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This is a landmark memoir, the first of its
kind by a giant of the communications
media. It is the intimate and straightfor-
ward story of a surviving original, the life
and growth of an extraordinary man and
the company he built, CBS.

In this book, William S. Paley remi-
nisces about his personal life and his life
with CBS—from the celebrities of the
entertainment world to the business and
political leaders of America to the jour-
nalistic controversies still in the news.

Paley bought CBS when it was a small,
struggling company called United Inde-
pendent Broadcasting and he was a young
man still in his twenties. Within months he
had begun a transformation which shaped
CBS into one of the world’s greatest com-
munications empires. And still he found
time to enjoy the “Roaring Twenties” in
Paris, Philadelphia, Los Angeles, and New
York.

A brilliant and creative businessman,
dealing for high stakes, Paley foresaw the
cultural and informational impact of
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adio, and later, television. With an
acanny eye for spotting entertainment
Jent, he “discovered” for radio Bing
orosby, Kate Smith, Will Rogers, Frank
Sinatra, and Paul Whiteman; and those he
did not discover, he lured to CBS: Jack
Benny, Amos and Andy, George Burns,
Red Skelton, and a host of others.

But this book covers more than radio
and television—it is about the tastes and
trends of our time, written by the man
who helped to create and refine many of
them. William S. Paley ¢s CBS. His life
touches on virtually every major event of
the past fifty years. This is a fascinating
and revealing work about a man who,
perhaps more than any other, brought the
great events of our times to us.
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EXCERPTS FROM AS IT HAPPENED

ON NEGOTIATING: I repeated what | had said before. “Mr.
Zukor, it may seem unfair to you, but my price is $5 million...
['m selling the future, not the present...”

ON NEWS: It all seems rather simple now, but in those early
days (1930), it was absolutely new territory to explore....One
day. we suspected, even raging battlefields would be brought
| into the home.
ON SUCCESS: [ knowingly took the risks involved in bringing |
the top talent in performers to CBS because I always believed
that programs were the essential product of radio and would be
the same for television.

ON TALENT: "Lucy,” I tried to explain as gently as possible,
"he's a bandleader, he can't act. What'll we do with him?”

ON PRESIDENTS AND THE PRESS: Roosevelt had a natural
affinity with broadcasting... Truman complained...in a loud,
clear voice.... Eisenhower just did not seem to care...he simply f
stopped reading it....Both the President (Kennedy) and his
brother Bobby believed in the direct, personal complaint....
Johnson never seemed to hesitate in telephoning his salty
complaints....And then came Richard Nixon.

ON ART: I had shown Matisse several series of photographs I
had taken while in Paris and he advised me avuncularly at one
point: “Please, whatever you are doing...drop it, and take up
photography seriously.”

ON TELEVISION: In 1946, CBS Television consisted of one |
station broadcasting six to ten hours « week....For the per- |
| formers—the talented men and women who put their careers,
their reputations and their egos on the line every single time
they reach out to an audience—the switch from radio to
television was, in a word, terrifying.
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Preface

Over the past fifteen years I have thought several times
about setting down something about myself and my
work at CBS. Now, here at last, I am sitting down to make a real
try, tape recorder in hand, a pad of paper at my side, alone late at
night in one of my favorite rooms which exudes a nice warmth. I
decorated this room over the years, picking and choosing every
piece of furniture, every work of art, and each of them has
a special meaning and a story for me, like the painting “La
Voilette” by Matisse. It is a comfortable room—a bedroom-sitting
room—in which I can relax and think and reflect.

What kind of person am IP I ask myself that, as I begin this
effort. The answer is not simple. My life spans the century and, as
I see it, I should do two things: I must narrate the more
significant events in which I was a participant, especially those
which influenced our world as we now know it, and I must re-
veal, if I can, something of myself and my world.

I wonder if I can put enough of myself in it. Am I reflective
enough or personal enough? I am not a very demonstrative per-
son. I am not good at flattering people or even complimenting
them. I have worked for years with people at CBS whose skills I
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have admired and who have not had from me the kind of ac-
knowledgment they deserve or would like to get. I like to believe,
however, that they understand me and know how I feel about
them.

Of course, I like praise myself, even flattery, and certainly I
like to read a good notice when it appears, but I feel somewhat
embarrassed when it is presented to me directly in person. I
tend to brush it off and try to change the subject. As for un-
flattering or critical comments which sometimes come my way,
I bave an urge to reply, to correct misrepresentation, to set
matters straight—which of course means putting things more
in my favor. Some of that is certain to find its place here.

I don’t think I am a very easy person to know. Perhaps that is a
strange thing to say at the beginning of a work like this because I
hope to make myself known in this book. Yet it is my impression
that although I have had a multitude of acquaintances in my
life, many of whom call me friend and whom I call friend, I have
had very few intimates. Apart from these few, I think I do not
like the idea of depending on others. I don’t feel safe. When I
find myself becoming dependent on one particular person I start
to worry about what would happen if he or she were no longer
there, and about who could take his or her place. Of course, I
am not self-sufficient and have to lean on many people. But I
always keep my reserve.

In a sort of treaty with the reader, I have decided to declare
here what I will tell and not tell. As a matter of taste I will not
write about my intimate personal relations. That would either
be unfair to others or beyond my capacity for expression. I
will take up not only the successful aspects of my life and work,
but also the qualified successes in some areas, the failures in
others, the good memories and the regrets.

This is a new experience for me. Until this writing, the only
time I have spoken up has been for the various organizations I
have represented. Now I speak for myself.

I am sure that I may have unconsciously rationalized some
events, especially painful ones, to make myself feel better about
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them, or to present myself in a better light. Still, I do want to
try to be objective. After all, presenting myself is what I am
doing here.

I have enjoyed extraordinary success in life, as much as I or
any American could dream of, and I leave it to the reader to
judge how well I used my opportunities.




Chicago

Iwas a child of immigrants. They were not poor immi-
grants, as were so many who came from Eastern Europe
and Russia in the later nineteenth century; my family was among
the fortunate ones with a stake to invest in the new world. My
grandfather, Isaac Paley, was well heeled enough upon his arrival
in Chicago in 1888 to entertain the aristocratic notion of enjoying
the freedom of the United States without actwally working. His
vision of life was acquired from observing the gentry of the old
world, or perhaps from reading nineteenth-century Russian
novels. Things did not turn out as he intended, but I cannot help
wondering whether something of my grandfather’s feeling for
the value of leisure and luxury did not brush off on me.

Grandfather Isaac was a tall, handsome man who wore a Van-
dyke beard and carried himself like a patriarch. As I remember
him, he would sit next to a samovar, drinking tea and chat-
ting with friends all day long. They did most of the talking;
he did most of the listening. He had a presence that I think
caused many to hold him in awe.

My father, Samuel Paley, once told me the story of how the
family happened to come to the United States. My grandfather
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had had a rather special position among Jews in Russia. He lived
in a small town called Brovary, near Kiev, and was the Czar’s
representative in the town. The state functions he performed
were rather modest. When anyone from the court came through
the town, he had to see to it that the horses were changed and
that accommodations and other services were provided for the
personage and his entourage. But my grandfather’s office brought
with it a certain tangible privilege. He could go wherever he
wanted, in contrast to most Jews, who were confined more or
less to particular neighborhoods.

If there were pogroms in the town, my father did not tell me
of them. And yet, somehow, I have the notion that Grandfather
Isaac thought that the time had come when emigration might be
a wise course for the family. With permission to travel and also
the wherewithal, as the owner of a prospering lumber business, he
made a voyage to America, around 1883-84, taking his nine-year-
old son, my father, to visit and see if he liked it. He did like it, re-
turned to Russia, and apparently made plans. Four years later he
moved everyone to Chicago. The entourage was considerable:
himself; his wife, Zelda; my father, who was then thirteen; three
other sons—William, Jacob and Benjamin; and three daughters,
Sophie, Sarah and Celia.

My grandfather Isaac failed the capitalistic test. He soon lost
most of his money in bad investments. But he himself was above
the mere material side of life. I don’t remember his ever working
for a living,

Grandmother Zelda was different, indeed the opposite of my
grandfather in temperament. She was small and full of spark and
punch, but she was a complainer. She would sometimes shout at
my grandfather, but to no avail. He was serene. Yet, she had
influence—the strength in the family, I think, came from her. My
father and Uncle Jay took after her, and some of her spirit must
have come down to me. As I heard the story in the family, when
my grandfather lost his money, my grandmother and the older
children saw that somebody had to go out and make a living.
William, the eldest, and my father, who was next in age, left
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school and went to work. My father sold newspapers, then
worked in a piano factory, and then in a cigar factory, where as
an apprentice he came upon his destiny.

It was not long before my father got the idea of opening a
cigar store with one cigar maker working in the front window,
which was not uncommon in those days. The cigar maker, sit-
ting at a table in the window, rolling cigars by hand, was
not only functional but was an attraction and an advertisement.
Passers-by would stop to watch and perhaps come in to buy. Be-
tween his factory job and his own store, my father learned all
about tobacco and discovered that he had the gift of recognizing
the various qualities of tobacco and of blending them in attrac-
tive combinations of flavor. It was his particular genius and be-
came his lifelong vocation.

He must have been ambitious too in those days, carrying two
jobs. His brand of cigars began selling so well that he decided to
go out and sell them to other cigar stores. Eventually he gave up
the factory job, put more cigar makers to work in the back room
of the store, and found himself in the cigar business. It was a
short step from there to opening a cigar factory of his own. He
made a good product, built a business, and became successful at
an early age. In 1896, the year he was naturalized at the age of
twenty-one, he had probably become a millionaire.

Two years later, he married Goldie Drell, who was sixteen.
Three years later, on September 28, 1901, I was born. Not long
after that he moved the business and the family to Detroit. I had
a nurse then (a sign of the family’s prosperity) whom I re-
member for only one thing, going hand-in-hand with her many
times to visit photographers who would tell me to look at “the
birdie.” I must have been little more than three years old.

Sometime in these years my father’s best customer, a whole-
saler, went bankrupt, leaving Samuel Paley with so great a loss
that it virtually put him out of business. Back we went to Chicago
where my father had to start over again; thereafter I had no
nurse.

My father, evidently not completely broke, acquired a house
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for us on Marshfield Avenue, in a residential neighborhood not
far west of the Loop. I long remembered it as a large house, at
least fifty feet wide. The houses on the block were attached, like
the brownstones of New York, but next to our home was an
empty corner lot, which my father constantly talked of buying
to protect that side of our house.

My life on Marshfield Avenue, as I remember it, was a child’s
dream come true. The houses on the block were full of children
of about my age and we played endlessly in the vacant lot and in
the cellar of my house which served as a “club.”

Then we moved “up the ladder” to an apartment on Logan
Boulevard in a more elegant neighborhood of northwest Chicago.
My memory blurs the borders of time, for still later we moved
again to an apartment hotel in the suburb of Rogers Park. School
and playmates changed, but our home life remained the center of
my existence.

Our family was closely knit, and its strong inner bonds of love
and tradition generated classic centripetal forces which had con-
siderable influence on me. Father, mother, my sister Blanche
and I dined together every night when my parents were home.
My father was frequently away on business—and on each and
every occasion he was welcomed home as a returning king, There
was an aura of love in our home; our father and mother lived for
each other and for the children, and we knew it.

My mother was a handsome, even beautiful woman. She was
on the stout side as I first remember her, but then she decided to
become thin and she became thin—which suggests a touch of
vanity and more than a touch of resoluteness. Her cooking was
fabulous, which led me to care about good food for the rest of my
life. She catered to my father in every way, simply taking it for
granted that her role in life was to make him happy and comfort-
able.

My father was a short man with a black mustache and intense
eyes that looked out rather gaily and confidently and yet seemed
somewhat startled. He always stood erect and wore a coat and
vest and a high stiff collar which was then in fashion. He had an
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odd configuration of hair—it was full on the sides but he was bald
through the middle, forming a ski-slope shape from front to back.
When his full head of hair started thinning, he worried about it
and he believed the then current notion that if you shaved off the
thinning area, your hair would grow back full again. So he had
his hair shaved off through the middle. When he came home that
night and bent down to kiss me, I started to cry, “That’s not my
father.” But I grew accustomed to his new hair style; and I sup-
pose he did, for the middle of his head remained forever bare.

I will never forget the very first automobile my father bought
for the family and the excitement on that Saturday when we
were all supposed to see the new car and meet the demonstrator,
the man who was to teach my father to drive. My mother was a
bit behind schedule and so I waited for her while my father and
sister went ahead. When my mother and I came out, we found
my father and sister gone. Apparently they had started without
us. We waited impatiently. Finally, we saw my father and sister
walking toward us, alone and without the car. I'll never forget
the expression on my father’s face. It seems that while turning a
corner, my father was told to push the brake pedal. Instead
he put his foot down on the accelerator and the car ran into a
brick building at considerable speed. The new car was demol-
ished. Two weeks later, another car was delivered, an Overland.
My mother drove it; even I, although under age, drove it short
distances to and from the garage. My father bought other cars, a
Winton, a Cadillac and others. But he never drove again.

Such incidents stand out in my memory because they were so
rare. My father earned and commanded the total respect of his
family. He was a very capable businessman, loved all aspects
of his growing cigar business, and at dinner would tell us in
great detail what had happened that day. I was fascinated.
From the time I was a young child, there was no doubt in my
mind—or his—that I would get an education and then go into his
business and succeed him. I admired him enormously and
thought of doing great things to help him.
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If I learned the sense of the life of leisure and relaxation from
my grandfather Isaac, I certainly learned the fascination of work
from my father. He was too busy becoming a successful busi-
nessman for me to develop an intimate relationship with him
when I was growing up, but the bonds of love and respect were
always there unshakably. From as far back as I can remember,
whenever we met, we kissed each other on the cheek, and we
kept to that tradition all his life, even in public, including the oc-
casions when we came together in meetings with the directors of
CBS.

Although we lived in unquestioned consciousness of being
Jews, my family was divided on the religious aspect of being
Jewish. Neither my grandfather Isaac nor my father showed much
interest in religious formalities. But since my mother was more
religious than my father, they would go together to the Reform
synagogue on the High Holy Days. Mother’s father, Morris Drell,
was a student of the Torah, a dedicated scholar who spent his
whole day studying and interpreting it. He was a member of an
Orthodox synagogue and made religion the center of his life.

Every Friday night we would go to my grandfather Morris’
house where he recited the ceremonial blessing over wine and
bread on the eve of the Sabbath. To me, an uncomprehending
child, it was worse than boring. I had to listen to prayers in He-
brew which I didn’t understand. I often thought how wonderful
it would be when I was grown up and would not have to go there
every Friday night.

My grandfather Morris had done all he could to keep me in the
old faith, but to no avail. He walked five miles to the synagogue
for my confirmation because Orthodox Jews are not permitted to
drive in cars on Saturday, the Jewish Sabbath. I did have the
honor of standing up alone before the congregation to recite the
Ten Commandments in Hebrew, even though I had memorized
the text phonetically and did not understand a single word. It
was a measure, however, a true measure of the cultural distance
between the two sides of my family.
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In Chicago my family lived a modest middle-class life, occa-
sionally going to the theater and having parties with friends at
home. My mother would often stay home, preferring, she said, to
use the time to prepare the after-theater supper. She would say to
my father, “Why don’t you take Willie with you?” Thus, to my
delight, I went to plays at an early age. Then I got a job on Satur-
days as a sort of “candy-butcher” in Chicago theaters. I would
march up and down the aisles of the balcony with a tray, hawk-
ing candy and other treats, and I would see the play. The first
performance I ever saw on this job, ironically, was called It Pays
to Advertise. As I remember that play, an advertising man came
up with a brilliant idea to save a soap company from imminent
bankruptcy. He proposed that it advertise and sell a soap to be
called “Number 13 Soap—Unlucky for Dirt.” The soap was a
huge success and the company was saved! I was surprised that
no one ever used that slogan in the real world. It made a big
impression on me.

New Year’s Eve was always an important night for a party in
our home. Family and close friends would gather to talk and
drink and, I guess, get a little tipsy. My father would dance the
gezotski (more properly the kozak), which he had learned as a
child in Russia. He had short but strong legs. With ten or twelve
plates placed in a close circle, he would dance around and be-
tween the plates and never break a one. At almost every party,
anywhere, someone would say, “Sam, come up and do your
dance.” He was a good dancer and continued dancing to a very
advanced age. I never learned the gezotski or any folk dance but
I took to ballroom dancing and the dreamy and close body
dances of the twenties when my turn came later.

My father was very neat and orderly, almost to a fault. Every
moment of his life was planned in fine detail. And he was a hypo-
chondriac, imagining all kinds of ailments for which he hurried
to his doctor and took medicines of all kinds. My mother did the
opposite: she never complained, threw away doctors’ pre-
scriptions and got well on her own. Some say that I tend to be a

10




CHICAGO

hypochondriac. I deny it. At times I have been more concerned
about my health than my mother was about hers, but I have not
come anywhere near the real hypochondria of my father.

My father was a very gentle man, but when he got angry he
got terribly angry. One night when I was just old enough to
drive, I asked him if I could have the car. “Yes, if you're home by
eleven o'clock,” he said. Out riding with some friends, I forgot
all about the time and my promise. I got home at one o’clock
and found my father waiting for me in a state of fierce temper.
I had disappointed him—in more ways than one, he said. “You
remember when I asked you to be home at eleven, a friend of
mine was present? After you left, my friend said to me, ‘You
know damn well he’s not going to be home by eleven.’ And I
said, ‘My son, when he says he’s going to be home by eleven, he'll
be home by eleven.’ I took a very strong stand, and you let me
down, son, you let me down.” I was crushed. But it didn’t im-
prove my character.

Not long afterward I was stopped for speeding while having
one arm around a girl. The officer took my name, address and
telephone number, and said that instead of giving me a ticket he
was going to call my father and tell him about it. Terrified, I
rushed home and appealed to the desk clerk of our apartment
hotel: “Do me a big favor. When that call comes in on the
switchboard, pretend you're my father, please, and take the mes-
sage.” The officer did call. The clerk answered and said, “Yes, this
is Mr. Paley, what is it? Really? He did that? My God! What a
bad boy he is. I'll see that he’s properly punished for it.” I es-
caped my father’s wrath but not the guilt, and I was troubled by
what I had done.

The birth of my sister, Blanche, on May 11, 1gos, when I was
nearly four years old, affected my life profoundly, even at the
very beginning. My mother and father had asked me what I
wanted for my birthday, and I gave a classic reply: a baby
sister. (I wonder if or how they planted that idea in my mind.)
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One night there was a commotion in the house. The next morning
my father came in to me and said, “Well, you have your wish.
You have a baby sister.”

I was taken to my mother’s room where she had given birth to
a daughter. I saw this tiny object in a crib and thought my par-
ents were fooling me. She looked like a doll, so, just to check, I
put my finger in her eye. She screamed, of course, and already I
was in trouble.

Now with a real baby sister, I came to be unhappy about my
request. It seemed logical that if I hadn’t asked for her, we
wouldn’t have had her. As the older child, I was typically jealous
of her for taking my place as the favorite.

Not long after my sister was born I got the feeling that my
mother did not approve of me or did not think I was as good as
she wanted me to be. As we grew up, my mother gave so much
attention to my sister that I thought she regarded me as less
worthy. She also made comparisons between me and other boys.
Then and there a strong ambition was generated in me to be a
success. I wanted to prove to her or anybody else who found
fault with me that “Darn it, one day I'll show you!” Along with
my own conflicting self-esteem, I had both a strong love for
my mother and an antagonism to her. And yet I wanted to be
with her. I remember one occasion when she started to go
downtown and I followed her along the street. She told me to
go back to the house. And I wouldn’t go back. Finally she
turned around in exasperation and said, “Okay, let’s go back
home then.” When we got home she took me to the basement
and gave me a whipping—one to be remembered.

The worst of it all was my impression that she did not find me
attractive. She would complain: other children were brighter
than I was; they looked better, or did something better; when I
got clothes, the clothes never looked right on me; everybody else
looked neater. I am not sure now if she really felt that way about
me or was just trying to make me try harder. But the effect on me
was a feeling of inferiority. I felt sorry for myself. I believed I
was born unattractive.
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This complicated relationship with my mother was eased when
I get into the outside world. When at the age of about twelve, I
went to my first dance, given by a neighbor on Logan Boulevard,
I sat like a wallflower. One girl in particular made it clear some-
how that she liked me and wanted to dance with me. Another did
the same. I was surprised and thought at first that they were fool-
ing, but apparently they weren't. It occurred to me for the first
time that I could be attractive and that put me in a good state of
mind about how girls might feel about me. There was no ques-
tion about how I felt about them.

I had an early passion for reading, especially for Horatio Alger
stories. I went to the public library almost every day, and when I
found a Horatio Alger book I had not read before, it was like
finding a gold mine. I would read late into the night with great
excitement about disadvantaged young men who worked hard,
were virtuous and ended up marrying the boss’s daughter or get-
ting rich. My mother was forever telling me to turn off the light
and get to sleep. But I remained intrigued by the Horatio Alger
heroes.

At school I was often a good student, sometimes an indifferent
one, and on occasion a poor one. It all depended, it seemed, on
circumstances. At first, things went badly in the grammar school
near Marshfield Avenue—a school, I must say, whose methods
were devised without sensitivity to the minds of children, or as
we would say today, of any understanding of child psychology.

At eight or nine years of age I got over my strong desire to stay
at home to be near my mother. But I still didn’t like school. I
took extreme measures to avoid going to school: I would pretend
to be ill, or would inflict some minor injury on myself to justify
not going. I played hooky and signed my mother’s name to ex-
cuse slips. On more than one occasion I crawled out of the class-
room while the teacher’s back was turned. And all for one reason:
I felt put down by the school, and indeed I was put down, quite
literally.

The school operated on a system designed to crush the morale
of half its students. Each class divided the bright students, who
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were assigned one side of the classroom, from the presumed less-
than-bright ones, assigned the other side. The farther down front
you were on either side, the brighter you were; the farther back,
the more stupid. I spent miserable days in the last row of the
lower side, which had only one advantage: I could easily slip out
to freedom.

One day the teacher announced a special fifteen-minute recess,
a break in our routine, and because I was not feeling well, I sat
and dozed with a book open in front of me. When all the chil-
dren were back from the recess, the teacher asked me to stand
up. I stood up, wondering what I had done now, and the teacher
solemnly addressed the class, saying that while all of them had
gone out to play, I had stayed behind to read and to prepare my-
self for the next lesson, whereupon she moved me from the lower
to the upper half of the class.

I had not deserved to be branded stupid and I did not, of
course, deserve to be commended for being a devoted student,
but the combination of these artifices changed my life at school.
No longer did I skip classes. Through the remaining years of
grammar school, through high school, and into college, I ranked
first, second, or third in my class. My career as a good student
lasted until the end of my first semester at the University of
Chicago, when the dean wrote to my father that I was one of the
best students ever. Then something happened, and I ended that
year in the lower part of my class.

Before then, and when I was old enough, I worked for my fa-
ther in his factory during the summers. I swept floors, ran er-
rands, looked around and learned. Father sent me to the banding
department where they put the bands around the cigars and I
learned how to do that. He sent me to the “kitchen,” where they
mixed tobaccos and I learned how to do that. Almost every day I
walked or ran to the downtown post office to buy federal bonding
stamps, one of which had to go on each box of cigars. I would get
the cash and run downtown, get the stamps and run back. I
would try to see how fast I could make it and I got to be very
fast, always striving to be better than before.
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CHICAGO

As a child I learned that I had a good ear for music, perfect
pitch, so that I was able to tell if a note was even a fraction off.
My mother took me to a concert given by Mischa Elman on
probably his first concert tour in America, when he was a
young lad in short pants. He played the violin so beautifully that
I decided then and there that I wanted to become a violinist. But
the violin teacher we consulted turned me down because I could
not sing notes perfectly at the right pitch. I was crushed. Instead,
I studied the piano for years, taking lessons from successively
more advanced teachers, and I did very well. I even gave a con-
cert once and there was some thought of my making a career as
a pianist. But I never really liked the piano all that much and my
piano playing came to an end when I went away to school.

In the fall of 1917 my family sent me away to complete my
high school education at the Western Military Academy in Alton,
Hlinois. I put on cadet uniforms, shined my buttons, stood at at-
tention for examination every morning, drilled at times during
the day, fought mock battles and twice a week went to town—
Alton—for candy bars. When you wanted to show yourself to be
an independent creature, you bought snuff from a dealer who
came around the school. You put it on your lips and little by little
took some on your tongue and swallowed it. That made you one
of the boys. I tried it just once, got sick, and gave it up forever.

That year marked a turning point in my life: I was away from
home for the first time and I overcame being homesick and got
used to being on my own. When I had left home, I was quite
short; at the Academy I sprouted. I grew so fast I needed three
sets of uniforms in one year. The isolation was good for studies.
In that one year I accumulated two years of high school credits
and was admitted to the University of Chicago at seventeen. I
also met the qualifications to enter the Army as a second lieuten-
ant, except for my age, and my father, who refused to give his
permission. This was a heavy blow to me. I wanted to be an
officer and wear one of those Sam Browne belts diagonally across
my chest. A Sam Browne belt signified, at least to my mind, that
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you were an officer who had served overseas and that you were a
hero.

I started in a college dormitory and then was admitted to a fra-
ternity, Zeta Beta Tau. The fraternity house was a new life and
great fun.

At Chicago I was at or near the top of my class—until I fell in
love. She was a lovely young woman, older than I, my first true
love. She was the most exciting person I had met to that time.
She lived far out on the north side of Chicago, but that did not
stop me. Every night I would go out there by streetcar and
elevated train, arriving late in the evening. I would leave her in
the middle of the night and get back to college in time for only a
couple of hours sleep, and with little time for study. Failing to
manage both love and study, I chose love. I just squeaked
through the second semester.

We separated only because of Samuel Gompers. In 1919,
Gompers, himself an immigrant from England, and a cigar
maker, as well as founder and lifetime president of the American
Federation of Labor, sanctioned another strike against my fa-
ther’s cigar factory. There had been many before. My father de-
cided to relocate, and so he and I took the train east.
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The Great War had ended, New York was alive with the
spirit of the new times, and the streets were thronged
with streetcars, automobiles, carts and horses and people moving
at a much faster pace than they did in Chicago. It was a great,
tall city and I was enchanted. While my father went about his
business, I investigated the reputation of New York as the most
sinful city in the world. On my first outing alone, I walked down
one avenue for three or four blocks, expecting to be accosted by
New York women who, I had been told in Chicago, fell into the
arms of any young attractive man. When I was not accosted, I
felt discouraged. It never occurred to me that my information
might be wrong. I tried a Broadway hotel which, according to
my information, was known as a gathering place for the most
glamorous people of all. There were indeed glamorous women
present but no one saw fit to send me a note or even a seductive
glance. At seventeen years of age, it was depressing. Youth was
not to be served anything but lunch. I tasted none of the city’s
pleasures. Most of the time I followed my father around or
waited for him while he investigated the possibilities of opening
a new factory on the East Coast.
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I indulged in another fantasy which was to stay with me longer
than my youthful naiveté regarding women. My hard-working fa-
ther had often spoken of eventually retiring to an orange grove in
California. “As soon as I have $25,000, we're going to move to
California,” he would say, “and we're going to buy an orange
grove and have a little house and we're going to have a marvel-
ous time.” I, too, dreamed about that orange grove as the ulti-
mate goal in life. I could really visualize myself picking an or-
ange off the tree and sitting under the tree and eating the orange.
It would be a lovely, lazy life. When I wasn’t eating oranges, I
would be a beachcomber on a nearby beach. So, every once in a
while in Chicago I would ask my father, “Dad, how much money
do you have?”

“Why?” he would reply.

“Have you got the $25,0007”

“No, I haven't,” he would say.

One day, however, I said, “You must have $25,000 by now.”

“Yes, I have.”

“How about the orange grove?” I asked.

“Well,” he replied, “you know . . . it isn’t convenient for me to
go out and buy that orange grove now.”

In New York, approaching my eighteenth birthday, I made
plans for the future and my orange grove. My horizon for aging
was thirty-five, which was nine years younger than my father was
at that time. It came over me then as a firm conviction that I was
going to be rich when I was thirty-five. And I decided that at
thirty-five I would retire and spend the rest of my life as a
beachcomber, with or without an orange grove. But I would have
complete freedom. I thought quite a bit about it and recognized
that my father and men like him got caught up in the web of
business and constantly postponed retirement and the pleasures
of leisure. In order not to get caught that way myself, I made
an oath to myself and a solemn vow that I would retire, no
matter what, at age thirty-five. Having made that vow, I imag-
ined it a personal deal that I had made with God, or some
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superior being, which meant, logically, that if I did not live
up to my oath, I would be punished.

My father found a site for his new cigar factory in Philadelphia
rather than in New York, and no sooner had he taken the space,
ordered equipment, and engaged a foreman than he received
word from Chicago that my grandfather Isaac had died. He
rushed back to Chicago, leaving me to supervise the Philadelphia
factory for what he expected would be a few days. Business and
family affairs kept him in Chicago for almost a month. While he
was away, I took charge in Philadelphia. After all, I had been my
father’s protégé. I had absorbed his business philosophy at the
dinner table, worked summers in the Chicago plant, and under-
stood the cigar business as much if not better than any well-
taught young apprentice.

My first task was to hire cigar makers for the new plant, mostly
women, as was the custom in Philadelphia, but no sooner had I
begun than the entire cigar industry in Philadelphia was struck
over working conditions. However, I went out and argued with
the union leaders and workers that it was unfair to strike our new
plant over working conditions since no one had yet ever worked
for us. I promised the workers higher wages and better working
conditions than any other cigar factory in the area because we
were producing a better-grade and more expensive cigar. I also
gave bonuses to girls who would find other girls to work in the
new plant, provided picnics, boat trips and free entertainment,
and succeeded in hiring all the workers we needed to start.
Then, the first sign of real trouble came not from the union but
from the president of the local association of cigar manufacturers.
He charged into Father’s office, intending to demand that we stop
our operation. But he stopped short when he found sitting behind
the boss’s desk a teen-ager. Nevertheless, when our identities
were straightened out, he said in a threatening voice, “You can’t
run your factory while we are having a strike. You must close
down. We don’t want to give those girls an outlet to work any-
where else.” I became as angry as he was, for I knew where my
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loyalties belonged. I was adamant in telling him that we would
not be influenced by threats and intended to go about our busi-
ness of making and selling cigars. By the time my father returned
with the family, we had the Philadelphia plant running full
force.

The responsibility thrust upon me by my father and my ability
to stand up to that irate cigar manufacturer marked a turning
point: I became conscious of the fact that my boyhood had
ended and that there were things in the world I could do and do
well.

I returned to college that fall, at the Wharton School of the
University of Pennsylvania, where the curriculum was divided
between business and liberal arts courses. (I continued working
for my father during the summers.) My factory experience had
propelled me into adulthood and at college this time I took my
studies seriously enough to get by. But I had no drive to excel in
the classroom as I had in earlier years. In another little revolu-
tion, I became half student, half playboy. I threw myself into the
heady life of the Roaring Twenties and began to enjoy college
life enormously. _

While I was at college, my father gave me a moderate but
quite adequate allowance, and yet when a good business proposi-
tion came my way one year, I grabbed it. It was a new-style shirt
with an attached collar and it buttoned down. An alumnus frater-
nity brother who had become a wholesale shirt salesman showed
the fraternity boys the new kind of shirt and I decided to go into
business. I ordered a huge load of those shirts, because the more
you bought the lower the unit price. I recruited football heroes,
baseball players, track stars, and all kinds of people whose popu-
larity, I thought, might make them supersalesmen on campus. I
paid them a generous commission and made myself a healthy
profit of about $1,000.

While my allowance was strict, my father was not stingy. He
gave me an Essex automobile which helped make me become
noticed on campus. In my senior year I became head of the
fraternity.
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In the late spring of 1922, after leaving college, I went to work
full time for the Congress Cigar Company. My father gave me a
salary of twenty-five dollars a week, no title, and one big assign-
ment. He called me into his office one day and announced that
the company had intended to build a combined factory and office
building which he hoped would be the most up-to-date one in
the industry. “You will be in charge of the whole project, the
plans, construction and everything.” I was not surprised at his
willingness to trust me with so great a responsibility. It was his
style of management. He ran the production end of the business,
and as his young lieutenant I was expected to learn all the other
operations of his company.

After some investigation, I decided that the key to the new
plant would be central air conditioning, and we put in what I be-
lieve was the first such system in the cigar manufacturing busi-
ness. Natural weather was often either too dry and made the to-
bacco crack and crumble or too damp, which made the tobacco
soggy and too closely packed in the cigar. The conditions in-
creased the cost of the cigars. An important amount was saved
once the factory was opened and operations went at full tilt. OQur
new factory at Third and Spruce was a beautiful building, eight
stories high, and colonial in style.

My father’s investment in the new plant was a sign not only
that his business was doing well but also that he expected it to
expand even further. Samuel Paley was ready to ride the eco-
nomic wave of the twenties: he had standardized his product
years earlier, at about the time that Henry Ford standardized
his, but of course the operation was on a much smaller scale.
To facilitate economies in production, my father stopped making
numerous varieties of cigars and concentrated on a single brand,
La Palina (a play on the family name), which was a special
blend of Puerto Rican and Cuban tobaccos for the filler, encased
in a binder of Connecticut tobacco, with a Java wrapper. It
appealed to the taste of a wide public. Designing the La Palina
was a test of my father’s skill in the art of blending tobacco,
and the triumph of his life. It was not a Model T type of
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cigar (a five-center) but a high-grade cigar (high grade meant a
cigar that sold for ten cents or more) offered at a moderate price.
La Palinas came in about twenty shapes and sizes, selling for
from ten cents to three for a dollar.

For years my father’s business had been regional, with its prin-
cipal markets centered in the Middle West but after moving east,
we went national in marketing, advertising and all other as-
pects of the business. When I went to work for my father after
college, he had expanded from one factory producing about
75,000 cigars a day to six factories in several eastern states pro-
ducing about a half-million cigars a day. The new, modern fac-
tory was the seventh. Congress Cigar was soon producing and
selling a million cigars a day, and we could advertise La Palina
as “America’s largest selling high-grade cigar.” Sales later rose to
close to 1.5 million cigars a day. Sales and profits more than
doubled between 1922 and 1927.

The Paley family of course prospered accordingly. To me, my
father was a genuine hero, the founder, president and prime
mover of a growing, exciting business. But he was not alone in
running it. There had always been, as far back as I could re-
member, Uncle Jay (who had changed his name from Jake),
Uncle Ben and the sales manager, Willis Andruss, the only one
in the top group who was not a Paley. If I learned anything
about selling, it was from Andruss. I got to know Uncle Jay and
Uncle Ben well only after I was admitted into the inner circle
of the business.

Uncle Jay was taller and younger than my father, quite a hand-
some man with dark hair. He trained me in finance. Uncle Ben
was different. He was the youngest, slouched a bit, had a kindly
face and a wonderful smile. It was easy to want to hug him. He
was not the best of businessmen. Tell Ben your hard luck story
and he would empty his pockets for you. A quiet and slow-mov-
ing man, he lived a life separate from the family. He was a great
man for the races. The combination of gambling and his happy-
go-lucky style worried his two brothers, so they persuaded him to
put a good deal of his money in trust. In the company he was a
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good buffer in many situations because he could reach anybody
and had many friends who would do him a favor.

I lived a two-sided life, industrious and fun-loving. I seldom
got to the office late and I always fulfilled my obligations, and, I
think, made a positive contribution to the business. After hours, I
plunged again into the joyous and hectic life of the 1920s. I took
a one-room apartment in the Warwick Hotel (equipped with a
little pantry and a fold-down Murphy bed) and I felt truly
independent and free to dance, drink, and gamble and enjoy
the night life—just as long as I got to the office on time the next
morning. As a young man I drank, dated show girls and gambled
in the fashion of the time. My friends and I wined, dined and
danced our way through nightclubs, speakeasies and restaurants
and somehow survived the bootleg booze.

I almost did not survive gambling. In Boo Boo Hoff's well-
known casino I ran $10 up into a small fortune of $40,000 over a
series of spectacular evenings. I was possessed. I could not lose. I
got to the point where I thought I had been put on this earth to
break the gambling houses of the world. Monte Carlo was next in
my vision. My winning streak lasted about a month. In the fol-
lowing months I lost $45,000—which left me $5,000 in debt to Boo
Boo Hoff.

“Never mind,” he said, “just pay me as you go along, little by
little and don’t let it worry you too much.” So shortly afterward I
put together a hundred dollars and went to another gambling
house in search of a new winning streak. I lost the hundred dol-
lars. Worse, the next afternoon a couple of hoodlums came to my
office and said that Boo Boo was very unhappy about my losing
to other gambling houses: he was calling his debt and expected
me to pay up by five o’clock the following Saturday.

Terrified, I imagined that I might be dumped to the bottom of
the Delaware River. I could not go to my father; it would hurt
and disappoint him terribly to learn that his son was a gambler
and at such high stakes. So I went to Uncle Jay. Although
very disapproving, he finally came through and gave me the
five thousand dollars. I paid my debt to Boo Boo Hoff. But I
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wasn't cured. For some time afterward I went back to gambling
houses to try to repeat that miraculous winning month. It wasn't
until I went to New York to work in radio that I lost interest in
going to gambling houses, and after that the urge never came
back.

My favorite organization, of which I was a charter member,
was a group called “The Hundred Club.” We occupied a small
house on Locust Street near Broad Street in the center of town,
where we would lunch every day. It was a close-knit and
lively men’s group. We ate well and we played cards for small
stakes. After lunch we hurried back to our offices and sometimes
returned for dinner.

My friends and I met with the cry, “Let’s have some fun.” I
was always ready to go. One of my favorite friends was Ben Gim-
bel of the famous department-store family. With all the money
he ever needed, Ben never took life very seriously. He loved
show business, show people and practical jokes. Some of his
practical jokes were funny and others were very cruel. His cousin
Nathan Hamburger once gave a dinner party at the family house
while the parents were out of town and Ben put a sign up on the
door, QUARANTINED: preHTHERIA. Poor Nathan waited long into
the night for his guests to arrive. Ben and I, Larry Lowman,
Henry Gerstley and a few other young men formed a group that
made the rounds of many dances and parties. I worked hard
but I didn’t have any sense of final responsibility; when I left
the office I was able to throw off all my cares.

At the Congress Cigar Company, I advanced to the status of
vice-president, with duties that consisted of buying tobacco,
overseeing production and dabbling in advertising. In 1927 my
salary rose to $20,000 a year. Much of the work was routine, but a
few episodes stand out, doubtless because they redounded to my
credit in the eyes of my father and uncle.

On one occasion, one of them asked me to audit the operations
of a dealer who bought tobacco for us abroad. It was a big job,
and checking the complex transactions took a long time. The
dealer had a fine reputation, and my father and uncle found it
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hard to believe what I had uncovered. They made me prove my
claim that the dealer had outrageously falsified our accounts.
Then my father confronted the dealer with the proofs I provided
and in an emotional scene the dealer collapsed, confessed and
begged to be forgiven. My father, who thought he knew the
dealer as a friend, promised not to take him to court if he would
resubmit the accounts. When all the new bills were in, we found
that we had saved a couple of million dollars in overcharges. It
was a big moment for me.

One year my father sent me to Puerto Rico by myself to buy
tobacco. I think we were the largest buyers of Puerto Rican to-
bacco, competing in that market with numerous dealers who
bought for resale to smaller manufacturers. When I arrived I
found that the tobacco crop was large and there was an oversup-
ply in the market. The farmers were vulnerable to a terrible crash
in prices, and the dealers were talking of making a killing. But
the other buyers could not do so without reckoning with us. The
farmers would wait to see what we did.

Our office manager and I went out into the field to visit the
farmers and found them in a miserable state at the prospect of
extremely low prices. One could argue in the abstract that low
prices for a large crop is a natural economic law, and the farmers
should take it as it came. But, the more I thought about it, a
quick killing seemed wrong for them and foolish for us. I rea-
soned as follows: if prices fell too low, the farmers would go
under and would have difficulty producing the next year’s crop,
and we had a long-term interest in their financial health. We
were not interested in a quick turn of profit but expected to
come back year after year to buy tobacco in an ongoing rela-
tionship.

As the largest buyer, Congress Cigar could influence the
market price, and the decision was mine to make. I spent a week
in Puerto Rico deciding which lots we wanted to buy, and I con-
cluded that, at thirty cents a pound, the farmers could get their
money back with a profit. This price would fit satisfactorily into
our cost structure. I gave the signal, and our buyers went out all
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over the island closing deals at thirty cents a pound for the to-
bacco lots I had selected. That night when I got back to the
hotel, a delegation of dealers was waiting, ready to kill me. I ex-
plained my position to them, but they had sent a cablegram to
my father telling him I had gone crazy paying ten or twelve cents
a pound over that year’s expected price.

When I heard from my father, I cabled him an explanation,
and back came his response: “Youre absolutely right.” The
farmers responded with many gifts including a hundred-year-
old bottle of brandy. When I returned to the office in Philadel-
phia, my father gave me a raise in salary.

While selling cigars so successfully we watched with interest
the phenomenal growth in the sales of cigarettes throughout the
country (from about 16 billion to about 82 billion a year in
twelve years) and we were tempted to break into this related to-
bacco business. So we introduced a cigarette called “Palina” and
advertised it as having “a dash of Java.” I was put in charge of
sales and advertising. We put a tremendous effort into that new
venture and it was a bust. People smoked a Palina once but not
again. In Akron, Ohio, I tried to give a package of Palinas to a
cab driver. He looked at it and passed it back, saying, “Thanks
very much, buddy, but I've already tasted them.” I felt crushed.
When we came to analyze the problem of taste, we found it was
not the tobacco but the cigarette paper. The best cigarette paper
was made in France and we just could not purchase this paper
because the entire output had been taken up by other American
manufacturers of cigarettes. We closed down the business and
took our losses, which were quite substantial. As cigar makers,
we had thought only about tobacco and overlooked the fact that
cigarette smokers smoke paper too.

The high point of both my business and social life came in
May of each year when my father took me to Europe with him to
buy tobacco in Amsterdam. My father was training me to be a to-
bacco buyer. I went to Amsterdam to learn that art from him, and
then to Paris to enjoy life. We went to Amsterdam for the Java
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wrapper, which was so important to the flavor of La Palina ci-
gars. In fact, we advertised “Java Wrapped—the Secret of the
Blend.” Since Java (along with Sumatra, another prime source of
tobacco wrappers) was then a colony of the Netherlands and the
tobacco from the area was brought to Amsterdam to be sold, that
city became the center of international tobacco auctions.

Manufacturers, wholesalers, brokers and speculators would
gather in a great opera-house-like room called Frascati’s. On one
side of the room was a platform occupied by the auctioneer and
his attendants. The other three sides were formed of balconies in
the shape of horseshoes, with each tier divided into boxes. The
boxes were occupied by the important tobacco buyers. On the
floor between them were congregated the professional traders or
brokers. Tobacco was sold in lots, one lot at a time. The buyers
sent in their bids to the auctioneer in sealed envelopes until a
gong rang out, signaling the end of the bidding. The auctioneer
then opened the envelopes in the presence of all assembled and
would say something like, “Lot number 1234 sold to . . .” and
announced the party who had bought it. Bedlam would break
loose among the brokers on the floor below. Each lot was made
up of tobaccos of various grades, and a winning bidder usually
would want to keep only what he needed for his particular kind
of tobacco business; a speculator might want to resell the whole
lot in separate pieces. Thus a second round of trading would
begin, not through the auctioneer, but openly among any or all
present, mainly among the brokers on the floor, as in a commod-
ity exchange.

Soon the gong would ring again, and silence would come over
the crowd while the auctioneer opened the bids for the next lot.
Then wild trading would resume as the lot or part of it was
resold in pieces. I don’t know to this day how these people under-
stood each other. Their piecemeal trading was done with fingers
and hands and signs of one kind or another. Everyone made little
notes and everything always went all right. At the end of the day,
everyone knew what he’d bought or what he’d sold. It was very
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exciting, and profits could be substantial. A speculator might
' make or lose a million dollars on a single lot. Even a manufac-

turer had to take the risk of reselling what he didn’t need.

We did our important homework for days before this dramatic

event. The auctions were held every Friday for six weeks. During
the intervals, my father and I and our broker would prepare our

in the millions of dollars. We knew of course what our require-

|
| sealed bids for certain of the large lots, each of which would run
|

ments were when we arrived in Amsterdam. We were, I believe,
the largest buyers present, and it was no secret that we were in-
terested in buying for our own account only Java tobacco for
wrappers. We would be sellers of anything else that came to us in
the auctioned lots. Since the lots were mixed we had to examine
them in their entirety, not only for what we wanted to keep but
also for what we would want to resell to the other manufacturers

and the wholesalers and speculators.

Each moming we would get up about five o’clock, have break-
fast and go to our broker’s office. Since the lots were too large to
be examined in full, samples of each grade of tobacco in a given
lot would be provided to the brokers for the potential bidders.
The samples always truly represented what was in the lot; there
was never any question of one’s being misled. When we looked at
a handful, we knew that a thousand bales of that kind and grade

of tobacco would average out the same.

It was in this appraisal phase that I saw my father’s talents
most vividly at work. We arrived at work at daylight, for natural
lighting is essential in judging the appearance and color of to-
bacco, especially wrapper tobacco. We discussed the grades—
there might be as many as fifty in a single lot—with our broker
and his staff of experts who would hand us the samples. We—I
say we, but I just stood there watching and listening and trying
to learn—would then judge which lots we wanted to bid on and
how much we should bid. The art of the sealed bid is not simple.
My father, though he took advice, would settle on the bid him-
self. Into it would go his calculations of what the lot was worth to
him—that is the value to him of the portions of the lot he in-
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tended to keep for use in his business; the potential but uncertain
value of the resale of the portions he did not want to keep; and in
the end what to bid competitively against the other buyers who
were valuing the tobacco and making similar calculations. One
wanted to bid high enough to get the lot and yet no higher than
was necessary. The bidding usually ran into the millions. It
was scary.

Everyone took security measures to safeguard the amount they
intended to bid. We put our evaluation of tobaccos and bidding
prices down in code in little black books which we kept under
lock and key. Since everyone knew his principal competitors and
the nature of their interests, the mutual guesswork was quite so-
phisticated. If you lost a bid on what you needed, you would
have to buy those portions of the lot at a higher price from the
winner, typically a speculator, in the second resale auction. It
was a coup to make a winning bid for a lot at a reasonable price
that got you what you wanted. You couldn’t win them all of
course and even when you did, you couldn’t be sure that you had
not overbid for the lot. This led to a good deal of bluffing after
the auction. Everyone lunched and dined together and it hurt
deeply to hear someone say his losing bid was a very low amount.
It was an old trick: if you were taken in by someone’s boast that
he had bid far lower than your winning bid, you might be
tempted to bid lower next time, and lose. You never really knew
what had happened in the bidding—losing bids were not re-
vealed by the auctioneer.

These uncertainties made our weeks in Amsterdam a lively
affair. We bought huge supplies of tobacco for the business, no
matter at what level of prices, in order to have enough stock on
hand to meet our needs for more than a year. It was the only way
to guarantee the quality of La Palina cigars. Our mission was
basic to the business at home.

We worked with great intensity and concentration and for
long hours over the many details involved in judging, bidding
and buying tobacco in Amsterdam. The Dutch were strict in
the attention they paid to every little detail that went into those
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tobacco auctions. And I learned from their insistence on meth-
odology that if you get the details right, the final work product
will be correct.

After the auctions my father and mother would usually go to
Vichy to appease his hypochondria with health-giving waters,
and I would go directly to Paris for two or three weeks of play.
My companions were known as “the smart set,” who followed a
routine one spring season after another. There was a right place
to have lunch every day, a right place to have dinner; after dinner
there was another place, and then began the night life, ending up
usually in Montmartre at a romantic bistro run by a black woman
called Bricktop. I was an American in Paris in the twenties.

The larks of my own twenties life had no firm rationale. More
often than not, the lark was inspired by whim or challenge or,
on occasion, a feeling for the extravagant gesture. In the spring
of 1928, when I was staying at the Ritz with my parents, a friend
who was an automobile buff talked me into accompanying him
to the factory of the most famous builders of auto bodies in the
world, Hibbard and Darrin, just outside Paris. He wanted to buy
a Hispano Suiza, a very fine car in its own right, for which Hib-
bard and Darrin had built a special convertible body.

The car was beautiful and unique. The top could be folded far
back and the doors had an original shape, tapered in from each
side, which gave them a high-style look. It was the only body
design of its kind in existence. All in all, it was probably the most
beautiful car I had ever seen. I was taken with it. My friend
quailed at the price, $16,000, and said, “It’s too damn expensive.”
I said, “T think you are a fool. If I had that kind of money,
I'd buy it.”

At that time I did have money in my own name, but it came
from the family business—and to me was sacrosanct. As a matter
of family ethic, I would not use those funds without my father’s
approval. So I did not consider myself—my free self—to be rich.
However, I did own some stock in my own name, and later in the
day, when I checked with my stockbroker, I found that my stock
had risen to just about the price of that Hispano Suiza—some
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$17,000. I was amazed. It seemed that my wish had been
fulfilled. I had said that if I had the money I would buy that car,
and now I had the money. It was dazzling to have the car
of cars within my grasp. So, I put in a sell order and in a few min-
utes received word that I had the cash to my credit in the Phila-
delphia broker’s office. I bought the car and had it delivered to
the Ritz.

I was uneasy over how this extravagance would appear to my
father or my mother. In the course of talk at the hotel, I casually
commented, “By the way, I bought a car.” My mother was
indifferent, but my father’s interest perked up. “Where is it?” he
asked. “Downstairs,” I replied. We went out on to the Place
Venddme in front of the Ritz, and my parents looked around.
The Hispano Suiza was sitting nearby, the prettiest picture on
the street. But again my father said, “Where is it?” I pointed and
my father said, “You're crazy. I don’t see any car.” There was a
pause, and he said, “You don’t mean that big thing over there, do
you?” I said, “Yes, as a matter of fact I do.” His face got red, and
he started to say something harsh to me, when my mother inter-
vened and said, “Now, Sam, take it easy. Your son bought this, I
guess, with money that was his to spend and that he had a right
to spend, and he will probably get a lot of fun out of it. Don’t
spoil the fun.”

My father quickly suppressed his disapproval. I engaged a
chauffeur in Paris for a couple of weeks to drive me and my
friends on our daily round of pleasure spots until the early hours
of the morning. Later, in Philadelphia, I began to think my fa-
ther might have been right in his first reaction to the car. I didn’t
like driving it. It was so unusual that it drew crowds of people
whenever it was parked on the street. It seems that one of the
paradoxes of youth, at least of mine, was that I wanted an atten-
tion-getting object without the attention. It may be that I haven’t
changed much in that respect in the last fifty years.
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The first radio I ever saw was a primitive crystal set. A
friend clamped the earphones on me and I was dumb-
founded. It was hard to believe that I was hearing music out of
the air and I never got over the surprise and the fascination. I
quickly found someone to build such a set for me, because there
were no ready-made radio sets at the time. As a radio fan in
Philadelphia, I often sat up all night, glued to my set, listening
and marveling at the voices and music which came into my ears
from distant places. A few years later I became a sponsor.

While my father and uncle were on a trip in Europe, leaving
me more or less in charge, I bought an hour program to advertise
La Palina cigars on the local station WCAU. Cost? The
munificent sum of $50 per broadcast. But when they returned,
my uncle upon going over the books immediately spotted the
new expenditure. “What kind of foolishness is this?” he demanded.
“Cancel it right now.” Reluctantly, I followed instructions.

A few weeks later at a luncheon, my father remarked, “Hun-
dreds of thousands of dollars we've been spending on newspapers
and magazines and no one has ever said anything to me about
those ads, but now people are asking me ‘What happened to the
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La Palina Hour?” A feeling of vindication rose within me, for I
had argued about advertising on radio with my uncle, and to my
surprise, my uncle now agreed. He admitted to my father that he
had ordered me to cancel the program and that he had since
been asked about the program by friends. So, he said, perhaps he
had been wrong.

At about the same time, my father was approached by one of
his very close friends, Jerome Louchheim, a well-known and
highly successful building contractor in Philadelphia, with a per-
sonal appeal that Congress Cigar advertise its La Palinas on a
small radio network in which he had recently bought a con-
trolling interest. The network, called the United Independent
Broadcasters, was still in financial difficulties in New York City
and Louchheim asked for my father’s advertising as a token of
his personal friendship. So, my father agreed to advertise and
put me in charge of organizing a program. I put together a pro-
gram called The La Palina Smoker, a half-hour show that fea-
tured an orchestra, a female vocalist whom we called “Miss La
Palina,” and a comedian as a master of ceremonies. It turned
out to be a pretty good show.

Over the next six months I made frequent trips to the United
Independent Broadcasters’ offices in New York and became
rather well acquainted with this little network and its activities.
UIB had been formed by Arthur Judson, the celebrated concert
manager, and a few associates, as a vehicle for putting the classi-
cal musicians he represented on the air. Incorporating the net-
work on January 27, 1927, Judson had arranged with the Colum-
bia Phonograph Company that in exchange for its financial
backing, the network would be known on the air as the Columbia
Phonograph Broadcasting System. He had managed over that
first year to sign up sixteen stations as network affiliates, each of
which would receive ten or so hours of air time a week from the
network.

Arthur Judson and his associates had a lot of trouble getting on
the air. But after eight months of strenuous preparations, the net-
work made its debut on Sunday, September 18, 1927, with its
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own twenty-two-piece orchestra. That same evening, it put on an
ambitious performance of the Deems Taylor-Edna St. Vincent
Millay opera, The King's Henchman, featuring artists from the
Metropolitan Opera Company. It was a gala premiére and a great
achievement, but at a cost they were unable to bear. The UIB
group went broke and was unable to meet its payroll. Hearing of
the network’s financial distress, Isaac and Leon Levy, who owned
station WCAU in Philadelphia, an affiliate of UIB, brought the
wealthy Jerome Louchheim to the rescue. Louchheim bought
an interest in the network and was elected chairman of the
board of directors on November 7, 1927, and the Levys bought
a smaller portion of its stock.

Shortly afterward, the Columbia Phonograph Company with-
drew its participation, accepting free advertising time in pay-
ment for its interest. UIB then dropped the word “Phonograph”
but continued to use the name Columbia Broadcasting System on
the air. In its first full year of operation, UIB had taken in
$176,737 in net sales and had paid out $396,803, for a net loss of
$220,066. Louchheim had failed in all his efforts to turn the com-
pany around.

Some ten months after taking over and having bought the
controlling interest in the company, he approached my father
and offered to sell the network to him, saying, “Sam, why don’t
you buy it from me? You at least have a cigar to advertise and
you can make some use out of it. I can’t use it; I have nothing
even to try to sell over it.” My father later repeated the gist of
this conversation to me, as well as his answer: he had no interest
in the matter whatsoever, Louchheim had told him he had
bought “a lemon,” that the network’s books were a mess, and that
he wanted out. But my father did not want to invest his money in
such a venture.

I became tremendously excited at the prospect and the net-
work’s shaky condition did not deter me. It was the great prom-
ise of radio itself that impelled me to act and to act immediately.
I did not know what it would cost to buy control of UIB or
whether Louchheim would sell it to me. But I had the money to
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buy it. I had about a million dollars of my own and I was willing
to risk any or all of it in radio.

The source of that million dollars was a family affair. When I
went to work for Congress Cigar in 1922, my father put a block
of its stock in my name. As the company was privately owned by
the Paley family (except for a modest amount of stock owned by
Willis Andruss), Congress Cigar stock then had no known mar-
ket value. Financially speaking, my shares did not impress me at
the time. But in 1926, Congress Cigar went public with the sale
of 70,000 shares, and the company was listed on the New York
Stock Exchange. After the sale, 280,000 shares remained privately
held. The following year my father arranged to sell 200,000
shares to the Porto Rican-American Tobacco Company, and my
father and Uncle Jay entered into an employment contract to
continue running the company for a number of years (they re-
tired in 1931). Some of my stock went with these sales and so I
came to have on my own account a little over a million dollars.
This was the money I always regarded as sacrosanct, not to be
spent or invested without my father’s approval.

Nevertheless, on my own I went to see Louchheim whom I had
long known as a family friend. He was much older than I, rich,
and an important figure in Philadelphia, a man who did not
waste words. A bit in awe of him and in view of my youth, I
feared that he might think I was not serious about what I had to
say. But I told him straight out: I wanted an option to buy his
UIB stock, or a substantial amount of it.

Louchheim, it turned out, owned about 60 per cent of the
shares in the company. I asked for just over 5o per cent, that
is, just enough to secure absolute control. We settled on 50.3 per
cent. He asked for $200 a share, though I had no real way to
judge the value of the stock. That came to $503,000, and I must
say I did not blink an eye. I was satisfied because the sum came
to only about half of my personal fortune. I knew that I would
have to put in more, perhaps all of what I had when I got into
the network. Indeed as part of the deal with Louchheim, I
agreed also to place $100,000 in acceptable securities with the
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American Telephone & Telegraph Company as a bond for its wire
services, in place of the similar bond which Louchheim had put
up. UIB itself still did not have sufficient funds for the bond. In
exchange, I got Louchheim to agree to place his remaining shares
in a voting trust for five years—with the important provision that
the Voting Trustee would vote for directors whom I nominated—
an arrangement that further secured my control and made sure
that my management policies in UIB would be stable at the di-
rectors’ level.

Louchheim, for his part, drove a conventional hard bargain.
The price of the option he said would be $45,000, to be applied
to the purchase price when I picked up the option, to be forfeited
if I did not. The option was to run ten days. I am able to be so
precise about these terms because I still have in my possession a
copy of that option-contract. It is dated September 19, 1928. I
was still in my twenty-sixth year.

I cannot recall just when I went to my father to ask his ap-
proval. Ours was an old-fashioned relationship in which he was
the authority figure, especially when it concerned money I had
received from Congress Cigar stock. But in this instance there
was another ticklish question. The problem was how my desire to
go up to New York and run UIB might affect my position as his
heir-apparent in the cigar company. The fact that as a family we
no longer held the controlling stock in Congress Cigar, and that
my father and Uncle Jay had a limited contract to manage the
business, left me somewhat freer than I might have been other-
wise. Nevertheless, it was still my intention to continue in my fa-
ther’s footsteps. I would promise only to take a leave of absence
for a few months to put the network in shape and then to leave
it to be operated by a professional management while I returned
to my career in the cigar business. I knew my father expected to
pass the management of the business on to me, so I had to ex-
plain my intentions to him.

On the other hand, I realized that my father would be dis-
turbed if he thought his disapproval would embarrass me. I was
troubled even by the thought of possibly disturbing him. Our
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relationship was then a crucial thing in my life. Family tradition,
going back to my childhood, prevented either of us from know-
ingly giving offense to the other. It was also in our style to be
polite and somewhat formal with each other. My father had al-
ways believed in giving me or letting me take responsibilities,
even in fields where I had little experience. I was very conscious
as a young man of my father’s confidence in me. It was not an un-
complicated confidence. We had our differences in philosophic
outlook. My father, a self-made man who had known adversity,
was far more cautious than I and, despite his confidence in me, he
thought me rather rash. He also had a strong preference for tan-
gible things: land, factories, physical products. UIB had nothing
but office furniture; no radio station of its own, no tangible
properties; just prospects. So, with considerable trepidation in my
heart, my plans hanging in the balance, I approached my father.
I put it to him straight: did he think I should do it or not?

He asked for a day to think it over and then he surprised me.
“Yes, I would do it,” he declared. And he went further: he and
the family would relieve me of some of the burden; they would
join me in buying some of Louchheim’s stock. They took approxi-
mately $100,000 worth of stock, leaving me with about $400,000
worth. Later, I asked him why he was so congenial about it and
he explained: “Well, I figured that if it were a failure, you'd lose
some money, but you'd have gained a lot of experience. And if it
were a success, what you were going into seemed to be more in-
teresting. It would give you a more interesting world to work in
than the field I was in. So, on balance, I didn’t think it was a
bad risk.” He also anticipated something I didn’t: that if I made

"a go of it, I would not come back.

On September 25, I closed the deal and on the next day, Sep-
tember 26, 1928, was elected president of a patchwork, money-
losing little company called United Independent Broadcasters.

I left Philadelphia for New York unaware that I was start-
ing a new life. I moved into an apartment in the Elysée, a smart
little hotel on Fifty-fourth Street between Madison and Park,
which had one of the best French restaurants in town. The econ-
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omy was booming, the stock market had begun its last wild rise
before the crash, and the theatrical district, through which I
passed on the way to work, was in its glory. The marquees read
Strange Interlude, Show Boat, Animal Crackers, George White’s
Scandals, This Thing Called Love, The Front Page and a score
of others. I attended the theater many evenings during the
1928-29 season.

My office high above the Paramount movie theater was geo-
graphically at the hub of this playland, but only geographically.
In comparison with stage and screen, radio then ranked nowhere
in show business. In the twenties, movie stars disdained the up-
start medium. Only musicians took to it. Radio was for music,
popular and classical, along with bits of news, talks, vaudeville-
like skits and, on occasion, the broadcasting of big events such as
political conventions. A native radio art had not yet been created.
But I had the gut feeling that radio was on the threshold of a
great awakening, that marvelous things were about to happen
and that I had come to the medium at the right moment.

UIB had about a dozen employees in a few offices on one floor
of the narrow Paramount tower. Most of the money spent in fur-
nishing the suite had gone into the large, fancy, wood-paneled
head office, which seemed to have been designed by UIB’s early
promoters to impress advertisers and prospective investors in the
network. On the day of my arrival a new office boy, Albert
Bryant, a stocky fellow with a sober face and a witty smile (he
would later become a CBS executive) saw me as a callow youth
like himself, without any real business to attend to. Bryant barred
my way and insisted on a good deal of identification before he
would let me in. It was the first hint of how I would be received.
Although I wore clothes styled for older men, for the next few
years I would usually be addressed as “Young man . . .” as if
some pearl of wisdom or admonishment were about to follow.

The nominal head of the network when I arrived was Major
J- Andrew White, a good broadcaster, who was known around
town for his natty dress, which included a pince-nez with a ribbon
and a white carnation in his lapel. He had style. He asked me one
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day for an advance of $500 and, when I gave him the money, he
said, “Thanks, it’s going for a secondhand Rolls-Royce.” Major
White understood radio at the microphone. But the business of
radio or radio operations were not his talent or even within his
knowledge. He took no offense about standing aside when I took
over. He was happy to have someone take over the day-by-day
running of the network, while he put programs together.

In those days we didn’t make records or tapes. We auditioned
programs live. The potential sponsor would sit in one room and
listen to the program, which would be wired in live from a studio
performance. Major White would introduce it, saying who was
in it and what it was about. The show then would go on and the
person we were trying to sell would listen and buy it or not.
Major White was adept at presenting programs in this way and
on the air. For a time I put him in charge of programs, and since
I did not intend to stay long, I kept myself in the background
while Major White continued as public spokesman for the net-
work.

Some of the original group stayed on in CBS for many years,
even to retirement. Some were not in the right job. Major White
had brought in one young radio announcer as his assistant and
office manager, which was typical of the confused state of affairs.
He had no idea how to manage an office. He drove me crazy, giv-
ing me the wrong answers to everything. One day soon after I ar-
rived, Major White was ill and unable to broadcast a football
game. So with my fingers crossed, I sent the inept office manager
to Chicago to substitute for White. He had told me he had had
some experience broadcasting local sporting events. As a result I
lost an impossible office manager and gained the best and most
famous sportscaster in the country—Ted Husing.

I could see why Jerome Louchheim had sold me his interest in
the company. There was no one there who could grasp all of the
strands that had to be pulled together to make the network a suc-
cess. So, once I settled in, I began to analyze our problems and
priorities.

The network was too small. We needed many more station
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affiliates to give us national coverage if we were to compete with
the much larger National Broadcasting Company. We needed
programs that would attract a larger audience and give us, in the
language of the trade, “substantial circulation.” We had to sell
time to advertisers. We had to build an organization in a field
in which there was little experience to go on. Most important, we
had to get control of the finances. We were not going to break
even that year, but we had to slow down our losses.

All these matters needed attention more or less at once. But
there were some logical priorities and there was one lifesaver:
1928 was a presidential election year. Herbert Hoover and Al
Smith were engaged in a lively campaign in which whistle-stop
journeys were no longer sufficient. Radio played an important
part on both sides. The Republican and Democratic parties in
their local and national election campaigns would spend a couple
of million dollars on radio time. NBC got the lions’ share and we
got the overflow business, perhaps a couple of hundred thousand
dollars. Without it, the need for immediate revenues would have
been the first order of business.

In sorting out the other problems, I could see that building an
organization would take months of time and trial. Programming
would take time and so would the development of contacts with
advertisers and ad agencies. It was apparent I would have to
take on that job. But most pressing was the problem of expand-
ing the size and designing the composition of the network itself.

When I arrived on the scene, AT&T had not yet completed its
radio line from coast to coast. The final link between Denver and
Salt Lake City was scheduled for December, less than three
months away. The only coast-to-coast broadcasting was done up
to then on a temporary and irregular basis through the use of
long-distance telephone lines. But the real thing—permanent
radio lines—was coming by Christmas 1928. NBC had kept up
with the development of radio lines, and, with the last link in
place, would be prepared to announce the first regular national
network. UIB had not kept up. But the opportunity was still
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there to catch up in several areas of the country and to race NBC
for the Christmas announcement.

We had affiliations with only sixteen stations in eleven states,
permanently connected by AT&T, which formed the nucleus of
our network. Their call letters are still music to my ears: WNAC
(Boston), WEAN (Providence), WABC (New York City—later
changed to WCBS), WOR (Newark), WCAU (Philadelphia),
WFBL (Syracuse), WMAK (Buffalo), WJAS (Pittsburgh),
WKRC (Cincinnati), WADC (Akron), WAIU (Columbus,
Ohio), WGHP (Detroit), KMOX (St. Louis), WJAZ and
WMAQ (Chicago), KOIL (Council Bluffs, Iowa, near Omaha,
Nebraska ). I have a number of these old-fashioned microphones
in my office today.

Compared with NBC, this was not much of a network. NBC
had fifty-odd affiliated stations in its two major networks—the
“Red” and “Blue,” plus a regional “Orange” network on the West
Coast. Behind it stood the resources of the great Radio Corpora-
tion of America (RCA). RCA had formed NBC in 1926 by con-
solidating its own small network with a larger one owned by the
American Telephone & Telegraph Company. NBC (in which
General Electric and Westinghouse were minority shareholders
until 1930) bought the AT&T network for one million dollars
(that became the Red Network) and combined it with RCA’s
network (the Blue). In setting up NBC as its broadcasting arm,
RCA had a major motive which our fledgling network did not: as
a manufacturer of equipment, RCA wanted to create a demand
for its radio sets as much as to create radio programs.

Whatever its motivation, RCA was aggressively expanding
NBC and our competition was not welcome. Indeed it was not
even acknowledged. Not long after I came to New York, I asked
somebody to arrange a meeting for me with Merlin H. Ayles-
worth, then president of NBC, so that we could know each other
and talk about the future of radio. My friend came back two days
later, ashamed, and reported he could not arrange the meeting.
He said Mr. Aylesworth had thought about my request and said
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he didn’t want to meet me, because if he did, that would mean
that they were acknowledging us as competition. As a matter of
policy, NBC did not recognize CBS, just as an established nation
might not recognize a newly formed state. He wanted to keep it
that way. Aylesworth said we were too small. It made me won-
der. Later we met and became very friendly.

The first order of business, if I were to succeed in making UIB
grow, was to change the basic document of networking, the con-
tract between the network and its affiliates. The original 1927
contract had played a major role in almost breaking the company
financially. It had obligated the network to buy ten hours a week
from each station affiliate at $50 an hour. Under the various con-
tracts with the affiliated stations, which differed somewhat, the
network was committed to pay out some $7,000 a week, whether
or not it sold sufficient time to sponsors to cover that cost.

When Jerome Louchheim had taken over the network, they
tried to plug the drain on the company’s cash with a new for-
mula. Their new contract required the network as before to pay
the stations for the time it used for commercial programs, but it
now obliged the stations to pay UIB for the sustaining programs
originated by the network. However, after operating for the
better part of the year under this new contract, the company was
still losing money. It just did not have enough sponsored pro-
grams to pay its total operating costs and the stations did not buy
enough sustaining programs to cover our losses.

So, I decided to revise the contract once more in order not to
make it less, but to make it more attractive to station affiliates. I
hoped to attract additional stations to the network and at the
same time I wanted the contract to protect the network from
financial losses. I devised a package of compensations giving
something of greater value to each side. I proposed the concept
of free sustaining service: that is, to make the sustaining pro-
grams available to the affiliates at no cost. And I took the bit in
my teeth: I would guarantee not ten but twenty hours of
programming per week, pay the stations $50 an hour for the
commercial hours used, but with a new proviso. The network
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would not pay the stations for the first five hours of commer-
cial programming time; that is, we would pay the affiliates
$50 an hour for all commercial time used in excess of five hours a
week. The twenty contract hours were set forth at specified
times, and to allow for the possibility of more business to come,
the network was to receive an option on additional time.

And for the first time, we were to have exclusive rights for net-
work broadcasting through the affiliate. That meant the local sta-
tion could not use its facilities for any other broadcasting net-
work. I added one more innovation which helped our cause: local
stations would have to identify our programs with the CBS name.

This new arrangement was beneficial for both parties, for in
those days local radio stations had plenty of time on the air to
dispense and little cash. We offered programs of a quality that no
local station could produce; and by going to twenty hours of such
programming we could “sustain” a local station. On our side of
the deal, the five free hours of commercial time assured us of
some income that we could keep.

We put this proposition to our existing affiliates and received
their agreement in November 1928. That put us in a position to
offer it as an attraction to other local stations among the four or
five hundred then operating in the United States, some of them
hooked up to small regional networks. By telegram I invited a
carefully selected number of unaffiliated stations from the South
to a meeting in New York City. Twelve of their representatives
came. This was a crucial meeting for me. We met in a room
at the Ambassador Hotel, where I presented them with all
the advantages of affiliation under my new formula for sharing
commercial and sustaining time on the air. After some debate
over the terms and conditions, the meeting ended with every sta-
tion signing up. Suddenly, in one day, we had a southern leg to
our network. Later, a few more stations came in from the Middle
West and signed up. The Pacific coast remained a tantalizing
plum, if we were to become nationwide.

The only possibility of our getting to the West Coast quickly
was to hook into a regional network. There was one West Coast
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group called the American Broadcasting Company (no relation
to the present network of that name) with headquarters in Seat-
tle and five stations along the coast, plus one in Salt Lake City
and one in Denver, with an AT&T-leased landline from Denver
to the coast. Our relations with this network were rather unrelia-
ble. It claimed to be the third-largest network in the country, but
it went into receivership the following August and vanished,
leaving a new problem.

It was a hectic, busy two months—November and December—
in which I was scurrying about trying to sign up affiliates and at
the same time to acquire a station of our own. Operating on alter-
nate nights on leased time from WABC (New York) and WOR
(Newark ), we badly needed our own station from which to origi-
nate programs. I negotiated with WABC and WOR, both of
which were willing to sell. Simply because it was cheaper, we
bought WABC in December 1928 for $390,000. The acquisition
gave us a transmitting station and a studio on top of Steinway
Hall on Fifty-seventh Street—and also some unusual assets of the
WABC company, Atlantic Broadcasting. Desperate to sell local
time, the station management often accepted merchandise in-
stead of money. And so, coming to us with our purchase of a
radio station were live chickens, kitchen appliances, pieces of
jewelry, and whatnot. UIB’s fixed assets—in furniture, equipment,
and improvements to leased premises—amounted to only about
$25,000. Everything else was rather airy. The net worth of
WABC at book value was about $130,000; the difference between
that and the purchase price we listed in our books under the old
accounting euphemism “Good Will.”

Where did we get the money? For that kind of expansion, we
were undercapitalized. We issued 2,500 new shares of our stock
at $200 a share to raise $500,000. I subscribed to about $200,000,
raising my total investment to $600,000. The other shareholders
took up the rest.

During this hectic autumn, one goal slid away almost unno-
ticed and was lost forever: my intention to return to my father’s
cigar company. Only in retrospect would I realize how lucky I
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had been to have been there, on the scene, when the technologies
of mass production, national advertising and national communi-
cations in broadcasting came together. At the time, I had some
intimations of the future, but I really did not dwell on the
bigger picture. I simply realized that I had an affinity for this
new life in broadcasting. I loved what I was doing every day.
The decision to make broadcasting the core of my new life came
over me naturally, and my father took my decision just as natu-

rally.
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Tuee and a half months after I bought UIB, I like to
think I startled the nation and particularly NBC with
my first appearance on the air, January 8, 1929, when I an-
nounced that CBS now had the largest regular chain of
broadcasting stations in radio history. At least one newspaper
headlined the news: COLUMBIA SYSTEM TO HAVE WORLD'S LARGEST
NETWORK,

It was literally true, but only literally. We had tripled our
broadcasting coverage and now served forty-nine stations in
forty-two cities across the nation. NBC was divided into two
separate networks, neither of which had as many fully affiliated
stations as we did. So we were the largest radio network in the
world. Actually, we were still a small, informal organization,
groping our way as we went along. But we wanted to make a
splash when we announced our debut as a new national network.
We had lost the race with NBC to be the first with coast-to-coast
broadcasting—by two weeks, and that only because someone
had goofed in making certain technical wire arrangements.

Behind that announcement, however, had gone a tremendous
amount of planning and work in reorganizing the structure of the
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company. When I had taken over, the network consisted of three
companies: UIB, which supplied the station time; the Columbia
Broadcasting System (the old phonograph company), which sold
the time; and Arthur Judson’s company, which supplied the pro-
grams. The Columbia Broadcasting System was the name then
best known to the public because it was the broadcasting arm of
UIB. To preserve that name, I abolished the broadcasting arm as
a corporate entity and changed the name of UIB to the Columbia
Broadcasting System, Inc. I became president of the newly chris-
tened company and named Major White as managing director.

That left me with the problem of Arthur Judson, whose com-
pany supplied the network by contract with its programs. The
trouble was that Arthur Judson, a serious musician and a great
impresario, was interested solely in music and cared nothing
about vaudeville or comedy. His programs lacked variety and, I
thought, were a drag on our future expansion. So I went to him,
and said: “Arthur, we are not going to be a success with your
kind of programming. Your organization does not know how to
turn out all that we need. We have to make a deal with you so
we can do our own programming.” He was surprised and deeply
disappointed—and tough-minded—and we negotiated a long
while before we agreed on a plan relinquishing his services
and leaving us free to do our own programming. By December
1928, I had reorganized all the corporate parts of the company
into a single entity, the Columbia Broadcasting System, Inc.®

For broadcasting, we divided our new network into six groups
of stations, so that an advertiser could buy time on only the
group or combination of groups that best suited him. In addition
to the “basic network,” which covered the Northeast and the
most populous areas of the Midwest, five other groups covered
the South, Midwest and the Pacific coast. With our network of
forty-nine stations in forty-two cities we estimated that we were
within radio range of 87 per cent of the population of the coun-
°On April 18, 1974, because of extensive diversification, we changed the

name from Columbia Broadcasting System, Inc., to CBS Inc. For purposes
of simplicity in this book I shall usually refer just to CBS.
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try, though only about 33 per cent of the homes in the United
States then had a radio, and we were broadcasting only twenty-
one hours a week. Nevertheless, I recognized the potential cul-
tural significance of this new instrument—network radio broad-
casting—which would pull our far-flung country together. I could
see the boom coming in the manufacture and sale of radio sets.

It was an exciting, hectic period of time and I had that feeling
of being on the threshold of great, wonderful happenings. Ev-
erything seemed new and innovative, and I had the energy of
youthful enthusiasm to spend on solving problems that arose on a
daily, if not hourly, basis. In those days we didn’t even have the
basic contract forms. When we made a sale, we would write a
new contract each time. We hired someone who had worked for
NBC and knew something about their forms—rate cards, affiliate
controls, sales and purchase papers, and the like. But setting
these up took a while. Meanwhile I would go out and sell, sell,
sell network time.

One day, when I was laid up with a bad back, I considered the
problem of how to persuade our advertisers to buy a wider area
of the network coverage. In those days, advertisers were selective
and usually bought only the basic network and whatever supple-
mentary groups they wanted. Seldom did an advertiser take the
whole network. It dawned on me that the difficulty of selling the.
whole network was our own fault: we had not recognized that
different areas of the country represented by the network could
be of varying value to an advertiser. But if we gave an important
discount to an advertiser on condition that he would take the
whole network, it might be worth it to him. It also would greatly
increase the coverage of our programs, give additional programs
to many of our stations, and raise our overall income as well. We
introduced the plan and it worked.

Standard forms and contracts did not change the atmosphere
of business, which remained informal at all levels. Even in
our most important deals, negotiations were most informal.
When, for example, the ABC (Seattle) network was about
to fold, we took over ABC’s landline lease, and it was a life-or-
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death matter for us to establish a connection with a strong re-
gional Pacific network. I knew of only one network on the West
Coast with suitable stations that were not tied up with NBC. It
belonged to a man named Don Lee. He owned stations in Los
Angeles and San Francisco and was hooked up with several
affiliates.

Don Lee was a rich man who, in addition to his radio interests,
had long been the franchised dealer for Cadillac cars for the en-
tire state of California (when General Motors granted wholesale
dealer territories). His company, Don Lee, Inc., had bought sta-
tion KFRC (San Francisco) in 1926 and station KHJ (Los An-
geles) in 1927, and was in the course of expanding its operations
into a network with a half-dozen affiliates up the coast to Seattle
and Spokane. Because of Don Lee’s reputed business ability, I
wanted not only to have his network merge with ours, but also to
get him to be our West Coast representative.

I had heard that he was satisfied with his regional radio opera-
tion and was not interested in a national affiliation. But I knew
the value of national network programming, or the promise of it,
which no single station or regional group could equal. The best
talent wanted the big audience and all that meant in fame
and fortune. I also figured that the problem of the difference in
time zones between the two coasts could somehow be resolved.
And so in a brash flush of enthusiasm I picked up the telephone
and called Don Lee in Los Angeles.

Mr. Lee himself came on the phone and I spilled out my story.
Although he probably knew less about me than I did about him,
he made a good guess at the sound of my voice. When I had
finished, he addressed me as “Young man . . .”—the salutation I
was getting used to—but then surprised me. He told me I was
talking about a substantial matter that was not for the telephone;
if I thought it was important I should get on a train and come to
California and talk to him. It was true, [ had been hasty. In those
days, it took more than a week to go by train to the coast and
back. To leave the office for such a time had seemed impossible
to me. But I changed my mind fast. I told him I would be there.
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When I got off the train at Los Angeles several days later, a
unique business experience began for me. Mr. Lee’s chauffeur,
waiting at the station, told me that there was reserved for me
a bungalow at the Ambassador Hotel—a grand place with vast
grounds, cottages, and a large swimming pool. I checked in,
but I did not spend much time there. Upon my arrival, I was told
that Mr. Lee wanted me to pack a bag: we would be leaving that
night.

I met Mr. Lee and several of his friends at his home. He was a
short man with a round, half-bald head, flaring ears, and smiling
eyes behind shell-rimmed glasses. He spoke crisply and to the
point. “We're going off on my yacht for a few days,” he said to
me. “It looks to me as if you could use it.”

When I first laid eyes on his yacht, the Invader, it took my
breath away. It was absolutely the most beautiful and said to be
the fastest sailing vessel on the Pacific coast. When we put out to
sea, I discovered all the comforts of home aboard this graceful
sailing ship, and yet my mind was on business. The next morning
I sought him out and said, “Now, Mr. Lee, let’s talk about this
affiliation I came out here to discuss.”

“Mr. Paley,” he said, “there’s a rule here and you might as well
know about it right now, and that is, no one discusses business on
this boat.”

“That’s fine,” I answered, “but I have to get back to New York,
Mr. Lee. What am I going to do about it?”

“You'll just have to wait until we get back to Los Angeles.
Then I'll be glad to discuss business with you.”

I was young enough to think that I was losing all kinds of pre-
cious time, but after a while I decided to relax and enjoy myself.
Along with several attractive guests, I talked and read and sat in
the sun, and joined in lively lunches and dinners. When we got
back to Los Angeles four days later, I went straight to Lee’s
office. “Well, now,” I said, “let’s get down to business.”

“I'll discuss business only if you'll agree to come back on the
boat for another three or four days,” he said. “You still look
tired.”

I didn’t care how “tired” I looked, I was not going to waste an-
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other four days. Now knowing Mr. Lee better and on a first-name
basis, I decided to refuse. “I just can’t do that, Don,” I said. “I
must get back to New York. I have a business that needs me, and
I've already been away too long.”

“Well, that’s too bad,” he replied. “Unless you can arrange to
come back on the boat, we have nothing to discuss.”

“In other words,” I said, pressing the logic, “if I do agree to go
back on the boat, we do have something to discuss.”

He agreed, and I asked for a few minutes to think about it. I
called my office in New York, caught up with some of the things
on 'my desk, and told them I'd be away for another week. Then I
returned to his office and said, “Okay, I'll go back to the boat.”
We went back on his yacht for another four days, without men-
tioning a word of business.

Finally back in his office again, he said, “Now we will talk busi-
ness.” He pressed a button for his secretary, who came in. “Mr.
Paley,” he said, “is now going to dictate the terms and conditions
of the contract that will exist between us, on the basis of our sta-
tions becoming affiliated with CBS.”

“What terms and conditions?” I said.

“The terms and conditions that you dictate.”

“What does that mean?” :

“Whatever you dictate and whatever you think is fair, I'm
prepared to sign,” he said.

I told him that I thought that was a dirty trick, putting the
whole burden on me. But it was the only way that he would do
it. So I leaned over backward to be fair, and I am sure that I
came away giving him much more than I would have if we had
done some arguing and negotiating.

I still have a copy of that contract. It is dated July 16, 1929,
and was to take effect the following January. He knew what he
was doing. He had understood the values of national network
affiliation. I made him our West Coast representative. The deal
was a good one for both of us. All he had wanted to do during
the yachting distraction, it seems, was to get to know me; in fact
we became good friends.

We remained close, and the business relationship between CBS
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and the Don Lee stations remained stable until he died five years
later at fifty-three years of age. The affiliation with Don Lee en-
trenched CBS on the West Coast and gave us a secure coast-to-
coast network.

From the first half of 1929, advertisers began to come our way.
Our net sales were running at an annual rate of about $4 million
and CBS began to look promising enough to attract the attention
of the movie moguls. I first became aware of such outside interest
in the early spring of 1929 when William Fox—later of Twentieth
Century-Fox—came looking. I was not eager to sell part of CBS,
but I was interested in what Fox might have to say. With all our
accomplishments, I knew that in spite of our own big talk we
were still a small company with modest resources and still
unproven in competition with the giant RCA with its two NBC
networks. After such a large, rapid expansion of our operations, I
wanted breathing space and I was tempted by the idea of the se-
curity which an association with a strong, established company in
a related field would provide. The movie people had tremendous
financial resources and I thought there might be some connection
between their knowledge of show business and what we needed
in broadcasting. I was anxious also to ease up on the structural
and financial problems of the business and to concentrate on
programming, which I felt would be the most important element
in building a network.

Flattered of course that a movie mogul of such stature should
ask to see me, I was conscious of my youth and inexperience and,
in short, I was in awe of William Fox. I listened to his overtures
at dinner and again at his office. He was “interested” in
broadcasting and wanted to have his company buy into CBS. No
doubt there was a good deal more on his mind, as there was also
on mine. Radio was exciting enough intrinsically and for its po-
tential growth. But there was even more in the air. The movies
were caught up in the revolution of the “talkies.” Al Jolson had
been heard in The Jazz Singer, the first feature movie to combine
both music and dialogue with motion pictures, only a little more
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than a year earlier; and it was only about eight or nine months
since the first all-talking feature picture, The Lights of New York,
had opened on Broadway. So there was the possibility that if
sound could come to film, film could come to sound. The union
of radio and motion pictures, in a word, television, was already
in its experimental stage and was expected to emerge in public
in a few years. As entertainers, the movie moguls had reason to
cast an eye at radio. It seems likely too that movie people had
an eye on RCA, which not only owned NBC but was also affili-
ated with one of the big movie companies, RKO. There was
reason for talk on both sides.

Mr. Fox looked mean and he acted like a powerhouse—both
impressions gained from the way he dealt with me. “If we join
you, you know, with our financial backing and our know-how in
show business,” he said, “we’ll make you into something.” He
wanted to know if he could send his people to CBS to look at our
books as a prelude to any sort of deal to be made. I said yes, he
could have anything he wanted. His people spent several weeks
at CBS and then he called me to his office and declared, “Well,
I've got good news for you.”

“What'’s that, Mr. Fox?” I asked.

“I've decided to buy a half interest in your company.”

“Well, that’s fine,” I said. “On what terms?”

“I've been giving a lot of thought to that and I want to be fair.
I'll buy a half interest at the same rate you paid for your interest
in CBS.”

I had my hat on his desk. I picked it up with one hand and
shook hands with him with the other, and said, “Mr. Fox, it was
nice to have known you,” and walked out of the room. I was furi-
ous.

He kept calling me at my office and I did not return his calls.
He had insulted my intelligence. I would not have anything more
to do with him. Instinctively I knew there was no use talking fur-
ther to him.

But the rumor that William Fox was out to buy CBS reached
Adolph Zukor, head of Paramount and kingpin of them all. Any-
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thing that Mr. Fox was doing was of interest to Mr. Zukor. Before
long, a representative of Mr. Zukor came to see me.

Zukor was the biggest name in the business. Twenty-some
years earlier he had been one of the pioneers of the motion pic-
ture business. He had come from Hungary in the 1880s and from
penny arcades and nickelodeons he had gone on to produce short
films and features—some say he introduced the feature film in the
United States and the star system as well. He “discovered” Mary
Pickford, Douglas Fairbanks, Rudolph Valentino, and Clara Bow.
When I met him, he was fifty-six years old, rich, and famous.
He had gathered into Paramount all the functions of movie pro-
duction, distribution and exhibition through the Paramount
chain of theaters. When his representative came upstairs from his
office to mine in the Paramount building, it was like receiving a
messenger from a legend. But I was better prepared after my
run-in with Fox.

Zukor’s man came right out with it: Zukor wanted to know
whether CBS was for sale, in whole or part. I met him head-on:
“Look. We are small and we could use a well-financed partner.
Paramount is acceptable because it is in a related business. But I
don’t want to waste any time negotiating. The information about
our business is available. I've got a price and if Paramount wants
to meet it, fine. If not, don’t bother talking about it.”

“What'’s the price?” he asked.

“For a half interest, $5 million,” I declared, without a gulp.

“You don’t mean that, do you?”

“Yes, sir, I do,” said 1.

The next day he came back and, like Mr. Fox, said, “I've got
good news for you. Mr. Zukor is so enamored of CBS and what
you've done with it so far that he has authorized me to close a
deal with you for $4 million.”

That was of course a conventional bargainer’s response to an
asking price. But I had decided on a firm price. So I told him,
“You didn’t understand me. I said to you not to bother me unless
Paramount was willing to pay $5 million.”
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He said, “Well, you're kidding. We're negotiating. Don't tell
me you won't take $4 million?”

“I'm telling you now and I'm not going to tell it to you any
more,” I insisted, “the price is $5 million, and not one penny less.
If you want to waste time negotiating, let’s call the whole thing
off.”

He came back again the following day. “Now I've got some-
thing you can't refuse. I am authorized to give you $4.5 million.”
I said, “The answer is no, and I am not going to discuss it with
you further.”

Meanwhile Uncle Jay heard about it and came up from
Philadelphia. “Is it true?” he demanded. “Paramount has offered
you $4.5 million for a half interest in CBS and you turned it
down?” I said yes. “Young man, success has gone to your head,”
he cried. “You're out of your mind. You know that, don’t you?
Look how much money you would have made in such a short
space of time.” I insisted that I would not sell a half interest in
CBS for less than $5 million. He said, “Well, I'm here representing
myself and your father to tell you that’s the most arrogant thing
we ever heard of. Now, you pick up that telephone, you get hold
of this man and you just Bope to God that $4.5 million offer is still

ood.”
¢ “I'll do nothing of the kind,” I said. “I told this man $5 million.
I meant it and I still mean it and I'm not going to budge.”

It was only a few hours later that I got a call from my father:
“Young man!” Lord, that salutation didn’t help my father’s case.
He started to give me the same argument. “Your uncle tells me,”
he said, “that you're being very stubborn, very arrogant.” I lis-
tened patiently and I said, “Well, okay, you can think I'm stub-
born and arrogant if you want to, but I have figured out what I
want to do. I have the right to say yes or no to Paramount, and
my answer is no.”

The next day Paramount’s negotiator telephoned and said,
“Mr. Zukor would like to meet you.”

I said, “Fine,” and I joined him for lunch. There were Mr.
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Zukor and about twelve other people of his executive staff sitting
there. I was alone. It was the first time I had ever seen him and
he did not look like my ideal of a tycoon. He was a short man, no
more than five feet high, who walked with his feet turned in, and
even when he smiled he had steely eyes.

When we got around to talking about the business of CBS, he
remarked, “You know, one of the reasons I want to buy your com-
pany—it’s not just because of broadcasting—is that I've heard a
lot about you and I want you to be a part of the Paramount fam-
ily.”

I replied to his compliment, “Well, that’s fine, Mr. Zukor. I ap-
preciate that and I am flattered. But all I've got to sell is my com-
pany, and I will go with it.”

“Well,” he continued, “we think very highly of you as a person
and it’s a tribute to you. As for me, I've negotiated all my life
rather successfully and I've never been in a business deal where a
man started out with a price and stood by it to the very end.
There must be some give and take. If you ask $5 million, it
doesn’t mean you have to stick by it. Four and a half million dol-
lars as a counteroffer seems fair to me.”

I repeated what I had said before. “Mr. Zukor, it may seem un-
fair to you, but my price is $5 million.”

“Why?”

‘Tl tell you why,” I said. “I'm selling the future, not the pres-
ent. Things are going very well, and in two years CBS will be
making enough money to make the purchase attractive to any-
body. Don't call it stubborn,” I said. “Call it conviction.”

There was no deal and I went back to my office. But the day
was not over. About five in the afternoon, the middleman came to
see me. “You're the damnedest kid I ever came across,” he de-
clared. “They've accepted your proposition. They will pay you $5
million for half the stock of CBS.” We made the deal and it
was completed and signed by all parties concerned on June 13,
1929. Five days after I made the deal I received the nicest note
from Uncle Jay, saying he was both surprised and pleased.

Zukor then took to telephoning me from time to time to ask if I
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would agree to run companies he was thinking of buying. They
were usually in the business of leisuretime activity—radio-
manufacturing companies, pool-table companies, bowling-equip-
ment companies. Later, he wanted me to be his right-hand man
in the Paramount complex. I always said no—all I wanted to do
was to run CBS. He argued that I could run CBS with my left
hand and manage his expanding entertainment empire with my
other. But I knew my limits, and I knew that my ambitions were
in broadcasting alone. I said I was afraid I just couldn’t do it.
One day in his office he said to me, “Well, don’t you even want to
know how much I intend to pay you?”

“I don’t think it makes much difference,” I replied, “but any-
way, what do you have in mind?”

To my astonishment, he offered me $450,000 a year. When I
gasped, he added, “But this isn’t all. There’s a bonus system here
and on the basis of earnings last year, you would get an addi-
tional $150,000.”

“You mean $600,000 a year?”

“Yes,” he said.

“Mr. Zukor,” I said, “I don't think anyone in the world is worth
that much money.”

And that's when, without a smile, he said, “Bill, you're wrong.
I'm worth much more.” His income I would guess was about
$900,000 a year, maybe a million.

After visiting his estate at New City, not far up the Hudson
River from Manhattan, I found my estimate of his income easy to
believe. The estate included the large house in which he lived, a
smaller building that housed a movie theater, and several guest
cottages, all looked after by a large staff of well-trained servants.
Although Zukor never played the game very well, he had an
eighteen-hole golf course with a private pro. It was, in sum, far
above any standard of living I had ever seen at that time, and yet
he took it all in stride, not the least bit self-conscious about the
extraordinary luxuries with which he surrounded himself. He
acted as though he had been born to the manner. Still, when he
offered me the astonishing salary that might someday approach
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his, I held my ground in refusing. Finally he said, “Well, don’t
give me a definite answer now. Think about it and come see me
tomorrow.” I didn’t have to think. My mind was made up. I went
to him the next day and said that I had given the matter consid-
eration but that I was sorry, I would stand by my first reaction.
Thanking me politely, he said he thought I was making a mis-
take. I'm sure he thought I was silly to throw away the opportu-
nity to make all that money and then probably to be his succes-

sor.

The CBS-Paramount agreement called upon the stockholders
of CBS as a group to sell half their stock to the Paramount com-
pany. For the CBS stockholders it was a sensational deal, not
only for the proceeds to be received, but also because, by the
measure of the deal, the company would now be valued at $10
million. Only nine months earlier I had bought half the com-
pany’s shares from Louchheim for a half-million dollars, which
put a value on the company of one million dollars. Thus, allowing
for the stockholders’ subsequent subscription of an additional
half million, CBS had increased in value about sevenfold in less
than one year. The real increase in value, of course, was in CBS’s
new substance: affiliates, our own station, rising revenues and
even brighter prospects.

With a single shareholder, Paramount, owning 50 per cent of
the stock, and fifteen other shareholders dividing the other 50 per
cent, one might suppose that Paramount would have working
control of CBS or that by purchasing one additional share from
any shareholder, Paramount could gain absolute control of CBS.
But such was not the case.

The mechanics of our agreement provided that we would in-
crease the total number of shares in CBS to 100,000, half of
which were designated “Class A” and went to Paramount. The
other half, 50,000 shares, were designated “Class B” and were
divided among the individual stockholders. The division of stock
into two classes, with each electing its own directors, meant that
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neither side had absolute formal voting control. A majority of
stockholder votes on each side would elect that side’s directors.
To gain absolute control, one side would have to cross over and
obtain more than half of the stock on the other side. It was not
possible for anyone to gain such control over our side because al-
together the Paley family including myself controlled a majority
of the Class B stock.

Such structures should never be overlooked in corporate life,
but in this instance, it was the intention of all parties, that nei-
ther side should have full control. Informally, however, as presi-
dent and operating head of CBS, I exercised control. Mr. Zukor
for Paramount wanted it that way just as much as I did.

There was one other aspect in negotiating the sale which
would have considerable consequences in the future of CBS and
my life. We got into an argument over whether Paramount would
pay for the CBS stock in cash or with Paramount stock. Speaking
for myself and the other CBS stockholders, I insisted upon pay-
ment in cash. I was dealing with Paramount’s treasurer, Ralph
Kohn, when this subject of cash or stock came up and when we
reached an impasse, he said Mr. Zukor wanted to see me about it.
In his office, the head of Paramount asked: “I understand you are
insisting on cash?”

“That’s right, Mr. Zukor.”

“Why won’t you take stock?”

“Well, I'd just rather have cash.”

“Don’t be a fool,” said Zukor. “Paramount’s stock is worth
about $65 a share now and will be worth $150 in a year or so. You
just take the stock and you'll be more than twice as rich.”

I got an idea then for a compromise: it would relieve him of
the need to put up cash and it would satisfy me. “Tll tell you
what I'll do,” I said. “T'll make you a proposal. I expect CBS to
earn $2 million in the next couple of years. That was why I held
out for $5 million. Now I propose to you that we will take Para-
mount stock instead of cash and you will agree that we can sell
the Paramount stock back to you, not at $150 but at $85 a share,

59




AS IT HAPPENED

two years from now, if CBS earns $2 million in that time. That s,
you give us the right to put the Paramount stock back to you at a
price only $20 above its present selling price.”

“You're asking the simplest thing in the world,” Zukor replied.
“If that's all you want, we have a deal. It’s all set.”

“That’s all I want,” I said.

So I sold half of CBS less than a year after taking it over. I
didn’t have any emotional feelings about the transaction. I was
willing to sell at a price that seemed rather preposterous at the
time, but which took full account of the company’s prospects
and brought in some immediate profits for me and my fellow
stockholders. I expected Paramount would be a good source of
capital for us as we grew, and of course I was glad to prove to
my father and uncle that I knew what I was doing. To me it was
just a good deal. I didn’t worry about transferring half my risk
in CBS to Paramount. That risk was covered by a “first-refusal”
feature of the contract, which gave us the right to buy back the
CBS stock held by Paramount at a price which matched the
bona fide bid for the stock by any other party.

The sale did not change my enthusiasm over CBS or the
amount of energy I expected to put into it. The day we signed
the papers was just another day for me. If the deal hadn’t gone
through, I wouldnt have cared. CBS was my life. I felt I was
going to make a success of it, and I thought I could do it with or
without Paramount.

The outcome of this deal two years later, after the great crash
of 1929, was quite a surprise, at least to Zukor and his associates.
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The CBS Adult Education Board.



Kate Smuth.

Major Edward Bowes.




A 1935 CBS mectir{g in my office with (I. to r.) Larry Lownran, Paul Kesten, Fred Willis,
Ed Klauber, and Hugh Boice.

Major J. Andrew White.

H. V. Kaltenborn.
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A Different Kind

of Business

roadcasting was an absolutely new, unique, fascinating,
complicated and much misunderstood business in those
early days. (Today, it is no longer new; all other adjectives
apply.) At the start very few people could visualize it as a profit-
able business. We bought our home station WABC from a maker
of radio sets who thought that the manufacturing side of the busi-
ness would be much more profitable than broadcasting itself.
RCA, the giant in the industry, had launched NBC principally as
a vehicle to stimulate the sale of RCA radio sets. Almost every
move anyone made in this fantastic beginning business amounted
to crossing a new frontier. There really were no precedents and
no limits to what you could do or try to do. It was a business of
ideas.

During those early days at CBS, I wore many hats. I was the
chief executive officer of the company. Also, the chief account-
ant, the program director and the talent scout. I worked twelve,
sometimes sixteen, eighteen hours a day. The business received
my total concentration until I left the office; then I would go back
to my bachelor apartment, change into evening clothes, and go
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out for a night on the town. I had a lot of energy, a lot of am-
bition, and I drove myself hard in business and in pursuit of
pleasure. I developed a high sense of responsibility for the suc-
cess of CBS that I had seldom been called upon to have when
working for my father. Now I was out on my own and no longer
had my father or Uncle Jay looking over my shoulder. My life
was changing as rapidly and as dramatically as the life of the
infant CBS. We were both maturing day by day.

Quite early in the game, I had evaluated the essential elements
of broadcasting and came to believe that the crux of this business
was programming—i.e., what went on the air. It seemed logical to
me that those who put on the most appealing shows won the
widest audiences, which in turn attracted the most advertisers
and that led to the greatest revenues, profits, and success. We
started to grow and we originated more and more network pro-
grams from our key home station WABC. But half a year later, it
became plain to me that CBS had an urgent need for more and
larger studios from which we could originate better shows for our
own local station and for the network. So even before I made that
$5 million deal with Paramount, I signed a ten-year, $1.5 million
lease for six floors of space in a new building going up on
Madison Avenue at Fifty-second Street. It was seen at the time as
a very high risk for such a fledgling company, but I considered it
an absolute need if CBS were to succeed in competing with
NBC. What amazed me was that the builder agreed to make sub-
stantial structural changes in the building at a considerable cost
to himself to accommodate our need for two air-conditioned,
windowless, double floors for our studios, without ever checking
our credit rating. I wondered about his business acumen, but I
was told he regarded me as a good risk. He must have been, as I
was, supremely confident about the future of CBS.

After the Paramount deal, I was committed to the goal of CBS
earning $2 million by September 1931. So, in July 1929, we
moved from four rooms in the old Paramount Tower to four floors
(two of them double floors) in this modern building on Madison
Avenue at Fifty-second Street. The three upper floors housed six
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large studios, programming offices and the broadcasting equip-
ment rooms; the executive, sales, accounting offices all were
crowded on the one lower floor. I moved my original paneled
office over intact to the new building, but now I had my own pri-
vate secretary, Frank Kizis, who dressed in a dark suit, black tie,
and stiff collar, sitting in an outer office. For the formal opening
ceremonies of the CBS headquarters, President Hoover spoke
over the CBS network from a hookup in the White House.
Olive Shea, Miss Radio of 1g2g, cut the ribbon, and I beamed
my youthful smile in black tie and dinner jacket.

The new building was a great stride forward. Now CBS had
its own ample studios from which it could originate its own pro-
grams. As time went on we expanded our facilities constantly,
eventually taking over most of the building, which we would oc-
cupy for thirty-five prosperous years. Still, we were a tiny
organization, initiating, innovating and building on ideas extem-
poraneously, with the vitality of youth and a lot of excitement
and creativity. What CBS now needed was more men of execu-
tive ability in its youthful ranks; what I needed was help of all
kinds. So, in 1930, I hired two men, who devoted almost the rest
of their lives with me to CBS.

Edward Klauber came aboard to help relieve me of paperwork
and nagging administrative detail. I almost passed him by.
When he first came to the office I saw a short, heavy-set, taci-
turn man who walked with his hands behind his back, Napole-
onic style, and who at forty-three seemed to me an old man. But
an intermediary persisted and, because I really needed someone
badly, I saw him again and reconsidered. His background was
superb. Born in Louisville, Kentucky, he had studied medicine
briefly, abandoned that for a newspaper career, had risen from
reporter to night city editor of the New York Times, and then
bad gone into public relations. He joined CBS as “assistant to
the president” and little by little created his own job, relieving
me of more and more problems. He was an indefatigable day-
and-night worker, always keeping in touch with me, providing
me with written reports and eventually becoming my adviser on
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all sorts of things, rising to vice-president and later executive
vice-president of CBS. In time, Klauber developed a strong sense
of possessiveness toward me, which in later years caused manage-
ment problems. Nevertheless, he became one of the considerable
assets to CBS in its growing years.

The second important figure to join CBS in 1930 was Paul Kes-
ten who, at thirty-one, was closer to my age, a slim, dynamic man
with blond hair and piercing eyes, a meticulous dresser and a
good conversationalist well versed in many subjects, who had
worked in advertising since he was twenty years of age. Hired as
our director of sales promotion, he just bubbled from the start
with ideas and strategies for promoting the network. For in-
stance, because we were so small and still chasing the great NBC,
he suggested that CBS should always talk publicly about radio as
a medium rather than about CBS directly: this lofty view would
make us seem bigger than we really were. Kesten was a master of
this approach. He sent out non-partisan surveys and reports on
the ownership and use of radio sets, the coverage of stations and
programs, the income levels and habits of listeners, the use of au-
tomobile radios. He created a flow of bread-and-butter informa-
tion and statistics for everybody in the new industry. And under-
neath it all, he was very competitive and eager to portray CBS as
the equal of NBC.

Kesten and I were so compatible that we understood each
other in a kind of mental shorthand. We could cover a lot of
ground in a few minutes of conversation. We saw eye to eye from
the start on the importance of design and good taste. In those
early days it was necessary to persuade some advertisers about
what was tasteful and effective in the spoken advertisement on
radio. Kesten had a feeling for elegance and taste along with a
touch of majesty, with which he presented the image of CBS to
certain advertisers. We proved to be able to work together as a
unique and effective team.

All this helped clear the way for me to concentrate my own
efforts on the top priorities of the new network: thinking up new
programs, finding the talent to perform in these programs and
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finding the advertisers who would pay for it all. All were equally
important and they had to mesh at the same time and the same
place. There were more ways than one, I learned, to put a show
together and to get it on the air.

The best way, of course, was to have sponsors come to CBS
with plenty of money and willingness to accept every proposal I
put to them. We even had a few like that. Foremost among them
was the Grigsby-Grunow Company, the largest manufacturer of
radio sets in America. With about a quarter of the whole market,
they sold about one million Majestic radio sets in 1929 and they
loved CBS because they hated RCA. The Radio Corporation of
America was their chief competitor, with whom they were con-
tinually battling in the courts over patent rights. They first spon-
sored Majestic’s Two Black Crows, a very popular blackface com-
edy much like Amos 'n’ Andy of later years and they sponsored
the Majestic Theater of the Air, a fine program which introduced
to radio listeners such outstanding personalities as Ruth Etting,
Fanny Brice, Edgar Guest, Dolores Del Rio, Helen Morgan and
several contemporary American composers, including one named
George Gershwin at the piano. And the Majestic people were en-
thusiastic enough to sponsor the American School of the Air, a
half-hour educational program that went out on the air twice a
week and later five times a week. It was designed to be used in
classrooms across the country as an educational vehicle and an
aid to teachers. Majestic Radio was our first big sponsor, buying
just about everything I proposed, with three or four shows run-
ning at the same time. They were very important to CBS in the
beginning, a lifesaver, and there were other radio manufac-
turers who came to CBS because they were in competition with
RCA.

But most of our advertisers—the vast majority—had to be
wooed to CBS, and the method I used was to entice them with
good ideas. In our offices, my associates and I would dream up
radio shows of all types. I would take our best ideas to an adver-
tiser and say, “If I could get you so-and-so, would you agree to
give serious consideration to that program?” If there seemed to
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be some real interest, I would then approach the entertainer and
say, “What if I could get you so much money for a weekly show,
would you . . . ? I would then bring the sponsor and the artist
together in a studio for a live audition. If it clicked, a new CBS
program was born. This involved a lot of running back and forth
between the parties, pleading, persuading, selling and negotiat-
ing. Each situation was different; no formulas applied.

In preparing the 1929 winter schedule, it occurred to me that if
CBS was the number-one network, as we were advertising our-
selves, then we ought to have the number-one popular orchestra
in the United States. Clearly, that was Paul Whiteman, a giant
among jazzmen and big bands. It was a formidable idea. Would
Paul Whiteman come with us? Would any sponsor pay his formi-
dable price?

I took the idea to Lennen & Mitchell, the advertising agency
for P. Lorillard Company, the makers of Old Gold cigarettes.
After talking to his client, the account executive said, “Get Paul
Whiteman and you have a deal.” I found Whiteman performing
at the Drake Hotel in Chicago and during a break, I introduced
myself. A portly man with great presence, Whiteman looked at
me and laughed. “Young man, you don’t think I'm going to do a
regular program on radio, do you?” He had made spot appear-
ances before, but I tried to persuade him of the advantages of a
regular weekly program. He thought it would debase his reputa-
tion. We talked a bit and he went back to lead his band. Then
he returned and we talked some more.

We talked until well after midnight. How I persuaded him I no
longer remember. His fame was already great, but usually he
played for only a couple of hundred people at a time. I just
stayed with him, talking of the magic of radio and of vastly
greater audiences than nightclubs or Flo Ziegfeld had to offer.
And we talked of money. It was late that night or near dawn of
the next day when he said, “By God, you've sold me. I'll try it.”

I rushed back to New York to give the good news to my associ-
ates and then made my way to Lennen & Mitchell. They were
equally delighted and the contract was signed soon afterward. I
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forget what they paid him, but Variety reported it was $30,000 a
week for the band and $5,000 a week for himself. The sponsor
controlled the program and most often named the radio show for
the product that was being advertised. Thus, we had the Majestic
Theater of the Air, the Emerson Effervescent Hour and the
Listerine Program. NBC had the A & P Gypsies and the Cliquot
Club Eskimos. And so, at g P.M., Tuesday, February s, 1929,
Paul Whiteman opened on CBS in a weekly Old Gold Program
with that wonderful blues singer Mildred Bailey as his regular
singer and a young comedian, Eddie Cantor, as his guest star.
His theme song that night, as ever more, was Gershwin’s Rhap-
sody in Blue, the masterpiece of symphonic jazz of the twenties.
Paul Whiteman’s presence on the air added immensely to the
stature of CBS. He was, purely and simply, the best of his kind.

Will Rogers was the most popular comedian of his time, better
known to the public than the President of the United States. He
was beloved as the cowboy performer who twirled his lasso and
“razzed” bigwigs, politicians, businessmen, and every conceivable
contemporary theme, including new inventions like radio. He
was an actor, lecturer, author, newspaper columnist, Broadway
star and Wild West showman. Will Rogers was one performer to
whom radio could not offer fame or riches. Nevertheless, I had
an idea in mind for a program and I suggested it to E. R. Squibb
& Sons because I had already tried to sell that pharmaceutical
company air time with four or five different proposals. The man
I saw at Squibb was Theodore Weicker (the grandfather of Sena-
tor Lowell Weicker of Connecticut) who was then first vice-
president and later president of the company. Theodore Weicker
personified the Squibb company as he wanted it to be—the model
of integrity, meticulous in detail, bound by the highest ethical
standards and exacting ways. I presented him with my idea for a
solid and humorous program and threw out my own lasso: “Sup-
pose you had someone like Will Rogers to star in a Squibb pro-
gram?” Mr. Weicker looked up at me and said, “Ah, you're start-
ing to interest me. Let me think about it.”

We left the matter there while I went on a tour of CBS
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affiliates, going through Chicago to the West Coast in early
March 1930. I met Don Lee on business in San Francisco and
later we drove down for a holiday at a resort in Agua Caliente,
Mexico. No sooner had I reached my room in the hotel than a call
came in from someone in our New York office. “You've hit the
jackpot,” he shouted. “We got a call from Squibb today and they
said, “You get Will Rogers and we'll go.””

Having sold Weicker on Rogers, now I had to deliver Rogers,
and of course, I did not have him to deliver. In fact I had never
met the man. But I knew that he, like many other stars of the
stage, was very wary of attempting humor on radio to an unseen
audience. In one of his syndicated columns, he explained it better
than I can:

If you are in a Theater, you know about the type and class
of people that you will face, and kinder frame up your act
accordingly. But on the Radio, you got every known specie
in the world, and here is the hard part that very few have
figured. On the the stage when you tell anything and it gets
a laugh why naturally you kinder wait till the laugh is over,
and then go on.

Well, that little microphone that you are talking into, it’s
not going to laugh . . . So that is what I would say is the
principal hardship on the comedy fellow doing his stuff over
the air.

I understood that Rogers was in Los Angeles, but I had no
taste for driving back that evening, and so before dinner I wan-
dered around a Mexican gambling casino. The roulette tables
were crowded. One in particular was surrounded by spectators
four or five deep. At the edge of the crowd, I stood on my toes to
look over them, expecting to see some spectacular betting—and
who did I see? Will Rogers, of course, playing roulette. The coin-
cidence was stunning; I thought, a lucky day for Paley.

When Rogers and his wife were leaving the casino, I inter-
cepted them near the door, and introduced myself, asked for a
few minutes of his time, and told him my idea about a weekly
humor program on CBS.
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“Oh, young man, it’s very nice of you to think of me,” he said
with a twang, “but I couldn’t possibly under any circumstances
go on radio, except to visit.”

“Well, let me tell you a few things about radio,” I replied. “You
might change your mind.”

“No, no,” he said, “I know a lot about it.”

His wife, a tall and gracious woman, then interrupted and said,
“Now Will, this young man wants to talk to you. Listen to him.”
He could withstand me but he couldn’t resist her.

I gave my by-now standard talk about the enormous size of the
audience, how he would give enjoyment to people who would
never have an opportunity to see or hear him, how—but I got no-
where. It was soon time for them to go and so I said, “Could we
meet again?”

He began to reply, “Young man, I think . . . ,” when his wife
again intervened. “Will, this young man wants to meet you again.
The least you can do is to meet with him.” He gave in and
agreed.

When we met the next morning I argued with him all over
again. He brought up what he regarded as “the principal hard-
ship” of a cold microphone: lack of audience reaction. I covered
that immediately with a promise: I'd provide him with a studio
audience.

He seemed to be taken with the concession, and he wavered.
He turned to his wife with a quizzical look and she said, “Will, it
just might be fun. You might enjoy having your own program.
Why don’t you give it a try?” That was it. Rogers turned back to
me and said, “Okay, go ahead and make the arrangements.”

So Betty Rogers was responsible for bringing Will Rogers to
millions of radio listeners. Only recently did I learn that he
passed all of his big decisions on to her.

The philosophical comedian came to the studio of our affiliate,
KHJ of Los Angeles, on Sunday night, April 6, 1930, to begin a
thirteen-week series called the Will Rogers Program. He was
scheduled to talk for about ten minutes of a half-hour variety
program with music. For the first promised studio audience, we
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rounded up about forty people from the office and the studio.
Will Rogers’ monologue and their laughter went out over the air
together.

It was not money that brought Will Rogers to CBS, but some
other interest. We—or rather Squibb—paid him $72,000 for this
series, and I understand he gave it all to charity. It was the chal-
lenge of radio and an unseen audience—and his wife.

I doubt if there was a single comedian coming from the stage
who did not have some problem adapting to the microphone.
They all thought about it and studied it. One man drew millions
of people to their radio sets for years on end with his dry, urbane
wit, delivered in the flattest imaginable voice. Yet, though he was
an experienced vaudeville performer, radio comedy did not at
first come easily to Fred Allen. He came to CBS through an ad
agency in October 1932, and in his memoirs, Treadmill to Obliv-
{on, he describes how he made the transition from the stage and
brought a new style of humor to radio:

Analyzing the comedian’s problem in this new business, it
seemed to me that the bizarre-garbed, joke-telling funster was
ogling extinction. The montony of his weekly recital of un-
related jokes would soon drive listeners to other diversions.
Since the radio comedian really had to depend on the ears
of the home audience for his purpose, I thought that a com-
plete story told each week or a series of episodes and comedy
situations might be a welcome change. It would enable the
listener to flex his imagination, and perhaps make him want
to follow the experiences of the characters involved. This, if
it worked, would insure the radio comedian a longer life.

Man-and-wife teams turned out to be the great and enduring
comedy shows of radio. Fred Allen had his Portland Hoffa, and
that same year, 1932, CBS brought to radio George Burns with
Gracie Allen, Goodman Ace with Jane, and the inimitable Jack
Benny with Mary Livingstone. In each instance, as all old radio
fans know, the comedy was based on a frustrated man trying to
cope with a dizzy dame. Everyone laughed at Jack Benny’s stin-
giness and scratchy violin, at Gracie Allen’s lost brother, and at
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Fred Allen’s sardonic view of almost everything, including net-
work vice-presidents.

Although we introduced many of these comedians and saw
them on their way to stardom, we could not hold them all for-
ever. There was a drifting back and forth between the networks,
depending largely upon what particular night or time slot the ad-
vertiser wanted or where he thought his advertising message
would be most effective. The situation was always very competi-
tive and for a long time we were the underdog.

There were major disappointments in those early days, particu-
larly over the ones who got away. In 1929, I sold Standard
Brands on the idea of sponsoring Rudy Vallee when he was an
obscure nightclub singer. His shows had been broadcast locally
on our station WABC in New York. But I did not have a contract
with him and when I tried to sign him up, I learned that Stand-
ard Brands had taken my idea to NBC because, I suppose, NBC
had the prestige. I felt cheated, angry, but there was nothing I
could do about it. Rudy Vallee went on to become the first enter-
tainer to be made a star solely by radio and he should have been
on CBS.

Nor can I ever forget or really forgive what happened with my
protracted and determined efforts in 1931 to get the Metropolitan
Opera on a weekly CBS broadcast. I fought my way through Ed-
ward Ziegler, the Met’s assistant general manager, who was not
enthusiastic, and on to the renowned Otto Kahn, lofty patron of
the arts and president and chairman of the Met. In his invest-
ment banking office of Kuhn, Loeb & Company, Mr. Kahn was
dumbfounded that I would even think the august Met would
ever allow its operas to be broadcast. He thought radio would
distort the beautiful music and cheapen the Metropolitan Opera.
But I persuaded him to visit my office and to hear the Met’s per-
formance as it would be received by a radio listening audience.

We put our microphones into the opera house and piped the
performance by closed circuit to my office, where Kahn, Ziegler,
and Giulio Gatti-Casazza, the Met’s general manager, sat without
expression and listened. I was a bundle of nerves. We heard the
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overture and several minutes of singing into the first act and still
no one reacted. Then Kahn leaped to his feet and exclaimed: “I
can't believe it. It’s simply marvelous . . . and just imagine, hear-
ing that wonderful music and those marvelous voices and we
don’t have to look at those ugly faces!”

With Otto Kahn’s zealous go-ahead, I proceeded without any
trouble over the next few weeks to arranging broadcasting details
with Edward Ziegler. Then one day he came to my office, shaken
and white, and announced with some shame that Kahn, while
visiting Paris, had met the head of the law firm that handled
RCA legal matters, who had convinced him that the Met should
broadcast from NBC rather than CBS. It was a callous, dirty trick
and I felt terrible about it for weeks.

It was frustrating and doubly galling to come up with new
ideas for a show or to persuade an entertainer or an advertiser to
try this marvelous new medium of radio and then to find that,
once persuaded about radio in general, some would choose NBC
over CBS. True, in those early days NBC was the more presti-
gious network and it had the larger, better-equipped studios, fan-
cier offices, more people working for it and greater financial re-
sources behind it. But I thought CBS made up for all of that with
our youthful zest and drive and our better ideas for new and pop-
ular programs. And yet it caused me considerable anguish until
one day my whole attitude of being the perpetual underdog
changed.

I was walking down Broadway and on one side of the Great
White Way was the Capitol Theater, the largest and most beauti-
ful movie house of its day, showing a rather mediocre movie, and
on the other side was a very ordinary, rather run-down theater
showing a movie that I had heard was very good. And there were
far more people lined up to see the good movie in the ordinary
theater than there were in front of the resplendent Capitol. The
analogy struck me so forcibly that I never forgot it. “You know,” I
said to myself, “for radio, it’s what goes into a person’s house that
counts. The radio listener doesn’t know what kind of office I
have, what kind of studios I have, he only knows what he hears.
And I can forget about all these advantages my competition has
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. . . I just have to put things on the air that the people like more.
And that's my job. I've got to find things that will be popu-
lar. . . .

I began to tell advertisers that story about the Capitol
Theater versus the good movie in the smaller movie house, asking
them which they would choose. Invariably they would choose
the good film over the more spectacular house and that little
story became a very strong point in my being able to persuade
advertisers to sponsor programs on CBS.

That insight affected me too, for I became extra careful about
spending money on anything in the company that did not affect
the product, the program itself. When it came to talent, I would
give them anything—or almost anything—they wanted in order to
get them on CBS. And I began to pay attention to finding worth-
while and cultural programs to balance the music and variety
shows in order to help improve the reputation of CBS for good
taste and social responsibility.

When it came to finding new talent, I seemed to have a good
ear. I “discovered” Morton Downey, the melodious Irish tenor,
and Bing Crosby, the easygoing baritone, and Kate Smith with
her voice of pure gold, and the Mills Brothers, a jazz ensemble
who could sing like an orchestra, and others, all around 1930 and
1931, and I signed them to CBS contracts on a sustaining or non-
commercial basis. I first heard Downey at a supper club on Park
Avenue. Kate Smith came to CBS when she was fed up with fat-
girl parts in Broadway shows. The Mills Brothers wandered into
CBS after hitchhiking from Cincinnati. The head of our artists
bureau, Ralph Wonders, telephoned and asked me to tune in to
our audition room in order to hear a new quartet. “Sorry,” I said,
“I'm already late for lunch.” But he persuaded me to listen to one
song. An hour later I was still listening and calling for more. This
was the most remarkable quartet I had ever heard. We signed
them up immediately, put them on the air a few days later, and
they became the musical sensation of the nation. I never did
make lunch that day. But the Mills Brothers and I earned a lot of
lunches over the years.

The incomparable Boswell sisters, who sang in a Chicago thea-
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ter, were brought to my attention by our Chicago station man-
ager, Leslie Atlass, and after hearing them I signed them to a
CBS contract for a regular sustaining program which went on the
air three times a week, starting in June 1932. They not only swept
the country with their popularity, they set a new style for singing
trios for years to come.

I first heard Bing Crosby’s pleasant baritone voice while taking
one of my marathon walks (in those days before jogging) cir-
cling the deck on the S.S. Europa, on my way to Europe for busi-
ness in June 1931. Each time I circled the deck I would pass a
teen-age boy on a deckchair, listening to a phonograph recording
of the same song, “I Surrender, Dear.” One voice on that record
stood out, pure, dreamy, melodious with a unique phrasing of the
lyrics. When I stopped to look at that record, there was the name
in tiny print: “Chorus by Bing Crosby.” Although he had sung
with bands and singing groups before, I had never heard of him.
But I cabled the CBS office: SIGN UP SINGER NAMED BING CROSBY.

When I returned, Ed Klauber told me that he and our pro-
gramming people had decided to drop the project because they
had learned that Crosby was unreliable, failing to show up for
scheduled performances, in trouble with his union, and so on. I
was furious. I explained to them rather forcibly that I was not
trying to buy reliability but a unique and wonderful voice.

Within a week, Crosby came in from the West Coast, but ac-
companied by a very able lawyer, who had seen to it that NBC
learned of my personal interest in his client. His price for Crosby
was $1,500 a week on sustaining time and $3,000 a week if and
when a sponsor was found. It was an astounding price at the
time, in fact an outrage, but I did not want to lose him. I negoti-
ated as hard as I could, but we finally settled for his asking price.
Crosby got off to a rather rocky start at CBS, missing his own
opening show, but there never was any question about the qual-
ity of his voice, and he went on to the pinnacle of success in
the world of entertainment—radio, stage, screen, television, re-
cordings, comedy, and, of course, golf. And there was nothing
wrong with his reliability, either.
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What made Bing Crosby’s first contract with CBS so extrava-
gant was that he came to our network as new or developing
talent, just as had Morton Downey, Kate Smith, the Mills
Brothers, and others, to be put on the air on a sustaining basis;
that is, without advertiser support. Under this new contract
policy, we usually paid such talent a little over $100 a week, or
at most $500 a week, until we could find a sponsor. Then their
salaries could go much higher. We put most of them in the
toughest tryout spot, opposite the most popular program on
radio, NBC’s Amos 'n’ Andy from 7:00 to 7:15 p.M. It was an
expensive innovation for CBS but well worth the risk. To our
utter delight, just about everyone we “sustained” in that tryout
slot found sponsors and went on to become a star in the world
of entertainment.

My good ear served me well some years later, when in August
1942, I first caught a glimpse of and heard a skinny, young man
sing a couple of songs with the Tommy Dorsey orchestra in a
bit part of the MGM movie Ship Ahoy. He received no billing
and the theater manager, when I asked him, had no idea who the
singer might be. The next day I found someone at Columbia
Records who knew of him and I suggested that he be signed
up as quickly as possible. So, CBS signed up Frank Sinatra for
Thursday nights 8:00-8:30 p.m., starting in October, and later
we moved him to five nights a week, 11:15-11:30 P.M,, in a
program we called Songs by Sinatra. Two months later, Sinatra
sang at the Paramount Theater on Broadway and brought the
house down, becoming the singing sensation of the country. We
immediately moved him to our top musical program Your Hit
Parade as the featured singer and his ensuing fabulous career is
entertainment history.

More and more programs came to the networks from adver-
tising agencies which had developed their own program depart-
ments to serve their corporate clients by creating new shows
and talent and by controlling them.

A good part of my work was involved in persuading these ad-
vertising agencies or corporate sponsors to put their own shows
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on CBS or to sponsor one of our own concepts. Everyone in those
days, it seemed, had ideas about what the listening public would
like to hear on radio. A certain degree of delicacy was required in
such negotiations. One of the big advertisers of that period was
the Liggett & Myers Tobacco Company, makers of Chesterfield
cigarettes, whose vice-president in charge of advertising, W. D.
Carmichael, was an old-fashioned, courtly southern gentleman.
Carmichael came in on one occasion for a studio audition of a
new show. At the end of the program, he turned to me and in a
soft, well-mannered voice asked, “Mr. Paley, what do you think?”

I looked at the expression on his face, thought awhile, and
replied, “I think it is a pretty good show, but I don't think it is for
you.

With a “Thank you very much, Mr. Paley,” he left CBS. My
associates were upset, for they thought he was ready to sign up.
But I wanted a longtime relationship with this advertiser, based
upon honest advice and not just a sales pitch. Later, when I went
to him with a program I could more heartily recommend, he
bought it without hesitation, and from then on he sought my ad-
vice on all programs he sponsored on CBS as well as those he
placed on NBC.

Among the early radio advertisers, the most pre-eminent spon-
sor of them all was George Washington Hill, the eccentric genius
who headed the American Tobacco Company, makers of Lucky
Strike cigarettes. Very early on, Hill had recognized the adver-
tising potential of radio and he spent a fortune advertising Amer-
ican Tobacco products, all of his radio budget going to NBC. I
made an appointment to see him one day in late 1930 or early
1931. The night before that meeting, I was unable to sleep.

A prospect like George Washington Hill was extremely impor-
tant to CBS, and his exalted position in business absolutely
frightened me. I went to that unforgettable first meeting in Hill's
office at 111 Fifth Avenue wearing a new, ultraconservative busi-
ness suit with a high, stiff collar. When I first laid eyes on the fa-
mous personage, I saw a medium-sized man with black bushy
eyebrows, wearing a dark suit with suede patches over the
elbows, a black bow tie on a white shirt, and a cowboy hat.
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He sat at his desk in deep concentration, without looking up, an
enigma to me. I stood there feeling like an ill-clothed scarecrow
next to him.

Without a hope for his Lucky Strike advertising, I announced
that I would like to get his account for his Cremo cigars, which
were made by the American Cigar Company, a subsidiary of
American Tobacco. Without a word, he handed me a pad and a
pencil.

“What's this for, Mr. Hill?” I asked, perplexed.

“Well,” be said, “I like to buy ideas. That’s the most important
thing. If you want some of my business, you bring me an idea for
a program, and if I like it, I'll give you the business. It’s as simple
as that.” So I accepted his challenge and left with his pad and
pencil.

I went back to my program associates, and together we devel-
oped a presentation of four good ideas. When I took these to
Hill, he had his office filled with his own people and I had four or
five of my staff with me. We put up idea number one. He listened
to it patiently and then turned to me and said, “Mr. Paley, that’s
a very good idea. I compliment you. I can see now that you peo-
ple are very creative, and you're the kind of people I'd like to do
business with and get to know better. But there are just one or
two things to consider about the idea.” He then proceeded to ex-
plain why he couldn’t use it.

We then put up idea number two, and he said, “That’s even
better,” and he was more convinced than ever that we were crea-
tive. Again, however, it was “except for one or two things,” and
he proceeded to give me reasons why it wasn’t good enough, as
far as he was concerned.

The same thing happened to idea three and idea four. Then he
made a long speech about how excited he was about our crea-
tivity and how much he admired our abilities. He asked us please
not to be discouraged because he was sure that we would get to-
gether . . . we were a ray of sunshine come into his life. So, al-
though we had not accomplished anything, we left feeling en-
couraged.

The next day I told my associates, “I think we made a mistake.
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We shouldn’t have gone there with four ideas, we should have
presented just one idea, something we really believed in. Let’s
come up with one thing like that.”

In about a week we had something. I called him and he never
hesitated: “Come right down any time you want to.” We went to
his office and put on a big act about this one—and it was a good
idea, a very good idea. I was crazy about it. He listened to it at-
tentively and, when it was all over, he said, “Well, everything
I've said before I say again, except more so. But there’s one little
thing about the show. Let me tell you why I can’t use it.” He
gave a long discourse about that, and we thanked him very
much, and bowed out.

When I got back to our office, I was dismayed. I thought about
it for three or four days, and finally had a hunch. It occurred to
me that perhaps Mr. Hill subconsciously preferred ideas he him-
self originated over those thrust upon him by people who had
something themselves to gain. I called him and said I wanted to
come and see him about a matter that didn’t have to do with
broadcasting—and I made up something about a cause I was in-
terested in. I discussed it with him, and when I was finished, he
asked, “What about the idea department? Anything new?” And I
said, “No, Mr. Hill.”

“Aw, don’t tell me that, Mr. Paley. You were just so close,” he
said.

“I know it,” I said. “It's not your fault, but I think we've given
you the best we have, and it isn’t good enough. And, you know,
we can do just so much, and then we have to, I guess, become re-
alistic about certain things. I don’t think you can look to us to
give you anything that you think is down your alley.”

Then I added, ever so casually, “Just to give you an example,
someone on the staff came in yesterday with an idea, and he was
very excited about it, and I just knew it wasn’t right for you.” He
pounced on that. “What was it?”

“Someone had an idea that men like military music, martial
music,” I went on. “And instead of going on the air one day a
week, get a strip six days a week, with Arthur Pryor’s band, very
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popular. The idea is that men would like that. It would make
them feel like puffing up their chests.” And then I threw it away,
saying, “Oh, it's one of those things, you know. That's how dis-
couraged I am. Forget it.”

“Paley, wait a minute, wait a minute!” He started pressing but-
tons. A small, frail-looking man, Vincent Riggio, rushed in with
some other people. “Men, I want you to hear something: we go
on the air six days a week and we have Arthur Pryor’s band doing
military music.” He got up from his chair and marched up and
down, singing, “Zoop-de-doop, zoop-de-doop, zoop-de-doop!”

“Can you imagine what thatd do?” he shouted. “Men will
throw out their chests and feel manly and proud. I think this is it.
What do you think, Riggio?”

Riggio said, “Not quite sure I like it.”

Such bizarre conferences were not unusual in Hill's office, I
was to learn. I was interested in Riggio’s reaction, for I knew he
had a special relationship with George Washington Hill. From a
salesman, Riggio had become the number-two man in American
Tobacco and ultimately would succeed Hill as president after
Hill died in 1946. Hill always consulted with Riggio on big deci-
sions, explaining to me, “If he likes something, it's okay. If he
doesn’t take to it, then America won't like it. He is the average
American listener personified!”

So, there I was alone with Hill and Riggio and a few other
American Tobacco men. Hill put the idea of martial music to
Riggio, and Riggio didn’t like it. So, Hill went over it again.
“Imagine, men all over the country. Zoop-de-doop, zoop-de-doop,
boom! Do you get it? Do you get it? Can't you feel your lungs
stretching out? Can't you imagine the excitement?”

“George, you know me,” said Riggio. “Don’t quite like it, don’t
quite like it. Not overcome by it.”

Hill then became more vehement. “Okay, let me just make it
crystal clear what this is all about.” Again he went over the same
thing, except in a louder voice. Finally the third time around,
Riggio exclaimed, “Ah, I got it! I got it! You're right, you're right.
I like it, I like it.” Hill remarked calmly, “I thought you'd see it.
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Mr. Paley, you get in touch with the band. I'll call up the ad
agency. How soon can we start?”

We got the contract for six days a week with Arthur Pryor and
his band, starting March 16, 1931.

Every week Hill came over to CBS to hear the songs scheduled
for the following week’s programs. He had a list and, as Pryor’s
band played the marches, he would cross off those he didn't like.
Then substitutes would be played, from which Hill would choose
the replacements. They were rather tedious sessions that I none-
theless had to attend. Still, I was much luckier than Merlin Ayles-
worth, president of NBC, which later carried Hill's Lucky Strike
program, Your Hit Parade. Hill visited NBC every week to hear
the songs for the program, which he insisted should be good,
straightforward dance music, because that’s what the public
wanted. To test the songs, he would make Merlin Aylesworth get
up and dance to each one with his secretary. Merlin, not a very
good dancer, told me he hated every second of it. But what could
he do? Whenever I saw him I'd ask how his dancing was coming
along. Furious, Merlin would yell back at me, “You don’t know
how damn lucky you were. He could have had you marching up
and down to that military music.” We had a lot of fun kidding
each other about our respective roles in helping George Wash-
ington Hill decide what music was best for the American public.

Eight months later, Hill switched from the Pryor band to Bing
Crosby for the Cremo cigar account. Although I worked hard to
get along with that eccentric genius of advertising, for I had a
healthy respect for his knowledge and his intuition, still at times
he could be a very difficult man. When the zany CBS comedy
team of Stoopnagle and Budd poked some fun at Lucky Strikes,
Hill flew into one of his famous furies. In their fifteen-minute,
twice-weekly show, Stoopnagle and Budd had become famous
for their take-offs on advertised brands and most advertisers were
delighted with the free plugs for their products. It was silly stuff,
such as calling Palmolive soap “Palm Grape Soap,” or something
like that. They did it every week. But when they got to Lucky
Strike cigarettes and called them “Lucky Strokes,” I was sum-
moned to Hill’s office the next morning. And he was in a rage:
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“Mr. Paley, I have spent—I don’t know—millions and millions
of dollars advertising this brand, Lucky Strike cigarettes. And
you, without my permission, had the nerve and the bad taste to
take the good name of Lucky Strike and make fun of it and
cheapen it. It’s the worst thing that’s ever happened to a sponsor
on radio, and you're going to pay for it.”

“Mr. Hill, it wasn't meant, I'm sure, for that program to do
anything that would be disadvantageous to your brand of ciga-
rettes. Advertisers stand in line waiting to have their brand
names used by Stoopnagle and Budd.”

“I want no lecture from you, Mr. Paley, as to the importance of
a brand or a trademark and what can happen to an image if the
wrong things are said about it. I think it was awful. And I want
compensation for the damage done.”

“How much do you think you ought to have?” I asked.

He said, “Well, we're friends. It isn’t so much the money, but I
want to get over the principle. I want $50,000.”

“That is a lot of money, Mr. Hill, and I want a little time to
think,” I told him. “Let me go back and talk to a few of my asso-
ciates. It's a lot of money for me to pass on without consultation.”

“All right, Mr. Paley,” he said, “I hope you come to the right
decision.”

Back in my office, I wrote him a note saying I had thought
about it, and if he felt so strongly that his brand had been dam-
aged and if he thought that the damage could be symbolized by
money and if he thought $50,000 was the right amount, then in
light of our very friendly and mutually advantageous relation-
ship, I was acceding to his request—“and enclosed you will find a
check for $50,000.” I sent it by messenger.

Within an hour I got a hand-delivered reply in which he said
that he admired the way I had responded to his feelings, that he
was very pleased, and in the circumstances, it would not be nec-
essary for him to take the $50,000, so he was returning it,
enclosed.

Once that was settled, I thought everything was going along
happily, when one day out of the blue, Hill called me to his office
and declared, “Mr. Paley, we're canceling our contract. I can't
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tell you why, but I've got to cancel it. Don’t ask me any more
questions.”

I didn’t like losing the business and I did not know if and when
Hill might come back to CBS, but from time to time he asked me
to lunch at the Metropolitan Club. He was a hardheaded busi-
nessman who, I thought, would buy something from me when he
was ready.

His cancellation of Cremo Presents Bing Crosby perplexed
me and it was not until two years later that Hill gave me an ex-
planation. It involved the fact that the Cremo cigar was adver-
tised and sold as a machine-made cigar, which supposedly had a
big advantage over the hand-made variety because no worker’s
saliva would touch the cigar wrapper in making the cigar. Cremo
was known, if you please, as the “no-spit cigar.” But the cigars
sold so well that his production manager, without informing
Hill, had to augment the machine-made production with hand-
made cigars and, of course, “spit” was involved. So, George
Washington Hill's advertisng slogan had become a lie. Fearing
exposure and a setback for his company for deceiving the public
and preferring not to trust me with the secret, he had just can-
celed the program and left CBS without an explanation.

All T could think was that relations with an advertiser could
get quite rocky.

While I spent most of my time buying talent and selling adver-
tisers, in the office Paul Kesten perfected the formula of combin-
ing research with promotion. He began turning out a small ava-
lanche of surveys which reported accurately the known facts and
trends concerning radio broadcasting. His survey reports, bound
in attractive little booklets, covered the growing range of the
CBS network, the increasing number of radio sets in the United
States, a breakdown on radio sets owned according to incomes,
the impact upon the sales of brands advertised on radio and
which shows gained what level of popularity.

One survey, conducted by an independent statistical analyst
revealed in 1934 that the radio dramatic sketch had taken over
the number-one spot in popularity from the jazz bands, which
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came as a surprise to most of the nation. In 1931, CBS had intro-
duced Myrt and Marge; in 1932 came Easy Aces, Skippy, Just
Plain Bill, Bobby Benson and Buck Rogers; and in 1933 came
Jack Armstrong. The big bands fell to third place but still were
very popular and bandleaders’ names became household words:
Paul Whiteman, Ben Bernie, Wayne King, Glen Gray, Ted
Weems, Abe Lyman, Guy Lombardo, Fred Waring, the Dorsey
brothers. Second in popularity and growing steadily were the
new “variety” shows which combined music and sketches. There
was The American Review, which featured stage and screen
celebrities such as the Marx brothers and Ethel Waters, and
The Camel Caravan, Ward's Family Theater and others.

By 1935, Paul Kesten was so overburdened with work that
he turned to a young man who had just earned his doctorate in
psychology at Ohio State University and had written an intrigu-
ing statistical paper showing that man’s ears were more effective
than his eyes in absorbing information and intelligence. Kes-
ten thought that young man had a future in radio. He invited the
young psychologist to join CBS, eventually to take over the
research department, so he himself would be free to concentrate
on promotion. Kesten had someone telegraph him the following
persuasive appeal on August 29, 1935, a copy of which is still in
our files:

MONDAY OK HOPE YOU DECIDE TO COME TO CBS STOP SINCE OUR
TALK SEVERAL NEW RESEARCH PROBLEMS HAVE ARISEN WHICH 1
THINK WOULD INTRIGUE YOU STOP I DON'T KNOW OF ANY OTHER
ORGANIZATION WHERE YOUR BACKGROUND AND EXPERIENCE
WOULD COUNT SO HEAVILY IN YOUR FAVOR OR WHERE YOUR
TALENTS WOULD FIND SO ENTHUSIASTIC A RECEPTION.

The young man left Ohio for CBS, became director of re-
search and later would become president of CBS. That was
Frank Stanton.

Despite the general economic depression and hard times which
swept the country in the thirties, those were big years for the
growth of radio broadcasting and for CBS. Entertainment on
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radio was free. Advertisers came to recognize the true value of
advertising over the airwaves. CBS’s net sales increased from
$4,172,000 in 1929 to $12,984,000 in 1934. Our net profits more
than quadrupled from $474,000 in 1929 to $2,274,000. That was
a clear indication of our growth and of our future direction. But
the most important figure to me came at the end of 1931. Our
net profit that year reached $2,203,000. We certainly had made
more than the $2 million I had promised Adolph Zukor at Para-

mount.
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O ne of the highest, enduring dividends of my association
with CBS was that it brought me to that magical city
of New York. I had fallen in love with New York from afar (as
far as Philadelphia, that is), living vicariously through the pages
of Vogue, Harper's Bazaar and The New Yorker the glamorous
life of the New York set during the Roaring Twenties. Buying
United Independent Broadcasters in 1928 gave me the oppor-
tunity not only to visit New York more often, but actually to live
there!

Many nights, after leaving my office and most of my cares
at CBS, I would go to the Central Park Casino, near the park’s
Sixty-fifth Street transverse road. The Casino, hailed as “the
swankiest restaurant in New York,” was the unofficial night-
time headquarters of Mayor Jimmy Walker, where the so-called
“swells” of the city came to meet and socialize in black tie
or white tie and tails, along with their beautiful wives and
lady friends dressed in long gowns, sparkling jewelry and the
latest coiffures. Its dining pavilion in silver and maroon decor
offered one of the finest cuisines in the city; its ballroom with
walls of black glass and golden murals featured the best of
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the society orchestras and provided a leap to fame for Eddie
Duchin on the piano. It was a fabulous night spot until Robert
Moses, then the Parks Commissioner, ordered it leveled to the
ground to make way for a children’s playground. He insisted that
the City of New York should not provide public land for expen-
sive nightclubs.

Then there was the Mayfair Club Dance every Saturday
night in the Crystal Room of the old Ritz Carlton, one of the
most beautiful rooms in all of New York. There the literary and
theatrical people of the city met with the socialites for the sump-
tuous high point of their week. While the Casino in the Park was
a public nightclub for anyone who could afford its prices, the
Mayfair Club was for members only. Thorstein Veblen might
have called it conspicuous consumption, but to those who par-
took of the festivities it was clean, carefree fun for its own sake.
Frankly, I had no trouble and no qualms embracing the beau-
tiful night life of New York.

My decision to separate my business life at CBS during the day
from my social life at night came rather naturally. I could see the
dangers of socializing with my office associates, or with the ad-
vertising agency men, or corporate officers who were so impor-
tant to me in the development of CBS. I just did not want to mix
the two. I feared the one-dimensional kind of existence it might
lead to and the risk of encumbering my business affairs with my
social ones. This separation was more or less understood and ac-
cepted at CBS and became a long-standing way of life for me.

As a young, energetic and curious bachelor, I soon found new
friends and adapted readily to a social life, revolving around the
theater, nightclubs, weekends on Long Island’s north shore,
parties until dawn, and the flickering and flaming romances
of the time.

In keeping with the spirit of this new mode of life, I treated
myself to a rather luxurious triplex apartment on the top three
floors of a newly completed building on Park Avenue at Fifty-
eighth Street, and I hired the most marvelous English butler-
valet, named Watts, to preside over it all. I had the apartment
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decorated to suit my purposes. The top floor was designed for
parties with built-in seats and lounges surrounding a semicircular
bar against one wall. On the opposite side of the room, an up-
right piano was built into the wall, with only the keyboard
showing. French doors led to a terrace and a roof garden, where
couples could escape the din and noise of music and conversa-
tion. It was a good party room and came to be used well for
that purpose.

The first floor, which contained my bedroom, a guest room,
and a large dressing room, fit the fancies of a New York
bachelor. The dressing room was lined with closets and had a
desk, a couch, a massage table which folded into a door. But
I could not get to like my modern bedroom, and after the first
couple of nights, I moved into the guest room, where I had my
old furniture. For the next three years, I slept in the guest room
and left the master bedroom in its modernity, clean and empty.
The living room and dining room on the second floor were done
conventionally in oak paneling by another decorator.

Every morning a man came in to get me out of bed, which al-
ways was a terrible struggle because of my late hours. His in-
structions were to pull me out of bed no matter what I said or
did. Every morning I fired him. But he would pull me and haul
me and get me up and into some morning calisthenics. Then I'd
take a shower and he'd give me a quick massage and he'd say,
“Fired, am I?” and I'd say, “Oh, no, no, no, just kidding. Come
back tomorrow.” This went on every morning. By the time he
left the house, I would be feeling fine and ready for another full
day of work.

Most of my parties were private affairs for personal friends, but
some were in the service of CBS. In 1930 we had brought to-
gether the seven leading concert bureaus in America and formed
the Columbia Concerts Corporation. A subsidiary of CBS under
the leadership of Arthur Judson, it represented more than one
hundred of the best-known classical artists in the world. Upon
Judson’s suggestion, I entertained some of these artists in a series
of parties. I remember best the one I gave for Arturo Toscanini,
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whom we represented, and who conducted the New York Phil-
harmonic Symphony Orchestra on a CBS broadcast every Sun-
day afternoon.

My butler-valet, who knew his job well, gave me extraordi-
nary service. He could arrange a large dinner with only a few
hours’ notice. But on this occasion I gave him special instructions
well ahead of time. I had heard that Enrico Caruso had loved
good food and that his chef was the best Italian chef in the
world, and was still living in New York. I sent my man out to
find him. He found him in retirement but willing to come out and
cook a dinner for the great Toscanini. Three days before the
party, Caruso’s chef arrived to begin preparations for the great
project. We bought special foods and special utensils according
to his orders. I invited friends of Toscanini, a few concert manag-
ers, some CBS people, and other friends of mine—about twenty,
in all.

On the day of the party, a friend came by and casually
remarked that Toscanini had sworn off Italian food for as long as
Mussolini was in power. I didn’t believe him. I thought he was
pulling my leg, but I wasn’t sure. That night, when the guests
were at the table, I waited nervously for dinner to unfold. The
first dish was served. Toscanini looked at it and said, “No, thank
you.” The waiter brought the second course and Toscanini looked
at it and said, “No, thank you.” I signaled the butler to bring the
broiled chicken I had ordered held in reserve. The maestro ate
plain chicken, while the rest of us feasted on the best Italian meal
I have ever tasted.

The party came off very well. Toscanini drank martinis and
champagne. After dinner in the upstairs room, I risked having a
CBS jazz group sing for him, and I was delighted to see the great
Toscanini tapping his finger in evident pleasure as he listened.

At a party in the home of Mr. and Mrs. Harrison Williams (she
was one of the extraordinary beauties and leading hostesses of
the time), I was fascinated by one Fats Waller who played piano.
I invited him to come in for an audition. We signed him up, and
he became one of the favorites on the CBS schedule. Talent-
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scouting did not always work out that well, however. At a
fashionably dark and romantic nightclub, I came upon one singer
who had a special and haunting voice that sounded better and
better to me as the night wore on. We arranged an audition for
the next day. My associates and I sat in my office and listened to
his voice over the speaker from the audition room. I couldn’t
believe what I heard. The voice was cracked, off key, and just
terrible. It seemed that he could sing well only in dark clubs
around midnight, and that we could not provide. I endured a
great deal of kidding from friends at CBS over that audition.

My association with Paramount and Adolph Zukor introduced
me to the mythical never-never land of Hollywood in the thirties
where, as a young bachelor, I met and got to know the gods
and goddesses of the silver screen. I made my debut on that
scene soon after Paramount had bought 50 per cent of CBS,
and Jesse Lasky, who was in charge of all Paramount produc-
tion, gave an ultra-lavish party in my honor at his sumptuous
beach house at Santa Monica, California. Just about every glam-
orous movie star I had ever heard of came to that party. The
champagne flowed all night, and I felt as though I were in unbe-
lievable paradise. Invitations to other parties followed, and as
time went on, I found myself at various dinner tables talking
with Marlene Dietrich, Joan Crawford, Norma Shearer, Jean
Harlow, Madeleine Carroll, Ginger Rogers, Loretta Young, Pau-
lette Goddard, Norma Talmadge. I met the moguls of motion
pictures too—people like Sam Goldwyn, Louis B. Mayer, Harry
Cohn, the Warner brothers, and, of course, David Selznick, who
became one of my best friends. Even after I bought back our
CBS stock from Paramount I continued to visit Hollywood every
year, and my relationships with the movie greats continued.

New York for me was even more magical. I could never fully
anticipate the surprises the city would hold. Not long after I
moved here, Harry Hurt, a stockbroker and friend, dropped by
the apartment and invited me to join him on a dutiful visit to his
sister who lived nearby. When I walked into his sister’s apart-
ment, my knees almost buckled. There before me, my friend’s
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sister, was the woman of my dreams. For years, back in Phila-
delphia, while a teen-ager, I had come across her photograph in
Vanity Fair, Vogue, or Harper's Bazaar, and I had become enam-
ored with one of the most attractive women I had ever seen, a
myth personified in a photograph. I was introduced to her and to
her husband, a well-known man-about-town. So startled was I
at coming face-to-face with this girl of my dreams that I scarcely
said a word, nor did I detect any particular sign of kismet upon
her beautiful face.

A few weeks later, my friend telephoned: a terrible thing had
happened. His brother-in-law had died in a fall from his apart-
ment. After a while, we met again and she invited me for a
weekend to her summer home in Manhasset, Long Island. I
arrived just in time to be told that we and her other guest were
invited to a neighbor’s home for tea. We drove only a few
hundred yards down the road and turned into the spacious
grounds of a lovely country place. The main house was white
clapboard, quite old, very simple, with an elegance and beauty
which struck me as being just right. It belonged to Ralph
Pulitzer, the son of the publisher of the World and the St. Louis
Post-Dispatch, who had let it out that summer. As I wandered
about the house and grounds, I could not help but think that this
house on these grounds represented the kind of home I myself
would like to own and to live in someday.

The woman of my Philadelphia dreams and I became good
friends. At the beginning, we became quite fond of each other.
We remained rather close but finally we went our separate ways.
As I turned thirty, I was convinced that I would never get mar-
ried, and in fact was sure that I would never want to get married.
Bachelor freedom suited me just fine. My social circle grew wider
and wider each year, like the ripples in a pond.

One summer I rented a house at Sands Point on the north shore
of Long Island and came to know Herbert Bayard Swope, retired
editor of the World, better than I had before. I spent many
happy, playful hours at Swope’s home. He did not give parties as
such; events just went on and on in his home. His house was the
only one I have ever known which was organized on a twenty-
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four-hour-a-day basis. Servants worked in shifts around the clock.
Meals were available at any hour one wanted to eat. One guest
might have breakfast at 5 A.M., while another at the same table
might be eating a steak before going to bed for the night. Some
guests never found the time to go to sleep, for fear of missing out
on some game being played, or some event or some liaison.
Swope particularly liked what he called his “stormy dawn ses-
sions” of backgammon. As befitted an important newspaper
editor, he had a guest list varied beyond imagination, and one
never knew whom one might run into. I remember Howard
Hughes sitting in a corner by himself in nondescript ragged
clothes, looking like a statue of himself, speaking to no one, obliv-
jous to everything going on about him. That occasion, as I re-
member it, was the day or the day after he returned from his
record-breaking flight around the world. Writers, editors, play-
wrights, poets and publishers were in and out of the Swope
home, many of them members of the well-known Algonquin
Round Table, named for the hotel on Forty-fourth Street in Man-
hattan where they met for lunch and sparkling conversation.
Their chief outdoor sport—and the extent of their physical exer-
cise—was croquet, which they played with passion and vehe-
mence. This became the croquet era of my life, although it did
not in the long run replace my own enthusiasm for golf.

One memorable weekend I joined a luncheon group on Long
Island and met Dorothy Hearst, wife of Jack Hearst, who was the
son of Mr. and Mrs. William Randolph Hearst of the famous
newspaper chain. My convictions and faith in bachelorhood soon
slithered away. Dorothy was beautiful and she had a quality that
enveloped me. She was very bright and had strong opinions on a
good many subjects. I was taken by her good looks and her grace,
and as it happened, she was attracted to me too. All of this led to
a new life for both of us. Eventually, she divorced Jack Hearst,
and on May 11, 1932, we were married in Kingman, Arizona, a
long way from reporters, where my Los Angeles lawyer knew the
justice of the peace. We went to Honolulu for several weeks on
our honeymoon.

Marriage brought a more settled social life for us among new
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as well as old friends. Our circle, combining her friends and
mine, widened. Of course, I had to give up my bachelor apart-
ment. My butler-valet, who was no longer the boss of the
house, left me. We rented a house at 35 Beekman Place, and,
because we liked the little street so much, we bought a five-
story house at number 29. We planned to modernize it, but
the contractor—the same one who helped build Radio City—told
me it wouldn’t cost much more to tear the house down and build
a new one that would be fireproof. So we had it torn down and
built another, six stories high. Meticulous about architectural de-
tails, I put my heart and soul into this first house and most of the
people who visited us thought it was one of the most beautiful
in New York. I didn’t. After we moved in, I didn’t like it.
It had no charm or warmth for me. It was antiseptic. We left it
(and later sold it) and moved to a lovely old house on East
Seventy-fourth Street. We adopted a son, Jeffrey, and then a
daughter, Hilary, bringing a new dimension into our lives.
Though we were not members of the Algonquin Round Table,
we came to see more of this group than I had as a bachelor.
Among those we came to know quite well were Alexander
Woollcott, Bob Sherwood, Heywood Broun, George Kaufman,
Neysa McMein (the artist), and Harold Ross, editor of The New
Yorker. Woollcott was a sort of leader of the group, a great story-
teller in private as well as public, and I brought him to CBS to
spin his stories to the wide radio audience on a program called
The Town Crier. There were many conflicts within the group.
They would quarrel and not talk to each other for days or weeks.
Then there would be a lot of letter writing, apologies, and tears.
We also met some of the group at the Kaufmans’ and at Moss
Hart’s. The Kaufmans gave wonderful parties where everyone
had to perform. One would write a playlet, for example, and the
others would play the parts. I qualified by playing one of the
minor figures in a one-act play. Not being a professional writer, I
did not have as much in common with them as they had with
each other; I was just happy to be in their company. I remember
Harold Ross as always being rather rough and scowling. Raoul

92




AFTER HOURS

Fleischmann, the owner of The New Yorker, confirmed the stories
I had heard about Ross and his staff. They dominated him. Raoul
said he wasn’t allowed to go into the editorial department; if he
so much as opened the door, they would yell, “One more step and
weTe going to leave.” Years later he wanted to sell The New
Yorker and I offered to buy it from him. I was interested in the
publishing business and had great admiration for the magazine.
But after a couple of weeks, he came back and said the editorial
staff just wouldn't allow him to sell the magazine, especially to a
corporation.

During the summers of the middle thirties, Dorothy and I
rented country houses on Long Island, and in 1938, we rented
the Ralph Pulitzer estate, Kiluna Farm, the same beautiful place
I had seen years before on my very first visit to Manhasset. While
renting, we looked around, planning to buy a house on the
Island, but nothing so grand as Kiluna Farm’s eighty-five acres,
with its guest cottages, barns, indoor tennis court, swimming
pool, greenhouses, and gardens. One day my real estate broker
suggested, “Why don't you buy Mr. Pulitzer’s place?” I told him
that I did not want to insult Ralph Pulitzer with the maximum I
had set for a country home. Without my making a bona fide offer,
the agent on his own approached Pulitzer with the information
that I was in the market for a house at a certain price. He re-
turned reporting that Pulitzer had quickly agreed to sell Kiluna
Farm at that price, saying, “I'd like to have Bill Paley living in
my house.” So, in December 1938, I bought Kiluna Farm, and
another of my dreams had come true.

Over the next forty years I made few changes in the house 1
loved from the first moment I had seen it. We put a terrace in the
back of the main house and extended the gardens somewhat, but
the old house stands, largely as it always has, on one of the few
hills on Long Island, overlooking Long Island Sound in the dis-
tance. The indoor tennis court, with its glass roof for daylight
play, and its indoor lights for night play, is unchanged. A new
swimming pool has been put in, but the old swimming pool deep
in the woods remained for those who preferred privacy. I once
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asked Ralph Pulitzer why he had put the pool in such a faraway
and secluded location, and he told me, “When I built the pool,
men liked to go in swimming without the tops of their swimming
suits.” How life has changed. The main house retains its quiet
simplicity and the patina of age.

Through my business dealings with the investment banking
firm of Brown Brothers, Harriman in the early thirties, I became
acquainted with Averell Harriman, whose extraordinary combi-
nation of human qualities I admired. He was to have an influence
upon my life and my own sense of values. Averell was a natural
patrician with a real sense of public service. And he transmitted
to me certain pleasures of life about which he knew a good deal,
particularly the love of art which became the primary avocation
of my life ever afterward. Averell's wife, Marie, owned an art
gallery on Fifty-seventh Street, dealing mainly in French Im-
pressionist and Postimpressionist paintings and some contem-
porary American art.

Averell and Marie had a way about them of combining a sense
of style with a feeling for fun in life. In the family home, called
Arden, up the Hudson River near West Point, they lived in a
veritable castle, built by Averell's father, who had made a vast
fortune developing the Union Pacific Railroad, and children rode
their bicycles through the great halls. There, I was introduced to
people from all walks of life, and after my marriage the Harri-
mans lured Dorothy and me on several jaunts which remain
memorable.

On one of our trips in the mid-thirties, to the Salzburg Music
Festival in central Austria, Averell insisted that I join him in a
“shoot” to which he had been invited in Hungary. “No, no,” I
said, “I've never shot a gun in my life.” But Averell waved off
such an answer. “Don’t worry,” he said, “I'll show you everything
you have to know about shooting and you'll have a good time.”
One could never be certain if he were joking or being serious. I
knew he was a health buff, was careful of what he ate and swore
by the help rendered by osteopaths. So I was not too surprised
when once he advised me that if I wanted to live a long life, I
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should upon waking up every morning put on my socks so that
my feet did not get cold. Or that he once gave me a walking stick
for Christmas and explained that the top could be unscrewed,
revealing a secret button, and that by pressing the button, I
could take oxygen from the cane. “One should always have
a cane with oxygen,” he remarked, and to this day I still do not
know if he was kidding.

So, for my first “shoot” I reluctantly accompanied him to
Vienna, where I was outfitted with the proper clothing and shot-
guns, and while our wives went on to Budapest, by train, Averell
and I drove across the border to a granc old castle, somewhere in
Hungary, arriving about two in the morning. Averell loaded a
shotgun with blank cartridges, placed a candle on top of a ward-
robe, and taught me how to aim and shoot at a flickering flame.
He instructed me on the rules of gun safety and the gentlemanly
conduct expected in shooting birds. We practiced through the
night. “By the way,” he commented ever so casually, “don’t let on
that you've never shot before.” When I protested, he insisted,
“People get nervous when they shoot with someone who has
never shot before; there are some dangers in shooting, of course.
But don’t you worry, I have instructed you and therell be no
real danger. . . .” He was so sure of himself. But the danger I
feared was not bodily harm but rather the prospect of the humil-
iation of a pretender.

The next morning, dressed properly as a hunter, I met the
others, some ten men. We spread out in a line on a field, at ready.
The first bird out came past me. I closed my eyes and pulled the
trigger. The butt of the damn gun hit me hard in the shoulder,
nothing like shooting blank cartridges, and Averell had not told
me about that. Of course, I missed the bird. My lack of expertise
went unnoticed, for the others seemed to be missing too. Then,
when I had begun to worry—I was still missing and they were hit-
ting their birds—I only half closed my eyes and tried for a bird
that came by very high, a shot I should not have attempted at all,
and, lo and behold, the bird fell. Pure luck. But through the af-
ternoon, I began to get the hang of it. I passed, I think, not as a
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rank beginner but just as a bad shot. And so it went until our final
night when at a farewell party, Averell raised his glass in a toast
and recounted our “secret.” That changed my status in that group
of strangers from one who had been barely accepted to that of a
bon vivant who had risked humiliation to be among genuine
hunters. It all meant next to nothing, really, except that at the
time I had caught the fever of a new hobby. I had learned some-
thing completely different and I plunged into a new world of sen-
sation. It is hard to describe. In any event, on our way home, I
went to Purdey’s, the famous gunmakers in London, and ordered
a pair of custom-made Purdey shotguns, fitted exactly to my own
proportions. I went hunting in this country on occasion using
those shotguns with much pleasure.

On the way home from that same trip, Averell coaxed me into
accompanying him on a tour of art dealers and their private col-
lections in Paris. He described it as an art hunt. Aside from some
sporting prints I had collected, I knew little about painting and
had little interest in art. Over the next two or three days, I saw
several private collections of paintings that intrigued my sensibil-
ities: oil paintings signed by artists then not as well known as they
are today: Cézanne, Derain, Renoir, Gauguin, Monet, Picasso . . .
I was hooked, and I did not know why. Back in New York, I
began to read about these artists and their works and I searched
them out in the galleries of New York. And I grew to love these
Impressionist paintings. In the presence of these works of art
which touched me, I felt a sensuous, aesthetic delight. I can-
not plumb the depths of these feelings with words, but they
would in time result in my wanting to surround myself with this
kind of painting.

Although inspired, I recognized that these unique works of art
were bought and sold for rather large amounts of money and that
a collector inevitably had to think about market values. My urge
was to buy, but I had to think about what I could afford to pay
for the paintings which so appealed to me. One can view great
art at an orderly and leisurely pace in museums where collections
are more or less permanent. But for the private collector, only
a few works of art ever become available and only at certain
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times and places. So, the opportunities to buy and to collect take
place in rather disjointed episodes, and kecause few men can
spare the enormous amount of time involved in searching out
paintings that they want to own and that are for sale, collectors
must rely to a great extent on art dealers and agents to do the
legwork.

I bought my first major Impressionist painting through the
well-known dealer Valentine Dudensing in New York, who had
urged me with his usual passion to start small, to buy a rather in-
significant painting, to live with it awhile, and then gradually
build up a collection with finer and finer pieces. But I did not
want to buy mediocre pamtmgs “I'd rather have one good thing
than five or six mediocre omes,” I told him, knowing intuitively
that I must be very careful about the first picture I purchased. I
knew it was to be the beginning of something important in my
life. I rejected this and that and waited until he finally came to
me with a painting I liked. In September 1935, I bought it and I
have it still and I love it as I did at first: a Cézanne landscape
called “L’Estaque,” the name of a village in southern France.

Averell used an art agent in Paris who later became Europe’s
most famous publisher of popular art bocks, Albert Skira, who
became my agent, too. With his vast knowledge of art, the
dealers, and the collectors, Skira was an inspired agent who
would direct me to the best paintings available of the period I
preferred. “I've found something that I think is awfully good.
Come and look at it,” he would say, and I would rush off when-
ever possible to see what he had found. Then, if I liked it, either
he or I would negotiate with the owner or dealer on terms.
Through Skira, I began to acquire a number of French Impres-
sionist and Postimpressionist paintings.

There was a sport in collecting, too. One memorable art dealer
in my early collecting days was a snappy fellow who lived
extravagantly on the Champs-Elysées. He had two loves: art
and the horses. When the horses were good to him, he would
be insulted by any price offered for one of his paintings. But when
he lost at the races, he was casual, almost flippant, about selling.
“What do you want and what do you want to pay for it and take
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it away,” he would say, all in one breath. He lived with flair. On
one occasion, he sold me the rug on the floor of his office. Another
time, when I had bought several small pieces, he came across a
folded and crumpled water color in the back of his desk drawer.
When I admired the painting, he exclaimed, “Take it, take it, a
gift. . . .” At the Knoedler Gallery in New York some time later,
I had it pressed out and discovered he had given me a Cézanne.

He also introduced me to the son of the famous Ambroise
Vollard, one of the great art dealers of all time, who discovered
and admired the French Postimpressionists long before most
people appreciated their work. Vollard had left most of his collec-
tion to this boy’s mother, who then passed it on to her son. The
son’s apartment in Paris contained virtually nothing but paintings,
great bins full of them, unframed canvases arranged in large port-
folios. He would flip them over: twenty-five Cézannes, thirty
Degas . . . I never saw such a collection in my life. I even man-
aged to buy some from him.

I enjoyed the European art galleries, but private collections
were usually far more interesting. Once I went to the apartment
of Cézanne’s son, Paul, who as a matter of courtesy allowed me to
see his personal collection. I was taken with a self-portrait of his
father. “If this painting ever comes on the market,” I told Skira,
“I would very much like to have it.” Somehow, Skira came to an
agreement with the artist’s son that if he ever decided to sell it, I
would get first refusal. Two years later, a cablegram from Skira
arrived, saying Paul Cézanne had decided to sell his father’s self-
portrait. I cabled back immediately, yes, and it is now in my liv-
ing room in New York. This head of Cézanne, with a beard,
wearing a yellow sombrero, is, I believe, one of the best of his
self-portraits.

The men dealing in the art world were (and still are for the
most part) highly individualistic personalities, a pleasure and a
challenge to know and to deal with. But if these men had their
personal idiosyncrasies, the artists and painters themselves lived
in a fantasy world of their own. My greatest pleasures came from
knowing and buying paintings from the artists themselves. In the
mid-thirties, I would often visit the studio of André Derain, who
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had been one of the avant-garde leaders of French art, although
by the time I met him his influence had been adversely affected
by the critics. Nevertheless, I liked his work, especially his earlier
paintings. A man with great force of character, he went on paint-
ing austere landscapes and portraits in his own style, which was
avant-garde no longer. Nor was he among the most organized of
men. Once in his studio I came across a half-finished painting of
two Italian actors rehearsing, which I particularly liked. “Why
don’t you finish it?” I asked.

“Oh, I'll get around to it someday,” said Derain.

“No, I want to buy it and I want you to finish it now,” I
insisted. So, he put that painting up on his easel and while I
waited, he completed the work. Of course, you cannot tell now,
but if ever the painting is examined scientifically, some art histo-
rian will be perplexed to find that the upper part of the two men
was painted during Derain’s prime, before 1925, and the lower
legs were done some years later. To me, it's a very interesting
painting, and beautiful, too.

On another occasion, I came across a small painting in a dark
corner of Derain’s studio, which was so covered with grime that I
could hardly make out its true colors. I had to use all iny powers
of persuasion to get him to clean away the dirt. Then I an-
nounced, “T'll buy it.”

“Oh, you don’t want to buy that,” he said. “Yes, I do,” said L.
“I'll give it to you,” he said. “I don’t want to take it,” said I. But
he insisted, “Yes, you've got to. As a friend, you've got to take it.”
I remember that scene as if it were yesterday, it was so repre-
sentative of his personality. That small painting, “Head of a Boy,”
hangs in my office at CBS now. It is one of my favorites, done
during Derain’s best period.

This same period, I came to know Matisse, who agreed to do a
painting of my wife Dorothy. Every day I accompanied her to his
studio for the sketches—he must have done fifty sketches of her—
but when he was about to start to paint, he fell ill, and said, “I
can’t finish it this year, but next year we'll do it.” He never did do
the painting. Later he sent one of the sketches to Dorothy for
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Christmas. In his apartment, I came upon a painting of a woman
with a veil, which I absolutely loved, and asked about it.

“Everybody in the world has been trying to buy this painting
for years,” Matisse said.

“Well,” said I, “there must come a time when you will want to
sell and here I am and I want to buy it.”

He looked at me and murmured, “Let me think about it.” Fi-
nally, some days later, he said: “All right, if you really want it,
you can have it.” So I bought it. Today, in my bedroom, is that
now famous painting “La Voilette.”

In contrast to most painters, Matisse had a passion for order.
His brushes not in use were always clean, there was never a
speck of paint on the floor or on his clothes, and yet he was the
most imaginative of painters. His genius lay in using colors side
by side that had never gone together before, and achieving an
aesthetic balance in his paintings which eluded the best of
others. So, I took an inordinate sense of pleasure when he compli-
mented me on what he called “instinctive sense of balance.” I
had shown Matisse several series of photographs I had taken
while in Paris and he advised me avuncularly at one point:
“Please, whatever you are doing (as a career), drop it, and take
up photography seriously.” I admired him enormously as an art-
ist, but I declined to take his advice.

Matisse’s son, Pierre, had opened a gallery in New York and
the first time I walked into his gallery he was struggling with a
wooden crate. I introduced myself and asked “What's in there?”
Matisse explained that he had asked his father to send him
“something exciting” so that he could achieve a bit of status for
his new gallery. “This case contains the painting my father sent
me. I haven’t even seen it.” We opened it, and, oh, my God! I al-
most died, it was so beautiful. It was called “Odalisque.” I
thought it was the best painting Matisse had ever done and so I
said, “I like that. I'd like to buy it. What's the price?” He quoted
me one. I said, “I'm going to buy it and I'm going to take it right
home with me now.” The next day he called me up and said, “All
hell has broken loose. I didn’t realize people all over the world
have been trying to buy it. It just got out that my father sent it to
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me. I've had telephone calls and cablegrams from all over the
world about it.” He was a gentle, honorable man. “If you'd like to
make some money,” he said, “T'd like to buy it back from you. I'd
pay you a good price and still I could make some money on it.” I
declined his offer as gently as possible.

It must be remembered that these French painters were hardly
as famous then as they are now. But collectors like myself bought
their paintings because they held a very special appeal for us,
not because we envisioned the future fame that would be ac-
corded to these artists and their paintings or the high monetary
values that would be put on them.

There was a famous collection in Berlin—the Schmidt Collec-
tion, about which Skira approached Averell and me, saying that
this whole collection was for sale for $400,000. It was a fantastic
opportunity: approximately fifty important paintings. Averell and
I agreed to buy the collection together. Then each of us was to
select what he wanted from the collection and pay the amount
that was represented in the value of each picture—the value to be
determined by a third party. Those we did not want would be
sold for us by the Marie Harriman Gallery. At the last minute
Averell got cold feet, saying he had changed his mind because it
was too much money. I pleaded with him, begged him. He was
adamant. So we had to tell Skira we were backing out. Skira
nearly cried. “You can’t do this. You must buy it,” he protested.
He then appealed to me, but I said, “I can’t. I can take half but I
can’t go all the way.” We allowed our option to lapse, and
the collection was bought by the Wildenstein Gallery, which
made millions on the deal. I bought a Cézanne still life from the
collection and at a high price. So there was a great opportunity
lost, however you measure it.

On another occasion, I was plain lucky—I was in St. Moritz
when Skira telephoned from Geneva. “I've got a great painting
here. You must come right down and see it.”

“Albert,” I said, “T just got here and I'm dead tired. I've been
leading a very energetic life in Paris for the last couple of weeks.”
When he insisted, I finally said, “Listen, If it's so good, why don’t
you bring it up here?”
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“I can’t,” he responded. “It’s too large. I can’t get it in my car.”

“Well, get a truck,” I said jokingly.

“I can’t do that.”

“Well, I'm sorry. I'm not going to Geneva,” I told him.

The next day, a truck pulled up in front of the Palace Hotel in
St. Moritz and the painting—a Picasso—was taken out and put in
the lobby. I liked it. I asked Skira the price, which was quite mod-
est. I said, “That’s fine, I'll buy it.” Then I asked, “Whom does
it belong to?”

He replied, “That’s the one thing I can’t tell you. I'm sworn
to secrecy. There’s no question about its authenticity.” There
certainly wasn't and I took it. It is the painting called “Boy
Leading a Horse,” now one of the best known of all of Picasso’s
paintings. It’s priceless, and I have promised it to the Museum of
Modern Art in New York.

I was always curious about who had sold it to me. Years later,
at the museum, the mystery was cleared up. A famous Berlin
dealer named Thannhauser came up to me and said, “Mr. Paley,
I'll bet you've often wondered who owned that ‘Boy Leading a
Horse.””

“I sure have.”

“Well, let me tell you a story. When you were in the lobby of
the hotel looking at that painting, I was on the outside looking
through the glass. And I was shivering. I needed that money so
badly that I had smuggled the painting out of Germany. I had to
have the funds and I didn’t want anyone to know who owned
the painting because it would be traced and I would have
gotten into trouble. I was the ownmer of that painting.” He
had somehow got many of his paintings out of Nazi Germany and
eventually came to New York with them. He sold some, lived
very comfortably for the rest of his life, and left the balance of
his collection to the Guggenheim Museum, where it now remains.

Although I pursued no conscious pattern in buying paintings,
but only followed my taste in selecting them, I have been told by
artists and other collectors that they can see a pattern and a kind
of taste that is a sign that one person put the collection together.
That is the sort of comment about style which pleases a collector.
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‘;‘ / hen the net earnings of my fledgling network
passed the golden mark of $2 million by September

1931, I heaved a sigh of relief and pleasure. I notified Paramount
that CBS wanted it to fulfill its contractual obligation to buy back
at $85 a share the Paramount shares it had given CBS sharehold-
ers in lieu of cash for its 50 per cent ownership of CBS. The net-
work had fulfilled its contractual obligation to reach cumulative
earnings of $2 million during two years and now wanted to be
paid in cash, as promised. The catch was that Paramount was in
no condition, financial or otherwise, to buy back its stock at $85 a
share. Paramount stock, never having recovered from the 1929
crash, was selling on the open market at below $10.

Adolph Zukor and I had been two supremely confident men
when the Paramount-CBS stock deal had been made in 1g2g. He
had been certain that in two years, Paramount would be selling
at $150 a share, and I had been equally sure CBS was worth the
$5 million paid because it would have earned $2 million. My
confidence had never been shaken, except possibly once in mid-

103




AS IT HAPPENED

1930 when the first of the Crossley ratings® was published.
Based upon telephone interviews with a small sample of the
population, Crossley reported that just about everyone was
listening to NBC programs. NBC's Amos 'n’ Andy had a Crossley
rating of 53.4, Rudy Vallee Varieties got 36.5, the Lucky Strike
Dance Orchestra got 27.8 and so on. As for CBS, with the excep-
tion of only two shows, the more popular of which had a 12.0
rating, no CBS program did better than 3.3. That first Crossley
rating hit us like a blow to the solar plexus. There were cries
of anguish in the CBS offices, but most of us were angry with
disbelief. It just could not be so. We were certain that at
least some of our programs were more popular than those of
NBC. I was furious. The danger of losing advertisers was real, for
no matter how talented our performers might be, who would
want to sponsor a CBS program that only a few would listen to?

Paul Kesten came up with the solution and like all good solu-
tions, it was simple. We hired the prestigious accounting firm of
Price, Waterhouse and Company, whose integrity could not be
questioned, to conduct an unbiased study of radio network pop-
ularity. Price, Waterhouse devised a simple survey which For-
tune magazine later described this way: “So basic were their
facts, so simple their presentation . . . the entire advertising fra-
ternity was impressed.”

What Price, Waterhouse did was send out several hundred
thousand postcards to random homes in cities and towns where
CBS had affiliates, asking listeners simply to name their favorite
radio station, tear off that portion of the card and drop it in the
mail. The results were reassuring. In the ten largest American
cities, the survey showed CBS stations were favored seven to
three over one of the NBC networks and five to four over the
other. In all sixty-seven cities covered by the CBS network, we
rated 34 to 31 over the first NBC network and 32 to 31 over the
* Organized by Archibald Crossley, the Crossley rating (officially called
the Cooperative Analysis of Broadcasting) was the first national rating and

represented the percentage of the entire radio-owning population listening
to a program.
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other. Thus, the ratings war began between CBS and NBC; but
at least we did not lose our advertisers.

Nor did we lose our momentum. Economic indicators for
the whole radio industry pointed upward: radios in use, num-
ber of listeners and time sales to sponsors. The radio industry was
growing despite the onset of the Depression. Radio gave people
free entertainment, free education, and free information. Net-
work radio gave manufacturers a lively coast-to-coast market-
place for their brand-name goods.

Ironically, when serious negotiations with Paramount got
under way, I found myself face to face with John D. Hertz, a
businessman of considerable substance, whom I had declined to
hire at CBS. Hertz had built up one of the largest taxi fleets in
Chicago, founded the concept of rental cars, and retired a rich
man, only to be bored by retirement. Zukor had recommended
that I hire him as my right-hand man at CBS. Although I had
liked the man, I told Zukor that he might, because of the impor-
tance of the job, have a negative influence upon the ambitions of
the young management team at CBS. So, I suggested that Zukor
hire him instead. Now, with Paramount in trouble, Zukor was
moved off to one side and Hertz, as chairman of the finance
committee, had become the key man at Paramount. But in
our negotiations, he tried to handle me the wrong way. I was
barely thirty years old and he tried to overpower me into
agreement, threatening again and again, to get a better price
elsewhere on Wall Street than I was offering him. What I
proposed was to buy back the CBS stock for the same amount that
Paramount owed us on it, namely $4 million. Paramount wanted
more.

I knew that Paramount could not raise $4 million on its own
and I thought that no one else would make such an offer as long
as CBS stockholders had the first-refusal right to match any offer.
I challenged Hertz to find another buyer, if he could, and I stuck
to my price.

As we came up to the deadline for those negotiations, Para-
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mount brought in Otto Kahn, the famous investment banker, and
he tried the reasonable approach. “Mr. Paley, the people at Para-
mount are having trouble with you,” he declared. “They want to
sell their CBS stock to you, but you are offering them only $4 mil-
lion for it, and they think it's worth much more than that. After
all, you just made your $2 million.”

I was just as reasonable. “Mr. Kahn,” I said, “they have a right
to ask what they please and they have a right to go out and get a
higher offer. All you have to do is go out and get that offer, and
then as you know from the provisions of the contract, if you get
that offer, you have to give me the right to meet it. It would then
be up to me to meet it or not.”

“You know damn well that it's very hard to get another bid
under these circumstances,” he said.

“I don’t really know about that,” I retorted.

“Well, I'm telling you it is. I think you ought to pay them
more.

“No,” I insisted, “I won’t do it.”

“In other words, you've made up your mind, you're not going
to offer any more.”

“That’s right.”

“Young man, you're too much for me,” said Otto Kahn, “I am
authorized to act for Paramount and I accept your offer.”

So, the CBS stock returned to its original shareholders in an
approximate exchange for the Paramount stock held by us. We
paid $4 million for the CBS stock and Paramount used that $4
million to buy back its shares at $85 a share, as agreed upon.
Various amounts of shares had been sold on both sides since the
original purchase, so that only those stockholders who still held
their shares participated in the buy-back.

On behalf of the thirteen early CBS stockholders and myself as
the major stockholder, I decided to convert about half of the re-
turning CBS stock into cash. In these negotiations, I brought in
three investment banking firms—Brown Brothers, Harriman; Leh-
man Brothers; and Field, Glore. They bought back half of the
stock held by Paramount at $82.21 a share, part of which they
sold to their clients at a later date.
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So, when all the negotiations ended and the legal papers were
signed and the exchange made, I walked away from that final
meeting with a check from the investment bankers for
$2,000,004.88 and CBS stock worth slightly more than that for
me and the other CBS stockholders. My share amounted to
a substantial amount of that cash and 10,577 additional shares of
Class A CBS stock. Aside from all this, of course, the other half of
CBS was represented by 63,250 shares of Class B stock, of which
I individually owned 39.7 per cent and was the voting trustee of
another 27.7 per cent.

I was on my way to becoming a truly rich man and yet it did
not seem to touch me emotionally. There were no celebrations. I
walked out of that meeting alone shortly before midnight,
stopped at an all-night restaurant, had a cup of coffee, and went
home to bed. The Paramount-named directors duly resigned from
the CBS board and I named four new directors of my own choos-
ing, three of them from the Wall Street investment banking
firms. We planned, when the time was right, to list CBS on the
New York Stock Exchange. CBS was on its own merry way. And I
began planning my own retirement from the network.

The year before I had told a reporter for the London Daily
Mirror that I intended to retire at age thirty-five, and over the
next three or four years I told others, all in an attempt to reinforce
for myself the vow I had taken at eighteen to get rich and re-
tire. And when that fateful day of my thirty-fifth birthday ap-
proached in September 1936, I truly faced one of the most dread-
ful dilemmas of my life. Because of the success of CBS, I had all
the money I had ever hoped for, more than enough to quit work
and live a life of leisure. And yet I did not really want to retire.
But how sacred is a solemn vow and promise one has made to
oneself? Even at the age of eighteen? Would I be punished if I
broke the vow? Would my luck run out? Would something really
terrible happen to me? Those were serious thoughts in those
days. I carefully analyzed the alternatives and concluded that I
really did not want to become a beachcomber or pick oranges off
trees. Life was not meant to be devoted to the acquisition of
money, followed by a lazy life of leisure. At eighteen, I had been
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too young, too immature, too unknowing to set an unalterable
path for myself. Now, at thirty-five, I knew that life was meant to
be lived to the fullest, day by day to the very last one. Money was
not the issue. My life with CBS was fascinating, adventurous, and
even of some social significance. Radio was reaching into the
homes of millions and millions of Americans across the country;
the average listening family had its radio turned on for more than
five hours a day, and CBS was a major source of entertainment,
information, and news for so many Americans. How could I quit?
I loved my work. I was thoroughly involved in selling and organ-
izing and programming and constantly looking for new station
affiliates. I also spent a good deal of time in Washington, testify-
ing before congressional committees of one kind or another, talk-
ing with various congressmen about the rights of broadcasters,
and I traveled to the West Coast at least once or twice a year to
try to develop new programs. It seemed that I had to be every-
where. There was hardly ever any let-up and I enjoyed the
pace and the excitement. So, my thirty-fifth birthday came
and went and I never looked back. Besides, we were making
some exhilarating strides in our competition with NBC. In the
1934-35 season, radio’s top five programs all were on NBC; in
the 1936-37 season, four of the top five were on CBS!

The reason behind this turnabout was simply that I had man-
aged in the season in-between, 1935-36, to lure away three of the
most popular entertainers from NBC—Major Bowes, Al Jolson,
and Eddie Cantor. Major Bowes’s original Amateur Hour was
the most popular radio program of its time: listeners loved to
empathize with the amateur performers and to try to second-guess
who would win the competition for the most applause and who
would get the gong that cut short the performance. When Major
(Edward) Bowes switched sponsors and signed up with the
Chrysler Corporation, I cultivated our relationship, even going
to watch his broadcasts and attending the parties which followed
in his luxurious apartment on top of the Capitol Theater build-
ing, of which he was part-owner. When I thought he would
agree that it made no difference to him which network he went
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on, I made my sales pitch to Walter Chrysler. By then I had
a set sales talk as to CBS’s youth, energy, good affiliate sta-
tions, competitive coverage with NBC, and our better promotion
plans. Walter Chrysler was a business man. He asked a good
many pointed questions and I answered them as best I could. I
tried to impress on him how progressive and how fast-growing
CBS was and how much we could do for Chrysler. But the deci-
sion was entirely his and he did have a big investment involved
in sponsoring Major Bowes. Why should he switch? Major Bowes
had been a proven winner on NBC. I'll never forget my fear or
my bad case of nerves when I came to him for his final answer.

Chrysler faced me grimly from behind an enormous desk. “Sit
down, Bill, I've got some bad news for you,” he said.

I sat down and thought, Oh, Lord.

“I don’t know how you're going to take this. I like you, but I've
been thinking about it and thinking about it, and I might as well
blurt it out. I've decided . . .” He paused for a terrifying second.
“I've decided to put Major Bowes on CBS.”

I jumped out of my seat, ran around his desk, threw my arms
around him and hugged him. He grinned. My emotions sent
tremors up and down my spine. This was the coup of coups.
Major Bowes on CBS!

We also took the Lux Radio Theater away from NBC. Created
in 1934 to do adaptations of Broadway plays, the Lux Radio
Theater was moved by us to Hollywood for the 1936-37 season
to do adaptations of motion pictures. With Cecil B. DeMille, the
movie director, as host, the Lux Radio Theater enjoyed tremen-
dous popularity for many years—many of them, in the top ten.

Taking Lux to Hollywood was a sign of a major change in
broadcasting, linking the entertainment worlds of radio and mo-
tion pictures. In late 1936, in anticipation of technological im-
provements in transmitting, we took steps to establish a perma-
nent CBS base in Hollywood. We bought our own radio station
in Los Angeles, KNX, and its studios. We also bought the 1,500-
seat Vine Street Playhouse, and then, needing still more studio
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space, we leased the Music Box Theater on Hollywood Boulevard.
The idea was for CBS to have the capability of originating radio
shows from the West Coast, serving that area and time zone more
effectively and, more important, having ready access to motion-
picture stars. Our biggest venture, however, was a plan to build a
new radio center of studios, offices, and theaters on Sunset
Boulevard between Gower and El Centro streets, renaming the
site “Columbia Square.” When the new complex, designed by
William Lescaze and built at a cost of $1,750,000, was opened on
April 30, 1938, Radio Daily described it as “technically and phys-
ically . . . perhaps the most advanced radio home in the world
today.”

The need for studio space and facilities nearly doubled in the
latter half of the thirties, not because of additional programs but
rather to accommodate the need for more rehearsals and tech-
nical equipment. Radio broadcasting was becoming more so-
phisticated. The rather slapdash broadcasts of the early days
began to give way to better sound and better programs.

Radio drama ran the gamut of aesthetic tastes from thrillers, to
melodramatic daytime serials, to adaptations of classical theater,
to news and experimental forms of serious drama. All types of
radio drama developed, becoming more sophisticated in form
and technique. The thrillers, suspense stories, and daytime serials
were commercially successful. They suited the fancy of most
listeners, attracted sponsors, and helped pay for the more serious
and experimental programs which appealed to the minority of
listeners with the so-called “highbrow tastes.” In the early days,
listeners made it a point to listen to The Shadow every week just
to hear that cynical laugh and the voice which said, “The Shadow
knows . . .” And then there was Gangbusters, with its special
sound effects, a long-running success and a forerunner of the
cops-and-robbers shows on television. In time, dramas written
especially for radio developed into an art form, which received
high critical acclaim.

But it was the daily daytime serials which attracted the most

110




TRIAL AND ERROR

loyal audience on radio, as they would later on television. They
became part of the fabric of life for housewives across the
country; they generally sold brand-name products in proportion
to their popularity; and for the radio stations then, as for televi-
sion stations now, the degree of success of their daytime pro-
grams could well determine the profit-and-loss statement at the
end of each year. In the radio days, that success depended largely
upon two people, Frank and Anne Hummert, who were without
question the most prolific producers of daytime serials.

For most of the thirties, this husband-and-wife team created
just about half of all the serials on the air. Hummert, who had
been one of the top writers in the advertising business, per-
fected the genre of soap opera, the to-be-continued melodramatic
depicting of the troubles and woes of so-called ordinary people.
Virtually every program Frank Hummert created was eagerly
bought by one or another advertiser, and Hummert had much
influence on which network got his newest brainchild. He had
married his young assistant, Anne, a most attractive and capable
woman who ran their large staff of writers and production people.
Frank himself was rather eccentric and crotchety, instilling fear
in most people, because he controlled so much of his segment of
the business. But I liked and admired him as a person and a real
professional. I made it my business to join them for lunch two
or three times a month at the Park Lane Hotel, where Frank
always ate raw vegetables and complained of a stomach ailment
and of people he did not like. We talked mostly about daytime
serial plots, truly his favorite subject, never about business, and
I believe this relationship helped bring to CBS some of our most
popular, long-running serials, such as Just Plain Bill, The Ro-
mance of Helen Trent, Our Gal Sunday, Ma Perkins, and others.
Daytime serials, often referred to as soap operas, became an
American phenomenon.

Then as now, the sponsors of programs usually sought the
widest possible audience for the advertisiag of their products.
Defining and mapping these sales markets by age, income, re-
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gion, and other categories became a specialization of the adver-
tising agencies, and of course a matter of bread-and-butter inter-
est to us.

From the beginning I saw that the business side of broad-
casting required us to reflect in our programming the taste
of the majority. But at the same time I also realized that we
should balance popular entertainment with programs which
would attract the minority tastes. So while I chased the top en-
tertainers, talent, and sponsors, my associates and I worked
equally hard to bring serious drama, classical music, and educa-
tional broadcasts to CBS. I wanted CBS to represent the finest
quality in broadcasting and in programming, and through these
years we sought and embraced the opportunities for bringing
something new and important to the public via radio. The Caval-
cade of America, a series of historical dramas, was one of the few
such programs to attract a sponsor, the Du Pont Company, de-
spite its small audience.

Most of these more serious programs never won sponsors or did
so for only a short time. They were too “highbrow” for most lis-
teners, and so CBS would pay to put them on the air, always hop-
ing to find a sponsor and seldom succeeding. Orson Welles was a
case in point. I was astonished by his extraordinary ability when
he appeared at a charity fund-raising party and at the last minute,
without rehearsal, put on a stunning dramatization. We brought
Welles to CBS to form a dramatic group called the Mercury
Theater of the Air, which competed at 8 p.M. Sunday with NBC'’s
popular Edgar Bergen and Charlie McCarthy on The Chase and
Sanborn Hour. Then Orson Welles made radio history on Octo-
ber 3o, 1938, with his broadcast of The War of the Worlds, in
which he simulated news bulletins reporting the landing on earth
of men from Mars. So real was his dramatization that millions of
Americans panicked. CBS was sued by people who claimed they
had suffered from shock and in some cases, heart attacks, be-
cause of the program. The Mercury Theater became famous. And
Orson Welles soon found a sponsor, Campbell Soup, and was
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launched on a career of numerous triumphs on the air, in the
theater, and in the movies.

The Columbia Workshop was our own experimental theater of
the air, a proving ground for new radio techniques. In order
to keep it as flexible as possible, we decided never to offer it
for sponsorship. Under the direction of Irving Reis, who had
been a studio engineer, the Workshop was chartered to put on
experimental radio dramas which would innovate special sound
and electronic effects, music, direction—all “with no restric-
tion save the essential and reasonable one of good taste.” And it
did just that. Its new sound effects, which influenced the entire
industry, simulated such things as a trapped fly buzzing against a
window, a torpedo being fired from a submerged submarine, five
hundred bombing planes in action. New voice effects were
created with electronic filters for radio portrayals of ghosts, lepre-
chauns, and all sorts of characters. Its performance of Archibald
MacLeish’s The Fall of the City, a poetic drama featuring Orson
Welles, was an all-time pinnacle of radio drama, an outstanding
event in my own broadcasting experience and a sensation in 1937.
By the time it left the air in 1942, the Workshop had made a re-
markable record in the new genre of radio drama. Outstanding
writers of the day, including W. H. Auden, Dorothy Parker,
William Saroyan, Irwin Shaw, and Stephen Vincent Benét, had
written half-hour dramas especially for the Workshop. Another
genius of serious radio drama was Norman Corwin, who had a
special following of listeners for his sensitive radio arrangements
of the works of American poets, verse plays of his own, and a
variety of documentaries uniquely contrived for radio. He was a
genius of the medium and his radio dramas are among CBS’s
classics.

Of all the arts, the one easiest to put on radio was music.
One had only to play a record. Popular music flooded the
airwaves at the beginning of broadcasting and then slowly gave
way to comedy, drama, and variety. Classical music filled more
than 25 per cent of all CBS broadcast time in the beginning,
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largely because of Arthur Judson’s influence as a concertmaster.
But classical music throughout the thirties leveled out to about
10 per cent of our air time. I had lost out in bringing the Metro-
politan Opera to CBS, but I already had signed the New York
Philharmonic Symphony for CBS Sunday afternoon broadcasts. A
succession of great conductors was presented to the American
public via those Philharmonic broadcasts: Arturo Toscanini, John
Barbirolli, Artur Rodzinski, Bruno Walter, Dimitri Mitropoulos,
and Leonard Bernstein. CBS had its own Columbia Symphony
Orchestra, directed by Howard Barlow. Deems Taylor served as our
musical consultant. In the mid-thirties we commissioned twelve
American composers—some well known, some obscure—to com-
pose works specifically for radio performances. When we broad-
cast five of these original works on a single program, Aaron
Copland, one of the composers, hailed it as “a red letter day for
American music,” and commented: “It shows . . . that the Co-
lumbia Broadcasting System really believes in the native com-
poser’s product and in the capacity of the radio audience to un-
derstand and enjoy it.”

At the start, it was not all that easy. I tried to persuade Jascha
Heifetz, the great violinist, to perform on radio, but he turned me
down, saying, like many others, “My music is for the elite, for
those people who really understand it, and that means that it be-
longs in the concert hall.” In time, he and others like him came to
see that radio concerts could attract and convert millions to the
magical beauty of the world’s greatest music. The local affiliated
stations also had to be persuaded to give hours of free air time to
classical music, for such programs invariably received low ratings.
In time, they came to understand the audiences’ appreciation
for stations that would bring symphony orchestras, chamber
music groups, famous conductors, and brilliant soloists into their
homes. Thousands upon thousands of programs of classical music
were presented on CBS radio through the thirties and afterwards,
which considerably influenced the musical tastes of America.

In line with our obligation for social responsibility, we broad-
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cast the Church of the Air, in which CBS provided free air time
on Sundays for clergymen representing the Protestant, Catholic,
and Jewish faiths, in proportion to their published membership.
However, we did prohibit them from being sponsored or from
making appeals for contributions or discussing secular subjects.
This policy grew out of an earlier mistake we had made in deal-
ing with Father (Charles E.) Coughlin. I had scheduled him in
a program coming from his Shrine of the Little Flower, in Royal
Oak, Michigan. Before that he had broadcast locally over our
affiliated radio station in Detroit for some years and had organ-
ized the Radio League of the Little Flower for which he collected
contributions. He was indeed a powerful, popular orator from
the pulpit. But after a while he strayed far beyond his theo-
logical talks to messages of hate and extreme political views.
We soon insisted upon seeing his scripts in advance. We then
refused him air time for one especially inflammatory advance
script and strongly suggested he confine himself to a religious
theme. That Sunday he appealed to his radio audience to write
me personally in protest against the restrictions imposed upon
him. Almost 400,000 letters poured into CBS, almost all of them
in protest against our action. Nevertheless, we canceled Father
Coughlin forthwith. We could not allow anyone to violate our
policy of forbidding the abuse of air time. Father Coughlin ar-
ranged to continue his particular radio sermons by buying time
over a number of independent stations throughout the country
and buying lines from AT&T connecting these stations for simul-
taneous broadcasts. He became rather a cause célébre, but that
is another story.

From the very beginning of the network, we had prohibited
sponsors from mentioning the price of their products on the air.
The theory was that this would somehow cheapen the image of
radio. But in 1932, in the depths of the Depression, one advertiser
in particular appealed to me directly with the argument that
listeners had every right to know the price of an advertised
product as an important factor in their decision to buy or not buy.
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That made sense to me. So, that same year, CBS lifted the self-
imposed taboo, and sponsors from then on could advertise their
prices as well as their products on the air.

We also inaugurated various types of informational and educa-
tional programs. We brought experts and authorities to the mi-
crophone to talk on books, business, history, astronomy, chemis-
try, music appreciation, and current subjects of interest. CBS
formed an Adult Education Board of distinguished educators
to advise us, and I met with them for a full day twice a year
to hear and to discuss their recommendations. Our American
School of the Air, an outgrowth of the early program sponsored
by Majestic Radio, became a CBS non-commercial educating tool
five days a week as a supplement to regular classroom instruction,
and we distributed a teacher’s manual to go with it. Surprisingly,
the program seemed to attract many adult listeners outside of the
classroom, judging from the fan mail received. We also had an
advisory board to help us set policy and choose programs suitable
for children. But one year when we adopted the advisory board’s
recommendations by canceling our so-called “blood and thunder”
shows for children, our sponsors deserted us on the replacements.
The children deserted us too, turning to the same type shows on
other networks.

Out of necessity and based upon our past experience, we began
to establish certain broadcasting policies covering the use of the
CBS network for advertising and for the fair dissemination of in-
formation. In 1935, we set a fixed limit, specified in minutes and
seconds, on the amount of advertising on any program. We
barred the advertising of any products which we believed
were socially taboo. And we set specified standards for broad-
casts designed for children. On news and all public information
broadcasts, we enunciated a formal policy based upon fairness
and balance. We declared CBS to be “completely non-partisan on
all public controversial questions, including politics.” We said we
would sell time on the air only for the advertising of goods and
services and would refuse to sell time for propaganda. We made
one necessary exception: we would sell air time to a political
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party during a campaign for the election of candidates. For all
other discussions of public issues, we would allot time at our own
expense so that we could maintain a policy of fairness and bal-
ance. The fundamental, basic concept behind these policies—
then as now—was that the broadcasters—not government regu-
lators—should exercise editorial judgment and take editorial re-
sponsibility for what went out over the networks. These policies,
first established in 1935, worked and worked well through the
years. The mistakes we made, we wanted to correct ourselves. I
enunciated that concept then and I believe in it even more
strongly now.

Those years were truly the heyday of radio broadcasting. In
the decade of the 1930s, radio grew from infancy to maturity.
New ideas, improved ideas, experimental ideas could be imple-
mented without fuss or immense expense within hours or days.
Mistakes and poor judgments could be corrected as easily. The
pace was fast and glorious. We learned as we went along, by trial
and error, and in the end we established broad policies and
sound traditions that govern radio and television today.
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Radio news grew and developed alongside the entertain-
ment and cultural segments of broadcasting all through
the thirties. Yet, from the very beginning, it always remained a
separate, distinct entity and special part of broadcasting. At CBS,
my associates and I recognized radio news as a unique service we
could provide to the public, and we realized early that the pres-
tige of our network would depend to a considerable extent upon
how well we could provide such service. It seemed to me that if
radio could broadcast the news of the day and special events, it
would be a highly desirable service to the more serious lis-
teners. In return, those listeners would appreciate radio—and par-
ticularly CBS—for giving them more thoughtful fare than just en-
tertainment. It must be remembered that when I came to CBS in
1928, radio was looked upon by most people as a gadget, a toy,
an amusing instrument of light entertainment.

Up until then, news on the networks had been scarce and
episodic. At CBS, we had only a single teletype machine bringing
us the news from the United Press, and we announced any big
breaking stories from time to time.

In 1928, CBS covered the Republican and Democratic political
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conventions, the campaign speeches, and the election returns as
they came in on election night. Radio brought Al Smith and Her-
bert Hoover right into your home. But the true magnitude of
what a national network could do in covering a live news event
dawned upon us and upon the nation with the all-day and into-
the-night broadcast reports of the inauguration of President
Hoover that first Monday in March 192g. The President-elect’s re-
ception at the White House, the auto trip to the Capitol, the
swearing-in, the ceremonial parade, the speeches, the inaugural
ball—all were described as they occurred by CBS and NBC. The
broadcasts broke all records for number of microphones used,
announcers, technicians, miles of cable, and, finally, the size of
the audience, estimated at 63 million. The significance of radio
coverage of that event was inescapable.

The public interest in radio news encouraged us to expand our
news and public affairs services. So, in the first few months of
1929, soon after CBS’s debut as a coast-to-coast network, we in-
augurated our first regular daily news summary, our first regular
program of political analysis and our first regular public affairs
show. The first daily news summary over CBS was a five-minute
segment which we introduced in a half-hour moming program
called Something for Everyone. Then we hired two well-known
newspapermen, who had experience on radio, to broadcast weekly
fifteen-minute news commentaries for CBS: H. V. Kaltenborn
from New York and Frederic William Wile from Washington.

CBS made giant strides in its news service in 1930 principally
because of two other men who joined the network that year.
When Ed Klauber came aboard as my assistant to help relieve me
of administrative matters, he spent a good deal of his time, be-
cause of his long experience on the New York Times, as my ad-
viser, guide, and mentor on how CBS should handle news. Paul
White was hired away from the United Press and the United
Features Syndicate to run our infant newsroom.

Klauber and I tackled a variety of problems which arose at the
network. Our method was to discuss any given problem until we
had exhausted the possibilities and alternatives involved. Once
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we made a decision we would get it down on paper and that
would become a guiding policy for the network. Thus we agreed
there would be no editorializing during news broadcasts, com-
mentaries would be kept completely separate from the news itself,
CBS news would be accurate and objective.

That was easy enough. But beyond that, we both wanted our
radio news and commentaries to achieve a fairness and a balance.
If we gave one side of a controversy, we would give equal time to
the other side; if we presented a speaker with one viewpoint, we
would try to counterbalance it with a viewpoint from the other
side. It all seems rather simple now, but in those early days, it
was absolutely new territory to explore.

We also decided that in hiring men for the CBS newsroom, we
would favor the good newsman over the pleasant speaking voice.
I became convinced that journalistic judgment was far more im-
portant in a radio newsman than any other quality. All of our
future hiring at CBS News would reflect that very early decision.

These were long-range policies, but the most tactical decision
we made was to give the man in charge of the newsroom the
authority to interrupt regular programs with news bulletins.
In the long run, this decision was instrumental in making CBS
News one of the most important departments of the whole
network. In effect, we were putting news on an equal—or per-
haps superior—basis vis-a-vis the entertainment and commer-
cial segments of the network. Thus, the ground rules and guide-
lines for radio news coverage and broadcasting, the professional
ethics involved, all were laid down very early in the history of
CBS. Paul White, himself an old news service hand, was in-
strumental in implementing these policies in our newsroom. He
is also to be credited with setting the tone, vigor, and spirit of
broadcast journalism, especially at CBS.

Our expansion of news and special events began when I sent
Frederic Wile to the London Naval Disarmament Conference in
January 1g30. There he recruited Cesar Saerchinger, a forty-year-
old reporter for the New York Evening Post and the Philadelphia
Public Ledger to complete that assignment for him. We then de-
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cided we wanted someone to stay in London to cover Great Brit-
ain and the Continent for us and Saerchinger became that man.
Some would call him CBS’s first “foreign correspondent,” but ac-
tually he was more of a “public affairs” man than a broadcaster.
His job was not to cover news but to arrange for eminent persons
to speak or to be interviewed on CBS about current events in
Europe.

In the fall of 1930, Lowell Thomas, then well known for his
personal adventure books and for his colorful travel lectures,
came to see me about becoming a broadcaster. I was immediately
impressed with him. Here was a man who had had remarkable
experiences around the world. He was suave and well-spoken, a
kind of hero to the American public. My enthusiasm for him got
him on the air. I gathered the key editors of the Literary Digest
and directors of Funk & Wagnalls, who were looking for a new
personality for commentaries on current events, in the CBS board
room. Then I signaled Lowell Thomas at a microphone in one of
our audition rooms. He spoke without preparation and without a
script. His voice was piped into the board room and one of the
most fabulous careers in radio was launched. Because of prior
commitments, the Literary Digest split the account: NBC would
broadcast Lowell Thomas in the East and CBS would broadcast
him simultaneously in the West. We introduced him over CBS as
“a new radio voice, informing and entertaining you with the lat-
est news of the day.” He was a natural radio personality and was
well received. I would have liked to keep Thomas for CBS, but
the next year NBC signed him exclusively. Sixteen years later, in
1947, he came back to CBS and stayed with us until his closing
night, May 14, 1976: forty-six years on the air—one of the longest
runs in broadcasting history.

During that one year, 1930, we put on more than six hundred
domestic public affairs broadcasts, and, following the Naval Dis-
armament Conference more than eighty international broadcasts.
At the time we limited ourselves to some extent to broadcasting
fully anticipated news events. However, sometimes we were
lucky to be on the spot at the right time. One of our affiliates had
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a microphone at an Ohio prison for a concert given by the pris-
oners, when a fire broke out. An inmate seized the microphone
and began broadcasting the horrors of the conflagration. In the
background the listener could hear the crackling and roar of the
flames, the shouts of the firemen, and the screams of the dying.
We tied the prisoners’ broadcast into the network and millions
of Americans experienced this awesome event in which 320 in-
mates perished. As a broadcast, it was a harbinger of the news
world to come: one day, even raging battlefields would be
brought into the home.

In April 1931, CBS laid claim to being the number-one news
network. At the top of all our press releases, we wrote: “Colum-
bia—the ‘News’ Network.” We based our claim on the number of
times we interrupted our regular commercial programs with bul-
letins of spot news, which were much more frequent than those
of NBC. With a United Press teletype machine in our newsroom,
it was a matter of policy to have our announcers interrupt pro-
grams with important bulletins. In fact, we urged the United
Press to give us more news bulletins, more stories of national
rather than local interest and more service from 8 am. to
12:30 A.M.

It was perfectly obvious to us that radio was particularly well
suited for the communication of news to the nation. More than
the printed word, the spoken voice could travel over the airwaves
to remote areas of the country and the world, crossing the barrier
of literacy, and reaching the widest and most diverse of audi-
ences ever known. It was faster, more intimate, and more reveal-
ing. We were so vigorous in our pursuit of news for radio and so
delighted with beating NBC in this area and so pleased with
how well we were doing that we completely overlooked the
rumblings and reactions of the newspaper establishment.

From the very beginning newspaper publishers were of two or
more minds about radio. Some bought radio stations, or made
connections with them, and so became part of the broadcasting
industry. Others worried about competition for the advertising
dollar. Still others believed as we did that news bulletins on the
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air encouraged readers to buy newspapers. On the whole, how-
ever, most newspaper publishers worried increasingly about the
competition of radio news, seeing it more as a threat than com-
plement to the press.

Nevertheless, we were taken by surprise when the American
Newspaper Publishers Association at their 1931 annual meeting
passed a resolution favoring newspaper control of radio news
broadcasting. For two days at their convention, the publishers
castigated the competition of radio in news and in advertising
and many suggestions were made on how to curb radio from
broadcasting the news received from the wire services before
the newspapers themselves hit the streets. In the end, the pub-
lishers convention appointed a committee to confer with the
press associations—the Associated Press, (AP), United Press,
(UP), and the International News Service (INS)-—with the aim
of “bringing about proper regulations of such news broadcast-
ing.” The publishers also resolved that radio program logs “if
published, should be handled as paid advertising.”

This twofold threat was alarming. With the slump in news-
paper advertising and the steady rise in the popularity of radio,
newspaper publishers felt that radio was stealing advertising
away from them. They were determined to fight back. Per-
sonally, I felt it was the slump in the economy during the
Depression, Nevertheless, the tension between the press and
radio increased throughout that year and the next.

In matters of this kind, it seems there is always one incident or
another that triggers the explosion. Some say it was our coverage
of the Lindbergh kidnaping. CBS was tipped off by telephone
from a Newark newspaper. NBC got the news too, but withheld
it until the newspapers came out. CBS put it on the air imme-
diately, and followed it with intensive live coverage. We brought
Boake Carter, a radio commentator from WCAU in Philadelphia,
into our team on location in New Jersey, near the scene of the
crime. Of all the crimes up to that time, none captured the at-
tention of the nation so grippingly as the kidnaping of the Lind-
bergh baby. Our rapid-fire bulletins on that story irked the news-
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paper press. But we had our own sources of information and the
publishers could only frown. Radio’s live coverage of the 1932
conventions, particularly the Democratic Convention, with its
emotional contest between Alfred Smith and Franklin Delano
Roosevelt, captured the imagination of the radio public. All this
brought about the competitive resentment of a good many news-
paper publishers. They applied pressure upon the wire news serv-
ices. The newspapers, as the major paying clients of the wire
services as well as a source of news stories, apparently reasoned:
Why should they allow this news to be given to the radio net-
works, which were competing with them for the public’s atten-
tion and the advertising dollar?

Whatever the causes behind it, the United Press in the middle
of the 1932 presidential campaign suddenly cut off its regular
service to CBS and NBC. We struggled along without the wire
services until election night. Strangely enough, the UP had signed
a separate contract to supply us with election returns from across
the country. Then a few days before election night, it canceled
that contract. But through a comedy of errors, we survived. The
AP, not knowing of UP’s cancellation, also agreed to supply us
with returns. Then, on election night itself, the UP must have
discovered that its competitor was giving us the returns, for sud-
denly its teletype machine in our newsroom began chattering
in the election returns. And to complete the circuit, the INS
hastily installed a teletype in our newsroom. So, for the first
time, CBS had all three news services at its disposal and we
devoted the whole night to the election and capped it all off by
putting the new President-elect, Franklin Delano Roosevelt, on
the air from Hyde Park, New York. Radio, through its two major
networks, beat all the newspapers in the country with the elec-
tion results.

Newspaper publishers were chagrined and angry over the
success of radio in covering the election; some were still furious
at radio’s growth in listeners and revenues at a time in the depths
of the Depression when newspaper advertising revenues were
falling off. At CBS we received rumors and then reports which
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confirmed the newspaper publishers’ intention to band together
to deny the news wire services to radio stations or the networks.
What came to be called “the press-radio war” broke out. It was
serious business. Not only did the newspapers intend to cut off
their news stories but they threatened to stop printing our sched-
ules of daily programs (except as printed advertising) in their
papers. Thus radio listeners would not be able to know or to plan
what they wanted to hear on radio.

With my blessing, Ed Klauber wrote to Karl Bickel, president
of the United Press, insisting that no one in radio had any desire
to injure the press and no one had done anything in that direc-
tion. However, his letter stated firmly, “there must be news
broadcasting and we have no intention whatever to recede from
this field.” Pleading for peace and cooperation, we then made
our own threat: if the newspaper publishers cut off our source of
news, within forty-eight hours we would set up a news-gathering
agency of our own. Bickel replied that he too was for peace and
cooperation but that he would have to be guided by the wishes
of the newspaper publishers.

Our reconciliation efforts came to nil. The following month,
April 1933, the Associated Press, at its annual meeting of sub-
scribing newspaper publishers, voted “that the Board of Direc-
tors shall not allow any news distributed by the Associated Press,
regardless of source, to be given to any radio chain or
chains. . . .” The UP and INS soon followed with a similar ban.

Then the American Newspaper Publishers Association at its
1933 annual meeting voted to stop listing radio programs in their
newspapers except as advertising matter. Actually, it was a threat
that was never widely implemented. Broadcasting magazine
headlined the conflict succinctly: “A.P. and A.N.P.A. Declare
War on Radio.” All our efforts to make peace with the newspa-
pers failed. NBC struggled along without the news service, tele-
phoning around the country for its information, but since we pro-
claimed CBS as the number-one news network, I finally made the
decision to set up a news-gathering service of our own. The Co-
lumbia News Service was an unprecedented effort in broadcast-

’
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ing and Paul White, a great, hard-working newsman, spear-
headed the remarkable job of putting together a world-wide
news-gathering organization in a very brief time. He set up news
bureaus in New York, Washington, Chicago, and Los Angeles and
had their managers line up stringers (local newsmen engaged to
work part-time ) in almost every city in the country with a popu-
lation of more than 20,000 and in some other less populous loca-
tions. NBC did not engage in any news-gathering operation. We
were alone in confronting the publishers and wire services. For
three months the war continued. CBS went on to purchase the
Dow Jones ticker service, which brought us news from Washing-
ton as well as from the financial centers. In England we bought
the services of the Exchange Telegraph, and the Central News
Agency for coverage of Europe, Asia, Africa, and parts of South
America.

Dispatches flowed into our newsroom. Paul White and his staff
prepared three news programs each day, two five-minute news-
casts and one fifteen-minute summary. White did so well that
on occasion we had news stories that the newspapers missed. We
even received inquiries from some newspapers about the cost of
buying our news service. We had become competitive.

The newspaper publishers became even more angered. They
must have begun also to worry about a new competing news
service. On one occasion, Kent Cooper, general manager of the
Associated Press and one of the most eminent newsmen in
America, came to see me and tried to frighten me into making
peace with the publishers. From his august perch atop the news
media, he predicted dire consequences for CBS if we did not
agree to limit the amount of news we would broadcast in compe-
tition with the newspapers and wire services. I recognized the
greater facilities and the greater access to news of the three wire
services and all the 1,800 newspapers in the United States, but I
did not like to be threatened. And told him so. Frank B. Noyes,
president of the Associated Press and president of the Washing-
ton Evening Star, was one of the publishers who carried out the
threat of dropping the listings of CBS programs from his news-
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paper, while carrying the listings of NBC. The publishers then
threatened through their National Radio Committee to carry on
their fight against radio incursions into the news field in
Congress, which was then beginning to consider the provisions of
a federal communications act.

During the year, I had conferred several times with David
Sarnoff, president of RCA and with M. H. Aylesworth, president
of NBC, and we decided in November 1933 to meet with rep-
resentatives of the press to discuss ways in which we in radio
could live in peace with the newspaper publishers. In December,
I met with Roy Howard, chairman of the Scripps-Howard chain,
who agreed to act as an intermediary. Two days later, Ayles-
worth and I met with Associated Press’s Kent Cooper and United
Press’s Karl Bickel, and we laid the groundwork for a press-radio
peace meeting, which was held at the Hotel Biltmore in New
York on December 11, 1933. There representatives of CBS, NBC,
and the National Association of Broadcasters (representing local
stations) met with the chieftains of the three wire news services
and such newspapers as the Des Moines Register and Tribune,
the Nashville Banner, the New York Sun, and the Hearst and
Scripps-Howard chains.

We negotiated long and hard. The publishers wanted to get
CBS out of the news-gathering field and they wanted to limit
radio to announcing brief news items supplied by the newspapers
through the wire services. Furthermore, they insisted that the
news supplied to radio should not be used in competition with
the newspapers. That is, they wanted radio news summaries to be
broadcast only after the publication of the morning and after-
noon papers.

I insisted with equal vehemence that radio was not invented as
a service to hold things back: radio’s function was to bring news
and public events to the public faster than any other medium be-
cause it was able to do just that. Speaking for NBC as well as
CBS, I argued that we had an obligation to broadcast news as
fast as we got it.

The result of all this was a compromise, which came to be
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called “the Biltmore Agreement.” We agreed on behalf of radio
to drop our own news-gathering facilities, including the Colum-
bia News Service, and in exchange, the publishers agreed to set
up a special radio news bureau that would cull the news from
the three wire services and send radio networks and stations
two five-minute news summaries each day. We agreed to air
the two news programs only at 9:30 in the morning and g9:00
in the evening. In return, they agreed to send us flash bulle-
tins of news of “transcendent importance” for immediate broad-
cast. We agreed not to sell advertising for the two news-summary
programs, but they agreed that we could find sponsors for our
news commentaries.

The agreement was a trade-off and it accomplished its one
immediate purpose of bringing peace in the family of newspapers
and radio news coverage. The broadcasting of live news was not
mentioned at all. That was our own exclusive field and not nego-
tiable. It was also tacitly understood that the newspapers would
continue to carry the listings of radio program schedules.

What the Press-Radio Bureau agreed upon did not come into
being until the following year, on March 1, 1934, and by that
year, no one was paying much attention to any of the provisions
of the so-called agreement. The number of flash bulletins had in-
creased dramatically. Almost all spot news was being supplied
to the radio stations as news of “transcendent importance.”
Radio commentators again began to use spot news in their
analyses and commentaries. Then other competing radio news
agencies arose to sell their services to disgruntled radio stations,
so that in 1935, the UP and the INS joined in the competition
to sell news to radio stations. For all intents and purposes, the
Biltmore Agreement was dead. The time schedules for radio news
summaries fell by the wayside and even the stations which sub-
scribed to the Press-Radio Bureau were able to broadcast news
summaries as early as 8 A.M. and 6 p.M. In short, none of the re-
strictions imposed upon radio worked for very long. In the end,
radio could not be held back from performing its vital role in
bringing the news to listeners faster than any other medium.
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I wondered afterward about the wisdom of my decision to
abandon the Columbia News Service. But one cannot know the
road untraveled. CBS might have had an earlier lead in develop-
ing its own news-gathering prowess. But at the time, we really
did not have a need for such a large organization to put together
the short news summaries customary at that time. When the
need arose in later years, CBS moved on its own without hesita-
tion to gather and to broadcast news from around the world.

The ultimate, long-range effect of that press-radio war of the
thirties was the demonstration and proof that fledgling radio
could stand up to the newspaper barons of the day. The two
major networks, CBS and NBC, came head-to-head against the
dominant newspaper and wire services and, despite some linger-
ing bitterness, radio (and later television) won recognition as
full-fledged members of the Fourth Estate, co-equal with news-
papers in the dissemination of the news. Radio would never be
controlled or dominated by the print media.




Live News

On the day the German Nazi Army marched unresisted
into Austria, March 11, 1938—the prelude to World
War II-I was home in New York with a cold and a fever. Ed
Klauber telephoned to tell me that Vienna had refused us the
use of its facilities to broadcast from that city. I thought of the
director general of the Austrian broadcasting service, whom I
had met several times in Vienna, and remembered that we had
had a rather pleasant working relationship. Not quite realizing
just how bad things might be, I reacted as I often do when a
problem arises. I picked up the telephone.

The overseas operator put me through without difficulty to
Vienna to my friend, the broadcasting director general. I told
him how distressing it was that his organization was not allowing
us the use of the facilities we needed to broadcast from there. In
a tearful voice he broke in to say, “I am sorry, Mr. Paley, I am no
longer in charge here. I cannot do anything . . . I would if I
could.” There was a sob and then a click. The connection was
broken and he was gone.

I thought about it for a while and realized that every capital in
Europe must be seething in reaction to Hitler’s takeover of Aus-
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tria. Whether or not we could hear from captured Vienna, it
would be interesting if we could switch from one capital to the
other and give reports from all. But was it technically feasible? I
called Klauber and asked him to put it up to the engineers. Their
first reaction was gloomy—it couldn’t be done. I insisted that
there must be some way. Within an hour, Klauber called back to
say that it would be a very tricky operation, but it probably could
worked out. I urged him to proceed with haste.

At the time, CBS had a staff in Europe consisting of two men:
Edward R. Murrow and William L. Shirer. Neither of them at
the time was really a broadcast newsman. Murrow had been
hired by CBS in September 1935 as “Director of Talks” and his
job was to arrange for personalities to give informative talks over
the network. When I first met him, I was so impressed with him—
he was such a sober, earnest young man at twenty-seven with
that elongated, somber face—that I wrote a memo to Ed Klauber,
who had hired him: “Mr. Murrow might be the best one in this
organization to be responsible for all of our international
broadcasting.” We needed such a man, for our broadcasts from
Europe were on the rise. A year and a half later, in 1937, we as-
signed him to London as our European director. I had great faith
in him. But when he came into my office for a talk on the day be-
fore he left for Europe, I had no idea that this assignment would
set in motion the career of the greatest broadcasting journalist of
his generation.

He was the head of our foreign staff, a staff of one. When we
wanted to expand it in the summer of 1937, Murrow showed his
gift for recognizing the talents of others by engaging William L.
Shirer, an experienced foreign correspondent for newspapers,
who had broadcast occasionally for CBS. Shirer’s regular assign-
ment, from a base in Vienna, like Murrow’s from his base in
London, was to arrange broadcasts and do interviews. On March
10, 1938, both happened to be away—Murrow in Poland and
Shirer in Yugoslavia—arranging musical broadcasts for segments
of the American School of the Air.

Fortunately, Shirer, who years later was to write The Rise and
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Fall of the Third Reich, the definitive book on the subject, got
back to Vienna the next day, to witness Germany’s invasion and
takeover of Austria. The only broadcaster on the scene, Shirer
tried to get on the air to New York, but Nazi soldiers escorted
him out of the broadcast studios with bayonets.

He reached Murrow in Warsaw and explained that broadcast-
ing in Austria was shut down. Murrow, having been in touch
with Paul White in New York, suggested that Shirer fly to Lon-
don and go on the air from there with an eyewitness account of
what had happened. Murrow would head for Vienna.

The day after the takeover, Shirer went on the air for CBS
from the BBC studios in London and reported in personal, telling
detail:

Austria’s resistance to Nazi Socialism actually collapsed at
6:15 P.M. yesterday when it was announced on the radio that
the plebiscite had been indefinitely postponed. . . . When
the radio announcement came over the loudspeaker, the
Fatherland Front people and the workers melted away and
stole home as best they could. On the other hand, it was the
signal for the Nazis to come out and capture the streets of
the capital. And yet, as late as 6:00 p.m., the picture had
been quite different. I was walking across a large square just
a block from the Opera, at six, just as two lone policemen
were driving a crowd of 500 Nazis off the square without the
slightest difficulty. A half hour later you would not have rec-
ognized Vienna as being the same city.

With the announcement that the plebiscite was off, the
Nazis suddenly poured by tens of thousands into the old
inner city. . . . I saw a strange sight: twenty men, bent
down, formed a human pyramid, and a little man—1I suppose
he was picked for his weight—scampered over a lot of
shoulders and, clutching a huge swastika flag, climbed to the
balcony of the Chancellory.

By the next day, in line with my instructions for a European
news roundup, Murrow and Shirer had recruited American news-
paper correspondents in Paris, Rome, and Berlin. Murrow had
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persuaded German authorities to open a line for him from
Vienna, and our CBS engineers had managed the technicalities
involved. So, at 8 P.M. on March 13, 1938, two days after the
event, CBS broadcast its first round robin of European news and
commentary on the Nazi invasion of Austria. We called it the CBS
European Roundup. Pierre Huss of the International News Ser-
vice reported from Berlin; Edgar Ansel Mowrer of the Chicago
Daily News from Paris; Shirer, and Ellen Wilkinson, a member
of Parliament, from London; Murrow from Vienna. Shirer also
read a report from Frank Gervasi of INS in Rome. From Wash-
ington, D.C., Senator Lewis B. Schwellenbach of Washington
commented from the American point of view.

In the CBS studio in New York, Robert Trout played a role
which has since become familiar but was then unknown. Trout
was a remarkable extemporaneous broadcaster. He belonged to
that small group who could talk in front of a microphone without
notes for twenty, thirty, sixty minutes, two hours, without stop-
ping. H. V. Kaltenborn could do the same and then comment on
and analyze what he had said. In that European Roundup, Trout
may have been the first anchorman in the profession.

Ed Murrow’s broadcast that night from Vienna, his first solo
performance as a newsman, gave a hint of the unique sensibilities
he would put to use throughout the coming war:

This is Edward Murrow speaking from Vienna. It's now
nearly 2:30 in the morning and Herr Hitler has not yet ar-
rived. . . . From the air, Vienna didn’t look much different
than it has before, but, nevertheless, it’s changed. The crowds
are courteous as they've always been, but many people are
in holiday mood; they lift the right arm a little higher here
than in Berlin and the ‘Heil Hitler’ is said a little more loudly.
There isn’t a great deal of hilarity, but at the same time there
doesn’t seem to be much feeling of tension. Young storm
troopers are riding about the streets, riding about in trucks
and vehicles of all sorts, singing and tossing oranges out to
the crowd. Nearly every principal building has its armed
guard, including the one from which I am speaking. There
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are still huge crowds along the Ringstrasse and people still
stand outside the principal hotels, just waiting and watching
for some famous man to come in or out. As I said, everything
is quiet in Vienna tonight. There’s a certain air of expectancy
about the city, everyone waiting and wondering where and
at what time Herr Hitler will arrive.

For the time, it was an extraordinary feat of logistics and plan-
ning. Each correspondent reported live, some thousands of miles
away from each other and each of their reports had to be sched-
uled precisely to the second. It would not be long before we
would be able to have such widely scattered correspondents talk
to one another on the air. In 1938 this new technique was imme-
diately recognized as an unusual event in news. We put it on
again the very next night with a somewhat different cast of corre-
spondents. By bringing together in one program an anchorman at
studio headquarters and correspondents on location, we were
doing something that would become the important format of
modern news broadcasting. The European Roundup became the
World News Roundup, which is still on the air at 8 A.m. Eastern
Standard Time, Monday through Friday.

It was six months from the Austrian invasion to the Munich
crisis. In that period, Murrow and Shirer, who now formed the
nucleus of a growing CBS foreign news-gathering organization,
cabled dispatches to our newsroom in New York, drew upon the
services of newspaper correspondents, gave their own broadcasts,
and arranged broadcasts by participants in events. Hitler'’s de-
mands on Czechoslovakia and the threat of imminent war that
September gripped the attention of the American public as had
no other foreign event. For the next eighteen days—to the signing
of the Munich Pact by Hitler and Britain’s Prime Minister Cham-
berlain on September 30—CBS was immersed in the crisis day
and night. I was either at the studio or constantly listening from
wherever I might be.

Live news and on-the-spot broadcasting made their mark. I
was so excited that I sent Murrow and Shirer this cable: “Colum-
bia’s coverage of the European crisis is superior to its competitors
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and is probably the best job of its kind ever done in radio
broadcasting.”

CBS presented more than a hundred special broadcasts on the
Munich crisis from Europe, particularly from London, Prague,
Paris, and Berlin, but also from Rome, Geneva, Godesberg,
Munich, Nuremberg, Trieste, Stratford-upon-Avon, Warsaw, and
Budapest. The use of numbers to describe something can be bor-
ing but they convey briefly the ferment at CBS. About sixty
members of a small home-office staff threw themselves into work
on the news. Despite the technical and programming intricacies,
we put on fourteen European Roundups during the eighteen
days of the Munich crisis. Kaltenborn himself broadcast about a
hundred analyses of the situation, a tour de force that made him
famous. He seemed to live at our Studio g in our Madison Avenue
headquarters. Altogether, with the numerous spot bulletins, the
news summaries, the commentaries, and the analyses, CBS put on
a total of nearly five hundred broadcasts on Munich in less than
three weeks.

Still, at this time, CBS had a foreign news staff of only three
men, Murrow, Shirer, and Thomas Grandin, whom we had en-
gaged in 1938 and stationed in Paris. On a temporary basis we
hired a number of stringers—correspondents of European and
American newspapers and wire services—in foreign capitals, who
were on call to broadcast for CBS on special occasions. It was just
good enough for emergencies of the moment but in the event of
war we were understaffed and weakly organized. By mid-1939,
Czechoslovakia had fallen, Albania had been invaded, and both
Germany and Italy were flaunting their further aggressive inten-
tions. An all-European war was a distinct possibility. Yet, to many
Americans, peace still seemed more likely. Quite apart from per-
sonal considerations, from a management point of view it was
important for us to have an opinion: Would there be war? Or
would there be peace? Should CBS enlarge its permanent news
organization in Europe? In July 1939, we sent Paul White to
London to assess the situation.

White reported back uncertainty about the imminence of war,
but he recommended in a letter the addition of one more foreign
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staff member “to be taken into this office as soon as possible, and
trained not only for substitute work here (in London) in the
event of a crisis, but also for a European post with us in the event
that no crisis arises or the war becomes postponed indefinitely.”

On July 26, Ed Murrow wrote to Ed Klauber from London: “I
think that such plans as can be made have been made for cover-
ing the next crisis, which I remain convinced will not result in
war.” The upshot of this uncertainty about the war was that in
August we added one new correspondent to our foreign staff. Ed
Murrow persuaded a twenty-six-year-old, hard-working news-
man, Eric Sevareid, to join CBS. Sevareid at the time was hold-
ing down two jobs: city editor of the Paris edition of the Her-
ald Tribune and night editor of the United Press in Paris.

Back in New York, we added two distinguished journalists to
our staff of news analysts. One was Major George Fielding Eliot,
who had served in both the Australian infantry and the American
Army and had gone on to write books and lecture on military
topics. The other was Elmer Davis, a Rhodes scholar and free-
lance writer who had met Ed Klauber when both had worked
for the New York Times. Klauber and Paul White lured Davis to
CBS to pinch-hit for Kaltenborn who was off on a three-week
trip to Europe and to take on a special, new five-minute nightly
news broadcast from 8:55 to g:00 ».M. Davis came aboard and
stayed with CBS for three years, until June 1942, when he was
chosen by the government to head the newly created Office of
War Information.® Thus before the war started, we had in White,
® Elmer Davis’ inimitable style as a writer and a man can be discerned from
this very nice, handwritten note he sent:

“Dear Bill—

In the hustle of departure I failed to express adequately my real regret

at leaving Columbia. Not only did you give me the nation-wide audi-

ence that made this transition possible (I will tell you a year from now
whether that was a favor or not) but I always found Columbia a good
place to work. It has always been my good fortune to work for civilized
employers but Columbia was the most pleasant of the lot. With con-
siderable apprehension I leave a job I know I could do for one which

I may not be able to do at all, looking backward at what will presently
seem a lost Paradise.”
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Murrow, Shirer, Sevareid, Kaltenborn, Eliot, Davis, and Grandin,
the foundation of one of the most distinguished news organiza-
tions ever assembled by any branch of the media.

We also established a short-wave listening station on Long
Island to pick up broadcasts from Europe. That facility enabled
CBS to put overseas news on the air quickly. Oftentimes, we
broadcast news which was picked up by the American news-
papers and wire services who had so disdained us in earlier years.
These arrangements to enlarge our news staff were made none
too soon.

The Stalin-Hitler Pact was announced on August 21 and by
the end of the month, war was at hand. Germany invaded Poland
on the night of August 31. Britain and France mobilized. There
was a pause of two days. We reported the mobilization in detail,
and, along with the whole world, waited for the response of
Britain and France. On September 3, 1939, from London, Mur-
row reported the start of World War II:

Forty-five minutes ago the Prime Minister stated that a
state of war existed between Britain and Germany. Air raid
instructions were immediately broadcast, and almost directly
following that broadcast air raid warning sirens screamed
through the quiet calm of this Sabbath morning. There were
planes in the sky. Whose, we couldn’t be sure. Now we're sit-
ting quite comfortably underground. We're told that the “all
clear” signal has been sounded in the streets, but it’s not yet
been heard in this building.

In a few minutes we shall hope to go up into the sunlight
and see what has happened. It may have been only a re-
hearsal. London may not have been the objective—and may
have been.

I have just been informed that upstairs in the sunlight ev-
erything is normal, that cars are traveling though the streets.
There are people walking in the streets and taxis are cruising
about as usual.
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The crowd outside Downing Street received the first news
of war with a rousing cheer, and they heard that news
through a radio in a car parked near Downing Street.

The responsibilities of reporting a war were enormous. As the
intermittent alarms came in faster and faster, the spot bulletins
and special events of broadcasting became general news. We
emerged transformed. In late 1939 and through 1940 and 1941,
while the war abroad hung like a shadow over the United States,
our newsroom and the studio next to it became the most in-
tensely active and growing places in our broadcasting organi-
zation. We continued to expand staff and facilities. Our newsmen
worked with a passion almost around the clock. Copy flowed
like a deluge into our newsroom from three main sources: our
own correspondents at home and abroad, the newspaper wire
services, and our short-wave listening post, which received
broadcasts from a mélange of foreign sources. Our home-office
staff distilled and prepared newscasts, which we broadcast day
and night in regular summaries, bulletins, analyses, and in
roundups.

Both abroad and at home our news staff grew rapidly. From
the ad hoc organization of stringers and the permanent staff of
four foreign correspondents on September 1, 1939, we jumped to
fourteen regular foreign correspondents by the end of the year, to
thirty-nine in 1940, and to more than sixty in 1941. In a short
time, CBS News became one of the three or four outstanding for-
eign news organizations in the United States, in both numbers
and quality. The new strength of our domestic news organization
also became evident when, in 1940, we sent thirty-four staffers to
the political conventions. Among the personalities in CBS News
not already mentioned, some forgotten now, some still famous,
but all distinguished, were—I like to mention their names—Mary
Marvin Breckinridge, Cecil Brown, Winston Burdett, Charles
Collingwood, William J. Dunn, Erland Echlin, Harry W. Flan-
nery, Farnsworth Fowle, Bill Henry, Russell Hill, Larry LeSueur,
Howard K. Smith, Betty Wason, Leigh White, and William L.
White.
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Much has been written about the journalistic accomplishments
of the members of CBS News in the war, and the routes they
traveled and the hazards they faced to get the news home. We
sent Bill Shirer to Germany and, to his extreme distaste, upon the
fall of France, he entered his beloved Paris with the German
Army. Ed Murrow, chief of our foreign correspondents, held the
United States in thrall with his broadcasts of the Battle of Brit-
ain. His very personal manner of speaking, punctuated by the ev-
eryday sounds from the streets and the explosion of bombs, be-
came in the United States the best-known and most respected
broadcast voice of the war.

There was no substantial public issue about the rapid buildup
of American forces for national defense, but throughout the
country there was a conflict of opinion about American involve-
ment in the war. For me, as chief executive of CBS, the dilemma
was how the network should handle the great debate. We had
long-standing policies in both news and public affairs: unbiased
news and the presentation of opposing opinions of representative
public figures. Radio, like television, is a particularly sensitive
medium. Like the press, we use our editorial judgment in the se-
lection and presentation of news. But unlike the press, radio,
being a medium of sound, can carry emotion and the bewitch-
ment of live personality.

These were delicate matters at the outset of the war in Europe.
Two days after Britain declared war on Germany, I had Klauber
issue a memorandum to the CBS organization reiterating our
standing editorial policies—a position adopted afterward by the
other networks and by the National Association of Broadcasters.
I insisted that as an organization CBS had to be thoroughly ob-
jective in reporting the war: we would be fair and factual; we
would maintain a calm manner at the microphone; the sound of a
newscaster’s voice would not betray any subconscious emotions
or prejudices. There was no great difficulty in carrying out these
directives in straight news or in public affairs, despite the subjec-
tive element in the selection, writing, and presentation of news,
common to all journalism. I merely emphasized the need to try
consciously to avoid bias.
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When President Roosevelt proposed revision of the Neutrality
Act, we broadcast his address and then provided a free forum for
one of the most extended debates ever heard on a radio network.
We presented thirty-four speakers with different points of view
in the five weeks before Congress voted on the Neutrality Act.

We took no position on the issue, not because as citizens we
had no opinions, but because we believed the overwhelming
need of the public was to be given the basic information on
which to make its own choices. Certainly, with the issues of war
and peace to be decided, the personal opinions of broadcasting
journalists had no place on the air. Their work was to provide ob-
jective information for others. The professional reporter would be
checked by the questions of a professional editor, except when
his broadcast was live and checking was impossible.

For each distinguished correspondent whose name the public
has learned, there have been unknown editors and producers who
have asked hard questions of the reporter himself. Our journal-
istic strength comes not only from our correspondents, but also
from the producers and managers who constantly oversee this
whole editorial process.

In the field of news analysis, however, it was more difficult to
enforce such policies. It was not easy at times to know where to
draw the line between analysis and personal opinion. None of our
wartime analysts—H. V. Kaltenborn, Elmer Davis, George Field-
ing Eliot—disagreed with me on policy. Indeed, Elmer Davis, in
an article in Harper’s in November 1g3g, and later before a con-
gressional committee, brilliantly explained and defended our pol-
icy. Each did, however, step over the line of objectivity on occa-
sion, and at one time or another I had to take a stand.

In the early summer of 1g40 I was called by James Forrestal,
one of Roosevelt’s aides (and an old golfing friend), and asked
if I would take a new government post, Coordinator of Inter-
American Affairs. I told him that I wasn't right for the job but
that I knew someone who was. I recommended Nelson Rocke-
feller, whom I had come to know through our work at the Mu-
seum of Modern Art. I was aware that Nelson had business inter-
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ests in South America and spoke Spanish, and had some feeling
for the people there. Forrestal called Rockefeller, who accepted
the post, an event of no small importance, for it was the begin-
ning of his career in politics.

A few months later, I received another request from the gov-
emment. This one came from the President himself, and so I
could hardly refuse. While I was having lunch in Washington
with Jesse Jones, the Secretary of Commerce, an aide handed
him a note. He turned to me and said, “Bill, are you supposed to
be having lunch with the President today?” I said no, and he told
his aide, “Some mistake. Just call back and say no. A few
moments later the aide reappeared and announced, “Mr. Sec-
retary, the President is in his office waiting for Mr. Paley to
join him for lunch.” Jones firmly declared to me, “You must be
mistaken. You have a date with the President.” I knew I hadn't,
but obviously I had been commanded. I was whisked by limou-
sine into the White House grounds, nudged through a couple of
doors and found myself standing before Franklin Roosevelt.

“Bill, sit down. I've been waiting for you,” he said. A metal box
on wheels was rolled into his office and placed beside him at his
desk. From it, he took out our lunch, handing my plate to me and
placing his on the desk in front of him. He said he had heard I
was in Washington and wanted to see me.

The President was gracious, charming and serious, all at the
same time. He remarked that he had learned that I was contem-
plating a trip to South America in order to extend the CBS net-
work to that area. I explained that I was planning such a trip but
that plans for short-wave broadcasting to Latin America were
still in the formative stage. The President talked of his concern
over Nazi propaganda and its influence over radio stations in
Latin America. Our country ought to do something to counteract
that Nazi influence, he said, adding that he would appreciate it if
I would take on that assignment.

Such a request from a President, particularly in times of emer-
gency, is a moving thing. I promised I would do what I could
and would report to him.
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After a quick exchange of letters with the President, I left for a
seven-week swing on November 8, 1940, through the major na-
tions of South and Central America, accompanied by Mrs. Paley,
Paul White, and Edmund Chester, our Spanish-speaking director
of short-wave broadcasting activities. We returned to the United
States with contracts with the most important stations in just
about every country we visited—sixty-four stations in all, a Latin
American network! The contracts provided that CBS would
beam to Latin America our entertainment, cultural, and news
programs in Spanish and Portuguese. Sustaining programs would
be provided free and sponsored programs, if any, would provide
a share of the advertising money to the stations broadcasting the
programs. All in all, it was quite an exciting and adventuresome
trip in which I met heads of states as well as the owners and
directors of radio stations.

I gave President Roosevelt a detailed report and analysis on
what my staff and I had learned about the influence of Nazi Ger-
many in each of the countries I visited.t I surmised (and ac-
cepted the probability early on) that if we entered the war, the
U. S. Government would take over our new Latin American net-
work as part of the war effort. And, of course, that is what hap-
pened. Because of wartime delays in the delivery of material for
our two new short-wave transmitters on Long Island, our
broadcasting to Latin America did not start until May 1942. Six
months later, the government requisitioned the network and
began sending its own broadcasts south of the border. The man
in charge of the operation was Nelson Rockefeller, the Coordi-
nator of Inter-American Affairs.

On December 7, 1941, I was up at Kiluna Farm for the week-
end, talking with one of our weekend guests, Ben Hecht, the
writer, when someone rushed into the room, shouting that Pearl
Harbor had been attacked by the Japanese. I turned on the radio
for the news and then (taking Hecht into town, too) drove to the

11 gave an abbreviated similar report to the American people in an article
I wrote for the April 1941 issue of Fortune magazine.
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CBS headquarters. There was nothing much I could do that night
except, like Americans throughout the country, listen to the radio.

The next day, Ed Murrow, on leave from London, came into
the office and told me he had met with the President at the
White House the night before, hours after the news of the attack
on Pear] Harbor! Murrow had had an appointment with Roose-
velt for that evening, but after the news of Pearl Harbor had
been broadcast, he had telephoned the White House on the as-
sumption that his appointment would be canceled. But no, he
was told, the President still wished to see him, if he would be
willing to wait until the President finished his work. Murrow
waited hours in the residential quarters of the White House.
It was after midnight when he was called in to see the Pres-
ident. He described President Roosevelt on that night of Pearl
Harbor as being very well composed, serious and eager to learn
what Murrow could tell him of the events, personalities, and
atmosphere of the European theater of war. Murrow was amazed
that on that day of days, the President of the United States
would take the time to keep an appointment with him. But
to me it reflected the high esteem in which Ed Murrow was
held in the White House and throughout the nation. The
previous week I had given a dinner to honor Murrow for his war-
time broadcasts from bombarded London and it seemed that al-
most every eminent American pressed us for an invitation. The
guest list grew to one thousand. Edward R. Murrow had become
a national hero, our most famous war correspondent, for he had
been America’s eyewitness to Britain’s “finest hour.” After Pearl
Harbor, he was most anxious to get back to London.

When our country declared war on the Axis powers, CBS, like
every other institution in the United States, converted itself in its
own way to a total war effort. We adopted war themes on many
of our programs. In dramatic shows, characters met wartime
problems; the American School of the Air brought war news,
information, and instruction to children; Country Journal gave
farmers help in solving wartime agricultural problems; The Gar-
den Gate promoted Victory gardens; Church of the Air broad-
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cast talks by chaplains. There were new series exclusively about
the war: They Live Forever, The Man Behind the Gun, Our
Secret Weapon. Kate Smith conducted War Bond drives. Some
of our company-owned stations went on a twenty-four-hour-a-
day schedule, serving as part of an air raid defense system
and also providing entertainment for defense workers on the
overnight “swing shift.”

Some of our most difficult problems lay in the presentation of
the news. From day to day and hour to hour, the news took on
immediate and personal meaning for almost every American.
Consequently, while the journalists’ responsibilities for accuracy
and completeness had not changed, the weight of these respon-
sibilities had increased enormously. We accepted government
restrictions on news that would affect the military—troop move-
ments, new inventions, movements of merchant vessels, and the
like—to avoid giving vital information to the enemy. It was
more difficult to draw the line on controversial subjects which
the public had a right to know.

News reports would affect American public opinion and could
have an important influence on the war effort. There were
legitimate differences of opinion, for instance, about the division
of the war effort between the Far East and Europe, about the
British, about the “Second Front” to relieve the Russians, and so
on. We had to strike a balance between serving the cause of our
war effort and maintaining objectivity in our news reports. About
this time, I decided that as head of CBS I had better make a war-
time visit to London and get a closer perspective on the war.

In late August 1942, I flew to London by Pan American
Clipper, a journey then of many hours, in the pleasant company
of my Kiluna Farm neighbor and future brother-in-law, John Hay
Whitney. Jock was in the Army Air Force and was being trans-
ferred to London. From all reports, especially those of Ed Mur-
row, I knew that I would meet people who, though ravaged by
raids from the air, had come through with a quality of perse-
verance seldom matched in human history. I had also heard but
not yet realized how normally and casually, at least on the sur-
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face, they went about their business, even pleasure, while under
fire.

I was met by a friend, Randolph Churchill, son of Britain’s
Prime Minister. He had come into my life in the early thirties on
one of my trips to England, and we met thereafter in England
or in New York from time to time. I was delighted to see him
and his wife, Pam (now Mrs. Averell Harriman). On my first
night in London, they took me out to dinner and to a nightclub
afterward—a reception characteristic of these English even in a
war-torn capital. Late that first night, I met Jock again and we
walked home together along dark streets to Claridge’s, tradition-
ally the “American hotel” in London. General George C. Marshall,
United States Chief of Staff, and Harry Hopkins, representing
President Roosevelt, had stayed there shortly before we did, and
one had the feeling of walking through history.

The next morning I received an invitation to lunch with
Dwight D. Eisenhower, who had just been appointed Com-
mander-in-Chief of the Allied Expeditionary Force, in antici-
pation of the invasion. The appointment was still a secret at the
time. It was simply a get-acquainted meeting at his flat at the
Dorchester Hotel. We had a mutual associate in Harry Butcher,
who had been a CBS vice-president before the war, in charge of
our Washington office, and who spent most of the war as Eisen-
hower’s Naval Aide and confidant, sitting in on everything that
concerned the General, guiding his relations with the press and
broadcasting. He, in fact, kept a diary of events for Eisenhower.

The first meeting with Eisenhower was pleasant, casual, and, I
think, a time-out period of relaxation for a man who carried
such heavy responsibilities upon his shoulders. Nothing was
said, for instance, about General Marshall’s recent visit to Lon-
don which resulted, I found out later, in a major change in war
plans. (They had decided to attack the “underbelly” of Europe
through North Africa first, rather than conduct a direct invasion
across the Channel.) Instead, General Eisenhower and General
Carl (Tooey) Spaatz, commander of the U. S. Eighth Air Force,
who made a fourth at the lunch aside from Harry Butcher, in-
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ducted me into the realm of “short snorters,” a special “society” of
air travelers who had crossed the Atlantic. You became a short
snorter by having another person sign and date one of your dollar
bills, and you did the same to his bill, after which you were
obliged to carry that bill with you always. If you were challenged
and failed to produce your signed dollar bill, you were fined a
dollar. So, they signed my bill and I signed theirs, and became a
short snorter. .

The two generals impressed me. Behind their genial horseplay,
they showed strong character and seriousness of purpose in the
deadly business of war. I soon thought of Eisenhower as one of
the most engaging men I had ever known. Later I was to learn
that he was far more effective in small groups than in addressing
large audiences. At any rate, at the time I certainly appreciated
the General’s hospitality. It was the start of a long friendship.

The British themselves extended to me hospitality such as I
had never received before. With their nation’s survival at stake,
they felt a friendliness for their American allies which was ex-
traordinary. British friends and acquaintances of mine fostered
this atmosphere by giving small, intimate dinner parties where
people got to know one another personally. What with lunch and
dinner engagements every day, the giving and receiving of inter-
views, and work at the office, I was kept busy. For me there was
also a long-standing personal attraction to London. I had friends
there, like Alfred Duff Cooper (Viscount Norwich), the writer
and diplomat, who had been Minister of Information in the first
years of the war. Duff was a short, solid, strong man, highly
educated and cultured, with a temper that was truly terrifying
when out of control. His wife, Diana, was a great beauty. Their
son had lived with us at Kiluna Farm since the war had started.
They expressed their appreciation by giving a small dinner party
for me in a private dining room at the Dorchester. The guests
included Prime Minister Churchill and his wife, Clementine;
Brendan Bracken, who was then Minister of Information in
Churchill’'s Cabinet; Ronald Tree, an M.P. and cabinet adviser
on American affairs, and his then wife, Nancy; and a few others
—about ten in all.
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I came to the party with a memory of having met Churchill
once before in the mid-thirties, at which time he was looked
upon as a rebel and was in disfavor with the Establishment. Ran-
dolph had invited my wife, Dorothy, and me to a weekend of
golf at Chartwell, his father’s country place, and I had sat silently
then as a young man through a long lunch listening to Churchill
complain about the lack of military preparedness in England. So,
when I came to the Duff Coopers’ party that night in 1942, I was
eager to see Churchill again, now at the height of his political
and personal powers.

He truly was a great human being. The public and the private
man were one and the same; vision and reality came together in a
single truth. Churchill had about him that rare quality of per-
sonal grandeur, not only upon the world stage but at the dinner
table. The legend of his fabulous capacity for drinking, I think,
has been exaggerated. At political and military meetings, I have
been told, he drank hardly at all and only chewed the end of
a long cigar. But when he relaxed in the evening, he relaxed
according to legend: cocktails, wine through dinner, champagne
after, then brandy. But he scarcely showed it. His was a tongue
that hardly needed loosening.

He was at his best that night, even a bit euphoric, and with
good reason. Recently returned from Cairo and the front at El
Alamein, he talked about the war at the eastern end of North
Africa. He described how the British had been in retreat but had
stopped Rommel at the El Alamein line. Only later did I realize
that while he talked about East Africa he said nothing about
“Torch”—the code name for the forthcoming Allied invasion of
North Africa which was at that time top secret. Although he had
just been to Moscow to tell Stalin the Second Front was off and
“Torch” was on, he said nothing about it.

The guests took turns expressing their views. I listened, saying
little, content to learn and observe. It did not occur to me that I
would be expected to perform. It was about half-past eleven and
for some time I had had a need to visit the men’s room. But no
one else had left the table and so I sat there, very uncomfortable.
Then the Prime Minister turned to me and said, “Mr. Paley, you
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have just come from New York. We would like very much to
have you tell us what the attitude in America is toward the war
in Europe and toward us in particular. Anything you could tell
us would be greatly appreciated.”

That was certainly a key question in every Briton’s mind. How-
ever, the first priority on my mind was how to find the men’s
room. And so I answered him, saying, “Mr. Prime Minister, if
you'll excuse me for a minute, I'd be glad to answer your ques-
tion.” I got up, left the table, and went to the room I needed so
badly. Upon coming back, I was jittery. One did not address the
Prime Minister of Great Britain—at least I didn’t—without a cer-
tain degree of nervousness. I hoped that the party had gone on
to some other subject and that I'd been forgotten. Not at all.
Not a word was being said at the table. When I sat down
Churchill looked at me and said, “Well, go ahead, Mr. Paley.”

I gave my interpretation of the current attitudes of Americans
toward England. Churchill may have been worried about some
anti-British feeling in the United" States, and perhaps about
whether the pre-war isolationist sentiment in America still lin-
gered toward Europe. To the best of my ability, I summed up the
opinions of various American groups, even of the “America
Firsters” who had been so prominent on the isolationist side. I ex-
plained that there were still some people who felt that the United
States should not have gotten involved in the European war. But,
I said, the vast majority of Americans, including some ardent iso-
lationists, were now very much in favor of our war efforts to help
destroy Hitler.

During that evening, I had another head-on encounter with
the redoubtable Churchill, which will ever remain in my mem-
ory. Being a new and eager “short snorter,” I had inducted Duff
Cooper and, much to my surprise, he immediately turned around
and challenged Churchill. The Prime Minister truly snorted that
of course he was a short snorter. He implied he had invented it.
But he failed to produce his bill. He also refused to pay the fine.
He insisted he could not be challenged on the ground, only in the
air. My host appealed to me and I felt honor-bound to disagree
with the Prime Minister.

148




LIVE NEWS

“Well, sir, I hate to contradict you, but I was inducted recently
into the society and I understand that you could challenge an-
other member at any place, on land, sea, or in the air.”

“Not true,” said Churchill. “Who inducted you?”

“General Eisenhower and General Spaatz,” I said.

“Oh, they said that, did they?” said he. “Well, they're wrong,
they're wrong.”

“Okay, they may be wrong, but here’s my bill,” said I, chal-
lenging him. “Just sign it, would you?”

“One isn’t suppose to sign it on land,” he persisted.

“Well, sign it anyway, won’t you, please?”

So, he signed it, “Winston Churchill” and then with a baleful
look at me, added “(with reservations).”

The morning after the Duff Coopers’ party I heard that the
story of my exit from the dinner table to the bathroom was being
bruited about London. In the English tradition of supreme per-
sonal discipline, many of those who heard the story thought I
should have remained at the table, no matter what. My host,
Duff Cooper was of that opinion, much to my surprise.

When I saw Eisenhower again before leaving London, he
asked if there was anything he could do for me. I told him the
short-snorter story and suggested, I thought whimsically, that he
lodge a plea with the Prime Minister concerning the dollar he
owed me. A couple of weeks after I got back to New York I re-
ceived a note from Averell Harriman, who was then stationed in
London as the chief overseas administrator of Lend-Lease. En-
closed was a dollar bill, which Churchill had asked him to pass on
to me. He explained that Churchill had been told by Eisen-
hower that he was wrong about the rules and that Churchill
had said he was “paying up.” I still have that short-snorter bill
framed in my office.

British hospitality is a special genre, unduplicated anywhere
else in the world. Although I had visited England many times be-
fore, it was on this wartime trip that I became more conscious
than ever before of the understated qualities of the British na-
tional character, traditions, and sophistication. In some of the
most formal, stately country homes and castles, owned by the
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same families for generations, if not hundreds of years, I came
upon the most splendid furniture, furnishings and paintings,
much of it of museum quality. In the best of these houses, every-
thing was ;eranged in a sort of casual manner, rich but not
ostentatious. The overall impression was one I would keep with
me the rest of my life.

Ditchley, the country home of Ronnie and Nancy Tree, was for
me at the time the most beautiful home I had seen in England.
Ronnie, born in England of American parents, and Nancy, who
came from Virginia, were fabulous hosts to me over many memo-
rable weekends I spent at Ditchley during this trip and upon my
returns to England later in the war. Apparently Winston Chur-
chill agreed, for he spent almost every weekend during the war
at Ditchley, rather than Chequers, the country estate which the
government provided for the Prime Minister. One reason went
beyond the magnificent hospitality: Ditchley was safer, for the
Germans must have known the location of Chequers.

In the round of social engagements, I met Lord Louis Mount-
batten, shortly before he was appointed Supreme Commander of
Allied Forces in Southeast Asia; I conferred with U. S. Ambassa-
dor John G. Winant and with Averell Harriman; spent weekends
at Lady Baillie’s residence, called Leeds Castle; and one evening
at Lord Beaverbrook's country house, Cherkley, in Surrey, less
than an hour’s drive from London. The evening was, like Eng-
land itself, memorable.

Ed Murrow drove me to Beaverbrook’s, warning me before-
hand that the British press lord took particular pleasure in ex-
tracting indiscreet information from his guests by getting them
as drunk as possible. At the dinner table, where among the guests
were Lady Mountbatten and the author H. G. Wells, Lord
Beaverbrook apparently decided to focus on me. When I de-
clined his offer of wine, he asked, “Will you have some whiskey?”
To that I agreed, and a bottle of scotch was brought to the table.
He poured lavishly.

“I hope you will drink with me, sir,” I said.

“Oh, T like scotch, t0o,” he replied with a laugh.
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So, we drank through dinner and then through most of the
night. I was very careful to see that he drank at least as much as
I did. And we traded stories. But I was not privy to any war
secrets and could expound only on what I had read in the news-
papers or heard on the radio. Beaverbrook, who had recently re-
signed as wartime Minister of Supply, and had just returned from
a special mission, as a personal envoy of Churchill, fascinated
the party with many tales of wartime diplomacy and the battle-
front—quite indiscreetly. Very early the next morning, around
six o’clock, his lordship, now completely sober, telephoned and
solicitously asked if I had enjoyed the evening before.

“Oh, yes,” I replied, “I couldn’t have had a better time.”

“Of course, we spoke very freely.”

“Yes, we did,” I admitted.

“Of course, everything we said was completely off the record,
wasn't it?”

“Oh, completely,” I assured him. “I wouldn't think of repeating
it to anybody.”

“That’s fine,” said he. “I appreciate that.”

In London, I saw Ed Murrow every day and the more I was
with him the more he impressed me. By nature, he was prone to
see the worst side of things, a true pessimist, and yet, at the same
time, he was inspired by some higher mission that overrode his
inherent gloom. On the air and off, he was the soul of integrity.
He was fearless, strong-willed, and honor-bound by his convic-
tions. It all came across in his wartime broadcasts. He radiated
truth and concern. And America recognized and reacted to it.

In Britain, Murrow was Mr. U.S.A. He knew everyone of con-
sequence in Britain’s war effort and in government as well as
numerous plain Londoners. Everybody who knew him trusted
him. As a self-appointed guide to wartime London, he introduced
me to all or almost all the British cabinet ministers, and after-
ward we would discuss our impression of what we learned. From
him I learned of Eisenhower’s concern over public opinion in
England, including the manifold problems of introducing Ameri-
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can troops into the compact British society. These discussions
often took place at the Murrows’ flat, not far from the CBS office
on Hallam Street, with his wife, Janet, joining us.

As my admiration grew, I also worried about him. I tried to
convince him that he was a damn fool to go out on so many
night bombing missions over Germany. “You've done it and you
know what the feel of it is. You can talk about it authoritatively.
What do you have to gain to do it the second, third, fourth, or
fifth time?”

He would always say, “Oh, I agree with you. I think it’s silly
and I won’t do it any more.” Then, a couple of nights later, I
would find out that he’d gone on another bombing expedition
over Berlin.

When I complained, he would say, “Oh, I'm sorry. But this
was one I just couldn’t resist.”

He gave me the feeling that he had a death wish. Ed seemed
unable to refrain from putting himself in danger. He did not want
to report on danger without having experienced it himself. When
describing the air raids over London, he would stand on top of a
building and broadcast live. Bombs fell around him. Some dan-
gers are a necessity for war correspondents; but nobody required
Murrow to fly night bombing missions, one of the most dangerous
activities in the war—except Ed Murrow himself. Such acts were
part of his nature. He drove automobiles too fast. When he drove
us to the country, he scared me to death. Not many people would
drive with him. Close as we became, I never learned what it was
that made him live so dangerously.

As a journalist Murrow was an astute observer and man of
judgment. He guided me in a number of wartime broadcasting
matters. Ed and Robert Foot, director general of the BBC, per-
suaded me to give a talk over BBC radio the day before I left
London in September 1942.

We knew the British had a vital interest (reflected in Chur-
chill's question to me at the Duff Coopers’ dinner party) in un-
derstanding the American attitude toward their country. In my
radio talk I reported that there was in fact “evidence of wide-
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spread and perhaps increasing anti-British sentiment” in the
United States, a feeling, I surmised, that was partly ingrained,
dating back to the Revolutionary War. I also reported that there
might well be some anti-American feelings in Britain, although I
had encountered none myself. The important thing, I declared,
was that these differences be admitted and “talked about frankly
as between friends,” who were pursuing a common purpose.

As for rumors that relations were bad between American and
British troops, I warned that such untrue stories were being
spread by the Axis, and it was the duty of transatlantic broad-
casters “to defeat and dispel these rumors™ by reporting “fear-
lessly and accurately within the limits imposed by military
security” the day-to-day happenings of the war, the broader
issues and policies, and also the disagreements that would inevi-
tably arise between the Allies. Better to air any real disa-
greements when they occurred, I said, than to suppress them and
foster distrust and disunity.

On my return to New York, I faced a number of special con-
cerns, such as the reorganization of the news department be-
cause of the hundreds of CBS employees who were leaving to
join the military service. And Ed Klauber was lost to CBS as
number-two executive. After suffering a heart attack, he retired
in 1943. Upon his recovery he went to work for the Office of
War Information. We had the good fortune to have Paul Kesten
take his place. And of course there were many detailed prob-
lems in running CBS, both on the entertainment and news
sides, on a wartime basis. It occurred to me, however, that
in only a few years the war had transformed our once small and
inexperienced news department into a large and mature organi-
zation, one with a heavy burden of responsibility. As the war ex-
panded, CBS correspondents went east and they went west to the
ends of the earth.
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From the air, Algiers was a lovely city of French-
colonial-style buildings and gleaming white houses,
shaped like a large amphitheater rising up around a busy harbor.
Such was my first view of the city from the sky as we arrived
there in November 1943, aboard an army transport plane. On the
ground it was something else: dirty, dilapidated, bustling and
bristling with Allied soldiers and French Moroccan troops. Eisen-
hower had had his headquarters in Algiers since his successful
campaign in North Africa; Italy had been invaded through “the
boot” and had surrendered two months earlier. The strike against
Nazi Germany through its not very “soft underbelly” was under
way. I was with the Army as a civilian consultant to the Office of
War Information (and later to the Psychological Warfare Divi-
sion) and wore the uniform of an honorary colonel.

As the war had moved ahead since my visit to England four-
teen months earlier, I had become restless and anxious to get in-
volved more directly in the war effort. That was where the action
was. The world was at war, our cause was just, and I could not
help but feel that I was outside of it all, on the sidelines, at CBS.
Like everyone else—or almost everyone—on the sidelines, I felt a
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sense of duty to take part in this crusade against Naziism. I
wanted a piece of the action; to contribute whatever talents I had
which could be of use. After all, I was only forty-two and felt
much younger. Luckily, a request for my services came from the
Office of War Information through an old friend, playwright
Robert Sherwood. In a few weeks, I cleaned out my desk at CBS
and with a few words of general advice left the network in the
capable hands of Paul Kesten.

My assignment was to supervise the establishment of Allied
radio broadcasting activities in North Africa and Italy, a six-
month assignment which I optimistically thought we could com-
plete in three or four months. I went overseas as part of a psy-
chological warfare unit, flying from New York to Miami to Brazil
to Dakar on the west coast of Africa on to Marrakesh and then,
finally to Algiers. There, our whole unit was put up in a sort of
fleabag hotel, and we waited and waited. After a few days I
began asking around for an apartment to rent and came upon a
lieutenant who offered to share his with me. I saw it that after-
noon, attractive, clean, just right—and I said it was a deal.

I had been sent to Algeria on the assumption that the Allies
would soon occupy all of Italy, including Rome. My job then
would be to reconstitute the Italian broadcasting system. Al-
though Italy had surrendered in September, the Nazis had taken
Rome and German resistance proved stronger than anticipated.
(It would take another nine months before we could occupy
Rome.) I inspected radio stations in North Africa, Sicily, and in
parts of southern Italy where we had gained military control. I
tried to improve the radio service in these areas by adding new
programs, livening up old ones, and, in general, attracting larger
audiences for the information and entertainment broadcasts that
went on the air.

Nevertheless, Algiers was far removed from combat since the
Germans had been driven out of North Africa. My major task was
to have been in Italy, but there was no way I could venture much
farther north than Naples until German resistance was broken.
Then I learned that Eisenhower was moving his headquarters
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back to London to prepare for “Overlord,” the cross-Channel in-
vasion of France and the final strike against Germany. I was
asked if I would head the entire psychological warfare unit in
Algeria after Eisenhower left. I much preferred to be nearer the
center. So I suggested to my superiors that I would be more use-
ful in the new psychological warfare organization that was being
formed to help in the Overlord project. By this time, I certainly
did not want to return home; I was far too involved in the work.
But the army brass did not know that. I waited for their decision
and was delighted when new orders arrived. I flew to London in
January 1944.

My new title became Chief of Radio Broadcasting within the
Psychological Warfare Division of SHAEF—Supreme Headquar-
ters, Allied Expeditionary Forces. Eisenhower was the Supreme
Commander. SHAEF had been newly created in London for one
purpose: the invasion of France. My immediate boss, as Chief of
Operations, was an old colleague, C. D. Jackson, on leave from
Time, Inc. Jackson’s immediate superior was Brigadier General
Robert A. McClure, Chief of the Psychological Warfare Division,
who reported directly to Eisenhower.

London at the time was an international metropolis beyond
one’s ordinary imagination. The streets were alive day and night
with men in uniforms of all the Allied nations. A spirit of ca-
maraderie pervaded the very air we breathed. The tide had
been turned. We all knew the armed forces were being gath-
ered in England for the major assault upon the Continent. We
did not know where or when. But we knew we were living
through the planning stage. English pubs kept regular hours;
people gathered around pub pianos and sang songs which would
become international favorites.

One became acutely aware of the preciousness of life when
the first of the German V-1 rockets were launched against Eng-
land. I was having lunch with C. D. Jackson, when one of the
first such pilotless rockets struck London. First there was the
buzz, then an eerie silence, and then the explosion. It sounded
as if it had hit next door. Actually, the rocket had struck a row
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of stores about three blocks away. C.D. and I made our way to
the bombed area and saw a great many people dead, some lying
in the street, some still sitting on chairs inside stores where they
had been shopping.

The V-1 raids went on night and day. The rockets came to be
called buzz bombs because of their sound in flight. When the
buzz would suddenly shut off, it meant the rocket was falling;
the explosion would follow in seconds. It was terrifying. Ex-
perience taught you to estimate where the rocket would hit
from the sound of the buzzing and the sudden silence. Then two
months later, the Germans introduced the V-2 rocket. Its impact
was worse: the V-2 was completely silent; the warning buzz was
gone. For me, the terror was gone too; one’s safety had been
taken out of one’s own control.

As Chief of Radio Broadcasting, my first two major assign-
ments were: managing the American broadcasting over BBC
facilities to enemy and enemy-occupied territory, and preparing
for the world-wide announcement of D-Day, the cross-Channel
invasion to the occupied countries of Europe as well as those that
were free. Our broadcasting to the enemy was generally of two
types, black and white. “White” propaganda was that which
truthfully identified its own source, and stuck to the persuasive
truth; “black” propaganda identified itself falsely and lied out-
rageously when necessary. One of the best of our black opera-
tions was a German radio station—that is, a “German” station
broadcasting supposedly in Germany when in fact the entire
operation was run by Sefton Delmer, a bearded British news
correspondent, from a small village outside of London. Delmer
worked in a closed compound. From the moment one entered
the gate, only German could be spoken there. Everything was
aimed at creating the illusion that this was a part of Germany.

The Allied intelligence operations were so good that after
D-Day we could supply valuable information to this radio sta-
tion and to others, which would be broadcast to German troops
even before their own legitimate stations could put it on. Our
black station’s primary mission was to gain the confidence of the
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German troops and their commanders so that in time of battle,
when their communications were interrupted, the Germans
would turn to our station for basic information. Then and only
then would we give out wrong information to misdirect them.
Ultimately, it proved quite effective and promoted chaos in the
enemy operations.

On the “white” side of my work, I succeeded by some rather
fancy infighting in persuading the British Information Ministry
to increase the amount of air time over BBC apportioned to our
OWI operation reaching the European countries. Competition
among the allies in London for air time was fierce and it was
considered quite a coup for OWI when their time on the air was
increased from one to two hours a day to four to five. OWI had
set up its own American radio studios in London for French,
Dutch, Belgian and Norwegian news broadcasts to the Continent.

I was the OWI hero of the hour.

One of my tasks at the Psychological Warfare Division was
to produce the broadcasts that would inform the world of the
long-awaited invasion. We needed recorded messages from
leaders of all the occupied countries—France, Norway, Belgium,
the Netherlands, and Luxembourg—to be broadcast to those
countries, as well as translations to be broadcast elsewhere.
The first and most important communication would be from Gen-
eral Eisenhower. His message had been recorded well in ad-
vance, and it had been approved by the military, the State De-
partment, the White House, and many other organizations. One
day, not long before D-Day, Bob Sherwood was in my office and
I gave him the top-secret transcript of Eisenhower’s message to
read. Suddenly he exclaimed, “My God, he can’t say that.”

I said, “Say what?”

Sherwood read me the line: “To patriots who are not members
of organized resistance groups, I say, ‘Continue your passive re-
sistance, but do not needlessly endanger your lives before I give
you the signal to rise and strike the enemy.’” In other words, Ei-
senhower could be interpreted as telling these people that he
would give them an order to endanger their lives needlessly. It
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was a subtle point and no one had caught it. Since it was crucial
that Eisenhower’s statement be flawless, I decided we had to
change that phrase.

I telephoned one of his aides who spoke to the General, then
called me back. “Eisenhower is too damn busy for a re-recording.”
Then he quoted Eisenhower: “‘You tell Bill Paley to fix it up
somehow. Any way he wants to fix it up is all right with me.””

The only way I could change it was to erase the part we
wanted cut and insert a new, clearer phrase with a much needed
pause at one spot, spoken by someone else. The phrase now read:
““, . . but do not needlessly endanger your lives; wait until I give
you the signal to rise and strike the enemy.”” The pause in the
middle of the sentence was all-important. We tested many
voices and decided that the one that came closest to Eisen-
hower’s was General McClure’s. We erased the phrase as spoken
by Eisenhower and inserted a new one spoken by McClure. Then
we played it back. It was terrible. Anyone could tell that it was
someone else’s voice.

Once more I called Eisenhower’s aide, asserting that we had no
choice: we simply had to make a new recording. A big argument
ensued, but eventually I convinced him to put it to the General in
the strongest possible language. Eisenhower finally agreed. “But
you have to be out here at six tomorrow morning,” said the aide.
“That’s the only time he can do it.” The next morning we drove
our camouflaged truck, filled with sophisticated recording equip-
ment, to his headquarters, strung a microphone inside, and Eisen-
hower, grumbling and sore as hell, made the new recording. The
first message was now ready.

We recorded Haakon VII, King of Norway, at his house on the
outskirts of London. An old man overcome with emotion over the
coming invasion, he wanted only one person in the room with
him as he spoke. So I stood there watching and soon after he
started reading, he broke down and cried. “Never mind, just take
your time,” I said. “We’ll do it over again. We have plenty of
time.” He started again, got a little further this time, then again
broke down and wept. As gently as possible, I reassured him—
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surely he would get through it the third time, I told him. But he
didn’t. In the end we had him read as far as he could before
being overcome, then stop and collect himself, then continue
until he broke down again. We edited out the weeping and
spliced together a complete continuous statement.

Charles de Gaulle posed yet another problem. He had been
flown in from North Africa in Churchill’s plane just the day be-
fore D-Day and was told that we needed a statement from him
immediately as the French leader-in-exile, to be broadcast to
France and other countries at the time of the invasion. He said
that he wanted to read Eisenhower’s statement first. I arranged
this and was later informed that after he had read it, de Gaulle
took offense that Eisenhower hadn’t mentioned him by name. He
sent word that he had nothing to say to his people in France.

I replied by messenger that this was vital and that he had to
say something. He replied that he was very sorry. Desperate, I
sent word to Anthony Eden, Foreign Secretary, explaining what
had happened and asked him to intercede. He did so and failed.
Eden then called Churchill and Churchill called de Gaulle.
Their conversation, as reported to me, was along these lines:

Churchill: “Look here now. We’ve asked you to give a message
to the people of France for use on D-Day. I understand you re-
fused to do it. If you persist in this posture, the plane that took you
from North Africa to London is being warmed up now and would
be very happy to take you back.”

De Gaulle: “I don’t know what you're talking about.”

Churchill: “That message our people wanted you to record for
broadcast to the people of France.”

De Gaulle: “Oh, I didn’t understand. Of course I'd be very
happy to do that kind of message.”

We recorded his statement at about 5 o.mM. on D-Day. When it
was translated we found that it was rather vague and did not
mention Eisenhower by name; it even seemed a little unfriendly.
We sent it to Anthony Eden and asked his advice. He said he
didn’t like it either but it was better than nothing, so we decided
to use it.
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Four days before D-Day, I had taken a group of translators to
a safe place outside the city and told them: “For security reasons,
you people aren’t going to leave here until a very important event
happens. You'll know pretty soon by the work I'll ask you to do
that it's right around the corner. If you have any messages for
your families, give them to me and I'll see that they get them. In
any case, theyll be told not to worry about you. You're in good
hands. You're doing a very important job.” They then went to
work translating all the recorded D-Day messages into other lan-
guages. These translations were also recorded. Even after the job
was done, the translators could not be dispersed. On D-Day
morning, they were brought to my D-Day station in a small room
deep below ground in a BBC building filled with broadcasting
and recording equipment. This was a reward for the outstanding
job they had done, for now the translators could see, close up,
their translations in use in broadcasts to Europe and beyond. BBC
transmitters were aimed at different parts of the globe. Each
recorded message in each of the different languages had to be
placed on a separate transmitter in order to reach the intended
audience. Stations in the United States also rebroadcast the
messages by shortwave to other parts of the world.

Obviously we could not broadcast the recorded messages until
we received a signal from military headquarters in Normandy
that a strong foothold had been secured and the invasion was on
its way to being successful. To give us the news as quickly as pos-
sible, one man going ashore at Normandy carried a radio-
telephone linking him directly to me. He was to push a button, I
would pick up my phone, and if the invasion had succeeded he
would say the code word “Topflight.” I would then start the
broadcasts.

The de Gaulle problem had been resolved, the translation had
been completed, and I was trembling with raw nerves. Suddenly
the special phone rang. I picked it up and said, “Yes?” The voice
on the other end said, “Testing.” I put the phone down. About
five minutes later it rang again and again I was startled. The
voice said, “Testing,” so again I put down the phone, not only jit-

161




AS IT HAPPENED

tery but irritated. A few minutes later it rang a third time and
again the voice said, “Testing.” This time I said, “You son of a
bitch. I don’t know who you are but if you do this to me once
more I'm going to find out who you are and I'm going to knock
your head off. Now don’t call again until it’s real. Understand?”
He apologized. Some time later the phone rang again. I picked it
up and a voice said, “Topflight.” I gave the signal, and instantly,
without a hitch, the world was informed of D-Day.

Several weeks after the invasion, I went to Normandy to in-
spect our division’s units at the front, particularly the mobile
loudspeaker units which were used there to beam our appeals for
German troops to surrender. These loudspeakers were usually set
up during the night and used the following morning to call upon
surrounded pockets of German units to give up their fight. This
proved to be very effective. Our problem was that we did not
have enough of these speaker systems. Upon my return to Lon-
don, General McClure arranged for me to return to the States
for three weeks in order to report to the War Department and
conduct some other business for SHAEF. This allowed me to visit
my home in New York for a short while to accomplish some per-
sonal business which had weighed heavily on my mind.

As with many men, the war was an opportunity to reflect on
the course of my life from a distance. One of my conclusions was
that my marriage was no longer a success. I thought it would be
best for both Dorothy and me to divorce and to go our own ways.
Believing that she felt the same way, I anticipated an amiable
agreement to part. To my surprise, when I reached home I found
that she did not share the same feelings. Her answer was she was
not ready to call an end to our marriage. It was impossible to
work things out in the time I had. The impasse would have to
wait until after the war to be resolved.

Before I had left London, my chief, General McClure, had
asked me to see what I could do about getting more equipment
for our loudspeaker systems. When I reached Washington I men-
tioned this to someone in the military command, and he said,
“Well, the thing to do is to see General Marshall” General
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George C. Marshall was Chief of Staff, the highest-ranking man
in the Army, the grand strategist of the war. I protested that my
loudspeaker systems were not important enough to take up with
General Marshall, but the man insisted that to get anything done
quickly I must go to the top. An appointment was made for the
next day.

For the first time I met Marshall, a tall, handsome man with a
long, dignified face that gave the impression of strength. Every-
thing about him inspired confidence. He welcomed me warmly
and said, “Before we talk about your purpose in coming here, let
me give you a briefing on where we stand today.” He led me to a
large war map, covered with flags and other symbols showing the
locations of every important unit in the war. He showed me
Europe first—this was just days before Operation Anvil, the Al-
lied invasion of southern France. Then we talked about the war
in the Pacific. He spoke straight and to the point. His statements
did not signify optimism or pessimism; they were simply factual.
They gave me a strong feeling that everything was in good
hands.

Rather sheepishly, I explained our need for equipment. The
general pressed a button, a high-ranking officer came in and,
after a few words from the general about what I needed, thanked
him and left. When I returned to headquarters in Europe the
equipment was there. This, in the Army, was the equivalent of a
miracle. General McClure didn’t know what to think: he was
happy to have the equipment, but he was furious at me for hav-
ing gone to Marshall on so trivial a matter. I tried to explain that
I had simply taken advantage of an opportunity, but I don’t think
any explanation quite satisfied him. General McClure, a graduate
of Kentucky Military Institute rather than West Point, was a soft-
spoken, hard-working, determined military man of great integ-
rity. He had none of the bluster, pomp, or faked toughness of so
many army men of high rank. As an American military attaché in
London early in the war, he had developed a deep understanding
of the British and a great sympathy for Anglo-American friend-
ship. I had the greatest respect and admiration for the man.
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I rejoined the headquarters of the Psychological Warfare Divi-
sion in London. As the Allied armies advanced, we moved our
headquarters to Paris, where my job then was to prepare for the
takeover of all means of communication in Germany upon the
expected Allied victory. But moving the Psychological Warfare
Division of SHAEF into Paris was not a simple transfer. The
main headquarters for SHAEF was at Versailles and there was a
standing order that because of limited living quarters, no addi-
tional U.S. military staff were to be billeted in Paris. General
McClure and I thought it absolutely necessary for us to be at the
communications hub of France and the war effort at the time. So,
McClure sent me on ahead of the division to persuade one Major
General Roy Lord that we had to be billeted to Paris rather than
Versailles. General Lord was chief of staff to Lieutenant General
John C. H. Lee, who headed the American Communications
Zone (called Com Zone) in Paris, which was responsible for the
flow of all American supplies into France. General Lord lived in
an impressive apartment, the penthouse of the George V Hotel.
Despite his reputation to the contrary, when I saw him he was
warm and congenial. He asked me to sit down, have a drink, and
talk. I explained that our vital concern was communications.
There was no place that could match Paris as a communications
center and it was imperative that we take advantage of the city’s
facilities. He smiled and said he’d think about it. The next day,
General McClure arrived in town, spoke with General Lord, and
found that he had assented—we could make our headquarters in
Paris. But there was one condition: I would have to take a new
job on Lord’s staff, producing special information for the top
officers of Com Zone, while continuing with my job for the Psy-
chological Warfare Division. I didn’t like it—I wasn’t sleeping
much as it was—but General McClure had given his word. I took
the post but soon found a deputy who was fluent in French and
he did most of the work.

One consequence was that I got to know General Lord well.
He had risen through the ranks with astonishing speed through a
combination of brightness and brashness. He had come to his
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present job simply by marching into General Lee’s office and an-
nouncing that he thought that he could be of great help. Lee was
impressed and tried him out as his assistant and then recognizing
his brightness, made him his chief of staff.

General Lord startled me one day, in my civilian naiveté, while
talking on the phone with General Patton, who was complaining
bitterly that his army was running out of ammunition. Lord said
that there must be some mistake—ammunition was on the way.
When he put the phone down he said, “I had to say that. As a
matter of fact 'm not sending him ammunition, I'm just sending
him gasoline.” Shocked, I asked why. He said, “Well, as long as
he keeps chasing the Germans, they’ll run. If he ever stops, they’ll
turn on him. Therefore, I think it's more important for him to
keep on chasing than for him to have ammunition.” I thought,
“My God, what a chance this man is taking.” As it turned out,
Lord did get enough ammunition to Patton in time to protect
him if the Germans had turned. But for a critical period of time,
Patton had pushed the Germans back many miles in one of the
great chases of the war without the ammunition needed to pro-
tect himself.

I was housed in a small apartment at the George V Hotel. At
the same time, I had at my disposal a penthouse on the Rue Bar-
bet de Jouy on the Left Bank, owned by an American friend of
mine who had asked me, as a favor, to look after it as a prized
possession he could use after the war. Thus I could live in splen-
dor whenever I wanted to. When Duff Cooper came to town as
the British ambassador to France, I gave a dinner party for him
and his wife at the Barbet de Jouy penthouse. Of course all
Americans were heroes, at least for a little while, in the newly
liberated Paris of 1944. I think we have never been more popular
in any time or place.

My own unit did not have much time to join in the joys of
French liberation. We worked almost every waking hour—sixteen
to eighteen hours a day. I continued as Chief of Radio until one
day General McClure called me in and asked me to succeed
C. D. Jackson, his deputy. I said that I couldn’t do that to my
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friend, but McClure put in a call to Jackson, who was in Wash-
ington, and C.D. told me that for serious reasons he could not
continue in the job and that he would feel better if he knew I
would take it. I accepted.

McClure thought that as his deputy I ought to be a commis-
sioned officer. I told him that I would rather be regarded as a ci-
vilian expert in my field than as a military man. Saying he was
sorry I felt that way, he accepted my refusal. The next day, an
old friend from OWI came through and when I told him the
story, he said, “You're a damn fool. Don’t give up the chance to
have full authority over the military members of your organi-
zation. This will become more and more important as you go into
Germany.” He convinced me. While my own staff knew and re-
spected me, it would prove a great advantage in dealing with the
Germans to have some clear sign of my authority. I told McClure
that I had changed my mind. He called General Bedell Smith
and within forty-eight hours the authorization came from Wash-
ington: I became a colonel in the U. S. Army.

As General McClure’s deputy, my most immediate task was
to put in final form the writing of the Manual for the Control
of German Information Services. In the complete reconstruction
of German life that the Allies planned to undertake as soon as the
country was conquered, our division would have charge of the
entire press, all magazines, radio, film, theater, and the concert
halls. This manual would be the operational guide.

We stated our goal at the outset—“To eliminate Naziism and
German militarism from any influence on German information
media”—and described the three phases by which we would pur-
sue that goal. First, all German information services would be
shut down; second, Allied services would be substituted for the
defunct German ones; and third, there would be a gradual transi-
tion back to German control of information services under a sys-
tem of licensing by the Allies.

The manual sought to explain how all this would be done. For
example, there was a section on how to requisition and confiscate
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equipment; how to choose licensees; how to choose German em-
ployees (including “Guidance on How to Recognize a Nazi”).
There were separate sections for the press, radio, film, music, etc.
For radio we described a network system much like the one in
the United States. While under Allied control, network programs
would originate at Radio Luxembourg and be rebroadcast by sta-
tions throughout Germany; during certain periods the local sta-
tions could cut away, according to a system of cues, and broad-
cast local programs.

For each of the different media we compiled large glossaries of
technical terms in English and German (for example, “voltage
doubler circuit” became Spannungsverdoppelungsschaltung
[die]). There were also highly detailed sections on the history
of German information control during the war, administration,
finance, and more. It was a large piece of work. Producing it be-
came my chief occupation in the months before Germany was
conquered; applying it would be my job afterward.

After the first draft of that manual had been approved, with
the exception of one small section, I took deathly ill and was
rushed to the American Hospital in Paris and put in the inten-
sive-care unit, where under drugs I slept for forty-eight hours. I
was tested again and again for a suspected heart attack but in the
end the diagnosis was that I had suffered complete exhaustion. I
remained bedridden for the next week, deprived of cigarettes
and stimulants, and was slowly nursed back to health.

I celebrated V-E Day, May 8, 1945, in a small hotel room in
Heidelberg with Richard Crossman, a British intellectual and col-
league in the Psychological Warfare Division, who spoke German
fluently and possessed one of the cleverest minds I've ever
known. After the war as an M.P., he rose to cabinet rank and
later became editor of the New Statesman. Somehow that day,
when we heard the news of Germany’s surrender, we found a
bottle of wine, and put it under running cold water from the fau-
cet and although it was still lukewarm, enjoyed it far more than
its temperature or vintage would have merited. We tuned a little
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radio in to London and heard the city going completely wild.
With London, we celebrated. The unbounded exhilaration of
that moment was the greatest imaginable contrast to the events
of the next day.

Dachau is only about two hundred miles from Heidelberg,
and Richard Crossman and I were in one of the first parties to
reach that concentration camp, just hours after the Nazis had fled
and the Americans had arrived. I can add nothing to the many
existing descriptions of Dachau; I can only confirm them and
mention the feeling of dread that comes over me when I re-
member our visit, even now. The hundreds of bodies stacked out-
side the crematorium and the thousands of starving, emaciated
people still in the barracks can never be erased from the memo-
ries of eyewitnesses. I saw some 