
THE VICAR OF VINYL 
 
Today is the longest day of the year. I’m in Metuchen feeding my backyard chipmunk who practically knocks 
on the back window at 9 AM. He’s got a little scar on the left side of his nose so I can recognize him. I put 
black sunflower seeds on the garden wall—he jumps onto the wall and runs right to my hand—sniffs it for 
recognition—and then encourages me to back away so he can eat in peace. 
 
Last year on the summer solstice I was wandering the streets of Bray, Ireland, looking for a Chinese restaurant 
with Richard Linklater and his wife Tina.  Linklater had rented a narrow, three-story furnished townhouse 
that June/July for the shooting of Blue Moon.  We were still fine-tuning the script.  On the street there was a 
lot of political talk—Biden still hadn’t dropped out of the race—and suggestions filled the night for who 
might replace him. 
 
Ethan Hawke showed up late for dinner—apologizing for having not showered—he’d spent all day moving 
out of his hotel—and we all shared a scrappy assortment of take-out food.  Small talk, for me, was difficult 
as usual.  But Linklater, Hawke, and I ended up on the third floor, sitting on the floor of a room filled with 
art books, reading aloud, once again, the entire 88-page script.  Since there was no female in the room, I 
ended up, once again, playing the 20-year-old student Elizabeth.   I thought I was actually getting good at 
it—and when we got to the big 14 minute, two-person scene near the end of the script, Ethan had tears in his 
eyes. 
 
Mostly, we were cutting.  “Do we really need this speech?”  “Doesn’t the audience know this already?”  
“She’s saying ‘Larry’ too much, and he’s saying ‘Elizabeth’ too much.  Let’s lose half of them.” 
 
All this now seems a lifetime ago.  In celebration of today’s solstice WQXR is playing Gershwin’s 
“Summertime.”  I’m trying to read Anthony Burgess’s last novel A Dead Man in Deptford which I bought a 
week ago at a book store in Wellfleet, Massachusetts. (“Quality used books in a village setting” reads the 
bookmark.)  It’s a story about playwright Christopher Marlow (Doctor Faustus) being employed as a political 
spy.  Truthfully, it’s a dense, difficult read driven by a seemingly relentless need to be clever—which is 
exhausting.  Still, there’s some memorable word-play.  At one point, Marlow (in conversation) describes life: 
“…we begin aghast and end a ghost.”  I underline the line with the certainty that it’s going to be the only line 
in the book I’ll actually remember. 
 
Speaking of ghosts, on my internet radio the other day I came across “The Danny Stiles Music Museum.”  
And there was radio personality Danny Stiles (calling himself the Vicar of Vinyl) playing old Crosby and 
Jolson records.  He’s a voice I hadn’t heard in years.  He’s doing long and elaborately conversational 
commercials for the New Balance shoe store located “directly across the street from the Bendix Diner in 
Hasbrouck Heights, New Jersey.”  He calls his audience “me-hearties.”  Commercial after commercial for 
Danny’s radio commemorative taking place at John’s Pizzeria (“directly across from Phantom of the Opera”) 
with special guest Floyd Vivino and Chuck Wepner, and I begin to realize that half these establishments and 
phone numbers probably don’t exist anymore.  And Danny Stiles (whom I remember listening to on WEVD 
and WNYC AM) doesn’t exist anymore either.  He was born in 1923; he died in 2011.  But here he is—
pouring out of my kitchen radio—24 hours a day—recommending his prostate cancer doctor (who probably 
doesn’t exist anymore either.)   
 
I keep thinking “Who’s paying for this?  Is it Stiles’s family?  Is it some generous fan with access to a 
computer server?” 
 
Next morning, Stiles is still talking—tirelessly championing his radio reunion on December 6 (“The day 
before Pearl Harbor.”)  Today it’s his 59th year in radio.  Yesterday it was his 63rd year.  The show ends, 
always, with Shirley Temple singing “Goodnight, My Love.”  Sometimes Danny sings along with her.  And 
then, without a moment’s pause, a new show begins—and he’s playing Crosby and Jolson and some scratchy 
78 rpm record of Jerry Lewis performing “The Noisy Eater.”  And now he’s doing another commercial for 
the New Balance shoe store “directly across the street from the Bendix Diner in Hasbrouck Heights, New 
Jersey.  Here’s the phone number.” 
 



I wonder what would happen if you actually called that phone number today.  Would it be like some Stephen 
King novel where you ended up speaking to a spirit of the dead?  We begin aghast and end a ghost. 
 
Then “The Danny Stiles Music Museum” simply vanishes.  Silence.  No explanation. 
 
I return to my novel.  To the New York Times headline: Iran Strikes Israeli Hospital As U.S. Buys Time. 
 
Can you really buy time?  Can you buy it directly across the street from the Bendix Diner? 
 
Then, without explanation, Stiles is broadcasting again.  Playing another terrible Jerry Lewis record. 
 
And so, we soldier on through one more mysterious solstice, adrift in another moody summer.   
 
Ireland…Metuchen…Hasbrouck Heights, New Jersey...   
 
Here’s the phone number. 
 


