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All charming people, 1 fancy, are spoiled.
It is the secret of their attraction.
—Oscar WILDE



PROLOGUE

THE

Cbai?man



custom. To most of them he was “Mr. Paley” or “The Chair-

man.” To a select few he was “Bill.” But to everyone in the
room, he was CBS, “the Tiffany Network,” the tycoon who seemed to
have invented the idea of style. Although the party was to honor ‘60
Minutes,”” one of television’s most successful shows, center stage belonged
to William Paley, now just a few months shy of his eighty-sixth birthday.
On this cool spring evening in 1987, all eyes turned to the man who had
led the Columbia Broadcasting System for nearly sixty years.

Over a hundred members of New York’s broadcasting and corporate
elite circled the ornate Louis XVI Room on the second floor of the St.
Regis Hotel on Fifth Avenue that night. Executive wives, anxieties masked
by smooth skins and firm chins purchased with their husbands’ fortunes,
sipped Moét et Chandon, and caught their reflections in the gilt mirrors
on the white-paneled walls. Girlfriends and daughters, leggy and sexy in
their new short dresses, made small talk, eyes constantly darting to inspect
each new arrival. The men, mostly middle-aged and beyond, wore tai-
lored dinner clothes and stood in small knots, balancing their champagne
glasses, nibbling pité, and trading gossip and opinions about their busi-
ness. “‘I wouldn’t give a nickel for Fox Broadcasting,” Laurence Tisch,
president of CBS, confided to RCA’s former chairman Thornton Brad-
shaw.

Tisch was doubtless the richest man in the room; his fortune, an
estimated $1 billion, was double Paley’s. But Tisch lacked Paley’s panache.
He was a money man with a shiny bald head and deceptively amiable
manner. Andy Rooney of “60 Minutes” would later tell the audience, *“I
went to work for CBS in 1949 and I have met William S. Paley maybe
thirty times during those years and tonight was the first time I ever called
him Bill. Funny thing is, I met Laurence Tisch only twice and I called him
Larry both times. I don’t know what the hell to make of that.”

Paley, whose title was little more than an honorific now, had spent
much of the day in his elegant office on the thirty-fifth floor of Black
Rock, the CBS headquarters four blocks away on Sixth Avenue. In the

/ I \HE ONE THEY ALL wanted to see arrived late, as was his
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late afternoon he had taken a special express elevator to his waiting lim-
ousine, a maroon Cadillac Fleetwood with a television and a Sony compact
disc player, and been driven to his duplex apartment on Fifth Avenue by
Charles Noble, his chauffeur for eighteen years. After an hour with his
exercise instructor he dressed for dinner, assisted by his valet, John Dean,
once an equerry to Prince Philip. Then Paley had headed out the door,
timing his arrival to miss the cocktail hour. The pain from a lifelong back
ailment had become so persistent that he could no longer stand comfort-
ably.

After some quick photographs with Tisch and the ‘60 Minutes” con-
tingent, Paley made his way to one of the Versailles Room’s round dining
tables. Standing at his dinner place, he grasped the back of his chair for
support. His thick white hair gleamed in the candlelight. (Truman Capote,
a onetime friend, said that Paley dyed his hair to brighten it, to make it
more blond than gray.) His deep tan had been a Paley signature since the
1920s, when irreverent colleagues began calling him *“Pale Billy.” “Purely
a trick of transposition,” Time magazine once explained, adding, “He likes
hot countries and bright sunlight.’’ His face was creased with age, his small
brown eyes nearly overwhelmed by pouches of skin. But the eyes still
glittered with life. His pug nose lent him an air of toughness, somewhat
softened by his smile, a slightly crooked little-boy grin that promised
mischief and mirth. He was not classically handsome, never had been, but
his face was virile and sensuous. ‘

Age and a slight stoop had reduced his nearly six-foot stature by
several inches, but the dinner clothes (by Huntsman of Savile Row) were
impeccably tailored. The small paunch of his later years was gone. On his
surprisingly small feet, custom-made evening shoes shone like blackened
mirrors, and the air carried the scent of his musky Givenchy cologne (a
scent created for him in the 1960s). Despite his advancing years, he ap-
peared nearly as vigorous as twenty years before, when Capote had once
murmured: ‘“He looks like 2 man who has just swallowed an entire human
being.”

Paley, Mister Paley. ““He is to American broadcasting as Carnegie was
to steel, Ford to automobiles, Luce to publishing and Ruth to baseball,”
the New York Times had once written. The New York Daily News had
called him *“an electronic Citizen Kane.”’ His reign at CBS, wrote Washing-
ton Post television critic Tom Shales, could be summed up as more than
five decades of “brilliant brinksmanship, salesmanship, statesmanship, and
showmanship.”

Once while he was touring in Los Angeles, an aide had been assigned
to follow Paley with a chair. When he paused to sit, he didn’t bother to
glance back; he knew the chair would be there.
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Paley had an insatiable appetite for power. But he was not outwardly
dynamic in the style of Chrysler’s Lee lacocca or the late Charles Revson,
the tyrannical founder of Revlon. Paley didn’t stride through the corridors
in a commanding way or pound tables or bark orders. He was much more
subtle. His office didn’t even look as if it was intended for work; it seemed
organized for fun, with an antique chemin de fer card table as its center-
piece instead of a proper desk.

Like Alice’s Cheshire Cat, who lingered only as a wide smile, Paley
was often a shadow presence. He had the disconcerting habit of going
away and letting others manage CBS for long stretches of time. But some-
what paradoxically, his absences reinforced his power. No one knew ex-
actly when he might appear—or to what effect. He was rarely absent from
programming discussions where he exercised his authority through nuance
and calculated obliqueness. Since programming is an instinctive, almost
mystical, process, Paley was viewed by many underlings not so much as
an executive but an oracle.

The nature of his business enhanced his legend. Network television,
especially in Paley’s heyday, was fast-moving, highly visible, and glam-
orous. The industry seemed to carry limitless possibilities—and dangers.
Paley’s career paralleled the trajectory of broadcasting through the
twentieth century. He came to symbolize its heights and, eventually, its
decline.

But the Paley legend transcended broadcasting. He was a lion in high
society. “Do cozy up to Bill Paley. He won’t be impressed but everyone
else will be,” advised Women’s Wear Daily in its tongue-in-cheek list of
do’s and don’t’s for strivers in 1987. One rarefied group of New Yorkers,
including Ashton Hawkins, general counsel to the Metropolitan Museum,
decorator Mark Hampton, and political consultant David Sawyer, once
devoted a session of their literary discussion group to an analysis of how
Paley compared with Trollope’s Duke of Omnium. The participants de-
lighted in recounting the ways each relished and used his power.

i Paley’s life remained the subject of intense fascination and ferocious
speculation, even after his eightieth birthday. In 1987, People magazine
listed him as one of a half dozen “sex symbols for a Corporate Age.”” Men
were especially intrigued by tales of remedies he took to remain youthful
and maintain sexual potency. “Find out about the crushed goat testicles. I
hear he eats them to stay young,” said Benjamin Bradlee, executive editor
of the Washington Post. “‘Monkey glands, he and his friends get injections
of monkey glands,” said Arthur Taylor, a former president of CBS. There
was never any proof, but Paley certainly was interested in such nostrums.
Back in the 1960s, David Adams, then vice-chairman of NBC, sat next to
Paley at a broadcasting industry dinner. “All he and the person next to
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him talked about was this place in Switzerland where you could get trans-
plants of sheep glands,” said Adams.

Whatever the source of his energy, Paley grabbed everything he could
from life—two beautiful, trendsetting wives, a string of lovers, some ex-
otic, an extensive collection of Impressionist and Post-Impressionist art,
and exquisite homes. All the while he took pains to stay above ordinary
mortals. “He kept a cocoon around himself with respect to his personal
life,”” said Robert Wood, a former CBS-TV president. “You didn’t even
think to ask a personal question.” Paley managed to be simultaneously
visible and invisible.

He cultivated a mystique of privacy but relished his influential role.
And Paley was influential. CBS shaped and reflected American society to
a greater degree than its rivals. CBS told us in immediate and revealing
terms about war, through the voice of newsman Edward R. Murrow in
bombed-out London during World War II and later through a succession
of grim images from the rice paddies of Vietnam. It instructed us about
the abuse of power by Senator Joseph McCarthy and President Richard
Nixon. Its newscasts showed a nightly parade of racial tension, genera-
tional rebellion, and rising feminism; advances in medicine, science, and
technology; images of famine, terrorism, floods, fires, and earthquakes. If
CBS News plunged viewers into the hard reality of everyday life, then
CBS Entertainment let them escape, laughing with the likes of Lucy and
Archie Bunker.

The flickering images on CBS represented the soul and sensibility of
Bill Paley. In the early days he was practical and enlightened in his choice
of CBS programs. He emphasized news shows and made sure his network
served the public interest—in large part to keep his burgeoning broadcast
empire out of government hands and away from strict regulation. Later,
he made a calculated choice to concentrate on entertainment programs that
would appeal to a mass audience. After World War II, his second in com-
mand devised a plan to transform CBS into a highbrow network aimed at
a smaller but more select audience. William Paley declined. Mass audiences
meant more—more viewers and more money and more power. "

Despite this, Paley associated himself and his network with “a certain
standard of taste.”’ He knew how to transform prestige into profits with a
legerdemain that frustrated his rivals. That was his genius. He managed to
reconcile programs like ‘“The Beverly Hillbillies” with the “Tiffany Net-
work’’ image, which was sustained by a dignified, superior news organi-
zation, a sprinkling of classy entertainment programs, the most elegant
headquarters building, the best graphics (what other network would have
a full-time chief of design?). There were even' CBS cufflinks, just a little
smaller than the ones from the other networks, stamped with the familiar
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logo. These_ stylish touches helped preserve the CBS mantle of quality,
and fostered the illusion that CBS radio and later, television, was better
than it was. 1

. By that spring evening in 1987, the CBS-TV network was no longer
either first or best. Not only that, the medium itself was shriveling. The
advent of cable television and videocassette recorders gave viewers the
upper hand. They could select what they wanted to see instead of swallow-
ing whatever the networks fed them. Paley’s power diminished too. But
at the St. Regis that night, Paley was still the star, though his empire—or
what was left of it—now belonged to Larry Tisch, a man he did not
choose. :

Paley, of course, betrayed nothing of this in the St. Regis dining room
as he shook hands with well-wishers. His smile widened at the approach
of each woman. If she was young and attractive, his right hand glided
reflexively up her forearm, while his other hand slid behind her back. Even
as an octogenarian he remained the most flirtatious of men, always on the
prowl, always looking for a conquest. His eyes twinkled and focused on
the moment’s object of his attention as if she were the only woman in the
room. ‘“He always had a roving eye and a groping hand,” said Irene
Selznick, a friend for more than sixty years. “Just as he is about food,
money, belongings, power and glory, why couldn’t he be the same about
sex?”’

His charm was part natural, part learned, a potent combination
of power, grace, and enthusiasm. “He listens. He responds. He is affec-
tionate. He is flattering. Helaughs a great deal. He knows a great deal. It
is an enormous power,” said Marietta Tree, a longtime friend. “He is some-
one that for some reason you like to please,”” said Horace Kelland, a
social acquaintance since the 1930s. “It is probably his delight in every-
thing.”

“You almost had the feeling the charm could go on indefinitely,”
remarked Charlotte Curtis, once the society columnist for the New York
Times. “It was as though he had all the time in the world, and if you didn’t
end the appointment there could be dinner and dancing.”

Paley had a prodigious appetite for pleasure of all kinds. Once some-
thing caught his eye, whether a painting or a woman, he pursued the
quarry relentlessly. When the antique dealer Freddy Victoria insisted to
Paley that a certain Venetian chandelier was not for sale, Paley, by his own
account, “threw a temper tantrum’’ until the dealer relented and sold it to
him. To capture his first wife, who was married to someone else at the
time, Paley followed her and her husband across the Atlantic and through
Europe.
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A restless energy propelled Paley’s every move. To Irene Selznick,
Paley was “made of sets of super springs. He is coiled. Even at his age
there is a lot of steam.” John Pringle, a British friend, said, “Bill never just
sat on the beach. He had a rocket up his ass. He was always doing some-
thing.” At home Paley’s six children routinely made wagers on how long
it would take their father to walk out on one of the movies he screened for
guests. Even on the golf course, he was a dervish of activity. “He would
charge down the fairway like a man possessed,” said William O’Shaugh-
nessy, a radio-station owner and social friend. “‘He would rip off a little
paper cup to get a drink, hit the ball, and go after it.”

Over the years, Paley’s pummeling energy proved an ordeal for his
executives. One of his top programmers, B. Donald Grant, used to vomit
after meetings. Paley would call his subalterns at all hours—sometimes six
times a day with the same query—prompting several top executives to
have phones installed in their bathrooms to ensure they picked up be-
fore he rang off. In mardthon meetings, Paley would second-guess every
programming proposal before settling on a prime-time schedule
closely resembling the one originally put on the table. He hated agendas.
Bob Wood said he had ““a lovable bear way of clawing into the subject.
He would shatter the orderliness of a meeting, and he was a great stim-
ulus for a lot of discussion, maybe more than necessary.” His tactics often
left his executives exhausted and bewildered. So, while his energy
often produced extraordinary results, it also took an extraordinary human
toll. ! ‘

An outward sign of Paley’s internal combustion was a tic—a rapid,
almost violent involuntary blinking of his eyes. Each spasm would last
several seconds, accompanied by a companion tic in his lower jaw—a sort
of munching motion. For Bill Paley, a man bent on total control of his
person and his company, having a face that squinted, squirmed, and
avoided repose must have been like a curse of the gods, a flashing neon
sign of his otherwise well-concealed anxieties. The tic quickened when he
was under stress, as he clasped and unclasped his hands.

Paley had chosen a business with uncommon pressures. Every day,
critics and millions of Americans judged his programs at the flip of a
switch. A drop of one point in the audience ratings could mean tens of
millions of dollars in revenues. Paley made no secret of how keenly he felt
these demands. “The nervous strain is terrible because you can never settle
down to enjoy any success. It’s over too quickly and forgotten,” he said
to one interviewer. ‘

It was an unusually introspective observation for him, but there was
another burden that far exceeded ratings points or corporate revenues: Bill
Paley constantly strove to live up to his own image. A succession of public
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relations men had succeeded in portraying him as nearly invincible. He
was the man with a magic touch, able to spot hits where others saw flops,
to spot stars where others saw journeymen. Paley was determined that
others believe his press clips, but it is by no means clear that he believed
them himself. “He was the son of a little man, a limited man. He had to
wonder, Was I lucky or brilliant?”’ said Richard Salant, a former president
of CBS News. To smother his insecurities, Paley.resorted to tranquilizers
and sleeping pills, taking everything from Miltown and Seconal to Ativan
and Halcion. Indeed, Paley had always been a hopeless hypochondriac and
as he got older he acquired enough nurses, doctors and other attendants to
staff a small hospital. Undoubtedly they earned their salaries, tending to a
man accustomed to service of the highest order.

“I don’t think I am a very easy person to know,” Paley wrote in his
memoir As It Happened, published in 1979. Even those closest to him—his
wives, his friends, his children, a few colleagues—never knew which Bill
Paley they would encounter at any given time. “Bill Paley is so contradic-
tory you don’t see the same fella twice,” said Irene Selznick. “Isn’t it the
most baffling thing? But it makes him the most effective, functional, and

- maddening person I have ever met. He doesn’t know himself. He is not
the master of it. He is both its victim and its beneficiary.”

o ' 4

Sometimes Paley was a model of decisiveness; at other times he was
gripped by indecision, repeatedly changing his mind. Details often de-
feated him: he rattled program executives by losing his concentration dur-
ing their presentations. Yet he could be disciplined and rigorous in
prolonged briefings before annual meetings with CBS shareholders. He
could spot a misplaced decimal point in a thicket of numbers on a balance
sheet, and he could spend hours fiddling with the cards on a magnetic
program schedule. His mind was by turns abstract and linear. He could be
purely intuitive, making puzzling leaps from one thought to the next, or
“he could be so logical he could make you bleed,” said Kim LeMasters, a
former president of CBS Entertainment.

He had a reputation for boldness, but he was neither an innovator nor
a rebel. Yet he was always capable of wide-eyed optimism when it came
to a program he liked or his ability to run the company while everyone
else could see him slipping. In 1982—at age eighty-one—he insisted on
signing a contract calling for his services to CBS through 1992.

Paley was ambivalent about his Jewishness, courting socially promi-
nent WASPs and blending eagerly into their milieu. Many people thought
he was an Episcopalian. But he did not turn his back entirely on his
heritage. He was known to drag attenuated socialites into the kitchen of a
Jewish delicatessen after the theater. He gave modestly to Jewish causes
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and prided himself on having the mayor of Jerusalem, Teddy Kolleck, as
a friend. He laughed appreciatively at Jewish humor, but never used the
Yiddish expressions that were so much a part of the show-biz vernacular.
I He played by his own rules, which he kept changing. When CBS
owned the New York Yankees baseball team, M. Donald Grant, then
chairman of the New York Mets, caught Paley in a lie about Paley’s role
in a behind-the-scenes maneuver to deny the Mets their radio outlet. Paley
replied, “That’s the way business is done, isn’t it?"’

Within his own set, Paley was known for the thoughtful gesture—
the immediate thank-you note, the unexpected phone call of reassurance.
He could be generous, but on his own terms; if recipients were not suitably
grateful he became petulant. The ruthless Paley and the thoughtful Paley
were always at war. His warmth and charm would harden to cold anger
when he didn’t get his way. He was sensitive to the tiniest slight, yet was
cavalier about the feelings and reactions of others, including his wives and
children. “I don’t think he could read character at all,” said Dorothy Paley
Hirshon, his first wife.

He prided himself on matters of taste and worked hard at being re-
fined and cultivated. He assimilated the best of what he saw, aided by a
sharp eye and good instincts. He developed what one of his British friends
called “that lovely impeccable taste that only common people can have.”
A man born to wealth and cultivation might be secure enough to tolerate
lapses of taste, even shabbiness, but Paley could not. Still, he had a low-
brow streak that he never tried to conceal. It was evident in his genuine
enjoyment of mass programming; in the dropped “g’s” of his brusque
speaking style; in his equal appreciation of junk food and haute cuisine.
Whatever the fare, he ate with an almost peasant gusto, draining the soup
bowl in a few gulps without a hint of delicacy.

His paradoxical nature was most conspicuous in Paley’s relationships
with women. He was always associated publicly with elegant, high-born
mannequins. But behind the scenes he savored a turn with more earthy
types as well. In his living room hangs one of his favorite paintings,
Toulouse-Lautrec’s depiction of a Montmartre madam. She is sensuous
yet disturbingly debased. ““There is nothing wrong with slumming,” he
once said. “Going down the slope can be interesting too. I guess I am
lucky. I can appreciate both.”

Sitting in the candlelight at the St. Regis Hotel, Bill Paley looked as
happy as anyone had seen him in a long time, leaning toward Diane
Sawyer, then the ash-blond supernova of ““60 Minutes.” She had been seen
in his company frequently, and their relationship was a cause of gossip.
Cool and elegant in a peach pants suit, her hair brushing across her
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right eye, Sawyer whispered and smiled. Paley beamed appreciatively
(“Make him laugh,” she once advisqd. “He loves women who make him
laugh.”) )

On this evening, Paley was surrounded by memories, good and bad.
Upstairs, on the tenth floor, was the suite he had taken after leaving his
wife Dorothy in 1945, ending thirteen years of marriage. As bright and
opinionated as she was beautiful and stylish, she had been an important
teacher. She had broadened his world and refined his tastes. But on return-
ing from the war (and several love affairs overseas) he had wanted to
change his life and his network.

Just a few years after the war, Paley’s upstart network was a raging
success, surpassing its rival, NBC, in profits and popularity. His St. Regis
suite overlooking Fifth Avenue had been transformed into an exquisite
pied-i-terre, the living room a flawless cube designed by Billy Baldwin
and filled with French furniture, fine paintings, and splendid objets d’art.
The most beautiful adornment of all was his second wife, Barbara Cushing
Mortimer, known to everyone as Babe.

Babe had come into his life with little money but enormous social
cachet. She was the daughter of a famous brain surgeon. One of her sisters
had married Jock Whitney, the millionaire sportsman and publisher. Her
other sister married Vincent Astor, equally rich and prominent. Paley
profited not only from Babe’s social connections but from her position as
a fashion goddess, a stylesetter whose beauty, Vogue proclaimed, was
characterized by “perfect bones, deep black eyes, camellia pale complexion '
and superb carriage.” Propelled by Paley’s power, Babe became a legend
in her own right.

The Paleys seemed well matched. They were both perfectionists, ca-
pable of agonizing endlessly about a choice of fabric; she was so meticulous
that she asked secretaries to snip off the edges of stamps when they ad-
dressed envelopes for invitations. He once sent food consultants on two
separate trips to the Hotel de Paris in Monte Carlo to sample the pommes
vapeurs so they could duplicate the dish in a restaurant he was planning.

Even more important, Bill and Babe shared a penchant for privacy
and knew that it suited their purposes. From afar, they appeared larger
than life. Indeed, to strangers they seemed like Nick and Nora Charles of
The Thin Man series—witty, urbane, wonderfully romantic. Those who
knew them were no less curious. They knew he was difficult and unfaith-
ful, and they wondered how that played out behind the idealized exterior
of the marriage.

As the festivities began at the St. Regis, Eric Sevareid stepped to the
speaker’s podium. Nearly seventy-five, his profile still handsomely



22 ' Prologue

craggy, Sevareid paid homage to “Chairman Bill.” As one of the last of
“Murrow’s Boys,” the legendary corps of correspondents who came to
CBS during World War II, Sevareid, more than anyone in the room,
reflected the good Paley, the Paley tutored by Edward R. Murrow to
venerate the news division. For a time, while they were close, Murrow’s
idealism tempered Paley’s pursuit of profits and CBS News stood at its
tallesty

Don Hewitt, the exuberant, status-seeking executive producer of “60
Minutes,” also traced his career back to the early postwar days when
Murrow held sway. But Hewitt more closely represented the ethic that
superseded the Murrow tradition; ‘60 Minutes” was news of a different
order, designed to make waves, entertain, and score big in the ratings.
Because it succeeded so well, “60 Minutes” became the yardstick for all
other news programs. A news show, however worthy or well-inten-
tioned, no longer survived unless it promised to make money. Paley knew
how far CBS News had fallen as an instrument of public service. But by
now he lacked the power to do anything about it. Later in the evening he
would whisper to Sevareid, “I'd like to get you back on the air, Eric. But
I'suppose if I suggest it, they won’t do it.”

Of those still living, only one important figure from Paley’s CBS was
missing that night. Frank Stanton, for twenty-seven years president of
CBS, had previously agreed to attend a conference in Aspen, Colorado.
Paley and Stanton had been one of the most remarkable teams in twen-
tieth-century business, and one of the most puzzling.

Temperamentally, the two men were opposites: Paley, the man of
boundless charm, superficially warm but essentially heartless and self-ab-
sorbed; Stanton, the self-contained Swiss whose business acumen, -de-
cency, and understated humor endeared him to his colleagues. Paley had a
restless, readily satisfied curiosity while Stanton probed more deeply and
was interested in a broader range of subjects. Paley acted from the gut;
Stanton from the brain. Paley could be disorganized and unpredictable.
Stanton was disciplined and systematic. Yet their relationship worked—
largely due to Stanton’s forbearance and diligence. “Together and working
the way Paley and Stanton did, they made an executive and they made
CBS,” said David Hertz, a management consultant who observed both
men at close range.

Bill Paley was in peak form when he rose to salute “60 Minutes.” His
voice, a rich baritone, was slightly raspy but at once strong and soft.
“When ‘60 Minutes’ first went on the air in 1968, I'm sure that Don Hewitt
didn’t expect to be producing it nearly twenty years later,” he said, reading
from note cards through half-glasses. “I’'m sure his first correspondents,
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Harry Reasoner and Mike Wallace, didn’t expect to be his correspondents
nearly twenty years later. As a matter of fact the chairman of CBS in 1968”
(rising laughter around the room) *‘didn’t expect to be here” (more laugh-
ter) “‘as chairman nearly twenty years later.”” The line had been written by
Paley’s speechwriter, Raymond Price, formerly an aide to Richard Nixon,
but Paley delivered it with the timing of Jack Benny. When he finished,
the applause was loud and heartfelt. Everyone exchanged smiles and ad-
miring glances. “Remarkable,” said Eric Sevareid. “What vigor.”

It was particularly remarkable under the circumstances. Only three
months earlier Paley had nearly died of pneumonia. His thirty-six-year-
old daughter Kate stayed at his bedside in the VIP suite at New York
Hospital, with its mahogany furniture, chaise longue, console television,
and a panoramic view of the city from the sixteenth floor. It was an
amazing scene: Kate, the recently converted born-again Christian wearing
a large cross around her neck, reading the Bible to one of the world’s great
hedonists. Only weeks later, Paley miraculously bounced back, drawing
on his reserves of stamina. As was so often the case with Bill Paley, he had
the power to surprise. Just when people began to count him out, he would
gather his energies and prove them wrong.
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ILLIAM PALEY was born on September 28, 1901, in a dark,

cramped apartment behind a small cigar shop. Glass cases dis-

played cigars of all shapes and sizes, and aromatic tobacco
leaves hung in the storefront window where a cigarmaker sat at a table,
effortlessly rolling cigars by hand. Outside, streetcars rattled and wagons
clattered over cobblestones on Ogden Avenue, a wide corridor through
the Jewish ghetto on Chicago’s crowded West Side.

Ogden Avenue was a parade of commerce—shops of all sorts, gro-
cery stores, saloons—where the proprietors fared slightly better than their
employees. These merchants, modest immigrants only a few years re-
moved from small towns in Russia, crowded their families into flats be-
hind their shops. In the warrens of rooms above, on the second and third
floors, lived boarders who worked for their lodging and food.

Willie Paley’s parents, Sam and Goldie, were typical of these immi-
grant shopkeepers. Both had arrived in Chicago in the late 1880s. Sam had
been born in Brovary, a small town—a shtetl—near Kiev in the Ukraine.
(The family’s name was actually Paley, pronounced “Paylay.” Later in his
life, German Jews who looked down on Paley’s Russian origins used to
whisper that his name had really been Palinski.) Sam Paley’s early years
had been more comfortable than the lives of most Jews in Russia at the
time. His father, Isaac, a tall, handsome man with a Van Dyke beard, had
owned a lumber business. Moreover, according to family legend, Isaac
had held a special position in Brovary as the Czar’s representative, making
arrangements for government officials who visited the town. His post also
conferred privileges such as freedom to travel that were denied to other
Jews.

Life was hard for Jews in late-nineteenth-century Russia. Ninety-four
percent of them lived in the Pale of Settlement, an area of twenty-nine
provinces set aside by the government. In the shtetls, wooden houses were
clustered around a crowded marketplace. The streets were rutted and nar-
row. Most residents made marginal livings as traders or artisans—tailors,
cobblers, cigarmakers. There was a constant fear of persecution. Through-
out the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries the Jews of Russia, depending
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on the whim of the Czar, were either minimally tolerated or harassed by
repressive laws.

From 1855 to 1881, Russian Jews enjoyed relative calm under the
generally benign policies of Czar Alexander II. But in March of 1881 he
was assassinated, and his successor, Alexander III, brought on a wave of
pogroms—organized mob massacres of Jews and destruction of their
property—that would continue off and on for the next quarter century.
The summer of 1881 marked the beginning of an exodus that would bring
nearly 2 million Eastern European Jews to the United States by the out-
break of World War I.

Isaac Paley’s position in Brovary grew less secure. In later years he
never told his grandson whether he had actually been a victim of the
pogroms. But it was clear that Isaac had been eager to escape religious
persecution even if it meant leaving his business and homeland and defying
the wishes of the rabbis, who feared that life in Protestant America would
erode the faith. Isaac Paley used his official connections to obtain a travel
permit and took one son, Sam, then nine years old, on an exploratory trip
to America in 1883.

What he saw evidently pleased him, because in 1888 he took his wife,
Zelda, his sons Sam, William, Jacob, and Benjamin, and his daughters
Sophie, Sarah, and Celia, on the four-week transatlantic crossing. Passage
cost around $25 per person, which meant an outlay of more than $200,
about $3,375 in today’s dollars and a substantial sum for an immigrant.
That he was able to transport his entire family at once showed that he was
well off—though not so prosperous as the father of Samuel Bronfman,
founder of the Seagram’s liquor empire, who came to Canada at about the
same time with his family, a maid, a manservant, a personal rabbi, and the
rabbi’s family. Isaac Paley was an adventurer for someone of his means;
most successful Jewish merchants postponed leaving Russia until after
190s. The immigrants of the 1880s were, according to the social historian
Irving Howe, largely ““the ‘dissenters,” the poor and underprivileged, the
unlearned and less learned, and those who were influenced by secularism.”

Most of the hundreds of thousands of Jews who emigrated to the
United States in the 1880s settled in the port cities of New York, Boston,
and Baltimore. But Isaac Paley and his family were among those who tried
their luck in Chicago. The immigrants who journeyed to the Midwestern
lakeside city were drawn by its boomtown atmosphere. Chicago was a
magnet for trade and an intersection of water routes and railroads; new
factories and shops promised jobs and investment opportunities. In the last
two decades of the nineteenth century, some fifty thousand Eastern Euro-
pean Jews settled there. ‘

Isaac Paley dreamed of investing his money in stocks and living off
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the income. But his investments soured and he squandered his entire stake.
His plight was similar to that of other immigrants who lost their status
and their wealth in the New World. ““A Jew who was a communal figure
in-a Russian town became a ‘nobody’ in Chicago,” comments Seymour
Pomrenze, a historian who studied the Chicago Jewish community. ‘“He
was forced to make a living in a factory, by peddling, or as a small store-
keeper.” But Isaac Paley was a proud man with aristocratic pretensions,
and his reaction was extreme: he refused to work for a living as he had in
Russia. (He did, however, take the time to learn how to speak English.) In
Bill Paley’s admiring recollection of his disoriented grandfather, Isaac
spent his time sitting “‘next to a samovar, drinking tea and chatting with
friends all day long. They did most of the talking; he did most of the
listening. He had a presence that I think caused many to hold him in awe.”
Isaac’s self-indulgence and his air of nonchalance deeply impressed young
Willie, who later wondered ““whether something of my grandfather’s feel-
ing for the value of leisure and luxury did not brush off on me.”

It was left to Isaac’s wife, Zelda, to make sure the family had food on
the table and a place to live. This was a customary role for immigrant
mothers when confronted with what Irving Howe calls *“the dispossession
and shame of manytimmigrant fathers.” Zelda was a small, handsome
woman who proved a powerful if prickly matriarch. Other women in
similar circumstances cosseted their fragile husbands, maintaining their
place as head of the household, however illusory. But Bill Paley recalled
that Zelda frequently berated her dreamy husband. “Zelda was impossi-
ble,” said Dorothy Rothe, another of her grandchildren. ““She had a lot of
fire and spark. I don’t think she ever learned to speak English, which was
part of her problem. She was a devil, a mean old lady, a troublemaker
from the word go.” In later life, visiting her daughter, Zelda poured a
handful of salt into a pot of soup while it was cooking to ruin her efforts.
Bill Paley chose to see beyond his grandmother’s meanspiritedness and
admired her strength. He said he believed that he had inherited her
“spirit.”” It may be that he inherited her ruthlessness as well.

In Russia Zelda had been a milliner, but in Chicago she did not go
out to work. Like other matriarchs, she supervised the household and the
work of her sons, who assumed the burden of financial support. Their
prospects were uncertain, to say the least. The American economy see-
sawed through several depressions in the 1880s and 189os. Many immi-
grants found themselves jobless and destitute. But Sam Paley, still a
teenager, moved through several jobs—selling newspapers, laboring in a
piano factory—until he found a niche making cigars in a West Side factory.

He signed on as an apprentice, which meant service of at least three
years. “The accurate judgment and artful manipulation required in cigar-
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making was not easily mastered,” wrote one historian. Sam’s tools were

. simple: a smooth, hard board about fifteen inches long; a flat blade as wide
as a man’s palm; a measuring device to determine the length and thickness
of the cigars; and a jar of sticky gum which, diluted with water, secured
the cigar head. He dipped a loosened bunch of seasoned leaves into a
moisturing agent and bunched the filler tobaccos together, allowing just
enough spacing to ensure the cigar would have a proper draft. Next, he
rolled the filler inside a binder leaf to give the cigar its shape. Then he cut
the wrapper and placed it around the cigar, pasted the head, and trimmed
the cigar to its correct length.

By smoking and feeling the texture of the leaves, Sam learned the
grades of tobacco and how to blend them. Different combinations of filler
tobaccos—Pennsylvania seedleaf, Connecticut seedleaf or broadleaf, Ohio
seedleaf, Cuban filler—could achieve varying levels of quality. He learned
that the quality of a crop from the same place could change from year to
year, and sought new sources or altered the conditioning to compensate
for an inferior crop. He also experimented with wrappers, finally settling
on leaf from Java, the best that could be obtained. Regardless of the quality
of the tobacco inside, Sam learned that the consumer would judge a cigar
mainly on the appearance and aroma of its wrapper. It was an epiphany
akin to his son’s recognition that the image of a broadcasting network
could compensate for the shortcomings of its programming.

Cigar making was wet, messy, and monotonous. But if one had skill
and ambition, as Sam did, it brought a decent wage. A cigarmaker was
paid for piecework, often at a rate of $15 for a thousand cigars. He usually
worked five and a half days a week in hot crowded sweatshops. On aver-
age, he could turn out two hundred cigars a day, bringing an income of
about $20 a week. Before long, Sam Paley took a second job selling cigars
from baskets, which he lugged around to cigar stores, saloons, and restau-
rants. He had every reason to push himself. He and the eight other
members of his family were crowded into a four-room apartment in a
three-story brick building at 14th and Newberry streets. They lived hard
by Maxwell Street, the marketplace and hub of the Jewish ghetto, a rectan-
gle of about forty blocks.

By the 1890s the Maxwell Street neighborhood swarmed with Eastern
European immigrants. It was by any definition a slum. According to one
account of the period, “The streets were mud; sidewalks were wooden
slats with nails protruding. Garbage was rarely picked up. When the lungs
of an overworked peddler’s horse burst in the heat of summer, the beast
might lie on the street for days, a feast for flies and maggots, before the
fire department got around to dragging the carcass off.” It was the most
densely populated area of Chicago. Seventy thousand shoppers jammed
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the Maxwell Street market each day. One survey in 1901 found many
blocks with three to four hundred people per acre—compared with the
average for Chicago of around twenty people per acre.

Hard as it was, the Jewish West Side ghetto was a haven of sorts.
Outside their neighborhood the Eastern European immigrants often faced
discrimination and abuse. One immigrant who arrived in Chicago in 1880
wrote that ‘‘Jews were treated on the streets in the most abhorrent and
shameful manner, stones being thrown at them and their beards being
pulled by street thugs.” But around Maxwell Street the immigrants could
wear their native dress—boots and long black coats—without fear of ha-
rassment. They had synagogues and grocery stores with ample supplies of
kosher food. It was a community of common customs and experiences.

In 1896, at age twenty-one, Sam Paley took his savings of “a few
hundred dollars” and founded Samuel Paley & Company, cigarmakers,
according to a 1926 company document. That year he also became a nat-
uralized citizen. Two years later he married Goldie Drell, who was sixteen.
She too had been born in the Ukraine. Her father, Morris, whom she
described as ““a very tall and handsome fellow,” had eked out a living by
pressing children’s knee pants in Russia.

Goldie always figured that her father had taken his famlly to America
to escape poverty. He may have been one step ahead of the law as well.
Shortly before he emigrated, he hid in a neighbor’s house to escape gov-
ernment agents who had discovered that Morris had been peddling illegal
whiskey. Unlike Isaac Paley, Morris Drell had to bring his wife and four
children—Goldie, her sister, and two brothers—to America in stages.
Once established in Chicago, Morris peddled cigars before opening his
own cigar store.

One day Sam Paley arrived at Morris’s store to sell him some cigars.
For whatever reason, Morris underpaid his bill, and when Sam asked him
for the additional money, Morris told him to come to his house to get the
payment—a maneuver that Sam later jokingly claimed was a “trick” to
show off Goldie. Sam and Goldie were instantly attracted. She had a sweet
smile and was spirited and plump, a “pretty juicy girl,” recalled her cousin
Louis Bein. Her dark eyes, with their high, arching brows, gave off a
penetrating gaze. Her son considered her a “handsome, even beautiful
woman,”’ although pictures show her to be quite plain. Sam was short and
stocky, with a moon face, thick features, and a heavy black mustache. His
eyes, recalled his son, were “intense” and “looked out rather gaily and
confidently and yet seemed somewhat startled.” Goldie did not consider
him good-looking, but she was drawn to his sincerity.

Neither Goldie nor Sam had much in the way of formal education.
Yet they made an effective team, parlaying their small stake through dili-
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gence and cooperation. Goldie was the driving force—more energetic,
outgoing, and self-assured than her husband. But Sam had a quick, native
intelligence. He was also exceedingly shrewd, and a hard worker. At the
shop on Ogden Avenue they took turns opening the store in the morning.
Goldie worked as Sam’s salesclerk and helped him strip the tobacco and
roll the cigars. *“I wasn’t ashamed of it,” she said. “I'm very proud that I
helped my husband. He was a very willing man to become somebody.
But he had to have help. He couldn’t do it alone.”

Bill Paley has never denied being the son of immigrants, but in his
personal mythology his origins are more prosperous. The memoir he
commissioned: at age seventy-eight neglected to mention his modest birth-
place on Ogden Avenue. He said that by 1896 his father was so affluent
that he was “probably a millionaire.” Since that very year Sam Paley
staked his company with a modest several hundred dollars, his first million
was still a distant goal.

The economic boom of the early twentieth century helped propel Sam
Paley toward middle-class comfort. In 1904, Sam took in his brother Jacob
as a partner. The following year Sam moved his family to a row house on
Marshfield Avenue, a prime residential street for Jewish immigrants on
the rise. The only drawback of the neighborhood was its proximity to the
noisy elevated train.

With the move to 395 Marshfield Avenue, Sam left the retail business
to concentrate exclusively on cigar manufacturing. He established his fac-
tory in a barn behind the house. It began as a cottage industry, with Goldie
rolling cigars alongside Sam’s sisters. Sam concentrated on one brand,
called La Palina, a name that, depending on which version of family legend
one believes, was based either on Paley or Paulina Street, a nearby thor-
oughfare where Sam’s older brother William lived with his family. “They
wanted to pass it off as a Cuban cigar, which was supposed to be the
epitome of good quality,” said Robert Paley, Bill’s cousin. The La Palina
box bore a portrait of Goldie, her hair piled high on her head. (The picture
was later altered to resemble a Spanish princess wearing a mantilla.) Goldie
was proud, but not surprised to be so honored by her husband. “He
thought I was a goed-looking woman,” she said. “That’s the reason.”

Shortly after they began the new operation on Marshfield, when Bill
Paley was only four years old, Sam and Jacob uprooted-their families and
transferred the business to Detroit, where they changed the name to the
Congress Cigar Company. It was a puzzling move, intended to be tem-
porary, and it had terrible consequences. At first they prospered by ex-
panding their operation—a fairly easy accomplishment in those days,
when $3,500 could obtain the necessary equipment for a complete factory
unit. But a depression hit hard in 1908, and their biggest wholesaler went



The Prince 33

bankrupt, nearly forcing Congress Cigar out of business. One of Bill
Paley’s earliest memories was of his father’s setback.

In 1909, Sam and Jacob returned to Chicago. On March 17 they
incorporated Congress Cigar and started over. Sam moved to a different
house on Marshfield Avenue and opened another backyard factory. The
house measured about twenty feet across and had three floors and a front
stoop. The Paleys rented an apartment on the second floor with three
bedrooms, a sitting room; dining room, and kitchen. It was a comfortable
place that Bill Paley liked to think of as his first home. Years later, in the
1970s, he even made an impulsive visit to the house, by then rundown and
occupied by a new generation of immigrants, Spanish speaking. As is
usually the case on such visits, he was shocked that the house was only
half as large as he remembered. But seeing it brought back one vivid
memory: the arguments that his parents had almost nightly about whether
to buy the corner lot next door. Goldie advocated buying it, but Sam
wanted to plow the money into his business instead. Given the financial
pressures of the moment, Sam prevailed.

The Paleys pmched pennies, and as general economic conditions im-
proved so did the cigar business. The next year the brothers rented a
factory on Van Buren Avenue and moved into large-scale manufacturing,
employing some sixty people. Sam’s smartest move was to hire a top
salesman for the then exorbitant price of $7,500 a year. He knew that the
salesman had good connections with jobbers and distributors, and the
connections paid off. Sam was also a hard-nosed businessman who ex-
ploited his workers! “The conditions were not good,”” recalled one cigar-
maker who worked in his factory. *“It was hot and crowded and noisy.”

The family lived a “modest middle-classlife,”” by Bill Paley’s recollec-
tion. He professed to have had a happy childhood, but in many ways it
could not have been. At one point his family was affluent enough to have
a nurse. But when he was only eight, the nurse disappeared after one of
Sam’s financial reversals. As an adult, Paley treated this change in circum-
stance with matter-of-fact hindsight. But he also spoke of the times he
stood outside the ballpark where the Chicago Cubs played (his heroes were
Tinker, Evers, and Chance, masters of the double play) hoping to shag a
foul ball and earn the admission that his parents could not afford.

Willie was a quiet and somewhat troubled child. Physically, he resem-
bled his father.'He had a plump, round face, and he was short. (A late
bloomer, he would not sprout until his senior year in high school.) For
most of his childhood, he suffered from a severe inferiority complex. In
part, his insecurity stemmed from being forced to sit at the back of his
elementary school classroom, a Siberia for dullards. He lived up to expec-
tations and performed badly. To avoid going to school he feigned illness,
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or played hookey and forged his mother’s signature on excuse slips. His
aversion was nearly pathological; he even inflicted what he later called
“minor injury” on himself in order to stay home.

He also deeply resented his sister Blanche, who was born in 1905, the
same year the family moved to Detroit. At the outset the sibling rivalry
seemed rather ordinary—a three-year-old jabbing his finger in the eye of
the new baby. But when Blanche was two, she fell ill with a lung infection.
Goldie devoted nearly all her attention to her daughter. Even after Blanche
recovered, Goldie’s absorption with her daughter continued, the begin-
ning of a lifelong pattern of indulgence. Meanwhile, Willie sat in the
corner, burning with jealousy as he watched his mother plait ribbons into
Blanche’s braids and cater to her every need. He felt rejected and unloved.

Goldie was tough, uncompromising, and proud of her strength. She
was the sort who stubbornly threw out the pills prescribed by doctors
whenever she became ill. She described herself as ““a tomboy” and a
“tramp.” “I can scrub a floor. I can drive a machine. I'm fit more for a
man than a woman,” she said. When Willie tried to get close to her, she
reacted indifferently. In one particularly stinging indictment, he recalled
how he once tried to follow her down the street. Exasperated, she took
him home and whipped him. Such punishments may well have been com-
mon in those days, yet the severity of her reaction to the minor, even
poignant offense revealed how callous she could be.

Paley felt that his mother not only froze him out but ran him down.
Their relationship, he said, gave him “many unhappy moments.” His
ambivalent feelings about Goldie—love mingled with strong antagonism
—he once admitted, “verged on the neurotic.” Goldie constantly com-
plained that other children were better-looking, dressed more neatly, or
performed better. In later years he said he believed her ‘“haranguing”
fueled his ambition as an adult. He was determined, he often said, ‘“‘to
show her,” to prove himself not only to her but to “anybody else who
found fault with me.”

Paley often said he believed his mother found him unattractive. His
first wife, Dorothy Paley Hirshon, doubted that Goldie ever harbored such
feeling. But Dorothy connected his feelings of insecurity about his mother
directly to his lifelong compulsion to conquer women. *“Each time, with
each new one, he could say, ‘It isn’t true. I am attractive. Mommy was
wrong,’ " said Dorothy. Others who knew him well thought that blaming
his mother was too pat. Goldie had her hands full, with an ailing daughter
and demanding husband. “With Bill’s appetites there could never have
been enough affection or adoration. You have to take that for openers,”’
said Irene Selznick. “Besides, she only had two children, and Bill was
always so much more attractive and personable than Blanche.”
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Goldie also knew that Willie was adored by his father. Sam encour-
aged his son, praised and indulged him. One of Bill Paley’s favorite stories
about his father concerned the time when Willie was eleven years old and
learning about sex. That summer his family went to a resort on a lake,
where he and a friend became enamored of a sixteen-year-old girl. To-
gether the two boys composed a note that said: “Dear Girl, Will you please
FUCK us?” The boys stole into the girl’s room when she was out and left
the note on her bureau. Her father found it and in a rage showed it to Sam
Paley and the father of Willie’s friend, who took his son to a back room
and beat him. Sam escorted Willie to a back room as well, but instead of a
beating gave him a harsh lecture. Willie’s friend was howling so fearfully
that Sam became embarrassed. ‘“You’ve got to do something,” Sam said.
“What?” asked Willie. “Cry,” said Sam. “‘Scream like you are being hurt.”

Willie Paley lived for his father’s approval. At dinnertime he would
eagerly take in every detail Sam dispensed about the tobacco and cigar
business. Willie thought of his father as a *“king,” and he admired him
unconditionally. Yet he was also intimidated by his father’s fierce temper
and tendency to hold his son to tough standards. As a teenager Willie got
a tongue-lashing when he stayed out too late one evening. Although he
later said he was “crushed,” Paley allowed that the rebuke “didn’t improve
my character.” Not long after the incident, Willie received a speeding
violation while driving the family car, and he constructed an elaborate
deception to avoid incurring Sam’s anger again. (

As a boy, Willie Paley led a sheltered existence. It was a world of his
own kind—a large, extended family, along with neighborhood and school
friends who were predominantly Jewish. Paley later professed not to have
experienced daily prejudice while growing up, but one incident terrified
him and stayed with him. He was only nine or ten at the time, and was en
route to the library to borrow a book when he encountered what he later
called “a Jew-hunting gang.” When Willie began to run, they chased him
—all the way to the library. He cowered inside while the boys waited for
him to emerge. Too proud to ask for help, he lingered until after dark
when the library was about to close. Then he bolted out the door and ran
many blocks to his home, imagining that the gang still pursued him.

A little bit of luck helped put Willie on the right track in school. His
elementary school teacher finally shifted him to the front of the classroom
after she mistakenly thought he was displaying some initiative by reading
during recess. (He was really dozing behind a book because he felt ill.)
That encouraging move was enough to prod him to apply himself and
become a star student. He especially admired the heroes of Horatio Alger
and dreamed that someday he too might become rich.

As a symbol of his new status and dignity, he decided at the age of
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twelve to give himself a middle initial. Everyone else in his class had a
middle name, and he felt self-conscious without one. So, when school
officials asked the students how their name should appear on their elemen-
tary school diplomas, Willie impulsively added an “S.” It stood for noth-
ing, although everyone assumed it was for Samuel, after his father.

As a teenager, Paley worried about his appeal to the opposite sex. He
continued to think his mother found him unattractive—a feeling rein-
forced by the nickname “Chink” bestowed by the neighborhood children
because of his slightly slanting eyes. When he attended his first dance, at
twelve, he cringed with anxiety. But two girls who caught his eye indi-
cated they wanted to dance with him, and “it occurred to me for the first
time that I could be attractive and that put me in a good state of mind
about how girls might feel about me. There was no question how I felt
about them.”

With maturity, Willie Paley began feeling better about himself. On
Marshfield Avenue he found a social life with a group of neighborhood
children. He was gangly and not much of an athlete, but he enjoyed
playing second base for a sandlot team. When Sam had the time, he took
his son to the theater. Willie found that he shared his mother’s interest in
music, and she took him to concerts. Although he couldn’t sing on key,
he developed an appreciative ear. Goldie arranged piano lessons for him
which he took grudgingly. He later boasted that he was good enough to
contemplate a career as a concert pianist, but his friends only heard him
play ten bars of one piece, “Whispering.” They used to call it ““Bill Paley’s
Unfinished Symphony.”

After Bill Paley’s sophomore year at Carl Schurz High School, Sam
and Goldie decided to send him away for his final two years. Paley later
said his parents were not so much concerned about his grades as what they
saw as a pattern of unruly behavior. At age sixteen he was beginning to
run wild. Several of Sam and Goldie’s friends had dispatched their sons to
Western Military Academy, where they had acquired discipline as well as
polish; they had also gained a slight edge over students from Chicago high
schools in securing admission to prestigious colleges. At the time, the elite
Eastern preparatory schools seemed out of reach for a son of immigrants.

At Western Military Academy Bill Paley found himself in a non-
Jewish world for the first time. But it was so regimented that there was
little room for prejudice to seep through. Set among tall trees on a hill
above the Mississippi River at Alton, Illinois, the Western campus, with
its functional brick buildings and crenellated roofs, brought Paley a new
sense of independence after an initial bout of severe homesickness. He later
called his year there “a turning point in my life.” He was on his own for
the first time and grew so fast he went through three sets of uniforms in
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one year. He proudly shined the button3 én his uniform, stood at attention
for inspection each morning, fought sham battles, marched in close-order
drills several times a day, and endured the rigors of hazing. Twice a week
he was permitted into town to buy candy bars. Once, to prove he was a
big shot, he tried snuff and got sick.

Academically, he excelled and managed to compress two years’ worth
of high school credits into one year. At seventeen he entered the Univer-
sity of Chicago. During his first semester in college he applied himself.
But gradually he became what one of his fraternity brothers called *“a good
time Charlie. He chased the girls.”

Life at the university took him back into a protected world. He im-~
mediately found a welcome at the top-ranked Jewish fraternity, Zeta Beta
Tau. But it was there that he had his first brush with the snobbery of
fraternity brothers who looked down on him. He overcame the prejudice,
as he did so often afterwards, with his charm. “One quickly warmed up
to him,” said a fraternity brother, “although his background was from the
other side of the tracks [the West Side] and most of us came from the
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