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from CBS:

Promating CBS —the Early Years Frank Stantonwas flabber-
gasted that his new associates, who szemed like nice people.
weren'tinterested in the truth “Like any advocates. Victor Rat-
ner explained. “We weren't looking for the facts as such but for
the facts that would make the best case for CBS. We were per-
fectly willing to tell a whopping lie if we could get away with it.

Negotiating with Jackie A CBS lawyer remembers one “ter-
rible session’ before a Gleason show. "Gleason wasn't dressed
and he wasn't going on uniess he got his concessicns. Thirty
seconds before 8 pv. when the show was to start, we capitu-
lated. Gleascn was good atthet sort of thing. Durirga luncheon
negotiation with Bill Paley he fell asleep, prompting Paley to re-
mark to his a des, “If he's that disinterested. you better give him
the money.”

Egbert under the Bombs “This—islLondon! That's the way
his college drama coach advised him to say it when the bombs
began to drop. And that's how Egbert Roscoe Murrow from
Polecat Creek, North Carolina, became famous.

Doctor Stanton  Frank Stanton's office conformed to his and
Black Rock s austere style. Literally a cold-blooded man, he
kept his office chilly enough to preserve fish. He lixed nothing
betterthanamechanical challenge and once he was discovered
on his back, fixing his private-office sink. He also liked to drive
h's personal car under the Queensboro Bridge on weekends
and wash itdown by hand with a bucket of water and a sponge.

Censorship “Paley was the black knight in the blacklist scan-
dal, says one critic. "J. Edgar Hoover called CBS the Commu-
nist Broadcasting System. This shook Paley, and he went along
wih the loyalty cath and all the rest of it

The Importance of Being Walter Noyers says Presicent
Johnson told him that Cronxite's brcadcast before the Tet of-
fensive, charging deceptionin Wash ngton. had caused the
president to lose credibility. “Cronkita had more authority with
the American people than anvone else. It was Johnson's in-
stinct that Cronkite was it.

Billand Frank “Remember,” saysanobserver, 'Paleyisaman
who has enjoyed as much physical and psycholcgical satisfac-
ticn as any living man in America today. ... When the decision
had to be made about Stanton's possible retenticn after sixty-
five, Paley acted as he had a hundred times before. He just did
what pleased Bill Paley: Frank, you're sixty-five—goodbye
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CBS

by Robert Metz

CBS is America's greatest entertainment fac-
tory and most powerful communications
empire.

Robert Metz, veteran New York Times col-
umnist, takes the reader on an intimate tour —
personal and historical — of one of the most
glamorous and influential corporations on
earth. Metz talked to all the actors, on stage
and behind the scenes—from Chairman Paley
to Walter Cronkite; Jack Benny to President
Stanton; Godfrey; Gleason; the Smothers
brothers—they are all here. Murrow vs. Mc-
Carthy, Archie vs. the dingbat, Paley vs.
Stanton.

Mr. Paley (few call him Bill) accepted a sec-
ond million from his cigar-maker father, Sam,
in 1928 and plunged into radio, then networks.
He did theimpossible quickly —jolted RCA and
its arrogant boss David Sarnoff. Almost half a
century later, Chairman Paley still sits astride
his communications empire in absolute con-
trol, enjoying all the luxuries and perquisites
of power, including one of the world's "' best-
dressed” woman; still dictating what the mas-
ses huddled around their flickering sets will
see, hear and learn about.

CBS tells a great and glamorous success
story, bigger than life. lts commentators from
Murrow to Cronkite helped to destroy a reck-
less senator and topple a president. Its inven-
tors and technicians helped bring us color TV
andlong-playing records. ltsentertainers, from
Jack Benny to Carroli O'Connor, made us
laugh when World War Il and Vietnam were
tearing us apart.

Warts and all? The greater the subject, the
bigger the warts: Clive Davis, CBS Records
president, is marched out of Black Rock, flank-
ed by two CBS security men; a lady in Detroit
plunges out a window to her death, leaving
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Paley's name (among others) scrawled on her
mirror; Ed Sullivan turns censor, then inquisi-
tor and informer; Jim Aubrey, “the smiling co-
bra!' crashes from heir-apparent to obscurity
amidst sensational rumors of professional and
personal scandal; Frank Stanton, “on the verge
of tears!' realizes he will never be chairman.
CBS is a big story, full of big people, power,
money, influence, invention, success, failure.
Robert Metz has written it big, the only way.

Robert Metz, a columnist for The New York
Times for many years, was a Nieman Fellow
in 1967 and is the author of How to Shake the
Money Tree, The Tax-Conscious Investor and
other books.
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PREFACE

IT IS SAID THAT AS SIR WALTER RALEIGH SAT IN A TOWER WRITING OF
the ages, a battle raged below. Emissaries would climb the stairs from
time to time to report on the conflict and each one gave a different
version of what was happening. Finally, Sir Walter threw up his hands,
saying that if he couldn’t find out what was going on at his feet, how
could he hope to write the history of the world?

As Walter Cronkite says, “That’s, the way it is . . .” In writing the
chapter called “Gentle Revolution”—the story of CBS’s one signifi-
cant technical success—three major figures at CBS told separate and
distinct highly detailed stories of how RCA’s David Sarnoff got the
news of the CBS breakthrough. Roshomon revisited. As each filled in
the details, the writer began asking himself fundamental questions like
“What is truth?”

This kind of situation reflects, to a degree, cloudiness of memory.
And memory tends to favor those elements of a story that play up the
speaker’s own role. For instance, the urbane Goddard Lieberson of
CBS Records was told that the outcast Clive Davis, the man he
preceded and then succeeded as president of the division, had claimed
responsibility for some big marketing decisions in the division—deci-
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sions that Lieberson said would never even fall in Clive’s area. Exas-
perated, he commented: “I don’t know why everybody rushes to claim
credit. However, I find myself doing it too.”

This book is an amalgam of some 120 major interviews, as well as
scores of shorter ones, and of course of “facts” gleaned from official
sources when available. Is it accurate? I can only hope that when the
balance is struck “they” will say that at least the story is supported by
the facts available and that the general outline is sound.

If one man’s facts weigh too heavily in the balance, then let me say
that those who cooperate with a writer inevitably have the greatest
influence, no matter how hard the writer struggles for balance. One can
hardly write what isn’t revealed.

Certainly the prize for the richest source goes to the late Victor
Ratner who frequently sat smoking cigars offered by the author and
told enough to cover 61 pages—typed, single spaced. Jap Gude, the
agent, was the most helpful in suggesting “must” topics for the book.
Mike Dann gave me much valuable information, many hours and just
as many laughs. Ninety-five percent of the notes taken for this book
were taken on the typewriter—the author’s own idiosyncrasy.

When finally the publicity-shy Bill Paley was run to earth in his posh
executive offices in Black Rock, the typewriter was put away and a more
discreet ballpoint pen became my instrument. So also with Frank
Stanton, Fred Friendly and Arthur Godfrey. The others will have to
argue with Olivetti and IBM.

Here then are the major sources: Jim Abernathy, Goodman (Goody)
Ace, Joseph Barbera, Edward L. Bernays, Ken Berry, Ted Bessel, Ar-
chie Bleyer, Les Brown, Carter Burden, Mike Burke, Arthur B.
Church, Ralph Colin, Norman Corwin, Louis G. Cowan, Jack
Cowden, Walter Cronkite, John Daly, Mike Dann, Clive Davis, Guy
Della Cioppa, Sam Denoff, Lou Dorfsman, Dick Dorso, William
Dozier, Lee Edson, Bob Evans, Freddy Fields, Irving Fine, Bill Fines-
chreiber, Mickey Frieberg, Fred Friendly, Emanuel (Manny) Gerard,
Jackie Gleason, Arthur Godfrey, Peter Goldmark, Lester Gottlieb, Jack
Gould, Mark Goodson, Merv Griffin, John G. (Jap) Gude, Spencer
Harrison, Louis Hauseman, Dorothy Hart Hearst Paley Hirshon, Ann
Hummert, Sal lanucci, Merle Jones, Arthur Judson, Jack Kaplan, Har-
ris Katleman, Sidney Kaye, Michael Keating, Doris Klauber, Paul
Klein, Don Knotts, Robert Landry, Julius LaRosa, James Landauer,
Norman Lear, Ernest Leiser, and Sheldon Leonard.
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Also Isaac (Ike) Levy, Leon Levy, Goddard Lieberson, Dick Linke,
William B. Lodge, Lawrence W. Lowman, Irving Mansfield, Mike
Marmer, Ernie Martin, Howard S. Meighan, Sig Mickelson, John
Minary, Bill Moyers, Adrian Murphy, Janet Murrow, Bob Newhart,
William S. Paley, Joseph Papp, Arthur Perlis, Bernard Procktor, Mar-
tin Ransohoff, Victor Ratner, Joseph Ream, Carl Reiner, John Rey-
nolds, Lee Rich, Bob Ritter, Hub Robinson, Andrew Rooney, Jim
Rosenfield, Hughes Rudd, M. R. (Meff) Runyon, Richard Salant, Taft
Schreiver, John A. Schneider, Marvin Sears, Herb Seigel, Charles Seip-
man, James R. Seward, Daniel Seymour, Fred Silverman, Helen Sious-
sat, Tommy Smothers, Benjamin Sonnenberg, Frank Stanton, Charles
Steinberg, Peggy Stone, Ed Sullivan, David Susskind, Bob Sweeney,
Bob and Sylvan Taplinger, Arthur R. Taylor, Davidson Taylor, Sandy
Teller, Mike Wallace, Gerhardt Wiebe, and Robert D. Wood.

The following people were also interviewed or were otherwise help-
ful: Linda Amster, Clive Barnes, Bill Behanna, Hazel Bishop, Jerry
Brody, Amanda Burden, Connie Chung, May Dowell, Senator John
Glenn, Grace Glueck, Freeman Gosden, Robert Hendrickson, Howard
Houseman, William Hyland, Paul Kagan, Bob Keeshan, John Kelly,
Bill Leonard, Grace Lichtenstein, Larry Lowenstein, Tad Meyers,
Leon Morse, Peter Model, Paul Porter, Quinton Proctor, William
Rayburn, Harry Reasoner, Alan Riedel, John B. Rettaliata, Harry
Schecter, Ken Schwartz, Stuart Schulberg, Mel Spiegel, Lesley Stahl,
John Steinway, Robert Stolfi, Nancy Webb, Willis Winn.

Erik Barnouw's three-volume History of Broadcasting, the most com-
prehensive work in the field, was an invaluable source.

My thanks to Richard Warren Lewis who tracked the demise of
CBS’s Smothers Brothers Comedy Hour so exhaustively in Playboy—
“St. Thomas & The Dragon” (August 1969).

I am similarly indebted to William Lambert and Richard Oulahan
whose Life magazine piece in the issue of September 10, 1965 on
James Aubrey was then and remains today the best on the subject.

My special gratitude to my friend and fellow reporter on The New
York Times, Les Brown, whose book Television: The Business Behind
The Box proved an invaluable source for me and, in my opinion,
remains the best book about the business of television.

Finally, a different kind of acknowledgment—or admission. There
is very little in this book—apart from random shrapnel from my Oli-
vetti—about CBS crime shows. The reader is free to take this as a silent
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protest against bogus tough guys, car chases, assinine plots. The dramas
—if they rate that description—star hot cars chasing each other’s tails
more often than hot stories. The scenarios do more violence to logic
than the characters do to each other, if that’s possible. I sometimes
wonder how the actors manage to pant through such tedious twaddle.
So far as I can tell, the women like Mannix; the fatties like Cannon;
the sun-and-surf set like Hawaii Five-O; and Kojak likes himself. Kojak
was occasionally diverting—he’s a fast draw with a lollypop—but now
he looks bored with half the scripts. As for the rest of criminal justice
on CBS, call it, well, a necessary evil. But I couldn’t watch it, even to
write this book.

Amen, the “kidvids” as the industry labels the Saturday morning
electronic playground; the plug-in babysitter. Bob Keeshan in his twen-
tieth year as Captain Kangaroo rules his daily kindergarten with a
gentle hand. So opposed is he to violence that even the commercials
can only snap, crackle and pop. But if I never see another Flintstones
cartoon, I'll thank my lucky hair shirt; and Bugs Bunny can take his
updoc and can it. I suppose my three children will survive it—if the
commercials don’t get them first. All hail CBS, the mighty king of
kiddieland—just don’t ask me to watch.
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INTRODUCTION

IN PIONEER DAYS, EACH LOG CABIN THAT DOTTED THE WILDERNESS WAS
an isolated outpost in a disconnected world. The families that inhab-
ited those drafty shelters lived and died knowing a world that measured
only a few miles in each direction. A friend’s visit was a major occasion.
A stranger was someone to be feared. A storm was the only experience
shared with neighbors beyond the distant hills.

The fireplace with its warmth and light offered a focus for the family
—a place to huddle against the world; a place to be cozy; a place to
dream and imagine as flames drew pictures and talked in snaps and
pops.

Today there is another focus—warm, violent yet controlled like the
fireplace of old, and talkative beyond the dreams of the loneliest pio-
neer. The television set that graces virtually every household in Amer-
ica speaks not in imagined tongues of flame but in many dialects, and
it brings us the world’s triumphs and ills minutes after they unfold.

A soldier on a battlefield in Southeast Asia dies for us in color, sighing
as he bleeds to death within earshot of a microphone held by a news-
man who must get his story to the people. Click . . . One turn of the
knob away on the almighty box familiar faces make fools of themselves
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answering silly questions posed by an aggressively cheerful master of
ceremonies. Click . . . We are immersed in the trials and tribulations
of a supposedly typical American family.

Flash: A young president is shot and the nation mourns as one,
sharing an experience some might not have learned about for weeks a
hundred years earlier.

The televised world of shared experience draws together people in
great cities and in distant mountain cabins, molding speech and
thought patterns and setting styles of life. The ubiquitous TV antenna
is the umbilical cord that binds us to our emotional food supply. We
are all connected, tuned in, turned on. And all this is presented to us
through the “courtesy” of manufacturers of soap, soup and sop. If the
world debates its differences and walks to the brink during sponsored
time, the family huddled before the magic box may have to wait for
a station break to learn of its peril. Time marches on, to the tune of
advertising jingles and ringing cash registers, operated and controlled
by some of the most articulate, talented and assertive people alive.
None, certainly, are more assertive than the people who have made
CBS the dominant network in today’s television.

When CBS was founded as a radio network in 1926, there seemed
little chance it would become one of the nation’s most powerful corpo-
rations in a few short decades—or even that it could successfully com-
pete with the already established National Broadcasting Company
which was backed by the Radio Corporation of America. Ironically,
David Sarnoff, the irascible boss of bosses of the two NBC networks,
was responsible for the creation of his competition when he abruptly
turned down an artists’ agent who was offering a package deal for the
performers he represented. The rebuffed agent, Arthur Judson, pro-
ceeded to create his own network.

The infant rival to NBC quickly plunged deeply into the red, due
to extravagant payments to its small system of station owners plus the
difficulty the company had in finding sponsors for its network shows.
The company’s survival was often in doubt, and were it not for the
shrewd ministrations of William S. Paley, a Philadelphia playboy who
had grown bored with his father’s cigar business and bought the net-
work in 1928, CBS might have died even before the stock market crash
of 1929.

In its early days CBS was not so much a company in the traditional
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sense as it was a concept being pushed by a small team of people in
New York with virtually no physical assets. While other corporations
could measure their wealth in manufacturing plants, real estate, forests
and mines, CBS had only an idea that promised riches.

CBS’s problem, shared with NBC, was to convince the world—and
especially advertisers—that radio was not just a mystifying gadget but
a useful article of trade as well; that it could draw dollars out of cookie
jars and mattresses, strongboxes and banks, by the thousands, then
millions; that it could play a unique role in feeding the insatiable maw
of commerce. This role wasn’t always clear to the public, either. “I
certainly appreciate your wonderful entertainment,” wrote a CBS lis-
tener from Milwaukee in 1928. “Why don’t we have to pay for this?
I can’t believe that it’s given to us.”

CBS, blessed with brilliance in key posts, quickly established a lead-
ership role in the new industry that belied the company’s financial
frailty. It was not NBC but CBS that people approached when they
needed facts on broadcasting, thanks to an innovative promotion de-
partment. And it was CBS, early in the game, that established the
standards for broadcast journalism.

There were heroes, villains and scapegoats just as there are in any
great corporation. It was a company so tightly knit in the beginning
that each member of the CBS team felt a sense of identity with it. They
worked beyond weariness to thrust Columbia into the forefront, to
conquer the NBC Goliath with the sling of brilliance and pebble of
tenacity.

No single volume could tell it all. Don’t look here for an historian’s
footnotes, then, but for color and hue—a portrait emerging from broad
strokes. Mostly, the story is told in terms of the people and how they
shaped CBS. Some are unimportant in the grand scheme, perhaps, but
notable bits of the mosaic, nonetheless. Others have enjoyed national
stature.

Walter Cronkite, the father figure who could in a rare moment of
advocacy and in a few well-chosen words make the federal government
rethink its involvement in the Vietnam war. And Frank Stanton, the
plodding but awe-inspiring president who helped make CBS perhaps
the most influential corporation in the United States. Stanton is gone
now, victim of a policy he himself dictated—compulsory retirement at

65.
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But Bill Paley stays on-—nine years past the deadline. The CBS
chairman, who jealously guards his privacy, has sat astride a colossus for
more years than any other leading executive at work today.

Bill Paley: bon vivant; seeker after the richest personal experiences
the world has to offer; sometime lover; husband to one of the world’s
most admired women; a gourmet who flies 3000 miles for a unique
eating experience; a man who redecorates any of his several luxurious
homes at the drop of a drape; a practical genius who knows whether
you will watch for nothing tomorrow a star you paid to see yesterday.

Bill Paley, occasionally a ruthless man, tells those bigger-than-life
entertainers when they are over the hill. A complex and enigmatic man,
he more than anyone else in the brief history of broadcasting has
decided which world the people huddled around the set shall know. A
man of exquisite personal tastes, he has nevertheless set the tone for
what Newton Minow of the FCC called a “vast wasteland.” But he
has also brought you much that is excellent. His influence has at times
been so pervasive that he has more or less dictated even what the other
networks would present.

But CBS is much bigger than Bill Paley. It is a restless 24-hour-a-day
mover and shaker of the national consciousness, irritating and pleasing,
enlightening and vulgarizing by turns. Its story is a story of our own
history over the past several decades. It is a story of triumph-and
disaster, of vigor and weariness, all reflected in the corporate eye of

" CBS.
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PART ONE

SALAD DAYS






CHRONOLOGY

IN 1927 WILLIAM S. PALEY, 26 YEARS OLD, COMES TO NEW YORK TO
look into the operations of United Independent Broadcasters, a frail
and financially strained network of 16 stations. Radio is still a curiosity,
though there are already seven million sets in use in the United States.
Paley, who has become fascinated with the prospects for radio after his
father’s cigar company sponsored an early radio variety show, decides
to buy UIB.

. . .In 1928 Paley arrives in New York to complete the deal. There are
16 network employees ensconced in the company’s surprisingly opulent
headquarters in the Paramount Building in Times Square. Before 1928
ends, the network, renamed Columbia Broadcasting System, has 47
afhliates. It also owns WABC—later WCBS New York—its first com-

pany station.

.. .On September 18, 1929, just weeks before the stock market crash,
CBS occupies newly completed headquarters at 485 Madison Avenue.
There are now 6o stations in the chain.

.. .In 1930 Edward Klauber, former night city editor of The New York
3




CBS

Times, joins Paley’s team and begins to impress his personality and
journalistic instincts on radio. He decrees that radio must provide
objective news reports regardless of the likes and dislikes of the sponsor.

. .Through the Depression the promotion department, headed by a
public relations genius named Paul Kesten, works and schemes to
convey the impression that CBS is the broadcast industry’s leader—
though compared to the Radio Corporation of America and its two
NBC networks, CBS is a gnat annoying an elephant.

. .In 1931 CBS begins, on an experimental basis, the first regularly
scheduled television broadcasting in the nation with New York Mayor
Jimmy Walker, and a chubby girl named Kate Smith singing “When
the Moon Comes Over the Mountain.” The programs are cast into the
void—to be seen by a few curious network advertising executives and
electronics experimenters.

. .In 1932 CBS begins its forays against an unbeatable NBC attrac-
tlon, Amos’ n’ Andy, presenting a young singer named Bing Crosby in
that time slot.

. .By 1932 radio is enormously popular—even profitable despite the:
worst depression in modern history. CBS earns $1,623,451 on radlo s
surging strength.

. .In 1933 newly inaugurated President Franklin Delano Roosevelt
chooses radio to make direct appeals to the public, with four “fireside
chats” broadcast on all radio networks. Using gentle language and
" mien, beginning with a consoling, “Mah friends . . . ,” he exploits the

intimacy of the medium. Newspapers testing reaction hear again and
“again that individual listeners feel FDR is speaking to each of them
directly, sensing their individual problems.

. .In 1934 economic pressures cause CBS to accept advertising for
wine and beer—but not liquor. For four years now the’New York
Philharmonic Orchestra’s Sunday afternoon broadcasts conducted by
Arturo Toscanini have been the most popular serious-music program.

. .In 1934 CBS’s School of the Air is heard by six million children.
The educational programs on geography, history, English, music and
drama help keep broadcast regulators at bay (the Federal Communica-
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SALAD DAYS

tions Commission is created in 1934). As the time spot grows valuable,
the show will prove expendable.

.. .In 1935 the Lux Radio Theater goes on the air and the initial
offering features the “first lady of the stage,” Helen Hayes.

. . .CBS has a banner 1935 and leads both NBC networks (the Red
and the Blue) with g7 affiliates. More important, its net profits of
$2,810,079 also surpass those of the other two networks. In 1935,

Frank Stanton, a shy 27-year-old psychology instructor at Ohio State,
is hired by CBS for $55 a week.

.. .In 1936 CBS makes its first raid into NBC territory to grab the best
of the radio amateur hours, Major Bowes; his fatal gong—*“I'm sorry,
I'm sorry!”—in the middle of disastrous amateur performances has
become a nationally known symbol of failure.

. .The Columbia Workshop begins in 1936 with Archibald Mac-
Leish’s verse drama, The Fall of The City, starring Burgess Meredith
and Orson Welles. Other distinguished authors later featured on the
show include W.H. Auden, Stephen Vincent Benet, Maxwell Ander-
son and Edna St. Vincent Millay. Paley has the CBS advertising rate
cards carry the line “withheld from sale” for this show, as a lofty
noncommercial stance. Actually the dramas run opposite Jack Benny
on the NBC Red Network and that period is regarded as unsalable on
CBS.

.. .Nineteen thirty-six is also a year of comedy, with Burns and Allen,
Eddie (“If you knew Susie like I know Susie . . .”’) Cantor, Ed Wynn
and Joe (“Wanna buy a duck?”’) Penner on the CBS roster.

.. .In 1936 Peter Goldmark, a Hungarian inventor, joins CBS to work
on the development of color television and on records that play slower
and longer than the standard 78 rpm records.

. . .In 1937 Edward R. Murrow, a nonbroadcast functionary, goes to
London as war clouds gather. In 1937, CBS stock is first listed on the
New York Stock Exchange.

. . .In 1938 a nervous population is stunned as War of the Worlds,
directed by Orson Welles, uses the news-bulletin format to interrupt
dance music and inform listeners of the destruction being carried out
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by Martians who have landed in New Jersey. The broadcast causes
panic though CBS has put the script through 38 changes before the
broadcast to emphasize to the listeners that the whole exercise is drama,
not fact.

. . .The late 1930s are the heydays of daytime soap operas. CBS has
20, including Our Gal Sunday (“The story of a girl, laid in Old Ken-
tucky”); Ma Perkins (“Landsakes alive!”); The Romance of Helen
Trent and Life Can Be Beautiful. Joyce Jordon, Girl Intern spends nine
radio years completing her internship.

.. .On March 13, 1938, as German armies march into Vienna, CBS
responds with a landmark broadcast. The first World News Roundup
features live reaction from five European capitals, with Edward R.
Murrow and William L. Shirer managing the complex operation for
the network.

. . .In 1938, CBS rounds out an odyssey by purchasing Columbia
Records, the company that gave CBS its name. In 1927 Columbia
Records bought into the fledgling network but unloaded its interest a
few troubled months later, leaving behind the name Columbia for the
network.

.. .In 1939 Ed Klauber matches the American Society of Composers,
Authors and Publishers insult for insult. ASCAP’s Gene Buck doesn’t
show up at an August conference that brings the nation’s far-flung
broadcasters to New York to discuss a new royalty deal for ASCAP-
controlled broadcast music. Then at a later meeting Buck doubles the
organization’s rates. With an imperious “Get me my hat!” Klauber
leaves the hall. Broadcasters set up rival Broadcast Music, Inc. and
prove listeners tune in to bandleaders and singers, not composers.
ASCAP is freezed out and soon capitulates.

. . .By the time World War II begins with Hitler’s invasion of Poland
in 1939, radio has reached a certain maturity and television holds great
promise for the future. Small though it remains, CBS is now a fixture,
not just a shooting star in the corporate firmament.

. . .More than two decades later, Marshall McLuhan, in Understanding
Media, interprets the basic appeal of radio. He calls the listener’s
experience an essentially “private” one and also sees an almost mystical
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dimension to it: “The subliminal depths of radio are charged with the
resonating echoes of tribal horns and antique drums. This is inherent
in the very nature of this medium, with its power to turn the psyche
and society into a single echo chamber.”







CHAPTER 1
Seas of Red Ink

IN THE 19208, A FEW YEARS BEFORE CBS was FORMED, RADIO
was regarded as remarkable. It pulled sound out of the air in some
strange manner only a few understood. Radio was even more miracu-
lous than the movies. The “magic lantern,” whose glow beamed
through acetate film onto a screen, was based on an observable phe-
nomenon, the reflection of light. Radio was not.

Children, comfortable in a world of fantasy, could believe that Lil-
liputians inhabited the sturdy mahogany boxes, to be awakened by the
twist of a knob. The dwarves then spoke forth in stentorian tones, or,
accompanied by miniature instruments, burst into song.

There were no radio networks in the early 1920s, only local, indepen-
dent stations. Perhaps typical of the kind of entrepreneurs who owned
these stations was Isaac Levy, who bought Philadelphia’s WCAU in
1922 from an engineer with little taste for the business that had grown
up around radio. “Ike” Levy, a brash young lawyer who finished his law
training in 1914, was a scrappy poker-playing wheeler-dealer who would
play a major role in CBS’s history. Almost as soon as he set up his law
practice, Levy began to sense that his strong suit was an ability to do
things, “Not good-—but fast as hell,” as he put it.
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He once astonished a distinguished client from New York who
approached him for help in an important, ticklish negotiation. Levy
listened patiently, then promptly picked up the telephone and settled
the matter in ten minutes. That was his style: He learned who to call
and what to say for quick results. He also learned to tolerate with

dignity the “hire yourself that little Jewish lawyer” recommendation

passed along by insensitive but appreciative clients.

Ike said he had to “fight, kick and bite” to win. Once, he was
challenged on a legal matter by the mighty William Randolph Hearst
organization. He considered their challenge absurd, but he listened
quietly to the Hearst position. He then told his adversaries, “I'm not
even going to answer that, but if you do what you intend to do, we'll
take it all the way to the high court and you know we’ll win.” Hearst
and company threw in the towel.

When WCAU came his way, Levy had already become involved in
a number of business deals, sometimes with partners. His poker-playing
buddies included Irving Berlin, Harpo Marx and playboy Tommy Tay-
lor. They listened to Ike Levy pitches more than once. Ike had devel-
oped a technique of telling a man enough about a deal in a single
tantalizing sentence to get a nibble. At that point his prey usually asked
the questions, growing more interested with each baited response, and
finally begged to be let in.

Ike Levy figured he could handle the WCAU deal with a single
associate—his law partner, skilled trial attorney Daniel Murphy. Ike
conveyed the exciting and potentially profitable aspects of radio to
Murphy and convinced him that the two ought to buy the Philadelphia
station for $25,000. They put up some cash and financed $18,000
through a bank.

But Ike was strictly a deal man. He was not geared to the relatively
routine chore of running a business. So he turned to his brother, Leon,
a dentist with a thriving practice. Less abrasive than Ike, Leon was
equally smart and more suited to the day-to-day routine. And though
a couple of years younger than Ike, he was no stranger to business. Leon
and Ike had already worked together, investing in the Atlantic City
Race Track. To meet his new responsibilities to the station, Leon began
scheduling all dental appointments for the morning hours. In those
days, WCAU’s broadcasts began at night.

Like his brother, Leon was an opportunist determined to live high
on the hog. They had both known poverty at firsthand. Their mother
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had run a shop to put them through college and graduate school. Leon
decided that the best way to become established was to marry well and
he began looking for a suitable bride. When he learned that Peggy
Mastbaum, whose father owned a chain of motion picture theaters,
would sail with her family to Europe, he wasted no time.

He approached Sam Blitzstein, a private banker, for $1000 which
Leon promptly blew on his passage and a costly but abortive shipboard
courtship of Miss Mastbaum.

Undaunted, he tried a more direct approach. Seeking out a member
of the wealthy Publicker Liquor family, Leon told him he wanted to
marry his daughter, whose dowry would be ample. The outraged father,
a big man given to direct action, promptly threw him out of the house.

In time Leon turned to Blanche Paley. A fretful girl, given to sieges
of hypochondria, Blanche was the daughter of Sam Paley, who with his
brother Jacob owned Philadelphia’s Congress Cigar Company. Blanche
and Leon were married on September 22, 1927, about the time
Blanche’s brother Bill was becoming involved in the radio broadcast
business.

There would be a fascinating replay of all of this a generation later,
which is detailed in a 1974 best-selling novel called You and Me, Babe.
The novel is the thinly disguised autobiography of Chuck Barris, a
dentist’s son yet, who got the cold shoulder from Leon and Blanche
Levy when he asked for their daughter Lynn’s hand. Chuck married
Lynn anyway, scratching for a living. By the time Barris became rich
as producer of The Newlywed Game, the marriage had ended in di-
vorce.

Leon apparently never lost his appreciation for feminine pulchri-
tude. He hired a Miss Rasmussen to be a receptionist at WCAU, a girl
endowed with a figure that drew considerable admiring comment. One
day, Miss Rasmussen showed up at the station wearing ““a big hunk of
expensive jewelry”’ as one Philadelphian recalls. He also notes that
receptionists were notoriously underpaid, then as now. The other girls
at the station gathered around Miss Rasmussen and began oohing and
aahing and wondering where she got the treasure. Finally, after persis-
tent questioning, the flustered Miss Rasmussen blurted, “My uncle
gave it to me!”

At that, one of the girls pointedly remarked, “Next time you see your
uncle, tell him we could all use a raise.”

Considering the fact that the Levy brothers and the Paleys all be-
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longed to the Philmont, a Philadelphia country club, and thus knew
each other fairly well, it is not surprising that the ambitious Leon
married Blanche. Nor is it surprising that the Congress Cigar Company
became an important early advertising account for WCAU. Leon was
to become a pivotal figure in the evolution of CBS.

Bill Paley was not a native Philadelphian. His family had originally
operated their cigar business in Chicago where Bill grew up. That it
was strictly a family business was made clear by the name of the cigar
they produced—La Palina, a variation on the family name—and the
fact the cigar bands bore a picture of Bill's mother, Goldie. Bill at-
tended Western Military Academy in Alton, Illinois, graduating in
1918. Then he entered the University of Chicago. After his first year
there, his family decided to move their cigar business to Philadelphia
to escape some labor problems. Bill transferred to the Wharton School
of Finance in Philadelphia.

His years at college, though cushioned by his father’s wealth, weren’t
particularly happy ones. At Wharton, he learned about discrimination.
Charming though he was in his quiet way, Bill's background was held
against him. Not only was he discriminated against by gentiles for being
a Jew, but he was also discriminated against by prideful German Jews
for his Russian ancestry. He settled for a Jewish fraternity described by
a former dean as “Class B.”

Bill Paley seems never to have forgotten his unhappiness at Whar-
ton. Despite his many charities, he has never made a major gift to his
alma mater. He also has harbored ambivalent feelings about his Rus-
sian-Jewish origins, which he does not advertise and which did not
stand in the way of his two brilliant marriages to Christians.

Restless and quickly bored by detail, he was an indifferent student.
At Wharton he would frequently become excited by an enthusiasm of
the moment, whether for a corned beef sandwich he found exception-
ally good (he loved food) or a costly Hispano-Suiza car his father bought
him. His sensational idea of the morning was often as not forgotten by
nightfall. This butterfly trait caused some thoughtful people to label
him shallow. Yet this apparent failing stemmed from a zest for living
—an eagerness to enjoy to the fullest all that life could offer—that
would play a role in his success.

He also possessed a shrewdness and a talent for managing money. As
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Wharton crew manager, he turned in record-low expense accounts, a
suggestion that his father’s money hadn’t affected his common sense.

Few believed, however, that this playful ladies’ man and heir to
millions would find a direction of his own; likely he would remain in
the comfortable niche his father had prepared for him in the cigar
business. Indeed, after graduating with a B. S. degree in 1922, he did
enter the family business. He lived at home, drove expensive cars,
enjoyed the girls and learned the business—from a high perch. He was
probably well prepared to begin as production chief; his father, a
business genius of sorts, had been schooling Bill in the cigar trade for
years. Still, there was something slightly indecent about his quick
promotion to advertising manager as well as vice-president and secre-
tary of the company by 1925. His salary: $50,000 a year. Not bad for
a boy three years out of college.

While the Levys were running WCAU and Bill Paley was learning
the cigar business, the world of radio was turning attention to a new
concept in which local stations would receive radio programs from a
central source. Local stations had found phonograph records and local
talent unsatisfactory. They longed for a means to present nationally
recognized stars live. Networks were the obvious answer.

The nation’s leading seller of radios, the almighty Radio Corporation
of America, set about filling that need. RCA was an amalgam of
wireless interests, set up and then made independent by some of the
most powerful corporations in America—American Telephone & Tele-
graph and its affiliate, Western Electric; and set makers General Elec-
tric and Westinghouse.

Once it became clear that RCA was going into the network business,
it was also clear the company would be a major force. For RCA was
famous for fully marshaling its enormous power. Its methods of dis-
couraging the scores of other radio makers through threats based on
alleged patent infringement would have incurred the quick wrath of the
federal government in this day and age. :

Another man who would play a critical role in CBS history was
Arthur Judson, a well-known impresario who managed both the Phila-
delphia and New York Philharmonic orchestras and such important
artists as Heifetz, Horowitz and Ezio Pinza as well as conductors
George Szell and Bruno Walter.
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Judson was a tall powerfully built man with a forceful personality,
and he was a realist. A couple of years ago at age 92 he told the author
in a piping voice why he hadn’t become a professional violinist. “Let
me tell you a profound secret, young man . . . I simply wasn’t good
enough.”

He was cultured though, conversant with serious music and an au-
thority on Elizabethan literature—just the sort to represent artist to
employer and to broadcaster if, as he expected, radio became an impor-
tant entertainment medium.

Thus it was that in 1926 he approached RCA czar David Sarnoff
proposing to organize a bureau to provide leading artists to the new
network. In response to Sarnoff’s request, Judson provided a plan.
According to Judson, “Sarnoff read the plan with great interest and said
that if it was within his power when he got his chain organized he
would certainly put me in charge of the programs and of supplying the
artists.” '

Sarnoff, like Bill Paley, was a Russian Jew, but apart from this and
the fact that both men had talent and ambition, there were few
similarities between the two. Paley was born to luxury. David Sarnoff
was ushered into the world in the tight grasp of poverty.

Sarnoff had been a refugee from a wooden-hut village in southern
Russia—one of thousands of Eastern Europeans who settled in the
tenements of Manhattan’s Lower East Side around the turn of the
century. David arrived in 19oo at the age of nine in the company of
his mother and two brothers to join his father in the New World.
When the family was reunited they found that the father had worked
himself to the point of collapse over the past six years, painting houses
to raise the money for his family’s passage. Thereafter, David’s father
took to his bed—an invalid until the day he died.

David became the head of the family at the age of ten, running a
newsstand on Tenth Avenue and earning extra money by singing in a
synagogue choir for $1.50 a week. When his voice changed at age 15,
he wandered into the New York Herald building looking for a full-time
job. The first desk he passed was the postal telegraph office. Fascinated
by the wireless, David signed on as a messenger at $5 a week. He used
His spare time to learn Morse Code and soon developed a great “fist.”
He landed a job as a telegrapher and progressed through a series of
posts, including a stint on a sealing ship in the Arctic Ocean.

Eventually he was assigned to the wireless room that had been
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installed by Wanamaker’s in its New York City department store so
that there could be instant written communication between its New
York and Philadelphia operations. David was just 21 on April 14, 1912,
when he picked up a faint but terrifying signal from the North Atlantic:
“S. S. Titanic ran into an iceberg. Sinking fast.” For the next 72 hours,
David Sarnoff was the sole communications link with what proved to
be the worst disaster in commercial shipping history.

The Titanic’s passenger list was studded with the names of the rich
and the near-rich. Soon David was in touch with the Carpathia which
steamed to the scene to pick up the survivors. He worked around the
clock relaying messages, some to members of New York’s ““400,” in-
cluding the Astors and the Strauses who crowded the wireless room
listening in dread anticipation for news of relatives on board.

Three days passed. Finally, when the lists of the living and the dead
were complete—1517 persons died when the ship slipped beneath the
icy waters—David set aside his telegrapher’s key, had a Turkish bath
and went to bed—famous.

Sarnoff used his newfound fame as a start on his way up the executive
ladder. Tough and irascible, he fought his way to the top of the Radio
Corporation of America.

Though studious and uncommonly bright, he lacked social finesse
and, more than that, showed a decided contempt for his underlings.
The bantam-sized executive thrust himself into the limelight, drawing
a curtain of obscurity around those who helped him reach the heights.
He collected medals and awards like a boy collects baseball cards—a
style remarkably different from that of his career rival, Bill Paley.

When Sarnoff created the National Broadcasting Company in 1926,
he split it into two chains and signed up most of the important stations
in the land for one net or the other.

RCA announced its networks and Arthur Judson was ready. He had
organized the Judson Radio Program Corporation in September 1926
to serve the NBC stations. But he was in for a shock.

Alarmed when he heard nothing from Sarnoff, he approached the
RCA chief again and asked him what he planned to do about the
Judson proposals.

“Nothing” snapped Sarnoff, and Judson reeled in surprise. Regain-
ing his composure, Judson announced, “Then we will organize our own
chain!”

Sarnoff, fresh from interminable negotiations with American Tele-
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phone & Telegraph over long-line service to pipe broadcasts to afhliated
stations, roared with laughter and said flatly, “You can’t do it!” It had
taken a full year and a commitment of $1 million to get AT&T service
for NBC.

Judson left Sarnoff’s office fuming.

In retrospect, Judson’s plan to build a network to rival those of RCA
seems foolhardy. He had little experience to qualify him for so massive
an undertaking—one that would require the building of a national
organization and raising and spending millions of dollars over the space
of a few years. He was bound to make costly mistakes he could ill afford.

In fact, he had no money. His only hope of getting any was through
sympathetic friends and acquaintances in the concert world. Some of
them were rich, to be sure, but they hadn’t built their fortunes by
backing ventures as risky as the one Judson proposed.

Arthur was aware of all this, so it was with some reluctance that he
approached an old friend, Betty Fleischmann Holmes, to ask for money
to launch United Independent Broadcasters, Inc., a name chosen more
as a protest against the RCA monopoly than anything else. Mrs.
Holmes was a concert enthusiast and a member of the board of direc-
tors of the New York Philharmonic Orchestra. A Cincinnati girl who
had long ago left Ohio to make her home in New York City, she was
a philanthropist and heir to the Fleischmann Yeast fortune.

“We are losing our shirts,” Judson admitted. But Mrs. Holmes,
impressed that Judson planned to stress classical-music programing,
said gaily, “I’'m a good sport. I want to come in.” She gave Judson
$6000.

Meanwhile, Judson had taken on associates. One of them was
George Arthur Coats, an ebullient salesman who once sold paving
machinery. Mrs. Holmes’s money sent him to the hustings where he
hoped to sign up affiliates for the new network.

Coats’s first stop in his quest for outlets was Philadelphia and
WCAU. Leon Levy listened receptively to Coats’s plan and offered to
put Coats in touch with other station owners Leon had cultivated. He
also counseled Coats on the kind of deal they would go for, terms he
would be happy to agree to himself. Coats signed up Leon and traveled
to other stations signing up one important outlet after another. His trip
was a splendid personal success—and a giant headache for UIB.

For Coats, with Levy’s prompting, had agreed that the new network
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—which was hardly more than an idea at this point—would begin
buying ten hours of air time a week from each station at a rate of $s50
an hour. This sum-—$s500 a week per station—was enough in those days
to buy a-brand-new Chevrolet and too much of a commitment for a
struggling outht like UIB.

Twelve stations hastened to sign on the dotted line. Some station
owners turned Coats down on the theory that he was either a fool or
a con man from the big city. One wonders whether Judson or his other
principal associate, Major J. Andrew White, realized the significance
of what Coats had promised. Major White was a radio veteran and a
sober enough man to have had apprehensions about UIB’s future under
those terms.

A distinguished-looking man who wore a pince-nez on a drooping
black ribbon, Major White was dignified and proper. His stiff reporting
style reflected his innate sense of decorum. During the 1924 Demo-
cratic National Convention at New York’s original Madison Square
Garden, Norman Brokenshire, a young radio newcomer with a zest for
controversy, took over the mike while Major White went to lunch.
Soon Brokenshire was in the thick of a battle between delegates in the
aisles. He wrote: “I concentrated on the fight and let everything else
go by. [It was] one of the finest donnybrooks I'd ever seen. Delegation
signs were banged on opponents’ heads, chairs and decorations were
destroyed. I had a ringside seat. I was letting the audience in on the
fracas when Major White walked in. His face turned pale; he grabbed
the microphone from me and signaled the operator to take us off the
air.”

Seconds later Major White returned to the air with “elegant compo-
sure.” Then, in an off-the-air reprimand, he explained to Brokenshire
that the station had been granted rights to air the convention with
distinct instructions that no disorders would be reported.

Major White had been a radio pioneer, first as editor of Wireless Age
before he became an announcer. Now in charge of daily operations at
UIB, he toted up the costs of Coats’s generous contracts which eventu-
ally covered 16 stations. The $400,000-a-year figure seemed astronomic
at a time when there was absolutely no assurance that the company
could line up advertisers to sponsor the time—or even get the necessary
telephone lines to pipe broadcasts to afhliates.

But on the latter score, Coats delivered. While Judson was negotiat-
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ing with AT&T in New York, Coats left for Washington; he was armed
with two checks—one for $1000, the other for $10,000. Judson author-
ized the checks but never said what they were for. However, before
Coats left he told Judson he expected to stir up pressure at the agency
that regulated telephone companies—the Interstate Commerce Com-
mission. He alluded mysteriously to a man who he said could fix such
things. Judson was nevertheless surprised to receive a telephone call
from Coats shortly thereafter. Coats cheerfully reported from Wash-
ington that UIB had the AT&T lines. They would be ready in the fall
of 1927.

So there was both good news and bad news for UIB. The new
network had 16 eager stations plus rights to use the telephone lines to
deliver their programs. But it also had enormous costs and no income
from sponsors yet. Prospects, then, were for seas of red ink.

Meantime, WCAU’s Leon Levy was not only wooing Blanche Paley,
but also Blanche’s father, Sam, and her uncle Jacob. Nationally, ciga-
rette sales had been soaring, largely at the expense of cigars, and La
Palina sales had suffered enormously. Leon and Ike convinced the
Paleys to try radio advertising and negotiated a $50,000 contract. The
company’s advertising chief, William Paley, wasn’t around to help
negotiate it; Bill was in Europe enjoying himself. His father and uncle
acted without consulting him in what was undoubtedly the most impor-
tant advertising decision the company had ever made.

By the time Bill returned, miffed that he hadn’t been consulted, his
father had begun to think the advertising contract was a mistake. Bill,
who was already something of a gambler, watched La Palina Cigar sales
carefully, gauging the effect of this new advertising medium.

The company sponsored two shows. One was a quarter-hour program
featuring the popular entertainer Harry Link. Link was billed as the
“La Palina Boy.” He played the piano and in a pleasant bathtub
baritone sang popular songs, including his own hit, “I’ve Got a Feelin’
I'm Fallin’.” La Palinas also sponsored an early soap opera, Rolla and
Dad.

Despite the fat La Palina contract, Ike Levy’s law partner, Daniel
Murphy, was finding radio a distraction from his law practice. During
the La Palina campaigns on CAU, Dan Murphy told Ike Levy he
wanted out. This sent the Levys scurrying for money, and what more
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obvious source of capital than a rich, satisfied customer? La Palina sales
had begun responding to the radio exposure and thus the Paleys were
receptive when Ike and Leon urged them to buy a one-third interest
in CAU. The Levy brothers retained the remaining two-thirds of CAU
in equal shares.

If business was catch-as-catch-can for a local station like WCAU, it
was nip and tuck for a shoestring network like UIB. Saddled with the
costly affiliated-station contracts and the heavy tariff they’d have to pay
the telephone company for its long lines when they began operations,
Judson and White were frantically looking for a major financial angel.
Mirs. Holmes had helped again and again, but that was stopgap. UIB
needed a rich partner.

The men looked far and wide. Atwater Kent, a radio-set maker, was
approached to no avail. Paramount Pictures’ Adolph Zukor seemed
tempted, but made too many conditions. Finally, in the summer of
1927, UIB approached a company that was almost as apprehensive
about the future as the network—Dbut for a different reason. The com-
pany was the well-inanced Columbia Phonograph.

Columbia was a leader in the record-pressing business, but its world
was changing rapidly because of radio. Records sounded scratchy and
tinny on the mechanical players in most homes and were no match for
a good radio carrying live or even recorded music. Columbia officials
were wringing their hands not only over the ever-more-popular enter-
tainment novelty, but also over the prospect of even more strenuous
future competition from their archrival, Victor Talking Machine Com-
pany, which was about to be gathered into David Sarnoff’s protective
arms and become a part of giant RCA.

Desperation thus served desperation. Major White nervously ap-
proached nervous officials of Columbia and persuaded them to buy the
operating rights of UIB for $163,000. That figure was “probably ar-
rived at”’ according to Judson “simply by the amount of money we then
needed.”

The new partners set up an operating company called Columbia
Phonograph Broadcasting System and began planning a gala debut.
Judson happily assumed the role he had always intended for himself.
Columbia contracted with the Judson Radio Program Corporation to
supply ten hours of programing a week for around $10,000 a week. The
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network was to resell the programing to sponsors and Judson’s unit thus
became the programing division. (Judson remained active in concert
management until the age of go. When he died in early 1975, he had
one-third of a million CBS shares, a figure topped only by Bill Paley
himself, and was a millionaire many times over.)

After the Columbia money came through, Judson went to conductor
Howard Barlow, asking him to leave the New York Neighborhood
Playhouse and come to the network to direct a 23-piece staff orchestra.
Barlow was a fine but obscure conductor whose first musical recital
came a few weeks after he found and taught himself to play a cracked
cello which had been collecting dust in a church attic back home in
Ohio. Nevertheless, he told Judson he couldn’t afford to join him for
less than $15,000 a year. Judson answered—perhaps more magnani-
mously than he should have—he wouldn’t want Barlow if he wasn’t
worth $15,000 a year. Barlow was to conduct on the night of Colum-
bia’s first major broadcast to its 16 network affiliates.

Columbia planned a spectacular debut. Metropolitan Opera artists
under Barlow’s direction would present The King’s Henchmen, a work
by composer Deems Taylor and the distinguished poet, Edna St. Vin-
cent Millay. The appointed hour arrived on September 18, 1927.
Switches were thrown in New York while personnel from flagship
station WOR monitored from the station’s men’s room—the only
soundproof space ready at the new WOR offices at broadcast time.

Everything went according to plan—except that west of the Alleghe-
nies nothing came through. The debut of Columbia was marked by
nearly 15 minutes of dead air. A thunderstorm had broken the wires.
Finally, the wires repaired or bypassed, the Voice of Columbia came
through faintly, punctuated by terrific static.

Still, the show went on—and on. It ran a full hour and a quarter past
schedule. Thousands of listeners in the areas around 16 cities where
affiliates were located, from Boston to St. Louis, heard their first opera.
Regardless of downed wires and static, Columbia was launched as a
broadcast network.

Columbia Phonograph had been aboard less than three months
when that first broadcast put the network on the map, and the com-
pany’s $163,000 was already spent. Successive Fridays arrived and
passed with no paychecks for the talent and staff.

Columbia had quickly discovered that it was not particularly hard to
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sell advertisers on the idea of radio—ijust impossible to land them for
the home team. Once an advertiser was sold by Columbia, he marched
over to RCA and sponsored time on one of the NBC networks. Co-
lumbia officials were completely disenchanted and wanted out. The
same month The King’s Henchmen was broadcast, they sold the oper-
ating company back to UIB for $10,000 in cash and 30 hours of free
broadcasting. In a decision that seems curious at this point, they al-
lowed UIB to keep the Columbia name.

Frantically short of cash once again, Major White and Arthur Jud-
son hardly knew where to turn. White, a Christian Scientist, called his
practitioner for advice. In a more practical mood, Judson sent a wireless
message to Betty Fleischmann Holmes, aboard a ship in mid-Atlantic,
saying that he needed between “forty and forty-five thousand dollars.”
The good lady responded as before sending a wireless to her office
instructing them to send a check to Judson for $45,000. The money
paid AT&T the $40,000 it was owed for long-lines service but covered
little else. Mrs. Holmes’s “‘gifts” repaid her handsomely. Years later she
sold her CBS stock for $3 million.

Down in Philadelphia, Ike and Leon Levy had been watching these
events closely. Fascinated by the possibilities—and anxious for the
network to succeed—they were receptive when Arthur Judson confided
his financial problems. They turned to a friend, Jerome H. Louchheim,
another member of their club world. Louchheim was a subway and
bridge builder, a sportsman and a lover of the arts. More important
from Judson’s point of view, he was both wealthy and interested in
radio.

The Levy brothers were interested in having a financial stake in the
business as well. They respected their mother’s judgment, so Tke ap-
proached her and asked how she would feel if he and Leon got involved
in an enterprise involving hundreds of thousands of dollars.

Mrs. Levy urged Ike to delay his decision for a few days: “I never
want to hear you say later that you wish you had thought of this or
that.”

A few days later, Ike, then in his mid-thirties, went back to his
mother to say he believed he had thought of everything. Her advice:
“Then shoot crap now—not when you're fifty.”

With Ike’s and Leon’s participation, Jerome Louchheim agreed to
buy a controlling interest. As Louchheim prepared to put his name on
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the contract, his attorney, Ralph Colin, issued a dour warning that was
ironic in terms of Colin’s later afhiliation with CBS; he said that the
network could be a bottomless pit: $100,000 now, a quarter of a million
later. It might go on and on. That was true, Louchheim agreed, “but
after all, it is my money.” He then scratched his name on the contract
and made an initial payment with the Levys of $135,000. On Novem-
ber 1, 19277, Columbia’s new owners sent American Telephone a check
for $100,000 to avoid cancellation of the network’s long-line service.

But immediate surgery was needed to stanch the flow of blood.
Either the affiliates gave up their $500-a-week network guarantees or
the network could not survive. So Major White and Leon Levy hit the
road with new contracts in their pockets. This time, Leon’s sympathies
were clearly with the network. Rather than a guarantee, the two men
offered payment only for sponsored network shows actually broadcast
by the affiliate.

The two men evidently presented their case well, for each of the 16
affiliates agreed to the new terms. With that, the network’s balance
sheet tipped to a less precarious angle. But it was still a marginal
enterprise. Advertisers were skeptical and the network found it difficult
to land important sponsors. Losses continued to pile up at the rate of
$20,000 a week. This went on for many months.

One day in August 1928, ke Levy and Jerome Louchheim were
walking together on the boardwalk in Atlantic City. Louchheim had
been infusing more cash and after 5 a.m. breakfasts of frogs’ legs at
Louchheim’s the two men would sally forth to Columbia headquarters
in New York two or three times a week. But Louchheim felt the need
for a stronger hand by the Philadelphia group. Leon, who loved Phila-
delphia, refused Louchheim’s urgings to go to New York and become
president. It was grim. Ike recalls: “We were down about one million
dollars and no big sponsors were in sight. . . . Louchheim asked, ‘Ike,
how long do you think we ought to keep it going?’ and I said, ‘Let’s
give it another ten days.””

Meanwhile, Major White had been negotiating a major deal. Seven
days after Ike Levy and Jerome Louchheim took their walk a contract
arrived in the mail from Vitaphone, a subsidiary of Warner Brothers,
for $750,000 worth of advertising.

“Had that contract arrived three days later,” says Ike Levy, “there
would have been a sheriff’s notice on the door.”
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CBS—the name already shortened to Columbia Broadcasting Sys-
tem—was in the black for the first time.

La Palina sales were percolating nicely in the WCAU area in appar-
ent response to the warmth of “La Palina Boy” and Rolla and Dad.
Obviously impressed, Bill Paley signed a $6500-a-week contract with
Columbia to air a network show, The La Palina Smoker, that was to
pioneer a technique that made an advantage of radio’s primary disad-
vantage—the lack of a picture.

Unable to see what was going on in the studio, the listener was forced
to use his imagination. A clever script writer could play to the listener’s
imagination to build a “theater of the mind” by providing the listener
with enough clues so he could form his own mental picture. In The La
Palina Smoker, the listener was given a scenario: a smoking room in
which several men were gathered around La Palina—the one woman
present—bandying wisecracks.

The show worked and became a hit. Even more important, it was
a brilliant commercial success. Twenty-six weeks into The La Palina
Smoker run, La Palina Cigar sales jumped from 400,000 to a million
a day. It was a spectacular achievement for radio and a stunning
revelation for William S. Paley.

Although he had a secure future in the cigar business, it was hardly
a career for a man as innovative, restless and ambitious as Bill Paley.
Radio seemed to offer possibilities. His brother-in-law Leon Levy intro-
duced him to an ailing Jerome Louchheim and Paley expressed interest
when the builder offered to sell out.

Bill Paley is said to have had a million dollars to play with. It is also
said that Sam Paley had once before given his son a million dollars and
that Bill had blown it in an unsuccessful attempt to enter cigarette
manufacturing. This million dollars, Sam now stressed, was to be Bill’s
last million.

At any rate, Bill didn’t put all the money into CBS—at least not
right away. Nobody except Bill Paley himself and perhaps members of
the family seem to know what that initial investment was. Robert
Landry, a veteran Variety writer who worked for CBS in radio days,
believes the investment was just $275,000. He adds, “I made a definite
effort to find out.”

Fortune magazine reports that subsequent investments raised Bill
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Paley’s original stake to about $1.5 million. Whatever the figure, Paley
bought the bulk of Louchheim’s holdings, and the Levys and other
Paleys also invested.

On September 26, 1928, William Paley was elected president of the
parent company, a little more than a year after its operating arm,
Columbia, aired that first fragmented nationwide broadcast.

Major White stayed on as president of the operating company. Paley
had expected to spend perhaps two days a week in New York, but was
quickly drawn full-time into the network’s churning affairs. He saw that
if the 22-station network was to succeed it would have to grow fast. The
long-line telephone wires over which the frail network was broadcasting
16 hours a day were to cost $1.1 million, an astronomical figure in 1929.
This was a sum that even the wealthy Bill Paley must have found
alarming.

He soon decided to relocate in New York City to personally direct
the network and its 16 employees. His mother, Goldie, gave him advice
that was somewhat out of place in the rough-and-tumble world of a
failing corporation. She warned him that he should never do anything
for himself that someone else could do better, and, to emphasize the
point, gave him a manservant. His father’s advice was along the same
lines but more practical: “Hire smart people,” he cautioned, “then
have the good sense to listen to them.”

Youthful as Bill Paley was, he looked even younger. When he arrived
at the network offices in 1928 to complete arrangements to buy it, the
office boy refused to let him in, saying Major White was conducting
an important meeting and wasn’t to be disturbed. If an office boy could
ignore him Paley knew how his age and looks could affect older estab-
lished businessmen. So he hired a tailor to make him dozens of high-
collared shirts and to fashion conservative suits that would project an
older image. According to one source, this stratagem partially backfired:
The many suits he wore to the office were identical and this caused
employees to think he owned only one. Actually he lived lavishly. At
times his opulent living style came across as gauche. Once he visited
a wealthy and unpretentious investment-banking family, the War-
burgs, and arrived for the weekend accompanied by his manservant
who was totally out of place in the Warburgs’ relatively modest sub-
urban home.

At CBS he was all business. Studying the telephone company’s rates,
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he reasoned that CBS could do four times as much business on the
same long lines for an additional half million dollars annually, a total
of $1.6 million. The situation called for a dramatic idea that would

make local stations eager to join the CBS group rather than the presti-

gious Red and Blue networks of NBC.

An analysis of the NBC affiliation contract showed that the affiliates
could preempt the network; that is, if an NBC affiliate wanted to run
its own program during a time when one of NBC’s clients wanted a
national hookup, then NBC could not deliver its full network. The
NBC contract also stressed “sustaining programs”—charging local sta-
tions for unsponsored attractions to fill gaps when neither affiliate nor
network had sponsored broadcasts to air.

To Paley, the emphasis in the NBC contract was clearly in the wrong
place. Why not give affiliates sustaining shows for nothing? In ex-
change, Paley would insist that the local stations allow CBS to preempt
local time during hours when national sponsors were most anxious to
reach the entire nation, some of that valuable time without payment.
But for preempted hours in excess of a stated number, CBS would pay
local stations and do so on an attractive sliding-scale basis. “The more
they took, the more money they got from us,” as Bill Paley expressed
it.

Soon after Bill Paley arrived in New York City, he and Major White
wired invitations to the leading unaffiliated station owners east of the
Mississippi River to come to the Ambassador Hotel on Park Avenue
in New York City and listen to the Paley plan.

Paley touched a responsive chord. The cost of talent for unsponsored
local shows was slight in terms of network outlays, but constituted a
heavy expense for the independent station. Every first-class station
broadcast 16 hours a day—from 8:00 A.M. until midnight—and it
wasn’t always easy to sell enough time to commercial advertisers for
profitable operation. In fact, independents—even those in major areas
—struggled to sell three hours of sponsored time a day. And that left
the station with 13 hours to fill—a total of 4745 hours a year. The
station could skimp on talent, hiring artists by the week, having them
participate in several programs a day, using a lot of free talent and some
recorded material. Under those circumstances a major Cleveland inde-
pendent spent $35 an hour on unsponsored shows which worked out
to $170,000 a year.
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Under the Paley contract, the $35 an hour the Cleveland station
paid for local talent could be more or less eliminated if the station
affiliated and gave up some of the best evening hours to CBS. For this
the station would be paid something less than $100 an hour by the
network—on a sliding scale.

As a network affiliate, the local station would be piping the music
and entertainment of national stars who received $2000 to $3000 from
the network for a 15-minute performance. The local station’s prestige
would soar. A Price Waterhouse survey would later suggest that the
average independent station seldom had more than one-tenth the num-
ber of listeners its competitive network station had—even in areas in
which the smaller stations offered a satisfactory signal.

The local station owners clearly realized the value of affiliation with
a financially viable network. To a degree, Paley had to finesse the
financial side of the story. His personal magnetism helped and there
were credible rumors that he came from a family of substantial assets.
(His father ultimately left an estate of some $30 million.)

Paley was an excited young man at the Ambassador as one station
owner after the other signed the contract. Those heady hours at the
Ambassador, when CBS grew from 22 stations to 47, convinced Bill
Paley that he had chosen the right field for his talents.

He was certainly confident of CBS’s future, if the deal he made with
Adolph Zukor, the shrewd chief of Paramount Pictures alive today at
100, is any guide. CBS operations were then housed in the Paramount
Building in Times Square and Zukor was watching the network’s pro-
gress with interest. He was concerned that radio was potential competi-
tion for motion pictures. Moving to protect his flank, Zukor offered to
buy a half interest in CBS from Paley and his associates—directly.
Paley accepted for his group in the fall of 1929, trading 50 percent of
the CBS stock owned by him and his friends for 58,823 shares of
Paramount Public Corporation. More interesting than the bare bones
of that contract was its curious clause that may have appeared to be
frivolous on Paramount’s side and to be overreaching by Paley.

The two sides agreed that Paramount would buy back Paley’s Para-
mount shares—then worth $3.8 million—for $5 million or $85 a share
by March 1, 1932, provided that CBS earned $2 million in the ensuing
two years.

CBS was a tottering infant company in September 1929 when the
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handshakes were exchanged, and the CBS earnings clause offered an
apparently insurmountable obstacle to the repurchase of Paley’s Para-
mount stock. A month later even Paley wondered whether he had a
fighting chance as the stock market crashed, changing million-dollar
dreams into nightmares.

A couple of years later, however, when the day of reckoning arrived,
CBS had chalked up $3 million in profits, not just two. At this time
Paramount’s stock had been clobbered in the crash and was trading at
9. Yet the motion picture company was obligated to buy back at almost
ten times that price. Not surprisingly, Paramount found itself short of
cash. So Paley and his friends offered to buy back Paramount’s CBS
shares for $5.2 million. The purchase would provide Paramount with
the necessary wherewithall to buy back the 48,000 Paramount shares
which the Paley group still held. The tariff for Paramount: $4 million.

Paley’s group raised the necessary $1.2 million, got back the CBS
shares and let Paramount off the hook. Thus everyone concerned made
a profit, in one way or another.

Bill Paley might have made a fool of himself—the deal might even
have lost him control of the company. But at this stage of the game,
anyway, his luck was holding. Or perhaps he saw the future more clearly
than did others.
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CHAPTER 2
485 Madison

JIM LANDAUER, A SUAVE YOUNG REAL ESTATE MAN, WAS MAKING THE
rounds one day in 1928 and looked in on the struggling CBS network
in the Paramount Building. CBS was a live prospect that year, and
Landauer wanted to sew up the business for himself. He chatted with
Major White for a bit, and during the conversation White mentioned
the company’s new president, a man named Bill Paley.

“Bill Paley from Philadelphia?” Landauer asked, remembering a
young man he had met at a party during his undergraduate days at
Dartmouth. Landauer asked to see him and discovered his old acquaint-
ance seated behind a désk in an enormous, beautifully paneled room.
The room is said to have cost the original owners of the network half
of their initial $80,000 capital. It embarrassed Paley who told an early
associate that he was the third “sucker” to buy the network since so
much money had been spent for show at a time so little capital was
available.

The two young men spoke about the old days and then turned their

attention to business. Paley explained that he was anxious to find space .

where CBS could grow. One major need was for soundproof studios,
which required unobstructed space equivalent to two floors in a normal
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building. Most of the CBS programs at the time were broadcast from
the penthouse at Steinway Hall on Fifty-seventh Street off Sixth Ave-
nue; CBS concerts were broadcast from the Steinway Concert Hall
downstairs. (The symbiosis between CBS and Steinway has run full
circle. CBS acquired the piano-making company several years ago.)
No existing building could accommodate CBS’s studio needs. Ball-

-rooms had been adapted as radio studios, but they were less than ideal.

Paley and Landauer decided to look for a building presently under

construction that could be altered before it was completed. Landauer

took a walk, trying to recall just where he had noticed a building under
construction in the Fifties on Madison Avenue. He discovered it at 485
Madison Avenue. Landauer asked the owner-architect, John H. Car-
penter, if he would be interested in the network as a tenant with the
proviso that the upper stories be altered to accommaodate radio studios.

Bill Paley was enthusiastic about the location because even then
Madison Avenue was the symbol of advertising, and Paley knew adver-
tising was the future for radio. While Landauer recalls Carpenter’s
concern about the financing behind CBS, Bill Paley remembers, “The
owner never asked for credit references. . . . We were doing pretty well,
but were wobbly then. . . . I was amazed we got the building.”

Perhaps Bill Paley’s enthusiasm and intelligence disarmed the own-
er-architect. More likely, the terms of the lease pleased Carpenter.
Here was an ebullient young man, running an exciting new business,
who was willing to commit himself and his company to a $1.5-million
long-term lease for ten floors in a building not yet completed. On
September 18, 1929, CBS moved to its new quarters. Miss Radio of
1929 cut the ribbon at the door while Bill Paley, looking stiffly formal
in high collar, stood next to her. Paley brought in all of the expensive
paneling from the Paramount Building and installed it in his corner
ofhice, a big, airy room with pilasters, fireplace and a decorative grille
that concealed a radio. Outside that ofhice Paley installed a severe-
looking male secretary named Frank Kizis, clothed in black suit, black
tie and stiff collar.

One of Paley’s early concerns was the fact that CBS was so under-
represented in the Far West that it could hardly call itself a national
network. His emissaries there had been working on the CBS equivalent
of the Louisiana Purchase, but without success. Their Napoleon was
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Don Lee, a personable and crafty businessman who owned radio sta-
tions in Los Angeles and San Francisco and had affiliation contracts
with others in Washington and Oregon.

After Lee “refused to have anything to do with a couple of my
people,” Paley recalls, he picked up the telephone himself and called
Lee on the Coast. As Paley attempted to outline a proposition, Lee
interrupted. He did not discuss important matters by telephone, Lee
said. Paley would have to come to the Coast. The last thing this young
executive needed was a long train ride and hours of possibly fruitless
negotiation with the West Coast entrepreneur. But it was travel to the
Coast or forget the deal.

When he arrived, there was still another surprise. Lee announced
that he was about to leave for a cruise and Bill would just have to join
him on his yacht. Though he protested, Paley found Lee immovable
once again. Bill looked tired, Lee said, the trip would do him good.

Paley finally shrugged in resignation and joined the cruise. He re-
turned to Don Lee’s office several days later, confident of a contract
—the two men had gotten on famously. But there was yet another
surprise for Paley. The artful executive introduced Bill to his secretary
and announced that Paley would dictate a contract for Lee’s signature.
“Oh, no,” said an apprehensive Bill Paley. “You know I'll lean over
backwards to make this contract more than fair to you. I'll go further
on your side than if we negotiate.”

Lee was cordial, and, as usual, immovable. They would either do it
his way or not at all. Bill Paley, realizing then that he was licked,
dictated a contract which was as fair as he could make it to both sides.

He showed it to Don Lee, who, says Paley, ““signed without changing
a word.” CBS was now a bona fide coast-to-coast network.

The housewarming Bill Paley gave the press at his new apartment
in January of 1930 was a notable event—and there was certainly cause
for celebration. In little over a year at the helm of CBS, Paley had
embarked on ambitious expansion plans. At the end of 1929 sales had
reached $4 million.

The six-room apartment at 480 Park Avenue was lavishly furnished
at a cost of $10,000 per room, an astronomical figure for the era. Radios
in each room were completely concealed in the walls. In his bedroom
the young executive could lie in bed and tune a hidden radio by remote
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control, without so much as raising his head. He could turn on various
combinations of lights and reach for any of several hundred books in
the shelves behind him. There were racks for 100 shirts and neckties.
One room contained a piano concealed in the wall with only the
keyboard protruding into the room. An aluminum staircase in a central
room led to a silver-painted balcony. And there was, of course, a bar.
This was a crowd of worldly newspaper men who expected to be served
drinks even during Prohibition. Everyone was transgressing the law.
The awestruck reporters, who were probably paid under $50 a week,
drank their fill, then proceeded to file their stories.

Paley’s newly appointed public relations counsel, Edward L. Bernays,
was sleeping soundly when the telephone woke him in the early hours
of the morning following the party. It was a worried Bill Paley calling
to say: “I've just heard from Chicago that the Tribune is publishing a
story that I am a bootlegger. That will ruin CBS.”

Says Bernays: “I called the Tribune and didn’t ask anybody to do
anything. I just asked for the City Desk and said that this young man
* was just starting his corporate life and would be ruined if they said he
was serving liquor at his new home.”

The paper pulled the story and “Bill Paley was saved for posterity,”
adds Bernays with characteristic modesty.

After allowing the press this one near-fatal peek through the keyhole,
Paley became one of the most relentlessly private individuals in the
world, rarely sharing his personal life with any except his closest non-
business friends. Curiosity about him as a person and a rising young
business executive kept growing, however. Fortune magazine reported
that Paley was sometimes vague—apparently by design—but people
who expected “clever, devious answers” were baffled by his simplicity
and the rapidity with which he comes to the point. “Once his mind
is made up—usually in a flash—he acts with unique authority and there
is no question who is boss. Withal, he is hardly ever spectacular; though
tense and fast in his thinking, he works quietly . . . there is never the
shouting and desk pounding that is supposed to be characteristic of
dynamic American leaders.”

Bernays, a nephew of Sigmund Freud, attempted to make an analysis
and wound up expressing both admiration and envy: “After a year’s
experience with him, I never knew how his decisions were arrived at
—whether he communed with nature, whether earthly advisors di-
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rected him, whether he flipped a coin, or whether he possessed an
innate wisdom and intuitive judgment.

“Whatever his methods they led to success. His closer colleagues
confided to me that they never felt he exerted authority in their pres-
ence. . .."”

With a touch of snobbery, perhaps, Bernays added: “I felt that
native shrewdness made up for a lack of intellectual grasp of the
realities he was dealing with.” Bernays felt that “practical considera-
tions played a more important role than ideological ones.”

There is little doubt that the executive offices at 485 Madison Ave-
nue—universally called The Twentieth Floor—became the scene of an
unusual and exhilarating adventure. Here Bill Paley and a crew of
equally young associates were innovating each day in a major and
entirely new field, one unbounded by tradition, unhampered by
bureaucracy.

When an important matter came up, Paley and his “management
presidium,” as one veteran called it, would gather in the warmly
paneled Paley offices or in the company dining room and flail away. A
few wise decisions right off the bat—the Madison Avenue lease, his
popular new affiliates contract—made Paley bold. Unlike many young
men who were born with money, he developed the confidence that
came from his personal success. He was clearly the boss in these meet-
ings and several early associates recall that he had an uncanny knack
for asking the one question they weren’t prepared to answer. The open
exchange of ideas proved productive since Bill had followed his father’s
advice: He hired smart men and listened to what they had to say.

He seemed to have little ego involvement in ideas. He would seize
upon a good idea with an almost childlike eagerness even when it wasn’t
his own. He had no fear of being outshined by associates.

The management group was so small, and the circumstances under
which they worked so intimate, that it resembled a close-knit college
fraternity with fierce loyalties. Chief among the group was the cantank-
erous Ed Klauber, elder statesman among the Paley men, an ex—New
York Times reporter and editor, who warmed to the chore of managing
the day-to-day business details with the flair of a born executive. There
was the brilliant and charming Paul Kesten who played a critical role
in promotion. Soon Victor Ratner joined the CBS team, working under
Kesten. Canny, critical, erratic and engaging, Ratner had been a copy-
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writer. There was Sam Pickard, a handsome, courtly southerner for-
merly with the Federal Radio Commission, who, between drinking
bouts, could get things done in Washington.

In fond recollection of those days of delicious uncertainty and fervor,
Bill Paley comments: “It was much more fun then. We would make
a decision and it would be implemented quickly.”

The operation was easily controlled from the top then, and Bill Paley
could personally act in mid-broadcast if necessary—as he did once in
taking an intoxicated announcer off the air. In a recent interview he
recalled the incident but refused to divulge the name of the announcer,
except to say that it was definitely not Ted Husing.

Those days of lightning decisions were to change as the years passed.
But for the time being, Bill Paley was having the time of his life.

Paley’s sense of esthetics was clearly a matter of instinct, not train-
ing; he had the kind of knack that is unsettling to those who have had
years of instruction but little intuition. It has been said that if Paley
entered a museum filled with unfamiliar paintings he would naturally
gravitate toward the best paintings there. He soon applied that instinct
to radio programing, but not until after he’d been running CBS for
several months.

An early associate describes a critical event in Paley’s career while
he was still finding his role in radio: “People at a dinner party he
attended began asking questions about how a network operated and
someone asked about a particular CBS program. Paley is supposed to
have said something like this: ‘Yeah, I know about that program, but
I've never listened to it.” At that point another man said bluntly, ‘My
God, you just told us a little about the broadcasting business. I can’t
believe that you aren’t familiar with your own product—entertain-
ment.’

“That gave Bill pause. He suddenly realized that he was not aware
enough of the very essence of the broadcasting business—programing.”

After that, programing became his first order of priority. He was
thinking about it one day while sailing for a European vacation. “I was
on a ship and out walking around the deck. The son of a friend of mine
was playing a portable phonograph—the same record over and over
again. Finally, I stopped and looked at the record label. I sent a wireless
to the head of our artist bureau saying, ‘Heard vocalist called Bing
Crosby. Please sign.””
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When Paley returned he asked about Crosby and was told that
someone had gone to the West Coast to meet the easygoing song
stylist, decided the vocalist was an unpredictable fellow and that as a
result the idea of signing him was dropped.

Paley retorted: “We re not buying hlS reliability. We're buying his
talent.”

Crosby was hired, dropped into the 7:00-7:15 p.M. slot five nights
a week—the spot CBS used to introduce new vocalists—and that was
that. There were few ratings then and Paley didn’t know how well
Crosby was doing until one day he saw a front-page story saying that
after a nightclub appearance Crosby had been mobbed by youngsters
who yelled and kicked and screamed and tore at his clothing.

About the time that Paley discovered Crosby, he also discovered a
beautiful, graceful girl with large brown eyes. The former Dorothy
Hart, socialite daughter of a Los Angeles insurance broker, happened
at the time to be married to John Randolph Hearst, a friend of Paley’s.

Recently, Dorothy said she met Bill at “a small place sort of lost in
the woods” on Long Island. Bill was 30 at the time, she said, which
means that it was 1931. The occasion was “a small Sunday lunch with
mutual friends.”

Asked where that “small place” was, Dorothy responded with the
kind of riposte she loves, “Not very many people know.”

Dorothy Hart always had a knack for drawing men into conversa-
tions about themselves, and when she had the opportunity, would bone
up on subjects she knew were of interest to her husbands’ friends. (She
has had three husbands to date.) She found out a lot about radio at
some point.

In any event, she left John Randolph Hearst and married Bill Paley
in Kingman, Arizona, in 1932. The Hearsts were mightily displeased.
Some people regard it as more than a coincidence that columnists for
the right-wing Hearst newspapers would paint CBS with a pink brush
from time to time as the years went by.

Dorothy had a flair for decorating, as Bill soon discovered, and she
very likely influenced him with her tastes which ran to warm colors and
traditional styling. Bill delighted in giving Dorothy decorating assign-
ments, and in time she did a blue studio for The Twentieth Floor.
Guests in those early days of radio generally faced the mike in a stark
setting. But Dorothy’s studio was like a living room and was so warm,

34




SALAD DAYS

so relaxing, that it made CBS guests forget their mike fright and chat
away.

(Few people relaxed in Dorothy’s studio as thoroughly as did tenor
Morton Downey one evening. Downey, a popular CBS entertainer, was
a notorious practical joker. A CBS sportscaster had just begun reading
his script when he was joined by Downey. The tenor reached down,
untied his shoes and removed them. They were followed by his socks.
He then took off his coat and trousers and then his underwear while
the sportscaster, the victim of his employment contract, continued to
do his broadcast under these trying circumstances.)

Bill's relationship with Dorothy was outwardly smooth. Says a com-
panion of the period, “He was always very sweet and gentle and would
give way to her. He had a great sense of humor and she didn’t seem
to have any. She would get on a subject, speak with apparent erudition
and would refuse to get off it.

“Regardless of who was talking he was always an interested listener.
She didn’t want to listen at all. She wanted to talk. But they were always
nice to each other.”

Bill and Dorothy had their unpleasant moments in private—like any
other couple. In an interview, Dorothy was told that several of Bill's
business associates said he never raised his voice. She responded archly,
“Oh? . . . He never raised his voice?”

Whether Bill Paley spoke quietly or with feeling at home, his mar-
riage to Dorothy ended in July 1947.

For good reason, Paley gave special attention to the 7:00—7:15 p.M.
time slot, where he placed Crosby. At that time CBS faced the most
formidable competition in radio. Two ex-vaudevillians using a simplis-
tic racial theme had put together a show about Negroes that was the
talk of the nation. However degrading to the American black it might
seem today, the National Broadcasting Company’s Amos 'n’ Andy
greatly appealed to listeners then and represented blackface minstrel
humor at its best. Their fame epitomized NBC's superiority.

Freeman Fisher Gosden was Amos, and Charles ]J. Correll, Andy.
Gosden was born in Richmond, Virginia, in 1899 and went north to
take a job as a tobacco salesman. Soon he joined the Joe Bren Com-
pany, a road-show group, where his Negro dialect stories and banjo
playing were a hit. Correll joined the company later as a piano player
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and soft-shoe dancer. The two began working up a blackface act and
wound up in Chicago where they got a bid to do radio and were
destined, among other things, to become a thorn in Bill Paley’s side.
. In the show they created, Amos was trusting, simple and unsophis-
ticated. Andy was domineering and lazy. The two came from Atlanta
to the big city to make their fame and fortune. After a year in Chicago
they owned the Fresh Air Taxi Company of America, Incorpulated,
which consisted of one desk and one swivel chair for the president to
rest in and think. The action often took place in a South Side rooming
house and the two men were frequently found attending meetings of
the Mystic Knights of the Sea, chaired by a fellow called the Kingfish.
All of the characters including Kingfish were played by one or the other
of the two men in the early years of the show.

Amos 'n’ Andy shows, sandwiched between commercials, lasted ten
minutes and required from 1500 to 2000 words—all of them written
by Gosden and Correll. The language was a pseudodialect calling for
phrases like “Recordin’ to the figgers in de book . . .” and “Wait a
minute, heah! Whut is you doin? Is you mulsiflyin’ or revidin’?” and
“Splain dat to me.”

Calvin Coolidge reportedly did not like to be disturbed at the White
House when the show was on the air. Sanitary engineers finally figured
out why the sewer pipes barely carried a flow between 7:00 and 7:15
p.M., then erupted with a roar immediately thereafter. No one in the
audience, estimated at 40 million, wanted to miss a minute of Amos
'n’ Andy. '

Says an early Paley aide, “I listened to Amos 'n’ Andy even when
[ was at CBS.” That was the problem—everybody listened to them,
even those who shouldn’t have. ‘

For Paley it was maddening. He had to make a dent in the 7 p.M.
time slot because that marked the beginning of the radio evening. The
network that controlled that time period usually controlled the next
time period as well. Listeners had a tendency to stay with a. radio
station, especially with the static involved in switching stations in those
days. Different stations came in at markedly different sound levels,
depending upon distance of transmission and power. That, too, made
the tuning process difficult.

If the show that followed Amos 'n’ Andy was even mildly arresting,
there was ilittle dial spinning. The problem faced Bill Paley from the
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beginning. Amos n’ Andy had been an NBC fixture since March 19,
1928.

Paley’s sorties against Amos 'n’ Andy wound up launching several
important new careers and served as a profitable farm system for CBS.
Though Paley never really succeeded in overpowering the NBC fea-
ture, ultimately he lured it away. Bing Crosby was an early entry in the
sweepstakes. In those days he affected a mustache and looked like a
well-bred mafioso. Bing was something entirely new in the pop singing
field—a relaxed “crooner” who bent his notes and added little ba-ba-ba-
boos to the ends of phrases. Says the CBS publicity aide who was
secretly devoted to the opposition: “Bing was a member of bandleader
Paul Whiteman’s Rhythm Boys Trio. Bill simply reached out for him,
signed him up and shoved him into the seven-to-seven-hfteen slot
against Amos 'n’ Andy. We really loosed a publicity buildup and Bing
made a dent.”

Later Bing broke house records for 20 consecutive weeks at the
Paramount Theater in New York City. Soon he was very much in
demand, but no sponsor would take him on CBS so long as he was
placed opposite Amos 'n’ Andy. Crosby and those who followed him
proved that, in radio at least, you could run second and still win. Even
if you didn’t dominate your time slot, you could pick up your chips,
move to a new time period, lead the ratings there and become a big
star.

Paley established a pattern with Crosby, and began using the time
slot in the same way over and over. When the head of the CBS artists
bureau called to ask him to hear four black fellows who had just
bummed their way into New York from Cincinnati, Bill was too busy.
Prevailed upon to delay his lunch date and hear just one song, he
delighted in the Mills Brothers and missed his lunch entirely. So Paley
tried four honest-to-goodness blacks against a couple of whites in black-
face. The Mills Brothers became famous but the time slot remained
in the enemy’s hands.

Then there was Kate Smith. Paley signed her immediately. ‘“‘She was
so good.” Kate was an overweight girl with a big pleasant but untrained
voice that appalled classicist Howard Barlow, director of CBS’s serious-
music musicians. She was not well educated and was sensitive about her
English and enunciation. Because she had some difficulty reading, the
spellings in her scripts were specially geared for her, “‘ya,” for instance,
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for “you.” Yet this fat but charming girl struck a responsive note. She
captured the heart of America with a rendition of “God Bless America”
that became so popular during World War Il there was spontaneous
movement to substitute the number for “The Star Spangled Banner.”
Ironically, when Irving Berlin wrote the song in 1918, he regarded it
as “too sticky”” and threw it in his trunk. Twenty years later he reluc-
tantly got it out and let Kate use it on the air.

With each success Paley grew more confident of his ability to read
the American taste. Soon he would be ready for a full-scale talent war
with NBC; a war in which Amos 'n’ Andy would once again be an early
target.
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CHAPTER 3

The Father of
Broadcast Journalism

IN AUGUST 1930, A CAREFULLY DRESSED, STERN-VISAGED MAN IN HIS
mid-forties walked into Bill Paley’s office on The Twentieth Floor to
discuss prospects for a job. Bill Paley, who was almost 15 years younger,
was a bit nonplussed. As he put it later, “I wasn’t sure he was the man
I needed. Actually I wanted someone to handle my mail and so forth;
to work as my assistant.”

Ed Klauber was not a mail clerk. The man who would quickly rise
to become No. 2 at CBS had once been night city editor of The New
York Times and was a stiffly formal individual, quite unlike the aggres-
sively informal men populating the world of journalism in that era.

Klauber had come to New York from Louisville after abandoning the
study of medicine to enter the “romantic” world of journalism—first
at the New York World and then at the Times where his uncle had
been a drama critic. Associates remember him as a German Jew who
denied his Jewish ancestry.

He was so egotistical about his own writing that he would tell a
reporter whose copy didn’t please him to look at an Edward Klauber—
bylined piece as a model of reporting. He played favorites as an editor,
but was so personally unpleasant most of the time that he was often
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merely tolerated by the very ones he favored. He was not only stuffy
—given to impeccable shirt-tie-and-jacket attire in the shirt-sleeve ini-
formality of the newsroom—but could also be cruel, taking personal
delight, for instance, in selecting for a particular assignment the re-
porter who would be most inconvenienced by it.

Strangely enough, though, he was capable of unexpected kindnesses.
When a young news assistant at the Times was caught swiping the
expensive Ramseses cigarettes Klauber smoked at the time, Klauber
asked the shaken youngster, “Why don’t you ask me for them?” and
from then on would offer them to the fellow.

He was also a devoted and compassionate husband. He left his night
job at the Times, an important post, in order to spend his evenings with
his wife. Years later when she was dying of cancer he cared for her
lovingly, shielding her from the knowledge that her disease was fatal.

Klauber’s pride in his own reporting was justified, for it was top-
drawer. He labored over his assignments, nailing down elusive facts and
then writing as carefully as any man could. His story on the famous
Wall Street explosion at the J. P. Morgan & Co. Building—which was
blamed on anarchists and killed 30 people and injured 100 more—was
regarded as one of the best pieces of newspaper work of that era.

Before Klauber married his first wife, he had courted publicist Ed-
ward L. Bernays’s sister-in-law. Knowing that Klauber was unhappy at
the Times and wanted to spend more time with his wife, Bernays set
about finding him a more satisfactory position. First he helped Klauber
get a job as public Telations director of Lennen & Mitchell, Inc., an
advertising agency. But within a year Klauber tired of the work, and
Bernays brought the jut-jawed Klauber into his own office. Klauber
proved to be a difficult man in Bernays’s small organization, so he went
to his new client, Bill Paley. “I told him the truth” about Klauber, but
stressed the man’s exceptional executive ability and urged Paley to hire
him for CBS. Klauber’s reputation as a curmudgeon had preceded him.
Paley had already refused to work with him at Lennen & Mitchell. But
he allowed himself to be persuaded that Klauber's executive skills would
make up for his prickly personality, and hired the man.

At 43, Klauber became the old man of the organization. Paley and
his other top assistants were still in their twenties and early thirties. As
late as 1934, when Paley worked with Jimmy Roosevelt to set up a CBS
pension plan, the average age of all CBS employees was 26.
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Within months, Klauber became the top assistant to CBS’s young
president. Paley sensed that Klauber could be an important man to
him, one who could handle the daily details of administration that Bill
never enjoyed.

Says Paley: “Klauber had an almost fatherly attitude toward me. He
made up for some immaturity that I had. I had had little administrative
experience and so had he, but he caught on very quickly. He had very
good judgment and was a man of wonderful character, an excellent
sense of right and wrong.”

More important than his “sense of right and wrong” was the fact
that Klauber had the steel to do the job. Bernays got a call from Klauber
asking him to have lunch. After they met at the Berkshire, Klauber told
Bernays that the CBS budget could not carry two public relations
advisers—Bernays and Klauber himself, part of whose job was public
relations, admittedly an odd part for such a crusty character.

Bernays was understandably upset to learn that Klauber did not
intend to renew. He told Klauber that he should never have accepted
the job with Paley if this was the way Klauber felt. Klauber said,
“Conditions are what they are. It is unjust to saddle two public relations
expenses on Columbia.”

Soon after the lunch, Klauber turned around and brought in a new
public relations man, T.J. Ross of the Ivy Lee firm, Bernays’s chief
competitor.

In those days, Bernays, a Jew, could hardly help break the ice in the
WASP society of New York. Ivy Lee was well oriented to that society
and represented, among others, Rockefeller interests. New York indus-
trialists then were predominantly gentile.

Some time later, Frederick Birchall, acting managing editor of the
Times, told Bernays: “Why didn’t you call me before you had Paley
hire him? I could have told you about him. Klauber used to send men
on the Times to cover a fire on Staten Island when he knew they were
about to go on their honeymoons, or to the Bronx on Christmas Eve
when they had planned to decorate a Christmas tree.”

From 1930 until 1943, whenever economic conditions or policy
forced the network to cut back, Klauber was Paley’s hatchet man.
Someone in authority had to do the firing; it was just that some felt
Klauber enjoyed it too much. On the other hand, Helen Sioussat (who
was a talks director at CBS) believes Klauber was, though a “very strict
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disciplinarian,” nevertheless quite fair. “You always knew where you
stood with Klauber—always. If he found he was wrong he would apolo-
gize.” And Meff Runyon, a CPA who came to CBS from Price Water-
house as treasurer, agrees even though others remember that Klauber
would often browbeat Runyon after calling in others to observe. During
1930, as the economy worsened, everyone at CBS had to take a 15
percent cut in salary, but Klauber told Runyon, “If this means the
difference between eating and not eating for someone, I want to know
about it.”” A couple of such cases referred to Klauber received interest-
free loans to tide them over.

Klauber once called in young Bill Lodge, a CBS engineer he had
heard was to be married soon. At the Times this would have had
ominous overtones. But Klauber couldn’t have been nicer to Lodge,
giving him a “long and fatherly talk” on the care and feeding of young
brides, and urging him to make an effort to understand a woman’s point
of view. :

Yet women in business were anathema to him. He insisted that he
and Paley both have male secretaries. He was “absolutely wild” when
his talks director, a young executive named Edward R. Murrow, hired
the fetching Helen Sioussat, who later succeeded Murrow at the job.
Klauber was “rude and cross” with her until he saw her in action,
~ telephoning cabinet members, interviewing them quietly and efh-
ciently following the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor.

Thereafter Klauber was solidly behind her—even when there was an
outcry over a Sioussat decision from the powerful National Association
of Manufacturers whose members sponsored the bulk of CBS’s shows.
When a NAM delegation came to Klauber’s office to complain that the
organization was not getting enough broadcast time on Helen’s talk
shows, Klauber refused to discuss the matter until he could summon
Helen to the room. She came with her records arguing that the NAM
demands for time were excessive. Klauber nodded, then'told the delega-
tion that it was Helen’s responsibility to decide such things and the
decision would stand.

Klauber loved children though he had none. Nonplussed in their
presence, he tried awkwardly to show his goodwill. He once showed
Meff Runyon’s young son a $20 bill, asking if the lad had ever seen one
before. When the boy said no, he thrust it into the boy’s hand saying,
“This one is yours!”
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Yet Klauber’s furies were monumental and could be directed against
anyone, particularly a staff member who failed to measure up, even a
new recruit—as Bill Fineschreiber will never forget.

Fineschreiber had applied for a job at CBS when he left Princeton
in 1931. Despite the Depression, the 22-year-old had reason to feel
confident. He was a summa cum laude graduate, had been on the staff
of the campus newspaper, wrote for the Princeton literary magazine
and still found time to excel in tennis, boxing and wrestling. In addi-
tion, Bill’s father had been Paley’s rabbi in Philadelphia and was a top
figure in the Jewish Reform Movement. Fineschreiber understood
when Paley sent him to personnel without recommendation: Paley
wanted to avoid any hint of cronyism at CBS. Fineschreiber didn’t
need it anyway. Sent to apply for a job in the. publicity department,
someone gave him a release to write and he performed quickly and well.
He was hired on the spot and told he would be making $45 a week,
so long as he was approved by the company’s No. 2 man, Edward
Klauber.

Bill Fineschreiber describes what happened when he met Klauber:
“He took one look at me and one at the record and bawled the bejesus
out of me. ‘You must think you are something—Phi Beta Kappa,
BMOC, etc. As far as I am concerned you have nothing. Your one
attribute is the fact that you don’t know anything. You don’t have
anything to unlearn. Around here you will not be a big man on campus,
but a cog in a wheel. And with your record, if you put your mind to
it you may do okay.’

“With a sour expression on his face he then shook my hand and said,
‘You're hired.” I left hating his guts.”

His next encounter some months later with the executive vice-
president of CBS was to be quite different. Philco decided to sponsor
a “fascinating new musical idea.” The fiery Leopold Stokowski would
conduct a single movement of a symphony with the Philadelphia Or-
chestra on a 15-minute show in prime time. The Philco deal was
“news” and Bill Fineschreiber was assigned to publicize it. He recalls:
“I got Stokowski to write a statement to go into the initial release. It
was written in the most amazing pidgin English. He was a great show-
man, but it didn’t occur to me that he was doing it on purpose. I
foolishly edited it.

“I went down to the Academy of Music for the final rehearsal and
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press conference before the opening of the show. There were all of the
most important radio writers for newspapers and wire services waiting
to get this big story. We were in Stokowski’s dressing room. After I
talked about it a bit, the maestro began to make a speech in the pidgin
English he affects. I handed out the release with the edited version of
his statement.

“Stokowski quietly asked, ‘May I have a copy?’

“He came to the first sentence and went right through the roof.
“This is a lie. This is false. This is untrue. This is a disgrace. I will have
nothing to do with this program. I will have nothing to do with CBS
... etc.” He said he would resign from a program that would treat his
stuff this way. I was twenty-two. You can imagine how I wanted to sink
through the floor. I went back to my father’s home on Rittenhouse
Square in Philadelphia—about five blocks away. From there I immedi-
ately phoned Ed Klauber and told him I had lost a multimillion-dollar
contract for CBS.”

Bill was hardly ready for what followed.

“Klauber was completely understanding. He assured me that Sto-
kowski would not run out on the contract and that this was a publicity
stunt. He asked me to get a good night’s sleep and to see him in the
morning in New York City and not to worry.

“The next morning when I got back to the office I went up to see
him. Again he was very friendly. He told me that things would come
out all right. . . . A lot of executives would have fired me.”

It was inevitable that there would be a confrontation sooner or later
between the newspapers and radio. Even before Klauber arrived, CBS
had occasionally scooped newspapers with bulletins concerning events
of major importance. And in the elections of 1928, announcer Ted
Husing, staying on the air from 8 p.M. to 6 A.M. and doing all compiling
himself, had given the public the results well in advance of the newspa-
pers. Even more dramatic was an event in 1930 that illustrated just how
effective radio could be in giving listeners a sense of immediacy about
a particular event.

It began undramatically on Monday, April 21, 1930, in the over-
crowded Ohio State Penitentiary in Columbus. At 5:30 .M. prisoners
set a seemingly trifling blaze to register their discontent. Suddenly the
flames were out of control, raging through four cellblocks and killing
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335 convicts within an hour. Through the worst of it, a black convict
known only as the Deacon (he had become deeply religious after being
sent to prison for hacking his wife and mother-in-law to death) broad-
cast a graphic account of the holocaust from the prison’s Protestant
chapel which was wired into Columbus’s station WARU to permit
broadcasts of the prison band. WARU was affiliated with CBS and a
telephone call led to a nationwide hookup and one of the most dramatic
broadcasts in the short history of radio.

Listeners were transported to the prison itself, with the sound of
falling timbers, sirens and shouts ringing in their ears. Through it all
ran the Deacon’s solemn account of the courage of his fellow prisoners,
men he was proud to call his brothers.

The next day The New York Times carried six columns of news
beginning on page one. Sandwiched into the reports farther back was
a four-paragraph item on the Deacon’s broadcast. The Times and other
newspapers certainly realized that such broadcasts were potentially
devastating competition.

Ed Klauber was hired four months after the Deacon’s stunning
broadcast. He also knew the news potential of radio, impressed it on
Paley, and began assembling a staff with journalism backgrounds. As
his No. 1 assistant he hired an ex—wire-service star, Paul White, a
newsman down to his toes. White had a bulldog face and was as scrappy
as his looks suggested. He hated getting scooped and was a good choice
to carry the banner for CBS in the brewing war between press and
radio.

The stock market crash of 1929 triggered the war of the media. It
wasn’t until that cataclysmic event that advertisers slashed their budg-
ets and publishers became aware of just how much of the national
advertising dollar was being poured into radio. Until then the conduct
between the print and broadcast media had been, as described in Paul
White’s book News on the Air, “Like that of two nicely-brought-up
sisters trying to attract the same man.” Many newspapers in metropoli-
tan areas issued weekly radio sections that carried advertising by set
makers and “extravagantly detailed schedules.” If it was a music show,
for example, the tunes to be played were listed.

But after the crash, publishers adopted resolutions urging newspa-
pers to quit listing radio schedules altogether—or, failing that, to
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reduce them to a level that gave barest information. White explained
that a rundown of the NBC “powerhouse” of Sunday evening 1946/47
would have been listed under the bare-facts rule as follows:
7:00 Comedy
7:30 Music and Comedy
8:00 Comedy
8:30 Comedy
~ It would be up to the radio listener to remember that the newspaper
was referring to Jack Benny, Phil Harris and Alice Faye, Charlie
McCarthy and Fred Allen in that order.

The New York City Publishers Association put this bare-facts policy
into effect, but competition broke the solid front. Scripps-Howard’s
World Telegram decided it could boost circulation with more informa-
tive program listings, plus a column of radio news and gossip. The
public responded by buying more World Telegrams and the rest of the
New York papers reluctantly followed the World Telegram’s example.
But that was only one local victory for radio in the larger war between
the media. The major battles were fought over news. Before broadcast-
ing came of age, newspapers always carried the first word of important
events. If the story was big enough, the papers rushed extra editions
to the street. The newsboys would roam the streets shouting, “Extra!
Extra! Archduke Ferdinand Shot! Europe at war! Read all about it!”

The battle was joined in earnest shortly before the 1932 presidential
election. For this contest between Franklin D. Roosevelt and Herbert
Hoover, Paul White and CBS were prepared to go all out, devoting the
entire election evening to nothing but the results as they came in. CBS
approached the United Press and obtained a contract whereby UP

“would supply its news service for the nominal sum of $1000. But a few
days before the election, White got a call from UP President Karl A.
Bickel, who said UP would have to abrogate the contract. Paul White
yelled into the telephone, “I'll be right over!”

At UP headquarters in the Daily News Building, White argued at
the top of his lungs. He threatened to sue, but Bickel called his bluff
asking how White could prove any damages. White changed his tone
and pleaded for mercy. But Bickel still refused. According to White,
“Bickel pointed out his organization’s income was derived almost
wholly from newspapers and that the present temper of publishers was
such that the UP would lose thousands of dollars if he permitted CBS
to use the service.” White left the UP offices defeated.
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But then Kent Cooper, general manager of the Associated Press, not
knowing that the UP-CBS contract had been canceled, offered the AP
election service to both NBC and CBS for nothing, fearing that UP
would get the upper hand. That broke the dam and on election night
the broadcasters had all three leading services, one way or the other—
UP, AP and International News Service.

But the aftermath was complete withdrawal of all the services by late
spring of 1933, under heavy pressure by the newspapers. Then followed
a period in which Paul White and his opposite number at NBC, A.A.
Schechter, Jr., showed how the telephone, the pastepot and ingenuity
—not to mention a liberal sampling of the leading newspapers—could
provide broadcasters with surprisingly thorough coverage of the day’s
leading news stories. The telephone was the key to the effort—and still
is, as any ofhice-bound reporter will tell you even today.

The name of the game was “verification.” Get a line on a story—
from a ham radio operator or even from a short item in a newspaper
—and use the telephone to verify it. Then, whenever possible, get a
more impressive yarn. Beat the newspapers on their own stories. A call
from CBS saying, “This is the office of H.V.Kaltenborn” or at NBC,
“This is Lowell Thomas’s office calling,” and a reluctant but flattered
official would open up.

Disastrous floods in Peru? The newspapers had reported that, but
they had no details. Who's on the scene with radio equipment? Pan

“Am. A call to Pan Am’s publicity director put New York in touch with
the Lima airport by shortwave radio relayed through Texas. Result: a
scoop for radio with full details. Lowell Thomas did it that time, but
CBS would the next. Paul White gritted his teeth and tried harder.

But this was a makeshift effort. Thus when General Mills came to
CBS in the summer of 1933, wanting to know if CBS could organize
a radio news service of its own, the food company found the network
enthusiastic. If the costs of the service were $3000 or less a week,
General Mills would pay half and become the sponsor.

Klauber and White responded quickly. Within a month the Co-
lumbia News Service was organized on a remarkably complete basis,
and the end of the war begun by the publishers was in sight.

What the publishers had overlooked was a simple economic fact. If
there is a demand for a product in a competitive society, that demand,
barring monopoly, will be met. And there was no monopoly on the
news. CBS turned to the offbeat news sources and was able to get
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comprehensive coverage. It purchased the Dow-Jones ticker service,
which gave much Washington news in addition to financial news. CBS
also bought the reports of Exchange Telegraph, a British news agency
that had worldwide coverage. CBS opened bureaus in New York,
Washington, Chicago and Los Angeles, and managers of these bureaus
soon lined up correspondents in every United States city with more
than 20,000 population.

CBS commentators H.V Kaltenborn and Boake Carter were well
supplied by the new CBS news-gathering organization. News shows
were broadcast each weekday. Sometimes the news agencies would beat
CBS by several hours. And on occasion CBS beat the agencies. The
New York newspapers turned their backs on a major forest fire in the
Pacific Northwest. CBS covered it night after night until it finally
became front-page news in the East.

Perhaps the greatest flattery came from low-budget newspapers that
were straining to pay for the leading wire services; at least three newspa-
pers asked CBS to sell its service to them. CBS refused this opportunity
and thus avoided war on a new front. However, the American Newspa-
per Publishers Association campaigned with some success to get major
newspapers to drop program listings of local CBS afhliates. This hurt
the network’s advertising efforts vis-3-vis NBC which, by and large,
managed to keep-its listings.

Before the situation became more serious, Frank Mason, a former
Hearst executive and then a vice-president of NBC, arranged a series
of radio-press peace conferences. Paul White explains the temper of
the meetings that followed: “You could tell from the start that these
were peace conferences—because of the warlike attitude of all the
participants.”

But the war was recognized as futile on all sides. Pacts were signed
limiting radio news reports and providing for detailed program informa-
tion in the newspapers. But the demand for full radio news and pro-
gram information brought ultimate victory to radio.

Ed Klauber set about to develop a newspaper mentality in the studio
—refusing to allow advertisers to direct which items were news and
how they should be covered. In World War 11, CBS would have one
of the most comprehensive news services in the world. It would feature
such world-famed correspondents as Edward R. Murrow and Eric
Sevareid. And the impetus for this growth and prominence was due
largely to a strong-willed newsman named Edward Klauber.
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CHAPTER 4

Elegant Puffery

THERE WAS A CURIOUS DUALITY AT CBS IN THE EARLY YEARS. ON THE
one hand it was necessary to appear earnest and settled. This small
team of young men had to convince older men running long-estab-
lished companies that radio advertising was a sound business invest-
ment. On the other hand they also needed youthful dynamism and
brashness to compete with the much richer and far more powerful
NBC networks. Often the brashness got the upper hand, and stunts
were pulled that would have won the admiration of P. T. Barnum.

It was New Year’s Day, 1930, and King George V was to speak at the
opening of the London Five-Power Naval Disarmament Conference.
CBS and other broadcasters in the United States had pooled resources
to bring Americans a history-making live broadcast from across the
Atlantic. Aired in England in the late morning, the king’s remarks would
be heard in America at 5 A.M. New York time via trans-Atlantic cable.

A CBS promotion man, Robert Taplinger, remembers traveling to
485 Madison Avenue in the predawn darkness and seeing light after
light flicker on as New Yorkers rose to hear the broadcast. The question
Taplinger had been mulling was how to get publicity for CBS when
NBC was airing the exact same broadcast. The answer came in the
form of an unexplained three-second gap in the king’s speech.
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An enterprising reporter for the New York Telegram, sensing there
might be a story in the brief dead air time, asked CBS for an explana-
tion. Taplinger had no idea of the true answer but he wasn’t about to
argue with the reporter’s news instinct.

CBS had just moved to Madison Avenue and the studio control
boards were a mass of temporarily installed wires. So the promotion
man showed the reporter the tangled wires and explained that a cable
had parted. A CBS engineer saw it happen, Taplinger explained, and
realized a heroic act was called for to bring in the king, so he grasped
the hot cable in his hand and the broadcast resumed. Who was that
self-sacrificing engineer? Taplinger quickly reviewed the engineer ros-
ter in his mind to pick the one whose courage would be most ap-
preciated. Why, it was Vivian Ruth, a Canadian and loyal subject of
the king, he decided. The next morning, the Telegram had an exclusive
page-one story, and the rest of the papers played it big in catch-up
accounts.

The CBS “hero” lived in Woodside, Queens. Before the reporters
could track him down, Taplinger sent a doctor to get a bandage on
Ruth’s hand. Ruth, a simple, honest man, was aghast. He kept saying
he hadn’t done anything, but the reporters naturally took this for
modesty.

The story grew bigger. Children in Canada began collecting dimes
to help pay medical bills for the injured engineer. The bewildered Ruth
grew more and more distressed. Finally, he disappeared, never to return
to CBS.

Meanwhile, the story had crossed the Atlantic and was carried in the
British press. The king read about it and wanted to show his apprecia-
tion, but Vivian Ruth was unavailable so he chose to honor the presi-
dent of this young and enterprising new radio network.

Three months later, Taplinger recalls, an apprehensive William Pa-
ley took a train to Washington, D.C., to receive an award from the
British ambassador. It was an engraved gold watch. Paley may have
been embarrassed, but he accepted it.

Joining CBS a few months later to head its promotion department
was a young man who picked up the network’s brash spirit and added
to it a surpassing touch of elegance. Paul Kesten had an extraordinary
intelligence, superior intuition and a zest for life. He was a writer with
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a shrewd, practical turn of mind and his mastery of words, figures and
promotional schemes soon gave CBS a stature that belied its frailty.

Kesten was from Milwaukee, of Welsh and German ancestry.
Though confident of his intellect, he occasionally felt self-conscious
about not having finished college. He was brought to CBS by Ed
Klauber who had been impressed with the younger man during a brief
tenure in an ad agency where Kesten was a hot copywriter.

With bulging, slightly froglike eyes, Kesten bore a resemblance to
Socrates. He was not handsome, but he was a striking man. Physically
sensitive, he could not bear the smell of a cigarette smoldering in an
ashtray. A fastidious dresser, he cared about the right tie, the proper
billow to his pocket handkerchief, to the point of eccentricity. A visitor
to his ofice might be surprised to see his reflection in the soles of
Kesten's shoes, if the executive put his feet on the desk as he sometimes
did. For Kesten kept a special pair of shoes for office use only, and the
soles were as highly polished as the tops.

At CBS Kesten blended his writing facility with a grasp of statistics.
Only a poet with an understanding of math could write a phrase like
“The pale stare of decimals.”

Before the end of 1930 Kesten hired an assistant who became a
faithful protégé, a coconspirator in outrageous promotion schemes and
interoffice politics, and eventually, Kesten’s successor as promotion
chief. Victor Ratner, brilliant but undisciplined, seemed the antithesis
of his boss. Ratner had rough edges. He was anything but a clothes
horse; he dressed carelessly, was even unkempt. For years he affected
a long cigar and Groucho Marx mustache, consciously modeling his
appearance after the comedian. Like Groucho, Victor was given to
cutting remarks: “The whine of sour grapes” and “Marriage is seeing
a bit too much of somebody you enjoy seeing a great deal,” a sentiment
that didn’t endear him to his then wife.

Ratner worshiped Kesten and would “gladly have cut off” his right
arm for him. He was, nevertheless, objective about him as he was about
everything. Speaking of Kesten’s gift for writing promotional copy,
Ratner remarked, “Kesten had a gift for making shit sound classy.” And
describing Kesten’s particular style of originality, he said: “There are
two kinds of brilliance—Einstein’s, the kind that resulted in ideas
nobody else could have thought of; and Kesten’s. Kesten would come
up with ideas that nobody had ever thought of before but were never-
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theless so evident, once expressed, that others would say the ideas were
obvious.”

Ratner shared with Kesten a cynicism for the manipulative arts of
advertising and promotion. In late 1973, a year before he died of a heart
attack, Ratner expressed his attitude in an interview in which he de-
scribed an encounter he had with a dyed-in-the-wool advertising man
late in his career.

I had recently joined Benton & Bowles as a fifty-thousand-dollar-a-
year V.P. and was alone in an office with Bill Baker, a principal of
the ad agency. He insisted on reading something aloud to me from
a newly published study of the advertising business, Madison Ave-
nue, U.S.A. by Martin Mayer. Its opening pages quote some ver-
batim (but anonymous) autobiographical reports by successful practi-
tioners, each telling how he found his way, when young, into the art
of selling other people’s products. Bill was so indignant about one
of these he felt impelled to share it with someone. He read it to me:

I came from a professional family; at the age of five I was told
I was going to be a surgeon. . . . At the age of fourteen I rebelled;
I ran away to sea. . . .

[ Later]I went to college but couldn’t finish and in my family not
finishing college was worse than having a venereal disease. (My
father was a doctor, as my three brothers were to become.)

In my twenties I had what I guess was a nervous breakdown. 1
worked as a shipping clerk, and was the worst shipping clerk in
New York. At twenty-four I suddenly thought—I don't know
why—T'll go into advertising. Advertising can use my virtues (I
had always been verbal) and tolerate my vices.

Only a few years ago I realized that what I had done was to run
away (again) to something I did not think was significant. What
advertising meant to me was simply that I was not being a
doctor. I could work at it because I couldn’t respect it. . . .

As Bill sourly read on, I could only hope my best poker face hadn’t
cracked, particularly when he came to the end and looked up at me
to add: “Isn’t it awful, Vic, to have people like that in advertising?”
Not for one instant did he suspect that it was my story.

Kesten and Ratner had become associates almost by accident. Rat-
ner had been out of work for four months in late 1930. Kesten had been
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looking for an assistant and had run an ad in Printers’ Ink that brought
in hundreds of letters from promotion men idled by the Depression.

Ratner reasoned that he hardly stood a chance with an orthodox
approach in the midst of so much competition. He decided that the
easiest way to make an impression would be to do something different
rather than try to be the best. He later told the story:

“I walked in and saw this dapper kind of elegant man somewhat
older than I. I was about twenty-eight, he about thirty-one. I had
determined to take a chance. Earlier, I had written a poem for my
sister-in-law’s obscenity party in San Francisco. She was going to have
douche bags and condoms hanging all around the place and she wanted
me to write something appropriately obscene to read at the party.”

Victor’'s poem, Rhapsodia Sexualis, began with an Invocation, “O
holy Muse of Hole and Cock . . .”

The poem read, in part: “The lovely day, four hours before/ Had slid
away, soft as a villain’s smile. . . . / Sleek whores clayed their faces.
.. . / Maisy, the regularly menstruating/ Nothing-to-worry about
virgin. . . . / John, multiplicable, humped beneath the blanket/ Arches
his back into a sickly curve, rubs and rubs/ The dull projecting stick.
... / Maisy’s unknown breasts and restless skin/ Comes to him like
a gauzy dream. . . . / A jingling of loose nerves, a thick spitting, and
John sleeps./ In John's room the ancient smell of goats hangs drearily,
and fades.”

Ratner showed Kesten the poem as a sample of his work, taking a
wild chance that Kesten wasn’t a prude. Ratner later learned that
Kesten never used coarse language himself, and was always extremely
courteous. (Once he took three months trying to relocate his secretary
within CBS; he couldn’t stand her, but he was incapable of firing her.)
Kesten, however, wasn’t offended by the vulgar poem.

“This odd man evidently saw something in the writing that he
liked,” Ratner recalled. “I was hired at seventy-five dollars a week and
we started out our relationship on something larger than a strictly
business basis.”

Ratner found Kesten very hard to please, though he had a “marvel-
ous” way of concealing his negative reactions. Unlike Ed Klauber,
Kesten was so sensitive to other people’s feelings that Ratner thought
him a “concealed neurotic.” Ratner explained Kesten’s style:

“People would come to Kesten with copy or a layout. He would never
say what he thought of it. He would say, ‘Hmmm. Interesting . . . How
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about doing this?” One of our artists came in one day with a layout and
Kesten began his ‘How about this? How about that?’ routine and fipally
wound up redoing the entire layout without the guy ever feeling it.

“After the artist left the office, Kesten said to me, ‘Wasn’t that
layout terrible?” My heart sank because I realized he had done it to me
on occasion. | used to go away from similar encounters thinking that
I had come close. '

“On the other hand, even after Kesten moved up and I was named
head of promotion, I would come in and he’d redo so much of my work
that I would walk out with my tail between my legs.

“But this is how you learn: apprenticed to a master. After a while
I began to catch on. He taught me the rhythm of a sentence. He would
spend two hours to get the right word. He got a genuine inner joy out
of excellence, about something being right. He loved it. It took me four
years to begin to please Kesten. Then one day, he finally said, ‘Gee, Vic,
that stinks.” At that moment I had a wonderful sense of being accepted,;
a great sense of euphoria.”

The two men operated on the old advertising theory that things are
not so much what they are in fact, but rather what they seem to be.
And they succeeded in creating an image for CBS that won the net-
work advertising rates 10 to 15 percent higher than it deserved in terms
of its ability to deliver listeners.

In comparing statistical listener studies between CBS and NBC,
Kesten would use every conceivable device to aid the cause. When he
ran two-page magazine ads showing how CBS compared with the
competition, NBC’s best figures had a way of ending up in the hard-to-
read “gutter’” between pages. ,

Another approach was taken in an early double-page ad in Fortune
magazine. It showed actor Leslie Howard as Hamlet, standing on a
stone step, with the area around him and most of the rest of the two

. pages solid black. There was a quote from Hamlet: “The air bites

shrewdly.” The copy told how radio brought the world together, mak-
ing one community of the nation. Signed: Columbia Broadcasting
System.

Another Kesten effort was a promotion piece titled, “The Added
Increment.” It was typical in its graceful use of language conveying a
message that captured the essence of radio as a sales medium.
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A man wakes, restless, in the dark. Instinctively, he reaches toward
the table at the side of his bed—his fingers, without faltering, lift the
lid of a square box, remove a cigarette, carry it to his lips. The dark
is briefly broken as he lights it.

He has done it before—soothed his nerves this way in the night.
That box of cigarettes is always on that table. Its place is habitual.
His reaching toward it is a habit. Remove that box from the table,
and the habit is broken—the smoker must: grope and search. . . .

Your secretary writes the letter you have dictated. Her eyes follow
her notes—her fingers spell the words without a glance at the keys.

She has done that before—over and over again. Her fingers have
learned habits—because each key is always in the same place.

Change the place of one key—and you will get misspelled letters
for a week. . . .

PLACE

—is a powerful factor in people’s lives—in their habits.
There is another powerful factor in their lives and habits, a still
more powerful factor—the factgﬂ;_of:

&~

TIME

Time makes one man hungry at 12 o’clock, and another man hungry
at 1:00. Time wakes one man at 6:30 in 