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For Paul




NOTE TO THE READER

Some of the fifty-three years of our friendship was involved in starting Newman’s Own and the Hole in the Wall Gang camps, and I have recounted that in this memoir.

Several years ago, Paul and I wrote a slim business book called Shameless Exploitation in Pursuit of the Common Good, which turned out to be one of our major misadventures. To those few who happened to have read it, I hope they will indulge the passages that have found their way into this book in the context of our friendship.

A.E.H.


Up Front

Paul Newman was an unadorned man. He was direct and honest and off-center and mischievous and romantic and very handsome. All of these attributes became the generating force behind him. He was the same man in 2008 that he was in 1955, unchanged despite all the honors and the fame, not a whisper of a change. That was something—the constancy of the man.

In these bleak times that feature men whose greed and selfishness have been so disillusioning and ruinous to their fellow citizens, Paul’s concern for those less fortunate and his altruistic mien were important antidotes.

He was a complicated, unpredictable, talented man who certainly gave back to the world as much as the world gave to him.
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Paul Newman and I first met in 1955 in a funeral parlor on La Cienega Boulevard in Hollywood. There were sample coffins in the anteroom, but the large viewing room beyond had been stripped of its funereal paraphernalia and instead outfitted for the rehearsal of The Battler, a television drama I had written based on a Hemingway short story. It was my first television play and, as it turned out, it became a fortuitous launching pad for Paul’s career as well as my own. We were in this mortuary because NBC had run out of rehearsal space, and this bizarre spot was the best they could do.

Both Paul and I were at the start of our respective careers and each of us had come to a halt. Paul had been brought up in Shaker Heights, an affluent suburb of Cleveland. He had been in a dozen or so plays at Kenyon College, and after graduation he had performed in summer stock—once playing the gentleman caller in Tennessee Williams’s The Glass Menagerie. He later enrolled in Yale University School of Drama, where in Shaw’s Saint Joan he was required to weep onstage. As Paul told me years later, “The muscles contracted in my stomach, and immediately I tried to figure out some way to play the whole thing facing upstage. And then I thought, What an ass. I drag my family—I had married an actress I had met when I was in Woodstock summer theater and had a son with her—with only nine hundred dollars in the bank, all the way to Connecticut, and then think of all the ways I can cop out. At the time I was living in a boardinghouse, and I took that script downstairs to the boiler room and I said, Okay buddy, you are going to sit here until you find out where it is going to come from or you get out of this business right now. I did the part and my tears arrived on cue.”

After Yale he was accepted by the Actors Studio. Marlon Brando and James Dean were in his session, and they were given the leads in most of the scenes that were performed. Paul admitted he did not have the aggression that one needs to get noticed and also was terrible at sight-reading a new script. He and Dean performed together in a screen test for a part in East of Eden, and Dean got the part.

Paul picked up small parts in TV dramas that were being filmed in New York, and he landed a small part in Picnic on Broadway and was also the understudy to Ralph Meeker, who played the lead. Later in the run, when Meeker went on vacation, Newman asked the director, Josh Logan, if he could take Meeker’s role when the play went on the road. But Logan told him no; he didn’t think Paul carried enough “sexual threat.”

As for me, I had come from the rough streets of Depression-era St. Louis, and had made my way through Washington University Law School and the air force. Rejecting the banality of lawyering, I had opted for freelance writing and was attempting to liberate myself from the dead end of magazine work. Years before, in 1948, I had visited Ernest Hemingway at his finca in Cuba to edit his novel Across the River and into the Trees for magazine serialization. At that time Hemingway was being pursued by television producers. “Hordes from the north,” he said. “They sweep down like Huns with their deals and residuals.” He felt “under siege” and, because I was from New York and he assumed I understood that world, he asked me if I would be willing to screen the “dross from the brass.” I told him I would do what I could, but that I had never written for television and knew nothing about it. “That puts you a jump ahead of all those network geniuses who think they do,” he replied.

This eventually led to my converting Hemingway’s brief story “The Battler” into a television play. Fred Coe, the veteran producer, had cast an actor named Paul Newman to play a supporting role. Paul had recently appeared on Broadway as one of the hoods in The Desperate Hours and had acted in one film, The Silver Chalice, which had been a fiasco. When Coe asked him about The Silver Chalice, Paul blamed his agent, who had told him, “They’ve been knocking and knocking on your door, offering you scripts, but at some point they’re just going to stop. And the trick is to answer the last knock before they quit.” So when this awful script arrived, his agent said, “This may be the last knock,” so Paul accepted. He said it “was without a doubt, the worst film made in the entire decade of the fifties.”

The role Paul was to play in The Battler was that of Nick Adams, a teenager who runs away from home and encounters an addle-brained, psychopathic former boxing champ at a campsite alongside a railroad track. Although Paul was thirty-one years old, he had a youthfulness that allowed him to play much younger.

No sooner had the set builders and costume designers started work on The Battler than we got the tragic news that James Dean, who was to play Ad Francis, the battler, had died in an accident involving his souped-up sports car. Now, with rehearsals imminent, we were without a leading actor in this long and difficult part that called for a punch-drunk, dangerously unbalanced, suspicious ex-pug who was once welterweight champion of the world, a part that moved back in time, depicting the boxer in his prime. After a frantic search for a star to replace Dean on such short notice, Coe reluctantly turned to Paul, lamenting having to go with a relatively unknown actor in the demanding lead role.

The following day Coe, the director, Arthur Penn, and I met with Paul in Coe’s office to tell him he was being recast. Paul was reluctant, not only about replacing his friend James Dean (“I don’t want to take advantage of anyone else’s misfortune”) but because he was not sure he could handle the part. Coe and Penn spent the next half hour trying to convince Paul that the role was less demanding than he thought, but he remained hesitant. He said he wanted to reread the script and think about it.

This was a depressing unraveling of what had promised to be a play that would open a fresh career for me. The role that Paul was tentatively rejecting was, in my judgment, a great opportunity for an actor to make a name for himself. In a way, I admired Paul for his reticence, but I knew that if he rejected the part, the show would have to be canceled. And so would my hope of escaping from the confinement of magazine writing.

In the elevator after leaving Coe’s office, I told Paul that I sympathized with his reluctance and suggested we talk about it.

“Sure,” he said, “let’s have a beer.”

We settled into a booth at a nearby bar and grill and ordered Budweisers. “I know how you feel,” I said. “When I was faced with having to turn Hemingway’s short story into a full-length drama, my first try at playwriting, I didn’t think it was possible. At least you bring some acting experience to the table.”

“Yeah,” he said, “but that’s not saying much. Maybe I’m fooling myself. Maybe I need a new line of work. I guess it’s too late to be a dentist.”

I liked him. I was touched by his honesty. At that moment, apart from my desire to get the play performed, I truly felt he would have the perseverance to master the role. “Listen,” I said, “we’re both trying to get up and out. You from secondary, meaningless television roles. Me from magazines, like the “This Week” Sunday newspaper inserts and an occasional Saturday Evening Post article. I have a couple of kids, so do you, so we don’t have a lot of loose time lying around. We could play it safe but we’d never make it. I believe in the dictum of that great philosopher, Babe Ruth, who said, ‘Never let the fear of striking out get in your way.’” By that time I was ready for a Scotch and Newman decided to join me. He flagged the waitress. “Two Glenlivets and a couple of burgers, medium rare, okay?”

“Any way you want it, sweetheart,” the waitress said.

When the waitress returned with the drinks, I asked her, “Do you think he’s a sexual threat?”

“You betcha!” she said, and beamed at him.


I raised my glass. “Here’s to the battler,” I said.
He raised his. “Here’s to Babe Ruth,” he said.



    DURING THE BEGINNING of rehearsals, Paul was out of sync, floundering, trying to discover something in himself that related to the character he was playing. In the story, this is how Hemingway had described the character: “His nose was sunken, his eyes were slits, he had queer-shaped lips … the man’s face was queerly formed and mutilated. It was like putty in color … He had only one ear. It was thickened and tight against the side of his head. Where the other ear should have been, there was a stump.”

I felt sorry for Paul because he had been talked into a part that he knew he wasn’t suited for. Makeup could create the face, but he had to find some way to identify with this pathetic character who was totally foreign to him. Paul was hurting badly.

One day, after rehearsal ended and I was leaving through the casket room, a voice from one of the caskets called out, “Hotch!” I levitated and when I returned to terra firma I cautiously approached the casket. Paul was laid out, his arms folded across his chest. “Batten down the lid,” he said. “I’m checking out.”

I helped him out of the casket and we went to the bar and grill for a couple of beers. We didn’t mention the play or the elusive battler who was bedeviling him. He simply wanted to take his mind off of the frustration of that day’s rehearsal. The casket gambit was the kind of Newmanesque distraction that would take place numerous times over the coming years.

But one morning, as he started to rehearse a pivotal scene at the campsite, the slurred, halting speech, the stiff-legged shuffle, the jerks and twitches of a stumblebum prizefighter suddenly emerged. This accomplishment was not an accident. Paul had started to hang out at the YMCA, a run-down building in downtown Los Angeles next to the grubby gym where local boxers worked out. He had found a punch-drunk welterweight named Bobby Wilcox with whom he had become friends, and now Paul was slowly assuming the old pug’s persona. It was a thrilling metamorphosis.

During our lunch break, it was customary for us to go to our diner where we sat in a booth and discussed the morning’s work. Most of the time, a lovely young actress named Joanne Woodward came to join us. She had been in Picnic with Paul, and it was obvious that they were very much in love. They were a beautiful couple and they certainly illuminated the booth. Paul was still married, but it was apparent that in due time his entente with Joanne would replace the marriage.

By the time The Battler aired and was pictorially covered in Life magazine, Paul and I had become friends. MGM had been trying to cast Rocky Graziano’s autobiography, Somebody Up There Likes Me, an account of his brutal life as welterweight champion. On the basis of his performance in The Battler, Paul was offered the part. For the second time, ironically, it was a part that had been intended for James Dean.

Paul called to tell me the good news and we had a congratulatory evening to celebrate both his good fortune and mine, for I had just signed a contract to write a play for Playhouse 90. In the course of that evening at The Brown Derby, Paul and I indulged in the irreverent, politically liberal, scatological, rebellious, ambitious, and irresponsible prejudices, ideas, and dreams that we shared.

As the night ended and we went our separate tipsy ways, we had solidified a comradery that was destined to keep us as closely bonded friends for the next fifty years.


 

I visited Paul on the set of Somebody Up There Likes Me, and I was fascinated with how he was, in a way, building on the fighter he had become for The Battler. We had a late dinner that night, and I asked Paul if he was consciously bonding the two roles.

“No, not that I expressly link them or even think that way, but certainly what residue there is from me as the battler seeps into me as Rocky. There sure as hell is no seepage from The Silver Chalice.”

We both laughed.

“It’s funny now,” Paul said, “but after that debacle I really thought I’d never be in another movie, honestly. My confidence was shot and an actor without confidence is like a canoe up a creek without a paddle. I was grateful I was able to get that part on Broadway in The Desperate Hours. Tell you the truth, I thought that would be the only way for me—Broadway stuff.”

“What was it about The Silver Chalice that was so terrible?”

“Everything. Every damn thing. It was a biblical costume epic in which I played a Greek slave named Basil and wore what looked like a cocktail gown that accented my skinny legs. I was paid a thousand dollars a week and it was the most painful money I ever earned. This sculptor had been commissioned to sculpt the face of Christ, who back in those Roman times was an unknown. Basil kept trying to envision this face and he kept working and working at it, and then all of a sudden, the bells went off, trumpets sounded, soaring violins and all that, and Basil sees a vision of Christ. In rehearsal the director said, ‘So you see it, and then you go, Aha!’ I said, ‘Victor, if this guy really saw a vision of Christ, you’d think he would hallucinate, or faint, or do something like that. But to have this powerful vision and say, Oh boy, there’s the new model of the Edsel and I’d better get to work on it … ‘ That movie added luster and dimension to the word ‘awful.’ Virginia Mayo and Jack Palance were in it, and a couple of camels. I had to ride one of the camels. The gait of a camel is very uneven—just try to hit a camera mark on a camel. We were in terrible disarray. My first movie, and the review in The New Yorker was: ‘As the Greek sculptor, Paul Newman, who resembles Marlon Brando, delivers his lines with the emotional fervor of a Putnam Division conductor announcing local stops.’ Small wonder, when I had lines like: ‘Helena, is it really you? What a joy!’ Needless to say, I never got another call from Hollywood. And I wouldn’t have gotten this call except for Jimmy’s bad luck.”

“Not really, Paul. Your performance as Ad Francis in The Battler is what did it. Jimmy’s bad luck is what gave you the opening, but you made your own good luck.”

“Yeah, well, maybe somebody up there really does like me.”

    MANY YEARS LATER, it was announced that Silver Chalice would be shown on television. Paul was horrified, having counted on this mummy not ever being disinterred. He said he was going to put a full-page ad in The Hollywood Reporter repudiating the film and requesting viewers not to waste their time watching it. Of course, the effect of the ad was to induce an unprecedented number of viewers to tune in.

Paul phoned me, deflated. “The ad didn’t work.”

“I didn’t think it would.”

“Why didn’t you stop me?”

“I wanted to see it.”

“So?”

“I didn’t think your legs were that skinny.”


 

Paul and I are fishing off the shore of Westport, Connecticut, where we both live, ten minutes from each other. Somebody Up There Likes Me was a very successful debut for Paul, and The Long, Hot Summer followed by Cat on a Hot Tin Roof were convincing proof that he was a spectacular newcomer to Hollywood’s elite, earning him an Academy Award nomination. But this battered boat in which we are fishing belies his ascending-star status and that’s just the way Paul wants it, stardom with no glitter.

The boat is an ancient wooden fishing boat with a small, abused outboard motor—four horsepower, if that—that clings perilously to its splintered stern. When we chug away from our slip at the Westport marina, put-putting past the opulent yachts and dual-rigged fishing sloops, we are subjected to finger-pointing and suppressed hilarity from the decks above us. “Hey, look, isn’t that Paul Newman? What? In that … thing?” Tiller in hand, Paul grins and waves and enjoys the trek along the causeway as if he were a master yachtsman at the controls of a forty-two-foot Chris-Craft. Emblazoned on the crumbling bow of our boat is its name: Caca de Toro. On board are two paddles and a couple of rusty coffee cans: paddles for when the wheezy outboard poops out; cans for bailing the customary leakage. We are put-putting in this Caca because there is a five-year wait for a slip in the marina, and we had inherited the slip and the boat from someone who was moving away. I suggested replacing the wheezy old-timer, but Paul said, “No, it’s a classy antique. It’s like we’re in a remake of The African Queen.”
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Fishing aboard Caca de Toro II with young Timothy Hotchner.

This aversion to ostentation became a hallmark of how Paul dealt with the unyielding limelight that would be continuously focused on him. He gave no autographs. When I asked him why, he said the majesty of the act was offensive to him. Compliments also made him uncomfortable, “because I suspect they are just inane flattery. I much rather hear criticism because it’s sincere.” His closet contained one gray suit, a dark blazer, slacks, two neckties, and a couple of shirts. But when the Caca’s outboard motor fell off its rotting perch and nose-dived to the bottom of the sound, Paul admitted it was time to upgrade and acquire Caca II, a secondhand Boston Whaler that the harbor master procured for us.

Paul and I both loved to fish but, sadly, we were the worst fishermen on the eastern seaboard. As anglers around us reeled in bluefish, stripers, flounder, weakfish, and blackfish, we watched with virginal envy, drowning our sorrows in Budweisers. That our bait disappeared, leaving our hooks empty, did not bother Paul. He loved the quiet and isolation of fishing. He would anchor at buoy 13, convinced, with no supporting evidence, that it was a lucky spot. We did catch a lot of worthless sea robins, hermit crabs, sand sharks, plenty of jellyfish, blowfish, and plastic containers, but nothing you could put in a frying pan.

We once went fishing in Key West with the famous guide Captain Sam. We spent an entire day at it, with Captain Sam switching baits and offering advice. “I been fishing these here waters nigh on fifty-three years,” Captain Sam said, “and you two fellers are the first ones never even got a bite on your lines. Seem like the fish went outa their ways to avoid you.”

    CACA II SUFFERED a painful demise, battered to pieces against the dock by a sudden violent storm. Paul suggested that we go to the boat show at the New York Coliseum to find a replacement, but I was on my way to Hollywood to write and produce The Snows of Kilimanjaro for the Buick Electra Playhouse, so unfortunately Paul was left to handle the temptations of the boat show on his own.

On July Fourth, when we were in Westport at the same time, Paul enthusiastically met me at the marina for the presentation of Caca III.

“How do you like it?”

I was dumbfounded.

“Not another boat around here like it.”

“I should hope not.”

“Is that meant to be critical? I thought you got rid of your backwoods personality when you left St. Louis.”

What confronted me was a two-story, square, floating object with a bright-yellow exterior, an inner staircase connecting the stories, a thick, nauseatingly green shag carpet on both levels, and a yellow-and-green striped canopy covering the entire upper deck with colored lights encrusted in the canopy. Instead of a horn, it emitted a musical blast that sounded like an armada of Good Humor wagons, and its hi-fi speakers could easily carry to New Hampshire. The boat would have been right at home in a Puerto Rican Day parade.

“It has a flat bottom,” I observed.

“Of course. It’s a lake boat.”

“But this isn’t a lake. This is part of the Atlantic Ocean and it has waves and things like that.”

“Yeah, but don’t worry, we can handle it.”

Paul loved piloting the green-and-yellow monster along the coastline and into neighboring Southport Harbor, home of the ultraconservative Southport Yacht Club. Guiding the boat among the flotilla of opulent yachts, Paul delighted in gliding past the yacht club’s veranda where members in their tartan blazers and orange pants were having their sundowners, often treating them to a Caca III salute on the super hi-fi or on the musical horn, sometimes on both.

The life span of Caca III was mercifully short. A sudden squall upended it, pitching us and our fishing paraphernalia into the turbulent waters. Caca III eventually washed ashore, a mangled green-and-yellow wreck. We had lost all our fishing gear, but it really didn’t matter since we weren’t catching anything anyway.
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Paul is cooking lunch, his signature hamburgers browning over a white-hot charcoal fire, buns toasting, Budweisers and watermelon in an icy cooler, and a salad he is mixing with a dressing of his own concoction. Robert Redford and Jack Valenti, the Motion Picture Association president, are sipping beers and watching Paul adroitly toss his salad. Bob has a house ten minutes down the road, and Valenti is visiting from Hollywood.

“You grill a mean burger,” Valenti says.

“Twenty percent fat,” Paul says as he flips them over. “That’s the trick. Only one flip. And no salt, salting them makes them tough.”

“How can you have a tough burger?” Bob asks. “It’s ground beef.”

“Oh, I have,” Valenti says.

“Redford, with your palate you could eat ground glass and not know the difference,” Paul says, as he shovels the salad on plates and spatulas the burgers onto buns. We take Buds from the cooler and settle down around the redwood table beside the swimming pool.

“Bob, I hear you’re doing Hotch’s book, King of the Hill,” Valenti says.

“Well, I’ll be executive producer. I would have liked to direct it but the book was brought to me by a young guy whose first movie recently landed at Sundance, Steven Soderbergh. He knew that Hotch was a friend and asked me to help him get the rights. Of course, if you had sent me the book …”

“I didn’t think it was your kind of subject—kids in the Depression,” I said.

“Second time you let me down. Only part I ever wanted that I didn’t get was in Adventures of a Young Man—young Hemingway disguised as Nick Adams.”

“I tried but the producer, Jerry Wald, said you had no experience for a big part like that. I tried to get you a screen test but he refused.”

“But Paul got a juicy part in it, didn’t you?”

“I had done it on television,” Paul said. “I made the mistake of repeating the way I played the battler on television. I should have reworked it for the film.”

They were referring to a movie I had written that linked ten Hemingway short stories together, with one of the scenes featuring Paul in his role as the battler.

“The pity is,” I said, “that Wald insisted on using Richard Beymer because he had him under contract for five hundred dollars a week. Richard came across as a willowy Hemingway, if that’s the word. Thank God Ernest never saw it. He died four months before the picture was released.”

“How you get experience without getting any experience beats me,” Bob said. “I almost had the same fate as Sundance.”

“Yeah,” Paul said. “The studio wanted Steve McQueen, but Steve was being difficult about his billing—left of mine or an inch above mine or some such crap. And I had the same problem as Hotch—all you’d done was Barefoot. But when I offered to cut what they were paying me and my take of the gross, they caved in.”

“I never knew that,” Bob said.

“You owe me. Did you know, Jack, that up until the very last minute I thought I was playing Sundance. I had all the lines down and I started doing Sundance’s lines, but George Roy Hill stops me. ‘Wait a minute, Paul,’ he says, ‘you’re not Sundance—you’re Butch.’”

“How about you guys do a sequel to Butch Cassidy,” Valenti said.

“Jack,” Paul said patiently, “we got killed at the end.”

“Not really. It’s a freeze-frame of you shooting, but you don’t outright die.”

“There were a hundred soldiers firing their guns at us,” Bob said.

“But you don’t fall down and bleed or anything. Anyway, people don’t remember details like if you really got killed.”

“Jack,” Paul said, veering away from his Butch reincarnation, “do you play tennis?”

“Oh, yeah. I belong to the Beverly Hills Tennis Club.”

“Good. Tell you what, I know Redford’s been hitting with a pro, how about doubles. Hotch and me, you and Bob. I’ve got rackets. Rules are a slug of beer every time we change sides and foot faults are okay up to two feet.”

Paul carted the cooler of Buds out to the court, putting it in the lee of a net post. After a brief warm-up, we got under way. Bob was an athletic leftie with a good, solid stroke, but Jack was a short-legged five foot four at most, and saddled with an erratic forehand that often tended to catapult the ball over the fence or into the bottom of the net. Jack’s partners at the Beverly Hills Tennis Club must have had infinite patience.

Paul was intense but inclined to swing too soon or too late. I had played tennis since I was twelve. From the outset it was apparent that Paul and Bob were treating this as a serious duel. We changed sides every odd game and paused to chug some beer.

As the match progressed, there were serious disputes over foot faults and line calls. To overcome Jack’s erratic forehand, Bob induced him to lob every time he got the ball—the higher, the better. On the other hand, I instructed Paul to stay at the net where his quick reflexes earned points.

What also earned points for Paul was his superiority at drinking beer. Paul regularly consumed a dozen or so beers a day, and this intense training gave him a significant advantage over his opponents, who began to wobble under the sweltering sun. As a matter of fact, with every side-changing swallow Paul’s game got sharper, and by the time the match ended in our favor, he was hitting respectable overheads and the rest of us were seeing two tennis balls in place of one.

That afternoon I came to realize how competitive Paul was. No matter what the challenge—mastering an impossible role, or driving a race car at two hundred miles per hour against experienced drivers half his age, or starting a business against daunting odds, or engaging in a public debate with Charlton Heston over nuclear power—Paul’s competitive drive was an intrinsic virtue.


 

To overcome our reputation as the most inept fishermen on the East Coast, Paul and I planned several fishing trips that we hoped would establish us as certified anglers. But as fate would have it, all the trips had to be canceled for a variety of medical reasons.

Paul had heard about a fishing guide on Key Largo who was a specialist in bonefishing. The bonefish is a fierce fighting fish that inhabits shallow waters and is caught on a line that has to be adroitly cast in its path. To land it depends on the skill of the angler coordinated with the skill of the skiff minder, who uses a long pole to direct and propel the skiff in its silent journey; the bonefish are wary and avoid any disturbance, certainly the sound of an outboard motor.

On the day before our scheduled departure, Paul took his rod down to the bank of the Aspetuck River, which runs alongside his house, intent on practicing casting for the eagerly anticipated bonefishing expedition. That evening Paul called to say that he had had an unfortunate injury. On one of his practice casts he felt a snap in his elbow, followed by a blast of pain and a darkening patch on his arm. X-rays revealed he had ruptured a blood vessel in his casting arm, which was now in a sling.

Another time, a friend who had a deep-sea fishing rig invited us to come to Ft. Pierce to go after the big stuff. But we never got there. On the morning of our scheduled departure, when I went to brush my teeth I had such shooting pains in my hand that I couldn’t hold the toothbrush. An emergency visit to my doctor revealed carpal tunnel syndrome. For six weeks I had to brush left-handed. I couldn’t even shake hands, much less fish.

Late one spring we had planned to go to a Canadian encampment on the banks of the Salmon River to fish for chinook salmon at the peak of their run. We had outfitted ourselves with the warm clothing, waders, and other gear necessary for the four days we had planned on staying at the camp. Again, I was the one who caused the cancellation. Complaining of groin pain, I was diagnosed with a hernia that would require an operation as soon as possible.

And two days later, Paul found out he had a double hernia that put him in the hospital the same day I went in. Different hospital, same surgery. During the two weeks of convalescence, we phoned each other and compared conditions. We agreed that what we dreaded the most was sneezing, and trying to get out of bed in the morning.
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