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Chapter  12 

             

Family Entertainment 

Sex scandals were breaking wide open and the Hollywood studios were running for 

cover.  The gentlemen’s agreement with papers like the Hollywood Reporter that had always 

protected stars with divergent sex lives was breaking down.  Any remnant of the freewheeling 

20’s was being publicly dragged out and stoned in a new, moral witch-hunt.  Revealing stories 

began to appear on Jean Harlow, Tallulah Bankhead, Howard Hughes, Cary Grant and Randolph 

Scott.  Some of them were tagged as “confirmed bachelors” and “temperamentals” – code 

phrases for homosexual.  The Hollywood Reporter was now in competition with the vicious new 

tabloid Coast Reporter to catch stars at the newly popular “pansy clubs” like B.B.B’s Cellar, a 

notorious and very dimly lit meeting place that featured a chorus line of 10 female 

impersonators.   

As if the sex scandals weren’t enough bad news, box office receipts were off by nearly 20 

percent.  It was the first decline in the history of the movie business.  Rumors circulated that it 

was the beginning of the end, the jig was up and no one would survive the Depression.  It was a 

difficult time to be a studio publicity man.  Every week brought another publicity disaster and 

many former allies in the press were expanding their readership by trumpeting the disasters 

instead of helping to cover them up. 
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William Haines, the top box office leading man in recent years for Louis B.  Mayer and 

MGM, was apparently caught in the act with a young sailor in Pershing Square.  The studio, 

through its close working relationship with Los Angeles District Attorney Buron Fitts, managed 

to have all arrest records disappear but not soon enough to prevent unsubstantiated stories from 

appearing in the papers.  Jean Harlow’s camouflage marriage to producer Paul Bern ended in 

Bern’s suicide.  A note was found hinting at the “comedy” of their union.  Now the hounds 

smelled blood and were at full cry.  News reports were coming back from Europe about Garbo 

dressing in pants, boots, a black wig and cruising the clientele in a lesbian nightclub in the 

Montmarte.   

It was distant but threatening thunder to Monte as he sat at the bar of Dave’s Blue Room 

on Broadway nursing his Dewar’s and soda.  A cold spring drizzle slid down Dave’s front 

window and made him glad for the steamy animal warmth crowded around him.  He was 

relieved to be away from the hornet’s nest of bad news on the West coast but he still felt the sting 

reading about Garbo cruising in a Paris lesbian bar.  It wasn’t helping him pump QUEEN 

CHRISTINA, Garbo’s new picture and Paramount Pictures executive Walter Wanger’s last 

lifeboat.  Nobody wanted to talk about the film - all they wanted to talk about was Garbo’s 

women.    

Dave’s was packed with the usual crowd of athletes, actors, sports writers and agents.  

The place was like a thousand other New York saloons, short on decorations and long on the 

pour from the bartender, except that it was located at 49th and Broadway, a convenient spot for 

the night people.  Because it was on such pricey real estate, the sawdust was swept up and the 
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dark wood floor was polished until it shined like the customers’ shoes.  There was nothing in 

Dave’s but decent food, good hooch and people, generally men, occasionally a girl dancer or two.  

It was a transit spot.  Nobody spent the evening in Dave’s unless their string had run out and they 

were there to commiserate.  Broadway guys on their way to swank joints would hoist a quick 

one, check the score and sniff the wind – which there was plenty of – for action.  The story on 

Dave’s was that more money changed hands there than in Chase Manhattan bank.  It was mostly 

in well-worn ten’s and twenty’s and mostly between men who wore their hats indoors, low over 

their eyes.  Some had stubby pencils behind their ears.  Some chewed gum while they smoked 

cigarettes, a few smoked cigars.  The place was always clouded up with smoke exhaled from a 

hundred flapping mouths.  When you walked into Dave’s, you walked out smelling like a brush 

fire. 

The whiskey took the chill off the evening.  Monte felt it loosen his tongue and lighten 

his heart.  Dewar’s was still making the same, reliable straw colored juice.  With all the up and 

down he had in his life, he was beginning to look for things he could rely on and Dewar’s 

seemed as constant as things got.  For ten years it had been his constant companion and was as 

pure as chamomile tea, he thought.  It was his familiar habit now, his harmless entertainment.  It 

sparkled gold in the glass, winking at him like a friend recently out of jail and up for some 

mischief.  On cold nights he’d start off with a shot, neat, soda and ice back.  The first shot of the 

night slid down easy with just little nip at the back of the throat – a friendly kick in the pants.  

Suck a little ice and it was all over.   

The heat from his shot of Dewar’s sank into his belly and the giddy feeling came up slow 

and warm, pouring over his brain like warm milk.  He opened his eyes and there he was, a little 
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unsteady, but happy and in Dave’s.  He looked down at his shot glass and it was full again, like 

magic.  His man Boaty, transferred directly from Monte’s now defunct Clam House, poured 

openly, figuring nobody was going to pinch them now.  Roosevelt was in and the whole 

Prohibition shebang was about to get tossed. 

Carl Erbe was holding court that night and hailed his old hobo buddy and new press agent 

partner.  Monte plunked down at the table surrounded by familiar pals who were likewise 

handicapped.  Carl and Monte were referred to frequently as “these two bums”.  Monte got tired 

of correcting his disrespectful cronies that he and Carl were hobos, bindlestiffs to be exact.  The 

comfort of barroom hospitality closed in around them.  Joey Fay, the young comic, had ordered 

Dave’s special lamb chops.  They slid by on a blue plate, sizzling and fragrant, tipped with white 

paper cuffs.  Joey must’ve hit the numbers, those chops could feed a family.  Nobody said a 

thing.  The constant news chatter continued – a tip on the Jack Sharkey fight at the Garden, the 

new 3.2 beer (Roosevelt’s campaign promise) and everybody agreed that it was what got him 

elected.  Waxey Gordon already had the deal sewed up on the stuff with his Red Monogram 

brand.  You’d get dizzier from all the pissing you had to do than from the alcohol in it, but it was 

a step in the right direction.   

“Roosevelt’s alright, for a soft-head.” the commentary at the table continued from radio 

producer Walter Batchelor.  Batch rarely said anything really bad about anybody but the soft-

head dig was sure to get a rise.  He shifted his thick body and knocked wood on the table for 

good luck.  Batch was like Puck, Monte thought, like Shakespeare’s little mischievous sprite, but 

in the body of a professional wrestler.  He was self-conscious about his size because it made him 

a natural target when fights broke out, which was several times a night, so Batch got used to 
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ducking and heading for the door at the first hint of violence.  He didn’t mind a little poking to 

rile up his pals though.  His comment sparked the instant reaction that he expected. 

Carl was celebrating some new account or something and was already pretty loaded.  He 

growled, “He’ll knock sense in these sons of bitches, get things going again.”  Nobody dared 

disagree with this.  Among working age men at the time, pessimism was dangerous.  It could 

push someone who couldn’t pay his rent, or feed his family, over the edge.   

“He’s a New Yorker, right?” the boosterism went.  “He knows the score.” Everyone 

agreed and then they all felt better.  There was hope.   

Other young men of Monte’s age were home, exhausted after a grueling day or tending 

babies while their wives, if they were lucky, were out doing shift work in a garment factory.  

Monte was as free as a young man could be.  He had no responsibilities and pockets full of 

money.  On the outside, it looked like the world was his oyster.  But inside, it was a different 

story.   

His confidence in women was badly broken by his first love affair with his dark-haired 

dancer, Helen, from his days with Texas, and in subtle ways he had retreated from women.  His 

pain had sunk far below the surface, like an old splinter.  He was most comfortable now in the 

company of other men in a bachelor’s den like Dave’s.   

Helen Pinoyer, the fierce, green-eyed daughter of cautious French farmers, newly arrived 

to Connecticut, had first gotten his attention with her deep, explosive laugh, almost like a man. It 

seemed to signal her distinctive, fearless nature.  At least Monte was convinced that it did.  She 

was also by far the best dancer in the line at Texas’ 300 Club.  After months of flirtation, Monte 
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and Helen piled into Texas’ limousine one night with Texas and a few of her other favorites and 

made the long drive out to an empty beach on Long Island. 

Monte and Helen soon found themselves far down the beach, out of sight of the 

group.  They built a fire of driftwood and sat before it, shoulder to shoulder.  He wrapped himself 

around her.  They watched the flames silently, letting their minds go blank.  She kissed his 

encircling arms.  The tide of an ancient, warm sea filled him.  The eyes that had tormented him 

now waited for him.  The lovers threw themselves at each other in a sexual frenzy, unleashing the 

months of frustration.   

Moments stretched into hours.  The blood-red sun rose out of Long Island sound, 

splashing them with color.  When they awoke they were under Texas’ Arctic fox coat.  The car 

was gone.  Their friends were gone.  They were dehydrated.  They were mostly naked.  They 

were in love. 

Their love affair lasted five months, then ended suddenly, without explanation. Helen 

simply disappeared.  Monte’s heart slowed to a painful throb. He had no energy to speak and it 

hurt when he laughed.  She had been his first love. 

Now, he kept a distance from women, even his new flame, Julie. When Carl mentioned 

Monte wasn’t bringing Julie around much and asked about her, he got the brush, so he dropped 

it. Monte was quiet on the subject, except that it was all over his face.  When the piano player 

struck up a tune from Julie’s show or a girl who looked something like her walked through the 

place, his eyes would light up then slowly go to the floor. To the few like Carl who knew him 

well, it didn’t seem normal. It seemed like this new girl was more of a protégé or a casual date 
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than the girlfriend Monte claimed her to be. She was too loud for Monte, too flirtatious. You 

could tell Julie wanted to be a star. Even so, Carl knew that Monte would defend her like she was 

the Queen of England.  They called it “carrying the torch”. They said Monte carried the torch for 

Julie and he let the half-truth stand. The truth was that he carried the torch for his dead and 

buried dream of Helen. 

Dave, the boss, didn’t help Monte’s state of mind when he leaned in and gave him the 

news along with a few of the postcards that had been waiting for him behind the bar. Monte 

heard the news and but instantly rejected it. It was too much and too hard. He stared the 

postcards in his hands.  Dave patted Monte on the shoulder, then his words came back to Monte. 

Suddenly it seemed like the world had gotten old. Dave had told him that Texas had died in a 

hospital on the other side of the continent in Vancouver – just about as far from New York as you 

can get. The saloonkeeper gave the sketchy details about some kind of infection but it was like a 

radio signal that wouldn’t tune in. Monte only heard snatches of what Dave had to say.  

Texas was his youth, and now suddenly, she was gone. She was the first star Monte had ever 

signed, his first big account, and she had made his career as a press agent.  Then, she was his 

mentor, his confessor and surrogate mother. 

Monte and Texas had spent countless Monday afternoons lounging on Texas’ overstuffed, 

frilly divans sipping coffee, smoking Chesterfields and plotting stories that they knew would 

start the ink flowing like the Pecos in spring.  Monte had crowned her “Queen of the Nightclubs” 

an angle Monte knew would play to Winchell and Ed Sullivan, since Texas’ personality was 

bigger than life, bigger than her competitors, and bigger than anyone else would even dare to be.  

And it worked. Texas Guinan “Queen of the Nightclubs” became a featured character in columns 
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and magazines. She was discussed across dinner tables, pool tables, and poker tables.  She rose 

to become a local legend, a national icon and eventually entered the language with the fictional 

characters of F. Scott Fitzgerald and Hemingway as a representative of the gin-soaked excesses 

of the Roaring 20’s. 

Texas helped nurture Monte’s first love, she stood up to Dutch Schultz and saved his life.  

She held him when his heart was breaking from Helen.  He hadn’t seen her since the big scram 

from Dutch and always felt sorry that shooting his mouth off had brought Dutch down on them 

both and finished her in New York.  She had forgiven him years ago but he never got around to 

forgiving himself. He knew that Dutch himself had come into the 300 Club and threatened to put 

her in a hole somewhere unless she coughed up the paperboy, but she never breathed a word.  

That was Texas.  And now, it was the end of Texas and speakeasies. 

The occasional cards Monte had gotten from her were always short, no more than two 

sentences usually about the weather and the “kids” who were sticking with her through all the 

small town theatres that had been converted to movie houses.  They often played a double bill, 

Texas was the warm up act for the movie.  She never complained or seemed depressed in her 

notes, and they were always signed, “So long sucker, T.”  There would be nobody like Texas ever 

again.  She had been the lighthouse of his career and to a large extent his life.  The party of his 

early life had finally died.  It was him, not the world that had suddenly gotten old.  His 

lighthouse had gone out. 

The sleety March rain drizzled down Dave Kleckner’s front window as Monte bought 

another round for his pals.  He stood and proposed a toast, when in walked a woman in her 
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forties who definitely did not belong.  She had naturally blushed cheeks and clear blue eyes like 

mountain lakes.  She was dressed for a blizzard.  She stopped short in the smoky haze, clearly 

hesitant about stepping further into the rough saloon.  She was definitely a spark, a light and 

something for Monte to focus on.  Her gentlemanly young escort, Milton Blackstone, followed 

her in and took her by the arm urging her forward.  Milton was one of the strangest birds on 

Broadway.  Not only did Milton Blackstone not drink, gamble or swear, he did not know how to 

work an angle.  He couldn’t connive, finagle, cajole or schmooze.  In short, Milton was not 

Broadway material.  He didn’t hustle in the sense of bouncing from client to client.  He had only 

one account, the lady on his arm, but for that one account he pioneered a new branch of press 

agentry.  He did this because his account, Jenny Grossinger, couldn’t afford to buy newspaper or 

radio advertising for her Catskill hotel.  What Milton developed would eventually be called 

public relations. 

Milton wrote letters, personal letters, hundreds of them.  As a young desk clerk at the 

hotel, he started writing letters by hand in the evening after he finished his regular work.  He 

wrote a letter to every customer that ever visited Jenny Grossinger’s country hotel thanking them 

for visiting and asking them for their ideas on how to improve the place.  He wrote an individual 

letter to every Jewish workingman and woman he could find in the five boroughs of New York 

inviting them to Grossinger’s for a very modestly priced vacation in the clean air of the Catskill 

Mountains.  When the budget allowed, he followed up the letters with a personal phone call.  He 

wrote to single girls, “Even if you are coming by yourself we know you’ll have a wonderful time.  

You will meet a lot of fine, friendly people, and you can be sure that you will get our personal 

attention.”   
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Milton was a straight-arrow and a mensch and Jenny Grossinger treated him like her own 

son.  More than that, she entrusted him, at the age of 26, with the uncertain future of her family’s 

hotel.  The Depression was threatening to shutter the place for good.  Only Milton’s letter writing 

campaign was keeping the doors open.  Now he needed ideas and he needed his friend’s help.   

Milton had been picking Monte’s brain for months about affordable entertainers who 

would make the trip to the mountains, and Monte had always been glad to help, no charge.  

Doing favors had become a completely automatic response and the natural currency of Monte’s 

life.  Once again almost everyone he knew was only a few bucks away from an empty belly – 

like hobos, his first social group. 

Milton pulled a chair out for Jenny that was still warm from the guy who surrendered it to 

her.  All the men stood and shook hands until Jenny was seated.  Monte could tell she was 

uncomfortable.  He sized her up immediately as the kind and hard-working lady Milton told him 

about.  He put aside his whiskey and ordered tea for the table.  Everything stopped for a second 

at the table.  One by one the men took their hands off their liquor and contented themselves with 

the chasers of water and soda.   

Jenny spoke to Monte for a few moments about their situation and Milton’s faith in him.  

She was so obviously an uncomplicated, country lady that Monte instantly relaxed.  As she 

spoke further he saw that she was simply a warm-hearted Jewish mother whose first thoughts 

were for her family.  She included in her family the people who worked for her.  Without 

expecting to and without hesitation she had just, in effect, invited Monte into her family.  The 

invitation sank all the way in and touched him deeply.  All he needed was for Al Jolson to walk 

in and sing a few bars of “My Yiddishe Mama” and he would have started crying.  Instead he 
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looked at Milton and knew he had found a safe harbor.  It made perfect sense that someone like 

Milton would work so hard, for so little, for someone like Jenny.  He felt these were people he 

could trust with his life.   

Monte leaned in to Jenny, “There’s a nice guy,” he indicated a slim, dark complexioned 

man slouching among a group of celebrities.  “His name is Sol Gold and he trains fighters.  If 

things are going well with him, the big cigar he smokes is always straight out.  If things are bad, 

it droops down to his chest.  Sol must be in trouble.”   The cigar drooped from the man’s glum 

lips.  Monte hied Sol over and he seemed happy to get away from his boisterous and successful 

companions.  Sol was introduced to Jennie and Milton and sat with them.  He knew the others at 

the table, Carl, Joey Fay and Batch.  The reason for the Sol’s long face unspooled before them.   

He handled Barney Ross, the champ from Chicago, who was slated for a title bout in 

New York.  The problem was Sol couldn’t find a decent training camp.  Jennie had almost no 

idea what fighters did or why.  She was upset by the idea of two young men beating each other 

for money and lost the thread of the conversation a few seconds into it.  Monte reeled her back 

in. 

“Milton’s always talking about getting something different for the hotel.  You know, 

some gimmick.  Well the gimmick is sitting right here at this table.” 

Jennie listened carefully, looking deep into Monte’s eyes for the meaning of what he was 

saying.  She nodded, indicating that she understood what she just heard, but turned to Milton and 

asked, “Gimmick?  What is it?”  Milton did his best to unravel the new slang.  He picked up 

Monte’s thought and instantly saw the possibility.   
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He explained to Jennie, “Remember a few years ago, a fighter named Sid Terris from the 

East Side came to the hotel for a weekend?  Everyone made a big fuss over him?”  The light was 

going on for Jenny.  Monte took over, “This kid of Sol’s is named Barney Ross.  He’s a two-time 

world champ and he’s going to fight Jimmy McLarnin, another champ in six weeks.  Any place 

where either of them trains will get national press.”   Monte launched into a flight of promotional 

imagination that had the whole table leaning in and grabbing their drinks again for support.  

Milton translated for Jenny and interjected elements into Monte’s vision of a national promotion 

blitz that the hotel could provide.  An unprecedented media extravaganza was woven before their 

eyes.  Carl and Batch got into the act, suggesting corporate sponsors and radio features that could 

be broadcast live from the camp.  This was Monte’s long suit.  His vision exploded in a burst of 

enthusiasm that swept all doubts aside.  The scale of what Monte saw had never been done 

before.  The thrill of his innovation impressed even the hardened Broadwayites in the group and 

elevated his reputation from one of the better press agents to a visionary.  When Monte finally 

wound down and sealed the deal with a toast, even Jennie was enthralled with the grand scale 

that Monte envisioned, and Sol’s cigar had levitated to the tip of his nose.   

Within weeks, Grossinger’s built a regulation size boxing ring and a separate cottage for 

the champ.  Barney Ross arrived with an entourage of several dozen sportswriters just as Monte 

said would happen.  Suddenly every room in Grossinger’s was booked.  Every afternoon as part 

of his regular training, Barney Ross climbed into the new ring and proceeded to whack the hell 

out of various sparring partners under shade of the tall pine trees.  Every guest in the hotel      
        
crowded around to see the champ.  Milton trucked in dozens of folding chairs and started 
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charging 50 cents admission.  Within a week the cost of the ring and the cottage was paid off.  

Jenny had been worried that the wrong elements would be attracted to the fight spectacle and she 

was right.  The top sports writers from New York, Chicago, Philadelphia and the wire services 

infested the place from the first day.  They drank everything remotely alcoholic in the hotel and 

then trucked in their own.  Cigar butts on the ground multiplied like roaches and their language 

made the blue mountain sky pale by comparison.  However, they kept it generally to themselves.  

Regular guests seeking the healthy, restful respite of the Catskills were only as disturbed as they 

might have been by renegade flock of noisy, messy crows.   

Under Monte’s tutelage, Milton worked his first angles.  He got the writers to dateline 

their dispatches, “Grossinger, N.Y.” instead of “Liberty, N.Y.” which was the closest Western 

Union office.  When the sparring match was cancelled because of rain, he worked the “human 

element” by feeding the press corps feature stories about the hotel and Jennie’s family going 

back to 1914 when they decided to move to the mountains from New York City.  As Monte 

predicted, the hotel gained national exposure worth millions.  The New York Daily News dubbed 

the place The Big G and from that point on, no resort in the Catskills could come close to the star 

power of Grossinger’s.   

Ross went on to win an unprecedented third world title.  His victory breakfast was 

celebrated at The Big G with gigantic portions of herring, kreplach, kugel and strudel.  It was a 

very big day for Americanized Jews like Monte, Milton Blackstone nee Schwartzstein and 

Barney Ross, who was born Bernard Rasofsky.  Barney was feted like a king but at heart he was 

just a nice Jewish boy.  Throughout his career he swore to his mother that it didn’t hurt when he 

got hit.  Ross’ third title was a boost even Monte hadn’t anticipated but he was prepared.   
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No Jewish man, which included the biggest stars of Broadway, radio and movies, could 

resist Monte’s invitation to have victory breakfast with the champ.  Al Jolson, Eddie Cantor, 

young Milton Berle, the Ritz Brothers, composer Abe Lyman and another dozen leading lights all 

made the trip to nosh kippers and kibbitz with the new Jewish King of the Ring.  This was the 

final gusher in a virtual Niagara of ink that had flowed from The Big G since the day Barney 

Ross arrived.  Where the stars went, the press followed and when Damon Runyon knighted the 

place “Lindy’s with trees,” the word was out and Grossinger’s was in like Flynn.  In a little less 

than 3 months, Monte and Milton had transformed Grossinger’s from a sleepy mountain hotel 

for asthmatics into “big time” show business.   

Although Jenny and Milton said they could never adequately pay Monte for what he had 

done, they nevertheless insisted that he share in their bounty.  Monte always put them off with, 

“I’ll bill you later.”  He eventually submitted a bill for his services for 1 million dollars marked 

in bold letters “No Charge”.  What he gained in reputation was worth more than anything the 

hotel could offer and more importantly, he had tacitly accepted Jenny’s invitation to become part 

of the family.   

He was given carte blanche at the hotel for as long as he lived.  He was free to come and 

go as he chose, no charge.  It was as if he had inherited a huge country estate.  He could retreat 

from the pressures of the city to his mountain getaway and stroll the landscaped grounds.  He had 

time to think now.  Offers were pouring in to handle nightclubs and Broadway shows.  His name 

had magic attached to it.  He and Milton took long strolls around the property just after breakfast.  

They discussed their futures and the future of the hotel.  It was springtime in the Catskills, the air 
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was rich with stirring life.  On July 14 Monte would be 30 years old.  It was time to look for a 

place to have a family.   

In the little general store in the village of Liberty, he found a plain, handcrafted walking 

stick made of ash wood.  He adopted the habit of using the walking stick on his jaunts about the 

hotel and kept it with him when he returned to Manhattan.  He liked the heft of it in his hand.  It 

helped him focus on his vision of the future.  He saw himself as a sort of English gentlemen, a 

man of property, a country squire.  
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