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FOREWARD

Charles Archibald Moore shares experiences and
impressions as they have evolved from behind

the microphone in his lifetime "on the air.”

From New York to Florida and back to Pennsylva-
nia, Charlie has labored to sell the sponsors'
products but more often (no pun intended) to sell
the glory of God and the need to "put one's faith

and trustin Jesus Christ and His precious blood."

This gracious broadcaster has touched the lives
of many ordinary people in Western Pennsylva-
nia and nas also encountered some of the famous
in his interviews. He has never had the ability to

ignore people or their needs.

In his retirement, he'll continue to speak for the
"little guy" as well as for the prominent people
he'll meet.

He displays what one man can do when tquched

by the Spirit of God. U5 W}( K
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MY LIFETIME FRIEND

Raymond Franson was the Associate Manager of
the Woolworth Store in DuBois until the store
was destroyed by fire in 1960. He was then
transferred to Quakertown, Pennsylvania - later
he was promoted to the Plymouth Meeting Mall
in the Philadelphia area. He had 26 years of

service with the Company.

During World War II Raymond Franson served
four years as a Surgical Technician #861. In
America he served in the Walter Reed Army
Hospital in Washington, D.C. and the Hallaron
Hospital in New York. He had Service Medals
from the Americans - Middle East - Asiatic Pacific

- European African.

The Army offered Raymond a scholarship to a
Medical College in Denver Colorado - but, he
turned it down. (It would have been an answer to

his Mother's prayers!)






In my lifetime, when I read many a book, I was prompted to read a chapter
or two and then turn to the last chapter to see how it turned out. I hope you won’t
do this with my expose.

To me, it has always been so much like the human race - for a kid, my kids,
all four of them and my dear wife, when we would head for Ocean City, New Jersey.
THIS IS THE SHORE!! We went for our summers there, sixteen years, and I got
the feeling when you died, you didn’t go to Heaven; you went to Ocean City,
Wildwood or Atlantic City and the diving horse.

Always, the first day on the Boardwalk, we would walk out with our
sandpails, suntan lotion, blankets, and lunch and we would look down over the
railing and like a new driver (they say you can always tell a new auto driver by the
expression on their face); well, the same thing applies to a snow-white sunbather.
We would look over the side at the great mass of humanity down on the sand and
make a wry face saying, “I don’t want to go down there among those thousands on
the beach.” We would make the wry face, it’s too crowded, yet after we went down,
after eighteen minutes sitting there, we didn’t know any different. Why, it was just
like home and then we would turn and look at other people who had just come to the
Boardwalk, scowling as they looked down at the crowd and wondered, “why are
those people doing that.”

The same thing is true about small-time radio. Small-time radio is like the
beach to the average announcer. I'm Charles Archibald Moore. I live in a place
called DuBois, Pennsylvania and I've worked, at my own admission, for nineteen
radio stations, starting in 1945, at age eighteen, with the CBS station in DuBois,
Pennsylvania. DuBois means “the French of the woods.” Nobody ever heard of it.
You tell them and look them straight in the eye (one brown eye and one blue eye)

and say, “Tom Mix, the famous cowboy movie star came from here.” It still didn’t



register anything. Then, you say, “Johnny Jones, he had the biggest carnival in the
world and he said DuBois was the capital of the world.” It still doesn’t ring a bell.

Several things about small-time radio - there are always several things that
I would like to get across. One, there is no school that teaches the new announcer.
In other words, when you started in the 40’s, the school of announcing itself came
from the “College of Hard Knocks.” There have always been, and will always be,
school teachers who work on weekends and do baseball broadcasts, football in the
fall, basketball and wrestling in the winter and track in the spring. They seemingly
are attracted to radio. They like to teach, but they also like to do radio. Young men
and women who came out of college, and in those days went into AM-FM radio, they
had one single thought on their mind. Ifthey were living at home, they wouldn’t tell
their own mother; they wouldn't tell their girlfriend and if they were married, they
wouldn't tell their wife, “Someday, I'm going to the network and soon!” Now, the
luster does wear off and it wears off in a hurry; after they work the first short six
months. Like the theater, the money has always been very poor for the local
announcers and I guess maybe it always will.

Second, it takes only a few Sunday mornings, a few Sunday evenings, plus
Christmas Day, New Year’s Day, Easter, Memorial Day, Fourth of July, Labor Day
and every other holiday, to kill off the luster of making it big as an announcer.

The greatest lie ever told man or beast was when someone back in the years
gone by, in early KDKA, looked at the announcer and said, “You’re just as good as
the fellows on the Network!” This is the greatest lie that has ever been perpetrated.
Itistruethat you haveto pay your duesinradio. Thatisifyou want to makeiteither
in small-time or big-time radio, but many, of course, are the breaks. What they
never tell you is that you have to move in order to go up the ladder. It was my task
to work at nineteen radio stationsin forty-five years. The last two stations, I stayed
fifteen years each, so, I finally settled down but I said it was too late.

I went through the mill of sending countless old-fashioned 78 audition discs.
These were made in the local studio and on these discs, you had to pull the thread
off them or they would automatically stick. This was back as far as 1945. Then the
wire tape came in. We used thosein 1946 and 1947. It was like a thread and it was
highly unsuccessful but that was all we had. In 1948, the Germans had invented



what we called reel-to-reel. The average announcer would go from a place called
Punxsutawney, Pennsylvania (Iused to work there - in fact, I worked at two stations
in Punxsy), over to New Mexico, for $5.00 more a week. Then, they would
contemplate everything but the cost of living and dragging their family half way or
three-quarters ofthe way across the nation. They would be there six weeks and then
they would be answering an ad in what they called Broadcast Magazine and a job
would open in Douglas, Georgia. So, it was off to Douglas, Georgia. And then off
to Northampton, Massachusetts. You name the town and we have sent tapes to that
town!

In 1945, the war was still going on. I was able to get in radio at age eighteen.
The starting wage was $21.65 per week for six nights until midnight, two mornings
and two afternoons. The task (six nights a week when the network was on) was to
type commercials for five straight hours. During the war, and this is noteworthy,
we never were permitted to give the weather as it could have been help to the enemy.
I'never could quite figure this out because we were only a radius of fifty miles, and
I just don’t know where the enemy was here in Western Pennsylvania.

A small-time radio announcer was, is, and will always be a dreamer:
Dreaming of making megabucks; dreaming of a new car; dreaming of a new home;
dreaming of all the things that the thirty pieces of silver would buy.

The local factory, the telephone company, the electric company or any of the
utilities and the police - they had a way of getting ahead in the different phases of
employment. In afew years, they were pulling down fair money and a living wage,
but the announcer was always, on a dollar-basis, very slow and very far behind.

There was an engineer here in the early 40’s and he went out to dinner with
aminister. While he went to dinner, the minister’s wife said, “I'm not fixing dinner
for my husband tonight because he is having dinner with a radio engineer.” I
thought about that over and over again because I know he was only making $20.00
a week. The thought entered my mind that in radio, when the other fellow gets
ahead in another industry, such as the utilities or the local factory, I would catch
up later. After all, someone said I was just as good as the guy on the “Net.” Well,
when do you give up? When do you know it was all a childish dream? The hopes,
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the big cheap talk, the aspirations; they are all gone down the drain and a 9-to-5 job
looks much better for security - BETTER and BETTER!

In 1945, it was not the fact that you were an announcer or a DJ. Later, this
came and when you would go in, they would say, “Are you a personality, are you a
disc jockey or are you an announcer?” Now, you were all things to all people. You
sold advertising; you did 1,001 remotes - the hog auction down in Douglas, Georgia;
the hot tobacco barn in the July months of August in the heat (it gets hot in Georgia);
the beauty pageant at Ocean City; standing for hours on top of an old bread truck
doing a live race and the cars went past you, about twelve feet past you; and the
automobiles at the hot rod races all summer and late into the fall at a place called
Port Royal, Pennsylvania with WJUN in Mexico, Pennsylvania.

Port Royal had eight hundred people; race time on Saturday night, they had
eight thousand people. I, Charles Moore, had Car #22. I owned a car and on the side,
I'had abeautiful girlin a bikini with the words printed, “Young Girl Wanted - Apply
at the Side Door.” The car never would run a race and win in three long years.

There were remotes out on Lorg Island at the huge shopping centers, for
Bohack Meat Markets of Long Island, Brooklyn and the Queens, and the Security
National Bank. We did over two thousand remotes; a lot of them were fun; a lot of
them were trouble.

We worked many years at the Florida State Fair in Tampa, the Palomento
Fair, Allegheny County Fair in Pittsburgh, the Toronto, Canada CNE and the local
fairat Clearfield, Pennsylvania where Bob Hope came a few years ago. He had eight
motorcyclesin front ofhis Lincoln and eight motorcycles after his Lincoln. Bob Hope
came up on the stage and he said, “I have to have the sixteen policemen on
motorcycles because this is my own country.”

I'workedin 1947 with a very bright boy from Altoona at a radio station called
WEFBG. His name was Dick Gibbany. Dick Gibbany went on to education after that
and I always remembered what he said, “If you are ever in front of a live microphone
and you have nothing to say, say BOO!!” And thatis what I have always taken over
the years.

I've worked in small radio stations with many ministers. The ministers, in

church are the ones who say, “I'm your pastor,” but when you put them on the air,



they are in an entirely different realm. We had a minister by the name of Henry
Ditter. His heart wasin the pulpit but his pocketbook was dedicated to work in radio
and he fancied himself to be a big game hunter (bear and deer) in Pennsylvania. He
took his wife, a trusting soul, in 1945, over near Brockway, Pennsylvania. In those
days, the State game lands were dense. There were very few farms, no houses at
all, and few roads, just mountains and trees. Well, Pastor Henry Ditter took his wife
unwillingly out hunting one day early in December. He shot at an eight-point buck
and thought he hit it, but he missed it. But anyhow, he said to his wife, “Stay here!”
and he ran offinto the woods. She did stay; but several hours later, he could not find
her. So, the fire company turned out, the airplane spotters of World War II turned
out and the farmers. They hunted and hunted and finally found her after many
hours.

Radio, as far as small-time radio is concerned, has always been a struggle. It
has always been hard, hard living and it is always the hope and expectation that
someday you will get a break and someday you will go on. The small-time radio
announcer - there was no rule of thumb for anybody to teach you right from wrong.
To the local boys coming in, it was bad, bad news to form the air habits that later
were very hard to break. One Had to be an announcer in those days. We also had
to be an actor. We had a station manager here in DuBois, at WCED, whose name
was Les Ryder. He had a burning passion in life to be Ernest Hemmingway II.
Twelve months a year, every Sunday night, he wrote a soap opera. He directed it,
acted init and played the violin. It was called “Sunday in Happy Valley.” This had
to be the corniest program that was ever put on the radio. You will remember, in
those days, there was a station in Pittsburgh (KDKA), in Greensburg (WHJB), in
Altoona (WFBG), and a station in DuBois (WCED). That’s all there was in this part
of Pennsylvania. We had thousands of listeners in 1945, 1946 and 1947. “Sunday
in Happy Valley,” I'll tell you, we had more corn than they had in all of Clearfield
County. He took his program, recorded it and sent it off several times to CBS in New
York. I can’t figure out, to this day, why we were not the summer replacement for
Fibber Magee and Molly; I Love a Mystery; Mr. Keen, Tracer of Lost Persons; the
Lux Radio Theater; The FBI; Peace & War; orIreneRich for Grape Juice (she weighs
no more today than she did at age 16). Happy Valley - what an experience! One of



the youngladies who played in Happy Valley was Helen Slatta. She was a graduate
of Penn State and a highly talented girl who came from Sykesville, Pennsylvania.
Aboybythe name of Frank Farrell, highlyintelligent; helater went on to California
in television and did very well. He was a young man with great talent, Frank
Farrell. Station Manager, Les Ryder, had a dream, like Martin Luther King. His
dream was to have the Hospital Hour at noon, from 12:00 - 1:00, at the two local
hospitals, the Catholic Hospital (DuBois Hospital) and the Maple Avenue Hospital.
We would go in (you won’t believe this) on the air live and talk to people who had
been operated on Friday and Saturday. AND THIS IS TRUE! I will never forget
my first program. I wentin to an old coal miner. And there I was, at age eighteen,
with my WCED microphone in hand and handed him the microphone and I said,
“What are youin for?” He said, “They just cut out my piles.” Well, that’s not exactly
the thing that you want with Sunday dinner. Another one, I said to a man, “Where
do you work?” He said, “I work in the mines.” I said, “Do you have anything to say
to the people at home?” He said, “Yes, Jim, bring up my razor.” Another woman was
groaning in pain and I said, “My dear, when were you operated on?” and she said,
“Friday afternoon.” I said, “What was your trouble?” “OHH, OHHHH,” she said, “I
had a hysterectomy!” and I thought, this just isn’t right but it was on the air for
almost two years. The Hospital Hour and Les Ryder thought that was IT!! We were
the only station in the United States - WCED, DuBois, Pennsylvania - the only
station that did a live program from each of the hospitals with people who had just
been operated on. WOW!

Local people who listened were much kinder in yesterseasons, such as the
early and mid-40’s than they are today; no hate mail, no hate telephone calls.

In the first twelve years, the largest amount of money I ever received in the
mail was a $5.00 bill from Mrs. Don Laborde. Her name was Ann Laborde and she
was a hairdresser and I thought I was a millionaire. $5.00 in twelve years!!

There was no talent fee for a program or a remote. I worked for $41.47 a week
with a wife, two children and an old Buick. We made $1,700 a year and we were
much happier in those days than I was the night with Patty Duke on the United
States Steel Hour or CBS television in New York, and then again with Bob
Consadine of the New York newspaper when we were on the Tonight Show. We did
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Lowell Thomas from our studios out on Long Island, WGSM, Huntington, Long
Island. Lowell Thomas said, “Charles, would you come out and hear my program
on Tibet tonight?” I said, “I would be thrilled!” I went home, changed my clothes,
put on my Lyndon B. Johnson white stetson hat and a light topcoat. I ran sixteen
blocks, came to the school, leaped up on the porch and it was a dark October night.
Lowell Thomas was talking to two people and he turned around and said, “This is
Charles Moore.” I couldn’t remember my name. I will never remember how Lowell
Thomas did it.

Hillbilly programsin countless states have alwaysbeen a fill-in forlocal radio
stations. My wife, Erma Reed Moore, started on WHJB, a great country station in
Greensburg, Pennsylvania, back in 1939. Later, she went to Pittsburgh and was on
KQV, one of the highlights of her early career and then she formed a four-piece girl
band, Erma Mae and the Melodiers. She went to Columbus and on to Buffalo and
did very well. Erma said one young man that she worked with had been with the
Sons of the Pioneers; his name was Chuck Woods and he was highly talented.

Local announcers who have worked with more than one station canlapse into
memory on a hot afternoon in August and give the wrong call letters. Now this was
not my besetting sin. In 1945, when Roosevelt died in Georgia, In April, I opened
my microphone and said, “The President is dead. Mr. Roosevelt was found in the
fireplace at Warm Springs, Georgia.” the station manager rushed in and said, “I
think he was found by the fireplace, notinit.” We did many of those programs, drum
and bugle corps championships, horse shows and live parades. The worst mistake
I'ever made in forty-five years was at the Hummingbird Speedway in Reynoldsville
for Lou Caltagarone. Isaid live on the radio on Friday afternoon, the “fart” of the
race will be at 8:00, and I just couldn’t call it back. OH MY! OH MY!!!

We had more live bands in the 1945, 1946, 1947 and 1948 era than you could
shake a stick at. Evenhere in ourlittle town of DuBois, we had the Polish Americans
and there must have been more than twenty beautiful colored costumes, classy
Polkas and we learned much about our Polish American friends and still enjoy
them.

There was a man that I worked with by the name of Ben Finger and he had
been a fine fighter pilot in the Pacific. He ran the Polka Party for many years. His



sidekick was a boy by the name of Clink Micknis. Clink is 6' 7" and his name is
Clarence Peter Micknis. He had been in the Navy and boxed Joe Lewis’ sparring
partner. Gene Tunney got word of this; he went through the Navy files and came
up with a physical fitness picture of Clink Micknis, 6' 7", slamming a shell in the
breech. He chose his picture of the Navy “physical fitness of the year” aboard his
ship. Clink Micknis, highly talented and his picture was on the Newsweek cover.
He came back to DuBois and worked forty years with the B & O Railroad and would
always come over Sunday to do the Polka Party.

In early radio, in 1945, 1946, 1947 and 1948, we had a variety of music. Bud
Moore and his Hillsdale Hillbillies were on for many years. They came from nearby
Clearfield with the Ogden boys and Bill Jenkins on the accordion. Also,Jim Murone
and his Variety Four. He had a sister, Kay, with him and Doris Heberling (that I
went to school with). Many talented people played for Jimmy Murone, the late Jim
Murone and his Variety Four with their song, “The Butcher Boy.”

Billy O’Neil came to town and he had been the drifter; he'd been all over the
world and did country music; he was a fund raiser. He could get more money than
Van Camp could get beans.

Mel Johnson, at age fifteen, started with our station in 1941 and was on the
air almost fifty years. Mel Johnson went on to Wheeling, West Virginia, WWVA. He
was the funniest singer and comedian I have ever seen. Personally, I hit him with
dozens and dozens of pies over the years. One time, I slammed a pie in his face and
I had on my good shoes, a pair of Nettleton, shop-made shoes, and I got the lemon
pie clear down in my shoe strings. I was afraid it was going to ruin my Nettleton
shop-made shoes, so I said, “turn your head slowly” because I hit himin the ear with
the pie and he had to turn around. We got the coconut cream pie in his ear and he
had to go to the hospital that night and have the ear successfully cleaned.

Deacon Wayne and the Happy Hollow Cowboys were here. There was Denver
Dan; Russ Hyle, who had been a former Texas ranger; Gene Montana, who had been
in big-time country music; and a man by the name of Drifty, who was 5' tall and a
comedian. Drifty actually went over to the carnival in DuBois one summer’s night.
The loop-de-plane went around and he didn’t have his seatbelt on and he went out
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twenty-five feet into mid air and lit on his head. You would have to know Drifty to
know he wouldn’t be hurt.

A handsome young man was Jimmy Genevro and his brother Serafino; and
Bob Moline, they came from over in Brockport, Pennsylvania. IfI had asked them
to be at the radio station at 6:00 in the morning, they would be there. One morning,
they pulled in; taking that old bass fiddle out of that old car, I remember yet, it was
22 degrees below zero.

To be an announcer, you have to necessarily be able to deal well with all
people and have high hopes that what you're doing is acceptable to people you can’t
see. We had a man work with us and we called him Lord Tupper. Lord Tupper came
from New York City and he had done research work with Lowell Thomas and he was
a very sharp boy. His name was Lamont Tupper and he had his family crest on his
cufflinks; he had his family crest monogrammed on his silk shirts; he had his family
crest monogrammed on his handkerchiefs. Many a day, after the noon hour news
when we would have what we called the “busy” period (the ncon news, the sports and
the weather), we would all wrestle out in the hall. Monty Tupper (as we called him,
Lord Tupper), didn’t know beans about wrestling, but he said, “I am royalty and I
will never give up!” You would have a full nelson on him and he wouldn’t. Many
a day we would see his best silk monogrammed shirt just ripped half off his back,
but he'd say, “I'm a king.” And the truth, Lord Tupper, Lamont Tupper, was really
royalty.

Inthe olddays of radio, it was the FCC law to have anoperator on duty, a third
class operator, he was called an engineer, but he was not an engineer. Years went
by and it became mandatory to have a first class engineer on and as they did, many
a young man went off to a school. When he went off to school at Kansas City to
become an engineer, it took two years. Such a man was Vince Kane. Vince Kane
had been in the service, came from Nutley, New Jersey, had bright blue eyes, curly
light hair and always a laugh. He came to our station in DuBois, WCED, in the
1950’s. Then he quit to go to New York City. Ileft the radio station in August, 1950,
to seek my fortune in Tampa, Florida, with WALT.

Vince went back to New York on the network. He was cameraman for Perry
Como for several years. He worked the Steve Allen Show; he worked with Milton
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Berle; and he spent eight years with Mitch Miller and the Mitch Miller singers; and
his last nine years with NBC, he was cameraman on Saturday Night Live.

WhenIworked at WGSM at Huntington, LongIsland, I was forever haunting
the agenciesin New York; Young and Rubecam, BBD&O, J. Walter Thompson and
McCann Erickson. If memory serves me right, I believe it was the agency, McCann
Erickson; this was the agency in New York that would only hire men who had red
hair to run the elevators. Their uniforms were dark green an with their red hair;
I remember this vividly.

Now then, during that particular time, Vince Kane would take me to the Billy
Rose Theater, the old Ziegfeld Theater and we would, for three days, watch the Perry
Como Show rehearse; three days and three nights. After the Perry Como Show, we
would rush over to NBC and catch the Hit Parade live from NBC on Saturday night.
So, I followed Vince Kane through many television productions at the Hudson
Theater, any place that NBC would be sending him, the Hudson Theater, St. James
Theater and much live television. We always appreciated our times in New York.

There are two classes of peopleinlocal radio. The announcer who can express
himself, maybe too well; and the engineer who reads incessantly and as a result,
with his tubes and tangled wires, would sometimes have trouble expressing himself.
We had in the 1940’s a man who was 5' 2" tall, weighed 117 pounds and his name
was Popeye. Popeye, winter and summer, wore a long, thin, black overcoat, almost
touching the back of his shoes. He wore a black hat and carried a 38 pistol in one
pocket, loaded, and a 32 pistol in the other pocket and to say he was a character is
the biggest understatement of this entire book. The local ladies club here in DuBois
put on a one-half hour program one night. That was in 1942 when the war was
starting to boil and Popeye went out into the studio, went in where they had their
purses and went through their purses looking for a time bomb. Two weeks later,
Popeye called the State Police in DuBois from WCED. He called the sub-station and
reported that a German spy was out in the meadow behind the station. The police
dispatched a car. The officer came quickly, went behind the radio station and fell
into a big hole the utility companies had dug several days before and came out
covered with mud. He tried to break the door down; he wanted to kill the engineer
called Popeye. They had to let him go after that. '
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For three years, I worked the morning shift and then would come back on
Saturday night from 7:00 p.m. until 1:30 a.m. for a program called “Harvey’s
House.” We had no television in those days; we had almost what you called a
“captive” audience. One night, I know, in 1950, we received 1,200 names for
requests of numbers. My engineer was a man by the name of Fred Reiner. He was
bald headed, had a mustache, and had spent c¢ver three years in World War II in
Indiain radio communications. For years, he worked nights because he was a radio
repairman in the day and he built airplanes, model airplanes - not little ones that
you would conjure (12” - 18”), but he built model airplanes with a six-foot span and
a gas motor. He would sit in the control room at night, paint the fuselage, paint on
the sides and when the phone would ring, he would cry. Fred Reiner would always
say, “Oh, what is this!” Every night of life, there was a local clothier named Ben
Klewans. Ben Klewans owned a popular store on Brady Street in DuBois. He would
call and he had three burning questions every night. I can still hear Fred Reiner
yell, “It’s going to rain tomorrow,” “The Pirates have won 3-0,” and “It’s now 11:03.”
Then, he would slam the receiver down.

Monty Tupper was by far and away the finest gentleman I ever worked with
when he came from New York and he settled down in Virginia.

There was a young man by the name of Bob Klar. He came from Falls Creek,
Pennsylvania. Ifhe had written hislife story, they never would have published See
Here, Private Hargrove. He had the funniest story of World War II I think I ever
heard. Bob Klar, when he was in combat in Europe during World War II; every
morning they would say, “When Klar is here, the troops can march!” He was always
invariably the last person to come out.

I'lived with him in Altoona. We lived in an old-fashioned, big, brick house.
We each had separate rooms there and he would take six baths a day. He was the
cleanest human beingI ever knew. He went to Penn State and announced for Radio
Station WRTA. He, Joe Pelletier (an engineer), Len Firestone and a Charles
Archibald Moore (that I knew real well) all went to Altoona in 1947. Klar worked
for WRTA. Handsome Len Firestone, who had been a pilotin World War II worked
at WRTA and Joe Pelletier circulated back and forth between WFBG and WRTA.
WFBG was an old radio station which had gone on the air in the early 1920’s.

13



The glory days, of that day, in Altoona - Fred Waring - was from Pennsylva-
nia. He had Fred Waring and the Pennsylvanians. He was always coming back to
Altoona, because he lived in nearby Tyrone. Fred Waring and his famous Pennsyl-
vanians were synonymous with Altoona. He had a niece; her name was Janet Blair.
Janet Blair, of Altoona, then, was a leading lady in the movies and a big name and
big attraction at the local theaters in Altoona.

Will Kettner (it 'seems to be I have a hang up that the only people I ever
worked withinradio were pilots) from Morrison Cove, was a pilot in Europe in World
WarIl. Two yearslater, he was announcing on Radio Station WFBG in Altoona. He
lived out at the Cove, a few miles from Altoona and he had a friend whose name was
Velot. Velot, a German, was a concert master on the violin. He had a Stradivarius
violin and was letter perfect for those days, in the 40’s. He played with what they
called the Gable Trio on WEFBG in Altoona. This trio played chamber music every
night during the dinner hour at the George Gable Building which was Gable’s huge
department store. We were upon the third floor - the offices of WFBG and the
studios. They were located there for many years. Velot, the concert master, sent to
Germany in 1946 for a bow for his violin. The local announcers, always looking for
a joke, went downstairs to the music store at Gables. They bought a $3.00 new bow,
soakeditinlinseed oil for almost a week, scraped it clean and let it dry until it looked
like the bow sent from Germany. Velot came in one afternoon, late afternoon, on
Monday and when he walked into the studio, one of the announcers picked up the
$3.00 bow that had been soaked in the linseed oil, broke it over his knee and Velot
had a heart attack right on the floor. He didn’t die; but he was off six months before
he ever returned to playing again on WFBG.

George Bragoon was the chief engineer. George was one of the most brilliant
men, he and Art Rossbeck. Art Rossbeck went on to be the chiefengineer at Channel
10in Altoona, the television station. George Bragoon confined his activities to radio,
but he was a genius.

In all my forty-five years of radio, and funny radio at that, I, Charles
Archibald Moore, have only met one George Eggert. George Eggert was called the
typewriter man of Altoona. At age forty-five, he had put twenty-five years on stage.
He was the fastest talking human being I ever met. He would open the microphone
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and say, “This is your NBC station in Altoona, Pennsylvania, WFBG, serving you
with the best of music, news and sports from the Gable Broadcasting Company with
studios in downtown Altoona. The weather - cloudy skies, light rain tonight
developing after midnight and sunshine tomorrow.” George Eggert would say that
in twenty seconds and have ten full seconds left before the network would come in.
I'll tell you, George Eggert was the typewriter man of WFBGQG, Altoona.

Henry Burgen Carney was my night engineer. He had a radio and TV repair
shopin Tyrone. He was 5'4"; he had served in the Army in communications and he
had worked for years as the night engineer for WFBG. He came to work on the train
from nearby Tyrone, armed with six sandwiches, a bigbag of raisins, deep dish apple
pie, prunes, four Cokes, a bigbag of pretzels, some marshmallows, a jar of fruit, some
cookies, two or three slices of cake, peanut butter Whimsies and two packs of
cigarettes. He would eat all night long from 5:00 in the afternoon till midnight. At
sign off, I would go down and watch him belt down his coffee before the train at 1:00.
Every night, he had one cup of boiling coffee. He would pour in three-quarters cup
of cold water which would spill on the counter. He would mop it up with four
napkins, belt down his coffee, get up and every night of the week say, “See you,
Schmoo!” and walk out the door an head for the Pennsy train.

Bob Klar, after leaving WFBG, spent thirty years as an executive with Gulf
Oil Company. Joe Pelletier went on to Philadelphia in communications and did real
well. Len Firestone, the handsome young announcer for WRTA, went to New York
and was the regional manager for the eastern half of the United States with a big
ad company. Charlie Moore went to Florida, then on to New York City and then back
to DuBois - but as the man said, “That is another story.”

People ask the rhetorical question and it is a rhetorical question - what does
a small-time announcer get out of radio if he never makes a good living; if over thirty
years, he never had Blue Cross paid by the station at all; and in the end walked out
the door without a pension? We have to start with the fact that nobody ever dragged
one into radio. You weren’t forced to work there! I put the better part of my time
from 1948 to 1990 getting up in what you might call the middle of the night. The
last eight years, it was 2:45 in the morning. I would read my Bible and then head
off with a smile on my Irish face down over Cottage Hill to Radio Station WDBA.
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The funny things along the way - Irode the elephant one time at a pretty good-
sized circus; that wasin the day time. That night, a big rain storm came up and the
tent blew down. A few years ago, I was to wear amask and wrestle Bruno Samartino
of Pittsburgh when he was champion of the World Wrestling Federation. In 1967,
at a Barbershop Chorus in a place called Reynoldsville, I went three rounds with
Archie Moore, who had held the world championship three different times. I had
two big draft horseshoes, one in each glove and it was all fixed. He was to knock me
down three times, which he did with gusto. I was to punch him once and he was to
go down and then I yelled, “I've knocked out Archie Moore, the world champ!!”
,where upon they rushed out and poured a sixteen-quart bucket of water on me.
Archie Moore said that he had held the title three different times. He went broke
in between these times and was a dishwasher on a train for a number of months, I
think this is the thing that is problematical today. A measure that has been given
success in life. People will never admit that they ever were down or even had been
through black days.

In and out of radio, I feel I had many different jobs - selling cars in New York
State, Florida and Pennsylvani4; worked a spell for Coca Cola; worked a while for
Montgomery Wards in a warehouse in Florida and I even painted toilets in Florida
and it wasn’t too bad. I met a lot of nice people.

I worked in Butler Pennsylvania, WBUT, and each day, I put Rev. N. K.
“Nick” Powell and his brother, Andy Powell, on the air with the Radio Revival
Network. I had put Rev. N. K. Powell on the air from 1945 for three years and he
was the first minister ever to ask me if I had accepted Jesus Christ as my personal
Savior. Nick Powell, a man by the name of Quay Owens, along with a man by the
name of Jess Mullins, who raised very fine hunting dogs, went out to Long Island
with one of Jess’ dogs and it cost $600.00 and in those days, that was a lot of money.
So, Nick Powell got to this millionaire’s home and before retiring for the night, Rev.
Powell said, “Could I bring my shotgun in from the car, it’s quite valuable to me.”
His host was most gracious and he said, “Well, you certainly may.” So, Nick Powell
brought the shotgunin, putitin the man’s case at the millionaire’s home out in Long
Island. The next day, he was the first one up and was looking for his shotgun and
was examining a 12-gauge shotgun owned by his host. His host came in and said,
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“Well, was your gun safe all night?” The Rev. N. K. Powell of Butler said, “Yes, it
was.” “By the way, how much is this double barrel shotgun worth?” Well, it was
engraved with silver. His host said, “I paid a little over a thousand dollars for it.”
END OF THE STORY.

Different states have different radio stations and theygive a person a broader
perspective of what life is all about, not only in radio, but life in general.

In 1950 and 1951, life found us at a place called Douglas, Georgia, Radio
Station WDMG, for Brody BFJ Tim. It was the Ed Rivers Station. He had been
Governor of the State of Georgia and owned seven stations. I had never heard of dip
barrels on request for turpentine. But the farmers down there thought it was a big
thing. I knew nothing about barows and gilts and the gigantic hog auction held once
a week, the biggestin south Georgia. Coffee County, Georgia, had fine people. They
were the salt of the earth. It was here I learned about the real heart of the south
in the tobacco lands. The tobacco sheds in the summer were something else! Inlife,
I had never heard of hog jawl, black eyed peas and squirrels head, but I sure did
when I left there.

The Rev. O. C. Mengledorf was a Nazarene minister and he was my best
friend. He had lost a son in World War II in the Navy and before that had been a
missionary for six years in Korea. I will never forget O. C. Mengledorf; he was an
outstanding minister.

It seems that everybody I talk about in this book was a pilot at one time or
another. My great friend was Leo Brum, spelled BRUM and pronounced BROOM
and he was my counterpart at Radio Station WDMG. He, like a thousand others,
had been a pilot. Looking back over it in retrospect, I believe every pilot who ever
flew in World War II, sooner or later became a radio announcer. Atleast, that’s the
way it seems to me.

Wedid a test broadcast at 2:30 a.m. one night in Douglas, Georgia at WDMG,
and I said the first person to come in would get one thousand pairs of nylon hose;
there was a slight imperfection, they had no feet. And at 10:00, in walked a seven-
foot farmer in bib overalls, very serious expression and he said, “Where are my
hose?” And I said, “This was kind of a little joke, sir - an imperfection, no feet”! He
said, “WHERE ARE THE HOSE?” And he had hands big enough to put over the cash
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register, so I was certainly glad when he went down the sidewalk muttering to
himself something about “no hose.”

It was in Georgia that I learned of the southern gospel quartets. The
Statesmen were on the network at CBS with Arthur Godfrey; the Homeland
Harmony; the Lefevers; the Dixie Rebels; the Blackwood Brothers; the Harmon-
aires - yes, they were all a part of ourlife in those days o WDMG in Douglas, Georgia.
They would be at what they called the shell. The shell was just a barn - it was a one-
night affair in Douglas, Georgia. The next night they traveled by bus or car to
dJacksonville; the next night to Fort Homer W. Hesterly Armory in Tampa and the
next night to Miami. It was quite a night’s entertainment. I remember well, the
admission was $1.00; a hot dog with shredded cabbage and carrots, very tasteful,
was five cents and the famous orange drink of the south was five cents.

We had a huge bay window facing the street at the radio station in Douglas,
Georgia and every night at 5:30, we would do the news. A Jeep would go by with
bloodhounds and, of course, men with shotguns. They were the guards followed by
yellow trucks with the cabs sawed off and then the young prisoners from the chain
gang sitting on the back of the truck. It would be truck after truck and then another
shotgun crew of guards and the bloodhounds. And every night when they went by,
they would stare in the window at us and they would laugh as they went by.

Inradioitself, you meet alot of policemen. The Florida State Highway Patrol:
The police, sheriff and all his deputies; New York City Highway Patrol; legion of
Pennsylvania State Police and the fourteen years I was the morning man in DuBois,
my most unforgettable character came from a place called Kane, Pennsylvania.
Every morning at the radio station, I would make twelve calls and try to get thelocal
news. Many, many mornings, it was very slight. But anyhow, Trooper Brooks was
upinKane, Pennsylvania. He painted houses in the daytime and worked the State
Police at night. He had more true stories for me than Van Camp had beans. He said
a man on a motorcycle ran up over the back of a Dodge and down the front of the
Dodge and rolled over onthe berm. Instead of getting killed, he got up, shook himself
off, said he was a little drunk, but he said he didn’t get a scratch on him. He said
he sold his motorcycle the next week. At Kane, a big truckload of macaroni came

down last year. It spilled, the truck rolled over and the macaroni was all over the
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highway. And the man got out and he said, “What am I going to do about my
macaroni?” And Trooper Brooks looked at him and said, “We can hope that another
truck comes down and spills over with Del Grosso spaghetti sauce.” He said a young
man came down from Buffalo, New York; came down through Ridgway, went
through a yard, took a porch off, struck a brand new car (two days old) and did heavy
damage to the next house and a garden. It must have been heavy damage because
it was $36,000. Trooper Brooks said the young man’s mother really climbed his
frame. She said, “What do you mean by arresting my son?” “Well,” he said, “I want
to tell you about the $36,000.” Every morning, he had another story for me. I will
never forget the stories of Trooper Brooks from the State Police in Kane on WDBA,
in DuBois.

Well, long before I ever got in radio, I think I was destined for things to go the
other way. I remember I was a child, eight years old, and they gave away five
hundred strawberry ice cream cones in my hometown of DuBois on Long Avenue.
Iremember I stood in line for almost three and one-halfhours. When I got right up
to the counter, they had given away just shy of the limit of ice cream and I was the
last one and they said, “Sorry, we're out!” And I feel that’s the way I've been a
lifetime. At age ten,I went up to Ridgway, Pennsylvania and was standing, minding
my own business with my aunt and uncle in a 5 and 10; a lady came up and she was
BIG. She took a pair of child’s underwear, stuck them up to me and said, “STAND
STILL!"” And I thought, “Well, madam, you are not buying those for me; I am not
your son. Why should I stand still?” I tried to wiggle but it was impossible and she
was the last one that held underwear up to me at age ten, but I'll tell you, it made
an impression on my dim, little mind!

You always, cried Charlie Moore, in small-town radio, USA, get to know the
VFW members a little better than the average person, the American Legion
members, the local firemen, and the local utilities, such as the telephone company
workers and the electric company workers. You know them by name. You work at
the local radio station so they feel that they know you. This was true in nineteen
radio stations.

My greatest lesson in life came from St. Petersburg, Florida, from a man by
the name of Glenn Dill. The station was WTSP, St. Petersburg. He was a tall, thin
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family man. Glenn Dill, I never met him. I just listened to him in the morning. I
worked another radio station over in Tampa. He was tremendously popular in the
Tamps Bay area. He didn’t have the greatest network voice; didn’t have an agency
delivery; didn’t have all the prerequisites you would think of for radio, but he had
something that made animpression on my life - in and out of radio. He, every week,
on his day off, would pile in his old car and go around the Tampa Bay area visiting
the older people and the people who would write him letters at the radio station,
WTSP. His popularity grew and grew. And I got to thinking - if a man can do this
- give unstintingly of himself to his fellow man; he wasn’t making that much money,
but he was a huge success as far as this world was concerned.

I started shortly after that time and I went to local funeral homes for twenty
years. Thisis true! Iwould always average two or three funeral homes a week, the
local N. R. Moore and Son Funeral Home; Luther’s Funeral Chapel; the Paul J.
Short Funeral Home the Woods Funeral Home; whether I knew the people or not,
I went, about three times a week for twenty years. Ialways madeit a point to visit
the two local hospitals at least once a week. Iwasin the hospital once and my aunt,
whovery graciously raised us, wasin the hospital when she was 84. The priest came
in, his name was Father Reilly, and he headed Central Christian here in DuBois.
He hadn’t been here long. Father Reilly came in and my aunt said, “Well, now you
are Catholicand I am Presbyterian. We are all going the same place.” He said, “No,
ma’am, this is not true!” He said, “It is independent upon what you do with Jesus
Christ, God’s son, that will tell where you will spend eternity!” And, my eyeballs
went all the way around and I said, “Who is that?” They said, “That’s Father Reilly,
the Headmaster at DuBois Central Christian.” Well, I followed his career with great
interest while he was here and when he left. He had an old black Oldsmobile and
I'thought, “I will buy that” and I did. The first day, Monday, I put $15.00 of repairs
init; the second day, I put $15.00 of repairsinit; the third day,Iput $15.00 of repairs
init and Thursday night, I got picked up for speeding going to a local band concert.
When Isaw him, I'said, “Iam never going to buy another priest’scaraslongasIlive.”

There was a little priest who came to DuBois, winter and summer, fair
weather and foul, snow and all and he lived about twenty-five miles from our town.
He went each night of the week, seven nights a week, to both of the hospitals and
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he went to every room that ever had a patient. Now, he had a greater impact than
any preacher or any priest that has ever lived in out town in my time.

Glenn Dill, WTSP, in St. Petersburg, Florida changed my life, not about how
to win friends and influence people, but how to be nice and how to try to build them
up. The person that is a millionaire and has everything going for them, in my way
of looking at it, he has his - he has made it in this world! It’s the little fellow that
needs a boost. I made up my mind in the nineteen radio stations that there would
be, on thelocal level, help for people’s children. If people had heart attacks, strokes,
aneurysms, or cancer, or if there had been a fire - our listeners would help. They
paid for eight funerals over the years, lock, stock and barrel. Our listeners, in
twenty-six years, helped tremendously in fifty-four fires. We had a man in St.
Petersburg, Florida, Leon Edminston, who was a school teacher who left here many
years ago. He was ninety in 1988. On WDBA, I asked for cards for him for four
mornings and he received 1,030 cards.

Well, Charles Archibald Moore and his little radio life, has taken many a
different turn in forty-five years. I had a friend out in Kansas City who worked for
the post office there. His name was Bob Haupt and he was a Sergeant in the
Infantry. He was a dead ringer for the movie actor, Robert Taylor, and handsome
enough to be in the movies. He had a chest full of love songs he had written and I
thought they were always very good. He worked at the post office. He said the
greatest thing that happened in his life - he met a man in Texas in the Army and
the man said to him, “If I'd a know’d that you’d a want to went, I'd a came and brung
ya!” And Bob Haupt said, “This stuck with me my entire life.” He said, “This is not
a possessive adverb, but would you say it again!” The fellow said, “Yup, if I'd a
know’d that you'd a want to went, I'd a came and brung ya!” So, I thought that was
it. Bob Haupt was a featured singer with one of the leading barbershop quartets in
Kansas City and he traveled all over the United States to various barbershop
quartets and Canada, as well. And he, as I said, has written some very beautiful
songs.

We moved to Houston in the days when KNUZ, the Good News Station, came
on the air and I had a friend I'd worked with by the name of Walter Morris. He was

in radio with me in the mid 40’s and then went on to be station manager of a
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television station in Beaumont, Texas. Texas radio, like Florida radio, like New
England radio, was all different. In August, 1955, I went to Mexico, Pennsylvania,
to a station called WJUN. It was a little station, you should excuse the expression,
in a cornfield, about seventeen miles south of Lewistown, Pennsylvania on the road
to Harrisburg, the State Capital. I lived in a town three miles away called Port
Royal. In Port Royal, I rode to work. I had a palomino horse, sixteen hands high
and I would ride to work in the mornings at 5:30 in the summertime, saddle the
horse and ride to work. Then, I would stop, tie the horse up, take the saddle into the
basement and then at 11:30 in the morning when I finished my shift, I'd go riding
down that old Texas trail, singing my latest, greatest release.

All of my radio life, Inever had a better time than in Juniata in Perry County,
the Dutch country and the Amish country, the farm folk; they were tremendous
people. Port Royal, if you can imagine this, was a town, and probably still is, of eight
hundred people. It boasted the native sons - two of them were generals, one was an
admiral and one had been a big league, major league baseball star. Admiral
Crawford was the admiral in charge of the Missouri when World War II ended.
General Groninger was a personal friend and worked closely with General Ike
Eisenhower during World War II and then Freddy Frankhouse had been a pitcher
for thirteen years with St. Louis.

I'went back many years later on my wedding anniversary to Port Royal, back
tosee all my old friends. Istayed with a well driller. His name was Jim Hubler. Jim
Hubler had given me letters from the Civil War time and I was amazed when they
started out the letters during the Civil War—this young man wrote, “Dear mother:
I sit me down with pen in hand to write you. I am in far, far away Virginia.” And
he said, “I want you to send me some tobacco, it’s one-half cent a poke and I want
you to send me a newspaper, it’s one penny and included is the money”, and then
he went on to talk about the Civil War and being far away from Pennsylvania - WAY
far away down in Virginia. Well, I went back this summer night and sat down at
my friend’s (Jim Hubler’s) house. He had a beautiful, big, old-fashioned brick house
that was there long before the Civil War. I said, “This is Just going to be like
memorabilia, coming to the past.” This old man camein, eighty-seven, and he was

rather stifflegged and he sat down on the chair and Jim said, “You know Charlie,
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Freddy and Charlie, you know Freddy.” I shook hands with him and didn’t know
him from Adam. He looked at me and said, “Hello, Charlie” and I thought, “Boy, I'm
in for a night! All this old goat is going to talk about is the weather!” So, I counted
to7....4,5,6, 7 and he said, “Well, it was pretty hot today.” Ithought, “Boy, I sure
hit that one on the head.” My host, Jim Hubler, turned to him and said, “Freddy,
when you pitched in the World Series and won the seventh game for St. Louis in
1937 and when you pitched in the All-Star Game, which was your greatest thrill?”
AndIlooked at him and my eyeballs got as big as silver dollars and I thought, “This
is the great FREDDY FRANKHOUSE, who pitched for the Brooklyn Dodgers, Leo
Durocher; he also pitched for St. Louis for thirteen years and I thought THIS IS
JUST ABSOLUTELY IT!!” And I said to him, “Freddy Frankhouse, I always, when
Iinterview people, and I've done a good many interviews on the radio, I always ask,
what was the most important thing in your life?” I said, “I did a program this
summer with a young lady and I said to her “why aren’t you having any babies?””
She said, “My career is too important.” Her name was Dolly Parton. So, Freddy
Frankhouse looked at me and he said, “I'll tell you, Moore, the most important thing
to me was not the Big Leagues, not the World Series, not the All-Star Game, but the
most important thing was when I was pitching in the Texas league. We had won
the games and we were into the playoff to win the championship in October. I was
batting 318; three of my buddies had already gone up to St. Louis to play in the
majors and I was scheduled to go the next spring.” He said, “I wanted to make a good
performance.” And whether this story is true or not - whether he was just kidding
me along or not - but this was the story that Freddy Frankhouse told me. He said,
“In those days, in Texas, the All-Star game started at 4:30 in the afternoon and we
were playing for the championship for all of Texas. I was pitching; it was the last
of the ninth; the bases were loaded. We had the pitcher ready to pitch the last ball;
it was three and two on the batter. The batter was a little man with a big neck, as
big as a telephone pole and he could hit the ball to the state road. If there wasn’t
a state road, the ball went until it found a state road. He was excellent.” He said,
“The catcher walked out to the mound to me and it was so dark, they had no lights
on the field in those days in Texas; it was so dark I couldn’t see the catcher. He said,
‘we're going to have to take the bull by the horns. I'm going to let on I'm handing
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you the ball’ and he put the ball under his armpit and handed me nothing.” He said,
“Well, these people will crucify me” and the catcher had a big, old-fashioned iron
mask wrapped around his ears and a huge wad of tobacco. He said, “Do what you’re
told, let on you're throwing the ball.” “So, I bent down, went into the pitcher’s crouch,
ready to throw the ball and Ilet onIthrew the ball and I heard something hit leather
and [ heard the umpire scream, “YOU'RE OUT!!” The game was over. We had won
the championship. The man with the bat and the huge neck turned around, raised
the bat up to the umpire and said, *You’re crazy, that ball was ten inches from me.”
That was the story from Freddy Frankhouse. He died a few months ago and I always
remember his great kindness. Freddy Frankhouse - he said his favorite expression
he heard Charlie Moore talk about on the radio was the man in the factory who put
the sign up, “DO IT TODAY!” One guy punched the boss in the mouth; another
fellow got his lunch and ate it and the third fellow went home. So, Freddy
Frankhouse always carried that through and he thought that was just, “IT!”

Well, radio and small radio at that, had many different things to offer as far
as young people were concerned. In August, 1955, when I went to Mexico,
Pennsylvania, this station wasinterested primarilyin everything that was going on
at the State Capital in Harrisburg. But they did not call it Harrisburg, they called
it Harr - is - burg and, of course, many people in that area worked in Harrisburg
and would travel back and forth for a state job. As far as Port Royal, it was a town
of eight hundred people and its native sons that did very well. They pointed with
pride to the Admiral, the Generals and to the big league baseball star and it was
quite a record for a little town of eight hundred people.

There was Mifflintown, Mifflin, Thompsentown, Millerstown, and Newport
on the river and then there was the Village of Walnut and Nook. We didn’t have
a million people to listen, but what we had were sure quality. The homes were, by
and far, built during the Civil War period and they were built together like a
townhouse in the city, each one bucked up to the other. There were two Cadillacs
in the entire three-county area. One was a 1946 Cadillac and one was a 1952
Cadillac. The folklore had it in Juniata, Mifflin and Perry counties, the law of the
land was this: A man worked on the farm for forty years, he saved $40,000. He
amassed that fortune. He turned this over to his son at his death. His son worked
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forty years and saved $40,000; that was eighty big ones after his death. His son took
over, worked another forty years and that went up to $120,000. Saving with the
Dutch in that area in Juniata and Perry Counties, especially, the prerequisite was
to save money. Sure, they sent their children off to college. Sure, the later
generations went hunting in the early fall months in Colorado and Montana and
made hunting trips to Africa. But most everyone worked and worked very hard.
There was no one out of work who would work.

Radio Station WJUN was a middle-of-the-road, AM station and the entire
cost of the station in 1955 was reported to be only $10,000. They had a used
transmitter and they had a used tower. They said they only paid $1,600 for the
transmitter and around $1,200 for the tower. They had a man by the name of Dude
Hubbard. He built the station. It was a little four-room affair, cement block. He
built it and took one-half the cost out in advertising. Now, I announced in the
morning until 11:30 a.m. and then the rest of the day from 11:30 a.m. until 11:30
p.m,, I drove 25,000 miles a year selling advertisements for the station.

One of the things we did there that we never did in eighteen other stations
was, when I would be out in the field, forty/fifty miles from the station, I would call
the station announcer who was workingin the afternoon, his name was Don Lorentz
- a fine boy from Pittsburgh and Miles Heckendorn, was the other boy (that’s a good
Dutch name). Iwould call in and ad lib the spot to him to be put on the air and in
five minutes, he had the announcement on. You will never know the impact on the
farmers in that area and the small businessmen when they would hear their ad on
the air in less than five minutes.

The Dutch paid their bills; they were top-notch people. God blessed the
station because as I said, it was put on the air for $10,000 and yet in thirty years,
they sold it for $350,000.

My second week as a morning man on Radio Station WJUN in Mexico,
Pennsylvania, the sheriff called in September, 1955, and reported there was a
robbery in progress at the hotel in nearby Thompsontown. He wanted me to geton
the air and call all the farmers to come running with shotguns and 30-06 deer rifles
to head them off at the pass. No, head them off at the swamp in Thompsontown.
Well, the farmers left their Delavalle and Pulsator milkers. One man was shot in
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the leg and the other two ended up in jail by 7:30 in the morning. It was quite an
exciting time; the first time that I ever did a play-by-play announcement of a robbery
In progress.

In local radio, in 1955, all the people had to trust each other. Two miles out
of Mifflintown, there was a large shed-like affair with an open wooden counter and
it was covered with jars, large, medium and small jars, of honey. There was a sign
painted in bold letters. It said, TAKE THE HONEY AND LEAVE THE MONEY.”
There was no one there in charge. There was a large cigar box filled with change
andbills and everyonein that day was honest. They would come by, pull on the road,
off the highway onto the berm, pick up the honey and leave the money and never,
in those days, did they ever hear of anyone taking five cents. Today, if such a place
were in existence, in Pennsylvania - “TAKE THE HONEY AND LEAVE THE
MONEY,” they would take the honey; they would take the money, and they would
take the sheditself. Dope and crime have changed our way oflife, but I have thought
many times over the years - “TAKE THE HONEY AND LEAVE THE MONEY” -
people were so honest in that day and it progressed for years until it was finally done
away with.

Car dealers and gasoline stations have always been the radio station’s
salvation for advertising. Like we used to kid in the 30’s about the lollipop, a great
big one; it was called a “Black Cow.” It was on a stick; it only cost a nickel, but it was
the dentist’s salvation, a “Black Cow.” It would take the fillings right out of
children’s teeth, just like magic.

WJUN, Mexico, did the races at the Fairgrounds in nearby Port Royal. We
would stand for four hours in the hot sun on the top of an old bread truck that was
parked right on the curve and we would hear the roar of twenty-four hot rods when
they dropped the green flag. “AND THERE THEY GO” and around the oval, they
would go on the half-mile track. The roar was deafening; the dust was blinding and
the noise of the people screaming, eight thousand people, screaming for their
favorite drivers at Port Royal. I had a racer there. It was a 1937 Ford with a 1956
engine and I had an artist come down by the name of Goodman from Lewistown; he
painted an eighteen-inch girl in a polka dot bikini and on the sign was “Wanted
Young Girl - Apply at the Side Door.” In 1955, 1956 and 1957, we never at any time,
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won a race with this car which was called Chazzie’s Go-Wagon. Of twenty-two to
twenty-four cars in the feature on Saturday night at Port Royal, it was a real dog
... last place! OH MY! OH MY!!!

There was a man by the name of Luke Gutshall. Luke Gutshall was a long
drink of water who came from Altoona to race. I recall vividly he rolled his car on
the number three turn over the bank, out over the side and down into the woods,
three Saturday nights in a row. Three Saturday nights, the ambulance took Luke
Gutshall to the hospital in Lewistown. The fourth Saturday night, he was back
minus his front teeth but ready to go and ready to race one more time. The favorite
of the track in those days was a man by the name of Hal Hoose. He was only thirty-
three years old. He had been in the Marine Corps and he was a genuinely fine boy.
He came from Troy, Pennsylvania and every Saturday night he was one of the top
winners - one of the top track men of the year. He drove for a man who owned a
garage in Troy. The one thing I noticed about people who drove hot rod racers in
those days, some of the cars, they didn’t put an awful lot of money in them. The
drivers would be willing, if the other driver needed a wheel - if he needed anything,
he would take it off his car (if his car wasn’t running in that heat) and give him the
wheel or even a pair of wheels so he could continue to race. There was a friendship
between drivers that was something else. We had a man from down below
Harrisburg whose name was Leroy Feldy and he was practically a professional racer
in those days. He raced several nights a week at Port Royal on Saturday night. Hal
Hoose was killed at age thirty-three at the Port Royal Speedway in the Labor Day
race. His car turned over and he was killed.

There were the two Swarmer Brothers and they would drive a hot rod off the
grandstand roof if the crowd would cheer enough. The younger Swarmer brother
was in a daylight race and I was standing on top of the bread truck trying to give
aword picture of this over WJUN. His car rolled over seven times. Thelid came from
the trunk and it disappeared. The latch was sprung as far as the hood and it
disappeared. Two of the wheels came off and the car turned over seven times and
we thought there was nothing but junk from that car. Young Swarmer was
unconscious for thirty-two days. He was taken to Harrisburg to the hospital, but he
was back racing the next year at the Port Royal Speedway. That year, he struck a
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hugemapletree head-on and waskilled out-right. There was alot of thrillsbut there
was a lot of tragedy as far as dirt racing was concerned in those days, the big days
at Port Royal. A young girl, age six, went to the races one night with her father. A
wheel flew off one of the hot rods, cleared the grandstand, went over a hundred feet,
down into the grove, struck the child and she died instantly.

Howard “Buzz” Renninger was my favorite character in Juniata and Perry
Counties. He was the farmer who took care of the Speedway; would put the
chemicals in the water on the track and get it ready for Saturday night. He was also
instrumental in country music and had a band at one time down there and he came
to the Port Royal Fair. There was no booze, no whiskey, ever permitted on the race
grounds, race night, or at the fair at Port Royal. It was strictly dry. And being an
enterprising person, Buzz Renninger got an old stump. He hollowed the stump out,
placed a beer keg inside of it and was doing a land-slide business until the
Lewistown State Police caught him and found out that his lemonade was not
lemonade.

The leading story I ever heard in forty-five years of radio, small-time radio,
came out of Port Royal. They claim to this day that it was the absolute truth. This
is the story. It was called the Port Royal Chicken Plucker; they say it was true. A
few miles out of Port Royal on a farm, one of the fine Dutch farmers got his helper
and they took twelve feet of boards and they made a long, long thing - twelve feet
long. They covered it with tin from a tin roof and it had a hole in one side and a hole
in the other, with an electric light inside. The farmer took one of the local leading
doctors from Lewistown down; he tied a chicken by the legs, threw it in one side of
the machine, the “Chicken Plucker” and in two minutes, it came out the other side
all wrapped in cellophane. The doctor said, “It’s the greatest thing I've ever seen in
my life and I want to buy in!” He said, “My checkbook is in my hand; let’s go in the
house and talk.” He had a man with him who was a little dubious as far as the Port
Royal “Chicken Plucker” was concerned. He took a crow bar, ripped the side off, and
there was the farmer’s hired man sitting inside with neatly packed chicken ready
to throw it out and he would keep the chickens they threw in and thus they didn't
sell the Port Royal “Chicken Plucker”. They say thatis a true story. There are many
other stories of WJUN and Port Royal, Pennsylvania.
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In the year that Freddy Frankhouse pitched for the St. Louis team and they
won the World Series and the year he pitched in the All-Stars in Lewistown. They
said it was rather remarkable. Freddy Frankhouse loaded the bases; then he called
his entire team in and they sat down on the bench and watched him. He threw the
ball nine times; needless to say, it was nine perfect strikes and he struck out the side.
There are always funny stories about people who do great things. And one was with
Freddy Frankhouse (and this was certainly not true); after he won the World Series,
he was coming home to Lewistown from Harrisburg on the train. They stopped the
train and he had on an ice cream suit (everybody used to wear an ice cream suit in
those days)andit wasa hot, hot dayin October. The train was there and the patients
were being taken back to the Warren State Hospital. He got on and sat down with
them and the man came through checking the list. He said to the first man, “What’s
your name?” He said, “I'm Abraham Lincoln.” He said, “All right,” and checked it
off. He went to the next fellow and he said, “What’s your name?” He said, “I am
George Washington.” He said, “Yes, sir Prasident Washington.” He walked on and
came to the third man and he said, “What’s your name?” He said, “I'm Freddy
Frankhouse from Port Royal and I just won the World Series!” “Okay,” he said,
“Next!”

Plenty have found out in radio that barbershop quartets care very little about
an emcee, an announcer from the local radio station, either his jokes or anything
else. They are basically, intrinsically developed only for their own music; thatis the
only thing they care about. Thisisnot true as far as a driver ofa hot rod is concerned,
in any generation. We had one fellow at Port Royal and his name was Windy. His
brother’s name was Cal. Windy jumped offthe bridge in Mifflin, which was probably
forty to forty-five feet and he broke his leg. He did it on a dare, but at least he did
what he wanted to do. His brother would sit beside the highway leading down to
Harrisburg and watch the trucks go by. One time, a tractor trailer went by and the
driver of the rig thumbed his nose at him. Of course, he would not refuse a challenge
from anyone. He leaped in his old convertible. He had an old red convertible and
he chased the driver up the road to the place where they had “TAKE THE HONEY
AND LEAVE THE MONEY” and he chased him up to what they called the

“Narrows”, near Lewistown. Youmust appreciate this; it was an old red convertible
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and the tractor trailer was really buzzing. When he got to the Narrows, beside the
tractor trailer, he turned the car in and hit the tractor right where it was hitched
to the trailer and both upset on his convertible. Well, he was taken to the hospital
in critical condition, but at least he stopped the man who thumbed his nose at him.
And that’s how it was in those days; they weren't afraid of man or beast and you
could picture taking a convertible racing up the road beside a tractor trailer and
when you got to a straight stretch, run the convertible straight into the tractor
trailer. It upset the rig but it upset the rig on him. Boy, that was quite a story, but
that was a true story and that was just one instance. I could go on and give many
more in that particular vein.

To work in the smaller radio stations would sometimes make a person feel as
though they were being crowded out by the larger radio stations in the city, by the
staff announcers, who for all intents and purposes, were just bursting with ability.
Wefelt that way many timesin Tampa, Florida;in Bradenton, Florida;in Ambridge,
down near Pittsburgh and at Butler, in the Pittsburgh area.

I'had been on a Washington D. C. station trying out for a morning slot, and
in those days, I had worked months and months on one thing - the voice of Senator
Everett Dirksen of Illinois. I would tape Dirksen’s voice from Washington on the
network news in the afternoon, then I would listen to the tape over and over again,
cutting into the tape and using my voice in an imitation of Dirksen. It worked out
very well for me; it was highly successful. Nothing that Ihad done but justthe grace
of God that it got by and I went to Washington and I thought I'll try the same thing.
I was surprised how well it worked on the audition.

Now, the deal is with stations, big and small, local stations, the announcer
who works the shift at NBC on the night program, WNEW in New York, the big
stations, WMAL in Washington, D. C., in Houston and Atlanta, they all had one
thingin common with the small flea circus stations. Since 1945, that’s always what
they've called them,; this station is a flea circus. They operate, some of them from
the fourth floor of an old hotel in what used to be a hotel room, and they all had one
thingin common, they have tired eyes. If you see an announcer who has been with

it for fifteen or twenty years, they have one thing synonymous with another and that
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is they've seen everything and they’'ve heard everything and they have tired eyes.
They’ll smile but they've heard it before.

In Tampa, I was gainfully employed as a morning man and doubled in brass
asasalesperson. We had ablack personality; his name was Goldy Thompson. Goldy
Thompson had been a caddy in St. Petersburg, Florida, then made his wayinto radio
and big radio. He booked every black entertainer that came into the Tampa Bay
area, both Tampa and St. Petersburg. He had alarge gold Cadillac, a Coupe DeVille.
He dressed like a millionaire, diamond rings and all the jewelry. His title phrase
was “Tell them that Goldy sent you.” And all over the Tampa Bay area, that was
the prerequisite. “Tell them Goldy Thompson sent you!” Now, he was ill for a few
days one summer (three or four) and who had to fill his slot but Charles Archibald
Moore. Well, in the Tampa Bay area, Goldy Thompson was the local star, so I lived
it up for four days, while Goldy was ill and I think I enjoyed that more than anything
at the radio station.

There was another minister on and his name was Father Roberts. Father
Roberts was about 6' 3", black, and he sold healing water for $25.00 a bottle. He
drove alongblack Cadillac, longer than I've been away from home. Hehad a purple
cape, clear down almost to his heels, with a white silk lining and of all things, he had
areal Frank Buck Africanhat that he wore everyday. Well, between Father Roberts
selling his miracle water over the air and Goldy Thompson telling “Goldy sent you,”
they had a bundle of advertisements on the radio. And it was my job to be the
morning announcer and then to go out in the afternoon and collect money. They
didn’t mail the billing in those days. I had to run all over Tampa, from McDill Air
Force Base and the length of Tampa, to collect the money and then bring it back to
the radio station. My shift was a Sunday afternoon from noon until 7:00. On any
hot Sunday afternoon in Tampa in May, June, J uly, August or September, we had
a preacher from Texas who came on the air and he was a real, honest to goodness
Hell’s fire and brimstone preacher. He was one of the kind you read about but you
really never see. His name was Brother Bolis. He would come in and I would just
give him the sign to go on the air. He would say, “Good afternoon, ladies and
gentlemen, you drink that damnable stuff, you're going straight to hell. Brother
Charlie Moore will play us a recorded hymn and then I'll be back with my message.”
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Forone hour, he would hop all over them. Would he ever!! We didn’t have a hundred
listeners. We didn’t have a thousand listeners. We had every Sunday afternoon of
life, thousands of people in the Tampa Bay area who would just listen to hear what
he was going to say. He would say, “You can call me Brother Bolis; you can call me
Brother Bow-Legs; you can call me a fool; I'm God’s biggest fool for Tampa.” All-in-
all, he was a pretty good minister. When his hour was up, he would leave the studio
immediately and in would bound Brother Grizzard. Brother Grizzard was a short
man, bald-headed and he was a Hell’s fire preacher, too. Was he ever! He would
say, “You ain’t heard nothin’ brother. I see you sitting on the local bar stools on the
outside bars in Tampa winking at the girls and I'm telling you, what’s more, God
sees you, and you’re going to roastin Hell.” Those were his first words and then after
that, it got a little more heated than that. Brother Bolis and Brother Grizzard - I'll
never forget them on Sunday afternoon at 2:00 and 3:00, every Sunday.

When Istartedin Tampa radio, it was for Radio Station WALT. Walter Tyson
owned the station. It was at the foot of Tyler Street in downtown Tampa. I went
back there in the last year or two to search out the foot of Tyler Street in downtown
Tampa. It's nothing now but a big cloverleaf. The entire business section is gone,
the radio station is gone, and they moved to a new location. Time changes
everything.

My gig for WALT was country music. “Howdy, hello and good morning radio
friends. This is your country cousin, Charles Archibald Moore - ah ha ha ha. It’s
time now from radio ranch for our country music” and then we would go wild for
about three hours. The network stations - we were the network station for Gordon
McClindon, “The Liberty Network”. We did baseball in the afternoon to all the
stations on his newly organized Liberty Network. I got a big kick out of playing
musicon rainy afternoons on the network and days that they had night games, night
baseball.

General Dwight Eisenhower came to Tampa. He was running for President
then. They had him in a light powder-blue convertible Cadillac. He pulled into
Phillips Field (this is where they had the Florida State Fair in February) in
September. Ike mounted the platform. All the radio stations were pluggedin to hear
his first words. He ran over to the microphone and he said, “Well, thank you very
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much Charlie, and it’s great to be in Tampa.” I wasn’t the Charlie he was talking
about, but who was to know this. Who was to be any the wiser. I sure enjoyed it.

On WALT, the Gasperella parade; there were five parades in those days in
Tampa with the Florida State Fair. The three big ships would sail up Tampa Bay.
They would put down the gang plank and the pirates (they were businessmen - they
were funny looking pirates) would take over the city of Tampa. They would come
inon their horses and this was the start (always has been every year for many years)
of the Florida State Fair. Our broadcast was sponsored by “Have a Tampa Cigar.”
For that fair week, we had 156 bands from all over the country and sixty floats. It
was a three and one-halfhour parade and it was a real chore to broadcast this. But
it was a lot of fun. It was here that I first got to work with Merle Evans and his
performances (he never missed a performance in forty years). Merle Evans of the
Ringling Brothers Band was never late for a performance in forty years. I had
followed him from Buffalo, New York to Harrisburg to Johnstown to Honolulu to
Florida - any place that Ringling Brothers was playing. I was an incurable fan of
the Ringling Brothers and Barnum & Bailey Circus. In fact, in 1954, Ringling
Brothers goofed; they played my little hometown of 10,000 people, DuBois, Penn-
sylvania and Jack Mills had Mills Brothers Big Tent Show then and he scheduled
toplay DuBois the same afternoon. 10,000 people population and two of the biggest
circuses then under the tent - one was Ringling Brothers and the other, Mills
Brothers Circus. I remember vividly I had two tickets ($1.60) for my wife and myself
and I went up to the cage and asked where Merle Evans was, the band leader, I
wanted to see him. She said, “What do you want him for?” in a gruffvoice and I said,
“I'm a friend of his; I worked with him in Tampa.” She took my tickets, looked at
them and ripped them up. She said, “These are no good today,” and she handed me
two $5.00 tickets. I got a big kick out of that.

Kenny Tomb worked at the post office in DuBois for many years. When he
retired, he went to Sarasota and was invited out one Sunday afternoon for a late
dinner in Sarasota. There were many people there. They said “Kenny, we want you
to meet Merle Evans.” Merle Evans said, “Where are you from?” and he said, “I'm

from DuBois, Pennsylvania.” Evans said, “Do you know Charlie Moore?” Kenny said
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he nearly fell through the floor. He thought that Merle Evans certainly wouldn’t
know a Charlie Moore.

When there was no television, the stars in town for entertainment would
always head for the local radio stations. It was great publicity for them and it was
great publicity for us to meet them. Big and small, the headliners and the has-beens
would always come to the local radio station.

Walter Tyson, the owner of WALT, had in his day, owned every major radio
station in the Tampa Bay area except WSUN in St. Petersburg, the city-owned
station. He founded Channel 13 Television in Tampa. Ilearned much from Walter
Tyson and his lifetime in radio. Ilearned the facet of the old red and blue network
and how it operated; the days when money was so tight that a radio station was only
on the air four days a week instead of seven.

There was a story in Texas of an old time radio man in 1945, who would jack
up the power every night. He would crank up the power and he had a clear channel
station that ran from Texas, without the FCC’s permission, all the way to Canada.

I worked with a man by the name of Sandy Geer, a graduate from College in
Gainesville and also Gene Garcia, who later went on to Miami. They were two
veteran Florida announcers and they helped me with the shortcuts and watched the
pitfalls of Florida radio.

The first morning I was to report to work at WALT was at 4:00. I got up at
St. Petersburg in the middle of the night, came over at 4:00 and when I got in the
station, someone had pulled every patch, every jack from the patch cord and you had
to have them to be on the air. Fortunately, the day before, when I was looking the
station over, I scribbled them all on a piece of paper and stuck it in my wallet. I was
too old a fox to be tricked by that story. I remember it like it was yesterday.

Rhonda Fleming was a beautiful Hollywood star. She was the guest of the
Florida State Fair. I was to welcome her first, turn and hand the microphone to
Curtis Hixon, Mayor of Tampa, Florida. They named the Curtis Hixon Memorial
Stadium after him. I was to give him the mike and he would give her the keys to
the city. Well, somebody goofed! She gave me her acceptance speech for the keys
on Radio Station WALT and then the mayor - she had to repeat the same thing to
him and it was quite a funny thing.
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With the family - your name in the paper, your picture in the paper and this
was not enough; money was still the name of the game. Those were exciting days
in Tampa radio, fast moving days and you learned a lot about little radio. It wasn’t
the network by any stretch ofthe imagination, but I'll tell you in the baseball season,
it was a great time to be in Tampa, Florida.

Well, after three yearsin Florida, we moved back to Pennsylvania and I made
my way to Radio Station WPXY in Punxsutawney. It was up on the fourth floor of
the old Punxsy Hotel in an old room that used to be a rented room in the hotel.
Punxsutawney was an old Indian name. It’s the home of the groundhog. People
would laugh when you said you were working in Punxsutawney. They’d say there
isn’t such a town. In fact, one time on the network, they had a spelling bee. They
said spell “Punxsutawney,” and the person tried but failed. I must say one thing;
they had the finest high quality people I ever knew. Sid Carlton was on our station
every day at noon and he was from the Punxsutawney Spirit, the local newspaper.
His brother, Bill Carlton and I were great friends in Florida. He had been the ad
manager and publicity manager for Webb City in St. Petersburg, which was known
then as the largest drug store in the world. Bill Carlton had been a Major in World
War II and was recalled into active duty in Korea. I had known him very well at
Webb City, Doc Webb’s right hand man I called him. Webb City in downtown St.
Petersburg, the world’s biggest drug store, was not just a drug store; that’s what it
started out to be. Bill Carlton handled all the entertainment up on the roof garden
at Webb City and they had fine entertainment in the early 50’s. I remember a
haircut at Webb City was sixty-nine cents and it was less than two minutes and you
had to watch your ears. Also, they would put new heels on your shoes for sixty-six
cents in less than five minutes. Webb City had a huge clothing department store;
they had a tremendous women’s store; they had automobile accessories; they had
home furnishings and they had a food market. Webb City covered a good many
thousand square feet. And in 1950, there were no big malls, so Webb City was the
focal point as far as Tampa Bay and St. Petersburg were concerned. They had a
captive following of thousands of people every night - nothing to do but go to Webb
City.

37



Punxsutawney radio, for a morning man - I did the rip and read news from
either the AP machine or the UP machine. There were very few telephone calls in
that day for local news. The first news was at 6:00 in the morning; the second news
at 6:30; the third news to be given live at 7:00; the fourth at 7:30; a fifteen-minute
feature at 8:00 then at 8:30; then at 9:00, 9:30 and 10:00. After doing so many
newscasts each morning, you would die from boredom. And for many months -
winter, summer, spring and fall - the first thing we would dois check the news, early
in the morning and go overit methodically. Then we would check the machine every
half hour to see if there were any additives to the news, but what we would do is ad
lib the entire five minute news and we did it with gusto. In fact, it became a
challenge. You didn’t have to pick up a piece of paper, you would commit it to
memory - the news, the town, the event and the world events, all committed to
memory and it was a funny thing for Charles Archibald Moore - Imadeless mistakes
that way than I did when I read the news right from the machine. I worked from
6:00 in the morning until 7:00 at night, six days a week. And on the hot summer
nights, I had to drive twenty-one miles home and it was a real kick in the head.

One night, I saw an old fashioned cemetery beside the road. I passed it every
day and I though, “you know, I'd like to pull in and sleep an hour.” So, I pulled in
and slept an hour in the back seat of my 1946 Buick and I thought, “This is just
great!!” During the summer months, especially May, June, July and August, I found
myself sleeping at least an hour or hour and one-half on my way home in the back
seat of that old 1946 Buick. I go so that I could hardly pass a cemetery without
wanting to take a nap. THIS IS TRUE!!

I have stated before in this expose thatlocal radio and local radio announcers
have to wear many hats. They have to do many things besides just work on the air.
One day, late in November on a very cool wintry day, the WPXY (Punxsutawney,
Pennsylvania) engineer asked me to go with him and get a rented truck. We were
to pick up five hundred feet of heavy cable, go up the hill to the top of the tower site,
string the five hundred feet of cable to the tower and down to the road near the shack
and the busy highwayleading near the shack. We finally got the piece of equipment
loaded with the cable and huge spool-like effect. The engineer weighs about 125

pounds and how we ever got the cable on the truck, I'll never know. How we ever
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gotupthe hill, 'l never know. And by hook or by crook, we finally got it off the truck,
fastened it at the top of the hill at the tower and it was my job to hold back the spool
with all the cable on it - five hundred feet - from rolling down the grassy hill onto
the highway. One skinny Irish 1ad named Charles Archibald Moore to hold back
that huge spool with heavy cable for the radio tower - never. Icould have held back
a Sherman tank easier. Well, at the last minute, I looked around and that sucker
was rolling down the hill as fast as it could go picking up speed every hundred feet.
No, it didn’t strike a school bus; it didn’t even hit a car, but, buddy, that was the last
time I ever wanted to play radio engineer and to string cable.

Inlife, in forty-five years, I've seen many small-time radio stations fold, such
as Clearfield, Pennsylvania; they had two radio stations, one just went under.
Kittanning, Pennsylvania had two radio stations; only one worked out. The same
thing was true for WPXY in Punxsutawney. After a number of months, we folded
and the next Monday, I was at the other station selling my apples on the early
morning program.

I knew a postman by the name of Ralph Steinbach and his wife was Betty.
Betty was a queen - I always told her she was NUMBER ONE! Well, every
Christmas formany, many years, they had a nativityin their yard, with a small light
near the Baby Jesus. One night, the light went out. Ralph made his way quickly
to the basement, grabbed the first bulb he came to and put the bulb in. In less than
ten minutes, cars were stopping, honking their horns and waving. We went out and
looked and he had put in, inadvertently, a twinkle light, in the Baby Jesus’ eye. 1
never got over that one.

In almost every radio station that I've ever worked, Christmas and New
Years were abig drag. December first, or thereabouts, we would sell Christmas and
News Years Day greetings; they were a farce. The people we sold them to knew they
were a farce. The station announcers, the station management and the listeners
knew they were a farce. We would put on a huge, big tape. We would gather the
entire staff up in a circle; everyone would have fifty pages and we would read the
lies about each one of the sponsors wanting to wish everyone a Merry Christmas and
a Happy New Year. The sponsors didn’t mean it; the folks in radio land knew it was
a hoax. It was purely a simple matter of making money for the radio station for
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January. But thousands and thousands of sponsors on countless stations all over
the country for a good many decades have gone along with a Christmas and News
Years greeting that they didn’t mean.

The sharp salesman would come to town in nice weather - he wore a bow tie,
get this, a bow tie, had a mustache and smoked a pipe. My mother told me, “Don’t
every buy a used car from a salesman who wears a bow tie, has a mustache and
smokes a pipe!” He would canvas the entire area in several weeks. He would sell
them a worthless clock that they would put in their window in their business
establishment and then forthirteen weeks, their safety program would run - “Safety
in Punxsutawney in Your Home.” First, the radio audience got bored and they
objected most vociferously. Second, the sponsor did not want to pay his bill. Third,
the clock had only worked for twenty-one days and would never work again. As my
mother said, “Never buy a used car from a salesman with a bow tie, a mustache, and
one who smokes a pipe!!”

Well, WPXY and WPME days in Punxsutawney, Pennsylvania had only one
thing to point to each year and that one thing was Groundhog Day, around February
1st. There was a place called Corry, Pennsylvania, a place out in Michigan where
their radio stations beat the drum for Groundhog Day and a place down in the Dutch
country near Lancaster. But they were manylightyears away from Punxsutawney.
Punxsy had been having Groundhog Day for years and years before they ever heard
of the groundhog. The networks, sometimes three of them, would cali our station
in Punxsutawney to get the local story - if the groundhog had seen its shadow on the
first of February. The Punxsutawney Groundhog Club would turn out on Ground-
hog morning with tails, top hat and go out to a place called “Gobblers Knob,” just
outside of Punxsutawney on a hill. Rain, shine and snow, they would look for the
groundhog to see its shadow. I remember, so very well, while working in Punxsut-
awney at WPXY and WPME, they had a live groundhog and that sucker was as
mean as a junkyard dog - oh, Leroy Brown, the meanest groundhog in town. He bit
so many people that in later years, they had that groundhog stuffed and that was
much safer. The Groundhog Dinner in Punxsutawney that night was always a big
success. The dinner and dance, the festivities, plus the national publicity made

Punxsutawney, a “sit up and take notice” place for one day. Thelocal gentry liked
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groundhog day; they always have. They've been very proud of it and we’re very
proud of Punxsutawney. But, as far as those clocks, the local gentry, when they were
scld on those in Punxsutawney, they never seemed to get off the ground.

Punxsutawney had a beautiful large park in the center of town. They’ve had
a number of disastrous big fires destroying the bank and many of the business
establishments downtown over the last ten years. Thus, the story of a dying small
town due to the big malls coming in.

My favorite story and it’s probably one hundred years old was about a young
father pushing his screaming baby in a carriage through the Punxsy Park one
Sunday afternoon. The baby screamed its lungs out and he said, “Now, Malcolm,
God will help you.” And he pushed the baby another fifty feet. The baby screamed
1ts head off. He said, “Now Malcolm, Jesus is going to help you.” A lady looked at
the baby and Malcolm and thought the baby certainly had a set of lungs. So, the
father pushed the baby all the way around the park and the baby went to sleep. The
lady came up to him and she said, “Well, I see that Malcolm finally went to sleep;!”
“No, no, lady, this is Sam, I'm Malcolm.” That’s an old-time story from Punxsut-
awney, the home of the groundhog.

It has not always been true, but many times in the 1940’s, 1950’s, 1960’s and
1970’s, I've found that the best-run AM-FM radio stations were those owned by a
newspaper, who had the main man - he was the one that would be riding herd over
the radio personnel. I had the privilege of working for the Wise Brothers who owned
the newspaper and the Radio Station, WBUT, in Butler. They were excellent. I also
worked for Radio Station WCPA in Clearfield, owned by the Clearfield Progress, the
rewspaper; WCED (fifteen years I worked for them) owned by the Courier-Express
of DuBois and the radio station in Bradford, the Bradford Era - owned WESB.

My point is that scanning the immediate horizon, in this society of ours, the
larger stations in big cities, with a huge staff, did not need a newspaper to rely on.
WCPA in Clearfield was run by a man named Bill Thomas. Each Saturday, he went
to Pittsburgh and on KDKA radio, he had a program, “A Main Street Editor Takes
a Look at the News.”

Small radio definitely needs a good newsman. And many times, they don’t
have one. They also need a super program director - a whip; a utility whip - a
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program director who knows every announcer and his weakness and just what he
is best suited to do.

I have found that Saturday afternoon and Sunday, you usually have the
poorest announcers on the radio station work; on those two shifts, Saturday
afternoon, Saturday night and all day Sunday.

I can’t tell you how many radio stations I worked at who had one thing, a
program on Sunday afternoon called the “Battle of the Baritones.” All over the south
- in Alabama, Florida, Georgia and Mississippi - I can still hear them on Sunday
afternoon - one of the programs, “Battle of the Baritones” and the other “Sunday
Afternoon Serenade.”

I found over forty-five years, and about forty of them as a morning man, that
you cannot know the other man’s job second hand. These are the people that you
are talking to. Ilearned many years ago that you have to go out to the job to learn
and retain a few facts of the person because you can’t talk to them - you are talking
down when you say, “I know just exactly what you’re doing;” you don’t know at all.
I'had to go to the sawmills and learn first hand what the millhand’s job really was
and what made him tick. I had to learn and know every facet of the local fire
department - the story behind every fire department officer, buying equipment, fire
schools and the thrills of being a volunteer fireman.

I had to go to the farmer and make sure I knew what his milker was, a
Delavalle or a Pulsator and the type of farm machinery he had; the type of tractor
and why. I'had to know his bookkeeping techniques and what the government was
doing for the farmer. You can’t speak over the radio to the farmer and say, “I know
Just how it is down on the farm.” No, no - you have to have been there.

I spent an awful lot of time with coal miners from the check weighman to the
cutter to the man, who for years, was on his stomach in so many inches of coal -
eighteen to twenty-four - of coal digging and digging, a lifetime in a job that none
of us could do a day.

I had to check with the VFW, American Legion, the people who were in the
soft bottle business (bottling business), dairy business, body and fender work (to
learn that was a complete story), a way of life and then the big truckers. You cannot
talk to a big trucker unless you know about a ten-speed splitter and a thirteen-speed
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splitter; what a cornbinder is; what an Allentown rattler is; what a Freightliner is;
you have to know these things. You can’t say, “I know all about this.” I've never
heard of a free-wheeling pocketbook. You've never heard of a triple nickel. The story
behind the truck and the big truckers is something else.

To learn the story of the hospital - hospital workers, the nursing home - you
cannot talk to people if you do not know their heartaches, their aspirations, their
fears, their jobs. There’s no way on God’s earth that you can fake this. You can’t
get on the radio and say, “I know just exactly how your job works” unless you’ve
actually been there and learned first hand from the people who have worked it for
years and years.

The best-run radio stations - there are several small ones in our immediate
areain Pennsylvania. One was Bradford, WESB. It was a quality station from stem
to stern but it was no fun working there. You went to work at 4:00 in the afternoon
and you worked till 12:00, that’s what you got paid for. You rewrite the 6:00 news,
the local news; you would make your telephone calls; you rewrote the 8:00 news;
made your telephone calls; you rewrote the 9:00 news, you rewrote the 11:00 news;
thelocal news and rewrote the news.for 12:05. Then, you had to goin town after your
shift and deliver all the stories that you'd written to the newspaper. You were never,
in Bradford, Pennsylvania, permitted to play more than one number, only one
number, from an album. So, at the end of the night, you’d have a stack maybe a foot
and one-halfto two feet high of albums that you played only one selection from. You
had to wear a neck tie and your regular workshift was 4:00 till midnight, but when
you put your records away and got ready for the next shift - one morning, I was there
until 4:00 a.m., just doing the small things. They had no tape recorders, no spot
recorders, no reel-to-reel; everything you did was live and it was quite a job.

Radio Station WCPA in Clearfield ran a close second to any big city station
Iever saw. Their news was one hundred percent; they tried. Clearfield’s music was
the best; their announcers in that day were just a cut above the rest.

WGSM, out in Huntington, Long Island - they wanted only top notch people
towork for them. Isaw them fire twenty-eight announcers in six months. They had
only one brand of radio - Long Island Radio. It was quality radio, that was the key

word. If you weren’t the best at your all-time history the day you arrived; in two
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weeks, you were history. They would fire you!!! The radio announcer does not think
like ahumanbeing. ThisI've said over and over again. His greatest enemyistogrow
fat and lazy and say, “I don’t care!” “I'm not getting enough money here, so I'm not
going to put any more in it.”

One time Minnie Pearl said, over in Johnstown, that a man was coming on
the train from New York City to cast her for a part in a big-time Broadway play. He
was to come that night and she had an afternoon performance to give. Minnie Pearl
said, “I just laid on the oars - I gave a sloppy performance that afternoon.” Her
manager came in and said, “The man was here for this afternoon, he caught your
shew and he caught the next train back to New York.”

There was a radio station out in Youngstown, Ohio, WKBN. I never worked
for it, but I would go out there many times to see the man who ran the station. It
was an excellent station. They did programming at its very best. I would go out to
Ohio on my day off and sit at the feet of a man by the name of Baldwin “Doc” Harper.
He had silver hair, a beautiful dark blue suit, white shirt, expensive tie, expensive
black shoes, perfectly groomed and he knew radio from the early days of radio. He
would have me make tapes for him. And then, he would sit down and show me how
wrong I really was. Baldwin Harper of WKBN, in Youngstown, was a pro among
pros. He would start me off always by saying two words, you simply say, “Good
Evening.” Well, I'd say and blurt it out - GOOD EVENING - like I was carrying milk
out of the barn in a pail. “No, NO, NO!!” he would say, “It’s not that way.” He said,
“It’s Good Evening and let it r 0 11.” You have to have feeling; you have to have
meaning; you have to have depths.” “Good Evening,” and I would practice that for
five minutes. He would tell me what the news meant - what you are trying to convey
in a news broadcast - what good music should be - how it was to be played and in
what order.

I had been in flea circus radio, as I called it, for five years, but nobody ever
teok time to explain to me what I was doing and why it was wrong. It has been said
many times; you can stay on one station for twenty years and get in such a rut that
you'd die on your feet. Ifeel many peoplein life have had various jobs, changed jobs;
they look back only to say, “You know I wish I'd have skipped that three years in my
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life.” Ifind this prevalent even today. But, we do, pretty much what God has for
us to do along the work path.

Carl Anderson was a coal miner. He was a cutter in the mines and a brilliant
Sunday School teacher; a brilliant man of the philosophy of this life. He said, at age
80, after working forty yearsin the coal mines, “If you don’t have it one way, you have
it another,” and he meant, of course, trouble.

Well, when you live in “small town, USA” - north, south, east or west - you
watch people. Maybe it’s a doctor; maybe it’s the undertaker; maybe it’s someone
in a store; maybe a school teacher; you watch them, and they become a hero to you.

dJust over from the Radio Station in DuBois, about one-quarter mile, was our
beautiful city park and it’s really something. As a small boy, I would delight myself
on a summer’s night to go over and watch the Blue Jackets Drum and Bugle Corps
from the American Legion practice three nights a week. They were terrific. They
had a local strong man by the name of Joe Peltz; he was my hero. He is still living
today, in his late 80’s, in a rest home in our area. Well, one night many years ago
(fifty-five to be exact), Joe Peltz came over, stretched himself out on the grass and
a friend drove his Ford up on his chest. No harm was done to Joe Peltz, the
strongman. He was a power of strength. The same night he straightened out a
horseshoe; now, it wasn’t a pony shoe. Everyone would say, “Did you see it?” I
happened to be there. I know they drove the car up on his chest; I know he
straightened out the horseshoe. He was Joe Peltz - he was a hero. Now, I know these
were childhood days, but they've stayed with me for almost fifty-five years. Like
people - a face in a crowd - they, for a brief moment, do their thing. They do the
impossible and other people remember it forever.

Buzz Margotti was a town character. He was a slightly built man, perhaps
no more than 155 pounds. He wore a long heavy gray coat, winter and summer. He
had along gray beard and a black hat. He was a character to see walking along. He
lived way up on West Long Avenue at what they call “Iselin Heights” in our town.
The Bell Telephone Company was replacing a telephone pole one dayinthe summer
and had taken the pole out and stretched it out beside the highway waiting for the
truck to come and pick it up. Buzz Margotti was walking by and he asked the
foreman if he could have this full-length telephone pole. It was a wooden pole. The
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foreman laughed and said, “Yes, if you can carry it home, it’s yours.” Well, they all
gathered around and laughed at this old man. He stooped down at the one end of
the pole and after much tugging, sweating and pulling, he got the pole maybe eight
or ten inches off the ground - at least one end. They all laughed and thought he’ll
never move it. But the laugh was on the other side of the ship. He struggled with
the pole and like Samson pulling the gate (the bar and all), he managed to get the
pole up to Iselin Heights which was a mile and one-half away. They used to bring
amanup from Pittsburgh to DuBois and he wanted one thing - to see Buzz Margotti
bend quarters. They would go up to his home on West Long Avenue and, true
enough, a twenty-five cent piece, he would bend it almost in two pieces. He could
do that with either hand. He was the DuBois strongman. They said one time a
tombstone fell over in the local graveyard, Rumbarger Cemetery. Buzz Margotti
was there and he said, “I can straighten that up for you.” They said, “You can’t - that
weighs over nine hundred pounds!” He said, “It’s no problem at all.” He got under
the tombstone, gave one mighty heave, like Samson, and the tombstone was
standing upright, and he walked away with his gray beard, his gray coat and his
black hat, heading up the hill where he lived. There are only one or two Buzz
Margottisin alifetime. There are only one or two strongmen like Joe Peltz that could
straighten a horseshoe. But, at least, you get to see some of the people - little people
- the facein the crowd doing theimpossible thing and, I guess, in essence, that’s what
makes life worth the living.

Well, life in any stage, does change. This is true. Local radio - it changes -
with the time, so much that in the past ten years - if you had an announcer ten years
ago and you were to walk in and start another shift for today - it would be somewhat
like Rip Van Winkle after sleeping twenty years. The flea circus radio stations, as
I call them, have always been a can of worms. Anybody that you talk to who works
the shift, day after day, all the holidays, weekends, Sundays and everything else,
will tell you in essence, it was just a can of worms.

I did one Good Friday Radio Program on WCED in DuBois. I as working as
the morning man and working four hours in the afternoon. After the three-hour
church remote services on Good Friday, I did one hundred and six announcements

back to back. Poor radio, yes, but the owners were money greedy. The radio station
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didn’t want to lose the money for the afternoon, so they put one hundred and six of
them on straight. You just had the weather and the time between the announce-
ments and it was poor, poor radio.

I'shall remember it wa against the FCC rules that our station was out for the
money, anyway, by hook or crook, to get a dollar. MAKE THAT DOLLAR!! That was
it. They had sold every commercial, one summer weekend, before a holiday, every
single program was sold - every single commercial was sold in the black. There was
nothing left to sell. We had a simple-minded salesman, Ben Finger, silly as a goose,
and he sold the sign-off and the National Anthem. Now, I have never, in all my life,
in my forty-five years of radio, seen or even heard of any station that would go so far
as to sell the National Anthem. And the sign-off, but he did, and they collected the
money for it. To sell the National Anthem, the last thing at night, at 12:05, was
something else in that day and it would be something else in this day.

Today’s young people will wear $100.00 white sneakers with the laces untied.
It is what they call a status symbol. You wear these and you are a real dude, to be
sure; don’t tie the white sneaks, leave them open. Now, in ourday, the status symbol
was to goanywhere that you swim; that you could find enough water, and on the way
home, in the automobile, you would tie the bathing suit on the outside of the antenna
or tie it to the door handle. Why they wanted people to know they had been
swimming I have never, in forty years, been able to figure out, but that’s what it was.
I ' know when I was a child; when I was a youngster and in my early teens, to see
someone go past with a soaking wet bathing suit hanging from the antenna of the
car - that was a status symbol. HEY - I'VE BEEN SWIMMING!! What was a
swimming poolin your area? No, it wasn’t a brilliantly colorful stone pool with clear,
blue crystal water. It was called, the “Rocks,” in Falls Creek, Pennsylvania, and it
wasjust as the name implied - it was full of big boulders. We had the Joe Hand Dam.
This was right next to the railroad tracks where a true legend said in the old days
- a train went off the tracks and a boxcar flipped into the water and disappeared in
nearly fifty feet of water, end on end.

The Bear Trap was a famous swimming hole in the old days from the lumber
days. in Clearfield County. And best of all, was Lake Sabula. Lake Sabula was 8ix
miles out of town and lots of times we walked both ways, day and night. But anyone
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who had a car would pick us up hitchhiking and if they had a bathing suit tied to
the antenna, that was a status symbol.

When I look back at 1939 and the college here in DuBois (Penn State
University, a two-year branch of Penn State), the big thing in 1939 and 1940 on
Sunday afternoons, was for young men to thrill the ladies by swallowing small
goldfish. I remember one swallowed about thirty-five. Give-away radio programs,
and I'm looking back since1945, some of them were really a farce. I worked at a
station one time and they would have a “Man on the Street Program.” And, of all
things, they would give away a stick of gum. The total value then of a stick of gum
was only a penny. I was so embarrassed to ask anybody a question and then hand
them a stick of gum. OH MY!! Radio give-away programs, either by phone call or
by mail, in the early days, were the forerunner of the Wheel of Fortune and J eopardy
programs. The prizes were very small, very minute. The questions were so hard
that very few of them could even be answered. We filled our studio one time in the
1950’s with beautiful prizes on the table - perfume, ladies wallets, the various gifts
for alady; gentlemen’s wallets, flashlights, knives, everything - they were nice gifts
and we filled two huge tables with these and then would have the various ladies
clubs come in. I remember the ladies club came in from the B & O, Baltimore and
Ohio Railroad, and nobody won anything. So, the man who had the program went
on vacation and they asked me to take the program for one week. Right beside our
studio was a train. It was a carnival train and it ran almost a mile and one-half; the
longest train of the Johnny Jones’ Carnival. It was a sleeping; they used to sleep
in the sleeping cars, in the pullmans, and they were parked right across from the
radio station. So, I got the brilliant idea: Why not invite some of the carnival
workers over and they can answer the questions. I went over and I rounded up
twelve to fourteen people and I said, “I want you to be here on Friday afternoon at
2:00. We are going to do a half-hour program asking questions and you will be able
to answer them.” Well, they came over and they were all dressed to kill from the
Johnny Jones Carnival. We had the man who was the flame eater; we had the girls
from the girlie show; and we had the people who worked and swung the sledge
hammers to putup the carnival and take it down; we had a mad assortment of people

-did we ever! I would ask the question, and, of course, it was radio and no one could
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nocne could see. Then, I would just turnthe paper overandlet them see the answer.
To one man, I said, “Who wrote the Raven?” And he looked on my paper, closed his
eyes and said, “Edgar Allen Pope!” Isaid, “It’s Edgar Allen Poe - it’s as close as you're
going to get.” I'said, “You've won this beautiful pair of ladies sunglasses.” He looked
at me and said, “I'd like to trade these cheaters in for some perfume for my lady
friend.” I said, “This will be perfectly all right.” Anyhow, the young man came back
who was doing the program, and I had virtually cleaned the table off of all the gifts
and when Johnny Jones Carnival left that week, I was the hero of the carnival,
having had the local people over.

I, every so often, think of the local give-aways and many of them were a farce;
many of them were fixed; you were unable to answer the question - my brother, my
sister; you were unable to get the prizes, as well. We had a golftournament and this
was local, in 1988, at the local country club and the Lincoln dealer brought over a
big Lincoln Town Car. He said, “I'll give this away if anyone Friday or Saturday gets
a hole-in-one.” Well, it was a million to one shot that anybody would ever get a hole-
in-one in the golf tournament that weekend. He was safe; he didn’t even bother to
haveitinsured. He was home safe. Well, on Saturday afternoon, a local duffer came
up and he wasn’t much of a golfer, but he was a golfer enough to get one good hit and
it rolled right straight into the cup and that night, he went home with a brand new
Lincoln. They are still talking about that and it is a true story.

Now, any sport after the war, you could sell. They started with children’s
baseball; midget foothall wasn’t the thingin those days, but they could sell any sport
that you had. I remember in the late 40’s and early 50’s, the soap box derby was the
big thing in our area. It was always around the Fourth of July. We would broadcast
it and the soap box derby was something else. The station made money on the soap
box derby.

To broadcast a parade every year is something else. You would get eighteen
to twenty-four sponsors over a three/three and one-half hour period and the
sponsors would pay much to be on one time. The anniversary of the DuBois,
Pennsylvania fire was 1888 and it was synonymous with the years gone by.
Brookville had a Laurel Parade when the laurel was in bloom and it was in Juae.

rockway had a huge celebration (Brockway - home of Brockway Glass) on the
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Fourth of July. Clearfield, the county seat of Clearfield County, had the big fair in
August and the first of August, we had a tremendous parade; many units would
come from New York, Ohio and Pennsylvania. We did the parade form 1946 to 1990.

Prior to World War 11, we had a little town of ten thousand people and five
volunteer fire companies with as many as one hundred twenty-five marching men
in each company in the summer, they would parade as much as four nights a week.
There wasn’t much to do in those days and there wasn’t too much work. They had
white shoes, white gloves and a white belt with either a maroon, red, electric blue,
bright green or black uniform. When you would see one hundred and twenty-five
marching men and they really could march in those days, with their fine, fine
uniforms, they were something to see coming down Main St., USA. The program in
those days - we look back and we wonder “how much did a gabardine pair of slacks
cost and a matching shirt and a hat?” The entire price in those days, prior to 1942,
was just $26.00. This did not include the white shoes - you had to provide them
yourself. The respective fire companies had great pride; the trousers, the belt, the
shirt, and the hat were only $26.00 and it was money well spent. I saw a drummer
one time, drum major, coming down the street of our hometown. He had seven
batons. He stopped at the corner where the parade route changed and he threw
seven batons upin the air, one right after another, as high as a three-story building
and caught every one of them. I don’t know his name; they said he was the world’s
greatest. I only saw him one time but I never forgot it. Parades, up and down the
street and they were changed later on when children, the pabulum set, moved in.
Little kiddies, three and four, walking along; their parents loved them, but like
television changed the circus, the parades were changed when the men left the
parade. We used to always look at the parade; we had nothing to say, “There’s a fire
truck - it’s red.”

Well, following the news in radio, I always look upon myselflike Lee Harvey
Oswald, a man of small experiences. I never did anything great; I never knew
anybody great; I was just a face in the crowd, kind of somebody passing by. Ithink

everybody should, at least at one time in their life, try to swing the bat as hard as
they can to hit the ball over the fence.
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In 1957, after twelve years in $mall-time radio in Florida, Pennsylvania and
New York, I decided I was going to give it a try and go to New York. I had been
working in a small town of eight hundred at WJUN in Mexico, Pennsylvania and
I said, “It is now or never. So, New York, I'm going to give it a try; I have nothing
tolose.” I packed my extensive wardrobe, twelve pair of socks and a toothbrush, and
I headed for New York. I went out to Freeport, Long Island (this was Guy
Lombardo’s hometown), and I sat four hours on a hot afternoon in a radio station
waiting for Mr. Ray Adell, the program director, to give me an audition for a radio
station in Huntington, Long Island. Well, armed with the letters of recommenda-
tion and a smile on my Irish face, I walked in and said, “Hi, I'm Charles Archibald
Moore and I want to be your morning man!” It worked out pretty well. After four
hours, he listened to me and I got the nod and he said, “You can start in August at
WGSM, the World’s Greatest Suburban Market.” That’s what WGSM stood for in
Huntington, Long Island. We had alittle trailer. It was about seventy feet long and
nothing but bay windows. We would take this out to the shopping centers and the
various placed in Long Island and we would do remotes. We had eighteen on the
staff plus a huge sales force. When I went to New York on the bus, to 50th Street
in New Yerk, and then down to Penn Station, we alvays said, “Lead us not into the
Penn Station.” The train to Jamaica was only a few minutes and it was the route
of the dashing commuter, the Long Island Network, Long Island Railroad. The joke
in those days always was - everybody had to change the trains at Jamaica,
regardless of where you were going on Long Island; you had to get a different train
at Jamaica. They said a man fell over with a heart attack on the platform. The
Priest rushed up to him (and, this is a joke) to give him the last rites of the church.
He said, “No, Father, I don’t mind dying just so long as I don’t have to change trains
at Jamaica.” Everybody had to change trains at Jamaica.

At Radio Station WGSM, I learned the ways of radio, life in a week or less.
You made no mistakes. Those were the days that several million people were
listening in Brooklyn, Queens and also in Manhattan, because we were only thirty
miles from Manhattan. They were very critical listeners. They would write and tell
youif you had a fault. Boy, that would spell it out. Now, I'd come from a rural town
of eight hundred people and one thing mattered; it was rural radio in Mexico,
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Pennsylvania, but not soin Huntington, Long Island. I'll tell you, after doing sloppy
news and sloppy commercials, you played your own records and anything went. For
twelve months a year, the listeners would write and tell you exactly the songs you
played and then they would say, “I wrote that song.” And it was so much different
having the artist call you and having the various people who wrote the music call
you who lived in and around New York City. Mr. Ed Fitzgerald was the owner of
WGSM. His radio days dated back to Chicago before World War II. There was a
program, “I've Got a Lady in the Balcony, Doctor and Doctor IQ.” He was the
originator of the program and he knew many people in various agencies in New
York. In fact, he would write me letters of recommendation and I would go in to
Young and Rubecam, Benton and Bolls, McCann Erickson, J. Walter Thompson,
and BBD&O, trying to get work in New York City. Before I arrived, he had fired
twenty-eight announcers in a six-month period. Mr. “Fitz” as we called Mr.
Fitzgerald played the piano and was highly talented. but he was a task master as
far as radio was concerned. He said, “I only want an announcer at his best and when
heleaves me, he’s ready to gointo New York but he’ll leave one way or another after
I say he's finished.”

We had different names for different announcers. A boy came in from
Louisiana and we called him Berry Brush. Another boy came in and we called him
Ken Johnson. He lasted two weeks and they fired him. Another boy came in and
they named him Ken Johnson; he lasted two weeks and they fired him. The third
boy came in and used the air name Ken Johnson - I felt like it was a club.

What we did in the old days, in radio, in the 50’s at Huntington, Long Island
- we had a huge tape and when someone would apply for a job, an announcer, they
would put his voice on the tape verbatim and the next announcer applying and the
next and they would have twelve different men applying for the announcer’s
position and they would just run them through. You never knew a name; you never
knew where they were from. You only knew the voice and we would all gather in
the studio and pass judgment on them. 1 thought it was a wild way to hire people,
but that’s the way they did it in those days.

I worked with a lad named Clem Cooper. We called him Clem Lebine, after

the famous baseball player and he was from Queens. He had been in Dallas ona
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50,000 watt staticn and ne was ietier perfect as an announcer. J could never carry

tis notebock. Clem Cooper (Clem Lebine); the last time I heard about him, he was
ill out on Long Isiand doing a tremandous job. He had a network voice.

Then, I remercher Johnny Stegger. Johnny Stegger was 6' 3"; he had lizht

ly hair, handsome enough to be in the movies and silly as a goose. All he wanted

o do on his nights off was go to the Republican and Democrzatic recruit dances on

ng Island. He really liked to live it up. Johnny Stegger had been in Alaska in

radio. So, when you were working with 2 boy who had been in Dallas and one who

been in Alaska, you were in fast company because they had the experience.

Carmine Doreo went by Henry Clark and he was always saying tc me, “Mo

norel way” as the Italians would say, way and mo shore. He was a fine young man
had a wonderful family. He had been the head usher at Radio City at one time
.d was a sharp New York announcer.

Bill Goddard was out of St. John’s College. He was 6' 4" and weighed two
1undred sixty pounds and had a walrus mustache. He did the news and I was the
norming man. Goddard did summer stock at the old Red Barn Playhouse out of

untington, Long Island, and he was terrific. But every morning of life, so it
ouldn’tbe boring, Iwould goin at 5:00 and Goddard had the New York newspaper,
‘he Mirror, and that was always the scandal sheet. Such as one morning, I
remember vividly, a woman and her boyfriend had taken her husband, murdered
nim, cut him up and put him in the trunk of the car. Goddard would say, “Moore,
Moore, did you read this? This is something that is a personal matter and

uid never be in the paper.”

When Eddie Fisher divorced his wife, Debbie Reynolds, to marry Liz Taylor,

dard was first at the head of the stairs that morning to say, “Hey, Moore, this
thing should not be in the paper. This is a personal thing!” And we did that every
ay, 81X mornings a week.

I'had a young lady who put away all my records after my program. I never

0 pick them up. Well, I hadn’t done that in other stations - I'll tell thee! Then,
received $33.00 & meal, for any day or holiday that we had to work during the
weal time. We received $75.00 for forty-five minutes at a remote and this was a
‘ortunein those days. We did the famous Bohack Markets of Long Island, Brooklyn
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and Queens. We did many a mall 6pening in those days in Long Island and Security
National Bank. We opened more Security National Banks than Jesse and Frank
James closed. Anyhow, in those days, the station policy was only four commercials
in thirty minutes. This was a shock to my system because I had been doing as many
as nineteen commercials in a half-hour. Now to have four commercials and the rest
was weather, music and news of the community. I did remotes at Central Islip
Veterans Hospital; I even did remotes on a bus going out to Huntington Station. I
did remotes every place that I could drag a radio microphone. One day a short man
came in to the studio with a gray suit, blue shirt, and striped tie. He came in at noon
and said, “I am an announcer.” Well, maybe three days a week, somebody came in
and said, “I am an announcer, and I want to see the station.” And I really wanted
toeat that noon soIsaid, “You'll have to excuse me, sir, it is my lunch hour.” I shook
hands with him and said, “I'm Charlie Moore, what is your name?” He said, “My
name is Jackson Beck; I do the United States Steel Hour on CBS Television.” For
months and months, I had gone down the halls, every morning of life, at 5:30 and
I would say, “This is Jackson Beck, of the United States Steel Hour.” He was my
favorite announcer. The last time I saw him or heard of him on television, he was
doing a Thompson’s Water Seal commercial for decks. He is the voice that does the
commercial for Water Seal and he is now seventy-eight years old, and like Lowell
Thomas of old, is still announcing. Jackson Beck of the United States Steel Hour!
I'said, “Could you please, please send me a picture the first of the week so I can show
my friends?” So, on Monday, I received a beautiful big picture signed, “To Charlie
Moore, from his pal, Jackson Beck.” I showed it to everybody in the station, to
eighteen people, and I said, “This man’s my friend - HE IS MY FRIEND!! This is
Jackson Beck; the man I've been talking about for months!” But, I didn’t take the
little slip of paper out that was five inches by five inches, until I got home that night.
Wherever I lived and whatever radio, whatever town, whether it was Florida,
Georgia, Pennsylvania or New York, I always said I lived on Baker Street, like
Sherlock Holmes. So, I went to my room on Baker Street and I had a room with a
lady who was in her 80’s and her name was Mrs. Dillon. I called her Marshal Dillon.
Mrs. Dillon was so kind, desperately kind to me, so I got my picture out to show her.
I said, “Here, this is Jackson Beck; we listened to him on Wednesday night on the
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United States Steel Hour.” I pulled the slip out; there was alittle piece of paper, five
inches by five inches and it said, “Dear Charlie, I've gone to Willard Levatass, the
manager of the Steel Hour Program and you are to be on the Steel Hour to see Carol
Jones at the Theater Guild Playhouse in New York. You are to be on in February.”

Well, it was very funny, me, Charlie Moore, from the boondocks going into
New York City and going up to the Theater Guild. I had to sign twelve papers that
I would not be on television that day on any other network. Well, I had waited
thirteen years to get on; it was highly unlikely that I would be on any other program
that day or any other day. Ihad to join AFTRA and had to have my picture put in
the Theater Guild Magazine for people who were looking for help. It was so funny
to see Arthur Godfrey’s picture in there and Garry Moore’s picture and then there
was a snapshot of Charles Moore from Huntington, Long Island and I did giggle and
I did laugh.

When Robert Consadine had me on the program, The Tonight Show, from
NBCin New York (that’s when they did the Tonight Show there), it was a great deal
of pleasure. You used that primarily - it as four minutes and sixteen seconds - for
credits. In other words, I would merely put down Charles Moore, United States
Steel Hour; Charles Moore - The Tonight Show on NBC. Then, we did in our studio,
Lowell Thomas and these things you would put down as credits. Everybody would
make their credits sound the very best that they knew how. And I was just like
anybody else. We were all trying desperately to get ahead as fast as we could.

I'met a young man who sold Buicks at the Buick Garage in Huntington, Long
Island. His name was Jack Searl. He was a singer and he had a record out, “Part-
Time Sweetheart.” It was very, very good. So, I would play his record in the
morning, and because of that, he went into New York and got on the Dinah Shore
Program several times.

I was very interested in the price structure, in those days, in the 50’s, of soap
operas. Now, today, everybody watches the soap operas to find out what Jack’s
doing and I think thisis very funny. But, the soap operas in those days paid $100.00
a day and no one was ever on five days a week. You were only on four days a week.
I thought that was rather odd. They would talk about you, the character part, on
oneday and they would talk and talk about you until you thought they were actually
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onthe program. Inthosedays, I had a friend whose name was Larry Hugo and Larry
Hugo had a farm in Virginia and he had been in the movies and been in television
on “As the World Turns.” He was on that for a number of years and we would ride
in and he would talk to me about the various aspects of entertainment as far as
television was concerned and the theater. The theater was very different; the
theater, of course, dated back. Some of them had their roots as far as Europe on the
British stage. I worked with a man by the name of Billy Harrigan and Billy
Harrigan had worked four years with Henry Fonda on “Mr. Roberts.” I said, “What
kind of a man was Henry Fonda?” He said, “When I worked with him, he was a nice
boy.” And Billy Harrigan was in his 70’s then and his best friend was John
Barrymore - there was John Barrymore, Lionel Barrymore and their sister, Ethel
Barrymore. Ethel Barrymore said, “I can make more money one night doing
television, a spectacular, than I can working week after week to make a movie.” He
said, “John Barrymore - as far as being an actor - his entire life, everything he ever
did, came easy.” And, he said, “Every single performance he ever did; John
Barrymore told me, *You don’t understand, Billy Harrigan, the main things on the
stage today are the little things. I was in production in New York City and I had to
take five steps backward, grab the doorknob, open it and goout. It meant absolutely
nothing tome. Iwould reach up for the doorknob and it was alwaysin the same spot.
I never knew it was so important until someone in production called the story and
said - Barrymore, you are letter perfect even the way you go out through the door.”

AndJimmy Cagneylivedin Connecticut and he had never metJack Lemmon.
The day he met Jack Lemmon, he said, “I've watched you in the movies and you let
on you are left handed. Iknow better.” And so, there are people who take certain
aspects of television and the theater and they have them down just to the right
degree, whereas on radio, it’s all talk. That’s all it is - talk!

We would have Edye Gorme and her husband, Steve Lawrence, come out.
They would come on a Friday afternoon. Montovani had an orchestra and beautiful
string music. Montovani lived in Huntington and he would come to the station and
also the various stars who were outin summer production who lived in Long Island;
they got a big kick out of coming down to the local radio station.
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I'metadearlittle lady about three months ago. She was sitting up at the local
mall with her husband. He was in his 80’s and I said, “What did you do?” He said,
“Iwasagolfprooutin Long istand.” Isaid, “Oh, was that where you lived?” He sai d,
“Yes.” I said, “I used to be on the radio, Long Island Radio Network of Patchog,
Ruverhead, Freeport and Huntington. We had four stations there and they covered
zil the way out on Long Island, one hundred and some miles went out.” She said,
“The boy next door was an announcer and his name was Willie.” And, I'said, “Oh!”
and I didr't take much interest toit. And then I said, “Where did Willie work?” She
said, “He worked for a station in New York City and Willie was the cutest boy.”
said, “What was Willie’'s name?” And she said, “William B. Williams.” I said,
“William B. Williams, the great WILLIAM B. WILLIAMS!” He was the greatest
radio personality in those days in New York City with WNEW. Every night he
would come on and say, “Good Evening, world, this is William B.” He had several
million listeners every night. He was the number one radio personality in the
eveming playing records - William B. Williams. He was the greatest!! Isaid, “You
knew him?” “Yes,” she said, “he lived right next door to us. I remember when he
went off to college. I remember when he came home and said he was going to be a
radic announcer.” Well,” I said, “He was a radio anrouncer - he was William B.
Williams. He was the all-time greatest in those days in New York City.” She said,
“He was just Willie to us; that’s always what heis. He’s passed away since then. He
was a fine, fine boy.” I was so glad to hear the true story about William B. Williams.

Well, radio and radio announcing, has little, if anything, to do or nothing to
do with airlines and airline pilots. Yet, it has been my experience to work with more
people who have been pilots and wanted to be radio announcers after they retired
than any other facet in the business itself. I had a friend in Long Island. His name
was Terry Moose. He was a senior pilot, an excellent pilot for one of the major
airlines and his was overseas flying, in this country, whatever they would bid in. He
came in one time to Laguardia, landed his plane and was on his way home when he
saw a car turned over. It burst into flames, so he rushed over to the car, pulled the
man out; saved his life; and the car exploded after he dragged him to safety. Terry
Mcose and this man became very good friends and he was a great executive in New

York City in the advertising business. Terry Moose came originally from down
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throughout the Oklahoma section. He was a fine pilot and I said, “In Long Island,
do you want tolivein a community where there are many pilots?” He said, “NO, after
you do your flying, you want to get as far away from people who fly, who talk
airplanes, who talk airports, who do anything else. I want to live and be completely
alienated from anything that has to do with the airlines.” And, I thought this was
it.

From my home, only one-halfblock awaylived a man by the name of Harrison
Finch. Harrison Finch was tall, extremely thin, and in the 30’s, he decided he
wanted to be, of all things, a pilot. Harrison Finch was a major pilot in World War
II and prior to that, he had gone and made all the arrangements to fly with Capital
Airlines. He became a very successful pilot flying with them for many years. There
was a time when Rockwell International organized a flight to fly over the North Pole
and the South Pole in one twenty-four hour period, in one of the huge jets. They took
the writers for Life Magazine, Time, Readers Digest and the CBS,NBC, Mutual and
ABC Networks along with many officials from Rockwell on this famous around-the-
world flight. And the pilot, from DuBois, Pennsylvania, was Harrison Finch.
Harrison Finch said he had many things to calculate on his flight. Admiral Byrd,
when he had gone to the Pole and made history, had a plane whichis nowin the Ford
Museum. He clocked the exact distance that Admiral Byrd had made when they
flew over the Pole and back in the same day and that wasn’t a great distance at that
time, but it was something else. He said to Lowell Thomas, “I have made my
calculations on this and I know the number of gallons he had on board the plane and
it would have been impossible for him to fly all the way up over the pole and back
as far as history said with this particular plane.” Lowell Thomas said, “This is one
of the best guarded secrets of aviation. You are absolutely right. The plane could
not have made it up and all the way back with the fuel they had on board.” So,
Harrison Finch worked for years getting the facts together, telling about this plane,
1ts structure, how far it would fly and in what conditions over the Pole. He came to
our house and he said, “I wish to write a book. I want to write this book about flying
around both the Poles with Rockwell International, their famous flight with Lowell
Thomas and all the dignitaries.” I said, “I have a young lady; her name is Mona
Steinbach Wilson. She had been in Washington, D. C.;is an excellent typist and she
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would be willing to help you.” So, I got in touch with her and she said she would be
only happy to. So, he went back home to Florida, went out on his boat; was starting
the boat with one of those chains that you pull. He pulled it and had a heart attack
and died. And, Harrison Finch never got to write his book about Rockwell
International and the flight over the North Pole and over the South Pole. I am very
sorry he didn’t write that book because I think it would have been very good.
Well, deviating from radio just a bit, if you follow the circus and circus
performers as I have for over forty years, you will find there are some very
interesting tales to be found of the circusitself. We had a man in our town who sold
shoes. His name was Jim Reilly. In fact, he said, “When I die, I want you to have
my funeral service and say a few words.” And, I jokingly said, “This will be fine. I've
had two funerals in my entire life. I'm not a minister, but I'll be glad to do this, if
this is your wish.” So, the year before last, he passed away and his family called and
said, “Would you honor hislast request.” Isaid, “I'd be only too happy to.” but I was
always fascinated at Reilly. He sold shoes in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania and several
times, Ringling Brothers came to town, played their engagement in Pittsburgh and
when they left town one night, Jim Reilly was with them. He traveled for four and
one-half years with the Tom Mix Circus. The Tom Mix Circus - Tom Mix came to
town; this being his hometown and brought his circus here when his mother still
lived. He drove a light colored Cord automobile and they said he had five hundred
horses in his circus. I don’t think that; but I do know two days after the circus had
played DuBois and left town, there were still truckloads of horses coming in, with
the drivers saying, “Where is the circus - which way did they go?” But, anyhow, he
traveled with Tom Mix and the Tom Mix Circus for four years (a little over four
years). He said at its height, he spent over $5,000 one week for whiskey and that
was when whiskey was very cheap. He said Tom Mix entertained lavishly at the
circus and he said in one week’s time, that’s what the cost of whiskey was for the
people they entertained. He said that Tom Mix was from DuBois. He neverin four
and one-halfyears mentioned that he was from DuBois, Pennsylvania. He was from
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