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‘’Reuven Frank invented most of what we now call television news
and we are all deeply in his debt. His book describes the develop-
ment of a journalism form that sprang naked from the sky, with no
history, no customs, no style book, no past. The future? Nobody
knew until Reuven designed it."”’ —David Brinkley

ABC News

"*This is the most readable history of the television news business
ever written. | was there for most of it and | learned a lot. 1 laughed
in the beginning and cried at the end, which makes this an authentic
history of network news.’’ —John Chancellor

NBC News

*To understand what really happened to television news, you must
read this. Written by the classiest act in the business, this is not a
story, but the story of television news.”” —Linda Ellerbee

Author of Move On

’Reuven Frank has written a truly marvelous book, one filled with
insights about the second oldest profession. The most sensible book
about a senseless business. It's great having all the founding
father’s thoughts down in one place for future generations.”
—Marvin Kitman
Newsday

**Out of Thin Air carries us behind the scenes to the heady heydays of
network television news. Reuven Frank was there when it hap-
pened; he made happen much of what was best; and, lucky for all,
he happened into television at its early beginnings, leading in the
creation of many of the most important innovations in broadcast
journalism. Reuven Frank is a great reporter, a distinguished pro-
ducer, an inspiring teacher. And he knows how to tell a funny story.”
—Gene Shalit
Today

**Out of Thin Airis ariveting, humorous and poignant account of the

creation of television journalism by its Founding Father. Good night,
Reuven.” —Sander Vanocur
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Outof Thin Air is the authentic history of the rise and
fall of network news, as only the ultimate insider
who paired Huntley and Brinkley could write it.
Author Reuven Frank chronicles network news in all
its complexities and glory: the events, egos, rival-
ries, triumphs, and disasters.

When Reuven Frank signed on as a news writer for
NBCTV in 1950, network television was less than
two years old. No one from NBC's radio news staff
wanted the job—TV news wasn't expected to last.
But for the next forty years, TV network news flour-
ished as it brought the Cold War, the civil rights
movement, the Kennedy assassination, Vietnam,
the Chicago Democratic convention, and the
Watergate hearings into American homes. And
Reuven Frank, writer, producer, and eventually
twice president of NBC News, was in the midst
ofitall.

Frank recalls the tumultuous early days of net-
work news when every spur-of-the-moment deci-
sion established a precedent that, in time, became
policy. He shows how networks geared up every
four years to cover the political conventions and
how this coverage would establish anchormen for
the next four years.

The original anchormen, actually, were radio
broadcasters who weren't prestigious or secure
enough in radio news to refuse the demeaning
assignment to TV's 1948 convention coverage. But,
as Frank points out, by the 1960s, anchormen were
regarded as network standard bearers, and finally,
when the one-million-dollar-a-year salary mark
was breached, the age of anchor superstardom was
confirmed.

Frank’s golden years were also NBC's—begin-
ning in the 1950s when he made his own contribu-
tion to the growth of omnipotent anchormen by
pairing Huntley and Brinkley and producing the
Huntley-Brinkley Report. Throughout these years
Frank strove to utilize television's unique capabili-
ties: his creed was that TV news must begin with
the picture of something happening. Each eve-
ning he and his colleagues crafted the news report
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around the film NBC's camera crews had delivered
that day.

As his influence grew at NBC, so did his frustra-
tions. Frank depicts the struggle to make docu-
mentaries with bottom-line accountants scrutin-
izing costs and schedulers burying the finished
products in barren time slots. Nonetheless, Frank
succeeded in producing incisive, witty documenta-
ries about Hong Kong and Vienna, and won two of
his seven Emmys for a brilliant program about an
escape under the Berlin Wall, “The Tunnel.”

Out of Thin Air is a proud personal history of an
extraordinary era—a time when news profession-
als roamed the world to show the public the news.
When they succeeded, TV became something
more than talking heads—it brought history into
living rooms with an immediacy that touched all
the viewers' lives.

Besides seven Emmys, including Program of the
Year, Reuven Frank has received the Peabody,
George Polk, DuPont-Columbia, and Ohio State
awards. He and his wife live in New Jersey.
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Television news began with the 1948 political conventions. The net-
works themselves were only seven weeks old, having been born on
May | when AT&T inaugurated regular, commercial intercity trans-
mission of television pictures. Suddenly, owning the expensive novelty
called a television set had a redeeming purpose. Born at the conven-
tions, network news departiments came to be defined by their conven-
tion coverage. Newspeople relished the status they attained within their
networks at convention time, and individuals were judged by how well
they had done or might be expected to do. Above all, whoever was
his network’s visible face at the conventions became its symbol, its
standard-bearer for four more years—Douglas Edwards, John Cam-
eron Swayze, Walter Cronkite, Chet Huntley, David Brinkley. All
this lasted perhaps two decades, a long time in television.

Four television networks were launched that May 1, three by the
established radio networks ABC, CBS, and NBC, and one, DuMont,
by a maker of television receivers. (NBC was also a subsidiary of a
major manufacturer of TV sets, the Radio Corporation of America.)
At the time, AT&T’s “coaxial cable” reached only nine cities, from
Boston in the north to Richmond, Va. in the south. In those cities,
seventeen stations would carry the convention pictures, every moment
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of everything that happened, plus hours of nothing happening at all.

Radio had never tried such “gavel-to-gavel” coverage. With prof-
itable programs already in place, it didn’t need the conventions. But
for the new television networks, still unsure of what they were doing
or how they were going to pay for it with so few advertisers, it was a
windfall. While politicians innocently filled hours of broadcast time,
New York managers could save money by turning off lights, locking
studios, and sending home (unpaid) actors, musicians, and comedi-
ans—in 1948, it was the answer to an accountant’s dream.

For the week of the Republican convention alone, one network’s
television coverage was forty hours longer than its radio coverage, and
a new medium brought a new audience to the drama of the roll call
of the states, first brought to the country by radio in 1924.

Whatever the year, whichever the party, the uninflected, unac-
cented loud reading of four syllables across a crowded hall would
announce the time of collective decision.

“A-la-ba-ma.” Americans heard that sound for the first time in 1924,
the longest convention in history, when it took 103 roll-call votes until
a candidate got the two-thirds vote that the Democrats required for
nomination. The nominee was soon forgotten, but for years Americans
could still hear the lead-off state voting 101 times for its favorite son:
“A-la-ba-ma”

“Alabama casts twenty-four votes for Oscar W. Underwood.”

Yet in 1948, network executives were reluctant. To them, the con-
ventions were a nuisance, not an opportunity. Without enough ex-
perienced technicians to man the cameras, lights, and control rooms,
they believed that instead of being an accountant’s dream, costs would
far exceed income. But the manufacturers believed that convention
coverage would sell TV sets, and with manufacturers owning two of
the networks, NBC and DuMont, live coverage was inevitable.

The political parties definitelv wanted live coverage. They had
picked Philadelphia because it was on the coaxial cable, with access
to whatever television there was. When the Democratic National Com-
mittee met to hear the proposals of the cities vying to be host, there
was the usual talk about transportation and hotel rooms, and how
much tangible help—that is, cash—a city would kick in. When the
manager of WFIL-TV, Philadelphia, explained what the coaxial cable
was, and pointed out that a third of America, 168 electoral votes’
worth, would be “within reach” of a television set, San Francisco,
which had more hotel rooms, withdrew its bid.
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Doing business under federal license, the networks could hardly
ignore the implied invitation. The two major party conventions would
include every official, every legislator, every regulator who could shape
a radio or television company’s right to exist. In network contacts with
politicians in Philadelphia’s restaurants and hotels, no one said a word
about licensing—but no one forgot about it either.

The 1948 conventions were the last held in a hall that was not air-
conditioned. Early TV cameras needed floods of artificial light, and
it was a hot July even for Philadelphia. All live pictures from inside
the convention hall came from pooled cameras—otherwise each net-
work would have invaded the hall with its own cameras, its own lights.
But television showed, and newspapers wrote about, sweat darkening
the delegates’ light-colored, summer-weight suits and adding a glow
to the faces of their wives.

In addition to the pool pictures, each network had a broadcasting
room inside the “headquarters hotel,” the Bellevue-Stratford, and in-
terview studios within the convention hall building. And television
mobile units, each the size of a cross-country moving van, were di-
verted from covering baseball games in cities like New York and Chi-
cago and sent lumbering through the streets of Philadelphia.

There were fewer than 150 million Americans that year. Chicago
was still the country’s second largest city, and Philadelphia the third.

Of the eighteen cities in the United States with television stations,
only nine were along the coaxial cable and could telecast the live
coverage. NBC'’s coverage was seen in seven of the nine, DuMont’s
reached four, and ABC and CBS each had three affiliates carrying the
live picture. The stations in the other cities received their coverage via
the U.S. mails. A day or so later, the postman brought a much-edited
kinescope, a film of a television picture, of what had gone on the day
before.

Afterward, the networks would boast that 10 million Americans
along the coaxial cable had seen at least part of the coverage. That
figure was printed in newspapers and periodicals and then, typically,
one source quoted another, which led to another, and suddenly a press
release became Truth. But as of June 15, less than a month before
the first convention, only 314,000 American homes in the eighteen
cities with stations on the air had television receivers, and there were
only 40,000 more in “bars and other public places.” For 10 million
Americans to have seen at least some part of the coverage is just not
possible. But it is the record, the permanent, ineradicable record.
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That summer, everyone who streamed into Philadelphia—politi-
cians and reporters, candidates and managers—had an acute sense of
the history they would make. To both Republicans and Democrats
that year, whether Roosevelt’s coalition would survive and what would
be the shape of postwar America were the consuming questions. Tele-
vision’s presence was noted and generally welcomed, but it was inter-
esting only as a novelty. That television would itself be history, that
it would even shape history, was yet to be understood.

The Republican convention began on Monday, June 21. All the
previous weck, the networks had been broadcasting whatever they could
to whip up interest, to teach themselves how to do this new thing, to
keep busy. There was much made of the various “firsts”—the first live
broadcast from the Senate Office Building, the first from a campaign
headquarters. And during the conventions there were more “firsts™
the first press conference to be carried on live television; the first time
a President was seen on live television getting on a train in one city
and off in another. NBC’s television broadcast logs for those days read
like a baby book: the first step, the first tooth, the first word.

The networks were groping for what constituted television coverage
of a convention. The idea of chasing news with a live camera was still
to be born. The “first televised press conference,” which Governor
Thomas E. Dewey of New York held on the second afternoon of the
Republican convention, was part of the swift low of the news rather
than the kind of formalized set pieces most of the candidates had offered
the preceding weekend. Television’s presence was simply a conditioned
response to a real problem that needed solving. When word came of
the press conference, a journalist trained in print mused that he would
normally send a reporter and a photographer and wondered if he could
send a camera unit. He could, and they did. Then, having done it
once, they did it again. And again.

The event that triggered this novel response came out of the dom-
inant political news of the winter and spring. The two main political
questions that year were whether the Democrats would find someone
to replace the unpopular Harry Truman, and who, among Dewey,
Senator Robert Taft of Ohio, and Harold Stassen, the former boy
governor of Minnesota, would win the Republican nomination. Both
questions were still unanswered when the parties assembled in Phil-
adelphia. In those days, such things were still decided at political
conventions. In other words, there was news. Covering news live was
seen to be possible. Sometimes cameras were manhandled into place
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in time, but usually reporters learned the news and then talked about
it on camera. By secking news beyond the confines of the published
schedule, television proved itself more than a toy, more than a show.
Newspapers wrote about it; people talked about it.

The events themselves have faded into footnotes, but as part of the
history of television, they play higher on the page. Dewey’s Tuesday
press conference was in effect a claim of victory. te had won a large,
key delegation from a “favorite son” and wanted not only to announce
it and to boast of it but to use it to sustain his momentum, so that the
victory he claimed could become a reality.

The press conference followed a night of maneuvering and arm-
twisting and a morning of rumors and denials. When it was scheduled,
those at NBC television headquarters who have since come to be called
producers and executive producers, asked, “Could cameras get there
and be set up in time?” The technical manager in charge of cameras
said, “Perhaps.” They were. No other television network thought to
be there and radio arrived late. So when the Dewey bandwagon started
rolling toward the nomination, the moment was seen on NBC tele-
vision.

At each network, the stars of radio news, all widely known to the
public by name and voice, resisted assignment to the television cov-
erage, though some did occasional duty, a few minutes each day, as
a favor to some executive. ABC shifted reporters and commentators
back and forth. Martin Agronsky and H.R. Baukhage were among
those describing the proceedings in both of ABC's media, in a staff
led by Elmer Davis, whom many of us considered the best broadcast
journalist ever. In ABC'’s television interview studio at the Bellevue-
Stratford, a feature reporter, Walter Kiernan, filled the longueurs by
chatting with hot-dog sellers, bellhops, pretty girls.

At the two senior networks, remarkably parallel stories were un-
folding. The key job, “anchoring” the convention coverage, fell to
men of lesser status. At NBC, John Cameron Swayze no longer had
serious radio assignments; instead, he was employed almost exclusively
in narrating the house “newsreel” and filling in on special or trial
television broadcasts. The same was true of Douglas Fdwards at CBS.
But their work at the conventions—identifying delegates, summarizing
speeches, explaining arcane procedures—endowed them with a sort
of fame in the cities of the Northeast. Their small audience included
executives of broadcasting companies, advertising agencies, big man-
ufacturing companies, as well as lawyers, dentists, and others of the
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well-to-do. With that constituency, Swayze and Edwards each suc-
ceeded to the evening newscast when his network got around to starting
one. For years after, old-timers in broadcasting newsrooms would
regale the young with the story of two virtual failures too low in the
pecking order to refuse to work for television, which made them rich
and famous.

Edward R. Murrow, by far the most eminent and recognized among
the CBS news staff, elected not to anchor its television coverage, but
he did agree to help out. Having agreed to help a little, he ended up
doing a great deal, sitting on one side of Edwards while the intellectual
Quincy Howe sat on the other, offering his comments and information
for almost all of the endless hours of the conventions. Murrow’s work
drew praise from Jack Gould of the The New York Times. “Straight
adult reporting seasoned with real humor,” said Gould. “Some of Mr.
Murrow’s quips were far and away the most amusing words heard all
week in Philadelphia”—a pleasant notice in refreshing contrast with
some of the later Murrow iconography. But CBS leadership, always
so proud of Murrow and of everything it did in news, did not find its
television convention coverage worth mentioning in the company’s
next annual report to shareholders.

What happened at CBS and ABC television those weeks was what
could be expected; their staffs of journalists, most of them with radio
experience, some trained only in print, scrambled to adjust to unfa-
miliar devices while teaching themselves to report on television, to
mind the unfamiliar picture, to wonder what interested the audience.
In contrast, the National Broadcasting Company, biggest and richest
in radio and about to become the same in television, abdicated control
of its most important IV journalistic undertaking of the year to an
outsider. In an arrangement unknown in American broadcasting before
or since, editorial control was actually assumed by an advertiser, a
sponsor, the way they did with soap operas.

True, the sponsor was Life magazine, itself a journalistic enterprise
of stature and good name, but NBC News was not “solely responsible”
for most of what it telecast as news. This strange arrangement violated
all the rules.

It all started when Life’s publisher, Andrew R. Heiskell, approached
NBC to suggest buying sponsorship of the conventions. His approach
was hesitant and tentative, and he was astonished when the network
grabbed at the idea. As the day approached, he decided it would be
wise if he went to Philadelphia to see that “Life was getting its money’s
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worth.” Some of his colleagues had scoffed at the folly of his expen-
diture, and he was worried that they might be right. Exactly how much
money changed hands is uncertain. Later, trying to remember back
forty years, Heiskell thought he had paid $250,000. At the time,
however, John Crosby wrote in the New York Herald Tribune, “Life
paid $150,000 to N.B.C. (exclusive of costs) for the combined Life-
N.B.C. television broadcasts,” calling it “one of the more expensive
promotion stunts of our time.” Regardless what he paid, Heiskell
reaped his “mioney’s worth” in coverage, gavel-to-gavel and beyond,
of the Republican and Democratic national conventions, special pro-
grams on the two weekend days preceding each, a wrap-up every
morning of the previous day’s activities, and a special summary after
each convention. On the other hand, Life’s commercial messages were
seen in only a few cities, and on very few sets.

Heiskell learned what he had bought when he got to Philadelphia,
three days before the first gavel sounded. The chief of the NBC tech-
nical crew asked him what he wanted done next.

“What do you want to do?” he asked.

“What do you mean?” Heiskell asked.

“Well, aren’t you running this?”

It defies belief. Equipment and people, journalists and technicians,
had been assembled from NBC'’s stations in New York, Washington,
Cleveland, and Chicago, and others were hired locally, all to cover
the Republican National Convention, about to start in a matter of
days. But no one had been put in charge of what the people and the
equipment were to do, when they were to do it, or for how long!

Heiskell took over without asking anyone—someone had to. He
allocated editing and supervisory jobs to reporters he had brought with
him from Life and other Time, Inc., magazines. They ran the coverage
until the Democrats’ last gavel sounded, four weeks later. It was sudden
and unplanned, which may be why there was no outcry inside or
outside NBC about a sponsor in editorial control of the year’s biggest
news coverage. Thus, four years later, NBC would still have had no
one with experience in running the television coverage of a convention.

Asked long after why he believed Life could reap “good promotion”
over a network of no more than seven stations, Heiskell explained that
he had hoped all the newspaper reporters gathered in Philadelphia
would notice television and write about it. In this way Life would get
good promotion. Whatever else can be said about what happened,
Heiskell confounded the skeptics by getting exactly what he was looking
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for. Newspapers wrote a lot about television, the new toy, and almost
always mentioned Life magazine when they did.

By that time, Heiskell was too busy running NBC’s coverage to pay
attention. He decided what stories would be covered and by whom.
He deployed equipment when technicians told him it was available.
He had an interview waiting to replace every speech if it grew dull.
He presided over editorial meetings every night from about eleven
until three the next morning, plotting what to do the next day. As
Life’s publisher, Heiskell had enough clout to keep the Bellevue-Strat-
ford kitchens open at night to feed his exhausted, famished editorial
board. He had a wonderful time.

Long before he found editorial control in his lap, Heiskell had
thought the Life image would be enhanced if some of the interviewing
in the NBC television broadcast were done by Life and Time reporters.
The appropriate editors, all old friends and colleagues, willingly lent
him a few reporters. (To those editors it meant having more experi-
enced hands on the scene, available to them but charged to someone
else’s budget.) Heiskell thought then, and later, that they were hu-
moring him—"If Heiskell wants to do this crazy thing,” he imagined
them saying—and that no one expected anything useful to come out
of his experiment. Some of his borrowed journalists became editors
and producers; the rest chased news and talked to the cameras.

In the Time, Inc., way, Heiskell also brought to Philadelphia a
small contingent of researchers, “usually bright young women assigned
as gofers to get this senator or that governor or delegate” to where they
were going to be interviewed. All in all, Life made a substantial com-
mitment in its search for a little bit of newspaper promotion.

How could NBC have abdicated control? Intentionally by the NBC
executives who made the deal with Life? By default because those who
mattered were involved in the weightier, more profitable matters of
radio? Above all, where were NBC’s lawyers? Nothing happens in
broadcasting without lawyers. Decades later, looking for answers, |
could find no one still alive who had taken part in the deal for NBC.
There is no way to know why the oldest, richest network agreed to
share its moment with Life’s “promotion” scheme.

Here, however, is a guess: Managers of the network saw television
coverage of the conventions as a nuisance while the bosses up at RCA
thought it would sell television sets. Life could sell sets as well as
anyone. No one could quarrel about their professional credentials,
and NBC would have to make fewer demands on a technical staff that
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had no experience in live television coverage and was already stretched
too thin to satisfy the higher priority of radio. Thus, management
delegated its worries. Chance, in the form of Andrew R. Heiskell,
brought the perfect solution to the insoluble problem. It was done very
informally. “I'm not sure we even wrote a piece of paper,” Heiskell
said later.

During the conventions, Niles Trammell, president of NBC,
dropped by tlie television control room at about seven o’clock every
evening—“to pat our heads,” Heiskell remembered. NBC vice pres-
ident William F. Brooks, the head of news, came by even less fre-
quently. Other than those two, “the big honchos at NBC had nothing
to do with anvthing.” As for Henry Luce, editor of Life, the man who
thought it up, who owned it, who was its supervising presence, he had
very little interest in television. He showed up often at the Time and
Life newsroom, but only once at the NBC television control center
presided over by Heiskell and his associates. He might be paying for
it, but he had no interest in how it worked.

There were even a dozen or so people from Young & Rubicam,
Life’s advertising agency. They presumably knew all about television
production. David Levy came as a Y&R staff television producer with
many nonfiction credits, including We, the People, an early hit of
radio nonfiction entertainment. Levy later wrote: “Our people dreamed
up special events, persuaded delegates to come onto the shows we
created, actually produced much of the material. . . . The whole proj-
ect served as a commercial for Life. LIFE-NBC was on the cameras
and on the microphones, but NBC personnel wore NBC/LIFE. (I
know; | made up the design of the badges and the markings.)”

However the arrangement rankles in principle, Heiskell, and his
colleagues from Life and Time, saw to it that NBC included more
news in its coverage than any other network. Furthermore, although
the proceedings were interrupted far less often than in future years, it
began here, irritating politicians and causing debate on why television
was there. The intent was to cover news, whatever news there was,
and if there was none in the selection of the committee to escort the
permanent chairman of the convention to the podium that evening,
or in Mrs. D. Risely Cox singing “Oh, What a Beautiful Morning,”
the networks would switch to something else.

What politicians considered interruptions was journalism to the
newspeople from NBC and the magazines. They filled otherwise dull
or empty time with remote broadcasts of panels and discussions, man-
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in-the-street interviews, and a dizzying array of special features. Each
morning that week, Alex Dreier, a well-known news broadcaster from
NBC'’s Central Division, was seen being shaved in the barbershop of
the Bellevue-Stratford Hotel as he told Alfonse, the barber, what to
expect from that day’s sessions and answered Alfonse’s questions about
points of parliamentary procedure. Alfonse added his own opinions
and commentary. Late Monday afternoon, while the convention was
still in recess, Sally Kirkland, Life’s fashion editor, and Nancy Osgoode
of NBC’s Washington news staff, chatted for fifteen minutes about
ladies’ hats seen at the convention. A four-foot lady elephant, hired
to promote the Taft candidacy, made frequent appearances on all the
networks when the Taft candidacy was being discussed. There were
also serious, sometimes news-making, sometimes substantive inter-
views, and there were times when no one could think of anything
better to fill the passing minutes than to have reporters talk to each
other.

Much of this took place in Room 22, NBC'’s principal television
studio in the convention hall building. Room 22 was very high up
and well back of the hall, and delegates had to climb up narrow metal
stairways, brushing bright summer suits against grease spots, to arrive
sweaty and out of breath; but all invitations were cheerfully accepted.
The name—it was not its room number—had a nice resonant quality
for television, which the people from Time and Life, curiously, ap-
preciated quicker than those from NBC. One of the Life contingent
picked it when he saw Ben Grauer, a key member of NBC'’s reporting
staff, buying Max Factor Number 22 facial makeup to hide his heavy
beard from the television camera. In his best basso vibrato, an an-
nouncer would intone, “This is Appointment in Room 22 . ..
on-the-spot reports with the people who today [pause] make his-
tory! . . . As part of their coverage of the Republican National Con-
vention, Life magazine and the National Broadcasting Company are
honored to present. . . .”

Room 22 was in fact a suite of three rooms. One, long and narrow,
served as the control room, with monitors, scopes, and other para-
phernalia on rickety wooden boxes rising from an equally rickety table
made of boards laid across sawhorses. A larger one was the workroom,
where scripts were written, meetings were held, and editorial decisions
were made. It also served as the “green room,” where guests awaited
their turn at live broadcast or tarried on their way out.

The third room, the studio, was about twelve feet square. Reachable
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only through the workroom, it was large enough to have two large
sets: one was just a desk and some chairs on a raised platform; the
other, to the left, along the wall, had a permanent scenic flat before
which people could sit and discuss major issues. This position could
appear to be somewhere else. Someone at the anchor desk would say,
“We switch now to NBC-Life headquarters for women.” The “switch”
was merely to the other camera, pointing to the wall to the left of the
desk before which some women delegates were seated ready to be on
television. It was glamorous, but it was also physically taxing. When-
ever Room 22 was ready to go on the air, on went the huge, hot,
blinding lights demanded by the primitive cameras of the time. Only
cameramen could work in their undershirts.

There was an air of joy and uplift among the assembled Republicans,
delegates, elected officials, and hangers-on alike. The end of the long
drought of jobs and power was in sight, a drought that had begun
sixteen years before when Franklin Roosevelt had demolished Herbert
Hoover. Now, after a Depression and a War and a Return Home, the
Democrats were through. Everyone knew it, the Democrats no less
than the Republicans. Monday night, Clare Boothe Luce brought the
convention to its feet when she gleefully described the Democrats as
sundered into “a Jim Crow wing led by lynch-loving Bourbons, a
Moscow wing masterminded by Stalin’s Mortimer Snerd, Henry Wal-
lace . . . and a Pendergast wing run by the wampum-and-boodle
boys . . . who gave us Harry Truman.”

(Wallace had been Roosevelt's secretary of agriculture, then his
third-term vice president. He was dumped for Truman when Roosevelt
ran the fourth time, and Truman succeeded when Roosevelt died.
Wallace became secretary of commerce, then was fired for criticizing
U.S. policy in the budding Cold War. The American Left started
gathering around him as a possible third-party “peace” candidate.
Thomas Pendergast was the Missouri Democratic party “boss” who
had helped Truman in his early career. Joseph Stalin was the general
secretary of the Communist Party of the Soviet Union [CPSU]. Mor-
timer Snerd was the second most popular dummy employed by ven-
triloquist Edgar Bergen.)

The convention sessions followed one another, as did the interviews
in Room 22; the tonsorial activities of Alfonse, the barber; and the
inexorable movement of the Dewey juggernaut toward the nomination.
On Wednesday, starting at 10:00 p.M. and lasting until after 4:00
Thursday morning, twelve candidates were offered in nomination, but
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unless Taft and Stassen could get their people to unite to stop Dewey,
the nomination was his. They could not. Thursday, June 24, the
balloting started at 2:36 p.M. NBC, the technological leader in the
industry, was following the race with a felt board, the kind designed
to brighten the lives of kindergarten children, to which adhered little
figures with sandpaper backing. The figures were moved by hand to
show who was ahead. The delegate totals, as they accumulated through
the roll call, were rung up on a cash register whose numbers were
superimposed over the picture of the convention as it went through
the process.

“A-la-ba-ma. ..

It was almost five o’clock before the second ballot ended. Dewey
was thirty-three votes short of his majority. In Room 22, Swayze
reported that if it went past a second ballot, the stop-Dewey coalition
would form. Connecticut and others wanted to switch to Dewey to
put him over, but after a ballot is official no changes are allowed. The
coalition moved to recess. It was carried by voice vote. NBC switched
back to New York for Howdy Doody, a profitable program for children,
which was broadcast throughout the conventions—a matter of prior-
ities. While Howdy Doody was on, Taft tried one more time: he
telephoned Stassen and asked him to withdraw. Stassen refused. It was
all over. When coverage resumed, the third ballot was no more than
a formality. Dewey’s nomination was unanimous.

A violent electrical storm struck Philadelphia that Thursday evening.
On the roof of the convention hall, Clarence Thoman, chief engineer
of the NBC affiliated station in Philadelphia, WPTZ, made a heroic
name for himself during the storm by hanging on to antennas and
keeping them in place on the roof while the television broadcasts
continued. In the hall, one delegation after another joined the Dewey
bandwagon. In Room 22, Swayze and Grauer explained the parlia-
mentary necessity of having a vote if it was going to be unanimous.
Before 9:00 p.M., Time reporter Sidney Olson told Room 22 of the
beautiful rainbow outside. At 9:00, the audience saw it for itself as the
program switched to the pool camera at the Bellevue-Stratford Hotel.
The cameras showed Dewey riding off in his limousine to the con-
vention hall, toward the rainbow, into a horizon of black clouds mov-
ing rapidly away, leaving the deep blue of a late June dusk.

The Democrats gathered in the same Philadelphia convention hall
on Monday, July 12, to nominate Harry Truman. It was a gloomy,

»
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sodden occasion. No one believed Harry Truman could win except
Harry Truman, and he was back in Washington.

On television, everything—the mood, the pace, the story—
changed. All the rage that builds up in the middle ranks of a party
long in power spilled out on the streets, in the hotels, and in the
convention hall of Philadelphia—and on television. Fewer people
came, and they spent less. Shopkeepers and cabdrivers grumbled.
Everybody was upset about something. All of them had learned about
television from watching the Republican convention and nceded no
coaxing to appear. They all took their cases to the lights and the
cameras.

Each newsmaker and attention-seeker followed the pretty young Life
researcher up the steel stairs to Room 22, submitted to makeup without
complaining, and, barely containing impatience, answered the ques-
tions that skillfully or clumsily brought out the news story of the day.

On the Saturday before the convention, Jacob Arvey, head of the
Democratic party in Chicago, national organizer of Democratic Fi-
senhower-for-President clubs for the past year, brought his case to
Room 22. Eisenhower had, the day before, finally made a statement
so unequivocal about his unavailability for the Democratic nomination
that even Arvey had to accept it. James Bell of Life and Morgan Beatty
of NBC asked Arvey, What next? He was not sure. But he was not
sure on television.

On Sunday, the day before the convention opened, the focus shifted
to the Southerners and their grievances. A mobile unit was at the
Benjamin Franklin Hotel where Southern delegations were caucusing
and grieving. They demanded a civil rights plank for the platform that
would reflect “pure Americanism.” Then, in Room 22, a Mississippi
mayor forecast doom for the Democratic ticket, a Mississippi editor
said Truman must step aside, and Mrs. Julius Talmadge, cousin by
marriage to Georgia’s nationally known ex-governor, Eugene Tal-
madge, expounded on the importance of states’ rights to women, all
in the same half hour. Life was covering on television as Life always
covered in the magazine: close-ups, close-ups, and more close-ups,
and as much editing as the copy could stand. On television it translated
into “pace” and the audience was swept along by the velocity, which
on television often passes for content.

Between the sessions on that first day the program switched to the
White House press room, where a half dozen reporters, some from
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NBC, some from print, talked about what the President and the White
House staff were doing while the convention was going on. The logs
noted “the first television program from the Press Room of the White
House.” Ninety minutes later, the convention still in recess, Heiskell
and James asked for and got cameras in New York and Washington
as well as Philadelphia. First the cameras showed what was happening
in the streets, Broad and Chestnut in Philadelphia, Sixth Avenue and
50th Strect (outside the NBC studios) in New York, and Pennsylvania
Avenue in Washington, using the cameras still at the White House
from the preceding special program. Hey, this was fun! In the three
cities, leading Democrats talked about election prospects and the rest
of the platform—agriculture and foreign policy—while NBC reporters
said what an unusual television program this was, three cities tied
together by miles of coaxial cable and split-second coordination. In
the control rooms, Time people and NBC people were ecstatic. The
NBC log noted, of course, “First time for a round-robin program in
television.”

After Senator Alben W. Barkley of Kentucky took over the conven-
tion’s temporary chairmanship with a stem-winder of a speech, there
came an address by Mrs. India Edwards, executive director of the
Democratic party’s women’s division. Her subject was inflation, more
on the mind of voters at home than anything that seized and deadlocked
the convention in Philadelphia. Mrs. Fdwards knew about television,
knew that people in their homes could see her. So instead of merely
telling them, she showed them.

She took helium-filled balloons out of a hat box and let them rise
to the cciling of the hall to show what would happen to prices if evil
Republicans took over. She brought with her a little girl named Sally
Zimmerman and cited the cost of every article of clothing Sally wore—
all the fault of Republican majorities in both houses of Congress.
I'rom a shopping bag she took a carton of milk and a steak, which she
waved at the approving delegates.

Don Hewitt, later founder and cxecutive producer of 60 Minutes,
was an associate director in the CBS television control room. When
he saw Mrs. Edwards leave the steak and the milk carton on the
podium, he raced down the narrow stairs from the CBS studio, past
the guards, into the hall, and up onto the platform, where he dashed
to the podium, grabbed the steak and the milk, and ran back so Edward
R. Murrow could wave them at the audience a second time. NBC,
not for the last time, had been too clever for its own good. Before
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India Edwards had even finished her speech, they had cut away to
Room 22 for an exclusive interview with Senator Barkley. But Barkley
would not comment on the only matter of news that came up, the
clear lead his keynote speech had given him for the nomination for
vice president. While NBC had Barkley ducking questions, the others
were showing Mrs. Edwards releasing balloons, waving steaks, and
clucking over the prices parents had to pay to clothe a little girl.

The party platform, the heart of the fight that was tearing the Dem-
ocratic party apart, was scheduled for presentation Tuesday, the next
day. For the first time in its young life, television would be present at
a watershed event in history. The party’s factions could not agree on
a compromise position on civil rights, and the presentation of the
platform was delayed a day. All day Tuesday and all that night, the
arguing, the conciliating, the posturing, and the dealing continued.
As power brokers moved from room to room, there was nothing to
report from the convention floor, and Room 22 got only rumors—
and empty time to fill.

Then the television audience saw a historical event unfold spon-
taneously before its eyes, two days of conflict and resolution that
changed the course of the country, the struggle to commit one of
America’s two major parties to redress by law the disabilities that en-
shackled Negro Americans. In one form or another, the issue was to
dominate American society for the rest of the century, but never was
the issue so clear as it was at that convention, or seen so clearly as by
the people who saw it covered live on television.

The first sign that news had started coming over the dam was the
appearance in Room 22 of Hubert H. Humphrey, mayor of Minne-
apolis and candidate for the U.S. Senate. Despite his misgivings that
it would damage his chances for election, he had allowed his friends
among the party liberals to draft him to lead the fight for a strong civil
rights plank. The next day his leadership would make him a national
figure, a role he would keep until he died. The convention’s evening
session opened with memorials, to Franklin Roosevelt, to the war dead.
There were culogies. A bugler played “Taps.” The music included “A
Mighty Fortress” and “My Buddy.” It was very hot in the hall. The
cameras panned faces of bored and worried delegates. Many held
cardboard fans that they fluttered, looking on television like a wheat-
field, across which, according to one account, “photographers’ bulbs
flashed like heat lightning.”

Then the cameras showed a Negro delegate appearing, unan-
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nounced, on the platform. George Vaughn of Missouri, one of the
few black delegates—the Democratic convention boasted hardly more
than the Republican—wanted the convention to refuse to seat the
Mississippi delegation, who had announced in advance that they would
walk out if a strong civil rights plank were adopted. By two voice votes,
one of them into microphones ordered closed by the chair, his motion
was rejected. The hall erupted in disorder while inexperienced cam-
eramen and directors tried to follow the action jumping back and forth
across the convention floor. The big-city, big-state delegations opposed
to seating Mississippi attacked the chair. The convention was now a
day behind schedule, with the bosses still unable to find a civil rights
compromise around which the factions could unite. Delegates were
told to reconvene at 11:00 the next morning to stay in session until
the platform, the nominations for President, the seconding, and the
voting was done on Wednesday, July 14.

That next day’s coverage lasted fifteen continuous hours. At noon,
while Alfonse the barber was shaving Alex Dreier, Mrs. Emma Guffey
Miller sent sealed cardboard cartons of white doves into the convention
hall. Mrs. Miller, national committeewoman for Pennsylvania and
sister of the former senator whose name was on the federal law gov-
erning coal mine safety, had been deputized by the florists of Phila-
delphia to release the doves when the party’s nominee, President
‘Truman, appeared before the convention to accept its nomination.
But before that could happen, platform and controversy were still to
be faced. Attempts at a compromise went on out of camera range all
that afternoon, but the issue was also being fought out in public on
television. The platform was moved at 2:30, with a strong statement
supporting civil rights modified by a bow to constitutional propriety,
to satisfy Southerners who insisted the Constitution left such matters
to the states alone. Even so, three Southern amendments were offered
to specify that civil rights were for the states to decide. Then Andrew
J. Biemiller, former congressman from Wisconsin, moved the liberals’
stronger plank, adding to the party platform a list of what the next
Congress must do.

Television stayed with the debate. Southern speakers, led by Texas’s
former governor Dan Moody, tried to convince the delegates that a
states’ rights statement was only logical, only their due. Hubert Hum-
phrey mounted the podium. His earnest, homely face sweated in the
television lights as his passionate argument, in his clipped, Midwestern
syllables, was carried across the hall and to almost every radio and
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television set in the United States. “I'here are those who say to you,
we are rushing this issue of civil rights,” he said with the cadence and
voice that would become familiar to all Americans. “I say we are a
hundred and seventy-two years late. There are those who say this issue
of civil rights is an infringement of states’ rights. The time has arrived
for the Democratic party to get out of the shadow of states’ rights and
walk forthrightly into the bright sunshine of human rights.”

When Humphrey finished, suddenly and thereafter a national fig-
ure, Illinois led an unexpected, spontaneous ten-minute demonstration
in the aisles. The Texas amendment was defeated on a roll-call vote.
The two other Southern amendments went down to voice votes. The
Biemiller amendment was last; the clerk called the roll. When the roll
reached “Illinois, sixty votes,” it was bedlam. All of llinois’s votes had
gone for the amendment. One after the other, in the middle of the
alphabet, the Northern states cast unanimous votes. The amendment
to the platform carried, 651%: votes to 582%. The time was 4:37 p.m.
Alabama waved for recognition. Sam Rayburn, the convention’s per-
manent chairman, ignored them. A voice vote approved the amended
platform and he recessed the convention until evening. The next order
of business would be the presidential nomination.

NBC filled the recess with films and interviews. No Howdy Doody
today. At 6:45 p.m., NBC switched to Washington; David Brinkley
was heard describing the picture of Union Station, the arrival of the
presidential car, and the President with his wife and daughter walking
to the train and boarding. Over pictures of the exterior of the train,
White House correspondent FFrank Bourgholtzer was heard from inside
the train describing people sitting down. At 7:00, the train was seen
leaving Union Station, and then the cameras showed the Baltimore
& Ohio Station in Philadelphia where the presidential train would
arrive. NBC-Life was ready. In the background, the flashing lights of
a motorcycle escort could be seen vibrating in the gloom.

At 8:02, the clerk called the roll of the states for the purpose of
nominating a candidate for President of the United States.

“A-la-ba-ma”

Handy Ellis, the Alabama chairman, said Alabama’s Democratic
presidential electors had been instructed “never to cast their vote for
a Republican, never to cast their vote for Harry Truman, and never
to cast their vote for any candidate with a civil rights program such as
adopted by this convention. “We bid you good-bye,” he said. With
that, he and twelve of Alabama’s twenty-six delegates marched out of
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the hall. All of Mississippi’s twenty-three delegates followed. It was
8:10.

From NBC, from Life, from Young & Rubicam, the young Life
rescarchers descended on the defecting delegates as they left the hall.
They were invited to Room 22 and almost all came. While Grauer
interviewed them, Swayze tried to keep track of the convention. By
prearrangement, and on cue (a hand signal from an assistant director),
the delegates unpinned their credentials and threw them onto the
scarred, cigarette-burned desk. Then, on another cue, they did it again.
One Alabama delegate was openly weeping. Another delegate ex-
plained, “lle’s leaving home.” It was in every way a “staged event.”
Another first? The staged tossing of credentials was soon the talk of
the Philadelphia news corps. A joke? A scandal? Or just good gossip?

Less than half an hour later, Phil M. Donnelly, the governor of
Missouri, rose to nominate Harry Truman, whose train was at that
moment approaching Philadelphia. NBC’s picture cut back and forth
between the nomination and the arriving train. Truman, listening to
the radio broadcast, stayed aboard until Governor Donnelly was fin-
ished. Now the picture alternated between the President on the station
platform and the (organized) demonstration on the convention floor.
At 9:40, the Truman family boarded a limousine; the demonstration
continued as the car disappeared in a celebration of flashing lights and
howling sirens; back to the demonstration in the aisles of the conven-
tion hall. In the control room, handshakes. Life loved NBC; NBC
loved Life; the delegates loved Harry Truman—or so they told them-
selves. (Some of the demonstrators’ signs read, “'m Just Mild About
Harry.”) Chairman Rayburn could not control the delegates or stop
the demonstration. Finally, at one minute after ten, he made the band
stop playing and the demonstrators took their seats.

Candidate after candidate was nominated and seconded, five in all,
but it seemed like more. Back to Room 22 for an “exclusive” with
Clark Clifford, the President’s counsel. The President, said Clifford,
recognized that half a million sets (1) would be tuned into his accep-
tance speech. It was Clifford who had told Truman he should not
read a written speech but speak from notes, looking directly into the
camera—and at the people.

The nominating and seconding ended just before midnight. The
nomination took only one ballot. Before 1:00 A.M., Truman had won
the nomination with 947Y: votes to 263 for Senator Richard Russell
of Georgia. The leftover half-vote had gone to Paul McNutt. At 1:30
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A.M., Senator Ablen Barkley was declared by acclamation to be the
party’s nominee for vice president. Ten minutes later, Harry Truman
walked up to the podium. He had spent hours in a hot, airless, con-
crete-floored room waiting for the call to appear. As the band struck
up “Hail to the Chief,” he strode forward to accept his party’s nom-
ination for President, for the first time in his own right.

“Plump, powdered and behatted,” as Time described her, Emma
Guffey Miller stepped forward for her moment in history. Her doves
had been in their boxes for more than twelve hours in the heat that
came from the live television lights and from too many bodies using
up too little air. When the boxes were opened only some of the doves
were still alive. Those survivors were crammed into a huge floral replica
of the Liberty Bell, a gift of the allied florists of Philadelphia. Mrs.
Miller bustled to the podium to present the tribute to the President.

The doves, exhausted but freed, flew around the platform amid
ducking party dignitaries. Many came to rest on top of the standing
fans, each eight feet high, there to compensate a little for the heat of
the television lights. Others wheeled over the hall dropping their waste.
One fan was near the podium, and the Honorable Sam Rayburn of
Texas, House Minority Leader, later the outstanding House Speaker
of the second half-century, was in its direct line. He caught a dove in
his hands and threw it into the crowd. All along the East Coast on
television, across the whole country by radio, Rayburn was heard to
growl: “Get these goddam pigeons out of here!” Politics and television
had truly met.

If nothing clse, the incident woke the convention. It was almost two
in the morning, but a week’s gloom had vanished from the convention
hall. Who knew how many were still at their television sets at that
hour? (At every convention over the years to come, we would always
be astonished to learn how many.) Truman spoke from his notes into
the camera. tis head was up, and his forearms chopped down as his
flat, Missouri syllables shot across the hall. “Senator Barkley and [ will
win this election and make these Republicans like it. Don't you forget
it.” Cheers. Never were farmers as prosperous as now, “and if theyv
don’t do their duty by the Democratic party, they’re the most ungrateful
people in the world.” Cheers. “And I'll say to labor just what I've said
to the farmers.”

A voice in the back called out, “Give ‘em hell, Harry!” and it became
the theme of the campaign.

The convention adjourned at 2:31 a.m. and in the Bellevue-
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Stratford, the newspeople gathered and, until dawn, talked out their
exhaustion, their excitement, their letdown. They drank a little and
someone rounded up some food. As happens at these times, groups
drifted back and forth sampling the other fellow’s whiskey. Murrow
and some others from CBS turned up at the NBC party. Robert Trout,
long a stalwart of CBS news broadcasting but for that year only NBC’s
principal radio broadcaster for the conventions, met Murrow at the
door and took him to meet Heiskell.

They had no sooner shaken hands than Murrow rounded on Heiskell
for betraying the integrity of news, for staging an event, for threatening
the future of this new and promising medium of journalism. Trout,
who had known Murrow a long time, had never heard him like that.
Heiskell, staggered by this barrage, took a while to realize that the
objection was to the tossed credentials, which he viewed as a fuss over
nothing. The confrontation itself, however, is interesting. One of the
founders of Life magazine and one of the outstanding reporters in the
history of radio each brought to television a different vocabulary. Heis-
kell had been in news all his professional life; Murrow had come to
it late, after what was essentially an academic career, a far cry from
going out with a still photographer on a news assignment. It was a
conflict between two of the great names of mid-century American
journalism that was not—and still hasn’t been—resolved.

Nine days later, on a weekend, the Progressive party met in the
same hall to nominate Henry Wallace for President. Life let NBC
handle this one alonc, and the Progressives got no subvention from
the city of Philadelphia, as had the two traditional parties. The Left
called the Progressive party into being to take votes away from Harry
T'ruman, who everyone knew was going to lose anyway, and then fight
the political establishment for control of the Democratic party. This
same purpose had brought six thousand states’ rights Democrats to
Birmingham, Alabama, the previous weekend. But Birmingham was
not on the coaxial cable, so the fiery speeches and the nomination of
Governors Strom Thurmond and Fielding Wright was covered only
in print and on the radio, while the Progressives were covered gavel
to gavel.

Ahead was the most remarkable national political campaign of this
century, as Truman confounded both the polls and the pundits to win
a surprise victory. Along with his astonishing upset, Truman’s unre-
lenting campaign has passed into legend. But almost none of the
election campaign got on television, his or Dewey’s: a few film clips
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in newscasts, some speeches carried by individual stations as (local)
paid political advertising, but little more. It was by the convention
coverage that network television, tiny audience and all, had proved it
could record and report serious news.

A few weeks after the 1948 conventions, Niles Trammell offered to
put Heiskell in charge of all of NBC’s television programming. e
turned it dowar. David Sarnoff would be his boss and Robert Sarnoff
(David’s oldest son) would be an NBC vice president reporting to him;
it was no place to be. The job went, in time, to Pat Weaver, an
advertising agency executive, and Heiskell returned to the world of
magazines. Looking back, he would recall what an adventure it was
rather than the mark he had left. Perhaps it would have gotten there
anyway, television not only showing what happened as it was hap-
pening but trving to explain why. Or even showing what someone
important did not want shown.

Before they started, Motion Picture Herald, a trade newspaper, had
predicted that the 1948 conventions would do for television what the
1924 conventions did for radio, when Alabama cast its twenty-four
votes for Oscar Underwood.

Born in 1948, television news went on to cover party conventions
with increasing intensity, even after they had lost their role in the
political process. Since television news is always a part of the history
it covers, it was outstandingly part of history when the conventions’
stage was taken over in the sixties by Vietnam and civil rights, the two
wrenching dramas of America in the second half of the twentieth
century. Then, gradually, conventions ceased to matter. But even after
the music stopped, television kept on dancing. The networks could
not stop covering the now meaningless conventions.



Atfter the conventions, the people from Life and Time returned to
their offices, their meetings, and their haberdashers, and few of them
had any truck with television news again. The people from the networks
went back to their newsrooms and bureaus, the lucky majority to the
ample and welcome bosom of radio news, a handful to create television
news, too busy with each day’s needs to know that that was what they
were doing. Between the 1948 conventions, when television was a
novelty, and the 1952 conventions, when it was the most important
medium of coverage, they stumbled along, devising ways of presenting
news and methods of using pictures as news that have become standard,
accepted American fare. All were arrived at by trial and error. In those
four years, also, television moved toward becoming a universal Amer-
ican presence. More and more cities had stations; more and more
homes had receivers; more and more Americans paid heed. During
those four years, TV became the country’s most important advertising
vehicle. It was not yet the most important channel of information,
but it was getting there rapidly.

I arrived at NBC in 1950, halfway through those four formative
years. There had already been time for precedent. (“That is not how
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we do things,” someone would say, but when 1 did it anyway no one
complained; if it worked, it, too, became “how we do things.”)

In early August 1950, on an impulse, 1 joined NBC News as some-
thing called a “news writer.” At the time, | was night city editor of
the Newark Evening News, the premier newspaper of New Jersey,
circulation a quarter million. Even if night city editor of an afternoon
paper sounds miore impressive than it is, | was, thrce years out of
school, one step up the ladder, known to my superiors, set—I
thought—for life at one of those pillars of the American press that last
forever. (Fifteen years later, after two ownership changes, the Newark
Evening News died at the hands of television, assassin of afternoon
newspapers.)

Then Gerald Green called. A classmate and friend, later a successful
novelist, Green had been less lucky than I in his first job out of school.
His was with International News Service (INS), least of the three wire
services, where he worked nights stealing and rewriting foreign dis-
patches from places where INS had no one of its own. When NBC
offered a way out he seized it, to the ridicule of all us old friends who
mocked news on tclevision as a bastard thing, a blot on the sacred
banner we had set out to show around the world. When he called me
to ask if 1 would consider working in television news, I, of course,
said no.

Green is a bad-tempered man. lle was offended that I turned him
down without even pretending to need time to think about it. What
was so grand about me, he asked, working nights, slceping days—if
the baby let me? The least I could do, he said, out of courtesy to him
if nothing els¢, was to come by and look. That seemed reasonable, so
I did.

We mct where he worked, the eleven-story building of Pathé Film
laboratories on the corner of Park Avenue and East 106th Street,
looking down on the tracks of the New York Central. NBC had rented
space there for its national and its local New York TV news so it could
get exposed newsfilm to the lab quickly. There were newsrooms and
film-editing rooms and three studios—a little one and a big one for
news, and a third for live dramas that could not be accommodated
“downtown” in Rockefeller Center. Two theatrical newsreels and the
processing laboratories themselves took up the rest of the building.

Green took me to a lower floor, to a room that looked to me like
a movie theater, with 150 empty seats. On a full-sized theater screen
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were moving pictures—in negative. 'The only sounds were the whirring
of a projector behind the back wall and the whispering of two men
sitting behind a long counter at the rear of the theater. This was a
screening room, | was told. One of the men was a news writer, the
other a film editor. The film was from Berlin, Russians on one side
and all us good guys on the other.

Despite the picture being in negative, it was easy to tell Soviet
uniforms from American, and even French and British. The news
writer was saying things to the film editor like: “Open with a shot of
the crowd for about seven seconds. Then a couple of scenes of the
jeecp driving up, then the general gets out for about five. . . .” |
thought, What a wonderful way to live!

| tried it for two weeks, writing a little of this and a little of that.
Following newsreel practice, after a piece of newsfilm was cut to a
usable length, perhaps forty-five seconds, 1 got a “spot sheet” describing
the scenes with each scene’s length in feet. For 35mm film, which
rolls at ninety feet a minute, three feet equals two seconds, but one
was not to think that way. Length was a measure of time; one foot
equaled two words, except that the first foot of any sequence would
merit only one word. And writing too short was better than writing
too long. Like all newsreel writers, | was to write in the present tense.
After two weeks of writing sports stories, ladies’ fashion stories, and
even some minor news stories, | was ready to take the job. | gave the
Newark Evening News two weeks’ notice. So, for two more weeks, |
worked at 106th Street until afternoon, took the subway to Pennsylvania
Station and the railroad to Newark, and worked there until midnight.

Only on the day I said | was ready to take the job did I ask the man
who interviewed me how much it paid.

“One hundred dollars a week,” he said.

“I'm already making a hundred a week,” | told him. (I lied. As night
city editor of New Jersey’s most important newspaper | was paid $90
a week. The Newark News was not a union shop.)

“Okay,” he said. “One hundred and ten.”

| asked another question: “Why me? All you know is 'm Green'’s
friend and | type faster. NBC is a worldwide news organization. Why
didn’t you get someone from radio news downtown?”

“Well, to be honest, nobody down there who is worth a damn thinks
this is going to last. They hate it.”

And that is how I got into television.

By August 1950, both CBS and NBC each had regular network
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television “newscasts” weekday evenings, summaries of the day’s news
modeled on the networks’ radio newscasts, which had been so im-
portant during and after World War II. It was my good fortune to
arrive early in the process of television news finding its way in the new
medium. Some of the news reported was shown on film; more of the
day’s news was reported, but the newsfilm itself was of earlier events.
Only in the biggest American cities could newsfilm get on the air the
same day, and foreign news certainly couldn’t in those days before
communications satellites. Nevertheless, the booming introduction to
NBC’s newscast promised “Today’s news today!”

Newscasts from NBC and CBS had grown out of their successful
coverage of the 1948 conventions. CBS had taken the plunge first,
late in 1948, with Douglas Edwards as its newscaster. Early in 1949,
the advertising agency for Camel cigarettes went shopping for a tele-
vision newscast. Camel cigarettes, already sponsoring on NBC a nightly
wrap-up of news highlights—flm only, some of it quite old, without
live elements like a newscaster or maps—wanted to be known for
presenting news on television more seriously, which its marketers said
would appeal to people who smoked. The two networks competed
vigorously for this plum, making any promise that scemed helpful.
NBC won. John Cameron Swayze was picked as the newscaster.

Now both senior networks had daily national newscasts, and their
contrasts reflected the fundamental differences between the two or-
ganizations. The CBS staff modeled television news on radio news,
the same structure for writers and editors, the same standards, purposcs,
and emphasis on words. On camera were lesser lights of that distin-
guished and garlanded staff, Edwards, Winston Burdette, Larry Le-
Sueur. After a few unsatisfactory attempts, CBS News gave up its own
national and world newsfilm organization and hired a syndicated ser-
vice called Telenews to supply film from faraway places. CBS gradually
hired its own crews to supplement this service, especially with sound
film of press conferences, hearings, and major speeches. But what they
got from Telenews was the basis of what they showed each night.

At NBC, the term newsreel was not a figure of speech but an accurate
description of a fact of life. NBC’s radio news broadcasters and writers
superciliously avoided television except when ordered. Meanwhile,
NBC’s management, which was barely committed to television and .
less to news, had tried to put news on television by hiring one of the
theater newsreel companies to do it for them, but the newsreel com-
panies, each a tiny part of a large motion picture production organi-
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zation, turned them down. So they hired an out-of-work newsreel
executive to set up a department. He in turn hired out-of-work newsreel
cameramen. The stories they covered were newsreel stories—Miss
America, ice-cream-eating contests, press agents’ schemes, movie
openings, women'’s fashions, spring training, girls on water skis.

NBC’s news cameramen filmed as though for theaters, on 35mm
film. Their basic tool was the Eyemo, a hand-held camera powered,
like a child’s toy car, by a clockwork motor wound between scenes by
a large key on the camera’s side. It made one minute and ten seconds
of picture before it had to be reloaded. It took us several years to realize
that the 16mm film used by CBS and almost evervone else was lighter,
more flexible, and cheaper—and not only the film but also all the
associated equipment, the cameras, editing tables, and processors.
Such film was also more practical for recording sound, which was
becoming more and more important as we tried harder and harder to
cover news. In those days, NBC’s news film was silent; crews shot
almost no sound, not statements, not interviews, not even ambient
noise. Someone had, in fact, bought sound cameras; huge contraptions
intended for cavalry charges and torrid love scenes. But these were
rarely used other than for fashion shows. Gerry Green once suggested
sending a sound camera to a New York longshoremen strike. Cam-
eramen and editors laughed off his suggestion. Imagine that: Sound
at a newsreel story!

At NBC, only Washington filmed sound; Washington stories were
all talk, anyway. Our bureau in Washington equipped itself with the
early 16mm sound cameras that were being developed for this new
television business, and they had to send the film to a nonunion
laboratory for processing. Otherwise, NBC’s newsfilm was mute,
shown against background music chosen from a mood music record
library for which we bought rights by the year. (Even here, real music
from real records was forbidden to us under the rules.)

There was precious little show business glamour on 106th Street.
The only places for lunch were a grimy lunchroom in the building’s
basement, a Prohibition-era Irish bar on Lexington Avenue, or some
family restaurants in the Italian enclave still holding out farther up
First and Second avenues. Some days, lunch meant a cab ride down-
town, usually shared among four. (Cabs came infrequently to East
106th Street. From time to time, some well-known actor would step
out of one on the way to rehearsing Armstrong Circle Theater in the
big studio on the third floor. Once, in a cab that had brought Raymond



OuTt oF THIN AIR/ 33

Massey, we found a penny on the floor. “How nice,” someone said.
“He left his picture.”)

Camel and its agency insisted NBC hire Clarence Thoman from
WPTZ, Philadelphia. Thoman, the broadcast engineer who had kept
the antennas from flying off the convention hall roof during the rain-
storm, was knowledgeable and ingenious about live television equip-
ment, but he had no experience in news. Camel said openly that NBC
had no one they would trust to do their program. Hiring Thoman was
a condition of sale; it was met.

Camel also assumied the right to pick the name, Camel News Car-
avan. They honestly believed that years of radio big band music had
engraved the words Camel Caravan on the public’s mind. When
Camel cigarettes transmogrified from Glen Gray and his Casa Loma
Orchestra on radio to John Cameron Swayze and the news on tele-
vision, no one presumed to ask what was a news caravan. What Camel
wanted Camel got—because they paid so much, because they might
have gone to CBS, and especially because they dealt with NBC’s
salesmen and managers, who were paid to sell and manage.

The money from Camel cigarettes supported the entire national and
worldwide structure of NBC Television News—salaries, equipment,
bureau rents, and overseas allowances to educate reporters’ children,
with enough left over to allow for some other programs, local news,
talk, a weekly program aimed awkwardly and self-consciously at high
school students, a sports newsreel Friday nights in summer when
Gillette razors did not sponsor boxing. Even when there were other
paying advertisers, Camel paid for the infrastructure that made their
programs possible.

One reason Camel picked NBC was that we emphasized pictures
more than CBS, and one reason we continued to do this was that
Camel wanted them. As a result, the organization to provide pictures
grew rapidly. NBC owned television stations in New York, Washing-
ton, Chicago, Los Angeles, and Cleveland. Network and local news
were not yet differentiated organizationally, and their local newsrooms
were still part of NBC News, which gave us five network news bureaus.
We had a staff cameraman in Florida for girls on beaches, for baseball
and other sports, and, as an afterthought, for hurricanes; another in
Dallas; and, in most cities, stringers—paid by the assignment or the
day, or by the used foot of film when something they shot on their
own was used. Some of the stringers worked for others as well, usually
newsreels, who nceded them only a few times a year. Our enterprising
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Kentucky stringer fixed six Eyemo cameras and some lights to a steel
bar controlling them by a single switch. On the rare occasion when
something newsreel-worthy happened on his turf, he pointed his steel
bar, his lights, and all six cameras, and sold the same film to five
newsreels and NBC. He became a legend.

Theater newsreels were “made up” on Mondays and Thursdays,
and all free ilm was released then, even government film. That meant
the Defense Department’s combat reports from Korea were available
to television only on Mondays and Thursdays. It also meant that press
agents for corporations with something filmable held back their an-
nouncements for Mondays and Thursdays. When Boeing rolled out
its first civilian jetliner, the 707, the film was held back for a Thursday.
| was then writing the News Caravan, and | refused to observe the
condition. When Boeing insisted, I said | would not use the film at
all. “You can’t do that!” they said. | could. Newsreels were not in the
news business; | was. [ relented when they promised not to do it again,
but my point was made and holding back film to favor newsreels soon
stopped. From being taken for granted, we became the wooed. Slowly
the newsreels died away. It was not a big event in American journalism
because they had never realized their potential.

We got our foreign film from many sources. Central to our supply
was our exclusive mutual exchange with the BBC. We alone in the
United States could have everything of theirs and they were entitled
to everything of ours. Oral tradition had it that David Sarnoff, founder
of both RCA and NBC, had arranged this during World War Il while
in London serving on Eisenhower’s staff. If that is how it happened,
“the General”—as everyone called him because of a brigadier’s star
he got when he left the army—got us the best newsflm coverage in
the world. Copies of the edited film used on BBC television news and
sometimes prints of the unedited reels—rushes—of timely stories were
flown to us daily. It was a treasure trove.

Besides the BBC, we had exchanges with European newsreels, pri-
marily French and Italian. In the previous decade, millions of young
Americans in uniform had been to Europe; tens of millions back
home had learned all the strange-sounding place names from news-
papers and their internal complexities from the reports of what hap-
pened after the war ended. The politics and economics of Western
Furope became, for a few years, American concerns. A new French
prime minister was a story; an Italian interior minister who sent jeep-
mounted troops against Communist demonstrators, Tito’s break with
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Stalin, all these were news to a newly sophisticated America in the
days of the gathering Cold War. George Bidault and Maurice Thorez,
Alcide de Gasperi and Palmiro Togliatti became names in the Amer-
ican media, cover stories of the newsmagazines. We also looked to
these foreign newsreels for funny pieces: cute stories, weird inventions,
crying babies. If the information sheets or translated scripts that came
with the film were inadequate, we made it up.

All networks received free a weekly newsreel called Welt im Film,
produced in West Germany by the U.S. State Department for showing
in West German movie houses as part of the mission to teach de-
mocracy. lts prime topic was the Cold War. Americans became fa-
miliar with Konrad Adenauer and Ludwig Erhard and Franz-Josef
Strauss, the heroic Kurt Schumacher and the burly Ermst Reuter. |
learned from my predecessor to open the script for some inexplicable
sporting event with, “For the first time under the Allied occupation,
a centuries-old tradition is revived . . ."” whether it be stomping grapes
along the Mosel or the old ladies’ hundred-meter dash in Hannover.
But it was mostly news, ideally recent but usable either way because
seeing it was different even if you knew about it. We assumed everyone
who watched us had read a newspaper that day, or heard some radio,
but seeing it was different, which made it worthwhile. If journalism
is more than “information retrieval,” television news is more than just
words.

As audiences grew, so did the price NBC charged Camel. We could
afford to expand our own staff coverage nationally and abroad. Our
foreign film staff began to build. Radio correspondents in the traditional
centers reluctantly agreed to look for cameramen to shoot events.
Knowing little and caring less, they often hired incompetents. To a
radio correspondent, newsfilm usually meant a picture of him talking.
There were transoceanic recriminations, but in time trial and error
gave us film bureaus in London, Paris, Rome, Tokyo, a stable stringer
in Tel Aviv, and lesser presences elsewhere. We were especially for-
tunate in West Germany and Korea, the two most important news
locations of the Cold War, the dominant story of the time. In many
ways, the Cold War shaped television news, and television news helped
shape the Cold War.

West Berlin was the unmatched news center, the constant source
of television pictures, and we had them. Gary Stindt had arrived in
Berlin after VE-Day as an air force newsreel cameraman and had taken
his discharge there. In a Rhineland pawnshop, he had traded PX
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cigarettes for two 300mm lenses—very long lenses indeed—and set
himself up as a stringer for any American newsreel that wanted cov-
erage. Once he had two signed up, he married a local beauty whose
blond hair and perfect cheekbones had graced a Life magazine feature
about Germany rebuilding. In those years, a breed of American jour-
nalist, no less a conqueror than the troops he came with, could set
up shop in a vanquished capital, T'okyo or Berlin, smoking tax-free
cigars and eating in subsidized correspondents’ clubs. These journalists
owed more to Joel McCrea, who starred in the movie, “Foreign Cor-
respondent,” than to Walter Lippmann. They would send back pictures
or dispatches about rising from the ashes or, conversely, the rebirth
of militarism or, later, the fight to keep out the Stalinist hordes—the
big stories of the time in all the American media.

Stindt was by any measure one of that group, but the unlikeliest.
He was the ultimate German burgher. He had been born in Berlin to
a father who was a newsreel cameraman of some prominence and a
mother who was Jewish. The father’s connections kept his mother out
of the camps, but the young boy was sent to relatives in New Jersey
for safekeeping. Pearl Harbor found him learning the still photogra-
pher’s trade at the United Press in New York. He enlisted in the U.S.
Army Air Corps, where he learned how to make movies, from training
films to combat action. From the Signal Corps training center in Long
Island City to the linkup with the Russians at the Elbe, he did what
Air Corps cameramen did, things like filming into a plane in flight
while strapped to a wing. He had left Germany a frightened teenager;
he came back a victor.

With television, Stindt became a stringer for NBC. Then, in 1951,
at about the time I started writing the News Caravan, he was elevated
to staff and told to set up a bureau. A couple of cameramen in Berlin,
another in Munich, stringers in every major city, contacts with Austria,
then Poland, increasingly in Eastern Europe, a cameraman here, a
broadcasting executive there, a visit to a national television service
about to be inaugurated—and soon he had sources of film all the way
to Turkey.

In truth, Stindt was an indifferent cameraman. But he was a born
journalist, smelling out and chasing stories, overcoming his shyness
to bully the great and powerful for a news item, enjoying the company
of newspeople more than that of news makers. Lucius Clay and John
McCloy and Willy Brandt and Franz-Josef Strauss were in his book,
but so was the Pan Am traffic manager in Frankfurt. Stindt was not
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only a creature of his time, he was a creature of television. He knew
better than anvone that ilm did not matter unless it got there. The
Pan Am traffic manager in Frankfurt would meet a plane bringing our
film from anywhere and get it off as fast as possible on the next plane
to New York: Pan Am's, TWA’s, Lufthansa’s, or whoever’s. Details
like this governed our lives. A half-hour’s difference in Frankfurt could
mean losing a day in showing the news film in the United States.
Gary Stindt’s looseleaf phone book got us pictures of goose-stepping
Red Army honor guards, meetings of something called the komman-
datura, a place called Checkpoint Charlie, and news from Poland and
Czechoslovakia and even farther.

The we/they world of the Cold War became the ideal archive film:
DC-3s landing every thirty seconds, unloading coal and bread, with
crewmen tossing candy bars into the outstretched hands of children.
Those images made their way to the TV screen and, above all, to
newsfilm libraries, to be extracted and replayed, burning themselves
into our memories. They are still being used forty vears later.

Korea, by contrast, was the Cold War grown hot. The war was
idealized as monolithic, expansionist, Stalinist communism crossing
one frontier too many, with young Americans in uniform mobilized
to redraw the line. Film from Korea followed close upon the live
coverage of the 1948 conventions that brought television its first rec-
ognition for bringing news. In retrospect, the Cold War in Europe,
the hot war in Korea, and infant television news were made for each
other.

Korea was a vague ancillary responsibility of the Tokyo bureau. Like
most American news organizations, NBC had a Tokyo bureau headed
by an experienced correspondent who had arrived with Gen. Douglas
MacArthur after reporting a great deal of the Pacific War, island by
island. For the victors and those who accompanied them, Tokyo was
a bed of luxury. Also, MacArthur was always news, conquered Japan
was always news, and even the emperor was news, so reporters in
Tokyo enjoyed the benign attention of home offices.

The NBC bureau chief made the customary obeisance to the new
medium by hiring an American newsreel cameraman who had arrived
in Tokyo with the troops and remained in the conquered capital. Like
his colleagues, he had known the monotony, danger, and discomfort
of the vast reaches of the Pacific war, and filming news for television
seemed a reasonable way to settle down while the better part of most
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days was spent developing paying sidelines. After wars come the spoils
of war, and it is easy to feel superior if you have not been through it.
Nor could we find it in our hearts to fault him. After North Korean
troops crossed the 48th parallel on June 25, 1950, he said that all the
money in New York would not get him to Korea to cover the fighting.
He hadn’t followed MacArthur to Tokyo for yet more war. He would
hire someone else for that.

The bureau chief first hired Japanese and Koreans, but the U.S.
Army in those early days of defeat and retreat would not let them near
the action, nor did they film very well when they could. NBC News
and the other networks were thrown on the Defense Department’s
newsreel ration of battle footage every Monday and Thursday. Some
of it was remarkably good, some less good, but all of it was processed,
printed, and edited by the Army Signal Corps. It came to us days after
the events, and we could never be sure what had been left out.

Early in July, less than a month after the North Korean invasion,
the twin sons of a United Press still photographer appeared at the office
of NBC’s chief Washington newsfilm cameraman and applied for jobs
covering the fighting. Still in their early twenties, they had had ex-
perience only in taking still photographs. They practiced using a hand-
held 16mm silent camera for two or three days and then went to Korea.
They came back heroes, Charles and Eugene Jones, the Jones boys.
They had boundless energy and wanted only to be where there was
action, shooting, war. Their filming was raw, much of it useless, but
they were uninhibited about shooting dozens of rolls. Out of an hour
of raw ilm an editor might get a minute of the fighting, but the minute
was real combat.

It was the best battle footage available to any American audience.
The idea of two young men in that exotic place had a special appeal
to newspaper readers—and to NBC's tireless press agents. The first
few months of the war in Korea were a bad time for the United States
and its young troops, and this heightened the appeal of the twins risking
their lives to show America what was going on. Few paused to give
credit to the news writer—not [—who pored over each day’s inter-
minable film shipment, sometimes running it back and forth dozens
of times looking for a coherent narrative that was governed by its own
logic and gave a sense as well of the difficult fighting, the constant
pressure, the retreat to the Pusan perimeter.

Gene and Charley were Americans, the same age as the soldiers
fighting, and were given access everywhere. Reports reached New York



OuTt oF THIN AIR / 39

that they were not above staging an incident, hyping a drama, but
they denied it. At times, a streak of poetry showed in their work, a
rabbit running through a field of fire, pigs rooting in the dirt floor of
a burned-out hut. It was the kind of thing old newsreel hands never
gave you, but the Jones boys were too young to know what was not
done. It was instilled in old newsreel hands that film costs money,
and they were judged by how little they used, how well they made
every exposed foot count. The Jones boys never learned that either.

The success and fame of the Jones twins were the success and fame
of the News Caravan, which developed an audience of extraordinary
size for those days. There were weeks when more people watched the
News Caravan than Milton Berle, the quintessential “hit” of early
television. Their coverage helped push the Defense Department (DoD)
to release its own film almost daily rather than just on Mondays and
Thursdays, thereby making even more film available for the television
audience. DoD film reports became longer and better; its editors left
more in for release. Then the services even began to compete among
themselves. Months later, when | became the writer for the News
Caravan, some of the best newsfilm of all time was coming free from
government sources. The films by U.S. Marine combat cameramen
of the frozen retreat from Chosin Reservoir stands as some of the most
graphic, wrenching, courageous combat footage ever made. The Jones
twins had no part in that filming—they had, in fact, left Korea by
then—but they may ultimately deserve credit for getting it released to
the public.

Years later, when Vietnam was being touted as the “first living room
war,” | would mention the footage I saw every day from Korea, not
just the stuff from the Jones boys but also the handout films of frozen
marines retreating down the snowy mountainside from Chosin, knitted
scarves around their faces under their helmets, hollow eyes and bearded
cheeks showing through, rags over their combat boots to keep in a
little body heat. Nobody would remember later, but in millions of
living rooms those pictures were seen night after night after night.

In the fall of 1950, with victory imminent for the American forces
racing north through North Korea, 1 suggested that someone should
be preparing some kind of special program, titled, perhaps, Victory in
Korea. My boss said it was an excellent idea and told me to do it. |
didn’t know how, but no one else had the time, and I could learn as
I went along. For two months | was thrust into close contact with
those who know film best, the film editors. They showed me how film
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could satisfy whatever | wanted of it, so long as | knew what | wanted.
All this took place lunch hours, evenings, and weekends, because no
one was available to relieve me of what | was already doing.

Miles of the Jones twins’ film and at least as much from the Defense
Department, foreign sources, and amateurs, all were matched to a
chronology | had cobbled together from newspaper clippings: the initial
shock, the collapse of the South Korean army, MacArthur in com-
mand, falling back to the Pusan perimeter, “space for time,” two armies
and a million civilians hemmed into four thousand square miles.
Then, in the face of despair and defeat, the amphibious leapfrog,
MacArthur’s landing at Inchon, cutting off the North Korean rear and
slicing across the peninsula.

There was no deadline yet there was a deadline. Reports from the
battlefront were more and more optimistic; pictures came daily showing
North Korean soldiers marching in to surrender and North Korean
villages welcoming American Gl's, just as they had five years ago.
From when we were finished until there was a print ready for broadcast
would take more time than | had expected. It was time to hurry, there
was still the final editing of a half hour of film, the writing of the final
script, the new experience of a “recording studio” where announcers
read script | had written to go with the pictures, the story of invasion,
almost defeat, then triumph. The recording, the “mixing” of narration,
and the adding of music and battle noises took two days, with me
watching details, learning. In the afternoon of the second day, No-
vember 26, 1950, with film reaching heroic climax, words and music
soaring together, someone found we were missing an “effects loop” of
some kind. An assistant was sent from midtown Manhattan to 106th
Street while we busied ourselves with small matters. He came back
with the loop, and with a shred of AP copy someone had sent me:
The Chinese had crossed the Yalu River into Korea and were marching
south. There would be no victory in Korea.

My half-hour program, my first magnum opus for television, would
never be seen. But | had learned to cut film, and | had learned I liked
it. No one taught me my new trade: It was too new a trade to have
teachers. Other than instructions on how many words fit into, or over,
one foot of 35mm film, | was learning as | went. Watching film editors,
and listening to their rationalizations and their lore, | saw how they
juxtaposed pictures, an essential step to learning film narrative. In
film-editing rooms, places | have always enjoyed most, | learned the
processes, the challenges, and the exhilaration when an intractable
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and disconnected record could be wrestled into an interesting story.
That provided an experience even writing a successful script could not
surpass. Others prefer the solitary act of writing, or the complications
of filming in the field, but the place I felt most fulfilled was the room
where film was cut.

[ was becoming a partisan of television. There were special problems
to using pictures to report news, few of which were yet solved and
some of which would remain forever unsolved, but there were also
special attractions. Working with pictures challenged the whole in-
tellect. There have been several studious accounts of television news
and how it felt its way in those early days, written mostly by students
who inquired into it rather than craftsmen who had worked there. At
least one important study stated that those first newscasts were “no
more than” a newscaster interspersed with pictures, It is logical that
people who write the words consider them more important than pic-
tures, but perhaps not when the words are about television.

Pictures are the point of television reporting. Television enables the
audience to see things happen, and that is what newspapers and mag-
azines and radio cannot duplicate, while all use basically the same
words. More and more, then and since, television news would be
graded on the words it used rather than the pictures it showed. The
early pictures were primitive, but we got better; late, but we got faster;
meager, but we got more and more. Academics and savants have spent
too little time charting that progression and too much time with the
words of the newscasters, judging them sometimes by the furniture
they sit among, the paint on the wall behind them, or how their teeth
register on the chroma scale. The pictures they “introduced,” which
took harder physical work and more acquired skill, and more risk,
were taken for granted.

My first exposure to working with pictures in this way, and the first
time I started thinking thesc kinds of thoughts, was during the time [
spent with Victory in Korea. Some time after that instructive experi-
ence, the writer of the Camel News Caravan, who held a reserve
commission, was called up to help win the war in Korea, and [ was
asked to replace him. [ became the News Caravan “writer’—the only
one—the best job in the place.

My first day in the new job was St. Patrick’s Day, 1951. My first
decision was not to use any film of New York’s St. Patrick’s Day parade,
which had been on all the channels all day, and which I did not
consider news. The film assignment man came out of his back office
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fuming. Four of his six cameramen had been out all day filming the
parade. “We have always used the parade!” he shouted at me.

He had come from newsreels, not from news. He would say, “You
can’t miss with kids or dogs.” The managers we worked for allowed
him to influence the choice of stories on the News Caravan, already
a major source of information for many Americans, and he saw my
decision as an effrontery and a challenge. But | found such “news”
embarrassing. As we were becoming more important, as more people
were watching, we had to grow up. | soon set out to eliminate all
newsreel leftovers. | won some; | lost some. For example, | stopped
the use of foreign newsreel clips of professional wrestling, always good
for a belly laugh. But I lost on showing on Monday film of a Saturday
football game as well as film on ladies’ fashions. In both cases, | was
told “someone at the agency” liked them. As to the fashion films,
inquiry revealed that the “someone at the agency” was someone’s wife.

A bright and pretty secretary who dressed well had been exalted to
the position of news writer to write two fashion scripts a week, about
a hundred seconds. But she had never learned to write, so | had to
write those scripts while she stood behind my shoulder telling me what
was new about this skirt or those culottes. It was harmless enough,
but we had only thirteen minutes a night for the news.

We also had certain prohibitions. We must never show a “No
Smoking” sign. We must never show a live camel, a smelly, ugly
beast, quite unlike a Camel cigarette, which the commercials described
as “smooth-tasting” and recommended by “most doctors.” Nor might
we ever show anyone smoking a cigar. The best-known person then
alive was Winston Churchill: wartime prime minister, architect of
victory, emperor of spoken English, Book-of-the-Month Club best-
seller, even more popular with Americans than at home—and con-
stantly in the news where his famous and beloved face always had a
cigar in it!

I felt it was a cause: The rule must be changed. The people | worked
for were doubtful—even frightened. As | went higher, the going got
tougher. Winning Camel cigarettes to sponsor NBC’s news in the face
of CBS’s competition had been a coup. Also, Camel paid the bills for
just about everything NBC did in the name of television news, in-
cluding the salaries of the people who worked on other programs as
well as the management’s. Was it really so important? With reservation
and trepidation, they let me make the approach. It was surprisingly
easy. Of course | could show Churchill with a cigar. But | got no
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more than a specific waiver; the rule still held. No one else. Not even
Groucho Marx.

These were nuisances, not burdens. When it came to what I would
consider news itself, I was never told to use a story, or not to, or how
to. There was no interference with news, not in an editorial sense,
not from the sponsor or the agency or the NBC business department.
I speak only for myself, but I wonder how many print journalists can
claim the same thing.

The daily functioning of the News Caravan was a simple business.
We were all feeling our way together. Some of the structure of radio
news, both in the getting and the presenting, was assumed in television,
although not as much at NBC as at CBS. Mostly, we figured out what
to do when the time came for something to be done. Early as it was,
there was a great deal at stake, in money, in prestige, even (to be
sententious) in public responsibility, and it is astonishing how we were
allowed to do as we pleased. When Woolworth heiress Barbara Hutton
had a world-watched romance with a Dominican playboy named Por-
firio Rubirosa, we played it as a soap opera, opening with organ music
and a plummy voice inviting us to the latest adventures of Babs and
Porfirio; we edited the film in a story about the French dodging taxes
to the rhythms and words of Fartha Kitt singing, “C’est Si Bon.”
Nobody we worked for said, “Hey, that was great!,” nor did they say,
“Don’t ever do that again.”

Qur superiors—executives and managers miles away in Rockefeller
Center—never interfered. Decisions were made by the director and
me. No one else would, so we had to. The job of our “director,” 1
should explain, was not the same as it was for those directing enter-
tainment programs like the live dramas so prominent at the time, but
they belonged to the same union. News department directors were
skilled at using live cameras at sporting and other unrehearsed events,
like political conventions and Washington occasions. Most were self-
taught, and for that matter self-declared. A news writer | knew once
said, “I can do that,” and thereafter did: it paid better. (To further the
confusion, a “news director” is something else again. He or she runs
a news department, usually at a station, demonstrably the least secure
job in all television.)

Network programs, from newscasts to Hamlet, usually used three
live cameras. Our three were pointed at Swayze, so when he was on
camera more than ten seconds, he could look to another camera to
vary the picture. The cameras also took pictures of cards with white
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letters on black background, which were then inserted over film to
show where an event took place or to identify a speaker. We also had
a title card that said: A CAMEL NEWS CARAVAN EXCLUSIVE. And another
that said: ANOTHER CAMEL NEWS CARAVAN EXCLUSIVE. | once suggested:
STILL ANOTHER CAMEL NEWS CARAVAN EXCLUSIVE.

In newsreel fashion, film scripts were read by anonymous announc-
ers who stood at a microphone in the back of the studio. To coordinate
the words of a film’s narration with the scenes they were supposed to
match, | would tap the announcer on the shoulder and he would read
until the next cue. Swayze talked when | pressed a button in a con-
traption | wore in a shoulder harness. This flashed a light behind what
looked like books on his desk but was actually a box over which dust
jackets had been pasted. The director would say, “Cue John,” and |
would press the button that switched on his light. Then Swayze would
read a news item that would lead into the next piece of film, and |
would hear in my headset the director in the control room ordering
the film to roll. When it showed up on the monitor, | would tap the
shoulder of the next reader.

Only in our out-of-town reports did we have reporters covering events
and talking over pictures of the events they themselves had covered.
Besides our own reporter in Washington, with his report or two each
night, we liked to originate in cities along the closed loop that AT&T
provided for television distribution around the country, called the
“round-robin.” NBC did this notably more often than CBS, as it had
in radio news, largely because NBC was part of RCA, where the
orientation was to machines and engineering, so even NBC’s program
executives were curious about how things worked. (This skill in switch-
ing around the country, and the promise to do a lot of it, had helped
to get the Camel sponsorship.)

We switched mostly to stations in Chicago, Cleveland, or Phila-
delphia, where local news staff was considered NBC News staff, people
who knew us and knew what we wanted. At first they offered news
stories, then, increasingly, we assigned them news to cover. There
were times we even had to tell them what was news in their city before
asking them to cover it for us. For example, whenever the North
Koreans released an American prisoner of war, we had someone search
out and talk to his family. To cover a minor economic recession, we
initiated a roundup of local conditions and responses, switching live
from city to city during the program—videotape had not yet been
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invented. Omaha, Oklahoma City, and Kansas City soon signed on,
usually through the initiative of the local news director, who liked
being on the network showcase; then Atlanta and Charleston.

The poorest local news departments were in stations owned by news-
papers. Not all newspaper-owned stations had bad news departments,
but those that did were terrible. In 1952, the station owned by the
San Francisco Chronicle had no news department at all. We—the
News Caravan—were all their on-the-air news, except when someone
read a local bulletin behind a slide.

Then there was the national coverage of the kidnapping of Bobby
Grecenlease in Kansas City. The story was so well covered that when
the child’s body was found in St. Louis, the front page of onc New
York tabloid read only: “The Boy Is Dead.” That morning, | was in
the office early and heard the AP bulletin bell for the discovery of the
body. Almost at once there was a telephone call from the newsroom
of the St. Louis station, owned by the Post-Dispatch, proud paper of
the Pulitzers. | took the call confident that | was about to be offered
film of the discovery of the body and the capture of the two kidnappers.
But the man on the other end had no idea what | was talking about.
It was from me that he learned the boy’s body had been found and
the kidnappers caught. [le was amazed.

I had him go to the Post-Dispatch city desk while | held the phone.
He came back confirming that the Greenlease boy’s body had been
found and two people were being charged. | then asked him plcase to
send a camera to where the body was found, another to where the
suspects were being held, and, if he had a third, maybe the morgue.
I would call later about their report for that night's News Caravan.

Only then did I venture: “By the way, why did you call?”

“We have some film of last night’s Veiled Prophet’s Ball,” he said,
“and we werc hoping to make the News Caravan.”

'The Bobby Greenlease kidnapping was one of those news stories
that involve the American public for weeks. The kidnappers were tried
in Kansas City, wherc we were well-served by Randall Jessce, news
director of the Kansas City Star station (no rule is absolute). This was
long before cameras were allowed in courtrooms, so the only film we
could expect would be of lawyers going up and down the courthouse
steps, and the accused barely seen inside fast-moving cars. Jessce sug-
gested a courtroom artist, like the ones newspapers used. He had a
friend in mind, Thomas [art Benton.
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Thus, NBC television news covered the trial of Bobby Greenlease’s
kidnappers with Thomas Hart Benton’s courtroom drawings. Benton
kept them.

Late in 1951, CBS started a weekly program series called See It
Now, presided over by the most highly regarded broadcast journalist
of the time, Edward R. Murrow. At first, each program included more
than one topic, few if any dealing with breaking news or was assembled
under deadline pressure, and usually but not invariably of seriousness
and substance. Stories ran much longer than they could on the evening
news programs, if they would be used at all. In other words, Murrow
and his producer, Fred W. Friendly, presented what would later be
called a “magazine” news program. They brought to it style, a sub-
stantial budget, curiosity, professional ethics, and personal concern.
Although audiences were not large, the kind of people advertisers were
then calling “influential” were impressed, as were those who wrote
about television in newspapers. From time to time, See It Now devoted
its entire hour to one topic. Those programs were very effective and
stirred up the most talk. At NBC, executives were asking why we
weren’t doing things like that. A new question was heard in the cor-
ridors of 30 Rockefeller Plaza: “Who is, where is, our answer to
Murrow?”

This went on for several years. The question was put to the managers
of the news department when they met with their superiors. It reached
the newspapers, as such things must, with references to a putative
search, with the fatuous phrase itself seeing print, “NBC’s answer to
Murrow . . .”

The people who ran NBC enjoyed telling us that although our news
programs were successful enough in ratings, revenue, and other crass
criteria, they had no stature, that what we were doing was far short of
television’s noble potentials. This was particularly the refrain of Pat
Weaver, NBC’s vice president for television programs, a powerful
position in those days when a network had only one president. Among
other things, the programs vice president controlled time on the air,
the only thing that matters in broadcasting.

Pat Weaver—Sylvester L. Weaver, Jr.—earned his place in tele-
vision’s pantheon with his talent for innovation combined with a com-
mitment to upper-middle-class taste. He had the educated amateur’s
conviction that news should enlighten and uplift. The idea that news
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results from the combined energies of a lot of craftsmen working at
their craft was not only strange to him but repugnant. News was science;
news was frontiersmanship; news was pursuing new developments in
art and culture. Above all, news was teaching; news was making people
better. Once, during the controversial peacetime draft, an old associate
of his produced a telling half-hour profile of a young, blue-collar
Philadelphian drafted for the army, showing his last week as a civilian.
Weaver told him, “I don’t much care for people stories.”

Weaver’s most lasting contribution to America and the world was
morning television. Today was his idea. At the time, almost everybody
thought it was a dumb idea. No one would turn on a TV set in the
morning, when normal people were preparing for work, for school,
for the day, they said. This attitude continued after the program went
on the air and for a year or so beyond, to Weaver’s chagrin and the
frustration of the people who worked on the program. Weaver had
thought that he could win the audience over from radio, which could
enter every room with news and gossip and enlightenment in a way
television as yet could not.

He laid out his thoughts and dreams and requirements for Today
in a series of memoranda, including a famous one where he adjured
everyone involved to “have fun with the stuff.” News coverage would
show headlines of newspapers from around the country and have the
principal “communicator”—Weaver’s word, and one of which he was
proud—seen on the phone as he talked to someone in a foreign news
bureau. It secmed to me and others a crabbed use of the medium’s
potential to show miscellaneous front pages and the back of a man
talking on the telephone. Nowhere in his long treatment of what he
wanted Today to be did he deal with the prospect, much less the
advantages, of using television to show news events taking place.

Like a lot of broadcasting executives from outside journalism,
Weaver thought news was what you read in The New York Times, and
broadcasting’s role was to discuss and explain it. His favorite suggestion
was to equip a moving van with live cameras and, for an event of great
importance, drive it up to some leader’s house and ask him what he
thought of it. His usual example was Sam Rayburn. If anyone suggested
Sam Rayburn might be too busy or unwilling to talk to a television
camera, he considered that typical NBC News negativism. So, on
Today’s very first day, the live cameras of a television mobile unit
caught Adm. William Fechteler, chief of naval operations. The ad-
miral had not been warned he would be on television; in fact, the unit
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was there hoping to catch anybody who would be news, with no specific
news in mind. Surely there was news to be had if you lay in wait for
people arriving for work at the Pentagon, the most powerful building
in the world!

The hapless reporter asked the admiral, “How’s the Navy going
these days?”

“It was all right last night when I left it,” said Fechteler, and he
walked into the building.

End of news.

Today was launched early in 1952, a program of the entertainment
department with news provided by NBC News on the hour and half
hour including newsfilm. Gerald Green was head of the news part of
Today with the title of managing editor, a term later used to emolliate
anchormen. See It Now and Today, starting within months of each
other, were both part of the growing reach of television and television
news, its expanding importance and self-importance. These were new
forms, neither resembled anything on radio.

Today did poorly at first, carried by few stations and watched by few
people, bringing in less than it cost. The traditional histories insist this
turned around when the reporters and communicators were joined by
a chimpanzee named J. Fred Muggs. It is true ratings and revenue
jumped around the time Muggs arrived. But something else happened
at the same time: The news professionals on the Today staff stopped
reading Pat Weaver's memos. They went back to presenting news as
they always had, with a slight bias to what was heard over what was
seen, like a radio program, because people do not watch at that hour
as much as they listen.

It also took time for Americans to accept the idea of watching
television in the morning. It had never been done. It had never been
possible. A program like Today is a habit, and habits are neither
changed nor formed by the dreams or fiats of executives. Whatever
the cause, Today went suddenly from disaster to affluence.

As for the evening newscast, Weaver made little secret of his low
opinion of John Swayze. Like many, he gave Swayze too little credit
for professional experience in news. Swayze had started as a newspaper
reporter in Kansas City and, as happened often in the days before the
wire services would sell to broadcasting, he learned the uses of the
microphone by originating a daily newscast for a local radio station
from the newspaper’s city room. He had gone to NBC, worked his
way up to news director of NBC’s West Coast regional network, and
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then became a full-time news broadcaster. To Weaver this was merely
experience in a profession he did not quite accept. Weaver did not
like Swayze or NBC News—and which was the chicken and which
the egg was his secret. He tried several times to hire reporters whose
bylines he had read in the The New York Times, portly men in vests
with mushy speech patterns who could not say “Howdy” in fewer than
a thousand words. Three decades later, long-retired and pursuing other
interests, Weaver dropped by my office for a friendly chat about bygone
days. 1 asked him if he ever realized how his widely trumpeted low
opinion of what we did destroyed morale in the news department. No,
he had not thought of that.

“But you must admit,” he added, “you never had anyone worth a
damn.” Many years later, and he still wouldn’t let go.

By the time Today was being planned we had grown to eight tele-
vision news writers in New York, some in dailv work on the News
Caravan, a couple doing local New York news programs and a syn-
dicated newsfilm service for stations; two writers on the weekly sports
newsreel: and one writer on Watch the World, a weekly half hour with
Swayze, again behind his desk, introducing topics of supposed interest
to high school students. (This was said to be General Sarnoff’s favorite
program. Despite a wooden, patronizing style, it won many awards
with stories like the endless painting of the George Washington
Bridge—as soon as one painting was finished it was time to start again
at the other end. It once did a report on how neckties are made, and
another on the fresh-lower market. From then on, Swayze did the
News Caravan wearing a new necktie every day with a fresh flower in
his lapel.)

The arrival of Today more than doubled the number of news writers,
and the newcomers immediately joined our efforts for a union contract.
The search started late in 1951, but was deferred when some old-timers
said NBC might pay a Christmas bonus. (It didn’t.) I wonder what
paltry sum could have prevented, or at least delayed, having to pay a
union wage to television news writers. With the obvious jokes about
NBC standing for No Bonus Christmas, we organized early in 1952
under the aegis of the Television Writers’ Group of the Authors’ League
and advised the company we wanted to negotiate a contract. Since |
wrote the News Caravan, which paid all the bills, they made me shop
steward, believing a threat from me to “down tools” would be taken
more seriously than if it had come from any of them.

The negotiations were long and dull. After a lot of nonsense, the
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company offered us the radio writers’ union contract. Declaring pas-
sionately that if we wanted the radio writers’ contract we would have
applied to be radio writers, 1 led a walkout. The executive secretary
stayed behind, saying to the company, “Now, you've done it.”

Management was truly worried. They did not understand what we
did or how we did it, nor did they care so long as we did it. It scemed
to work, and they did not want to disturb it. After two weeks, we came
back to “the table” to get not all we wanted but enough. The basic
pay was $165 a week, plus extra fees for those who wrote fully sponsored
network programs, the last remnants of the silly and degrading “talent
fee” system whereby “creative” people were paid more not for harder
or more original work but for network programs that had commercials
in them.

Having a union contract made us feel more professional, more
grown-up. Besides, most of us were scheduled to go to Chicago for
the two national political conventions of 1952, which would have been
awkward without a contract. The Radio Writers'” Guild, sticking on
points we had given up, had already failed to negotiate a contract, and
a strike had been announced. If they went to Chicago it would be at
their own expense, to picket. 1 had tried to explain to one of them
that when an important and interesting event is being covered live, a
network does not need writers. Television or radio, live broadcasting
writes itself. We did not part friends.

To celebrate the extension of the live television network to the West
Coast, Swayze and | were to spend the week before the 1952 conven-
tions in California broadcasting the News Caravan from Los Angeles
for three days and then from San Francisco for two. Negotiations for
the writers’ contract were not wrapped up until late in the afternoon
of the day I was to leave. Our general secretary, Evelyn Burkey, had
put her face in the face of NBC's chief negotiator and said, “Frank
doesn’t get on a plane until we have a contract.”

I left that evening. It was before passenger jets, or even nonstop
flights to California. Between dozes, it occurred to me that if 1 had
stayed with the Newark News I might indeed by then have progressed
to being sent to Chicago to cover the conventions, but I liked it better
this way. Television mattered more.



There was something about Chicago that loved conventions. From
the first convention in 1831 until the disorders of 1968, one out of
every three national political conventions met there. Several times
both major parties met there, as they did in 1952.

The stockyards had moved away by then, leaving only acres of empty
pens and here and there a ramshackle slaughterhouse that still hung
on. The Stockyard Inn still stood, a good place for steaks, and the
International Amphitheater still housed cattle shows as well as political
conventions. The other theater of political activity was along South
Michigan at Balboa with the Conrad Hilton Hotel on one corner and
the Blackstone on the other. Parties and candidates set up headquarters
in the Hilton; politicians with clout booked into the Blackstone. Talk
in lobbies and bars reflected the Republicans’ belief that 1952 was
their year.

The billboard facing South Michigan Avenue from across the Chi-
cago River declared Dad’s Root Beer’s benign interest by saluting the
two dads contending for the Republican nomination: Senator Robert
A. Taft of Ohio, a president’s son, a traditional, Midwestern Repub-
lican making his last attempt at the office he had once seemed born
to; and General of the Army Dwight D. Eisenhower in his first try for
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elective office, no longer misperceived as savior of Democratic liberals
but champion of the Republicanism of New England, the Atlantic
seaboard, and downtown New York. High above the turmoil of movers,
shakers, and camp followers, the two bald heads looked so alike that
only Taft’s rimless glasses distinguished them. The billboard made no
unseemly claim that either man endorsed Dad’s Root Beer, only that
these were indeed eminent dads in a nation of dads.

The weather was unusually pleasant that first week of July, the week
before the Republican convention. While the two smiling counte-
nances— Taft's and Eisenhower's—looked down on crowds milling
happily on Michigan Avenue, upstairs in the public rooms of the
Conrad Hilton the Republican National Committee and the conven-
tion’s credentials committee met to decide the course of the party and
the election. In the streets there was the usual jollity of out-of-towners
rubbing elbows with locals, scrubbed-faced middle-class kids of junior
high school age exploring for souvenirs, and the three layers of politics
(the hobbyists, the activists, and the professionals) picking up ac-
quaintances where they had left off four years before . . . “And this
is his charming wife.”

There were two new elements in Michigan Avenue that week pre-
ceding the convention: live television cameras and picket signs. TV’s
mobile units, parked in the side streets and in back of the hotels with
cables snaking to cameras on the various floors of the Conrad Hilton,
spied out the latest news, the smallest detail. A camera or two were
spared for outdoor pictures to set the scene as each program began,
particularly on Sunday afternoon, the day before the convention
opened, when each network presented a “special” program replete with
film of past conventions, interviews with the mighty, picture essays
about what was ordinary and what was naughty about Chicago, a
century of newsroom clichés, and (still a novelty) reporters reporting
live from the very streets of the city.

One was talking away when a hand moved into camera view thrust-
ing a bottle of Coca-Cola into his. On live television, there was nothing
he could do. But before he had finished talking, another hand removed
the bottle of Coca-Cola and replaced it with a bottle of Pepsi-Cola.
The 1952 conventions were the stage of bitter battles in the war between
the colas. Coca-Cola, moving swiftly, had secured exclusive rights
inside the International Amphitheater. Pepsi-Cola riposted with thirty-
five coolers in the Conrad Hilton Hotel, attended by eighteen off-duty
airline stewardesses, who gave away ten thousand bottles each day.
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Pepsi-Cola used stewardesses because all available models in Chi-
cago, a major advertising center, had been hired by the Taft campaign,
which named them “Belles for Bob,” dressed them in cheerleader
costumes bedecked with Taft signs and buttons, and told them to cluster
at any live television camera. Taft’s managers said openly that their
aim was to “overwhelm” the TV picture on all three networks. The
incongruity of the models’ flashing teeth and aggressive busts repre-
senting bald, bespectacled, austere, intellectual Bob Taft was overrid-
den by hunger for television exposure—by whatever means. If Coca-
Cola and Pepsi-Cola could do it, so could Republican conservatism.

Television was beginning to dominate political decisions. Old hands
were learning, new ones growing up conditioned to know, that no
decision is judged solely on its merits. First you asked how it will look
on television. The Taft managers not only wanted television to show
pretty girls with Taft buttons, they also tried to hide from television
their decisions about credentials—that is, the crucial decisions being
reached upstairs while the crowds caromed off each other in the street
below. For the Republicans in 1952, the big issue would be credentials,
who were the delegates and who the impostors. Once that was settled,
all else would be formality, even the nomination.

Television was a novelty in 1948; in 1952, it was a fact. People in
broadcasting favored no faction, sought no personal nonjournalistic
gain, but their insistence on access to news may well have upset
strategies. About 17 million homes had receivers that vear. Sixty-four
cities in thirtv-eight states carried NBC'’s live coverage. Department
store advertising trumpeted: “Get a TV set! See the conventions!”
Newspapers reported this would be the biggest undertaking in television
history. Since it was so short a history, this was a small boast, but no
one realized such things at the time.

For a third of a million 1952 dollars, the hall had been air-
conditioned. A press release estimated that 12,000 bodies in that hall
in that city in that month would generate 6.6 million BTUs of heat
an hour, equal to burning 46 gallons of oil or 530 pounds of coal or
6,600 cubic feet of natural gas. What the press release did not say was
more to the point: Delegates would be spared being seen on television
with dark patches under their arms, and speakers at the rostrum would
not be exposed in the nation’s living rooms with sweat dripping from
their noses. The air-conditioning was considered important enough to
post guards in case of sabotage.

The sponsors, appropriately, were makers of TV sets, although they
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also had other appliances to push. CBS was “brought to you” by
Westinghouse, represented on camera by Betty Furness, making hers
a household name. Philco was the NBC sponsor, and Admiral was
ABC’s. Jay Jackson, Philco’s announcer, opened every night of the
convention itself solemnly stating that Philco’s sponsorship did not
constitute an endorsement of its products by the Republican National
Convention.

Other set manufacturers also benefited as the prospect and then the
fact of live convention coverage caused a surge in the sale of sets. We
kept hearing that when politicians called home to ask, “How did 1
look?” or merely “Did you seec me?,” they often learned that the local
dealer had run out of receivers. This was especially true of small-and
mid-sized cities without large manufacturers’ distribution centers.
Crosley, a smaller manufacturer, placed a quarter-page ad in The New
York Times:

This year, you won’t just read what a candidate says; you'll look him
straight in the eye when he says it. You'll judge his intelligence, his
physical and intellectual vigor—and whether he can “take it” under

pressure. . . . This year, television assumes a new and profound role
in your life—and in the life of America. See and know the man you
vote for. Take a good long look. . . . Don’t vote ‘til you see the whites

of their eyes.

In this atmosphere, Taft did not stand a chance. In a foretaste of
many future battles, it was not the people in television who defeated
Taft, but the presence of cameras.

Seven delegations were contested, primarily in the South and the
border states, with seventy-two contested delegates, the margin of vic-
tory. Taft’s organization controlled not only the credentials committee
but the Republican National Committee itself. It might have won the
nomination, and the election had it not banned television from com-
mittee meetings. This action became the story—on television—for
the whole week before the convention as the credentials committee
continued to meet behind closed doors. Television is good at showing
closed doors. Whenever a committee member left the room, he was
waylaid by cameras and asked what was going on. It was the only way
to get the news, and it dramatized that the meeting was closed to
television.

The Taft leadership soon realized how they were “playing” on cam-
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era. A representative finally confronted the NBC cameras and insisted
that it was not Taft who had objected to live coverage of the commitee
meeting. It must have been some other fellow. Guy George Gabriel-
son, the national chairman, also sought out the camera to deny guilt;
he was really for television, not against it.

The mountains kept coming to Mohammed. The Eisenhower peo-
ple smelled blood. They also came to the cameras, proclaiming they
favored television, they loved it, they wanted it, and that barring it
was an outrage, a denial of the American way. First came Congressman
(later Senator) Hugh Scott of Pennsylvania: “By a single word, Taft
could let you in.” Then Senator Henry Cabot Lodge, the Eisenhower
campaign’s convention manager, added a few strong patrician words.
Then more Taft delegates sought out the limelight to say that they,
too, favored live television. By Tuesday, everybody was in favor of live
television, but it was still banned from the meeting. Inside, the first
contested delegation, Florida, was considered, and the vote gave the
state to Taft.

Georgia went to Taft on Wednesday, Louisiana on Thursday. Mean-
while, the Republican National Committee, fifty-two men and ffty-
two women, had moved into the room that had been vacated by the
credentials committee and promptly barred television there, too; so
there were now two closed doors. The meetings were not closed to
the press, only to cameras. Reporters, even television reporters, might
sit and observe and report—but no pictures. Would the maneuverings
have looked too raw, or were the Taft people unaware that in politics,
even more than in the rest of American life, the Age of Television
had arrived?

Taft’s juggernaut plunged ahead to hollow victory and ultimate
defeat. After the credentials committee and the Republican National
Committee reviewed the contests for delegates, almost all the decisions
were in favor of the Taft delegates. With nine declared candidates, no
one had expected a first-ballot choice, but the early weight of the
voting seemed to be going to Taft. Still, Eisenhower’s organizers never
seriously feared being beaten. They planned to go over the heads of
the committees to the delegates. Senator Lodge told an interviewer
they were counting on the committees being overturned because of
what had been seen on television. And that is exactly what happened,
although what had been seen on television was closed doors. They
were, however, the symbol of television being barred.

During that preconvention week, all the networks interrupted pro-
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gram schedules of sleepy summer weekdays, and none more than NBC,
to show that highly technical fight over who might sit on the convention
floor the coming Monday. Barred from where the news was, NBC put
on a special program Sunday night about the news story of the week:
the fight over the largest contested delegation, Texas. Since the com-
mittee’s debates could not be shown, six Texans were recruited, three
fron1 each side, to make their cases in a studio, to claim legitimacy,
cry fraud, call each other names, shout when shouted at, and predict
victory. Every television program or news bulletin included a prom-
inent statement about the barring of the cameras, and each was a blow
at Taft’s candidacy.

On the second day of the convention—too late—the Taft forces
surrcndered. Live television was allowed in the meeting rooms of both
the credentials committee and the national committee. Television had
won its victory. It was a victory, especially, for Bill McAndrew, the
new boss of NBC News, who had been drafted from a station executive’s
job in Washington less than a year before to try to make one orga-
nization out of NBC’s radio news and television news. The 1952
conventions were his first big challenge. McAndrew pushed company
brass for more special news programs, more interruptions of the en-
tertainment schedule, and more time on the air. A solid, old-fashioned,
print-trained journalist and an astute judge of realities, McAndrew
understood better than most that in broadcasting status is measured by
time on the air. During the week before the convention, he took every
minute he could.

He expanded Meet the Press, the original and prototypical news-
maker interview, to an hour, and had its brigade of reporters question
leadership figures all week under different program titles, a half hour
here, an hour there, sometimes a mere fifteen minutes. He even
achieved the idcal special broadcast: He interrupted an interruption.
It was Monday morning, and he had broken into the entertainment
schedule for an interview with Speaker of the House Joseph Martin,
the convention’s permanent chairman. As Martin was making the
usual politician’s noises denying that the party was hopelessly divided,
Martha Rountree interrupted to switch to the LaSalle Street Station
where Herbert Hoover, the only living ex-President, was arriving by
train from California. (Hoover didn’t say much, so they switched back
to Martin.)

During convention weck, McAndrew launched Convention Call,
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in which viewers called in to ask NBC reporters to explain what was
happening, especially rules of procedure. Although television had
shown in 1948 that it could cover conventions, the 1952 conventions
were the first most Americans had seen. They were apparently en-
tranced. A torrent of calls from viewers all over the United States
overloaded telephone company switchboards. After a day, lllinois Bell
refused any more calls, and we had to ask viewers to send their questions
by telegram. Convention Call was broadcast at least twice a day that
week, before sessions and when they were in recess. There were more
questions than the reporters could handle.

Meanwhile, every time a live camera showed up in a vulnerable
place, usually a street corner, someone would appear waving a sign
that said: ABC-CBS-NBC/RADIO WRITERS GUILD/ON STRIKE. Entrances to
hotels and the amphitheater were also being picketed. When 1 arrived
in Chicago from California on Saturday evening, my colleagues were
waiting nervously for their shop steward. It was not that they wanted
to honor the radio writers’ picket lines, but they “felt funny” about it.
They wanted me to tell them what to do. We had warned the radio
writers that if they went on strike for clauses we had consciously given
up in our own negotiations, we would not honor their picket lines. If
those clauses had been good enough to strike for, we would have done
so ourselves. It was not quite labor solidarity, but beyond refusing, if
asked, to do struck work, I could see no obligation on us.

I told them | was going to work; they could do as they liked. That
ended it. To quiet their rumbling stomachs, | telephoned the appro-
priate NBC vice president, who had never heard of me, offering my
good offices as an intermediary, which sounded even stuffier to me at
the time 1 said it than it does now writing it. 1 made another call to
Evelyn Burkey, the executive secretary of the Television Writers’
Group, in the New York offices of the Authors’ League, and told her
| saw no reason to observe the lines and | was sorry her counterparts
were making nasty noises at her.

On television, the convention sessions scttled into a pattern. The
anchorman, rarely seen, spoke continually over a picture of the pro-
ceedings, identifying who was making the speech or the objection,
describing what was about to happen, explaining the complexities and
the details that were not apparent to the eye. CBS’s anchorman was
the virtually unknown Walter Cronkite, who had signed on with CBS
in its Washington bureau only two years before. A journalist since his
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college days, Cronkite had covered Eisenhower and his headquarters
throughout the war in Europe. Working with him were such old hands
as Murrow, Charles Collingwood, and Eric Sevareid.

NBC had gone outside its organization for the television anchorman
to work beside H. V. Kaltenborn, Morgan Beatty, and Richard Hark-
ness. Bill Henry was already past sixty. Since leaving college, he had
been a fixture at the Los Angeles Times as reporter, sports editor, war
correspondent, Washington bureau chief, and now columnist. Broad-
casting had become an additional profession, supplying him with rec-
ognition and avocation. He was good at it, both as a reporter and as
a newscaster, but it never became his prime occupation. To broad-
casting, he brought a pleasant voice, a California speech pattern, and
a writer's way with words and sentences. He had covered his first
convention as a newspaper reporter in 1928, as a radio broadcaster in
1940. He knew everybody in government and most of them liked him.
He was that kind of man.

The position of network news anchorman had not yet been exalted
to Joseph of the Dreams, and Henry shared his seat with others, and
even surrendered it for special programs, committee hearings, and
news interruptions. His job was to be the man back at headquarters.
He sat in a tiny studio in the network work space on the second floor
of the convention hall with one of his daughters, who kept his files,
and an NBC director who was his link to the control room. He watched
the action on television, along with the audience, and talked over the
picture. Part wise man and part traffic cop, Henry filled the slow periods
with bits of news and information, alerting the viewers to upcoming
reports.

At CBS, Cronkite, doing roughly the same thing, had the advantage
of a production staff that was better at it. They consciously gave him
center stage and drew attention to him. The CBS producers developed
what was for that time an ingenious procedure, putting Cronkite’s face
in a corner of the picture of the proceedings, the relative size of a
postage stamp. As a technical achievement, it was simple and unso-
phisticated, but no one had done it that way before, and it helped
make Cronkite famous. There was no thought of doing the same with
Bill Henry, even if our people could figure out how to, because he
was not truly one of ours.

Between the Republican and Democratic conventions, when the
newspapers were trying to appreciate the awesome phenomenon of
people in their living rooms watching news, the two anchormen were
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asked what they had learned. Characteristically, and significantly,
Henry thought he had said too much while Cronkite said he had not
explained enough. Henry said the people in the control booth were
always asking him to say more, which he considered “a terrible hang-
over from radio.” It is true that everyone in authority in the NBC
control room had at least twenty years’ experience, most of it in radio.
But at CBS, where the same condition obtained, they tried to get
Cronkite to say less. Cronkite wanted to pass on to viewers the kind
of information that NBC’s Bill McAndrew had arranged for by broad-
casting Convention Call. It can be assumed that both control rooms
were trying to achieve the same proportion of anchortalk. The differ-
ence was in the receiving ears. The basic question seems to have been
how often the same question need be answered to enable the audience
to follow what was going on, or, conversely, how smart is the audience?
Henry thought it was smarter than Cronkite did.

Cronkite got the CBS brass to consider putting an “average man”
beside him in his little studio to watch the convention with him on
the TV monitor. This “average man” would ask Cronkite to enlighten
him whenever he did not understand what was going on. Cronkite
would explain, to him and to all the millions out there. Cronkite later
told the The New York Times that the plan was dropped because,
supposedly, no one knew where to find an average man. Whoever
vetoed the idea did Cronkite the greatest favor of his career.

Bill Henry and Walter Cronkite were heard, and seen, in cities in
the East and the Midwest. West of Omaha, the telephone company
provided only one channel that could carry television pictures, and
the networks had to share it. In fact, the trip Swayze and I took to
California the week before the Republican convention was a way of
marking the debut of the Camel News Caravan as the first truly trans-
continental television news program. Fach night's program was re-
corded at the time of broadcast—7:45 p.M. in the Fast, 4:45 p.um. along
the Pacific. In those days before videotape, the recording was a shaky,
smeary picture on 16mm film, which was particularly bad when the
recording was of other film, which meant all newsfilni. Called a kine-
scope after the tiny, high-intensity TV tube that shone the image on
the film, this ilm would be transmitted along the West Coast, from
Seattle to San Diego, at 7:45 Pacific time. A newscaster and—if pos-
sible—new film, would stand by in Los Angeles ready to jump in with
fast-breaking news that had taken place in the three hours since the
original broadcast, or with items of special regional interest.
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NBC was the first to do this. But since networks broadcast the news
at different hours, we could all do this without interfering with each
other. However, when it came to convention coverage, all three net-
works would obviously be carrying it at the same time. With only one
television line, they could show only the three-network pool pictures.
Therefore, whichever network a Western viewer watched, he saw only
the proceedings in the hall, nothing else (no interviews, no Bill Henry
or Walter Cronkite, no switches to train stations or headquarters ho-
tels). Over the pool pictures, each network added its own sound. So
those from Denver westward watching NBC saw what was happening
in the convention hall and heard (but did not see) David Brinkley,
who was sharing the anchor chore with someone from NBC'’s Chicago
news bureau.

Meanwhile, NBC was showing off its new technical advance: a
small, hand-held, live-television camera with its own transmitting ca-
pacity so it would not have to be connected anywhere by wire. It could
roam the floor of the convention showing delegates reacting to speakers
and even join a wireless microphone for interviews. After many meet-
ings in the NBC publicity offices, the miraculous device was dubbed
the “walkie-lookie.” But some unsung newspaper writer preferred
“creepie-peepie,” and from the moment he first used it the camera
had no other name. The vaguely naughty implication of the nickname
sat poorly with high officers of both NBC and RCA, but “creepie-
peepie” stuck. Unfortunately, the “creepie-peepie” did not always
work, and since there was only one, it wasn’t all that useful.

The committee sessions went over into the convention week, and
television alternated between them, now that the committee was open
to cameras. NBC skipped the convention Tuesday afternoon to show
the annual All-Star baseball game—when that contract had been
signed, no one had thought to check to see if the game conflicted with
the conventions—and Tuesday night, Herbert Hoover spoke. On
Wednesday, the convention began in earnest. The credentials com-
mittee, now before live cameras, had that morning approved one
delegation out of seven for Eisenhower. But Wednesday night the
convention reversed its credentials committee and the party’s national
committee to scat the Fisenhower delegation from Georgia. In 1952,
any delegate could ask that his delegation be polled. For the first time,
it was polled on live television. The voting was slow, and the procedure
cumbersome. The delegate demanding the poll often did so for a petty



Out oF THIN AIR/ 6]

or frivolous reason. J. Leonard Reinsch, arrangements manager for
the Democrats, whose convention would follow the Republicans into
the amphitheater, watched in a hotel room with a few assistants. What
they saw led them to find a way to avoid polling delegations on camera,
but it was too late to make any changes before 1956.

The kind of conflict that made national political conventions in-
teresting to watch broke out when the last Taft speaker ascended the
platform during the Georgia debate. Senator Everett M. Dirksen of
[llinois was a stocky man with a large, rubbery face under a shock of
unruly, curly graying hair. His voice was low, like the sustained notes
of a cello, his sentences rounded, and his cadences measured. He was
popular in his party, willing to go anywhere to speak to the faithful,
and it was those he had helped whom he called on as he spoke.

Dirksen asked delegates not to expose their party to obloquy by
contradicting its national committee and rejecting its credentials com-
mittee, which had favored the Taft slate. He appealed to New England,
where he had often dined, and to New Jersey, whose calls for help he
had never spurned. He pleaded with Pennsylvania:

“Don’t press this too tightly upon the Republican party,” he asked
them. “Search your hearts.”

Then he turned his body to face New York.

“To my friends from New York,” he said. His tone was smooth and
intimate. The rostrum looked almost directly down on the New York
delegation. On the left aisle, the speaker’s right, sat the governor,
Thomas E. Dewey, twice the Eastern faction’s choice, and twice the
party’s candidate—against Roosevelt in 1944 and Truman in 1948
Now he was the commander of Eisenhower’s disciplined, modern
election machine. Dirksen extended his right arm, raised his forearm,
pointed his little finger, the immortal Dirksenian pinkie, at Dewey.
His soothing resonances, loud enough to fill the hall but mellow
enough to charm a rabbit, rose suddenly to anger:

“We followed you before, and you took us down the road to defeat!”

The hall erupted in cheers and boos, shouts and insults. Banners
waved, fists shook, everyone stood. Midwestern conservatives, tasting
the gall of Taft’s impending defeat, howled their anger and frustration,
The band played unheard as the picture showed Dewey seated, his
neat mustache and his overbite making him seem, as always, to be
chortling. ‘The challenge to him was direct, the insult personal. It was
his fault the Republicans were out of power and jobs! Now, with victory
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in sight, would he deny the heartland its due, old Republicanism its
victory, he who had achieved the impossible by losing to Truman four
years before?

The galleries took up the shouting. The cameras showed a still
photographer knocked down in the crush of angry people. The chair-
man banged his gavel, pleading for clear aisles, threatening to eject
visitors while Dirksen stood at the podium, his head turning from side
to side, his eyes smiling, and Dewey sat in his chair, the camera
coming back to him, in profile, his mouth partly open, his cheeks
shiny, saying nothing. It was twenty-three minutes before Dirksen
could deliver his last paragraph, an anticlimax. A Wisconsin delegate
was shown being taken out on a stretcher.

The response supporting the Eisenhower delegates from Georgia
was only a formality. The issue had been decided and everyone knew
it. We had time for a commercial.

The roll call was held up by factions demanding delegations be
polled, a delegation at a time, a delegate at a time. Tension alternated
with boredom and impatience. Finally, the Eisenhower delegation was
seated, 607 to 531. It was almost two in the morning, Central time,
before all the votes had been taken and the session adjourned. Every
contest had gone to the Eisenhower organization. They no longer
looked like the underdog; they no longer claimed to be the underdog.
They were, perhaps, the first dog who understood television. Eisen-
hower was nominated on the first ballot, and his choice for vice pres-
ident, California’s junior senator, Richard M. Nixon, was named by
acclamation.

Throughout the convention, 1 had the best seat in the house. My
job in Chicago was what it was in New York, to write the Camel News
Caravan. We had a studio in the convention hall from which to
broadcast, bigger than Bill Henry’s little booth, a few film cameramen
assigned to us to do convention sidebar stories, and world news back
in New York. Instead of highly paid announcers, David Brinkley read
film scripts when tapped on the shoulder. Since he was the News
Caravan’s Washington reporter, we had worked together by telephone;
this was the first time we had met. Each evening, at seven Chicago
time, after the program ended, | would find a sandwich and a free
Coke and spend the rest of the night in the control room. | sat where
I could, usually the step between the control room’s two levels, staying
out of people’s way, watching.

It was a wonderful place to see what was happening in the conven-
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tion, but it was also the best place to watch how a convention was
covered. It was all centered in this dark little room, to which all the
pictures, telephone lines, and microphone feeds led. Sitting there |
was open to a dozen sources. | would look at pictures from the pool
or our own cameras and wonder why the director or the producers did
not use them on the air. But I was there on sufferance and knew
enough to keep my thoughts to myself—especially the one that we
were doing a mediocre job. | sampled the various news sources and
learned that the best information came through the earphone when
the knob was at “NBC Radio.” As I listened, | watched a dozen live
pictures at once. For me, it was like bathing in news. I never again
enjoyed a convention as much; but then, I never again saw a con-
vention for the first time.

When the Republicans went home, so did most of the journalists.
Although there was only one week between the two conventions, an
unusually short time, few wanted to hang around Chicago. The pro-
ducer of the News Caravan did. | learned later that his budget was
greatly helped by closing the New York studio for a month and putting
Swayze in a cheaper studio at the NBC facility in Chicago’s Mer-
chandise Mart. It was for that reason that he stayed in Chicago for the
week, as did Swayze, and Brinkley, and the director, and 1. It was a
dull week, but we made our way through it while the rest of NBC
News went back to New York to join those who had stayed behind
without convention assignments.

Those back in New York were observing the Radio Writers’” Guild
picket lines. Presumably, so would those returning home from Chi-
cago. There were secret exceptions; the man who wrote the scripts for
the weekly Gillette sports newsreel—Look Sharp! Feel Sharp! Be
Sharp!—carried his portable from New Jersey to a tavern at 107th
Street and Lexington Avenue. He passed the finished scripts, one at
a time, out the back door. Receiving the scripts was Julian Goodman,
the manager of the Washington bureau, who had been pressed into
service for the duration of the strike and was the (nonunion) writer of
record. Goodman later became my boss, as president and then chair-
man of NBC. It became one of my fonder imaginings to picture him
gingerly approaching the East 107th Street entrance of Farrell’s Bar
& Grill to wait in the rain for the door to open and a mysterious hand
to thrust a few pages of script at him.

To us, the strike was primarily a nuisance. Those back in New York,
uncomfortable and puzzled, took to calling me in Chicago: | really
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must honor the picket line, because without the News Caravan other
action against the company was piddling. Finally, reluctantly, I agreed.
It was the opposite of muscle tactics; it was the tyranny of weakness.
People needed help and | seemed to be the one denying it. | told those
who called, and then the executive secretary and the Chicago repre-
sentative of the radio writers, that | would observe a picket line if there
was one. Someone in the proper place with a proper sign would have
to bar my entrance, to proclaim a dispute in progress. After all, | was
not on strike; 1 was refusing to cross someone else’s picket line, pre-
sumably out of fear of violence, which the law allowed, and not out
of solidarity, which the law forbade.

The Chicago representative agreed. He informed me that one strik-
ing radio writer had stayed behind for just this contingency, someone
from ABC, a native of Chicago who had moved in with his mother.
He would call me. That was Tuesday.

Wednesday morming | arrived at the Merchandise Mart, a building
occupying a full block with entrances on all four streets, where NBC
occupied two floors. | walked twice around the block, past every en-
trance; | was unpicketed. 1 stood in a corridor reading the paper, then
made my round again. No one. | went up to the newsroom to begin
the day’s work.

Shortly before noon 1 received a call.

“This is your picket,” a voice whispered.

I had not thought of him as mine. “Where are you?” | asked.

“Downstairs.”

I found him in the coffee shop, at a far table, a slight, youngish,
baldish man with a file folder under one arm. | could see no picket
sign. “Where’s your picket sign?”

He held out the legal-sized manila folder with the top facing me
and furtively separated the two leaves, like someone in a Peter Arno
cartoon offering, “Feelthy pictures, m’soo?” On the inside of the folder,
hand-printed, in two-colored pencil, | could read: ABC/CBS/NBC—RADIO
WRITERS’ GUILD—ON STRIKE. No one had thought to leave behind a
real sign. | accepted being duly picketed and ordered coffee. As we
drank, | laid out rules: | would not work that day, but if they wanted
me to stay out tomorrow, it was up to him to be at the building picketing
by nine o’clock. We chose the entrance and exchanged telephone
numbers. | went back up to the newsroom.

In proper form, I told the producer that because of a labor dispute
that threatened my health and safety | was returning to my hotel.



OuTt oF THIN AIR/ 65

Brinkley could write the news scripts since he belonged to a different
union. Somebody said lunch, but it was too early, and besides, that
would be fraternizing. Bravely humming “Joe Hill,” | headed for the
cab stand and a lazy afternoon. It turned out to be a short one. At
five o’clock the executive secretary called from New York to tell me
that the strike had been settled. Unfortunately, it was not my single-
handed achievement. It was settled while the picket and I were having
coffee, but it hiad taken a few hours to ratify. When we hung up, |
telephoned the picket not to come tomorrow since his strike had ended.
His mother said he was at the beach.

Interestingly. the incident made me a little less junior. For a while
afterward, in the RCA Building in New York, | was known to some
as the one with his own personal picket. The graphics department
worked up a pleasant little cartoon which went up on my wall. Years
later, sitting on the founding committee of the Writers’ Guild of Amer-
ica, | had a radio writer throw up to me that in 1952 I had not honored
their picket line. Indeed I had, I answered, in my own good time.

The Democrats came to Chicago determined to learn from the
Republican errors they had so avidly followed on television. The party
chairman, Frank McKinney, announced that the “party of the people”
would hold no secret sessions; all committee meetings would be open
to television. The shadow of 1948 lay over everything—the conflict,
the bitterness, the riven party. Television was more central to the
Democratic convention than it had been to the Republican in im-
portant ways. Indeed, television had thrust the country into the year
of politics that spring with the New Hampshire primary, when the
junior senator from Tennessee, Estes Kefauver of the coonskin cap,
had defeated a local politician widely accepted as a “stalking horse”
or surrogate candidate for the President, Harry Truman.

It was the first primary ever to get television coverage. The networks
chased the candidates around the state in a way that seemed minimal
a few years later, but it was the biggest such effort to that time. Although
Republican candidates also met in the primary, and Eisenhower won
an anticipated victory, the race among the Democrats had received
the most attention. Kefauver went from New Hampshire to Wisconsin,
and from Wisconsin to South Dakota, network television on his heels
at every step, reporting him in news programs every evening. And
when Truman withdrew himself from nomination, that speech, too,
was on television.

Kefauver was heavily covered because he was popular, which itself
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was a product of the television coverage of his committee’s hearings
into the workings of organized crime. Those hearings glued hundreds
of thousands if not millions to their sets for days, watching a parade
of felons and racketeers, shady politicians and crooked cops. Few
indictments came out of the hearings; organized crime was not dis-
organized. But Estes Kefauver, who had reached the Senate by fighting
the Memphis political machine of Edward H. “Boss” Crump, emerged
as a crusading knight in armor. More liberal than his reputation, and
hiding a keen intellect behind country-boy speech, he arrived at the
convention with more committed delegates than any other candidate
for President, delegates he had won in the primaries. But primaries
were still a rarity, and “a lot” of delegates was less than a majority.
The combined party leadership could deny him the nomination. And
it did.

The leadership’s candidate was Governor Adlai Stevenson of lllinois,
who said he did not want the nomination, and there was every indi-
cation he meant it. Col. Jacob Arvey, Chicago’s Democratic boss and
a party power, wanted Stevenson to be the candidate. So did Harry
Truman—he detested Kefauver as a spoiler of good Democratic or-
ganizations. Truman was himself an accredited member of the Mis-
souri delegation, but for the first few days he stayed in the White House
watching the proceedings on television. In Chicago, Kansas City coun-
cilman Thomas Gavin, Truman’s alternate, refused to tell reporters
how he had been instructed to vote.

Monday morning, July 21, delegates and alternates found cards on
their seats reading, “Watch yourself—you may be on television.” They
were asked not to read newspapers, or yawn, or wear flashy jewelry.
Nose-picking was not specifically enjoined, but the warning broadly
hinted that television was an all-seeing eye. There might even be lip-
readers out there!

Learning from NBC Radio, NBC's television reporters roamed the
floor with portable microphones interviewing delegates. It was an im-
provised and disorganized way of getting to where the news was—on
the floor among the delegates—but without portable cameras, the
picture distracted from the interest. The only picture available to use
with the reporting came from the television pool, which did or did
not show from far away the reporter talking to someone in a crowd.
With three networks and some independent stations all relying on the
pool pictures, its producers and directors dared not favor us with the
picture we needed.
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Most of a long, dreary Monday session was spent on a battle over
a loyalty oath, not quite as strong as 1948’s but enough to set Southern
tecth on edge. After the adjournment, after the delegates had given
way to the sweepers, Robert C. Doyle, the organizer, executive pro-
ducer, and principal director of the television pool, went to the floor
to help set up cameras. Among a small cluster of idle onlookers he
saw Jake Arvey.

“Hey, did vou see any of that?” he asked.

Arvey replied that he had.

“That was really great television,” said Doyle.

Arvey was noncommittal. Doyle continued, “People are really get-
ting an insight into how this works.”

“Yes, perhaps,” said Arvey. “How many people do you think were
watching?”

“Millions,” said Doyle. “Fifty million, maybe eighty.” (In fact, he
had no idea, but he had to say something.)

Arvey shook his head. “We can’t do this any more,” he said. “It’s
not good for politicians to be seen fighting.”

On Thursday, July 24, the gavel sounded shortly after noon, Chicago
time. Before it did, Bill Henry announced that NBC News’s live
television coverage of the 1952 conventions now totaled one hundred
hours. He did not mention the All-Star game. After the gavel came
the roll call of the states for the purpose of placing in nomination.
Each candidate was allowed less hijinks time than at former Demo-
cratic conventions, but there were so many candidates! After eleven
hours the convention was just winding up placing the ninth name in
nomination. Mixed in with the music and the snake dances and the
streamers were points of order and fierce, impassioned debates about
the right to vote of delegates who had not signed a loyalty oath.

The cameras switched to outside the International Amphitheater,
where people with tickets to the cvening session were pushing and
shoving, trying to get in. Their tickets were useless. There was no
evening session. This was still the afternoon session, called to order
at noon.

Back inside, Senator Paul Douglas of Illinois moved for adjourn-
ment. Douglas was floor manager for the Kefauver campaign, which
realized it needed extra time to knit together an anti-Stevenson coali-
tion. The cameras showed Douglas below Chairman Rayburn’s lectern
shouting, “Mr. Chairman! . . . Mr. Chairman! . . .” his face dark-
ening, his voice hoarse, his frustration patent; finally Rayburn rec-
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ognized him. At the back of the hall, Douglas’s daughter was watching,
afraid her father would suffer a heart attack. “Oh, Daddy, don’t,” she
muttered to herself. “Oh, Daddy, don’t.” It was now midnight.

The party nabobs refused adjournment, and the debate on who
might vote was resumed. As it does once every four years, it seemed
that Democrats had never hated each other as they did at that moment.
Some wastepaper caught fire; a delegate who was a fireman seized a
microphone and successfully exhorted everyone to avoid panic; the
fire was put out. On television it was drama threatening to tip over
into tragedy; in the next day’s newspapers it was barely a paragraph.
At two in the morming, fifteen hours after it was called to order, the
longest continuous session in the history of political conventions was
adjourned. Delegates were told to be back in nine hours to choose
their candidate for President—one day late.

Before the delegates were seated the next morning, an NBC exec-
utive tricked David Brinkley into a small studio on the second floor
where, seen live across the entire network, he was shown film of his
wife and, for the first time, saw his son, born Tuesday in a Washington
hospital. Brinkley, a private man, swallowed his embarrassment and
kept his smile on for the camera. (Twenty-eight years later, that boy
won a Pulitzer Prize for his reporting from Cambodia.)

It took three ballots to nominate Adlai Stevenson, the last time any
party nomination would go to more than one ballot. A new era had
opened in the land, and like most new eras it was hardly recognized
for what it was, an era of live television coverage, whenever there was
access, whenever the event was so definite that it could be covered.
Few yet appreciated (and many still don’t), the differences between
live television and regular television news coverage. The latter is dis-
ciplined, edited, traditional. It has unique capacities but shares the
imperatives, verbal tradition, and sense of craft of news coverage in
all media. Live coverage is unique to television. Radio live coverage,
the only sort that is remotely comparable, is the sound of a human
standing in the presence of what is taking place and describing it. The
sounds of the event are never enough by themselves. The picture of
an event often is.

Live coverage is more than pointing the cameras and standing back.
Sporting events are the simplest form of live coverage. The event is
predictable; the outcome is not. Yet only for the aficionado can sports
be satisfactorily covered by cameras and noise alone. The same with
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news events. From the beginning, from 1952, the argument has raged.
Newspaper writers wanted less talk, or no talk atall. If the proceedings
were complicated, too bad; if they were dull, so be it.

Secing the Korean War on the Camel News Caravan got Americans
to accept that television was more than vaudeville, Milton Berle and
Fd Sullivan, wrestling and baseball, Dragnet and Howdy Doody. Net-
work live coverage of the 1952 conventions had them watching history
while it was happening. The presidential campaign that followed,
however, elicited no special effort from television news. There were
reporters and cameramen where candidates spoke and met voters. Film
was shipped to be transmitted for inclusion into evening news pro-
grams, processed, edited, scripted, and the script then spoken over the
film as part of the regular news presentation. The wire services did it
The newspapers did it. The television networks did it. They did not
do enough of it, but they did it.

From then on, increasingly, people in television news grew uncom-
fortable about what exactly their job was during presidential campaigns.
They covered them as important news events, but they felt, and were
told, that was too little. What appeared on regular news programs was
never enough for shadings and subtleties, issues and principles. Sunday
interview prograns, appearances on morning programs—did they
count as part of the coverage? When debates arrived, were they part
of television news or of television the medium? In time, the principal
topic of political coverage on television would be television, an amusing
anomaly for outsiders, a bed of nails for those inside.

The 1952 conventions made television a necessity in the American
home and gave it respect and status. If nothing else, sales of television
sets showed this to be true. Exploring space would provide major
occasions for live coverage; so would civil rights marches, parades of
heroes, in time ¢ven courtroom trials, but not most breaking news
events, the daily bread of news. Live coverage works only if there are
physical boundaries. This is not an ethical rule but a practical one,
There can be no live coverage from a battlefield, surely not from a
battle at sea. When Americas Cup races are shown on live television,
there is in the picture itself no sense of contest, only in the accom-
panying talk; the viewer cannot tell who js winning or by how much.
Live coverage must be able to encompass an cvent.

Mecting these criteria, live coverage of the 1952 conventions gave
Americans history and drama at the same time, a sense of being present
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at something both interesting and important. Four years old, American
network television entered American society. It was not noticed as
such; there were no learned analyses—yet.

Meanwhile, the Dad’s Root Beer billboard at the S-curve on Chi-
cago’s Lake Shore Drive, was being steadily modified as the political
year played itself out. After the Republicans left town, Taft and Fi-
senhower were painted out to make room for Stevenson and Kefauver.
Once the Democrats had nominated their candidate, Kefauver’s pic-
ture was erased and one of Eisenhower put up to face the one of
Stevenson. The challenging message was: “Which Dad Are You For?”

After the election, Eisenhower’s picture was kept, but Stevenson’s
was replaced in turn by a picture of a bottle of Dad’s Root Beer, with
the legend: “Two party favorites.” At this, Dad’s received a White
House letter asking that, with no slight intended to the root beer, the
sign come down because it might be construed as an endorsement.
Dad’s participation in the political process had ended.



NBC News returned from Chicago reasonably well satished with
itself. In less than a year, Bill McAndrew had made it an organization
capable of covering the 1952 conventions respectably, if not with
distinction. The production deficiencies obvious to some of us were
not McAndrew’s prime interest; he wanted to get on with expanding
news coverage, consolidating the organization, and bringing news on
television closer to his very traditional view of what news should be
in whatever medium. But soon Pat Weaver’s irritation with NBC News
began to show, and for the next few years it darkened the atmosphere
and sometimes distorted what we were trying to do. We did not yet
know that all this time relations between Weaver and Sarnoff had been
deteriorating, and Pat may unknowingly have been taking it out on
us—on McAndrew, mostly.

In these formative years we were feeling our way to what came to
be called documentaries and magazine programs. Now that we seemed
to be in control of daily news presentation, with the hugely successful
News Caravan in the evenings and Today settled down in the morn-
ings, the feeling was growing that we could be doing more. New ways
of presenting news had to be found. We had to overcome the obstacle
of NBC News and NBC management often working at cross purposes
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while See It Now on CBS was becoming better and stronger and being
recognized as major American journalism.

Although he took little part in the clog dance about “our answer to
Murrow,” Weaver kept at McAndrew about something he called “fea-
ture news.” At the time, the low status of news at NBC was reflected
in the fact that news, that is McAndrew, reported to X who reported
to Y who reported to Pat Weaver. For example, the protocol for in-
terrupting a program with a news bulletin was so rigid that by the time
we got the okay, the bulletin might no longer be news. And almost
every time they met, Weaver asked why McAndrew wasn’t pestering
him for more time for “feature news.” McAndrew would ask for specific
examples: “What sort of thing did you have in mind, Pat?”

“Oh, please. 1 shouldn’t have to tell you, of all people, what news is.”

And McAndrew would then walk back to his office, bent slightly
forward, his feet shuffling, the way lie did when the world got to be
too much and the inmates threatened to take over the asylum. He
called in Green and me, and we would brood together. To us, coming
out of daily print journalism, “features” meant news out of the main-
stream, human interest, or humor, or foibles, the kind of news that
plays below the middle of the page, usually two columns wide under
an italic headline. We would search newspapers and wires for “fea-
tures” about children and animals, someone who had invented a new
dance step, the last doctor who made house calls, and the like—“cat
in a tree” stories, we called them. We were puzzled that such stuff
could interest the great Weaver, who boasted he had won ballet its
biggest audience in history with a single network performance and had
invited Albert Finstein to come on NBC to explain the theory of
relativity. We would assemble a list of “features,” which McAndrew
would give to Weaver at their next meeting. Weaver would read it
and toss it back with a wearied, “No, that’s not what | meant.” After
the scene played several times, the badgering stopped, but McAndrew
knew in his heart he stood poorly with his boss, and he did not know
why. This went on for months.

A few years later, sitting in a suburban movie theater with my wife,
I read the opening words on the screen, “An RKO Theater Feature
Presentation,” and | suddenly realized what Weaver had been after.
“Feature.” Not short subject. Not cartoon. Not what newspaper people
called a “feature story” but what movie people called “a full-length
feature”—in fact, “An NBC News Feature Presentation.” Weaver
wanted documentaries but did not know how to say it! And we, frus-
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trated at not doing documentaries, could not divine what he had in
mind. By the time I understood, Weaver had long since left NBC,
documentaries were an accepted part of what we did, and network
news had achieved status and recognition both inside the networks and
in the country. On Monday morning | told McAndrew 1 had found
the key to the mystery. He just smiled; to him it no longer mattered,
but I felt as though | had deciphered the Rosetta stone.

While we were looking for “features” for Weaver, CBS’s See It Now
was developing strongly. Faithfully watched by the kind of people
whose approval means prestige, it nevertheless disturbed few of the
anointed in its first couple of years. For the first months, necessarily,
they reported a lot on the presidential year and its politics, but they
found many of their stories abroad, making tangible such places as
Germany, South Africa, and Israel.

Like everv such program for the next forty years and beyond, See
It Now tried to enrapture the audience with the magic its professionals
found in the liveness of live television. One such report showed a new
thing called a computer. In two-way live sound and picture com-
munication with Edward R. Murrow, an operator showed what the
computer could do, ending by programming its beeps to sound out a
Christmas carol. See It Now was not all portentous. But to the audience
Murrow meant portent, the planes of his face, the resonance of his
baritone, the way he intoned his invariable closing, “Good night and
good luck,” implying, “You’ll probably need it.”

From the (envious) NBC newsroom came:

“No one’s brow furrows
Like Edward R. Murrow’s.”

Murrow’s increasing impact on America was derived, to a consid-
erable degree, from his personality, though not entirely. There was
also the way CBS supported his undertakings. 1 believe that at NBC,
which tried to hire him at least once, Murrow would have achieved
far less, just as I believe he would have been less successful as a tenor.
Finally, there was, from the very first day, a symbiosis between the
infant television, born when the Berlin airlift was less than a month
old, and the Cold War, which Murrow and See It Now used to good
effect.

Because early television needed things to show, and because the
Cold War gave it point and drama, there was in those days a lot of
live coverage of United Nations debates, such as that of the Security
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Council during the crisis over the Soviet incursion into northern Iran
and the Council and the General Assembly uniting the world against
the invasion of South Korea. Sir Gladwyn Jebb and Andrei Gromyko
became stars and a veto was more dramatic than a soap opera. When
the General Assembly, waiting for its headquarters to be built, held
its annual meeting in Paris, the Ford Foundation paid NBC for a
special program every night for all those weeks, ilm flown back daily
to be narrated by historian Arthur Schlesinger, Jr. Again, the feeling
was that regular news coverage was not enough. Additional programs
were needed to explain things better.

Newscasts were being criticized as inadequate, and live coverage,
in many ways perfect television, left journalism prey to manipulation
by those who controlled the events being covered. It was also a Cold
War story when Senator Joseph McCarthy of Wisconsin won instant,
permanent fame pursuing the Communist conspiracy he said was at
the heart of U.S. government. His stage was the Senate hearing room,
and his hearings were open to television. He not only found no Com-
munists; he slowed down those who might. But it was theater, and
the cavalier disregard of rights, and even lives, behind the shield of
senatorial immunity was ignored by most of the audience and added
to the drama for others.

Just as McCarthy’s hearings were open to live television, so were
those of various other committees of the House and Senate that elected
to look into matters of subversion and security, and they are remem-
bered as McCarthy’s although they were not. It became rather a jum-
ble. The coverage was extensive, if not always live, all echoing the
other media at a time when many major newspapers felt they had to
have in-house journalists who specialized in the evils of communism,
like Frederick Woltman of Scripps-Howard or Victor Riesel of the New
York Post. It became a special “beat” among a newspaper’s other special
beats like medicine, architecture, or the Mafia, and was vigorously
promoted. Among those seized by a common urge to root out sub-
version, a few of the legislators and their staffs probably felt they were
protecting their country. But [ also remember Roy Cohn’s mother
calling Bill McAndrew every day there was a hearing to ask if Roy
would be “on the television” that night.

The Cold War concern with security and secrecy, grounded in an
atmosphere of international danger, fanned by demagogues and fed
by fear, was duly reported as news. The reporting was not submissive,
but it was deadpan, because that is how twentieth-century American
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journalists report important matters. Demagogues learned to manip-
ulate reporting so that when a senator or anyone else who was libel-
proof made an outrageous charge, the fact that he made the charge
was the news, but reporting that news gave currency to the charge.
Casual viewers or readers might easily accept as fact the substance of
the charge, often a malicious lie. It took American journalists a long
time to recognize this trap and look for a way to avoid it. One way
would have been for reporters themselves to look into the charges and
report their findings. But they never had the time. Murrow had not
only the time but the guts.

Late in 1953, Murrow broadcast the first of several programs that
promoted him from the history of journalism to the history of the
United States. A U.S. Air Force lieutenant had been discharged as a
security risk because his Serbian immigrant father might have Com-
munist sympathies. A See It Now special program about the case drew
enough public attention so that the secretary of the air force reviewed
and then rescinded the dismissal. The audience got to see the ma-
chinery and machinations that went into such cases, into the much
reported but little appreciated hunt for subversives, “security risks,”
and other proclaimed threats to the Republic.

A program a few wecks later also responded to the atmosphere of
the time. It dealt with the refusal of an American Legion post in
Indianapolis to rent its hall to the local American Civil Liberties
Union. Then, in March 1954, See It Now presented its famous half
hour about McCarthy. Some have seen this program as the catalyst
in McCarthy’s downfall. Some who came later suggest that McCarthy
was already falling and it made no difference. The argument is scho-
lastic: CBS did it—See It Now did it—no one else.

CBS gave McCarthy airtime to answer Murrow. Speaking alone
into a camera was a new context for him, and he was not very effective.
He went back to his more accustomed activities, but, in time, Eisen-
hower had had enough. McCarthy tried to use his biggest weapon,
the hearings of his committee, to bully the U.S. Army on behalf of
a young staff assistant who had been drafted. McCarthy dragged the
secretary of the army himself before the live cameras, and it was finally
too much. The Senate rose up against McCarthy, and President Ei-
senhower came out from behind his neutrality. It was no longer enough
that McCarthy helped Republicans get elected. A Senate committee
formally, and on live television, examined his fitness to serve; he was
censured, and became a spent force.
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In the spring of 1955, See It Now lost its sponsor, Alcoa, and its
regular spot in prime time, although everyone denied the reasons were
political. For the next three years it was a series of occasional docu-
mentaries. At NBC, meanwhile, the chivvying about finding the “an-
swer to Murrow” died down because that kind of journalism was seen
to mean trouble, or because boredom set in, or both. During See It
Now’s three years of regular weekly broadcasts, from 1952 until it lost
its sponsorship and its regular slot in 1955, NBC broadcast very few
special news programs.

In all of 1952, except for programs that were part of the coverage
of a presidential election year, the only NBC program that might be
considered special was a live tour of the White House. President Tru-
man showed NBC'’s correspondent Frank Bourgholtzer through the
historic rooms and played “The Missouri Waltz” for him. Truman
had already announced he would not stand for reelection, and he was
relaxed and charming as he guided the audience through the historic
rooms. Truman and Bourgholtzer were friendlier and more comfort-
able with each other on live television than Mrs. John F. Kennedy
and Charles Collingwood were on film a decade later, yet the historic
quality of the carlier program has generally gone unnoted. As George
Raft's manager said to him in a movie in which he played a solo
dancer, “A gal gives them something to look at.”

The following year, the pressure inside the news division, incor-
porating management’s embarrassment in the face of See It Now, the
professionals’ need to go beyond the fifteen-minute nightly newscast,
and, no doubt, individual envy and ego, became too big to ignore.
Three major news events in 1953 moved NBC management to give
us airtime for special programs. These were in response to events after
they happened, not a commitment to schedule a different kind of
program regularly, but we welcomed the opportunity anyway. A col-
league broadcast a Korean War chronology after the cease-fire, and |
won the other two.

On Thursday, March 5, 1953, the wire services rang their BULLETIN
bells for the official announcement of the death of Joseph Stalin.
Reports that he was ill, rumors that he was dead, had dominated the
news for almost a week. Without the details that would come only
much later, we had spent the week guessing and improvising. No later
generation can quite appreciate how Stalin bestrode the world scene
or the rumblings that were heard after his death.

He was an absolute ruler in dimensions unknown to European
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tradition, more like an emperor of old China than any dictator we
knew, but also one of our recent Allies, the one whose country paid
most for World War Il victory, and a proclaimed believer in benefiting
mankind and righting injustice. Only later did his successors refer to
him in opprobrious terms that only his most rabid enemies used about
him when he was alive, reviling his words, degrading his memory,
and even questioning his sanity.

During those nervous days, a man carrying a heavy, well-worn
leather valise turned up unannounced at the cramped television news
offices in the RCA Building. (We had been moved downtown from 106th
Street because Bill McAndrew insisted we work where he could watch
us.) The man was nondescript and skinny, with thinning dirty-blond
hair and a light-colored, vaguely mauve, prominently striped, poorly
fitting double-breasted suit. He claimed to be from Moscow, a film
editor in one of the Soviet film studios; and he claimed to have defected.
He unbuckled the two scuffed leather straps and opened the valise.

Inside was a jumble of film reels of all sizes that added up to a
picture history of Russia, Stalin and Trotsky, the czar and the Revo-
lution, World War [ and World War II. He claimed he filched it.
There was Grand Duke Alexander, the czar'’s uncle, skinny-dipping
with the other generals who were supposed to be holding the Fastern
front against Paul von Hindenburg and Erich Ludendorff. (“See, he
grebs heem by the bolls.”) There were scenes of World War Il that
we could get from our own library, but there were pictures in that
valise none of us had ever seen before, pictures that added to what
was known. Grigory Zinovyev and Lev Kamenev and Nikolai Buk-
harin, the early victims of the Stalin purges, pictures that official Soviet
agencies, anxious as they were for dollars, would refuse to sell us.
Trotsky organizing the Red Army, and other pictures we have seen
dozens of times since but not before.

Some of the film was 35mm, some of it 16mm. Some of it was
print, some of it was negative—not the original negative, but a negative
made from a print. Some of it was clean and free of rips and blemishes,
but most of it was not. Money was discussed and a deal was made in
some other office, and on Friday morning | was assigned to put together
a half-hour obituary of Stalin for broadcast Sunday afternoon. George
Roney, the man with the valise, stood beside me as | worked, iden-
tifying whose picture that was and what he was doing. George was
good at identification, but otherwise he mostly told jokes.

The program | put together, Before and After Stalin, tried to be
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historical. Roney’s film provided about half the program, stretching
back to Russia’s disastrous defeat in World War I, the 1917 revolutions,
his ilm of Lenin on the back platform of the train bringing him to
the Finland Station, Stalin taking over, the purges that would leave
Russia weakened when Hitler invaded, the personal exaltation of Sta-
lin, all the usual stuff. . . . Then the news boys, especially Georgi
Malenkov, Stalin’s successor as the Party’s general secretary (which to
us sophisticates meant he would be the next dictator); Lavrenti Beria,
head of the secret police, and Vyacheslav Molotov, the ultimate func-
tionary, the Lepidus. It was all good stuff, pictures with the special
scratches and jerkiness that signal they are history. If I had not seen
them before that meant most of the audience had not seen them either.

The script marked a change in history and tried to speculate about
what could be expected from those who were coming after. Reports
out of Moscow identified Malenkov as having been Stalin’s private
secretary, and the script made some joke about history’s most successful
private secretary. Jack Gould, television critic of The New York Times,
picked that line for special mention. He thought it was courageous. |
found it a sorry use of words that the august Times could see courage
in an American television network poking mild fun at a Soviet official.
Gould was often hard to follow, but he was important—and he liked
the program.

Jack Gould liked the program!

He had especially high praise for Henry Cassidy, the correspondent
who read my script. But that is a condition of employment in my line
of work. I was by then in my third year writing the News Caravan for
Swayze, and | was used to it. What counted was that Gould, that the
Times, had reviewed the program favorably. This was important to
McAndrew because it was important to Pat Weaver, and to those in
between, the people up the line. Gould’s influence on how important
people in television regarded their own work and that of each other
has never been duplicated. A bad review by the drama critic of the
Times can merely bankrupt a Broadway show by influencing the
sale of tickets. Jack Gould influenced the bosses! He was not a very
profound man, but he was honest and he tried. The ridiculous reach
of his influence was not his fault. His judgments were old-maidish,
his writing tortured, and his tastes unsophisticated, but his power was
palpable.

Gould’s approval meant that getting the next special program on
the air would be easier. When workers in Fast Berlin rioted against
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the Communist government of East Germany, we asked again for a
special time period. The anomaly that was West Berlin enabled West-
emn journalists—and, above all, Western television—to see behind
the border that the Communist governments tried to hold impervious
against them. The arrangements among the Allies after the victory
over Hitler had given each of them—American, Soviet, British, and
French—a sector of Berlin to occupy, even though the city was more
than a hundred miles east of the border between the zone of Germany
occupied by the Russians and the zones occupied by the other three.

The Russian-occupied sector of Berlin became East Berlin, the
capital of East Germany, and the other three sectors joined to form
West Berlin, an entrepreneurial city affiliated with distant West Ger-
many. As the two halves of the advanced world moved further and
further apart, and faced each other with ever-increasing hostility, Berlin
was where vou could see it: the airlift, the East German brain drain,
and, in time, the Wall. For West against East, it was a listening post,
an irritant, a propaganda billboard. The terms of the Occupation
dictated free movement throughout the city, for East and West Ber-
liners and especially for military and civilian citizens of the four oc-
cupving powers. That included newsfilm cameramen. Nowhere else
in the world did the Cold War and television mesh more closely. They
needed each other, and they affected each other.

When East Berlin workers rebelled against production quotas, ra-
tioned food, inflation, and hardship, Western eyes saw their rebellion.
It began when a handful demonstrated before the Ministry of Labor,
which a camera with a reasonably long lens could see from the Western
sector. There had been no warning, so the best that came out of that
day were a few scenes. Over the next few days the unrest exploded
into protest marches, still unheard of inside any Communist country,
and the troops were called out. Western journalists tried to get close
but were, illegally, kept or driven away. The troops opened fire, wound-
ing and killing demonstrators. After it was over, the city of West Berlin
held a memorial service for the dead of East Berlin. Konrad Adenauer,
the chancellor, came from Bonn. The band played “Ich Hatt’ Einen
Kameraden.” The bureau in Berlin supplied film to the News Caravan
night after night. It was an amazing phenomenon, not only the revolt
of the oppressed, but being able to see it.

By happy coincidence, Gary Stindt was in New York when it hap-
pened. He had to forgo his vacation to run his bureau by transatlantic
telephone and helped us write scripts for News Caravan. Stindt and
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[ talked McAndrew into asking Weaver to give us time for a special
report. The request was not welcomed, but neither was it dismissed
out of hand. We eventually got the time, but not right away, when
public interest was greatest. We would have to wait until after the
Fourth of July, when audiences grew smaller, and to incorporate our
special about the riots in Fast Berlin into a series Pat Weaver had
always wanted to do. Trouble Spots it would be called, a look at various
loci of international tension with explanation of the causes and history
of whatever was the conflict.

Weaver’s bent for the didactic, which I explained to myself as his
wall against the audience, was nowhere better expressed than in this
formulation for a series of which | produced the only “episode.” The
Trouble Spots idea seemed to me uniquely unsuited to the retelling
of a phenomenal event. But we had progressed from 2:00 p.m. Sunday,
when we had observed Stalin’s death, to 8:00 p.M. Wednesday. It may
have been the Wednesday after the Fourth of July, but we were actually
going on the air in prime time!

After a short opening nod to the Trouble Spots idea, we told our
story, from the little crowd that first day far away in front of East
Germany’s Ministry of Labor to the ineradicable images of men throw-
ing stones at tanks in the Pottsdammerplatz. This was before Poznan,
or Budapest, or Prague. That voiceless thousands inside a Communist
dictatorship might rise up in protest, in physical defiance, was some-
thing we had never known, a possibility we hardly granted. And here
it was, happening where we could see it.

The point of our program was: In our society, whatever its short-
comings, the fissures and rents were there for everyone to see, to
criticize, to speak, or to act against.

The workers’ riots in Fast Berlin were especially important, because
events and conditions “behind the Curtain” could usually only be
judged from smuggled hints, self-serving accounts, and often mere-
tricious official versions. Showing the film of the workers’ rebellion
literally lifted the curtain. Berlin would serve the same function for
international reporting that cloud chambers do for nuclear physicists,
a place where the invisible can be tracked for the human eye.

It was, however, luck that brought Gary Stindt to New York while
the riots were going on in East Berlin. He had come to interest
McAndrew and NBC management in some film he had made on his
own using that very long lens he had got in a pawnshop for two cartons
of PX cigarettes when he had reentered his native Germany in 1945.
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Seven years later, he had finally put the lens to use. e had spent the
winter filming the last survivors of the Nazi leadership, who had been
shut away from all human sight—except that of their guards—since
the Nuremberg trials. It was an old-fashioned scoop.

The seven top Nazis who had not been sent to the gallows by the
Allied War Crime Tribunal had been imprisoned in a massive red-
brick prison in the once-independent village of Spandau in West Ber-
lin. Stindt had rented the attic of a bakery across from Spandau prison
so he could film through the window into the exercise yard. He fastened
his 28-inch lens to a 16mm silent film camera and set it on a tripod
looking out the attic window. Whenever he could spare a few hours,
he would go to the bakery in Spandau, wait for activity in the exercise
yard, and expose a few feet of film. If he was caught it would be a
criminal offense. A few times that winter, boys pointed up at his attic
window, and he had to move his camera back so it could not be seen
from the strect, but he was never challenged.

He kept on filming whenever he could, although he was too far
away for his eye to see whom he was filming. After the film was
developed and a print made, he compared the pictures of the shuffling
figures in their dyed U.S. Army greatcoats and pillbox prisoners’ hats
with newsreels and still pictures of the seven Nazi leaders in their
prime. This is how he puzzled out whose picture he had taken. Ru-
dolph Hess, tall, stooped, skinny, was unmistakable as he hoed in the
little patch of garden assigned to him. Konstantin von Neurath and
Albert Speer were almost as casy to recognize. A couple of the others
would occasionally come close enough to the wall of the yard so their
features were distinguishable on the film. One of those was Karl Don-
itz, the grand admiral whom Hitler, about to commit suicide in the
bunker, had named Fiihrer, an honor he had held for seven days. All
that winter, an hour or two at a time, Gary made his films of the
prisoners in the exercise yard, of the guards in the towers, of the
ceremonial changing of the guard once a month, Soviet to American,
American to British, British to French. It did not add up to a lot of
film, but it was truly ilm no one else had, film of Hess, Speer, von
Neurath, Donitz, Erich Raeder, Walter Funk, Baldur von Schirach.
In 1953, those were still names.

A half dozen of us were shown the film, and we were fascinated,
none more than Bill McAndrew, who immediately scheduled a screen-
ing for some of the top echelon of NBC. McAndrew had the journalist’s
sense that here was something exciting because it was exclusive, be-
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cause it was surreptitious, because the drama of the subject was all
mixed up with the drama of getting the pictures. He invited Weaver
and all the leaders of his programming staff; he invited his own superior
and his superior’s superior; he invited top people from Sales; he invited
someone from each department. He also invited Brig. Gen. David
Sarnoff, chairman of the board of the Radio Corporation of America,
of which NBC was a subsidiary.

McAndrew asked me to come with him to the screening. Stindt was
there and a couple of others. The hour arrived, and we were alone.
No one had come to our screening. It was insulting, and it was de-
pressing. Then, five minutes late, Sarnoff walked in. Bill introduced
him to us, sat him down, locked the door to the screening room, and
waved to the projectionist to roll the film. Sarnoff was as taken with
it as we were. Meanwhile, word had spread through the halls that “the
General” had come down from RCA and was in NBC, in a ninth-
floor screening room, looking at some film of Billy McAndrew’s. Vice
presidents and executive vice presidents straightened their ties and
hastened to the ninth floor. They pounded on the door. McAndrew
ignored them. They rattled the deorknob, pounded on the door again,
even shouted. Finally, Bill opened the door a crack and said, “We're
already halfway through and I don’t want to disturb the General. I'll
set up another screening if you'd like.”

There was nothing they could do. They went away.

Sarnoff, meanwhile, watched every foot of the film, and paid close
attention to Stindt’s descriptions and explanations. He liked it and
congratulated Stindt. To McAndrew he said, “I think that ought to
go on the television. Talk to Robert about it.” Robert Sarnoff, his
oldest son, was then vice president in charge of NBC's (entertainment)
film division.

It illustrates the organization’s sociology and politics that in the
summer of 1953, when the founder of NBC, chairman of its corporate
parent—by any measure the man who owned the store—said he
wanted a program put on the air, it still took almost a year. News was
so little regarded by the people who really ran the network that Sarnoff’s
approval was barely enough to get the program produced and shown
at all. It finally went on the air, on a Sunday afternoon, when it would
interfere with nothing important. That, too, is the history of broad-
casting.

The wheels finally began rolling early in 1954, when McAndrew
told me he had a date and a time period and asked me to make a
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program out of Stindt’s ilm. For a dozen wecks or so after that, every
lunch hour, | went from 30 Rockefeller Plaza to 105 East 106th Street
where film and editing had remained when the rest of us had moved
downtown. An editor and | screened the material. We also ordered
from our library, and from others around town, newsreel footage of
each of the seven, of the Nazi era, of Germany after defeat. The drama
came when we showed those newsreels of Hess, young, in full uniform,
eyebrows beetling, striding with his Fiihrer, then marching with his
troops, and finally cut to Stindt’s pictures of the stooped figure in the
dyed prisoner’s overcoat, pillbox hat, under guard, a hoe in his hands.
We did that with all seven, one at a time.

It was Ozymandias, but it was also Nazis. We mixed in pictures of
Kristallnacht; we showed the liberation of some concentration camps.
At the end, the script said we hoped that the Germans now so important
to us in the new We/They world were not like the Germans we had
just shown. We were not sure, but one had to hope. The commentator,
who read the script, was Joseph C. Harsch, of the Christian Science
Monitor, whom McAndrew liked to use from time to time partly
because it helped fend off Weaver’s constant wooing of “someone from
the Times.” Harsch told me that when he was next in Bonn, Adenauer
scolded him like a schoolboy because of that script.

The Road to Spandau won me my first award, the Sigma Delta Chi
Award for television writing, and it got me off the News Caravan. My
new boss was Ted Mills, an entertainment producer from the famous
“Chicago school” of television programs that flourished at NBC’s Mid-
west studios at the dawn of television. Bored and unemployed, he had
told his friend Pat Weaver he would like to do a fact series, to give
NBC’s nonfiction “new perspectives.” McAndrew swallowed the insult
but insisted the series be nominally within News, and that one of “his
people” be number two in the production unit. My award made me
acceptable to Mills as not simply one of those News dodos. The series
would be called Background, the commentator would be Joseph C.
Harsch. Thus, when See It Now was almost three years old, NBC
News got itself a series—of sorts.

We did some good things: the British leaving East Africa; an analysis
of the hostilities in the French colonies of Southeast Asia; the story of
a nationalist Chinese student in the United States who had criticized
Chiang Kai-shek, whereupon the Taiwanese embassy had tricked the
State Department into sending him back to mainland China and cer-
tain imprisonment. But after a good evening time period or two during
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the summer, we were moved to Sunday afternoon; the promised weekly
series appeared once a month. NBC did not believe in us. The death
of Background was only a matter of time as inertia finally resulted in
nonexistence. The publicity and promotion departments were not told
to help; there was no effort to build an audience with continuity; there
was no feeling of NBC’s commitment to the series or to the idea of
the series. And that was the way things would always happen at NBC."
First the producer went, then Harsch found better things to do, and
finally I became producer by default for the last two programs and we
closed the books. Whatever it was, it was not Weaver’s kind of news.
There were no live pictures of the front pages of newspapers, no leaders
of thought or government ducking the cameras or agreeing to say a
few self-serving words. Background expired unmourned, by us as well
as by Pat Weaver.

My closest dealings with Weaver were in 1955, on a program he
had doubts about and | was sure should not be done. He ordered the
program because it was all he or anyone could think of to replace a
sudden hole in the schedule. I did it to get out of something I wanted
to do even less. Unfortunately, it was just one of many good lessons
[ was to get in how television really works.

NBC'’s biggest nonfiction success up to then had been a series called
Victory at Sea, the story of the U.S. Navy during World War II, no
more than a compilation of newsreel footage but done with such style,
skill, and breadth that it may well have been the outstanding hit of
television’s early years. The original score was by Richard Rodgers,
whose record of it became a smash best-seller. The producer was Henry
J. Salomon, known as “Pete,” a young historian who had scrved in
the navy during the war. Weaver's plan to put the project inside News
foundered on Salomon’s opposition and that of a tired old-timer named
Frank McCall, McAndrew’s predecessor at the head of TV news, who
wanted nothing to do with it. It would only be trouble, McCall told
me later.

After the success of Victory at Sea, Pete Salomon embarked on a
history of the world. This allowed him to keep together some of the
talented people he had assembled and find more drama and coherence
in assembling old newsreels. The rise of Nazism, the rise of com-
munism, the rise of the American cowboy—they sought new insights
in the retelling of old stories. Once or twice a year a theme of epic
dimensions, a lilting script declaimed in the elegant voice of a golden-
throated actor named Alexander Scourby, would find its way to tele-
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vision while critics swooned. The series title was Project XX—for
twentieth century—the separation between it and the News department
being rigorously maintained by both sides. When the newsreel archives
were exhausted, or too many other people learned to use them, post-
cards, still photos, and paintings were substituted in examining the
lives of Abraham Lincoln, Jesus Christ, and others. The series con-
tinued for several years beyond Pete Salomon’s death, always getting
serious attention and high praise.

The very first of the series was scheduled for 8:00 to 9:00 p.m.
Sunday, July 17, 1955. Even in summer, this was a desirable time.
On Sundays at 8:00, CBS presented one of the stalwarts of early
television, Ed Sullivan’s variety program, and NBC put forth its ro-
tation of some of the most successful comedians of the time, Dean
Martin and Jerry Lewis, Jimmy Durante, even Fred Allen and Bob
Hope. That hour was allotted to Pete Salomon to tell America about
the rise of communism, the emergence of Stalin, the hatching of his
international conspiracy, and the new dictatorship that had succeeded
him. It was to be called “Nightmare in Red.” A new dimension of
entertainment and enlightenment was awaited.

An ABC announcement upset everything. Instead of the usual old
movie, ABC announced that it would broadcast live coverage of the
grand opening of Disneyland in Anaheim, California. The auspicious-
ness of the event was yet only partly appreciated, but that was enough
to strike terror into Ed Sullivan. He charged home early from his
vacation to bolster his run-of-the-mill off-season lineup that night with
his physical presence, to seek out the best and biggest star available,
who turned out to be Ethel Merman—close enough, especially for a
summer night. Suddenly, “Nightmare in Red,” sitting in its ilm can
awaiting a cue to enlighten America, faced some of the biggest names
in American show business: Sullivan, Merman, and, towering above
them, Walt Disney, a presence as big as Stalin. The competition,
morcover, was live.

Salomon wrote to Pat Weaver asking him to withdraw “Nightmare
in Red” from its widely advertised time slot. ‘I'he next day, he argued,
all right-thinking people on the planet would focus their hopes on
Geneva, where the leaders of the divided world would meet to resolve
differences, ameliorate tensions, and restore confidence and tranquil-
lity to mankind. President Eisenhower would be there, and Prime
Minister Anthony Eden, and Edgar Faure, the premier of France.
They would be meeting for the first time the new leaders of the Soviet
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Union, the ones who had displaced the ones who had originally suc-
ceeded Stalin, Marshal Nikolai Bulganin, who had rebuilt the Red
Army, and a fat little Communist Party functionary who usually trav-
eled with him named Nikita Khrushchev.

Since “Nightmare in Red” concentrated on the evils visited by Soviet
dictators both on their own people and on the world, it would be
discordant for NBC to show it the night before the Big Four met.
Would it not be more appropriate, Salomon went on, to do a program
about the meeting in Geneva the next day, and how the world’s hopes
were wrapped up in its outcome? Salomon himself would be pleased
to work up such a program if he were not so busy with his next attempt
to make this a wiser, and therefore better, place.

During all this, 1 was involved in another Pat Weaver project,
perhaps his favorite, an idea he had been promoting for several years
to all who would listen and to all whose attention he could command.
He wanted NBC to show, on live television, places and events all over
the world, bringing them into one program to give a sense of simul-
taneous activity, the ultimate expression of television as a window
(which is the way people talked back then). It would be called Wide,
Wide World, a phrase taken directly from his Dartmouth College alma
mater hymn. From time to time, Weaver would summon a meeting
of a dozen or so of his closest executive associates and favorite producers
for an unstructured discussion of how to get Wide, Wide World on
the air. It was, as usual, all but impossible to get Weaver to put in
words what he expected the program to contain, so ideas would be
thrown in by the others while he would throw them back out. Finally,
one of the producers present, said, “Pat, what you want us to show is
what your social class does on a Sunday afternoon.”

The logjam was broken when Pat put someone outside his social
class in charge of the program. Barry Wood had been a singer on Your
Lucky Strike Hit Parade in the heyday of network radio. During World
War II, his had been one of the best-known voices in America because
it was his voice heard singing “Any Bonds Today?,” the U.S. Treasury
song played every hour on every station. In television’s early days, he
had produced musical variety series at CBS with titles like Places,
Please and 54th Street Revue. He was a plodding, basic man who had
made it the hard way, sustained by the attitudes and ostentatiously
carthy vocabulary of people whose world is vaudeville.

Comedies, tragedies, and not a few operas have been built on the
insertion of a humble son of the soil into the company of the effete
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and attenuated. Barry Wood was neither humble nor of the soil, but
after all those others had talked and talked, it was he who took Wide,
Wide World and put it on the air. A sample, or pilot, was booked for
June 27, and he began by finding producers to do the segments that
would add up to that first, experimental program. | could not pretend
| was unavailable. Background had been decently interred, the News
Caravan writer whom | had replaced when he was called back into
the army reserves had returned from service, and | had nothing to
show for my salary each week. Wood reasoned that a live segment
from just inside the Canadian border and another from just inside the
Mexican border would make the program seem international. Since
I was from Canada, he sent me to prepare a quarter-hour segment
from the Shakespeare Festival in Stratford, Ontario.

My problem was that all my experience was in news. My other
problem was that I had no other job and could not turn this one down.
I enlisted John Goetz, who had directed Background and also had
extensive experience directing television entertainment. Together we
went first to Toronto to visit the CBC—and the engineers and mobile
unit managers who presumably would provide us with our picture, if
we got around to having one. Then we went on to Stratford, a lovely
little place, not at all overgrown yet, where we looked at swans on a
river self-consciously called the Avon and the theater and the town.
Goetz and | plotted where cameras should be and what would take
place in front of them and might we be allowed into the theater—the
answer was no—and such questions as what would be our beginning,
middle, and end. All this time, | was wondering what was | doing
there and how could I get out of it.

We drove back to the Toronto airport with two CBC technical
managers who had come down to Stratford to walk through the sites
and tell us if they would work. We were also joined by the executive
producer Barry Wood had hired, Fred Rickey, a man of long expe-
rience in musical theater and variety, not unlike Wood himself in
attitude and background, although physically quite different—thin,
nervous, a chain-smoker. | was jammed in front with the driver and
his partner; Goetz was in back with the executive producer and his
secretary. As Lake Ontario slipped by in the dark, the CBC pair talked
over their shoulders to the only one in the car worth talking to, the
executive producer from New York.

They told him that one of the CBC national network’s outstanding
successes of the past season had been an hour given over to a French
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pantomimist named Marcel Marceau. The CBC had never had such
a response—telephone calls, letters, reviews in the newspapers. The
CBC program chiefs were planning to bring him back to do another
program. NBC could do a lot worse than get him.

Rickey was duly impressed. He asked them to spell the name so his
secretary could write it down.

The driver and his mate went on in their enthusiasm. They were
sure NBC would have a bit hit if they devoted one of those big specials
they were always doing to someone who would surely be an interna-
tional star very soon.

From the backseat, silence. We were now east of Hamilton, moving
moderately fast on an empty highway. | watched the lights and the
lake. Fred Rickey spoke.

“This here Marcel,” he said, “does he work in English or in
French?”

When I got back to New York, McAndrew told me that | was relieved
of the Wide, Wide World segment. Instead, I was to produce a program
about the Big Four meeting soon to take place. Wide, Wide World
went on without me. There was in fact a well-executed segment about
the Shakespeare Festival at Stratford, Ontario, but it was on film, as
was another from Tijuana starring the Mexican comedian Cantinflas.
Why live television was replaced by film for the “international” seg-
ments of the program | was never told. | assume that someone had
learned the hard way that putting a live camera in a given place at a
given time did not guarantee there would be something to take a picture
of.

The lesson was implicit when, that fall, Wide, Wide World went
on to three seasons of distinction and excitement. It provided the most
powerful example up to then—and since—of using television as the
magic carpet some of the early visionaries, like Weaver and his nem-
esis, David Sarnoff, proclaimed it to be. To achieve it, however, all
episodes were totally scripted, celebrities and actors brought to where
the cameras were. This required interposing the intelligence, objective
experience, and subjective taste of a skilled editor. It always does. The
yearning for the found object is a faddish delusion, but no one ever
dared tell Pat Weaver.

Meanwhile, proceeding with the utmost solemnity and humorless-
ness, my little band moved forward to let the American people un-
derstand the deep significances of the Big Four meeting in Geneva on
the day before it took place. NBC'’s purpose in scheduling the program
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was to keep Pete Salomon’s expensive film, “Nightmare in Red,” from
being chewed up in the ratings. My reason for agreeing to do it was
that | did not want to work for Barry Wood. It is the subject of homilies
that no achievement can be more exalted than the reason it was
achieved, and our only instruction was to fill an hour.

At the center of this unusual effort | wanted David Brinkley. He
seemed to me so obviously capable of more than his reports on the
News Caravan and his radio chores. McAndrew thought it was a fine
idea, and his superiors could think of no one else, so they acquiesced
in their usual patronizing grumble. Brinkley himself took some coax-
ing, but | managed. He was, however, no help with content. I had
to figure that out for myself.

What | finally did was set the scene the way [ knew how, with film
of past conflicts between Them and Us and the Cold War from its
beginnings up to that important day; we re-created in careful detail
the room in which the four leaders and their delegations would meet,
and an NBC commentator walked from one chair to another saying
A would be here, and B over there; we had experts share their expert
knowledge. Joseph C. Harsch was induced to fly back from Geneva
for the program rather than stay there and cover it; analysis can take
place at any distance. Other NBC reporters narrated filim biographies
of the four principals (we assumed that Bulganin and not Nikita
Khrushchev was the Russian principal, still a common mistake that
month). Toward the end of the hour we would show filmed opinions
from opinion makers, like William Randolph Hearst, Jr., H. V. Kal-
tenborn, Burma’s prime minister, U Nu.

It was time to take the outline to Weaver. | was escorted by
McAndrew and his superior, ]. Davidson Taylor, whose approval was
tentative, to get Weaver’s reaction. We found Weaver sitting as he
always did at his large desk, which was at a right angle to a conference
table, the two of them forming an upside-down L. McAndrew and
Taylor sat along the outside of the stem of the L while I sat in the
angle. 1 joked feebly, “Who throws the switch?” The back of my head
can be seen in a picture in Life, part of its profile of Pat Weaver.
While the Life photographer popped up or squatted in funny places,
Weaver heard me out, then said, “Well, okay. But that’s not the way
we're going to do it in twenty years.” That was all he said. With that
to guide me, | was sent on my way.

The solemnity with which the occasion was anticipated, the first
summit meeting since the end of World War II, was not peculiar to
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Weaver. Newspapers editorialized in the same holy tones. Only a few
said openly that the country was tired of the Cold War, both at home
and abroad, and hoped this meeting would end it, but that is what
they all meant. Through shameless importuning, we got Bob Hope,
the biggest name at NBC, to appear at the very beginning of the
program to say that, like him, all four of the Big Four were fathers,
and this was being done for the children.

Lacking content, we substituted activity. We used three live studios.
Studio 8-H, the one built by David Sarnoff for Arturo Toscanini and
the NBC Symphony, was our main studio, where Brinkley guided us
through the evening and Harsch told us that, after Stalin, the Soviet
Union had advanced from rule by dictator to rule by committee in
which no individual would dominate. In our second full-sized, fully
equipped television studio, a set designer had duplicated the Geneva
conference room, and in the third an orchestra of two dozen musicians
played our own commissioned music, composed to accompany the
film segments. We ordered three rehearsals so they could hit all the
film cues. The program may have been hollow, but we tried to put a
shine on it.

Lest anyone was not sufficiently put off by the lugubrious air we
assummed, NBC had taken out an ad in the Sunday papers, half a page
across and the full page down, displaying the praying hands from the
Albrecht Diirer drawing. The words printed with the hands in prayer
began, “Tonight, while the world waits in hope on the eve of the Big
Four conference, the National Broadcasting Company brings
you . . .” Who, given this temptation, would turn to seeing Disney-
land live or hearing Ethel Merman sing?

By midweek we had the answer. The entertainment trade paper
Variety headlined its front-page story: “Summit’s Zero Hour.” The
rating for Meeting at the Summit, as measured by Hooper, then a
dominant service, was 0.7. Fewer than one percent of the television
sets in the United States were tuned in to our message of comfort for
a weary world! But we did set a record that has stood for years: We
had the smallest audience ever reached by any network at 8:00 on a
Sunday night.

We had nowhere to go but up. Soon after Labor Day, Bill McAndrew
told me that I would be doing a weekly program—the “regular” series
for which we both had wished—with Chet Huntley. Still looking if
not for an “answer to Murrow” at least for a news broadcaster of
sufficient presence to carry the NBC News guidon and get around
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Weaver’s lack of respect for Swayze, McAndrew had gone shopping
in Los Angeles with the man he reported to, Davidson Taylor. They
had been told about Chet Huntley and wanted to see for themselves.

Huntley had been working in NBC’s Los Angeles bureau doing
radio network news and television local news after terms at both the
other networks and, as he used to say, “networks you never heard of.”
In those days, when broadcasters subscribed to a newsletter called Red
Channels for guidance in maintaining their blacklists of performers
who might be Communists, or sympathetic to communism, or had
once been seen drinking tea with a Communist, he had attained a
measure of extraparochial fame by suing some woman who had labeled
him a Communist in public statements and in a campaign of letters
to his employers and his sponsors. Not only did he sue, almost unheard
of in the days when no virgin was more timid than a network lawyer,
but the court awarded him some huge amount as damages. Unfor-
tunately, the woman had no money in her own name, and he never
collected a penny. The principle, however, was triumphant.

This had made him a hero to many in entertainment who envied
his guts and to those show business liberals more noted for generous
impulses than useful thoughts. McAndrew told me how he had been
lunching in the Brown Derby the day the word was making its way
around town that he had signed Huntley for the network news.
Groucho Marx came over to his table to congratulate him and added,
“Now, you treat him right or your name will be mud out here.”
McAndrew became furious all over again as he told me how someone
he considered a baggy-pants comic dared lecture him about news.

The program with Huntley I was to produce would be a half hour
every Sunday afternoon in the “intellectual ghetto” put aside by the
networks for elevating discussion and noble ideas. These hours bridged
the gap between Sunday dinner and expensive entertainment, while
few watched and fewer paid attention. We didn’t mind, because we
still enjoyed what we were doing too much. We got to do programs
the way we wanted to—and self-servingly insisted ought to be done.
How we loved the “Sunday ghetto”! How we mourned when profes-
sional football wiped it out!

It was my opportunity to do a regular “magazine” program, allowing
for longer and more skilled reports. McAndrew’s interest was getting
some network news on the weekend. NBC then had none. I was to
keep five minutes open for news in every program, and be ready to
throw away prepared reports when news broke. For years, the only
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network news on NBC on the weekends, other than bulletins, was our
program, called Outlook, a name picked by Dave Taylor, who had
also chosen Background as the title for my last undertaking. To me,
both titles were sophomoric and patronized the audience.

Huntley came east that fall, a rangy Montanan in his forties, tall,
good-looking, with a leonine head and a good baritone. He was easy
to work with once he got over imitating Murrow, who had been his
boss and whom he admired. I once told him to choose between being
the second Edward R. Murrow or the first Chester R. Huntley.

FFor the sample program, the pilot, we did a long report on the
problem of getting rid of nuclear waste—much too early, it turned
out, no one knew what we were talking about—and a shorter one
about tensions in Southern high schools preparing to desegregate. But
what the executives to whom we showed the pilot liked most was
Brinkley’s spoken survival manual for anyone whose Washington job
required attending three or four receptions an evening: You got a drink
at the entrance, held it in your left hand as you shook hands with your
right, and worked your way through the room without stopping until
you poured it into the potted plant at the exit. The entertainment vice
president found it especially funny and asked where we had been hiding
that man. I told Brinkley how well he had been received. Typically,
instead of being pleased he said, “I don’t want to be thought of as
some kind of clown.”

The new program endured several false starts. Under pressure from
RCA for a better showing on his books, Weaver had to cut some costs.
Outlook, which had not yet seen the light of its first day, was an
obvious target. The rule is that anything from News has the highest
priority unless something else has a higher priority. The February
starting time was abruptly canceled. When McAndrew called to tell
me, a reporter from the New York World-Telegram and Sun was in
our offices, there to give us publicity. The publicity he gave us was
about the cancellation, which his editors played across eight columns
on the TV page. NBC was so embarrassed we were reinstated. | was
learning that television’s top people are extremely sensitive to anything
printed. As peddlers of a product that vanishes on sight, they are in
awe of a medium that survives for an entire day.

There was even a press release heralding to the waiting world a new
NBC News program called Outlook, to be reported by Chet Huntley,
himself newly arrived from California, which would begin on April
1, 1956, at 2:30 in the afternoon. The press release neglected to identify
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April 1 as Faster Sunday, a day no one watches television. It was a
warm, sunny afternoon. An hour before the program, between re-
hearsal and broadcast, Huntley stood at a window facing 50th Street,
marveling at the crowds lined up for the pageant in the Radio City
Music Hall. “Why aren't those people at home watching television,”
he asked, “instead of outside on this glorious afternoon?” He had come
all the way from California to talk to them, but they were lining up
for “The Glory of Faster.”

Outlook made its debut and settled into its routine. Vaguely sensing
a political need for the debut program to look different, I had reporters
report live about what people in the regions would find on the front
pages of the next morning’s newspapers on their porches. The image
was blatantly out of Norman Rockwell, the idea wrapped in the deduc-
tive illogic that insists there must be other news out there somewhere.
The novelty of live television still had its attractions for viewers, al-
though not as great as the enchantment it held for us on the inside.
We had one reporter in Philadelphia, covering the East Coast (not
New York—that was too easy, and people would shrug). There was
another in Chicago, a third in Kansas City, and a fourth in Los Angeles.

Each stood on a sidewalk, a cityscape behind him, the wind in his
hair. Among them they talked about milk strikes and mayhem, water
shortages and school budgets. Pat Weaver could not contain his en-
thusiasm. “I think you have a hit,” he told McAndrew. “And you
know | can smell a hit.” Jack Gould looked at the same four men and
called Outlook “the silliest news show of the season.” They were both
wrong. The only criticism 1 found useful came from my father. He
reacted to the overlong but proudly and carefully constructed “teases”
of our major stories with which we opened the program, presumably
to entice a casual viewer to stay to the end. “Why did you tell those
stories twice?” he asked me.

From that | learned that a well-crafted “tease” makes the story itself
unnecessary, and that if the news in the boondocks were interesting
we would have heard of it.

The stories we “told twice” included the updated report from the
pilot program on the problems of disposing atomic waste—or, as we
grandly dismissed it, nuclear garbage—and a study of the country’s
most important segregationist, Senator James Fastland of Mississippi.
He was asked about repressive practices against Negroes in his state
and his hometown. He indignantly rejected the imputation as incred-
ible, because it would be illegal, a crime. He paused, then slowly and
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more quictly he said, “That is, if you could get the grand jury to
indict.”

He pronounced it “indaht” and we et it hang there. He smiled.
His round face beamed and his wirc-rimmed spectacles shone as the
smile persisted. It was another of those small occasions that justify the
existence of television. Eastland clearly knew what he was saying; he
was playing games with us. In a newspaper report, the smile would
not have been visible, and he knew that. But like so many in those
days, cven politicians, he had yet to learn about television. So he
smiled as he said it. Inferring smugness or hypocrisy from that smile
in a newspaper account would have been considered bad journalism.
We could have cut the film at Fastland’s last word, as though his
words mattered but how he said them did not. Television news people
who have no feel for television, in time the majority, would have done
it that way. On television, we were able to follow his last word with
a few milliseconds of smile, becausc pictures differ from words, and
how they differ is not in degree but in kind.

Outlook lasted seven years. Later that first year, when Huntley and
I were pressed into service to do the news every night, we insisted on
keeping Outlook. Brinkley, who came with us to the nightly news,
thought we were self-indulgent to stay with a weckly program purely
as a hobby. Davidson Taylor offered to relieve us of it, not realizing
that was the last thing we wanted. For us, there was a special feeling
in being able to report with fewer time constraints, to dig into a story
that was less sure to be on everybody elsc’s television news program.
I could keep two news writers we could otherwise not afford, but that
was our only material benefit. Doing Outlook every week earned us
no morc money. We did not even get time off for the extra day (and
occasionally two) we had to put in each weck. We did it for the exercise,
for the varicty, for the fun; we did it because we wanted to, and because
we would not trust anyone clse with it.

We sought out stories and played with ilm. When the BBC sent
us a wonderful film of Georgi Malenkov, Stalin’s successor as general
sccretary of the Communist Party, visiting coal miners in Scotland
and of his reciting to them Robert Burns's “A Man’s a Man for a’
That,” we ran three verses—with Fnglish subtitles. (We did the same
with Yevgeny Yevtushenko rcading his dramatic “Babi Yar” to Oxford
undergraduates while it was still brand new.) When Republic Aviation,
on Long Island, New York, had a big layoff, threc news writers roamed
the arca with three film crews for forty-eight hours, showing whatever



OuT oF THIN AIR/ 95

they could find and interviewing everybody who would talk. We called
it “Anatomy of a Layoff’ and were accused of frightening people
unnecessarily. In May, we filmed a lot of famous people speaking at
a lot of college commencements and, without commentary or even
identification, edited together an all-purpose, generic commencement
speech. These later became common ways of doing things, but if they
were done before we did them, we did not know about it. In our hearts
we were adventurers.

Outlook traveled to the South for story after story on segregation.
We showed the first films of the atom bomb test on Bikini Atoll as
soon as the Defense Department made it available, running it much
longer than any fifteen-minute network news program could. We dealt
with a predicted shortage of American engineers, Algeria’s drive to
independence, the first wheat crop in Isracl’s Negev Desert, the San
Andreas fault, the centenary of Clarence Darrow’s birth (with Melvyn
Douglas reading from Darrow’s best-known summations to juries). We
were a curious bunch, and we indulged our curiosity.

Over the years the name changed. When it seemed Huntley needed
publicity—known in the trade as “recognition”—I changed Outlook
to Chet Huntley Reporting. When that got tiresome, | reached into
“Four Quartets” and brought out Time Present. Sometimes | put a
colon after “Time” to make it look like a stage direction, sometimes
not. At first, I had the announcer intone at the opening, over the
printed title, “Time present and time past are both perhaps contained
in time future, and time future in time past.” This, with its wartime
radio resonance, its hint of hidden meaning, and its redolence of
sententiousness, seemed to me the perfect opening for an ambitious
news series. But nobody noticed when [ used it, and nobody noticed
when [ stopped. In 1963, when networks expanded nightly news pro-
grams to half an hour, NBC decreed that Qutlook, or whatever it was
being called at the time, should come to an end.

Sometime during Outlook’s seven vears, it seemed to me that an
age of innocence had ended. Like any human mstitution, television
news, too, had begun in innocence. When I was writing the Camel
News Caravan we assumed that almost everyone who watched us had
read a newspaper that day, that our contribution, our adventure, would
be pictures. The people at home, knowing what the news was, could
see it happen. And it was the lure and excitement of picture that had
enticed me to television; for words, I could have stayed with the news-
paper. To be sure, television also had the bulletin function that was
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the heart of radio, the ability to dispense news immediately, without
waiting to set it into type, print it, and get the finished newspaper to
the street. But primarily, we were learning—by trial and error, for
there was no one to teach us—what news looked like when it was
published as pictures in motion, how to discipline those pictures the
way editors discipline written words, and how pictures differ from
spoken words as well as from written words.

I learned, or thought I learned, that exposition in detail is most
understandable and easily accepted when written to be read. Seeing
things happen, on the other hand, was knowing about them in a totally
new dimension, one we were not used to or prepared for. Observed
information was different information, different in kind. This differ-
ence, when recognized at all, is usually ascribed to the “power” of
pictures, but it has nothing to do with power. Pictures reach different
places of the brain, perhaps older, more primitive places—something
we sensed rather than understood.

During the early vears, we showed people, and places, and when
we were lucky the events themselves, which had already been written
about in that morning’s newspaper—or perhaps yesterday’s. The pic-
tures rarely told me anything I did not already know, but being made
flesh they told it to me in a wav so different that it became different
information. Did it matter that Eastland smiled at the notion of a
Southern grand jury indicting white racists for a crime? Seeing that
smile made it matter. Does it matter that a chicf of state is tall or short
or old or young or fair or homely? Sceing Charles DeGaulle sur-
rounded by his cabinet or reading that he was six feet four aroused
different responses to two forms of what was, after all, the same bit of
fact. Did it matter that the tcenager killed after volunteering infor-
mation about a wanted criminal was tall, chubby, curly-haired, smart
alecky like any city kid his age but to all appearance guileless and
vulnerable? Perhaps it mattered less when we first showed him talking
about Willie Sutton than when we used those pictures of him the
sccond time, after he had been gunned down.

During this time of trying and learning, we knew there was an
audicnce out there, but we tried not to think about it. When we had
first learned the ratings of the Camel News Caravan, the director and
[ had determined to ignore them because it was frightening to imagine
that many people. Our practical concern was our sponsor. We would
pick the week’s best newscast and order it copied to film, a kinescope
recording, so the officials of the R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co. might



Ourt oF THIN AIR/ 97

see what they were paying for, there being yet no television station in
Winston-Salem, North Carolina. That alone was why kinescopes of
the News Caravan were made. Kinescoping for the high public purpose
of enhancing archives was then virtually unknown at NBC. Pictures
of Swayze and the News Caravan, made then and since used repeatedly
in all sorts of looking-back programs, television having become nos-
talgic about television, exist only because the sponsor wanted to see
at least once a week what its money had bought and how its cigarettes
were being sold.

Those arcadian days had to end. With more and more stations, and
more and more programs, and more and more people watching, the
stakes were mounting. The rewards of success were greater each day
than they were the day before, the cost of failure higher. Television
became the dominating medium in American advertising, and the
advertising business grew as network television grew. Nourished by its
symbiosis with network television, advertising became an economic
power and a communications behemoth.

Television had become more than something to amuse technicians,
a dumping ground for managers not bad enough to fire, a diversion
from making money in radio. The Federal Communications Com-
mission (FCC) had withdrawn its freeze on building new stations; sets
maintained their healthy upward sales curve, and the incomparable
ability of advertising messages on television to sell low-priced goods in
staggering quantities (toothpaste, beer, headache pills, packaged food)
was a lesson evervbody learned. At the networks and at the advertising
agencies, new hires and management trainees were exposed to inspi-
rational pep talks proclaiming, “Television is not an advertising me-
dium; it’s a sales medium!”

News was still a very small part of this burgeoning institution called
network advertising, but it was big enough to merit the attention of
television’s high managers and their concern lest it be judged only by
the canons of journalism. The talk was still mostly of “image”—
Weaver was bound and determined, for example, to replace Swayze
because he did not reflect Pat’s view of the “image” he wanted for
NBC—but his, and all of management’s, intensifying interest meant
our happy isolation was drawing to a close.



The Huntley-Brinkley years at NBC began with the 1956 conventions.
What would become a decade of unparalleled network news domi-
nance began with accidents and compromises, managers accepting the
suggestions of underlings because they could think of nothing better.
When Chet Huntley and David Brinkley were finally approved at the
very top as co-anchors of the convention coverage, the approval was
so reluctant that public announcement, television’s mandatory press
release, was withheld for almost two months. When it succeeded, of
course, everyone claimed credit.

This is my claim:

In late 1955, when Bill McAndrew asked me to produce the NBC
News coverage of the 1956 political conventions, I convinced him |
was not yet experienced enough. [ offered instead to do the organizing
and planning, and the fighting with Barry Wood, who would be the
producer if | was not. Wood was Weaver’s man, the “trouble-maker”
(Weaver’s own words) he sent down to shake up News.

Wood was all show business. He was also an aggressive vulgarian
who thought people in news put on airs, and he worked out his
resentments against them by regularly barging into McAndrew’s morn-
ing staff meetings explaining at the top of his voice why he had to use



OuT oF THIN AIR /99

Bill’s executive bathroom. Weaver thought that since Wood had made
Wide, Wide World succeed when others failed, he might force NBC
News closer to what he, Weaver, wanted but could not achieve. At
one of McAndrew’s convention planning meetings I raised the problem
of having reporters on the convention floor who, in the absence of
floor cameras, would have to be picked up by cameras in the balcony.
The meeting was for all the departments involved, and my question
for the technical department was: Could we devise a simple way for
the floor reporters to tell us where they were so we could tell them
what cameras to face? Wood suggested they wear bright beanies. He
was quite serious, and became resentful and hostile when told cor-
respondents of NBC News on the convention floor should not be seen
wearing bright beanies. Later he suggested that as a promotional device
all NBC reporters wear red blazers.

In 1952, NBC had plunged into convention coverage without ad-
equate planning. As a result, while Walter Cronkite became a star,
Bill Henry remained no more than a nice fellow. This time had to be
different. First we agreed on a basic principle: to do news as news.
My job was to plan and organize to get it done. This is not to say that
appearance or pace, or any of the elements that make news more
interesting would be discarded. Once [ had set everything up, making
it interesting was Barry Wood’s concern; he was the producer.

My principal collaborator was Jack Sughrue; my principal source of
information was John Chancellor. Sughrue’s career as a navy fighter
pilot had ended abruptly when President ‘Truman ordered cuts in the
Pentagon budget. When [ met him, he was associate director of Back-
ground, a high-sounding, low-ranking job. Chancellor had been the
most junior reporter for NBC'’s radio coverage of the 1952 conventions,
which I had found the best place to learn what was going on, and |
wanted to know how they did that.

Chancellor had cut his teeth in a Chicago city room before being
fired in one of those self-indulgent exercises of City Editor as King
that so color Chicago’s newspapering legend. He had then taken the
only job he could get, in television, and we first met when as shop
steward of the news writers at NBC Chicago he came to New York to
ask me what being a shop steward involved. (In the kingdom of the
blind, the one-eyed man is a consultant.) I later got him his first
network appearances as a reporter for a few of the Background half
hours.

I took Sughrue to Chicago to survey the International Amphi-
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theater. He was appalled that the nation’s business would be conducted
in such surroundings. The last event in the amphitheater had appar-
ently been a farm animal show. On the lower level, where the com-
mittees would meet and delegations caucus, straw still covered the
floor and enormous flies buzzed around us. The main floor, the arena
itself, was cavernous and empty, and smelled organic and stale. He
kept asking me, “Do they really do it here?” His sense of propriety
was offended. [ showed him where the dais would be, how the dele-
gates’ seats might be distributed, and what problems we would face in
getting words and pictures into the cameras and out to the network.
The biggest problem would be finding out what was going on among
several thousand people pulling in different directions, and creating
from that a coherent report which an interested citizen at home could
follow.

A news process gathers, edits, and publishes. These steps are thought
of as a sequence, but we were about to do them simultaneously. Radio
aside, we were the first to try to bend the news process to live broad-
casting: getting the news, reporting it, and distributing it all at the
same time. (How does one edit a live report on television while the
reporter is speaking?)

Sughrue taught me the carrier pilot’s most important slogan: “Com-
munication is control.” We copied the navy’s pattern of having com-
munication arrive in one place, decisions made in another. Thus, we
organized the control room into three levels: technical, decision, and
the filter center. The filter center, an aircraft carrier term, talked to
everybody; when it had something ready for air it notified the decision
level, which would tell technical to put it on. Barry Wood was on the
decision level with Bill McAndrew beside him. The director of the
program sat with them because only they decided what would go on
the air. I would sit in the filter center with Sughrue and Joe Meyers,
NBC’s director of news and McAndrew’s principal assistant. In a few
years all convention coverage was organized this way, and remains so
to this day.

Chancellor’s role was to explain to Sughrue and me how NBC radio
news had been first to know what was happening on the convention
floor in 1952, so we could do it on television in 1956. He said it had
been Meyers’s doing. The NBC radio reporters roaming the convention
floor would report to Meyers with whatever news they picked up; he
would move them around as he heard about stories beginning to
develop or planned for events about to take place. His editorial acumen
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had given the story its drive. They had used an early version of the
wireless microphone, which transmitted directly to the network without
anchoring reporters inside a small radius, like dogs chained to their
doghouses. By 1956, technology would give our floor reporters headsets
by which they talked with their editors as well as broadcast, The short
antenna sticking up from an earphone became the remembered hall-
mark of convention floor reporters.

Picking the hardware was simple; picking the anchor less so. Those
with the authority to decide had no strong feclings, or even any sense
of what the job entailed, so the discussion took months and was often
surly. Bill Henry was the leading candidate. His work in 1952 was one
of the few pleasant professional recollections of that difficult year. He
was a good journalist, he was a good broadcaster, he was skilled and
knowledgeable. I liked him, but I tried my hardest to convince
McAndrew not to choose him. He was not only too old, I insisted,
but, much more important, he was not of NBC News. His real em-
ployer was the Los Angeles Times, where he was still a featured col-
umnist. Broadcasting was no more than his avocation, and conventions
were too important for us to place an outsider in the lead role because
only during convention coverage were we treated like grown-ups by
colleagues and superiors inside the network. How well we did at these
conventions would mark our position inside NBC and our standing
with the public for the next four years. Look at Cronkite. Look at
Swayze. McAndrew would not commit himself, but for the next ses-
sions of his weekly meeting he kept the discussion away from who
would be our anchor.

My candidate was Brinkley. Besides his obvious merits, wit, style,
intelligence, and polished writing, | thought him more skillful in using
television than any other reporter we had. He was uniquely comfortable
with the medium, sensing the totality of impression and the place of
his contribution to it. He was astute in knowing when to be quiet.
Years later | told an interviewer, “Brinkley writes silence better than
anyone else | know.”

Meyers was pushing for Huntley. McAndrew was still for Bill Henry,
and Taylor was even more strongly for Henry. But Mevers and | were
the ones who had to do the work, and Taylor was manager enough
to appreciate that the ones who do the work must somehow be mol-
lified. At McAndrew’s next meeting, Taylor tried to bring us around
by suggesting pairing Henry with Ray Scherer, the White House cor-
respondent. An older man and a younger man, he mused, would
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present an interesting contrast; Henry would explain the convention
to Scherer. Shades of Cronkite’s suggestion that he “explain” the con-
vention to an “ordinary” man! But this dumb idea resolved the conflict
between Meyers and me and gave us our solution.

When Taylor said “pairing” we had our answer. If it was to be two
people, we knew which two it ought to be. Not Scherer and Henry
but Huntley and Brinkley. We sold the idea to McAndrew in a matter
of minutes. It took him longer to convince Taylor, but he managed.
In time, the two of them even convinced Weaver. But he and the
other people who ran NBC, whose decision this ultimately had to be,
had so little faith in it that they held up the public announcement.
We who had made the suggestion expected only that these two pleasant,
youngish men, both experienced journalists and skilled broadcasters,
would do a creditable job at the 1956 conventions. That the audience
would sec some special quality in them, that the combination would
be greater than the sum of the halves, did not occur to anyone | know.
Nor has anvone claimed he expected it to turn out that way. But that
is how it happened.

The coverage was to center on as complete an information system
as we could devise. Instead of merely carrying the party’s proceedings,
we would find out what was going on while it was still going on. Eliot
Frankel, a colleague from my days at the Newark Evening News, who
had come to NBC a few months after me and collaborated with me
on Outlook, worked up the system that performed so nobly at the 1956
conventions and served well for years afterward.

First were the delegation reporters. They were the perfect news staff,
all professional, all eager, all working for expenses and the sheer joy
of it. We gathered them predominately from three sources: some were
less eminent reporters and news writers from our own bureaus, who
would otherwise not get to the conventions; some were part of a corps
of affiliated-station news directors, willing to cover their home state
dclegations in return for fare, lodging, and some logistical help to get
them on television back home; and some were friendly print journalists,
like Les and Liz Carpenter covering Texas and the imposing Esther
Van Wagoner Tufty reporting about Michigan. They were, as well,
mostly hometown folks, and they managed to get housing in the same
hotels as their delegations. Some of them actually got floor seats with
their delegations during sessions.

To take their calls, stay in touch with them, and send them questions
and assignments we put in an old-style news desk, under an old-style



OuTt oF THIN AIR/ 103

editor, with rewrite men to translate calls into short bulletins, and
copy editors. To circulate the information, we rented old-fashioned,
bulky, noisy teletypes, which we put at the news desk, in the anchor
studio, the control room, our downtown newsroom, and so on through
a list of less than a dozen. Thus we had our own wire service, which
more than once was the fastest news source in Chicago.

The heart of the system, however, was the floor reporters. We had
decided to have four for no better reason than it scemed symmetrical.
From then on, and forever, it has been four. These would be put to
buttonholing delegates, eavesdropping on party big shots, talking into
their science fiction headsets, and then broadcasting some snippet of
hot news. To broadcast, they had to face a camera. There would be
at least one “creepie-peepie” on the floor, perhaps two, but these still
produced crude, muddy pictures and got dark or wavy without warning.
Sughrue found the solution to that problem in NBC'’s radio booth.

While the television anchors that year would still be in a studio in
the network’s work and office space, the radio anchor would watch
the proceedings from a booth high above and behind the rostrum.
Pauline Frederick, the first woman to anchor any network’s convention
coverage, was to sit with her producer, some technicians, and a lot of
equipment at a twelve-foot glass window that looked out over the
auditorium. Then along came Sughrue, who found two camera po-
sitions no one could take from him, because they were carved out of
space already assigned to NBC. Narrowing her window to six feet
would leave three feet on each side for a camera outside the booth.
Everyone but Pauline and her producer was moved to the rear, unable
to see what was going on, guided only by the producer’s hand signals.
The radio producer acquiesced because his boss, Joe Meyers, told him
to. He was cramped and surly, but the radio booth cameras gave us
the ability to cover the floor reporters.

However meager the mark made on history by the 1956 conventions,
they were a time of excitement and opportunity for me and the little
band 1 had gathered. The men who managed network news divisions
had started and grown in radio and tended to be uncomfortable with
all this talk of pictures and light levels. There was no need for us to
know a lot, just more than they did. Mistakes were still inexpensive.
Certainly Bill McAndrew, who relied too much on personal rapport
when judging the professional competence of a colleague or employee,
trusted me and my gang as he never could trust show business casuals
like those around Barry Wood. They had been in television long
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enough, but they had no background in news and refused to accept
that it was in any<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>