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			To Susan Nernberg

			If there’s a better person, I’ve yet to meet her

			To George Abagnalo

			Sometimes new friends are the best

		

	
		
			
				Prologue

				June 1968

			
			Late in the morning of June 3, 1968, twenty-three-year-old Margo Feiden returned to her Brooklyn apartment after a pediatrician’s appointment for her eighteen-month-old daughter, Bambi. There on the stoop sat a strange creature; Feiden could not tell if this was a man or a woman. Summer was almost upon the city, but the person wore a heavy wool coat, fingerless gloves, and a black cap.

			Valerie Solanas introduced herself. She said she was there because Feiden was a “woman producer,” and Solanas had an urgent matter she wanted to discuss with her. “I’m a playwright,” Solanas said. “And I want to talk to you about a play I’ve written.”

			At that point, many mothers would have clutched their babies tightly, hurried up the stairs, and locked the apartment door. Feiden did not even consider doing that. She had a certain daring coupled with an artistic sensibility that had always served her well. She’d already produced a successful Broadway musical version of Peter Pan with actors from the High School of Performing Arts—when she herself was just sixteen years old. Over the next several years, the precocious Feiden had produced other plays, but nothing with the success of her first effort. Still, she was an established and successful theater- and art-world mover and shaker. Solanas knew Feiden would be the perfect person to produce her new play, which she clutched under her arm.

			Feiden was always looking for new ideas and people to inspire her work. So why not invite this woman up and hear her out? They ascended the stairs together. Still wearing her coat, Solanas paced back and forth in Feiden’s apartment, bursting forth in a manic monologue of startling originality. Thirty-two-year-old Solanas had rarely been so articulate and persuasive or had an audience that listened so long or so attentively.

			Solanas laid it all out there for Feiden, not just the play she had written, but her life story: how her father had sexually abused her, how other men had hurt her in different ways, and her proposed solution, a world largely devoid of men. Solanas expressed her ideas with energy and sarcastic wit. She had an answer to everything.

			“But aside from procreation, what about women who want to have sex with men?” Feiden asked.

			Solanas had it all worked out: “We’ll keep men in bullpens, and women will come and choose which one they want (number 3, number 30, number 98).” In her feminist paradise, it was one of the few roles some men might genuinely enjoy.

			Listening to Solanas, it was clear to Feiden that this woman in front of her was not the new Karl Marx elucidating themes from a feminist version of The Communist Manifesto. She was more like the savage satirist Jonathan Swift, whose A Modest Proposal suggested the Irish could work their way out of poverty by the poor selling their children as food for the rich.

			Feiden saw pacing before her a brilliant young woman “with intelligent, sad eyes,” but a “tragically damaged person.” If only Solanas could pull back a little, asserting a greater measure of sanity, her prospects were endless.

			After Solanas had gone on for three and a half hours, detailing her vision of a brave new world, she segued abruptly to the purpose of this journey to Brooklyn. She asked Feiden to produce her play, Up Your Ass. The main character in the wild farce is Bongi, a sardonic lesbian hustler meeting a series of over-the-top characters on a long, twisted road leading nowhere.

			Solanas’s play lacked the commercial upside or artistic vision to intrigue Feiden. “You’re wasting your time,” Feiden said. “I won’t produce it.” Seeing those dark, desperate eyes, Feiden might have been better off letting Solanas down gently. It would have been disingenuous to say she must read the play before deciding, but that might have walked Solanas back off the ledge.

			Feiden was a member of the sisterhood, and Solanas did not blame her. But she was determined to get what she came for. Solanas pulled a gun out of a cloth bag.

			“Do you know what this is?” Solanas asked, as if there were any doubt.

			“It looks like a gun,” Feiden said.

			As Solanas pointed the Beretta .32 automatic at the ceiling, Feiden stayed very still. She thought of her infant daughter, sleeping in the next room.

			“If you don’t agree that you will produce my play, I am going to shoot Andy Warhol,” Solanas said as she held the gun in her hand, giving her threat more gravitas. “Then I will become famous, my play will become famous, and you will produce it.”

			Warhol was the most famous person Solanas knew, and the pop artist had already spurned her play. That’s why Warhol was her natural target. Kill him, and she and her work would have their own fame.

			“You don’t want to do that,” Feiden said. “You don’t need to shoot Andy Warhol, because that won’t get me to produce your play.”

			As Solanas left in the early afternoon, she handed Feiden a copy of Up Your Ass. Despite Solanas’s menacing rhetoric, it was reasonable for Feiden to think her impromptu visitor had been simply spouting idle threats. Why would shooting Andy Warhol help this woman’s artistic cause, anyway?

			But Feiden had a disturbing sense that her new acquaintance might be deadly serious. Something in her eyes, her tone of voice, the meandering ramblings of a disturbed mind that kept circling back to Warhol and vengeance—it was all just too concerning. Feiden knew it was about a half hour subway ride from her Brooklyn home to Andy Warhol’s Factory, the Union Square–area studio that was his workspace, home base, and the cultural hub of his world. Was that where Solanas was going after she’d left Feiden’s home? If so, Feiden figured she might have just thirty minutes to prevent a tragedy.

			Feiden locked the door behind Solanas. Then she started making phone calls. Her first call was to her local police precinct to warn them about the young woman with a gun and a grudge. They treated her like a prank caller. Next she called Warhol’s precinct. When the response was no better, she dialed Manhattan police headquarters. She even tried the offices of Mayor John V. Lindsay and Governor Nelson Rockefeller, but no one she spoke to expressed any interest in her increasingly desperate pleas.

			Feiden did not realize Andy Warhol Films was in the phone book. Had she reached that number, whoever talked to her would probably have locked the entrance door and warned Warhol. Solanas would have gone away disappointed, but as she slowly came down off her manic peak, she might have set her mad scheme aside.

			Feiden turned on the television, fearing the soap operas would be interrupted to say Warhol had been shot.

			

			||||||||||||||||||

			When Solanas arrived at the Factory, Warhol was not there. Obsessed with what she must do, she returned as many as seven times that afternoon, trying to catch him. Solanas had ditched the hat she had worn earlier at Feiden’s house, and she had exchanged the cloth sack for a paper bag containing two pistols: the Beretta she had waved before the young producer and a Colt .22 revolver. Her short hair was neatly coiffed, and she wore lipstick and makeup as if prepared to have her photo taken. She had lost the manic rage Feiden had seen in her and was in a zone of clear purpose and steely resolve.

			When thirty-nine-year-old Warhol exited a Checker taxi in front of the Factory at 4:15 p.m., wearing a brown leather jacket over a black T-shirt, Solanas was waiting for him. As Warhol paused on the sidewalk, his boyfriend, Jed Johnson, strode up. Hired initially to sweep floors at the Factory, Johnson had transitioned to a new role as Warhol’s lover and constant companion. A nascent interior decorator, Johnson was carrying fluorescent lights back to install in the studio. Solanas entered the building and waited for the elevator beside Warhol and Johnson.

			Warhol, always studiously observant, understood the importance of clothing as a defining characteristic representing who a person was (or wanted to be). He noted that Solanas wore a turtleneck and a thick fleece trench coat that would have been perfect for a frigid January day…but it was a muggy June afternoon. Her lipstick and makeup were thickly yet inexpertly applied, as if their wearer were not used to such cosmetics. Something was definitely off.

			Solanas followed Warhol and Johnson into the Factory offices. Warhol gave her an appraising look that didn’t invite approach. It was his way to push back from people with whom he did not wish to be associated. She had made a bit of a nuisance of herself over the past few months. He wasn’t about to encourage her.

			Warhol took the phone to talk to Viva, his friend and one of the glitzy “muses” who were always flitting around—accompanying him to parties, starring in his movies, and adding a tinge of glamour to the louche proceedings. Viva was having her hair done across town at Kenneth’s, the premier beauty salon of the moment.

			Viva was Warhol’s newest Superstar, and she was a real find. Viva was tall and lithe and had incredibly long legs. Her face was like Dietrich or Garbo, so well defined that it was beyond beautiful, and she spoke extemporaneous lines worthy of a stand-up comic. Her upscale hair appointment was being paid for by movie studio United Artists, in advance of her appearance in a small role in Midnight Cowboy, the John Schlesinger film being shot in Manhattan. A story of two Times Square hustlers, it showcased the dark, gritty underground of New York City. It’s hard to imagine the movie being made without Warhol’s groundbreaking 1966 film, the infamous The Chelsea Girls, preceding it.

			Warhol rarely had short phone conversations with his friends during his free time. And Viva was particularly chatty. He was usually perfectly willing to listen to her giddy tales for an hour or so, but today he felt exhausted as she detailed the shades the colorist was applying to her hair. As Warhol sat in his Eames chair with the receiver up to his ear, half listening, his eyes darted around the studio before settling on Mario Amaya, an art critic and curator and one of his new friends.

			Amaya was a self-conscious, self-made, often self-aggrandizing man with an uncanny knack for attaching himself to success. The Brooklyn-born critic spoke with a perfectly cultivated British accent that could have gained him entrance to the family quarters of Buckingham Palace. His stylish dress matched his posh, put-on accent. Amaya looked with condescension at the collection of characters littering the Factory, including the odd figure of Solanas skulking around the perimeter. She was dirty, unseemly. She had no business around Warhol, a famous and successful artist. Amaya was bewildered at how a man as intelligent as Warhol could “surround himself with dreary, creepy people.” It was pathetic.

			Solanas was used to people hardly noticing her or dismissing her when they did. No one paid any attention as she pulled out her Beretta and pointed it at Warhol. When the first shot rang out, Amaya thought it was a sniper’s bullet fired from another building. Only Warhol understood immediately what was happening.

			“Oh, Valerie!” Warhol shouted. “No! No!”

		

	
		
			
				1.

				Riding the Whirlwind

			
			In 2022, nearly four decades after his death, Andy Warhol’s silk-screen portrait of Marilyn Monroe sold for $195 million, a record amount for an American painting. Warhol’s iconic look (a silvery wig with pasty features and a slim, black-clothed silhouette) are instantly recognizable—almost a “personal brand” before such a concept even existed. He is the most famous and successful twentieth-century American artist.

			Warhol is the defining figure of pop art, an artistic movement that burst forth in the early sixties, taking fine art on a wild roller-coaster ride. In the same way that jazz is the first uniquely American music, so pop art is profoundly American, a pure product of mid-twentieth-century American culture. Pop art took the common artifacts of life—including cartoons, movie star shots, and advertisements—and blew them up into stunning images. Warhol and his fellow artists democratized art, taking it out of the sedate salons and into a garish new world.

			But Warhol impacted American culture and life far beyond his art. Although he lived within a narrow world, he understood what was happening in society far better than the cultural and political radicals of the sixties, with their glorious visions of the future. He pierced America’s facile optimism and saw a society riven with alienation. By his own making, Warhol became something of a cartoon figure, yet he was a messenger carrying a dark message.

			As an emerging pop artist, Warhol sought a way to enter the world of the rich and famous and, once there, to make his artwork an integral, must-have feature of grand homes from Manhattan to Bel Air to Palm Beach. In early 1960s America, most artists had little interest in such self-promotion. Since only a niche audience for contemporary art existed, they saw little reason to reach out beyond their world. Warhol looked beyond the previously defined role of “artist” in society. He did not want to be sequestered in his garret studio, cut off from the world.

			Warhol sought to be famous beyond measure. That was his great challenge: not the art he quickly assembled in the Factory, but making himself such an iconic figure that art connoisseurs could not live without a Warhol on their walls.

			Warhol was not a naturally gregarious social creature. Nonetheless, to further his career and his ambition, he went out almost every evening, soaking up both the high-society world he wished he’d been born into and the low-life world that fascinated and repelled him. He knew that cultivating a unique image was the best advertisement for himself and his art.

			Warhol also knew he could not get where he wanted to go by himself. He was, by his own admission, a weird-looking gay man in a world and an era that wasn’t hospitable to such as him. “I really look awful, and I never bother to primp up or try to be appealing because I just don’t want anyone to be involved with me,” he said.

			Alone, Warhol could travel only so far in society’s rarefied circles. He realized he needed to be around stunning women. They would raise his social cachet dramatically and bring him the publicity and public adulation he so desired.

			With a beautiful woman on his arm, a man—even a quiet, awkward man (as Warhol understood himself to be)—could go almost anywhere. So, Warhol started to collect these women, like trophies or playthings. He called them his Superstars, gave several of them new names, featured them in his underground films, and accompanied them to places he could not have gained admittance to alone.

			By the time Warhol met most of these women, he had completed much of his so-called “major” art, but his Superstars helped to raise his profile and his work into the stratosphere. While the Warhol Superstars did not necessarily influence the making of his work, they played seminal roles in its wide acceptance—and they were integral to what is possibly Warhol’s greatest and most enduring creation: himself.

			These women were not just his Superstars, they were his artistic muses who helped turn the Pittsburgh-born son of Eastern European immigrants into international artist Andy Warhol. They talked to him every day and were key to his emotional life. And while many of them have received attention, their contributions to the artistic world they helped to define—and their own artistic ambitions, personal struggles, and occasional triumphs—have been largely overlooked. Just like muses have been across time.

			These women were intriguing and complex. They lived dramatic, often troubled lives. While the allure of Warhol’s downtown bohemian New York was its unconventional, carefree, and often dark atmosphere, most of these women came from upper-class families whose members rarely traveled to such a downscale world. Their presence was its own form of rebellion from society’s norms. Warhol often christened them into their new lives by bestowing upon them new names that reflected not who they’d been, but who they wanted to be. Or at least, who he wanted them to be.

			The first Superstar was Jane Holzer (Baby Jane), whose father had extensive real estate holdings in Palm Beach. Holzer had an incredible mane of blond hair that set her apart from her contemporaries.

			But Holzer had nothing like the lineage of her successor, Edie Sedgwick, whose ancestor landed in the Massachusetts Bay Colony in the seventeenth century. Sedgwick was a petite beauty whose features the cameras loved.

			Brigid Berlin’s father was the chairman of the Hearst Corporation, giving his daughter keys to New York’s elite world. Often rotund and always foulmouthed, Berlin lived to offend her mother.

			Mary Woronov’s life changed when her mother married a prominent Brooklyn surgeon. Tall as a Viking princess and unwilling to let Warhol change her name, Woronov took great pride in exuding a fierce, almost masculine aura.

			Susan Bottomly’s (International Velvet) mother was a Boston Brahmin. Although she was only seventeen when she first met Warhol, Bottomly was sophisticated beyond her years.

			Susan Mary Hoffmann’s (Viva) father was a highly successful lawyer in Syracuse, New York. With a wicked wit and savage intelligence, Hoffmann was game for almost anything.

			Isabelle Collin Dufresne (Ultra Violet) had an upper-class European background. Salvador Dalí’s former lover had an erudition unique among Warhol’s muses.

			Not all the Superstars were from privileged homes. Christa Päffgen (Nico) was brought up in decidedly humble circumstances in Germany during World War II.

			Ingrid von Scheven (Ingrid Superstar) came from a modest New Jersey background.

			James Slattery (Candy Darling) hailed from a lower-middle-class home on Long Island.

			“The superstar was a kind of early form of women’s liberation,” argued Danny Fields, a music manager close to Warhol. “They were so smart, beautiful, aristocratic, and independent…. Everybody fell in love with them…. They’re the women we all want to worship…. At the same time, they were very destructive people—self-destructive and other-people destructive. They were riding the whirlwind.”

			In a society that still widely disregarded and disrespected homosexuality, Warhol’s Superstars softened his queerness for public consumption and brought him a dose of added glamour, even respectability. Those women from largely upper-class families took Warhol into a social world he could not have otherwise moved through. Unable to unlock those doors, he would have had difficulty developing the contacts and publicity crucial to his rise. Without his Superstars, Warhol might never have become a world-celebrated artist.

			From Jackie Kennedy and Marilyn Monroe to Elizabeth Taylor and Judy Garland, many of Warhol’s most memorable portraits are of iconic women of the age. This peculiar little man created images of strong, beautiful women as immortal as the subjects themselves. His ever-changing array of Superstars were, for the most part, not the subjects of his art, but they played indispensable roles in elevating him into the world-renowned artist we know today.

			Warhol’s Muses is the story of these women and what happened to them when they entered Warhol’s world.
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				Party of the Decade

			
			April 1964

			Warhol’s show at Manhattan’s Stable Gallery in April 1964 was the most important event so far in his professional life, and he had prepared for the opening with meticulous concern.

			The artist began by creating four hundred faux boxes of Brillo pads, Heinz ketchup, Kellogg’s Corn Flakes, and Mott’s apple juice. A child of his discontented time, Warhol wanted to stick it to the establishment and the mandarins of high art who controlled the content of the museums. And what better way to do that than to create an anti–high art, turning images of grocery store products into art?

			But how to display it? This was industrial art. It would not do to set the plywood boxes off by soft lighting like the Mona Lisa at the Louvre. He had the wooden boxes stacked up one on top of another, as if in a warehouse waiting to be hoisted onto a truck for delivery to supermarkets.

			To most viewers in 1964, such a tableau would not be recognizable as “art” at all. Art was an oil painting in a frame. A bronze sculpture in a park. Maybe a perfectly composed photograph. Not a bunch of empty boxes piled on a gallery floor.

			Warhol was an impresario as much as an artist. He had realized early on that anything could be art—much like the Dadaist Duchamp (and his infamous urinal) had done half a century before. And now, thanks to his witty ideas and a canny knack for self-promotion, Warhol was emerging as a key figure in a burgeoning pop art movement that turned artifacts of mass culture into art. He did not run from controversy. He knew that some considered his work—the whole pop art movement—to be little more than an embarrassing joke. Warhol embraced the controversy.

			Warhol knew this show would get attention, but he did not necessarily think the pieces would sell out. Maybe a few items would go for the modest $200 to $400 asking price. After all, the publicity generated was already noteworthy, and the line to get into the gallery that night stretched down the block on East 74th Street. But as the evening wore on and nothing sold, Warhol had reason to be discouraged.

			At least Warhol had Robert and Ethel Scull. The couple had promised to buy twenty Brillo boxes, paying $300 a piece or a neat $6,000. The Sculls owned a fleet of taxis called “Scull’s Angels,” hardly a business that brought them much social contact with the upscale residents of Manhattan. But over the last few years, the couple had slowly insinuated themselves into the art world, cannily selecting artists they admired and slowly acquiring a few pieces from them, then more. By now, they were well on their way to being leading pop and minimalist art collectors. This taste and artistic glamour—not their money—were the key that opened previously locked social circles to the couple. It was a lesson Warhol observed closely.

			After the opening, the Sculls agreed to cohost a party for Warhol with the socialite Marguerite Littman. The affair would be held at Warhol’s scruffy studio at East 47th Street between Second and Third Avenues. It was ample space for a big party, almost eighty feet long and half as wide, with two filthy bathroom stalls.

			When Warhol had moved in at the beginning of the year, the walls had been grimy and crumbling. His assistant Billy Linich (later called Billy Name) silvered the walls, applying aluminum foil to everything, until the space looked like a poor man’s spaceship. In the middle of the room sat a red sofa that had been picked up off the street. It was so soiled that it probably should have been cordoned off, or better yet heaved into a dumpster downstairs. Instead, it was the focal point of the room. Name and his friends called the studio the Factory. The name stuck.

			A few years earlier, almost no one of consequence would have taken a freight elevator up to the fifth-floor quarters to celebrate an artist obscure to nearly everyone beyond avant-garde circles. But by the mid-1960s, even more socially conservative New Yorkers were going places they once would have disdained. They were looking for good times in new places and, in doing so, unknowingly challenging the ways and rules of traditional society.

			Social customs among the upper class in Manhattan had been clearly defined for most of the twentieth century. People of consequence lived on the Upper East Side. They saw their friends in privileged places: the Metropolitan Club, the Yale Club, and the Union Club. They went nightclubbing to only a few venues: El Morocco and the Stork Club. A few big annual charity events, such as opening night at the Metropolitan Opera, were obligatory.

			In the Eisenhower years the social order was dominated by corporations and white-collar lives. But the 1960s shook things up in sudden, surprising ways. A new generation looked at their parents’ lives as boring and reeking of hypocrisy. They wanted out. Longtime social rituals fell apart. Young scions of wealth fled their parents’ world, seeking new identities and new freedoms. Across the economic spectrum, people fended for themselves in a society without clear boundaries. It was exciting but frightening, for it was unclear where it was headed, what had been lost, and what would emerge.

			Warhol was as much his own creation as any of his art. Born with a rounded nose, Warhol decided in June 1957 at the age of twenty-eight that his nose was so unattractive that he had to do something. He went to a surgeon not for a classic nose job, changing the shape of the nose, but a procedure that regrew the skin. Afterward, Warhol felt he looked better, but still did not believe he had an attractive face. It also did not help that he was so nearsighted that he stumbled around half-blind without glasses. Contact lenses solved that problem, but they were yet another thing he had to put on when he woke up in the morning.

			Morning was also when he applied a thick coating of pancake makeup to cover up his blotchy, pale skin. The final touch was the toupee he glued onto his half-bald scalp. If one wore such a thing, he knew, there was no going halfway. Make it a glorious, thick mop of hair. Warhol kept changing colors on his toupee—one iteration of brown and blond after another—until he finally decided on the silver color that would by 1965 become part of his signature image.

			The wig and makeup were the masks Warhol wore to greet the world. His public life was a continuing challenge. He sometimes struggled for words, but silence was the smarter move.

			The crowd at the party kept getting bigger and bigger until people pressed up to each other, cheek by jowl. If a fire warden had come stomping in from the elevator, he likely would have sent half the people home. Many of the guests did not know Warhol. It was just another night out in the great, pulsating city.

			Jack Heinz, the CEO of H. J. Heinz, and Drue, his art-collecting wife, stepped out of the creaky elevator. The Heinzes were among the most elite Pittsburgh families, but Jack and Drue were often in Manhattan for social events. Warhol had himself grown up in Pittsburgh before moving to New York City in 1949, though he did not hobnob with the likes of the Heinzes back in his Steel City days. Now this couple—Pittsburgh royalty—were here making their way across his crowded, unprepossessing Midtown loft.

			The giant jukebox hauled in for the evening played rock that got people dancing. Among those cutting it up on the floor was supermodel Jean Shrimpton, an icon of Swinging London whose face had recently graced the covers of Vogue and Glamour magazines. Boogying away in his tam-o’-shanter was Allen Ginsberg, a beat generation poet of despair and prophecy. (“I saw the best minds of my generation destroyed by madness, starving hysterical naked.”) And there across the room was the radical Black poet and playwright LeRoi Jones. (“You are / as any other sad man here / american.”)

			How strange that these boundary-pushing artists were to be found here in the same room as the Heinzes and Senator Jacob Javits, a liberal Republican lawmaker who hailed from the Lower East Side. But they had each found their way here, to this grungy silver spaceship. This party felt like the white-hot center of the world.

			Warhol’s cachet brought forth the crème de la crème of the pop art world to this party, too. Roy Lichtenstein. Claes Oldenburg. James Rosenquist. Tom Wesselmann. They were all there and they were the artists Warhol felt he had to best.

			Lichtenstein and Warhol were often mentioned together. Five years older than Andy, the New York–born Lichtenstein was an art professor at Rutgers University. Warhol had first heard about Lichtenstein back in the spring of 1961, when he’d walked into the prestigious Leo Castelli Gallery. Warhol himself was represented by no gallery in those days, so he was always scoping out the top gallerists to make his presence felt.

			When Warhol bought a Jasper Johns drawing of a light bulb on its side, he asked gallery director Ivan C. Karp if he had anything else of interest. Karp pulled out Roy Lichtenstein’s Girl with Ball painting. It was an enticing cartoonlike image based on an ad for the Mount Airy Lodge in the Poconos that frequently appeared in the New York Times, showing a young woman in a bathing suit holding a ball over her head. The image was bold, bright, like a still from the Sunday funny pages, reproduced larger than life. It felt fresh and modern.

			Warhol could not hide his distress. “Ohh, I’m doing work just like that myself,” he said. That year Warhol took cartoon images of Dick Tracy and Superman and turned them into paintings, while Lichtenstein appropriated a cartoon image of Donald Duck from a children’s book and made his unique art out of it.

			Gallery owner Leo Castelli weighed in on the matter. “Well, you seem to be too similar to Lichtenstein and he came before you, so it will be him for the time being,” he told Warhol. When Warhol left the gallery, he was worried. If Lichtenstein succeeded, he feared it would leave little room in the market for his own, similar style. Warhol might have to scrap his work and move on to something else or risk appearing a pitiable copycat.

			His fears were not unfounded. At Lichtenstein’s show the following February 1962 at Castelli, the comics-inspired artworks were a raging success. His paintings sold out, for prices as high as $1,200, setting up Lichtenstein as the premier artist in the emerging pop art world.

			Lichtenstein painted images from comic books, but his approach was intellectual and full of wit. Well-versed in art history, he saw himself as another step in that journey. Peppering his paintings with tiny Ben-Day dots, he infused his cartoon images with gentle irony. “I think the art was parodying the time in a serious way even though some of the art is humorous,” he said.

			Warhol, on the other hand, saw himself as a truth-sayer, exposing a darkening world drained of humanity. His portrayals of Brillo pads, Campbell’s soup cans, and electric chairs are not funny at all. Some critics viewed pop art as an upbeat celebration of the products of capitalist enterprise. Warhol fancied he was chronicling the end of an age. “Everybody looks alike and acts alike, and we’re getting more and more that way,” he said. “I think everybody should be a machine.”

			Campbell’s soup cans are the perfect product of the machine age. They are bright, shiny, instantly available in millions of American homes, and eminently disposable. Warhol portrayed them often. There is the moment when the cans pose, ready for their lemminglike journey to be opened up, their contents devoured; the two hundred small soup cans stand in ten rows and twenty columns, like a parade of soldiers. Then comes the next stage, a can opener about to eviscerate the shiny metal top. And then inevitably the final stage, the can empty and dark, the label half torn off. There is the industrial age in a soup can.

			While the show that night had focused on Warhol’s Brillo box installations and other industrial products, that wasn’t all his pop art. Starting in 1962, he’d been creating silk-screened images of all-American, machine-age emblems—from Elvis Presley to Marilyn Monroe to, yes, Campbell’s soup cans—and elevating these basic forms through his art.

			To create these images, Warhol first selected a picture, a photograph from a magazine, or a snapshot. He had an exquisite sense of knowing which image would work. His assistant outlined the picture on tracing paper. Then Warhol or his assistant filled in the shapes with quick-drying Liquitex paint. They had previously gone to the manufacturer for the exact silk-screen dimensions. They took the silk screen and pushed the acrylic paint across the surface with a squeegee. Warhol was a brilliant colorist, creating something markedly new. When done, they lifted the finished canvas off the silk screen. The process took no more than two hours.

			The photographers at Warhol’s silver loft that night wanted a group picture of America’s leading pop artists: Warhol, Lichtenstein, Wesselmann, Rosenquist, and Oldenburg. So the five men gathered together in front of giant Warhol images of two of the most wanted criminals in America, to pose for the photo. They milled around awkwardly, strangely formal with each other. Warhol is wearing a suit and tie. Lichtenstein has on a groovy turtleneck under his jacket. None are staring at the camera.

			Though he showed his teeth in the group photo, Warhol’s grin is more a grimace than a smile. He never again would let himself be photographed with his fellow pop artists. As far as Warhol was concerned, he was sui generis, and the world had to know.

			

			||||||||||||||||||

			Warhol was not the only person at the party upset with the photographers. The Sculls—his art patrons who had paid for at least half of this evening—were feeling left out. They’d paid big bucks to buy their way into this world (as far as they were concerned, this evening was about publicity and the chance to see and be seen with the right sort of New York people). But the photographers, especially the one from Vogue, ignored Ethel. She would not be in the pictures of the party, despite bankrolling much of the affair. She was livid.

			As the party raged on, Warhol drifted toward the parameter, watching the revelry. People thought Warhol was shy. There was some of that in him, to be sure, but for the most part, that supposed shyness was a studied stance. He liked to stand back and observe. He remembered everything and forgot little. He acted as if everything before his eyes was done for his enlightenment. And so he stood back and tried to make sense of everything.

			Later in the evening the radical photographer Nat Finkelstein arrived with Jeanne Krassner, the wife of Paul Krassner, the founder of the provocative magazine the Realist. They had met earlier in the evening at another event and hit it off, and by the time they’d made it to Warhol’s party they were feeling amorous.

			The couple stood before the tawdry sofa that looked like it could have been in a downscale Paris brothel and decided, why wait? Before long they were having sex on the couch, in front of everyone, party be damned. They were not the first couple (before or after) with that idea. When one of Warhol’s lovers, the art critic Robert Pincus-Witten, came down with crabs, he was not sure if he should blame Warhol’s crotch or the couch.

			As Finkelstein and Krassner got dressed afterward, she realized someone had stolen her purse. Always the Marxist, Finkelstein concluded, “Well, this is really the ragged edge of bourgeois capitalism.”

			As the hour got late, the party only got more frenetic. The world would not end at dawn, but by how some of the guests danced, they might have thought so. Jill Johnston, the dance critic for the Village Voice, decided no one would limit her moves to the floor. She jumped up on the jukebox, grabbed a silvered pipe, and began swinging above the crowd.

			Warhol watched all this with amusement, neither criticizing, cautioning, nor cajoling. It was all so strange. Finally, in the predawn hours, the last of the guests left. It had, everyone agreed, been a singular success. Some of the most powerful, famous, influential, and infamous people in the city had been there that night. Most of the people who had traipsed into the Factory knew almost nothing of Warhol and his work. They were there for the scene, the social capital, or sexual connections. The fancy folks had enjoyed slumming with the artistic underground, taking away stories they would tell at Park Avenue and Central Park West dinner parties for weeks to come. But they had spurned his art.

			Warhol had hoped patrons would walk out of the event with wooden boxes under their arms, selling out his inventory of audacious artwork. But instead, visitors had left empty-handed. The after-party was a blast, but it could not compensate for that distressing failure.

			And even worse: the Sculls had unceremoniously canceled their order.

			The guests who had shown up to his after-party included some of the most famous people in America, and New York socialites with wallets stuffed with money. But Warhol had gotten nothing out of it. Nothing. They drank the booze, ate the food, and boogied all night, and they bought nothing. That had to end. He had to create such a gigantic image of himself that people would feel compelled to buy his art. He just had to figure a way to get to that place. The question was: how?

			

			||||||||||||||||||

			After the party, in the early morning hours, Warhol returned to his townhouse on upper Lexington Avenue, where he lived with his seventy-one-year-old mother, Julia Warhola. In her basement apartment, a crucifix and a picture of JFK hung on the wall. The sofa was covered with a sheet the way people do who are afraid to risk damage to a precious piece of furniture. A slew of cats roamed the premises as if the residence was their private preserve.

			Warhol had brought his widowed mother to live with him in Manhattan twelve years earlier. It was a surprising choice for this artistic, urbane man. After all, he could have simply contributed money to support her back in Pittsburgh, where his two older brothers would have watched over her. But Warhol insisted that Julia live with him in New York.

			Warhol had been born Andrew Warhola—he Americanized himself by changing his name to Andy Warhol—on August 6, 1928, in a two-room apartment with outdoor plumbing in Pittsburgh’s tough immigrant neighborhood of Soho. Later in his life, Warhol would often obscure or even lie about his humble origins, saying that he hailed from other places (including Philadelphia and Newport), attempting to distance himself from Steel City and his family’s immigrant beginnings. Yet when visitors to Warhol’s townhouse saw this foreign-appearing woman with a thick accent and strange dress, the secret was out.

			To Julia, New York was a strange new world. She had been born in a small village in the Carpathian Mountains, then part of the Austro-Hungarian Empire and now northeastern Slovakia. Julia and her future husband, Andrej, were Carpatho-Rusyns, members of an ethnic group with their own dialect but not their own country. Julia married her husband in 1909, when Andrej returned from a year in the United States. Julia was only seventeen and had no desire to marry, but a catch like Andrej did not come along each season. Her father beat her into submission, and after Andrej gave her chocolates, she agreed to marry him.

			Three years later, afraid that he would be drafted to fight in the impending war, Andrej sailed to America, leaving his pregnant wife back in the village. Julia lost the child and lived with her in-laws, who treated her like a servant. She could only pray that Andrej would return and take her with him to America. That did not happen for nine years, and when she arrived in Pittsburgh, she saw that it was not quite paradise.

			Slavs were looked down upon and typically given the worst jobs for the least pay. It was even more difficult for people like the Warholas, who spoke an obscure dialect that almost nobody understood. It would have been easier if they learned English, but they had no one to teach them, and there were few English speakers around them. Julia never mastered English.

			Warhol’s father was only five and a half feet tall, but his heavyset body rippled with muscles. He labored in the Jones and Laughlin steel mill, a baptism in flames and heat, and then worked moving buildings on rollers. Andrej hardly ever missed a day of work and may not have been there for his third son’s birth. Andrej was not emotionally demonstrative and left the job of raising children where he knew it belonged—in his wife’s hands.

			The petite Julia was the most important woman in Warhol’s life, his first and forever muse, and his first artistic guide. She did not have a broad peasant face, but abrupt, feral-like features full of intensity. Unable to afford canned soups, Julia did what she would have done in the old country: made soup from scratch, and if one dared say it, the dish was far better. There was no money for the elaborate toys American kids found around their Christmas trees. She cobbled together paints and paper and taught her sons to draw. She made flowers from discarded tin cans and sold them in the neighborhood to make extra money.

			Slight little Andy would never march down the road to the steel mill and go to work. He was a sickly child of preternatural sensitivity, and his mother tried to protect him. Warhol needed more nurturing than his two older brothers, who were their father’s sons. Andy was different, and Julia did her best to shield him.

			When Andy was thirteen, his father passed away. This was the first time Andy confronted death, and he dealt with it the way he would the rest of his life. He fled from any contact with the darkness, hiding under his bed for the three days of the wake. A son goes to his father’s funeral and stands there over the open grave, but it was too much for him. His mother feared his “nervous condition” would worsen, and he stayed home that day.

			While his older brothers, John and Paul, set out in the world with working-class lives, Andy headed off to the Carnegie Institute of Technology in a suit and tie to study art, a secretly gay young man desperately trying to fit into a world that had no space for such as him. Warhol’s coming out as a daring, belligerent, creative spirit came in 1948, when he did a series of student paintings of a man picking his nose. In his art and in his life, Warhol thumbed his nose at the world.

			Upon graduation in 1949, Warhol moved to Manhattan, where a gay man had some chance for a life without the risk of public rebuke and danger. Setting out to become a commercial artist, he had come to the right place at the right time. The industry was egalitarian in the best sense. If one’s drawings effectively evoked the product, there was no end of work. Warhol had hardly arrived when his lively, beautiful drawings of shoes appeared in Glamour, a leading magazine of the era. That led to steady gigs for shoemaker Israel Miller. Warhol’s shoes had a unique panache and were instantly recognizable. His drawings were minor works of art. They looked like the product they were selling, but they had a magical aura. He also did window dressing and over the course of a few years became one of the most successful commercial artists in the city. He eventually made enough money to purchase a townhouse at Lexington Avenue and 89th Street in 1959.

			Not satisfied standing at the pinnacle of one field, in his free hours Warhol produced his own fine art. He had an extraordinary range of subject matter—from genitals and male nudes to tender renderings of a leaf. He also undertook portraits, such as an ink and watercolor portrait of cosmetics entrepreneur Madame Helena Rubinstein and even a drawing of a young James Dean.

			For several years before his foray into the experimental fringes of the art world, Warhol showed his drawings in galleries around Manhattan. And while his early work was relatively standard and conventional in execution (still lifes, portraiture), it always had a unique flair and distinctive design. In 1957, he displayed at the Bodley Gallery “such gilderies as a still life with coke bottle and any number of golden cats,” a harbinger of the commercial-product-obsessed pieces he would do a few years later. It was not pop art but was immediately recognizable as the work of a unique artist.

			To Julia, a day without work was wasted, and she cleaned the Upper East Side townhouse almost compulsively. Sometimes, she helped “little baby Andy” by doing the lettering on the ads he drew. Julia knew no one in the city, and her main expedition was attending church. Warhol went to church, too, but did not stay for the full Mass. Five or ten minutes was enough. It appeared to be an insurance policy if his mother’s beliefs proved true.

			Warhol was no more emotionally demonstrative than his father had been and rarely professed his devotion to his mother. But like nobody else, he was there for her as much as she was there for him. It was the most remarkable relationship in both of their lives. Here was Julia, an Eastern European peasant woman brought up in a culture where homosexuality is unspeakable, a sin against God. And yet she accepted and loved her gay son without judgment or criticism. And here was Andy, a queer artist who had gone to New York in part so he could practice his lifestyle freely, yet he invited his mother to live with him, a quiet observer to it all.

			As often as not Warhol introduced his lovers to Julia before he and his friend headed off to a different part of the townhouse to do their thing. When he came home in the early morning hours she would be there with soup and half-understood adages in her dialect. As he set out to become famous, she was always there for him, grounding his life, a place to which he could always return.

		

	
		
			
				3.

				Strutting Her Stuff

			
			June 1964

			In June 1964, two months after the disappointing opening at the Stable Gallery, Warhol’s friend the British-born photographer, editor, and designer Nicholas “Nicky” Haslam invited him to a party at the home of Jane and Leonard Holzer, who lived in a twelve-room apartment at 955 Park Avenue with a maid, a butler, a Yorkshire terrier, and a toy poodle.

			Warhol did not know the rich couple, but when he entered the thirteenth-floor apartment, situated on a quiet block between 81st and 82nd Streets, it was just as he might have expected: old masters’ paintings on the walls in the living room, and furniture so heavy it looked like it could crack the floors.

			If Warhol had his way, the day would come when the Holzers and their neighbors would take down their Flemish masters, Picassos, and Renoirs (or at least move them to a hallway) and replace them with Warhol’s silk-screen portraits of Jackie and Liz, and maybe even one of his electric chairs, if they were daring. Those were among his subjects, each one more cheeky than the last.

			That day, when Warhol’s art was widely accepted, seemed like it would be very far away. While the 1960s culture was starting to burble up and disrupt the established order of things in the wider world, on Park Avenue change would be a little slower in arriving.

			A Princeton graduate (Class of ’59), the evening’s host, young Leonard Holzer, wore a suit and a tie, de rigueur for Park Avenue dinner parties, even for men not yet thirty. Leonard’s father had made a fortune in real estate, and Leonard was following in the family tradition by developing shopping malls, a lucrative if staid profession. It was not a subject that interested Warhol. Leonard was rich, conventional, bourgeois. But Leonard’s wife, Jane—well, she was something else.

			Warhol had always been intrigued by female fashion, and twenty-three-year-old Jane wore designer clothes and had a distinctive style that was all her own. With a long, abrupt face that, at unguarded moments, looked haunted, Jane possessed a distinctive, arresting look. She was attractive, yes, but her glory was her magnificent hair—an enveloping golden mane reminiscent of the MGM lion’s, a splendid statement that announced her presence to the world. Jane was much more than simply pretty. She had presence.

			She was also, it soon became clear to Warhol, part of the sedate Park Avenue social scene, but not of it. There was something restless and different about this young woman.

			Jane Holzer had asked her friend Nicky Haslam to make out the guest list for this party, and the stylish editor had delivered a star-studded lineup. He invited his houseguest, Mick Jagger, who had just arrived from London for the Rolling Stones’ first American tour. Jane had met Mick and his bandmate Keith Richards the previous summer when she was visiting the UK, and she’d tooled around London with them, seeing their star power and charisma firsthand.

			That was before practically anyone in the States had heard of the group, but Holzer was convinced that soon their music would be the very song of life. Mick made himself completely at home in the tony apartment, leaning back and putting his feet up on her prized Chinese lattice table. That gaucheness would have gotten anyone else banished from her premises, but this was Mick, and it was fine.

			The other guests included the British photographer David Bailey, who had taken Holzer’s picture for British Vogue during her time in London and who had initially introduced her to the Rolling Stones. It was a lively gathering, and Holzer talked animatedly to Warhol and all the guests. But in truth, while she was an avid fan of the latest music, she cared nothing about pop art. Her idea of art was the European masterpieces in her living room, not the strange things Warhol and his ilk produced.

			Warhol was a quiet presence at the raucous party, but his silence did not signal disinterest. He was like a Roomba, constantly sweeping the room, picking up useful scraps. Mick’s and David’s clothes, for one thing, intrigued him. They didn’t dress like anyone in New York at that point. David was dressed all in black, while Mick wore an unlined Carnaby Street suit. Warhol was so conversant with style that he immediately clocked both men were wearing Anello and Davide boots, a company known for
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