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Miami Is a Town of Giving 
 Philanthropy is no longer just a social tool here—it has become our way of life. By Roy Black

Once the bold headlines spoke of Miami’s 
race riots, drug trafficking, hit men 
and Paradise Lost, but no longer. Now 

they speak of a city, arising Lazarus-like, led by 
a select group of social changers. This is a new 
breed of entrepreneur, one not obsessed with 
the bottom line but with a social mission. They 
are not patrons of your grandmother’s charity or 
the fashionable ladies who lunch. They use busi-
nesslike discipline to tenaciously attack a crisis. 
They harness their skills not for profit-making 
but to improve education and healthcare and 
eradicate poverty. 

Bobby Kennedy issued a clarion call: “Each 
time a man stands up for an ideal, or acts to 
improve the lot of others, or strikes out against 
injustice, he sends forth a tiny ripple of hope.... 
Those ripples build a current that can sweep 
down the mightiest walls of oppression and 
resistance.” Who are Miami’s ripples of hope? 

Stephanie Trump (I Have A Dream Foundation); 
Tracy Wilson Mourning (Honey Shine 
Mentoring Program) and Alonzo Mourning 
(Overtown Youth Center); Nicholas Buoniconti 
(The Miami Project to Cure Paralysis); Emilio 
and Gloria Estefan (Gloria Estefan Foundation); 
Michael Capponi (obsessed with rebuilding 
Haiti); Barton G. Weiss (The Barton G. Kids 
Hear Now Foundation); Jennifer Valoppi and 
Marisa Toccin (Women of Tomorrow); and 
many others. 

I also witness my wife Lea’s dedication first-
hand. She’s the creator and force behind The 
Blacks’ Annual Gala and The Consequences 
Foundation, and uses her decades of experience 
in marketing and infomercials for fashioning new 
approaches to old problems, with innovative fund-
raising and efforts to educate and rescue kids. 

These new entrepreneurs see a problem and 
want to fix it, they see suffering and want to 

relieve it, they see a world in distress and want to 
heal it. They aren’t doing it because they are told 
to, they do it because something in them drives 
them to it. They do it because they must. They 
don’t just live an average life. They don’t just pass 
time. They are here to make an impact.

And we need more of them. Here’s why: Every 
3.5 seconds someone dies of hunger; every 11 
seconds someone dies of AIDS; every 15 seconds 
a child dies from a waterborne illness; 2 million 
children die each year from a lack of vaccines; 
11 million children die each year before age five; 
there are 153 million orphans in the world; 1.1 
billion people have no access to clean water; 2.6 
billion people don’t have basic sanitation. These 
are shocking statistics. Bobby Kennedy hoped 
that we would use “a shared determination to 
wipe away the unnecessary sufferings of our fel-
low human beings.” Together, as conscientious 
Miamians, we can start a ripple.p
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I f you want to see Charlie Cinnamon roll his 
eyes, just refer to him as a “communications 
director,” a “media specialist” or any of the 

other bloodless monikers today’s publicists labor 
under. Cinnamon considers himself a press agent, 
and if that title conjures up a vanished smoke-filled 
world of hard-boiled newspaper columnists and 
whispered confidences straight out of Sweet Smell 
of Success, that’s an association he’ll gladly accept. 
Indeed, his old-school vibe is a big part of why 
Cinnamon remains beloved by several generations 
of local journalists. But he’s also a living connection 

to Miami Beach’s original late-’50s heyday, when 
Cinnamon himself was just another wide-eyed 
arrival from New York, fresh out of school and 
looking to make his way in a scene already being 
obsessively chronicled on the gossip pages. 

“You have no idea how competitive it was then,” 
he chuckles, recalling his first gig handling PR 
for the now-defunct Empress Hotel. The Beach 
may have been filled with tuxedo-clad celebri-
ties and free-spending swells, but the Empress 
was hardly the Delano of its day. “There were two 
daily newspapers then, but just getting a client 

even mentioned was a major accomplishment.” 
It was a visit to the theater that finally launched 
Cinnamon on his path to becoming a key behind-
the-scenes figure in Miami’s arts world.

Accompanying a friend to the American 
debut of Samuel Beckett’s Waiting for Godot at 
the Coconut Grove Playhouse, he found himself 
transfixed by the absurdist musings onstage—
even as much of the rest of the audience walked 
out. Come intermission, he was surrounded by 
empty seats. “I had to beg my friend to stay, but I’d 
never been to a play like that before! It was a whole 
new language of the theater!”

Still buzzing afterwards, Cinnamon wrote up 
an impassioned review for the Empress’ in-house 
newsletter, one that made its way to Playhouse 
owner George Engel, who promptly ran it as an 
ad in both of Miami’s daily papers. Then producer 
Zev Buffman hired Cinnamon as his own publi-
cist, a move that quickly turned him into the go-to 
person for Miami theater. It’s also a template for the 
role Cinnamon continues to play to this day: more 
enthusiastic fan than hype artist. His tools of the 
trade have changed a bit—“I finally had to retire 
my typewriter,” he quips—but not his warmly per-
sonal approach. “Twitter? Are you kidding me?” 
he scoffs. “Effective public relations is still based 
on real relationships, not mass e-mails.”

Accordingly, Cinnamon is more than a lit-
tle dismissive of what passes for modern-day 
celebrity. His idea of a truly charismatic star? 
“Elizabeth Taylor,” he answers, practically purr-
ing. He remembers accompanying Taylor to the 
opening night of her 1981 Broadway debut in The 
Little Foxes, fresh off his stint promoting the play’s 
Fort Lauderdale warm-up run. The Manhattan 
throng gathered outside took on a frightening 
intensity as hulking security guards were forced 
to usher Taylor’s entourage through a back alley 
and into a waiting limousine. Amid the frenzy, 
Cinnamon found himself tossed headfirst onto 
the limo’s backseat floor as Taylor’s fans banged 
on the windows and frantically pushed their faces 
up to the glass for a peek inside. “It was crazy! 
Then I look up and Elizabeth is just sitting there 
very calmly with a big grin on her face. ‘More!’ 
she says. ‘I want more!’” Cinnamon raises an eye-
brow: “Now that was a star.”    

Charlie Cinnamon’s 
old-school vibe is a 
big part of why he 
remains beloved by 
several generations of 
local journalists.

clockwise from above: Roy and Lea Black at the 15th Blacks’ Annual 
Gala at the Fontainebleau Miami Beach in 2010; I Have a Dream 
Foundation president Stephanie Trump mentoring a student; snack 
time during the I Have a Dream after-school program at Hibiscus 
Elementary School in Miami Gardens; Women of Tomorrow’s Marisa 
Toccin (left) and Jennifer Valoppi

A Guy Named Charlie 
Cinnamon Lives here 
The Miami media legend helped put this town on the map 
with common sense and a dash of old-school charm.
By Brett Sokol 
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I n the eyes of national pundits, South Florida 
has become synonymous with the partisan 
passions that have defined the chasm between 

modern-day Democrats and Republicans—from 
the hanging chads of 2000’s presidential elec-
tion debacle to the statewide Tea Party uprising 
that catapulted Miami homeboy Marco Rubio to 
Washington, DC, and has GOP strategists mur-
muring of a slot on their 2012 White House ticket. 
Yet here on the ground in the Magic City, party 
labels not only rarely arise, they’re often unknown. 

Pop quiz: What political party did ousted 
Miami-Dade County Mayor Carlos Alvarez 
belong to? How about his nemesis, recall orches-
trator Norman Braman? The answers are largely 
irrelevant. For Miamians, not only are all poli-
tics local, they’re also a unique hybrid. Where 
else but in Miami would you find a Republican 

congresswoman like Ileana Ros-Lehtinen, a figure 
who rallies neoconservatives nationwide with her 
calls to arm Iranian guerilla fighters in their strug-
gle against the Ayatollah? Indeed, when the Castro 
government’s TV announcers began referring to 
the Cuban exile Ros-Lehtinen as “She Wolf,” the 
congresswoman merely smiled and took it as a 
tribute to her anticommunist bona fides. Dialogue 
across the Florida Straits? Not for this lady.

Yet Ros-Lehtinen is also a staunch opponent 
of the military’s “don’t ask, don’t tell” policy 
regarding gay and lesbian service members. In 
fact, she’s become a firm advocate of gay and 
lesbian civil rights across the board—hardly a 
standard Republican position. True, the elec-
toral math of representing constituents in both 
Key West and South Beach probably didn’t hurt 
in helping her see the light. Having an openly 

transgender daughter may have provided a fur-
ther nudge. But neither intimate family ties nor 
moral hypocrisy has persuaded other leading 
neoconservative Republicans on these issues. 
(We’re looking at you, Dick Cheney.)

Moreover, even as Ros-Lehtinen gives fiery 
speeches on the socialist threats posed by both 
a resurgent China and El Jefe in Havana, she’s 
been hostile to proposed cuts to her own coun-
try’s state-run healthcare and pension programs 
(also known as Medicare and Social Security). 
Other communities might have had a hard time 
wrapping their heads—and their ballots—around 
a congresswoman who embodies so many con-
tradictions. Here in Miami, where Ros-Lehtinen 
has cruised to victory 11 times since first taking 
office in 1989, it’s just further proof of how little 
party affiliations matter.

We Are a Post-Partisan Town
 What identity crisis? We just get the beauty of political balance. By Brett Sokol

Nearly a decade after the annual Art Basel fair first arrived on Miami Beach, the local art scene 
is anything but underground, and far more entrenched than merely a one-week-a-year phe-
nomenon. Indeed, instead of leaving town for greener pastures in New York, Miami artists are 

increasingly bumping into transplanted New Yorkers hoping to kick-start their art careers in Wynwood.
Can you blame them? Our local mandarins seem to have gone art crazy, dispensing grants, real estate and 

media exposure with a fervor that would’ve made even the Medici blush. But common sense, slow growth 
and clear-headed moderation have never been notions popular among Miamians. Go big or go home! 
That’s not to say this burg has fully transformed itself into the New Art City its cultural boosters envision. 
Post-market crash, there are still too few collectors with empty walls and unholstered checkbooks. And 
those freshly arrived New Yorkers have been towing an awful lot of conceptual baggage in their wake, 
adding a layer of theoretical clutter to what was previously an almost deliriously accessible—and viscer-
ally inviting—visual arts scene. Moreover, several of Miami’s standard-bearers, such as sculptor Daniel 
Arsham and painter Hernan Bas, don’t even live in Miami anymore.

However, though a few notable tyros may have packed their bags, a host of veteran artists—Carol Brown, 
Robert Chambers, Barbara Neijna and Robert Thiele, just for starters—continue to produce transcendent 
work that demands attention. Discerning gallery owners like David Castillo, Brook Dorsch, Carol Jazzar, 
Nina Johnson and Fredric Snitzer are supporting new talent in the way that matters most—by offering 
them exhibition space. And after much drama, that new Miami Art Museum might just get built after 
all. Indeed, for all its growing pains and premature sense of grandeur, Miami’s art whirl remains one of 
the most vibrant of such milieus in the country. If you can avoid choking to death from the exhaust of 
Wynwood’s swarming food trucks, it’s still the best show in town. 

We Are the Darling 
City of the Art World
 Our art scene f lourishes 365 days a year. By Brett Sokol  
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US Congresswoman  
Ileana Ros-Lehtinen (R-FL) 
at a press conference on 
Capitol Hill with (from left) 
Senator Rick Santorum, 
Congressmen Devin Nunes 
and Mario Diaz-Balart

Liam Gillick’s Study for La aparente 
union del cielo y la tierra was one of a 
series of artfully designed billboards 
displayed around town during Art 
Basel Miami Beach 2010. 


