






Andy was a sissy in high school. 

He had zits and carried his 
books like a girl. 

He got all A’s in art. 





After graduating from Carnegie 
Watermelon in Pittsburgh, 
Mr. Warhol ew nonstop to 
Manhattan like a homing 
pigeon. 

He blotted a line to ame 
and and fortune. 





Chic Bodley displayed 
his Elvis Presely boot. 

His mother did his handwriting 
and misspelled Presley.  
Andy gave me the boot. 
I gave it away because I thought
it was cutit was cute.
Soon Vreeland knew his name.
He had breakfast and dinner 
at Tiffany’s. 
 











He appeared in Bonwit Teller’s 
windows. So did Jasper Johns’s 
ags.   Rauschenberg too.

I. Miller became I. Andy. 

He took a limo from Madison 
Avenue to West 53rd Street 
with a stop at Castewith a stop at Castelli’s galleria.  





Leo, “People are Talking About,” 
Lerman rang me up:
“Stop the presses! 
e art-museum-gallery-

industrial complex is buzzing 
with a new ISM. 
PPhotograph Wesselman, Dine, 
Lichtenstein, Rosenquist, and 
W•A•R•H•O•L!” 

Andy dearest?







Upon arriving at AW’s studio, 
the artist in residence was a 
black-and-white cartoon. 
e room vibrated with the 

thunderings of rock and roll 
cacophony. e walls looked 
like glike grocery shelves of Campbell 
soup cans. 













He glamorphed into a leather 
buttery.

“Who else have you photographed?” 
“What did their work look like?” 
“Who’s their dealer?”

BYE BYE Bodley Baby! 

HHELLO MoMA-MIA!







ANDY ON THE TELEPHONE

When Mr. Warhola called, he sounded
like a telephone off the hook. 

“AH AH AH AH Hi Duane” 
“Hi Andy”
“AH AH AH AH AH. Duane, you’re 
fabulousfabulous.”
“I know, Andy.”
“No, Duane, you’re even more fabulous!”
“Bye Andy”





P•O•O•P•S•T•A•R!

Tell me what to say.

Andy would go to an opening of a letter.

Saturday night Liz, Mick, Liza, Lisa, 
Bianca, Andy, Studio 54! 

Sunday morning mass.





Andy was an authentic existentialist 
and an inauthentic artist. 
“I am famous. erefore I am because 
I am famous.”

He did not paint, draw, or sculpt. 
He skimmed Koncensus Kulture. 

GeGerard Malanga was Andy Warhol. 
Whatever became of Gerard Malanga?

Bang, bang you’re dead!











If a writer steals another writer’s text
it’s called plagurism, not appropriation. 














