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By Morton Laitner

“I am covered in sweat.

What a nightmare!

Where am I?”

“Oh yeah, the Fontainebleau, Presidential Suite, fifteenth floor.”  Lying in bed, the bright sun streaming through the glass windows, blinding his old blue eyes. He looked out onto the large balcony with a view of miles of blue Atlantic waters.  Frank thought, “I drank too much Jack last night; it’s too damn hot for December.” He lit his first Marlboro, his throat burned as he inhaled the white smoke. “I had better kick this damn habit before I lose my voice and my career.”  

Leaning over the crystal ashtray, filled with cigarette butts and memories of another crazy night, he grabbed for the hotel pen and stationary. He quickly scribbled down his fast-fading memories of the troubling dream.

It was the early 30’s.

Hoboken, New Jersey.   

His fifteen year-old cousin Regina.

Lying in her mother’s bed with TB.

Skinny, fevers, night sweats.

Coughing her guts out.

Begging God to take her away.   

Family all broken up.

Crying their eyes out. 

The priest giving Regina her last rights.   

Frank stopped scribbling. He mused, “What the hell does that dream mean?  Was this a message from above?  Was he in need of a penance to avoid purgatory for his partying? Did Regina want him to do something?”  

As Frank got dressed, putting on his brown linen trousers, his silk shirt, his signature thin tie and fedora, he made a decision.   He reached for the gold-plated phone and called his personal assistant into the room.  Amy entered and heard Frank say in a soft, worn out voice, “Babe, I want you to make arrangements for me to perform a free concert at a TB hospital.  Let me know when the gig is booked.”  Amy called the Lantana TB hospital.  Upon hearing the news the administrator exclaimed, “This will be the best holiday gift for the patients and the staff! Thank the Chairman of the Board for me.”

The next morning when Frank woke up, he felt better than he had in years. Sinatra thought to himself, “WOW! So this is what 9:00 a.m. on a Tuesday looks like!”  Climbing into the black Cadillac stretch-limo with his swinging ensemble, they left the hotel and headed North on US1 to Lantana.

  Frank thought to himself, “Doesn’t that young Senator from Massachusetts, what the hell was his name? Something Kennedy, the one with the good-looking wife. Doesn’t his dad own a compound in Palm Beach?  If they’re there, I’d like to stop by and see them.”  But before Sinatra could ask the chauffeur if he knew where the compound was, he pictured Regina’s sickly face.  Frank realized he was on a mission!  

A mission to make patients smile and forget their troubles. 

A holy mission that was sent via a dream by an angel named Regina.    

A mission for which he would not seek any publicity. 

As Frank and his entourage arrived at the distinguished hospital, he saw a tent covering two hundred chairs and a banner that read, “WELCOME FRANK! WE LOVE YOU!” Frank toured the hospital with the Chief Medical Physician, shaking hands, giving encouragement to the patients some of whom would, unfortunately, be confined to their beds for the show, but would hear him through their open windows.   

Frank took to the stage, grabbed the microphone and sat on a white wooden stool.   Then he told the audience about his dream. The audience responded like bobby soxers.  Frank knew the song he would sing to the patients.  A song that would lift their spirits and give them hope.  His band struck up the first note to “High Hopes.” Frank began to sing:

“Next time you are found, 

with your chin on the ground, 

there is a lot to be learned, 

so look around.

Just what makes that little old ant

Think he’ll move that rubber tree plant

Anyone knows an ant, can’t 

Move a rubber tree plant.”

When he reached the chorus everyone joined in:

 “‘Cause he got high hopes, 

He’s got high hopes, 

He’s got high, apple pie

In the sky hopes.”   

When Sinatra concluded, there was a three-minute standing ovation.  Franks eyes teared as he looked into the audience and remembered cousin Regina.  He was humming “High Hopes” as he got into his limo.  

He felt good about himself as the black limo cruised down I-95, headed back to Miami Beach.  Tonight he and Dean, Sammy, Joey, Peter – the whole rat-pack – would cavort on the hotel stage to a healthier audience.    

On the stage that night, Frank was covered in sweat. A cigarette was dangling out of his mouth as he took a sip from his glass of Jack Daniels.  Frank smiled as he thought about his long day. He knew his life was a dream and where it was taking him. He had done his penance. An angel smiled upon him. 

He had “High Hopes.”  

Editor’s Notes: 

This fictionalized account is based on an actual event.

If by chance you get the opportunity to visit the AG Holley Hospital in Lantana, go to the third floor and you will see a picture of Frank Sinatra visiting with the patients at the hospital.  

