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Barry Avrich — a self-made, Montreal-born film producer/director, flamboyant advertising
executive, and legendary biographer and connector of moguls and stars. For over three
decades, he has relentlessly produced films on some of the most notorious show-business
titans and also found the time to market and promote feature films, concerts, and the biggest
shows on Broadway.In his memoir, Moguls, Monsters, and Madmen, Barry takes readers from
his early days, shaping his brand as a creative adman with the infamous Garth Drabinsky and
witnessing the genius of legendary Rolling Stones promoter Michael Cohl, to his acclaimed
documentaries on Harvey Weinstein, Lew Wasserman, Bob Guccione, and many others. Go
behind the scenes on his most provocative films — like The Last Mogul, Unauthorized, and
Filthy Gorgeous — and follow Barry as he moves from the power rooms of Hollywood to the
launches of incredible brands while hanging around with royalty, rogues, clients, and
confidants.An extraordinary raconteur, Barry spares no one, least of all himself, as he details his
extraordinary relationships and encounters with everyone from Frank Sinatra, Quincy Jones,
and Vanity Fair columnist Dominick Dunne to Mick Jagger and Keith Richards. Moguls,
Monsters and Madmen is a sharp and witty exposé of show business and notorious characters.

“Moguls, Monsters, and Madmen is a fascinating behind-the-scenes look at what makes show
business tick. Barry Avrich is the consummate insider and isn't afraid to name names. From the
highest of highs to the lowest moments in his career, his stories brim with humour, insight, and
the kind of info only someone who has been there, done that would know.” — Richard Crouse,
movie critic and author“Barry has carved out a fascinating career walking a tightrope while
simultaneously chronicling moguls and working for them. Like pulling a thorn out of a lion’s paw,
this book will be dangerously fascinating for those that love the machinations of Hollywood.” —
James Earl Jones“Nobody understands the brilliant, twisted, dark mind of an entertainment
mogul better than Barry Avrich. He’s worked for them, he’s suffered under them, and he’s
dissected their personalities. If you want to know what it takes to claw your way to the top of
entertainment industry, read this book. It’s thrilling — and terrifying.” — Michael Riedel, New York
Post“An extraordinary look at a few influential power players that redefined Hollywood and the
entertainment industry. Barry goes inside and gives you a front row seat.” — Ron Meyer, Vice
Chairman at NBC Universal --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.About the
AuthorBarry Avrich is a veteran marketing executive and acclaimed film and television director/
producer. As a marketing professional, Barry has led thousands of cultural marketing campaigns
for high-profile clients and films. He is also the author of three marketing books and winner of the
2007 Ernst & Young Entrepreneur of the Year Award. In 2008, Barry built the Daniels Hollywood
Theatre, the world’s first movie theatre in a hospital, at Sick Kids. Barry is also a director of Hot



Docs and the Prince’s Charities Trust and has previously served as a director for TIFF and the
Canadian Opera Company. He lives in Toronto. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition
edition.
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FOREWORDReading Barry Avrich’s book almost makes me envious. At nine years old, Barry
Avrich knew exactly where he wanted to be: in show business. When I was nine years old, I was
wondering what the hell was going on in life. I had little knowledge about the business and I was
practically unaware of the siren song this industry wails out to the public. I was desperately trying
to figure out what was going on in my family. Barry’s father, Irving, and mother, Faye, were the
best coaches a young performer could ever want. Irving was a performer with great practice.
When he would display the fashion he was promoting, he made sure the ambience in the
showroom was just right. He placed lights in such a manner to best display his new “collection”
as part of his “staged production.” In my mind, Barry’s father was a working road show, and his
son states that he “inherited” his “showmanship from my father.” His mother was artistic with an
elegant flair. This was a family that I could only dream about. This was Barry’s true life
beginnings and it was one hell of a start.Many of the major players in the business, I know
personally. I also know about their reputations in dealing with others. Barry went out into this
world of moguls and encountered the power these major players use—from Dominick Dunne’s
heady, almost decadent, world to Lew Wasserman and his Spock demeanour. When Barry
spoke to Lew about doing a documentary on him, Lew said, “Not while I’m alive . . . or dead, kid,”
while applying the Vulcan “pinch” on his neck. I first met Barry in January of 2010. I went on one
of his fabulous Floating Film Festivals in the Caribbean. We became friends, immediately. His
savvy and production abilities impressed me. His innate ability to seek out the perfect people to
interview is right on target. Who else can put together the late great New York Times essayist



David Carr, Hollywood power player Michael Ovitz and actress Suzanne Pleshette to speak
about Lew Wasserman?When I dealt with Lew, he was a perfect gentleman, as was Jules Stein.
But they had both become the most powerful men in Hollywood in part because of acquiring
agent Leland Hayward’s client list, which included my father, Jimmy Stewart, and so many other
top-tier actors. It is fascinating for me to read this book. It confirms so much about what I see in
my industry, and it opens closets to some things I had never known. I like what I see in these
hiding places Barry exposes to us all. He is an accomplished raconteur with a huge mental
library of the business we both love so much. Dinners with Barry are always interesting and full
of humour. I look forward to the fabulous stories, each time.You, dear reader, will be dining on
some of the great show-business stories in print today, brought to you through the eyes of
someone who is so wonderfully entrenched in it, right up to his great smile and sparkling
eyes.Peter Fonda

PROLOGUEOf course I was going to make a film about Garth Drabinsky. How could I not? We
had worked together for nearly fifteen years. I had been with him through his biggest successes
and his biggest failures. We had been close colleagues. I admired him for what he had achieved
and was saddened by his perverse ambition and reckless implosion. I had warned him when we
first met that someday I’d make this film and he was about as unenthusiastic as you would
expect. He was unlikely to have warmed to the idea since his incarceration.In March 2012, after
Garth heard my documentary was actually in production, I received a note from his assistant,
Adelaide Mitchell, stating, “Garth would like to see you. He’ll put you on the list.”The list? This
was an invitation to visit Garth in prison, but it was presented to me as if it were a privilege, like
tickets to a Broadway opening. Of course, I accepted. I drove up to Beaver Creek Institution in
Muskoka and, being a neurotic Jew, I arrived half an hour early for my 1:30 appointment.
Because I was conscious that my car was somewhat fancy for a prison parking lot, I parked it
about ninety-two blocks away from the gate, and then walked the rest of the way. I told the guard,
“I’m here to see Garth Drabinsky.”“Who?”“Garth Drabinsky.”She corrected me. “Inmate
Drabinsky. What time is your appointment?”“One thirty.”She became testy. “Then you can’t be
here until 1:30. Don’t you realize you’re on the property of a correctional institution?”I hung out in
nearby Gravenhurst, then returned at the appointed time.The guards checked inside my car.
They had dogs sniff me. They sent me through metal detectors.“Okay, go in.”The institution was
surrounded by forest. It was dated but quite beautiful. As a medium- and minimum-security
facility, it had neither fences nor bars. The inmates bunked together in little cabins with kitchens
where they could prepare their own meals. It was almost like a ’70s commune, offering various
activities; it was not so bad, perhaps, but it was a prison. Points of demarcation told the inmates
where they couldn’t go. Cross the line and it was back behind bars.Once inside the main
building, I was placed in a communal visiting room, like a Legion hall with faded signs, well-worn
picnic tables and six antique vending machines. And there I waited. Family members visiting
other inmates greeted one another in a scene that was scary and weird, like The Shining meets



Shawshank Redemption.Before he was at Beaver Creek, Garth had been sent to the maximum-
security penitentiary in Kingston, where prisoners were assessed after they were sentenced. I
had heard rumours to the effect that Garth had been treated roughly there. Normally, the
assessment took thirty days; Garth had been held for 112. I had been told stories—second-hand
—about his not having a proper bed, and about his being humiliated and tormented. The guards
would announce, “Drabinsky,” in a way that suggested he was about to be transferred when that
wasn’t the case. They knew who he was and they made his stay painful.In walked Garth.I hadn’t
seen him since 2012, when I was in the courtroom for his sentencing. It was a shock to see him
a year later. He was wearing a Lionsgate sweatshirt, Ugg winter boots and jeans that hung loose
because he’d lost at least thirty-five pounds. His hair was very long and grey. He told me he’d
refused to let the prison barbers cut it. He was hoping to have his own guy in to style it, if only the
authorities would allow it, whenever that might be.We hugged, then sat down.Garth said, “Can
you get me something from the vending machines?”I had been allowed to bring in only $3 in
coins, which I had in a zip-lock bag. I bought popcorn (with fake butter), and a couple of
chocolate bars, just as I would on each of my three visits. The irony of the man who reinvented
the movie-going experience with “real butter,” now shovelling microwave popcorn into his mouth
was not lost on me.Even now, Garth was curious about show-business gossip and Broadway
casts. He even asked for suggestions about what his post-prison comeback might look like: If I
were to offer to buy the Mirvish empire, how much do you think that would cost? Eventually, he
got down to the reason why I made his shortlist. “I understand you’re making a movie about my
life?”“I am.”“I know I can’t stop you, but the story isn’t over yet. I wish you’d wait.”“Garth, it’s better
for me to make the film than someone else. I’m proud of the work we did together. It’s going to be
a very honest film in which I’ll give you a fair shake.”Garth baited his hook. “I wish I could
somehow be involved in this film, I know you’d like to interview me, but they don’t want me to
have a high profile in here.”He was fishing for me to make him an offer, which I wasn’t about to
do. After we chatted back and forth, he came out with it: “I’d like to be your partner.”Translation:
You, Barry, should raise the money and do all the work so I can control the film through final
cut.“That isn’t going to happen, Garth.”It was a pleasant, emotional meeting. I felt torn. Part of me
was witnessing the downfall of a valued mentor. Part of me was in research mode, trying to get
inside Garth’s headspace for my film: Did he have any remorse or would he express any
culpability for what he had done? None that I could see. It was classic Garth. His defence
mechanisms were in full operation—poor me, trapped in this bad situation that isn’t my fault.
Though it was hard to feel sympathy for him, I had to ask myself: was prison the best way to
punish this man?I was fascinated to see Myron Gottlieb—Garth’s court-acknowledged partner in
crime—with his family several tables over from us. The two prisoners had stopped talking to
each other, which was Myron’s decision. This informal prohibition was later made mandatory by
a condition of their parole that forbade them from seeing each other. Unlike Garth, Myron had
always been the quiet partner, content to play a backstage role. As a result he was always kind
to me and to this day I still have affection for him and his lovely wife Bonnie.Back in my car, on



the long drive back to Toronto, I had much to brood about. No way did that involve dropping the
film. Garth’s story was compelling and I intended to tell it.I didn’t have to goad people into being
interviewed about Garth, as I did with the other moguls I made films about. Far from it. Many of
Garth’s associates and acquaintances emailed me, volunteering to sit for the camera. Not that
Garth cooperated. When he told Eddie Greenspan, the attorney who had defended him, that he
was going to prevent anyone from speaking to me the same way he had stopped journalists from
writing stories in the past, Eddie repeated to Garth what I’d already said: “Barry is the only guy
who will be fair with you.”When I made my second visit to Beaver Creek, two months later, Garth
had had his hair cut. Apparently, his prison roommate had styling skills. Garth told me his
roommate was in for accidentally killing his wife. Three accidents, according to Garth—the guy’s
wife had been shot three times.Garth’s tone was more aggressive on this occasion. Now our
conversation was all about the film, without any insider’s gossip as foreplay. “Barry, to whom
have you spoken?” he asked.Since the interviews were in the can, I told him: Chita Rivera and
Diahann Carrol, Tony- and Emmy-winner Elaine Stritch, and so on. “Some talked kindly about
you, and a couple, like Christopher Plummer, wouldn’t be interviewed out of loyalty.”Garth
actually enjoyed hearing what had been said about him. I had the impression that he was proud
to learn that Sid Sheinberg, who was Lew Wasserman’s right-hand man at MCA Universal, had
agreed to be interviewed. Garth’s response surprised me, because Wasserman had eviscerated
Garth in their Cineplex Odeon deal, and Sheinberg’s comment was hardly flattering: “Lew and I
woke up to realize we were in bed with a madman.”The warden walked by as we were talking
and Garth broke off our conversation to call out, “Hi, Warden! Can I speak to you?”The warden
stopped. “Inmate Drabinsky, hello.”Garth turned anxious and supplicating. “Warden, I don’t know
if you received my request. I’d like to go home for Passover. It’s a Jewish holiday.”“Yeah, I got
your request.”Garth started to beg. “Let me explain the significance of this holiday in the Jewish
tradition.”The warden cut him off. “Look, I’m a religious man. I know what Passover is. I’ve told
you, Inmate Drabinsky. The Department of Corrections has asked that you receive no personal
preference. I’ll review your request and I’ll get back to you.”It was clear the warden didn’t give a
shit about Garth and I found out later that Garth didn’t receive his Passover leave. I felt badly to
see him humiliated in that cringe-inducing way.At length, Garth revealed why I had made his
visitor’s list for the second time, even though he knew the documentary was pretty much a done
deal. “Barry, you have to promise that you won’t release the film until I get out on parole. The
attention it attracts might affect my parole situation.”“Garth, TIFF is in September. Your parole
won’t happen until later in the fall at best. If TIFF selects the film, I’m going to let them have it. If
not, I’ll make you that promise.”Even saying that much worried me. I knew Garth would use his
strong relationship with TIFF to lobby, even from prison, to prevent the film’s selection. I decided
to do my own lobbying. When I submitted my rough cut to TIFF, I told them, “You may get a call
from Garth Drabinsky wanting you to reject this. I’m asking you to judge the film on its merits.”For
the pre-festival screening, TIFF called in more people than usual—programmers and board
members—to make the right decision: Was the film salacious? Was it unfair? Was it going to be



a problem for TIFF?Show Stopper was accepted. I was elated. Garth . . . well, Garth was
upset.Some people are glad to be the subject of a documentary film. Bob Guccione, the man
who as much as anyone took pornography mainstream, would have loved the attention. Others
are aggressively hostile. There were times when I was working on my film about Lew
Wasserman, who had close connections with seriously dangerous people, when I wondered if I
really had gone too far. The subject’s cooperation can be helpful but it’s often not necessary, and
I never let either their willingness or resistance get in my way. I just loved making films.I got my
love of culture from my mother, my showmanship and sense of style from my father. I loved the
limelight and sought it from an early age—it never made me nervous to be the centre of
attention. I would have been a singer if I could sing or an actor if I had the looks. But I couldn’t
sing or act so I told jokes instead. For a few weeks when I was nine years old I was the youngest
member of a vaudeville-style show playing in Montreal. I wasn’t born into money but my stage
presence and sense of humour were the cards I played to get access, to hang out with the in-
crowd. I wanted to be with the people who had the power to change the world, learn their secrets
and possibly enjoy their kind of lifestyle.I was bored at school but I had a knack for marketing—
my father’s influence again—and I soon understood that I could always make a living. I sold meat
in a butcher shop for one uncle, worked in a printing plant for another. And then I discovered
filmmaking. If I couldn’t be on the stage myself then I would put others on the stage—or screen—
and manage the production, the sets, the lights, the scripts. And the marketing! If marketing and
promotion was my vocation, then film became my passion. It was Uncle Manny who told me to
keep it that way, and while Manny had rather a sad life, he was wise and gentle and I still have a
soft spot for him. As he suggested, I’ve been an ad man for most of my life and made
documentary films simultaneously.And through it all, I’ve hung out with people who had the
power to change the world—who did change the world. Garth Drabinsky was one. Another was
Dusty Cohl, the man who, more than anyone, was responsible for making Toronto a power in the
world of film. His cousin, Michael Cohl, concert promoter for some of the greatest rock acts of all
time, was another, as was the novelist and crime reporter, Dominick Dunne, who topped Truman
Capote’s capacity for celebrity access. I met and worked with A-list stars. And I was fortunate to
have as a friend, mentor and father figure in Canada’s foremost criminal lawyer, Eddie
Greenspan.It’s been a fun ride. If there’s a moral to it, it’s that a kid from Montreal who was
nothing extraordinary could have so many dreams come true.

PART ONETHE WARM-UP ACT

Chapter One “OKAY, KID, YOU CAN TELL JOKES”By the time I was nine, I was already an
entertainer. It’s just that no one but my relatives knew it.Like many aspiring middle-class people
living in Montreal in the 1960s and ’70s, my parents possessed a wonderful collection of
recordings by such fabulous singers as Ella Fitzgerald, Eartha Kitt and Tony Bennett, along with
the soundtrack of many Broadway shows. They also had albums by Jewish comedians like Lou



Jacobi, Mel Brooks and Woody Allen. While other kids were playing baseball and hockey, I
listened to these albums and memorized the jokes. Then, on weekends, my parents would take
me to visit relatives and I would perform on top of coffee tables.My father, Irving, knew this
vaudeville guy, Sam Miller. Sam’s wife, Sadie, looked like a flapper and had a wonderful smoky
voice. She had turned down Broadway impresario, Florenz Ziegfeld, who wanted her for his
famous Follies. Sam could have been a Ziegfeld himself if he hadn’t had a family to support.
Instead, every year he produced and directed a big show in Montreal. Somehow, he’d heard
about me. He told my father, “I want to see your kid.”At our first meeting, Miller asked, “Do you
want to sing or tell jokes?”“I want to sing.”He gave me the sheet music for “What the World
Needs Now” by Burt Bacharach. He said, “Come back in a week.”I worked every night with my
mother, Faye, who has a musical ear. I learned that song backwards and forwards.The following
Saturday afternoon, I went to Sam Miller’s house for my audition. Sam’s son, Joey, who became
a well-known composer, sat down at their upright piano in his underwear and began to play.“Go!”
ordered Sam.I got as far as “. . . needs now . . .”“Okay, kid,” he said. “You can tell jokes.” Somehow 
I was not insulted.The Millers wrote an act for me in their show, The Mamas and the Papas of the
Next Generation, about the disconnect between parents and grandparents and their kids, with
me as the youngest member of the cast. I was listed in the playbill as The Interlocutor—a
description I’ve never heard since. For four nights over two weeks, I wore makeup, a vaudeville
jacket, a big bow tie and a straw hat. I would step into the spotlight and tell jokes, and everyone
would laugh and applaud, and there would be flowers, and the other cast members would sign
my playbill.I got telegrams telling me,“You have a contract for life with NBC” and “We have a spot
for you on The Tonight Show.” They were sent to me by my father. It was his way of making
something big seem even bigger.How could I go back to a normal life after that?My father, Irving
Avrich, Montreal, 1978from the personal collectionA lot of entertainers will tell you they feel more
comfortable on stage than off, and I’m like that. Though my friends have trouble believing this, I
feel shy and awkward in ordinary situations, but the moment I walk onto a stage my nervousness
disappears.Sam Miller made it clear to me that I was never going to be a singer. As a teenager, I
was too insecure about my looks and my weight to believe I could be an actor. Still, I knew that
someday I would be involved in show business.I inherited my showmanship from my father.
Armed with only a high-school education, he sold ladies’ sportswear to the retail trade, but every
day he was on the road, he demonstrated his sense of style in the way he staged his collections.
He would rent a suite in the grandest hotel in town and display his goods, sorted by colour and
designer, with the lighting exactly right. For his spring and fall collections, he would take a double
suite in Montreal’s legendary Mount Royal Hotel. When I was thirteen and fourteen, I would help
him with his sample bags and the custom-made orange suitcase that opened up to become a
portable bar. With so many people coming and going, and the excitement my father generated, I
sometimes felt like I was in vaudeville myself.My father wasn’t the slimmest guy, but he always
dressed well and he was charming. I could see that people loved him. I could see that Irving
Avrich was somebody.My father and his older brother, Sol, had cocreated Casual Togs, a ladies’



sportswear company. Though my father could sketch, Uncle Sol became the lead designer,
while my father handled sales. I don’t know when, or why, but eventually Sol bought him out. This
gave my father the opportunity to really focus on being the sales guy, which was his real passion.
Since my uncle’s designs were ultra-conservative, it wasn’t until Irving had the guts to take on
other designers that my father began to make significantly more money.On Saturdays, when it
was empty, I would go to the factory with my father to pick up the new collections. I have happy
memories of playing with the sewing and adding machines, and using the intercom system to
page fictitious people. “Mr. Smith, Mr. Smith, you’re wanted in ladies’ underwear.” I liked the
freight elevators that you pulled down with a big leather strap, then held on while the cage jerked
up, guh guh guh. Uncle Sol’s office, in contrast to that old-fashioned workspace, was quite
swanky, decorated with art and sculpture. His desk was always pristine. On Mondays, my uncle
used to complain to my father about my little weekend adventures, about the adding machines
that were screwed up and the supplies that were askew.My father and my uncle were avid
fishermen, and sometimes I went on excursions with them. Of course, my uncle was The River
Runs Through It kind of fly fisherman. Today, when I see him, I’m emotional, because he’s the
only genetic connection to my father.Barry Avrich, age sixfrom the personal collectionBecause
my father was away from Monday to Thursday every week, my mother ran the household. Like
my father, she did not have a university degree, but she was always elegantly turned out and
extremely cultured—she still is today at eighty-seven. As well as music, my parents collected
whatever art and antiques they fell in love with. There were no Old Masters hanging in our
house, but make no mistake, every corner had something interesting to look at or talk about it.
Like my father, my mother had artistic flair.I believe my father enjoyed his time away from home,
and I think my mother enjoyed having space to herself as well. He’d come back from his
business trips at three or four o’clock on Thursday afternoons, exhausted. The door would fly
open, we’d run to greet him, and that night we’d have a big dinner. Later in the evening, he would
have his weekly gin rummy card game with his friends. I would beg him to invite them to our
house because I wanted to see the guys he hung around with, and the kind of guy he was when
he was with them. I would press my ear to my bedroom’s central-heating grate, above the
basement card game, so I could hear the friendly banter and smell the cigar smoke. At some
point in those evenings, my mother’s role was to carry in the dessert. I would plead with her,
“Can I go? Can I go?”Ironically, years later, when I was in high school and enjoyed my own
floating poker game, my father hated it. I think he was afraid I’d get into serious gambling, but my
gang always played for low stakes. When the game was at our house, my father would
sometimes run in yelling, “It’s a raid!”On Friday or Saturday nights, my parents would often have
people over for dinner. Partway through the evening, still exhausted from the workweek, my
father would excuse himself. After that, I’d see this huge hulk of a man sprawled on the bed in
the master bedroom, fast asleep. Irving was a larger-than-life character, in body and in spirit, a
sweet guy, but you had to accept him on his own terms. He was never going to live the life of a
quiet homebody, home from work every night at 5:30. He was eccentric. I remember all the



strange things he used to buy on the road: the pot-bellied stove he stashed in the trunk of his
car, then pretended to hook up in the basement; the old sepia portraits of strangers that he
framed and hung on the wall and then claimed they were ancestors; the birch tree he found on a
beach and shipped home.Both my parents’ families emigrated from Russia in the 1800s to
escape the pogroms. My father’s parents, who died before I was born, had owned a shoe store
on the Main in Montreal. My mother’s father, Louis Garellek, was a kosher butcher. After he lost
his wife in the 1950s, he married a simple but pleasant woman who was like a grandmother to
us. We called her Aunt Minnie.I had a fabulous relationship with Zadie Louis, as did everyone in
our family, including my father. My mother, as his only daughter, looked after him following her
mother’s death. Zadie Louis was tall and handsome with a white moustache. Though traditional,
he didn’t object to my father driving to his place on the Sabbath because he wanted to see his
grandchildren. Aunt Minnie often visited relatives in Israel or Vancouver for two or three weeks in
the summer, and my grandfather would stay with us while she was gone. He was a playful, warm
guy, interested in music, theatre and adventure. When he was around, our house overflowed
with his generous spirit. Among my special memories are the Passover Seder dinners at his
Montreal townhouse when thirty people sat around the table, as well as visits to his country
place in the Laurentians. I also remember my parents driving him to Saratoga Springs. They
used to spend a month in a modest little motel with a kitchen so they could keep kosher, while
enjoying outings to the horse races and an annual Marx Brothers film festival.Zadie Louis was
our patriarch. When he died in 1980, our memorable days of huge extended family dinners, a
celebration of our respect for him, came to an end.My mother was always a doer. She had a
strong network of friends, was very private and discreet and never complained. She worked so
hard for others over the years that it was always difficult to give her a gift. She’s also been good
at keeping me grounded. If I’m going to the Academy Awards, or a newspaper article is written
about me, she brings me down to earth with a casual, “That’s nice,” not overdoing it, and
preventing me from getting too big a head.Though she still keeps kosher, my father never did.
When he cut into one of my grandfather’s steaks, his invariable comment, which my mother
hated, was, “The Jews are meant to suffer!” meaning that a kosher steak’s flavour could never
compare to those he ate on the road. At Passover, he’d toss out the lunch my mother had
packed before he got to the end of the street. Faye occasionally tolerated us sneaking food into
the house that wasn’t kosher, but she wouldn’t let us use her dishes. We joked that our family
had three sets: for milk, meat and Chinese food. That last set was made of paper.My mother was
unquestionably our caregiver, but if ever my sister Cindy or I acted up during the week, she
would warn us, “When your father gets home on Thursday, he’ll deal with this.” That never
amounted to anything because Irving was too nice. He’d call us down to his den, which was hazy
with cigarette smoke and untidy, with his briefcase, appointment book and fabric swatches
strewn on the desk. He’d say, “Why did you do that? Be nice to your mother! Now, are we
clear?”There was a movie theatre in our neighbourhood shopping centre and my father often
took me there on weekends. Of all the classics we saw, I was especially fascinated by those



about show business: Citizen Kane with Orson Welles, Sunset Boulevard with Gloria Swanson,
Mame! with Rosalind Russell. That movie experience, enhanced by being with my father, was so
magical. And because of those memories, I still have a special fondness for working with older
stars, such as Gena Rowlands, Kathleen Turner and Shirley MacLaine.Most summers, my
parents took Cindy and me to the Stratford Festival. Since it was a long drive from Montreal, we
stayed overnight at a bed and breakfast, then saw two shows. That whole festival experience
was beyond thrilling: the buzz, the fanfare, the playbills, the ushers, the anticipation. I especially
remember Taming of the Shrew and School for Scandal. It was my introduction to Shakespeare
and I loved it. Nothing compares to live theatre. To this day, I watch the audience as much as
what’s on stage. I watch as they laugh, I watch as they squirm, I watch as they clap—the
audience reaction is a big part of my enjoyment.It’s also amazing to me how often my life has
come full circle. When I chaired and produced a gala honouring Christopher Plummer, I told the
audience, “This probably means nothing to you, but it means everything to me. I can remember,
as a kid, going to Stratford, and seeing great actors like Plummer command the stage, and
being completely spellbound. Now, I’m producing film adaptations of The Tempest and Caesar
and Cleopatra with Plummer. And I can’t think of anything more that I need in life.”

Moguls Monsters and Madmen rod wave, Moguls Monsters and Madmen rod stewart, Moguls
Monsters and Madmen rod rosenstein, Moguls Monsters mogul monster, mogul monster
snowboard, mogul monster snowboard black snow, big monsters in mythology, most powerful
media moguls, biggest mythical monsters, most powerful movie monsters, biggest monsters in
mythology, top 10 strongest movie monsters



jameson, “A GREAT SHOW BUSINESS INSIDER'S' TELL-ALL!. A MUST READ for anyone
that's had even the slightest interest in how hollywood works behind the scenes, how ruthless it
can be, how 'who you know' is still such a way of doing business in the show business industry.”

british, “Behind the Scenes. Terrific personal inside look at famous and powerful of
entertainment.Barry's own drive and talent is also impressive. Well written and totally engaging”

GAIL m L ganetakos, “comedy or musical for the first time and if you like backstage stories about
stage and film productions this is .... If you remember the excitement of seeing a professional
drama, comedy or musical for the first time and if you like backstage stories about stage and film
productions this is the book for you. Bary Avrich is not only a successful producer, he is a stylish
and witty writer.”

Mr Fussy, “Canada's version of Dominick Dunne. ... (without the bisexuality, presumably). Like
the noted Vanity Fair diarist Barry Avrich floats through high society and the occasional prison,
and charms pretty much everyone with whom he comes in contact. Canada is lucky to have
him.I came solely for the Lew Wasserman chapter - because I had interviewed Barry when his
film on the austere mogul came out - and I stayed for the rest of the book. I had no idea that he
was a big deal in so many other areas.The book is a gossipy insight into Hollywood, the
entertainment industry and human nature - written with Canadian clarity. You learn about the
heroes - Peter Fonda, Kathleen Turner, Brad Pitt; and the villains - Harvey Weinstein, obviously,
Burt Reynolds and Shirley MacLaine. You also find out that Deepa Mehta hated Slumdog
Millionaire, and your suspicions about Larry King being a weird dude are confirmed. The
chapters on Conrad Black and Garth Drabinsky are a reminder of the thin line separating
showbiz moguls and common criminals. The Bob Guccione chapter is both poignant and
hilarious, and the Amerika Idol one is simply hilarious.The book could have done with better
editing. The Montreal native manages to mis-spell Cirque du Soleil three times in one
paragraph, and describing Robert Evans as "one those [sic] Hollywood producers who is one of
a kind" is lazy and rather nonsensical. Some of the prose could have done with some extra
bounce. His publisher should have done a better job in post. But the book is well laid out, and
there are plenty of pictures.More importantly Barry just seems like a nice guy, which was the
sense I got after interviewing him, and you see from his interactions with people like Dominick
Dunne and Prince Charles that people genuinely like him. Now I must track down all his other
books and films.”

Stephen White, “Enjoyable and insightful Read.. I would give this book a 5 on entertainment
value . I usually reserve a star or two for writing prowess. Not that this is badly written , it is a
light perfect summertime read. Being from the same city , same age , and same ethic



background I never heard of Barry Avrich until. I picked up this book. It is very impressive how
Barry has carved out such a successful career while mixing with the biggest names in the
entertainment business. Although he has been faced with the "Hollywood" ethical challenges he
has kept to his values and beliefs passed down from his many mentors. What I enjoyed about
the book is that it is more than just a memoir . Barry gives a good synopsis of the lives behind
the people he has encountered and filmed. Since he will be doing a movie on my all time
favourite comedian Rodeny Dangerfield I will give the book a 4.5”

Ted Matthews, “Fabulous stories!. I am just about finished this book - fabulous stories! The
author lives in my city - Toronto - I know or know of, lots of the Moguls, Monsters and Madmen
that Barry knows and describes. Really resonating with me!”

sbyontheisland, “Fascinating observations and anecdotes. Fascinating observations and
anecdotes about strong people in the entertainment and other businesses. Barry Avrich has
lead an interesting life entirely of his own making. When discussing his own accomplishments he
is very proud. All together I enjoyed reading this book. I was entertained and informed and I got
to see behind the curtain. A very worthwhile read.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Hard to put down!. Gr8 story. Hard to put down!Highly recommend.”

Gary Reinblatt, “A great read. A very interesting profile by an extremely talented man who is very
honest with himself and should sleep very well every night”

The book by Rod Vick has a rating of  5 out of 3.7. 19 people have provided feedback.



Language: English
File size: 11348 KB
Text-to-Speech: Enabled
Screen Reader: Supported
Enhanced typesetting: Enabled
X-Ray: Not Enabled
Word Wise: Enabled
Print length: 413 pages
Lending: Not Enabled
Simultaneous device usage: Unlimited

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/d

