, including school, all sports, reading and socializes with other boys and girls. [He’s a] well-rounded, likable young person.”

			On April 13, 1949, Billy Grajonca applied for US citizenship, officially Americanizing his name to William Graham. It was the surname directly preceding Grajonca in the Bronx telephone book. 

			The 1949 DeWitt Clinton High School yearbook contains a photograph of a smiling William “Bill” Graham, a member of the swimming team, a color guard, and a contributor to the school’s Magpie magazine. His stated ambition was to become a physical education instructor/coach, and his graduating message was the simple toast, “To Graham.”
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			At the dawn of the 1950s, six-foot-tall William Graham sought the American dream. He worked part-time for $10 a week in a neighborhood tailor shop and had been accepted by Brooklyn College on a $300 scholarship to study engineering. But the self-confessed Mambonic spent the money on fashionable suits and ties for his dancing nights out.

			“The Palladium is where I went to recharge my batteries,” he later explained. “Just take it and stick it in the wall. I’d come out hours later, feeling great. Get into the subway and get home maybe at four or four-thirty in the morning.”

			After a few months, he decided to take a semester off from Brooklyn College and get a summer job so he could afford to go night clubbing in the stylish Harlem clothes he loved. There was big money to be made at the popular Jewish resorts in the Catskill Mountains, two hours north of New York City. And the enterprising young man found a job as a busboy at Grossingers Resort Hotel. He soon learned how to charm the restaurant guests he served, ensuring good tips. At the end of the summer season, when the work ran out, he returned to New York. 

			Now nineteen, he quit Brooklyn College and went to work at Davidson & Sons Jewelry Co. on West 47th Street for $45 a week. He was soon promoted to assistant foreman and for a time seriously considered becoming a jeweler.14
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			In late 1950, the US Army drafted William Graham for the Korean War, with orders to report to Fort Dix in New Jersey. It was a major blow, as his American citizenship was imminent, and he was planning to bring his sisters to America. His Davidson workmates threw him a going-away party, presenting him with a gold ring bearing his initials, “BG”—which he would proudly wear for the rest of his life. 

			After passing a physical, he was assigned to Camp Chaffee in Arkansas for basic training. One day he had a pinched nerve and was unable to put on his backpack for the daily ten-mile hike. When his corporal ordered him to do so, Graham replied, “Fuck you, Jack!” and was promptly court-martialed for insubordination. 

			After basic training, Graham shipped out to Japan on a huge troop carrier. During the long voyage he joined in the nightly craps games, soon discovering that the players got hungry. The entrepreneurial young soldier organized a restaurant delivery service, charging the craps players $1.50 for sandwiches and 25 cents for fruit, which he stole from the kitchen, where he worked during the day. He was soon selling more than a hundred sandwiches a night, even hiring another soldier to help him prepare the food. After the two-week voyage, he had made a profit of $3,700 ($36,000 in 2010 dollars) in cash, which he soon gambled away.

			En route to Korea, Private Graham’s company was assigned to a Japanese base to prepare for action. But the aggressively outspoken young soldier soon ran into trouble.

			“It was a corporal,” he later remembered.“Didn’t like big city guys and didn’t like Jews. He and I got into it one day, and he nailed me for insubordination.”15

			Graham was then sent to the Korean town of Taegu as an artillery forward observer. And as part of a two-man team, he went into no-man’s land to sight out the enemy and report their positions on a radio telephone. 

			Early one morning, Private Graham’s reconnaissance team was attacked by four North Koreans, who shot one of his friends and beat up another. Out of ammunition, Graham fought gallantly, beating one of the enemy soldiers unconscious. Then, under full enemy fire he carried his injured friend on his shoulders three hundred yards to safety. He was awarded a Bronze Star for bravery.

			Yet three days later, he found himself facing a full court-martial for refusing a direct order under fire.

			“The captain sent us on a suicide mission to lay some communication lines,” he later recalled. “It was obvious to us that if we carried it out we had a 90 percent chance of ending up dead, as the enemy had all the high positions. I refused a direct order because I knew it would be suicide.”16

			When Graham threatened to fight the court-martial and prove his case, the captain backed down and withdrew the charges.

			“He was one of those gung-ho schmucks,” said Graham, “and about a month later he was going up the side of a hill gleaming, and the enemy just popped him.”17

			A few days after Graham received his Bronze Star and a citation for holding the lines under enemy fire, Pearl Ehrenreich fell dangerously ill and Alfred requested immediate compassionate leave for his foster son. Initially the army denied the request, but when a second telegram arrived with the news she was on her deathbed, Private Graham was allowed to fly home.

			He walked into the Montgomery Avenue apartment to find that his beloved foster mother had died two days earlier.

			“Whatever positive things I have in me I owe to my foster mother,” he would later say. “I was not an easy child to bring up. I was very angry at the world. She helped take away some of the bitterness.” 
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			Three days after his twenty-third birthday, Billy Graham officially became an American citizen. He celebrated by formally applying for his sisters to come and live in the United States. A few months later, his oldest sister, Rita, arrived with her husband, Eric. She stayed in New York only a short time before settling in San Francisco. 

			A year later, he met his sister Ester Chichinsky at Idlewild Airport when she arrived with her seven-year-old-son, Avi. Billy’s two other sisters, Evelyn and Sonja, decided to remain in Europe.
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			After his army discharge, Graham enrolled in the City College of New York to study business administration. But he soon quit,18 heading back to the Catskills to make real money. He found a job waiting tables at the Concord Hotel near Monticello, where he served breakfast, lunch, and dinner seven days a week. There he befriended another young waiter named Jack Levin, who was a couple of years older and married. 

			“Billy was a skinny little kid,” remembered Levin. “He was funny and full of life.”19

			All the Jewish Catskill resorts had nightclubs, which were strictly off-limits to hotel staff, who were forbidden to mix with the guests. As Latin music was now all the rage in the Jewish resorts, the two waiters loved going to the clubs to hear the Afro-Cuban mambo music and dance with the female guests.

			“Billy was a real ladies man, and we wound up doing a lot of things off-color,” remembered Levin. “He loved Tito Puente and Machito and was a great samba dancer.” 

			One night at the President Hotel, Billy Graham introduced himself to Latin music star Tito Puente, who was performing. 

			“And we hit off a great friendship,” said the salsa percussionist, “since he was in love with Latin music. He was a very good dancer.”20

			On their rare days off, the two waiters would go to the Saratoga Racetrack. But whatever Graham won was usually lost a few hours later in a craps game. Soon he started running his own craps games at the Concord for the staff and guests.

			“I organized the greatest craps games,” said Graham, “but I made more money from shill games. I was twenty-three years old, and I loved action, from the flea races in Canada to the dog races in Miami.” 

			He also rented a hotel room on the ground floor of the Concord, which he transformed into a gambling club, as well as operating a check-cashing service for resort employees, averaging around $300 ($2,650) a week in profits. 

			“Billy used to do very well,” said Levin. “We’d start the game at ten in the evening and finish up about six in the morning, and then go right back to work. He supplied all the cards, and he had hot food, beer and coffee.”

			On a good night Graham could make up to $500 ($4,385), but usually he joined in the game and lost everything.

			Many of the Catskill resorts’ stars, such as Harry Bellafonte, gambled at Billy’s Cabana after their show. And he became friends with Eddie Fisher, with a photograph of them together even appearing in a TV fan magazine. 

			One day Billy announced that he was going to become an actor and was saving his money for stage school.

			“He talked about it constantly,” said Levin. “That was his first love.”

			At the Concord, Billy dated a waitress named Patricia Kern, who was working her way through university. She became his steady girlfriend for a couple of years, serving food and drinks at his craps games.

			Whenever he had a free weekend, Graham caught the Friday-night bus to New York, hitting the Palladium for the mambo dance competitions, which he would often win. Then early Monday morning he’d be back at the Concord to serve breakfast, having been up for forty-eight hours straight. 

			The Concord maitre d’, Irving Cohen, whom Graham often compared to Captain Bligh, did not approve of his lifestyle. During his three years at the Concord, Graham was constantly feuding with his boss, who eventually fired him for trying to unionize the staff.

			“He was a hippie,” said Cohen, who worked more than fifty years at the resort. “He had long hair and he wanted to wear an earring. He once told me he goes to Harlem to buy clothes. He said black people are two years ahead of us.”21
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			Back in New York, Graham found a job as a waiter at Ben Maksik’s Town and Country Nightclub on Brooklyn’s Flatbush Avenue, moving into a Greenwich Village apartment. He became a regular at the pickup basketball games on West Fourth Street, near his Waverly Place apartment.

			He concentrated on launching his acting career and started going to casting calls and auditions. But the next few years were frustrating for Graham, with rejection after rejection. 

			“My heroes were Lee J. Cobb, Eli Wallach, Edward G. Robinson,” he said, “the character actors who made it not because they looked good but because they were good.”22

			In early 1955, he drove cross country to visit his sister Rita and her husband, Eric Rosen, in San Francisco for a change of scene. He decided to stay, finding a job as a statistician and payroll clerk for the Pacific Motor Trucking Company. Then he flew back to New York to collect his things, arranging to drive an old New York yellow cab to Modesto, California, for a driveaway agency.

			“That was an amazing, amazing trip across America,” he recalled. “A mattress that I was schlepping for my sister tied on top, a teddy bear bigger than I was—for her son—in the seat beside me.”

			For the next two years he worked as a statistician, studying acting at night at the Mara Alexander School of Drama. Then he moved 260 miles north, working as chief paymaster for the Weaverville Dam Project. That job lasted just five months, and he returned to New York for another shot at acting. 

			He leased a tiny studio on Christopher Street in Greenwich Village, working as a waiter in a Brooklyn nightclub and driving a taxi cab at night. He also took diction lessons and enrolled in Lee Strasberg‘s Actor’s Studio, studying in the same class as Marilyn Monroe. But his inability to remember lines proved a problem. 

			He joined Equity, using the stage name Anthony Graham because there was another actor called William Graham. And he had tiny roles in the movies Breakfast at Tiffany’s and Hatful of Rain, as well as a string of long-forgotten “B” movies. 

			As he turned thirty, William Graham lacked direction, with no steady job or real acting success. So he went to Los Angeles to go all-in on becoming a movie star. But the nearest he got to fame was waiting tables at a Rodeo Drive restaurant, serving such stars as Charles Laughton, David Niven, and Lee Marvin. 

			In 1960, Graham was visiting his sister Rita in San Francisco when he went on a casting call to play Big Julie in the musical Guys and Dolls. Also auditioning for a dancing part was eighteen-year-old Martyn Buchwald—who five years later would change his name to Marty Balin and start the legendary rock band Jefferson Airplane, which Graham would briefly manage.

			“And he caused this furor,” recalled Balin, “just stopped the whole place because he kept telling the director how to direct his part. He had one line, and he just stopped the whole production—he was telling everybody how to work around him. The director finally kicked him out [and] we were all just sitting there watching this. He always had to be in charge.” 23

			After nearly six months in Hollywood, Graham finally got a break when he was called back three times for a major role in a new TV series called The Law and Mr. Jones. He was even told he had the part, but at the last minute the star, James Whitmore, insisted on another actor, believing William Graham’s rugged looks could upstage him. 

			“He quit acting there and then,” said Hollywood acting coach Harold Guskin, who had become his friend. “It was a crushing blow to him. He could not take not being in control.” 

			In early 1962, deeply depressed and feeling a failure, Graham returned to Europe and spent a year bumming around. He lived in Paris, Madrid, and Valencia but was unable to settle down. He felt insecure and began to wonder if he had any real acting talent.

			“That was my lost, searching time,” he later told the New York Times. “I was always looking for one thing that would satisfy me.” 

		


		
			
			CHAPTER TWO

			Carlos

			As Bill Graham pondered his future in Europe, a rail-thin fourteen-year-old Mexican boy arrived in San Francisco with his parents and six siblings. Carlos Santana was born on July 20, 1947, in Autlán de Navarro, a tiny peasant town in the state of Jalisco. He had music in his blood, coming from a long line of performers. 

			Jalisco was the nineteenth-century birthplace of modern mariachi. A hybrid of Spanish, Mexican, and African folk music, it celebrated the triumphs and struggles of the Mexican people and was played at weddings, birthdays, and holidays. 

			It also has a key role in the elaborate Mexican courting ritual. In the strict Catholic countryside, where the sexes were kept apart, a young man courted a prospective bride through the serenata—a musical message of love delivered by a mariachi orchestra. 

			Carlos’s grandfather Antonino Santana played French horn in the municipal band in Cuautla, four hundred miles east of Autlán de Novarro. And soon after his son José was born in January 1913, he started teaching him violin. 

			When the Santana family moved to Autlán de Novarro, little José showed exceptional musical talent. As a teenager he joined the local symphony orchestra and played waltzes, polkas, and tangos, eventually becoming bandleader.

			By 1940, José was a famous musician in Jalisco, when he married a local girl named Josefina Barragan. Over the next few years they would have seven children: Antonio, Laura, Irma, Carlos, Leticia, Jorge, and Maria. 1

			“Everybody just loved my dad,” Carlos Santana would later tell Billboard magazine. “He was the darling of the town. Everybody wanted my dad to play at their weddings, baptisms, whatever.”2

			From early childhood, José groomed Carlos to carry on the Santana family’s long musical tradition. 

			“He was eight when I started teaching him [violin],” recalled José, “and we both used to sit down and study together.”

			Carlos grew up in Autlán de Novarro, a tiny mountainous town between Puerto Vallarta and Guadalajara. It was a throwback to the past, with donkeys and chickens running wild on dirt tracks. The houses were made of stone and dried mud, and there was no electricity or running water. 

			One of Carlos’s earliest memories is making little paper boats during the rainy season, and then sailing them down the flooded main street.

			Carlos and his six siblings grew up in a mud-brick house with music everywhere. 

			“My father supported [us] with his music,” said Carlos. “There’s something about Mexican families; they’re big and they don’t have any TVs or stuff in the countryside. So music was a big diversion.”

			From early childhood, Carlos always felt a special connection to his father, who would take him on the back of his bicycle to watch his performances in church. 

			“My father infected me with the virus of music,” said Carlos. “I saw how the people were looking at him. All I ever wanted was to be adored the way people adored my father in this little town.”

			José was often away traveling with his orchestra, and little Carlos missed him terribly. On his return the father would always tell his son stories about his colorful adventures while he was traveling.

			“He knew how to create tension,” Carlos explained. “[It’s] where I learned to build a guitar solo. Got to tell a story, man.”

			In 1954 José went north to Tijuana to play mariachi for American tourists. He promised Josefina that he would send for the family when he had saved enough money. But when he didn’t do so after a year, Carlos’s mother suspected that he was cheating on her. So she persuaded one of José’s friends to drive her and her six children to Tijuana, promising that José would pay him when they got there. Then Josefina sold all their furniture to raise gas money for the 1,500-mile journey. 

			Upon their arrival in Tijuana, they went to an address José had used on one of his few letters home. Then as Carlos and his siblings waited in the car, Josefina knocked on the front door. At first there was no answer, but on the third knock a young woman opened the door. When Josefina announced she was José’s wife and had come for him, the woman said there was no one by that name living there and closed the door. 

			As Josefina sadly walked back to the car, an old man who had been sitting on the sidewalk watching everything asked who she was looking for.

			“José Santana,” replied Josefina.

			“Yeah, he’s inside. Are you guys his family?” said the man. “Knock again. He’ll come out.”3

			So Josephina walked back to the front door and knocked again.

			“The lady came out,” Carlos would recall, “screaming ‘What do you want? I told you he’s not there!’  ”

			At that point José sheepishly poked his head out of the door, seeing his wife at the door and their seven children in the car outside.

			“My dad’s face became like the NBC peacock rainbow,” said Carlos, “turning all the different colors of surprise, frustration, anger, fear—everything.”

			Then he started screaming at his wife for daring to bring the children to Tijuana without his permission. When he finally calmed down, he drove them to one of the town’s worst slums, dropping them off at a house without any windows or a roof. Then he drove off, leaving them there to fend for themselves. 

			For the next two months, Josefina and the children struggled to survive in the tough border town. Twice a week José would suddenly appear with two bags of groceries for his family, before disappearing again.

			“That was the hardest time,” recalled Carlos, “poverty-wise.” 

			Eventually there was a reconciliation and José left his mistress and moved back in with his family. Then he sent Carlos and his younger brother Jorge out to hustle the tourists on Tijuana’s main drag, Avenida Revolucion. Dressed in colorful mariachi suits, the two small boys would perform old Mexican folk songs, such as “Mexicali Rose” and “La Paloma.”

			“ ‘Song, Mister?—fifty cents a song,’—that was my mantra,” Carlos remembered. 

			Their father also had them selling snacks and spearmint gum to the tourists.

			“My father bought us this box of Chiclets and just cracked it in half,” said Carlos. “He gave half to my brother [and] half to me. He says, ‘Don’t come back till you sell it.’”
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			In July 1955, José Santana moved his family into a better Tijuana neighborhood, enrolling Carlos in the Miguel F. Martinez Primary School. Every night he attended a school of music, where his teachers wanted him to learn clarinet. Carlos refused, sticking to the violin instead. 

			“We always played music,” said Carlos’s younger brother Jorge. “We had musicians in the household, so we were exposed to music all the time.”4

			At the age of ten, Carlos joined his father’s mariachi band, Los Cardinales. They played in some of the seediest bars and clubs on the backstreets of Tijuana, as well as bordellos. 

			“It smelt like piss and puke,” said Carlos. “Being a kid I’d rather go play hide-and-seek . . . but instead I was in this place.”5

			Little Carlos was exposed to the crude, drunken behavior of the customers toward the prostitutes, who would mother him. And he came to hate the mariachi music he played with his father. 

			“I don’t really relate to it,” Carlos explained. “I don’t like any kind of music that deals with lyrics about being drunk and being betrayed.” 

			One day the little boy met an American tourist, who lured him over the border into San Diego for sex. Throughout the next two years, Carlos was repeatedly molested, and it would scar him for life. It was a deep, dark secret that he would carry for more than forty years. 

			“I was molested at a very young age,” Carlos finally admitted in 2000. “I was seduced by toys, and I was seduced by being brought to America with all kinds of gifts and stuff.”

			The pedophile, who said he was from Vermont, would bring Carlos over the border two or three times a week, buying him meals, clothes, and toys and sexually abusing him. 

			“This person seduced a child by giving him cowboy boots and guns and a bunch of toys,” said Carlos, “when I was living in the ghetto in Tijuana. And my mom couldn’t figure it out?”

			The abuse finally stopped in 1959 when the man became jealous when Carlos developed a crush on a girl his own age.

			“And he slapped me,” said Carlos. “And I woke up.”
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			In 1960, José Santana took off and left his family again. This time he moved to San Francisco, where the earnings were higher for a mariachi musician. With his father gone, Carlos stopped going to music school, as he disliked practicing violin. Then his perceptive mother decided to show Carlos that there were other kinds of music besides mariachi.

			One Sunday morning she took him to the Palacio de Municipal Park in the middle of Tijuana, where the local musicians hung out and played. Carlos was walking into the park when he first heard the sound of an electric blues guitar.

			“That’s when everything just changed in my life,” he said. “It was like somebody kicked me in the balls, man. It was like bang.”

			The blues musician playing was a sharply dressed sixteen-year-old named Javier Batiz, who had an Elvis Presley pompadour haircut, leather jacket, and razor-pressed khaki pants. And he played the latest hits by Chuck Berry, B.B. King, Little Richard, Bo Diddley, and Freddy King.

			Later that day Josefina took Carlos to Batiz’s home and asked Batiz if he would teach her son to play electric blues guitar. When Batiz asked Carlos if he played another instrument, he took out his violin and played a tune.

			“And it was so cute,” said Batiz. “He was just a little kid.”

			Before they left, Batiz showed Carlos a few chords and runs on the guitar, and by the next day Carlos had mastered them all.6

			“His Mama said, ‘Carlos didn’t sleep last night, he was studying,’  ” Batiz recalled. “I taught him one movement and the day after that he brought about ten movements, different movements. And I went, ‘Wow,’ because he was so hungry to learn the blues guitar.”

			On Friday nights, Carlos started going to see Javier Batiz and his band the T.J.’s play at the Latino-Americano club to soak up the music. He now had little interest in his Catholic parochial school, as he was getting his musical education on the streets of Tijuana. 

			“I still wasn’t playing,” he said. “I was just sucking up the music and learning.”

			The first song Carlos learned was the Shadows’ hit instrumental “Apache,” followed by “Walk on the Wild Side” by Jimmy Smith and “Peppermint Twist” by Joey Dee and the Starliters.

			When Josefina wrote José that Carlos was learning guitar, he mailed his son an old beat-up Gibson L-5 guitar, along with one pick, from San Francisco. Carlos was so delighted that he put on nylon strings, not realizing he needed metal ones since his father had not sent an amplifier.

			In 1961, Josefina Santana filed US immigration papers for the family to move to San Francisco, where José was now making a good living playing mariachi. She did not want her children to spend the rest of their lives in the mean streets of Tijuana.

			“My mother wanted a better life for all of us,” said Jorge Santana, “by bringing us here to the United States. She was old-school in her upbringing, discipline, education, and work.”
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			When José returned to help the family move to America, he expected Carlos to play the mariachi clubs with him again. But thirteen-year-old Carlos now had his own gig, playing blues and Top Forty songs with Javier Batiz in the rundown strip clubs of
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