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As a deejay at WABC in New York, the
granddaddy of rock radio, Cousin Brucie
didn’t just monitor the scene, he helped to
create it. He was friend and confidant of so
many of the stars whose records he helped
make popular, stars like the Beatles, Paul
Anka, the Supremes, Neil Sedaka, Carole
King, Frankie Valli, and countless others.
Every week he shared the stage at Palisades
Park in New Jersey with the likes of
Chubby Checker, Bill Haley and the Com-
ets, the Shirelles, Fabian, Frankie Avalon,
Dion, and Bobby Rydell.

In Cousin Brucie!, one of the sixties’
most prominent participants brings us
back to a time when radio was your friend.

Bruce Morrow began his career at WINS,
and soon moved to WABC, where he
reigned from 1961 to 1974. He then moved
to WNBC as deejay and entertainment re-
porter. He currently hosts Dance Party and
Cousin Brucie’s Countdown on WCBS-FM
radio in New York, as well as Cruisin’
America, a nationally syndicated radio
show on CBS RADIORADIO. He lives in
New York City.
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Cousin Brucie is one of the most popular
deejays in the history of rock 'n’ roll radio.
The National Observer has said that “to
call Bruce Morrow a disk jockey is a little
like calling Leonard Bernstein a piano
player.” But nobody who was there needs
to be told what listening to Cousin Brucie
meant—and still means. In 1961 he joined
WABC in New York, soon to become the
highest-rated station in the history of radio.
Thanks to WABC'’s 50,000-watt clear chan-
nel signal and night radio waves, Brucie’s
show was carried around the country and
around the world.

But Brucie’s is not the story of a place as
much as of a time, a time when the baby-
boom generation was hitting its teens, atime
when a new kind of music wedded itself
to AM radio, the vehicle that would carry
rock 'n’ roll into the hearts of millions of
transistor-toting teens, a time of innocence,
a time when it was OK just to have fun.

(continued on back flap)
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“A joy and an honest account of rock 'n’ roll: I loved it!”
' —FRANKIE AVALON

“The book is the best, and, needless to say, so is Bruce.”
—BoBBY RYDELL

“From the Hula Hoop to Rubik’s Cube, Cousin Brucie remains
solid, special, and enduring. He is a true gentleman.” —DioN

“Cousin Brucie! is very warm and very human and should be

studied in sociology classes as a time capsule of a world gone by.”
—FREDDIE GERSHON

Author of Sweetie Baby Cookie Honey

“For all those millions who were part of Cousin Brucie’s family,
this book is a nostalgic trip-and-a-half.” —Variety

“Bruce Morrow’s own Roshomon of the glory days at WABC rings
true and incisive. It’s must reading for anyone who survived the
60s and 70s. He’s faithfully recounted not only the tears and joys
of an era, but he’s revealed the warm and engaging mensch
behind the Cousin Brucie legend. In short, he’s written my book,
and damn well!” —DAN INGRAM

“Cousin Brucie brings to his autobiography the same energy and
enthusiasm and love that he brings to his radio program, and that
he brings to his audiences.” —MoNTY HALL

“Cousin Brucie tells the story of rock 'n’ roll and radio with
humor, wit, and wisdom.” —LESLEY GORE

“Cousin Brucie’s life and this book have been as much fun as
doing one of my dances. I loved reading it, and you’ll love
reading it.” & —CHUBBY CHECKER
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INTRODUCTION

Bruce Morrow and I have been friends since 1959, when I did
a record hop for him at a radio station in Miami, Florida. He
was a struggling D] and I a struggling singer/songwriter. I
remember how impressed I was when I first met him and his
late first wife, Susan. Our lives seemed intertwined from that
time on. When Leba and I were first married, we moved into
370 Ocean Parkway in Brooklyn, where, ironically, Bruce and
Susan were already living. We started our families at the same
time and raised our children together. When Bruce did his live
Palisades Park shows, he would frequently invite me to sing.
We always took our kids along and, after the show, we would
take them on all the rides in the park. I remember the delighted
screams of John, Paige, Meri, Dara, and Marc.

As the years went on, it was destined that we Brooklyn boys
would continue our closeness. I moved my family to a com-
munity called Merriewold Park in upstate New York and
convinced the Morrows to buy a home there soon after. What
marvelous memories I have of Bruce on his snowmobile in the
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INTRODUCTION

woods and on the lake. We swam, barbecued, and kibitzed. He
even took me to visit his old summer camp. You can imagine
the excitement among the campers when Cousin Brucie and
Neil Sedaka made an appearance together.

It was great watching Bruce’s dreams become reality as he
became a top disc jockey in New York City, with a tremendous
reputation and following. Who didn’t listen to Cousin Brucie
on WABC during those golden days of rock 'n’ roll? He was
talented, clean, sharp, and really cared about the music and the
people who made it. His voice and personality were distinctive,
filled with warmth and charm, and his enthusiasm and energy
were contagious. Listening to Bruce on the air was like listening
to an old friend, and the kids related to him as if he really were
their cousin. Bruce has a genuine fondness for people and has
always gone out of his way to greet his many fans, always
making them feel special, never slighting anyone. Bruce and
rock 'n’ roll are synonymous. He epitomized the whole culture
of the times: fun-loving, spontaneous, wonderfully childlike,
and carefree.

I've always said the public can’t be fooled. Bruce is for real
and, in a business as rough as the music industry, it's some-
times hard to believe that a person like him still exists. He has
always loved what he does, and that’s what sets him apart from
all the rest. The new radio people certainly have a lot to learn
from Bruce—he’s a tough act to follow. There are originals and
there are copiers, and Bruce is definitely one of the originals.
I'm proud to have watched his success grow, and I say,
“Hooray for rock 'n’ roll and hooray for Cousin Brucie.”

—NEIL SEDAKA

12



Can’t you hear that groovy beat, now baby?
Don’t you want to tap your feet, now baby?
Come on, let’s go, go, go

What a groovy show

Come on, and go, go, go

With Cousin Brucie.

Go, go. Go, go. Go, go.

Can’t you hear that drummer man, now baby?
Don’t you want to clap your hands, now baby?
Come on, let’s go, go, go

What a groovy show

Come on, and go, go, go

With Cousin Brucie.

Go, go. Go, go. Go, go.

Movin’ and a-groovin’
Havin’ a ball

With Cousin Brucie

Go, go. Go, go. Go, go.

““The Cousin Brucie Theme Song”
A gift from Frankie Valli and the Four Seasons



PROLOGUE

The 1959 Chevrolet Impala convertible was about the most
wonderful car anybody had ever seen. Long, low, with fins like
eyebrows arched over the taillights, it was the perfect chariot
for the fiery young gods of the early sixties. Take the top down
on one of those babies and you had a mean, lean cruising
machine. You were out to look and to be seen. Hell, the car was
so wide and the couch seats so inviting that three guys could
squeeze five girls inside in no time.

On one of those soft summer nights when the air felt like
suede, you wanted to ride around forever. At twenty-nine
cents for a gallon of high test, you got a night’s worth of
transportation and freedom for about a buck and a half.

In Lodi, New Jersey, the kids would check out the action at
the Wetson’s hamburger stand—fifteen cents for a burger, a
dime for a Coke. Nobody had called it fast food yet, but things
had certainly started to speed up. On Long Island, heavy
Chevies, somber Fords, and the occasional sexy ‘Vette would
sail into Louie’s Clam Bar (SHOES AND SHIRTS MUST BE WORN) to see
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PROLOGUE

what the action was. In Darien, Connecticut, home of the
Villager and Gant shirt set, they piled into expensive foreign
sedans and headed for Rowayton Beach. Meanwhile, on the
isle of Manhattan, they walked. Kids moved up and down the
East and West sides, meandered through midtown, and wan-
dered down to the Village. If they needed to go beyond the
bounds of the neighborhood, they could take the bus or the
subway, or, if they came from flush Park Avenue or Central
Park West, they’d hop into a cab, preferably a Checker with
room enough for a crowd inside. All over America, a steady
stream of youth was floating on the summer air, going exactly
where they wanted to go—no place special.

The boys and girls in Bayside, Queens, didn’t know their
counterparts in Toms River, New Jersey, or Bel Air, California.
Westport could barely imagine Staten Island, let alone Gary,
Indiana, yet they were all connected. They were connected by
their youth and by a magic machine that had made them the
royalty of the country. The nation revered the young and radio
was the kingdom that belonged to them.

The kingdom had jesters, town criers, jugglers, entertainers.
They were called disc jockeys. And one of them sounded like
this:

“Hello, my friends . . . what a beautiful night to be in
love. Your Cousin Brucie is here with the best sum-
mer songs of the best summer ever. Tonight we’re
going to rock, we’re going to roll, we're going to do
some fast dancin’ and we’re going to take it real, real
slow. Now, hug your baby tight and listen to this
new song that’s headed straight for the top . . .”

Come with me to August 1963:

Inside the studio, the Ronettes fill my headset with "Be My Baby”’
in simple monaural sound. I reach for the log and check the next
commercial—Dennison’s: “Money talks, nobody walks,” the copy
goes in a bebop rap style. This retailer has the commercials everybody

16



Prologue

recalls, even if they have no idea what they mean. Ask somebody where
to buy a cheap suit and the name Dennison’s will surely be the reply.
Bop works, is that lesson.

Saul, my engineer, has the Dennison’s cartridge cued and ready to
ride as soon as the record’s over. No cut to Brucie until after the news.
1 take the headphones off and sit back in the high swivel chair. I don’t
get up. I rarely leave the studio during a show. Straying too far from
the mike will break the spell. Every night is like an upbeat teenage
séance. The kids are cruising the Planet Earth. I'm out there in the
ionosphere somewhere. The only way to keep contact is to keep them in
my mind—to picture them, to know what they're doing, what they
look like, how they think, how they sound. I know what makes them
happy and what makes them cry. I learn these things when I make
personal appearances. At a shopping-center opening, a girl named
Mary Anne or Gail or Maria will tell me that her boyfriend’s name is
Danny or Jack or Luis. He's so boss. He wears Canoe cologne and
looks like Dion.

1 signal Saul to open my mike. I check my notes. About half an hour
ago a girl called to ask me to dedicate a song. It's a typical dedication.
Two friends probably talked on the phone for about three hours and
dared each other to do it until one got up the courage to call. It's part
of the mating ritual of 1963; it’s how the young maidens make contact
with the braves.

""This song goes out to Bobby and Mike in Rego Park. It's
from Patty and June. Oh, you lucky, lucky guys. Here's
‘I'm Leavin’ It Up to You’' by Dale and Grace.”

Tomorrow Patty and June will meet for a root beer float. They'll
scream when they see each other and say something like this:

"’Did you hear it? Cousin Brucie played it! Oh my God, I'm
going to die! Do you think they heard it? Oh my God. If
Bobby ever calls, I'll die! Oh, God, he’s so cute. Oh God, he
dresses so great. I'm going to die! If he asks me to the dance
next week, I'll die! He played it. You call him next time.

17
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Ask him to play ‘Candy Girl.” Oh God, I'm going to die!”

CUE BRUCIE. OPEN THE MIKE. A LIVE SPOT:

""Hey cousins. I've got some very special things planned for
you this Saturday and Sunday live at Palisades Park. The
Chiffons . . . the Orlons . . . the Crystals . . . and the
summer’s hottest star, Lesley Gore! Bring all of your
friends, bring Mom, bring Dad. We're going to be giving
away records and albums, we’ll be dancing, we’ll be taking
dedications, and everybody is going to have a ball. I promise
you a day to remember, my cousins, so be there! And now,
a word from our friends at the lovely Public Service Bus
Company.”

11:10 p.M. Fifty minutes left of a two-hour shift that always seems
like two fleeting minutes. The station is quiet now. I like it this way—
just me, Saul, and my own private hookup to the world. Rick Sklar,
the program manager, isn’t around to insert "'science” into what is
clearly more mystical—the growing popularity of WABC radio.
Charlie Greer, who has the shift after mine, isn’t in yet. That’s no
surprise. Charlie is pathologically late. I'm always cuing his first
record, making sure his engineer racks up his jingle, and then sitting
there waiting to see if after two songs I'll have to take the mike. Two
songs and one spot maximum before the mike is open—that’s the rule
for starting someone else’s show. This is personality radio and the
listeners expect to hear live people. There are still fifty minutes before
I've got to worry about Charlie. Besides, I don’t care about staying
late. 1 could live in the studio and be happy as long as I got out for the
appearances where | meet the kids.

That’s what life was like when I was twenty-seven years old.
Heavy Chevies and light hearts were the order of the day. All
around the country, the cars, the mood, the very fiber of
youthfulness was being synthesized by a phenomenon called
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Prologue

rock ‘n’ roll radio. WABC, New York was about to be recog-
nized as the strongest force in the history of rock radio, and not
long after that I would be one of the ratings leaders on that
force. Later, I somehow came to stand for the station that stood
for the most powerful musical movement ever. Where did the
station come from? Where did the music come from? I know a
little about that and a lot about where the disc jockey came
from, and such is the story I want to tell.

It may be only one man’s story, and it can be read as the
simple saga of some vinyl recordings, and the machinery by
which those recordings were sent into the air. Yet, maybe in
telling the simple story, the more complex one will be revealed.
There’s an intricately patterned fable beyond the mere tubes,
transistors, and troubadours of the sixties and early seventies.
There’s the tale of a time when virtually everyone of a certain
age was tuned in to the message that they were the most
important segment of the most powerful country on earth. As
these young people grew, their musical language grew in
depth and significance, darkness, and impact. The kids who
were told they had all the answers also had all the questions.
The one big question soon was, Why should we listen to the
people who've made a mess of things—our parents, the
government, the money-grubbing corporations that support
wars, death, and despair? And so they stopped listening. They
stopped listening to AM radio too. But before they did, they
created a monument—one that will always live in the music of
the heyday of Top Forty radio.

The voice of the era when the boom babies were blooming
will forever echo on the 45's and the albums that were played
for the first time by me and hundreds like me who bombarded
the babies with the religion of rock. Let this then be the record
of what it was like to be one of those preachers and to serve the
industry that understood that the good times had arrived and
it was up to us to let them roll.
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CHAPTER ONE

Radio Recollections

Radio was always my calling. Like looking at one of those
blue-and-red-dot patterns that form a picture when viewed
through a piece of red cellophane, I can hold three or four
events under my memory’s lens and get the picture that radio
held a fascination for me far beyond anything else in my youth,
far beyond what it held for anyone else I knew. The recollec-
tions may not differ from those of any other kid born in 1935,
but I believe their vividness does. For me, the beacon of radio
in my early life is as bright as it was then. I can see it still.

Come with me to the 1940s:

An air-raid siren is sounding. It’s an ominous sound, but one I'm
used to. It happens often and, like most seven-year-olds, I've been
quick to assimilate these strange new experiences into the norm of my
life. This wartime thing isn’t exactly normal, but I'm sure I'll
survive—as long as the “‘Japs”’ 1 see bayoneting babies on the Movietone
news at the Mayfair theater stay out of Brooklyn.

Still, when the sirens sound and my dad covers the radio with a
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COUSIN BRUCIE!

towel, it's as if the war enters the house. The light, dimmed by the
worn terry cloth now kept next to the radio for the frequent drills, is
an eerie one. Gabriel Heatter seems to be even more distant than usual,
maybe unaware that he's talking to us from under a towel. I'm
uncomfortable with this new ritual, but I'm certain I mustn’t ask that
the towel be removed. My grandfather is one of the neighborhood
air-raid wardens and I must be a brave soldier in the local version of the
conflict, yet 1 want my friend the radio to be untouched by what seems
to be touching everyone. I'm usually as brave as I'm supposed to be,
boasting to my younger brother, Bobby, of my greater understanding
of global affairs and civil defense, but one day, when I'm alone in the
living room, the war reaches out from the radio and grabs me fiercely,
shockingly.

It’s the afternoon of February 9, 1942. I'm sitting in front of the
Philco because I've learned from watching my parents that you can
hear the radio only if you look at it. I'm listening to Uncle Don. Uncle
Don is my radio cartoon show. Cross-legged, gape-mouthed, I'm in my
own world, populated by Uncle Don, his cast of characters, and me.
Suddenly a stranger enters. A news announcer has taken Uncle Don’s
place.

"We interrupt this program to bring you the following
news bulletin. The Normandie, the former French ocean
liner recently purchased by the United States government
and renamed the Lafayette, is burning in New York
Harbor. Arson and enemy activity are being investigated. 1
repeat. The ocean liner Normandie, now named the
Lafayette, is burning in New York Harbor. Arson is
suspected.”

The Japs have sunk the Normandie. What's worse, they've taken
Uncle Don off the radio. This is the real thing!
IIMom!II

Radio brought me the war. From December 7, 1941, until V]
Day, 1945, I learned, in the intuitive way that children learn,
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Radio Recollections

the power of radio. Through it, Edward R. Murrow could
describe to me the sky over London after a blitz. The great
Walter Winchell could put me in the company of “all the ships
at sea.” And, while listening to Fred Allen or Jack Benny, my
family and I could be sure that we’d hear whatever bulletins we
needed to know, just as we’d heard of Pearl Harbor. Why,
every week on the radio, FDR would chat with me about the
fortunes of the Allied forces. The radio brought me close to Mr.
President himself, until, finally, it brought me the message of
just how close to him I and everyone I knew had been.

I'm walking home from an after-school punchball game on April 12,
1945. 1 see all the ladies from the neighborhood gathered on Mrs.
Bloom’s porch. Mrs. Flink is there, Mrs. Goldberg, and my mother
too. How odd for them to be out of their houses this near to dinnertime.

As I approach, I hear something I've never heard before—the sound
of the radio in the street. Mrs. Bloom has placed her RCA in the front
window. Finally close enough to see sadness on the faces of the women,
I hear what the newsman is saying.

"We interrupt this program to bring you a special news
bulletin from CBS World News. . . . President Roosevelt is
dead. The president died of a cerebral hemorrhage. All we
know so far is that the president died at Warm Springs in
Georgia.”

The women weep. I know I'm watching the world change—seeing it
on the radio.

Radio brought me this death, and through it an awareness
that radio stood for reality. Boston Blackie, Superman, the
Bickersons, yes, even The Shadow, these were real people to
me. What happened to them mattered, because someday when
I grew up I was going to enter the larger world radio repre-
sented—the world beyond Brooklyn—and I was going to use
what I'd learned on the radio.
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It's 1951 and I'm sixteen years old. For two years I've been
attending the Dramatic Workshop, located next to Mamma Leone’s
restaurant on West Forty-eighth Street in Manhattan. After my
magnificent portrayal of Tooth Decay in a school hygiene play, I knew
I had a future as a thespian and so begged my parents to allow me to
venture to Manhattan to learn my craft. Not long ago, Mrs.
Freilicher, my English teacher, recognized the performer in me.
Because of her help, I'm able to earn my English credits in the
city-sponsored All City Radio Workshop. And so, I spend ten hours a
week in dramatic educational productions presented on WNYE-FM in
New York. In one performance, I'm the quintessential Paul Bunyan,
beefed up on all the delicious training I'm getting and benefiting, even
in a radio production, from my puberty-attained full height of six feet,
two inches. I'm learning that acting is the key to radio—even if you are
merely giving the audience the best performance of yourself.

Radio brought me direction. It ribboned its way through my
life until finally it had a grip on me that no persuasion or
diversion could loose. At sixteen, I was ready to make a
commitment.

I'm at my friend Paula Waksmon’s house. I'm telling her mom that
I'm going to be a radio personality and I think I'll need a different
name—something powerful, something more universal than Meyero-
witz, something like ""Wayne' or "Cooper”’ probably. She takes the
phone book and opens to the M’s because I should at least keep the same
initials. Her finger moves down the page. Morrow. That's it. Bruce
Morrow.

I'm going to go home to Twenty-ninth Street and tell my parents |
want to change my name legally from Bruce Meyerowitz to Bruce
Morrow. The trip home to my block is when I realize what risks I'm
willing to take for a radio career.

Radio seduced me. Before I was out of my parents’ house, it
tempted me to believe in myself, to think of myself as capable
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of being like the idols I listened to—the people regarded as
gods in the households of my neighborhood.

Radio and the neighborhood. Monumental forces in my life.
In the Brooklyn of my youth, those forces combined to produce
legends. Who knows what it was about Brooklyn of the forties
and fifties that produced so many notorious characters? My
theory is that it was such a tight world, so absolutely circum-
scribed by traditions brought from other cultures and by coda
enacted to keep the neighborhoods peaceful, that it invited
testing. How far could you press against the walls of social
order? How much freedom was there room for in the narrow
corridor of convention? What could you get away with despite
the scrutiny of the yenta sentinels? The testing created energy
and the energy acted like fire to a cannon fuse. Knowing that
we’d tested our acts in the Brooklyn circus, colorful, critical,
and crucially supportive, many neighborhood kids kept testing
themselves in other arenas—and succeeding. Like so many
human cannonballs, stars were hurled out over America. But
no matter how far we went, we took with us the romance of
that first Brooklyn big top. We romanticized it even further, I
suspect. You have only to share a few recollections with me to
see how benevolent a Brooklyn boy’s memory can be.
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CHAPTER TwO
A Jock Grows in Brooklyn

The neighborhood wasn'’t really more than five blocks. In the
Brooklyn of the forties and fifties, the borders of communities
were delineated by the distance to the butcher shop, the
bakery, the deli. Back in those days, you didn’t travel more
than four or five blocks before you came upon a full comple-
ment of such purveyors, so your everyday world was one that
extended only about as far as you could walk in ten minutes.

The core of the neighborhood was “the block.” In my first
twenty years of life, my family and I lived on two very similar
blocks. The first, East Twenty-sixth Street between Avenue V
and Avenue W, had at least a hundred houses squeezed next to
each other. They were all made of red brick and the people
inside were pretty much as alike as the buildings that housed
them. The second, East Twenty-ninth Street, was identical in
architecture and inhabitants.

Mrs. Bloom, Mrs. Goldberg, and Mrs. Flink on East Twenty-
sixth Street washed their laundry in the same brand of deter-
gent, went through the same rituals of meal preparation, took
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similar summer vacations in the “mountains,”” and complained
about one or another in-law. My mother was one of these
women, prettier, I think, and younger than my father by fifteen
years, a distinction that made her even more powerful than the
traditional Jewish wife. She had been selected for her beauty
and spirit as well as her level-headedness, not merely as a
sensible partner with whom to share the rigors of getting ahead
in the world—the common goal of every family on the block.
Abe Meyerowitz was already on his way to having gotten
ahead before he married Mina Platzman and she was an able
manager of the household she kept for him. Her household
soon included two kids who were terrors, one of whom she
had to chain to the porch to keep in tow. For a period of time,
she’d get calls from one or another lady a couple of blocks away
that young Bobby had been spotted running down the street
naked. It wasn’t that he wasn’t properly supervised, it was just
that the kid was an escape artist. Not one to be thought poorly
of by the neighbors, Mina Meyerowitz put her baby boy on a
long lead of the miles of gauze bandage kept in our house to
ease the symptoms of my father’s phlebitis. My younger
brother wasn’t exactly chained to the porch, but I liked to think
of him that way. In our sibling rivalry I took the tack of being
above reproach—at least when “they” were looking. I later
came to understand the need to test the bounds of Mina and
Abe’s control. That's no doubt what my younger brother had
already caught on to when he took up his wanderings and it’s
also the plausible explanation for the way we became possessed
when they were out of the house.

“Bobby, go get the hose from the backyard. Make sure it's
screwed on to the water thing, but don’t turn it on yet.”

“Why, what are you going to do?”

“We're gonna help Daddy. Go get the hose.”

Bobby dispatched to do the harder part of the job, I fetched
the laundry detergent from the basement. Earlier that week,
my parents had been talking about having the piano tuned and
cleaned and I was going to handle the cleaning part of the job.
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First, a generous pour of detergent into the top. Now, a
command to my brother to turn on the hose attached to the
faucet on the outside of the house. Here’s where a doomed
mission became a disaster beyond imagination. I'd planned on
just a small amount of water for me to brush around the inside
of the upright. Instead, we had a foaming waterfall cascading
out of the piano, onto the floor, spreading across Mom’s
beloved carpeting.

“Stop. Turn it off. Turn it off, you idiot!”’

“What?”

He couldn’t hear me over the sound of the faucet. I ran
outside. “Turn it off, damn it!”” Using the epithet I'd noted as
an adult manner of registering rage, I got hapless Bobby’s
attention and raced back inside. Sure death was soon to follow.
There’d be no way to fix this up, though we tried to bail the
instrument out with the galvanized buckets from the basement
and the soup pots from the kitchen. Mina and Abe came home
to a chorus of pleas and prostrations.

“Bruce did it. Bruce told me he was going to help Daddy.”

“Shut up. I was cleaning the piano. Bobby didn’t turn the
water off like he was supposed to.”

“’He didn’t tell me to turn off the water. He only told me to
turn it on. I was outside. I didn’t see what he was doing.”

Bowing, scraping, betraying each other, we pleaded for
mercy. I don’t remember the punishment, but I'm sure it
wasn'’t merciful.

Such was life inside our house. A life I remember most in
terms of Mina, because the house was her realm. Abie Mey-
erowitz had the M and W Hat Company—designers and
manufacturers of “‘the finest snowsuit hats in America”—as his
domain, and, like all the men in the neighborhood, kept a low
profile, surfacing as a powerful figure when we ventured into
the outside world, a veritable Captain Kirk on our journeys to
the uncharted regions of upstate New York or, once every eon
or so, to Lakewood, New Jersey. Still, my mother made it clear
that Abie’s well-being was the primary objective in everything
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we did. He was the key to all security and the keeper of the
keys to his sons’ futures.

My grandmother promoted her son-in-law’s prominence too:
"’Go to the bakery and get your father two, no seeds. We've got
nice seeded rye, but your father, he always liked rolls. You
come straight home like a good boy, Brucie, we’ll make the
kreplach. It doesn’t hurt for a man to know how to make his
own kreplach. It won't kill you to know how to make chicken
soup either.”

I'd negotiate with her before I went on this errand. There was
no question that I'd obey, but, once again, there in that tight
neighborhood a boy had a need to test, to see how far the rules
could be stretched, to see what control he could take for
himself: “Mamma, can I have twenty cents if I go?”’

“Absolutely not. None of that before dinner.”

Ancient human radar at work, she’d know what I wanted the
money for. A slice of heaven, Brooklyn’s work of chocolate
art—seven-layer cake. Promising to wait until after dinner
before even taking the tiniest bite, citing merit points from the
months of meat loaf and matzo ball K.P., smiling my most
winning grandson-of-a-saint smile, one time out of every
half-dozen I'd get the two precious dimes. On the way home
I'd wrestle with the scent of that cake and fiddle with the tissue
wrapping until there was enough icing stuck to it to yield a
lick’s worth of ecstasy, still true to my promise of no bites. I've
had pockets bursting with dimes since those days; I've walked
on European streets where the bakeries offered confections that
looked like opera sets. Still, none has ever tempted more, or
rewarded me greater than the seven-layer cakes won in bar-
gaining sessions over going for “’two, no seeds’” for my father.

Life outside the house was one of contests as well. The boys
of Brooklyn, like boys everywhere, had sports as their proving
ground. The gutters were our on-site playgrounds. Only fruits,
nerds, old ladies, and babies went to the city playgrounds.
What did we need them for? We had the sewer covers to mark
out expertise in punchball or stickball. And when we tired of
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those games, we played king or stoopball. I always knew I'd be
able to spot a spy who came into the neighborhood (and I was
obsessed with flushing out spies). I wouldn’t ask him who
played third base for the Dodgers or the Yanks—I'd ask him for
the rules of stoopball or what a three-seven shot was. If he was
a Brooklyn kid, he’d know. If not, I had him cold.

In the late forties, Brooklyn, yet to attract the developers’
attention, also had a number of stunning nature preserves.
They were the surface of the moon, Death Valley, the Argonne
Forest. They were the “lots”"—acres and acres of yet-to-be-
developed real estate that represented the war zones between
territories.

My gang was the Invincible East Twenty-sixth Street Kids
(not exactly a snappy gang name, but to the point and sort of
Musketeerish) with a few ringers from East Twenty-seventh
because the kids on that block were tougher and we needed
them to help us fight. Of course, no girls were allowed, or even
considered. This was men'’s turf and we had men’s business
to do.

Our moms would pack lunch in brown bags. We may not
have had precisely the same food, but our lunches were
variations on a theme, the theme being sliced bread and cheap
filling. For me, it was usually cream cheese and jelly on white
bread. It's a wonder that the prevailing Brooklyn nutritional
wisdom didn’t kill me. “I've got nice sliced white bread for you,
Bruce—eat the crusts too. Just a minute, let me add some more
salt to the soup. Tonight we’re having steak—good healthy red
meat.” Out of this kitchen came my sandwich wrapped in
Cut-Rite waxed paper and a mayo jar of milk or water and off
I'd go to join my comrades, who were similarly fortified.

One particularly difficult battle was the one we’d fight at
least once a summer for possession of the East Twenty-ninth
Street lot. We had the most sophisticated weaponry known—
dirt bombs. The best kind too. Ours were solid enough to travel
far and fast, but soft enough to pulverize on impact, thereby
temporarily blinding our enemies. We were gentlemen at war.
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Never ever did we pack stones inside our dirt bombs, but we
heard that the rough kids from East Twenty-fourth Street did.
We were never going to fight those guys. The East Twenty-
ninth Street crowd was rough enough. Eli Blinderman and
Norm Katz were usually hurt in the fistfight that inevitably
followed the bombing and, though I was a strong, solid kid, I
had lost my taste for hand-to-hand combat on the day when
Tommy Shor had blackened my eye for no good reason. Win or
lose, I knew my mom would tell me I was “going to get it”
when my dad came home from the factory. Summer day after
summer day, I'd risk my father’s wrath, playing out the war the
radio was bringing to me, trying to stretch the bounds of the
territory that held me close by the ladies like my mother and
grandmother, doing manly things in the company of the other
boys who were testing too. Now it seems that every act was a
kind of trying the ground mined with the mores of second-
generation Jewish Brooklyn, escapades like stopping at Rose
Kurtzburg’s back window on the way home.

“What do you see, Eli?"” (GIGGLE)

“White stuff.” (BREATHLESS LAUGHTER)

“Come on, what do you see?”” (NEARLY TEARFUL HYSTE-
RIA)

""White stuff like dough in the bakery, and moles on her back
and Mrs. Kurtzburg hooking her up. Are you too chicken to
look for yourself?

Mrs. Kurtzburg was the girdle-and-brassiere lady who cor-
seted all the neighborhood women. What we saw at her
window was usually a woman tugging at folds of flesh and the
constraints of woven elastic, heaving heavy breasts, trying to
get comfortable in the armor of the undergarment.

What was so hysterical about all of this? There was the
titillation of knowing that brassieres and girdles were the front
line of the sexual battles we imagined our fathers fighting
nightly. It had to be a battle, didn’t it? Whatever it was they
did, the women subtly suggested they didn’t do it willingly.
Much more silly than that thought was the performance of a
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lady you knew only fully clothed, like Mrs. Flink, the lady who
regularly admonished us to include her son Jerome (two years
and several rituals younger than we) in our play, bumping and
grinding her way into something that looked doll-size com-
pared to her bulging bloomered backside.

Weary from the lot wars, we salacious soldiers of misfortune
would hang on to Rose Kurtzburg’s windowsill by our black-
rimmed fingernails until the tickling danger of being discovered
combined with the display inside to topple us into her yard in
a fit of howling. That would bring her screaming to the window
and send us sprinting for the safety of our front porches, where
we’d compose ourselves to meet the wrath of our mothers,
who hated the dirt we brought with us far more than they
loved the sons who'd spent the day collecting it.

These were the weekday diversions. Saturdays had a pattern
all their own, a pattern that depended upon whether you could
spend a dime or a quarter. For ten cents you could see a movie,
for twenty-five, you could spend an entire Saturday afternoon
at the Mayfair or the Avenue U theater and see a triple feature,
a short about Tahiti, the Movietone news, and coming attrac-
tions.

We’d watch Fred Astaire or John Wayne or Esther Williams
and eat Good and Plenty candies. I loved the pink ones and
saved the whities to be used as missiles to launch at the
matron, a sourpuss who was always glowering at the end of
the aisle, shouting in a whisper, “Take your feet off the seat. Sit
up straight! Stop talking!”

”OK, ready . . . launch! That one almost got her!”

You boys, you stop that, or I'm going to have the manager
down here to eject you from the theater.”

Manager of the theater. That had a ring to it. When I got my
first movie projector, a toy with a red, blue, and yellow filter
that rotated in front of the lens, allowing for color cartoons, I
went into the Saturday show business. Barbara, a slightly older
Twenty-sixth Street girl, would let me set up chairs in her
garage. The kids would pay a nickel and take their seats. I'd sell
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candy at an outrageous markup, threatening no show if the
receipts weren’t good enough. My skimpy library of Popeye
cartoons shown week after week weren’t what brought the kids
back for more. It was Barbara’s live act that followed our
animated feature. She would take her little boy dog and put it
lying on its side on a table. Then she’d lift its hind leg and with
great seriousness and flare do to the dog what no one would
dare tell their mothers we’d seen Barbara do.

Eventually, I was able to leave the immediate village and
hunt the distant, verdant territories with the other braves. We
traveled by BMT Brighton Line to the most exciting world I've
ever known—Coney Island. If I had a dollar fifty, I could get a
blue ticket to attach to my belt. This was my passport to all the
rides in Steeplechase Park. The horse race, the Giant Slide, or
the roller coaster, second in terror only to its neighbor, the
world-famous Cyclone, the most perilous roller coaster on
earth. Perilous, that was the word for so much of what went on
at Coney Island. There were the death-defying rides and slides,
there was the ever-present mortal danger of spoiling your
appetite by washing down your Nathan’s hot dogs with three
or four bags of their patented crinkly French fries. There were
the girls. Yes, girls went to Coney Island too, whole groups of
them right there, without the eyes of the neighborhood to
watch the sway of their hips, or to note the invitation in their
glances. There were even costumed clowns to act as merry
matchmakers, prodding the wide-skirted temptresses onto the
electric grate over a huge fan that would blow their dresses
high around their waists, revealing their legs clear up to the
edge of their underpants. Oh, what peril of growing up right
on the spot.

Coney Island, practically a caricature to most of America,
was a metaphor for life for a Brooklyn boy. There were the tests
of courage and strength and skill: the rides and sledge-
hammered gongs and toy steam shovels pivoting over seas of
shining prizes, waiting for the sureness of your touch on the
controls to retrieve the one you wanted most desperately.
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There were the first hesitant advances toward the society of the
opposite sex, punching your buddies on the arm as you looked
at the prettiest girl, wondering how the hell you were going to
cut her away from her herd of friends so you could maybe
propose the trip through the fun house as a preliminary to one
night getting her into the tunnel of love.

Brooklyn gave me the tension that produced the energy of
my on-air style. Despite my parents’ edict and the neighbor-
hood enforcement of staying with “my own kind,” I was just a
subway ride away from the relief of riding the skies with all
kinds. Fed by the standard leathery gray flank steak or pulpy
corned beef of the Flatbush kitchens, I could flee to a deli for
knishes or maybe a tongue sandwich and the nectar of a
chocolate egg cream. Testing, always testing the impenetrable
structure of the second-generation society, I could develop the
courage to face down the reasoning that one did something a
certain way because “that’s how it's done.”

I could get one thing more. In the Flatbush of the first years
of the fifties, it was possible to get a high school education
offered by people who were concerned and focused enough to
notice the sort of shy kid who liked to write plays and organize
performances. The relentless scrutiny of the block was tem-
pered into watchful observation in the neighborhood school,
an observation that pushed me from being an occasionally
enterprising kid into a confident director of my fellow students.
Somewhere along the line between grammar school and high
school graduation, I was given the right arena to marshal my
energy into a leadership characteristic. It was right there in
Brooklyn I would learn that people would listen to me, they’d
believe it would be fun to do what I said would be fun to do.
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CHAPTER THREE

The Education of Brucie Morrow

My dad and I had a springtime ritual that probably lasted for
a half-dozen of my preteen and teenage years. We’d walk on
the boardwalk at Brighton Beach until we got to our favorite
sunbathing concession. There we’d pay a quarter each to lie on
canvas beach chairs and have the attendants bundle us tightly
in blankets. Stretched out, holding reflectors under our chins,
we’d drift in and out of conversation, half-dozing in the barely
warm sunlight. We’d talk about where we were going to go
fishing that summer or about the stock market or the price of a
haircut.

Somewhere between the washing of the piano and these
days in spring, I'd passed out of the world of the women into
the world of the men. I was now fit company for my father, a
man who didn’t question many things, but who had the quiet
sureness of someone whose life had turned out just as he’d
supposed it would. His hard work had been rewarded by
enough money to keep his family comfortable. We were not to
take that comfort for granted. My father's shouldering of
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responsibility created a responsibility in his sons. It was clear
that I was to repay him for his efforts on my behalf with efforts
on my own behalf. I was supposed to “‘make something of
myself.”

As near as I can pinpoint it, I began to make something of
myself when I became Gooba the Caveman.

During my junior year at James Madison High School, I took
to heart the challenge of the school sing. A contest among the
classes, the sing was to determine the most talented class in the
school. There would be skits and talent acts, some students
would tap-dance, some would mimic the styles of Sinatra or
Crosby. I was at the Dramatic Workshop by this time, being
trained in the rudiments of the stage and getting my footing in
front of the footlights. As a member of the All City Radio
Workshop, I was performing daily for that flyspeck audience
with FM receivers. Practically a paid professional, I volunteered
to perform on the junior-class team. It was to be my first
performance in front of a live audience since grammar school.
I dressed as a caveman, arms and legs dangling from a
one-shoulder creation, and mimed ‘“Goodnight, Irene.” There
must have been something about the way I mugged that
appealed to my fellow students, my teachers, and the assorted
parents present. Gooba was clearly a favorite with the crowd.
The applause was nice. The junior-class victory was sweet. The
change was nearly instantaneous.

I began carrying my books the way the cool guys carried
them, held high with the arm at a right angle to the body, not
hanging from a limp arm or clutched tight to the side. The word
“leader” cropped up on my report card. I began saying things
like, “OK everybody, we're going to Dubrow’s after school,
and don’t forget, this is pickle day.” I went back to Camp
Swago that summer before my senior year and developed an
alter ego known as Chief Sagamore. A young counselor, I'd
attend the Friday night campfires in a blanket and headdress,
making an entrance from the woods, telling mystical Navajo
legends of my own making. It isn’t hard to hold nine-year-olds
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rapt when they're sitting outside around a huge fire with inky
sky and diamond summer stars above, but still I began to
believe I had a gift for keeping people’s attention. I started to
think maybe people wanted to hear what I had to say.

This was the young man who would reflect on nothing in
particular while holding the sun reflector at precisely the same
angle as his father held his, two bound men in Brighton Beach
chaise lounges, one of them twice bound. It wasn’t only
blankets my father was bundled in, but the conventions of
Flatbush culture and that tightest of all constraints, the con-
suming preoccupation with financial security that the Great
Depression had etched in young adults of the thirties. His son,
on the other hand, acknowledged no bounds. Like the other
children of my generation, I'd tested enough to know the old
ways weren't necessarily the ways I needed to live by. I'd hung
on Rose Kurtzburg’s window and lived to tell the tale. I'd
challenged the matron for dominance over the Mayfair theater.
The sons and daughters of the old world were the torchbearers
of anew one. A war had come between my parents’ generation
and mine. And, just as the fifties would later come to symbolize
a giddy embracing of streamlined modernism, the youth of the
fifties were giddy about being modern in every way. I may
have had a mile-wide conservative streak, but I had a head-
strong commitment to knowing and being what was modern.

My unconventional leanings were counterbalanced by my
father’s conventional wisdom.

“This is the land of opportunity, Bruce. You can be anything
you want in America—even president. But first you have to get
a good education.”

Opportunity and president were two words I heard often.

My parents assumed my good education would be gotten in
good old Brooklyn—at Brooklyn College. That was fine with
me. After all, Brooklyn had been good to me so far. My friends
were fun. Coney Island was fun. There were the movie theaters
and the gourmet eateries. There was the familiarity. There was
the feeling that I was being recognized as somebody who "had
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something.” All this and access to Oz. It was right there on the
other side of the bridge—magnificent, magical, mystical Man-
hattan.

I'd been “going into the city” all my life. I assumed I'd work
there someday, maybe even make enough money to live there
at some point, but for the time being, I was content with the
status quo. The family had moved up in life—from East
Twenty-sixth to East Twenty-ninth and things were comfort-
able.

Abe bought me a car when I graduated from high school.
What a beauty—a 1948 Ford Tudor, green body with a white
hardtop, a Fordamatic with the most important accessory of all,
a powerful AM radio. I was now fully equipped to ride
smoothly into my future.

In September I rolled gracefully into the role of college man,
but I wasn’t destined to be graceful or a Brooklyn College man
for long. From the moment I got to BC, I knew it wasn’t for me.
These people were serious. They wanted to teach me things—
like French. After about four months of intensive scholarly
pursuits that never took me near my French class, I found the
classroom. Unfortunately it was the day of the final exam. With
my recently acquired conviction that confidence was 90 percent
of the battle, I strode into the room, head held high. My good
friend Jerry Moss (who went on to become the M of A&M
Records) waved to me, looking shocked. He was obviously
surprised to notice that I too was taking this particular course.
I sat down and looked at the exam paper. I signed my name
and wrote off the Brooklyn College experience as a mistake.

I'd failed French and I'd also failed to recognize that Brooklyn
College had expected more from me than I'd delivered. I
flunked out. I was supremely uncomfortable with the feeling of
having blown it. I was the organizer, the kid the high school
teachers looked to as a monitor. Chief Sagamore, the sage from
many mountains west, had screwed up.

Hindsight tells me I learned something from that failure. I
learned to make sure I knew what was important to me. Could
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it be that maybe this downfall was a signal that I had been
involved in something that wasn’t, in my estimation, truly
important? What was important? Radio. Being heard on the
radio as I had been at the All City Radio Workshop.

Across the river was a school called New York University. At
New York University they had a program called Communica-
tion Arts. Gooba goes to Gotham.

New York University circa 1953 was perfect for me. It had a
state-of-the-art mentality when it came to the fledgling art of
broadcasting, and it had an open-door, hands-on policy, allow-
ing students access to the equipment in their workshops. Those
workshops were the key to my success at NYU. I loved
technology. I wanted to know how every electrical device
worked. I wanted, more than anything, to know everything
about radio and television. Here I was able to mess with
equipment, to talk to people who loved broadcasting as much
as I did. Besides, being on the island of Manhattan, I was
where it was all happening. Just forty or so blocks from where
I attended classes (I really did attend—I’d learned my lesson)
the three radio and television networks were deciding the fate
of the communications industry. CBS-Hytron and RCA, mean-
while, were battling for FCC approval of something absolutely
amazing—color television. Was it possible? Surely something
as wonderful as TV in color could never come right into our
homes.

I heard that CBS was having a press conference to demon-
strate their system at Leiderkranz Hall. I had to become one of
the press immediately. I went to NBC at Rockefeller Center and
talked to somebody in the news department. They obviously
had overlooked how badly they needed a stringer on the NYU
campus, I explained. Fortunately I had radio experience from
the renowned All City Radio Workshop and just enough open
time in my schedule to take on this vital role for them. When
could I have my press credentials?

Press card in hand, I took a notebook along as a prop and
sauntered into Leiderkranz Hall trying to look like a blasé
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member of the Fourth Estate rather than the overeager
broadcast-crazed kid I was. Once the demonstration started, all
determination to be cool went out the window. They showed a
Randolph Scott movie and the color was every bit as vivid as it
was at the Avenue U movie theater. More spectacular, though,
because it was so unlike anything I'd ever seen before, was a
commercial for Campbell’s tomato soup. The soup was red! All
of this was only preamble to the presentation of live color TV.
Models in a nearby studio paraded on the television screen. We
could actually see that some had blond hair, some
were redheads. They carried rainbows of flowers, all of which
were garden-perfect in their hues. This wasn’t film they were
showing, this was live television, something I thought could
only happen in black-and-white. I had walked into the future.
I left the demonstration convinced that someday people would
actually see television programs in color—right in their own
living rooms.

How are you going to keep Brucie down on the campus after
he’s seen color TV? I was really at my wit’s end now. There I
was, going to college in the city that was making media
miracles, and all they would let me do was “play radio.” Sitting
in class and pretending I was broadcasting wasn’t enough for
me. I had radio experience, after all. I had changed my name
because 1 was going to be a radio star. I was ready to be on the
air.

Fortunately, the Communication Arts program was run by a
man who believed in my kind of impatience. He was Professor
Robert Emerson and, together with Professor Irving Falk, he
recognized in me a determination that seemed worth fostering.

On the day when I cornered him and demanded to know
why NYU didn’t have a radio station (my dad was paying good
money for my education, after all—eighteen dollars a credit!),
he said, ’Bruce, NYU runs on a budget, and there’s no money
in the budget for a radio station. God knows, I've tried to get
some, but maybe you can do better than I have. Talk to some
of the deans. Go see the administrators. Tell them why NYU
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needs a radio station, how much it will cost, and how you're
going to build one.”

How much would it cost and how would I build one? Good
questions. Questions to which I had the answers because I also
had the most necessary ingredient for the birth of a radio
station—a magician. His name was Werner Freitag and he was
central casting’s idea of a mad German scientist. He wore a
white lab coat, and spoke with a slightly fiendish Dr. Franken-
stein accent. He was a technician at NYU and lived in a world
of wires and tubes and lights and bells and buzzers and never
seemed to leave his laboratory. He was patient with the gangly
freshman who wanted to know everything about anything that
could move a voice from point A to point B. In the case of the
radio station I was hoping for, point A was the Communication
Arts Group Studio on the eighth floor of the East Building and
point B was the Green Room, the student lounge four floors
below.

”So, Werner,” 1 asked before starting out on my fund-raising
program, “how could I broadcast into the Green Room?”’

“Vell, young man, you vould need vire. Electrical vire, you
understand? The kind that you plug the toaster into the vall
vith.”

“Wire. And what else?”

“Microphone. Speakers. These ve have.”

“How much money would I need to buy enough wire?”

“Twenty-five dollars, maybe.”

With twenty-five bucks’ worth of wire and Werner, I would
be in business.

You’'d think I was asking for enough money to build a
spaceship. Deans, professors, administrators—they all turned
me down. Then one day I got my big break—a tremendous
rainstorm.

Those were the days when there was still grass and trees and
dirt on the NYU campus—the days when a walk from one
building to another on a rainy day took a young lad through
rivulets and mud puddles. On this one particularly rainy day I
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had an appointment with a dean who turned out to be
fastidious and (what luck!) had a brand-new carpet in his office.
I was wearing galoshes. They weren’t tidy boots or modern
tote-type things; they were gigantic galumphing galoshes—the
kind worn by students who still lived at home with mothers
who knew their children’s deaths would come from eating
seasoned food or getting wet feet.

Oblivious to the mess I was tracking with me, I trudged into
that dean’s office, shook his hand, and gave him my pitch. He
listened politely as I dripped mud all over. By the time I
realized his discomfort over what my presence was doing to his
carpet, it was too late—the damage was done. I probably
started my trademark of talking at lightning speed at that very
moment. I sped up my request and sloshed out of there,
convinced I'd failed again. A couple of weeks later I received a
note saying that, based on the dean’s recommendation, I'd
gotten an allocation to start the first NYU radio station. Either
he was impressed with my single-minded devotion to my
dream, or he was afraid I'd drip my way into his office again
sometime!

Werner sent me to the hardware store for several hundred
feet of everyday household AC electrical cord. I then made a
deal with the guy who ran the Green Room to let me attach my
electrical cable to the back of the old Stromberg-Carlson radio in
the lounge. The wire ran up the side of the building and into
the “studio,” where we had an antique Dynavox turntable,
some speakers, and a classic Shure microphone. That's all it
took. WCAG—Communication Arts Group—was on the air.

For a couple of hours a day we’d play classical music and
make campus and community announcements: “Erroll Garner
will be appearing at the Blue Note all this week. And don't
forget, tonight our own NYU meets Fordham in a battle for the
bragging rights to New York City basketball dominance. The
game’s at eight p.M. and the gym is going to be packed, so get
there early.”

We had to be very quiet in the studio while the records were
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playing because the mike had to be open and placed in front of
the speakers. This was pretty primitive, but after about six
months, the university newspaper wrote a story about the
radio station that could be heard only in the Green Room of the
East Building.

There’s nothing more motivating in human nature than the
desire to have something simply because someone else has it
and you can’t get it. Suddenly WCAG was in demand. Students
and professors came by to hear it. Soon they wanted to know
why they couldn’t have it broadcast into their dorms and
lounges. Our budget was increased to allow us to have better
equipment and to run wires to other buildings. Eventually we
even hit the big time—we were wired into the main cafeteria!

For all I know, Werner Freitag and I created the first cable
network. That’s really what it was—yards and yards of electri-
cal cable, over which a bunch of kids “broadcast’” music, talk,
and sports shows. Within a year we were on the air twelve
hours a day—a dozen hours that needed programming. Luck-
ily, we had an extensive classical-music library, obtained the
way only a callow youth could—by being too stupid to be afraid
to ask.

London Records was the Stradivarius of the classical-
recording industry. Nearly every home that had a record player
had Swan Lake on London Records. Mine did, so I knew that
London was the place to call for a collection of classical music
that would make WCAG truly sophisticated. I explained that

I'd like to feature their recordings on the radio station serving
the greater New York University community. I probably ne-
glected to say we were what was called a "carrier current”
station, which meant our signal was carried on the weak radio
waves present in ordinary household electrical current, rather
than broadcast over radio waves. Carrier current stations can
be heard only on radios that are near the wires of the system.
WCAG was to radio what two cans connected by string are to
telephones. Nevertheless, I gave London Records the impres-
sion that we were a fifty-thousand-watt powerhouse broadcast-
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ing from the highest building on campus, and was invited to
their offices, where I was given access to their complete catalog
of Full Frequency Range Recordings. FFRRs were the compact
discs of their day and still hold their own for sound integrity. It
was like inviting a kid who was used to tricycles to pick out a
few Rolls-Royces.

There were literally hundreds of albums—mine for the
taking—too many to take in one trip, so for days and days I
took the subway to London Records (no way you'd risk
bruising your Ford Tudor by venturing into the mayhem of
midtown) and selected classical music for WCAG. How did I
make my choices? Very scientifically. I picked the ones with
pretty album covers.

With twelve hours of programming to fill we needed more
than Tchaikovsky and a campus calendar, so we branched out
into radio journalism. We did public-affairs programs, where
we interviewed the university muckety-mucks on the hot
school issues. Why was the track-team budget cut? Why can’t
students smoke in the classrooms? It wasn’t 60 Minutes, but it
was our version of controversy, and as confrontational as any
student dared be in those days. We also broadcast speeches
that were given on campus. We had no trouble setting up our
mikes when someone from the university was speaking, but
occasionally Professor Emerson or Professor Falk would ask us
not to cover a speech given by a guest lecturer. These were the
days of the “'red peril,” and, after all, Greenwich Village was a
veritable hotbed of pinko subversive activities. We had to be
careful or the commies would take over the station. I learned
early on to cooperate with station management, in this case the
school administration, if I wanted the pleasure of being on
the air.

Fortunately, there was hope for a boy who wanted to be
more than a deep voice announcing silky-throated songsters.
Fortunately, everything that amounted to anything significant
in popular music and radio was in flux. Fortunately, the years
I was at NYU were the years when the earth rocked on its radio
axis.
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In 1953, my freshman year, the national radio playlists
included the Ames Brothers, Teresa Brewer, Perry Como, and
Doris Day. In 1955, Bill Haley and His Comets soared onto the
scene with “Rock Around the Clock.” Though Nelson Riddle
had a big hit called “Lisbon Antiqua” in 1956, the same year
Dean Martin hit with “Memories Are Made of This,” Kay Starr
signaled something with her recording of “Rock and Roll
Waltz”” that year. Rock ‘n’ roll was making itself known and, try
as the establishment might to keep the waltz alive, the moon/
june/croon era of radio was coming to a close.

Yes, by 1957 a group called the Crickets had a hit called
”That’ll Be the Day.” Elvis Presley was a fixture on the charts
and the brothers Everly were sounding the alarm with “Wake
Up, Little Susie.” Buddy Holly, Elvis, Don, and Phil were
southern boys, sons of the source of race music. These musi-
cians understood the true roots of rock ‘n’ roll—rhythm and
blues. Rhythm and blues was a tragically underexposed na-
tional treasure, because it came from the people who definitely
were not in the musical mainstream—the “colored” people, as
they were called in those days. Geniuses like Big Joe Turner,
LaVern Baker, and the Crows were playing to dark audiences
and maybe a couple of dozen progressive white devotees,
performing extraordinary music that was recorded on obscure
labels, if at all. The American recording scene of the fifties was
not about black man’s music, but the emerging recording
geniuses were. Rockabilly was just a page out of gospel and in
Cleveland, of all places, a man who billed himself as Moondog
had brought the R&B greats to the lily-white ears of WJW’s
audience by playing tunes released on independent labels. He
drew tens of thousands of kids to halls that couldn’t hold them
with unheard-of integrated bills featuring music that just cried
out to be heard.

By 1957, when Moondog was using his given name of Alan
Freed on WINS, New York, and I was ready to test my own
ability to have an impact on the industry I loved, the times
weren’t changin’, they’d changed. Mr. Freed had shown New
York and America that a radio personality could help create the
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personality of radio. I wanted to be a part of this new kind of
radio. I would pledge my life to whatever real radio station
would have me just to broadcast the music that was so
absolutely compelling. I wanted to be a rock jock and the first
place to give me a chance was as ironic a choice as I could make.
I was going to champion the music that owed almost everything
to black people in a place where blacks were considered inferior
to whites. Bruce Morrow was on his way to Bermuda.
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CHAPTER FOUR

Trouble in Paradise

Did I have what it took to make it in professional radio? Did
I have the determination to get hired, become a paid an-
nouncer, and, eventually, advance to one of those few big-city
jobs—the only positions that had any meaning to me?

In June 1957 I was asking these questions of myself and the
world was asking them of me. I wasn’t Bruce the wonder kid
anymore. I was just another kid looking for a break.

I had my demo tapes. I had my track record of getting what
I wanted. I had my dream. I had my share of don’t-call-us-
we’ll-call-you conversations. Elvis might have made his way
onto the charts, but, with the exception of Alan Freed, it was
still people like Martin Block who were announcing those
charts. I'd grown up with the venerable Mr. Block, host of
WNEW’s Make Believe Ballroom. On Saturdays Martin Block
would pronounce the week’s hit parade in his basso profundo
voice, at best indifferent to the music he was touting, at times
noticeably disdainful. No one had caught on yet that the
juxtaposition of the Voice-of-God delivery with the joyful
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sounds of rock wasn’t long for this world. I wasn’t long for this
world either, if Dad’s hard-earned tuition money didn’t yield
a job.

I sent out six more demo tapes, this time to stations beyond
the borders of the Big Apple. These tapes were about ten
minutes long and I thought they were real masterpieces,
spotlighting my ability to deliver commercials, introduce
records, read the news, and engage in sidesplitting chatter. Six
replies came back rapidly. Three said sorry, no positions
available, and three said they were interested. One station was
in Texas, one was in Panama City, Florida, and the third was in
Bermuda.

I knew Texas wasn’t for me. I'd never said "’Yup” in my life
and I was pretty sure I hated horses that didn’t pull carriages
through Central Park. As for Panama City, Florida, my side of
the phone conversation with the owner and general manager of
that particular station went something like this:

"Yes sir, I am willing to start on the ground floor. . . . Next
week? Of course. . . . Sure, I expected to be at the station eight
hours a day. . . . Four hours at what car wash?”’

It seemed he also owned a car wash and neophyte jocks were
expected to polish bumpers as well as spin records. I passed on
that opportunity.

Besides, neither Texas nor Florida seemed very worldly and
I'd recently decided that at age twenty-one it was time to leave
the confinement of East Twenty-ninth Street for the experience
to be garnered in the outside world. This made Bermuda
especially appealing. Wasn’t that the place where the sand was
pink and the sky was always blue? Didn’t they have lots of girls
in bathing suits down there? It sounded like a full-time Doris
Day movie to me.

I called ZBM radio, Hamilton, Bermuda, and said I was very
interested. Ken Belton, the station comptroller, explained that
even on that British island they viewed New York radio as a
pipeline from Mecca, and that the tape I'd sent him sounded
like the authentic big-city sound that was sorely absent from his
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station. Ken said that while Bermuda wasn’t exactly progres-
sive, the station management was aware that radio was chang-
ing rapidly. They knew contemporary music by people like Bill
Haley and the Everly Brothers signaled the beginning of a new
era and they thought a young announcer from New York could
help put them in touch with what was happening. Bermudians
were not provincial people, he added. Their island was a haven
for very sophisticated travelers. The people of Bermuda were
also travelers themselves. Many of them made frequent trips to
England and the States. They’d been exposed to life beyond
their insular twenty-one-square-mile borders.

He also said he’d set everything up for my arrival two weeks
later. Lodging would also be arranged.

In two weeks I would be in Bermuda. If this didn’t sound real
to me, it sounded impossible to Mom and Dad. Who knew
what those people ate? How did I expect to have clean
underwear without Mina to do my laundry? Those island
people didn’t wear shoes. A boy would surely get athlete’s foot
(or something worse—hoof-in-mouth disease probably). As far
as they were concerned, I was going into uncharted territory.

To my mind, concern was the wrong response to uncharted
territory—anticipation was what was called for. I anticipated
being the Moondog of the Atlantic, bringing the rock word to
the unschooled. 1 also anticipated the joy of going a step
beyond the philosophy of Flatbush. I was going to transcend
the barriers of Brooklyn by actually springing over them. I
would probably need an ocean to separate me from the
neighborhood influence. Never mind that I'd probably only
actually ventured out of New York State a dozen times and that
my idea of a beach was Coney Island or Brighton Beach; I was
going to fit right in on those pink sandy shores populated by
eager nubile nymphets in scant-skirted swimsuits. There were
other barriers I wanted to scale besides those presented by the
geography of my youth and the nearly insurmountable odds
against one day landing a plum radio slot. At age twenty-one |
was ready to have the bevy of beauties that Playboy magazine
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was promising me. In 1956, a French guy named Vadim had
made a movie called And God Created Women. It was about an
eighteen-year-old girl who couldn’t get enough of men, an
‘eighteen-year-old portrayed by a pout-lipped blonde named
Bardot. The film’s action took place on the beach in St. Tropez.
The film’s reaction took place in movie houses all over the
world and in the groins of every red-blooded American boy I
knew. To put it bluntly, I was hot to trot, and a tropical isle
away from the mores of the many Minas of my neighborhood
seemed like the perfect racetrack for the young stud I fancied
myself to be.

By the time the Lockheed Constellation touched down on the
runway to my destiny, my heart was pounding a signal that my
confidence was waning just a bit. What was I doing?

I stepped out onto the shimmering tarmac and knew I might
as well have traveled to a new planet. Nothing looked or felt
like anything I'd experienced before. The sky was vast, with no
skyscrapers to contain it. The light was brighter than any I
remembered seeing anywhere else. We're not in New York
anymore, Toto. British-accented customs agents shuffled me
and my luggage through oh-so-formal formalities and pointed
the way to the tiniest taxi I'd ever seen. The ride to ZBM,
however, began to ease my mind. Everything was so pretty.
The houses were little pastel palaces. The trees and bushes and
flowers looked like they’d been brought for a movie set. Most
of all, it looked so clean. The Brooklyn housewives would
approve.

I was surprised when the driver told me we’d arrived at the
station. All I saw were the tiny buildings of downtown Hamil-
ton. Apparently I was headed for the second floor of a small
office building. I walked up a narrow flight of stairs and into a
modest reception room. I asked for Mr. Belton and sensed
immediately from the way the petite receptionist gaped at me
that I was not going to be exactly inconspicuous in this world
of diminutive, veddy proper English types.

“Welcome, Bruce, welcome.” The voice came bursting
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through the door before the man did. Ken Belton was every bit
as ebullient and kind as he was enthusiastic. We’d start with a
station tour, he said, then get me settled. The tour of the station
was as brief as the quarters were tiny. There were two air
studios and one large production studio. The equipment wasn’t
exactly state of the art, but it was more professional than what
I'd used at NYU. Although I was disappointed that my first job
was turning out to be in munchkin land instead of in one of the
steel skyscrapers I'd aspired to, I felt as though I would be
comfortable in this place that was rather homey, and like
everything else on Bermuda, sparkling from recent white-
washing.

’"Now we need to find you a place to live,” Ken announced
after the tour.

”What do you mean ’find’? I thought this was all arranged.”
Dad was right. These were savages. I'd wind up sleeping in the
streets.

We walked about three blocks from the station to Mrs.
Larsen’s boardinghouse. Ken had once resided there and he
thought the "'nice” old lady would put me up too.

Mrs. Larsen was a round, rosy-complexioned woman with a
thick brogue. She sized me up and said, “Twenty-seven dollars
and fifty cents a week. You can use one inch of tub water a day.
I'll show you your room.” Was I right in thinking my closet in
Brooklyn had been bigger? Probably I was just tired from the
flight. Ken left me to unpack and I folded myself over to lie on
the bed under the slant in the roof. A knock at the door.

"Excuse me—I have your linens.”

Ah, the maid. No, Mrs. Larsen’s daughter. Her name was
Rhonda and she was lovely. This was a figure that was meant
to be seen in a swimsuit. I even detected a resemblance to
Bardot. Everything was going to be all right after all.

But I had a few things to learn about Bermuda.

The first hint came one afternoon on Mrs. Larsen’s porch. I'd
been there only a short while, but long enough for my land-
lady to learn my love for shepherd’s pie. She also made me
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generous breakfasts, and it was in the middle of one of these
feasts when her conversation turned to keeping Bermuda
“pure.”

“We don’t want Jews on the island,” she said.

I can’t remember hearing very many phrases that were more
sickening to me in my life. My head swam from the vertigo that
overcomes one when a revelation is almost too dreadful to be
fully taken in. My friend, my surrogate mom, was a bigot. I
asked her to repeat what she’d said and she did.

I'd never been confronted with one-on-one anti-Semitism
before and I was momentarily flooded with confusion. Should
I keep my mouth shut and dismiss this as the stupidity and
narrow-mindedness of a provincial old woman? No, I had to
say something. After all, I'd seen Gregory Peck in Gentleman's
Agreement. I had to do what he’d do.

“Mrs. Larsen, do you really like me?” I asked.

“Of course, dear, very much.”

“Mrs. Larsen, I'm Jewish.”

She started laughing. ““You are not—you’re just playing a bit
of a joke, you rascal. I know what Jewish people look like. I
know what they act like too.”

But one look at my expression of hurt and anger and she
knew I was dead serious.

After that morning I got the barest of breakfasts and the
special shepherd’s pies ceased. Mrs. Larsen and I exchanged
only brief words. There was enough hypocritical graciousness
bred into the Bermuda innkeeper to keep her civil to me, but
not enough open-mindedness to allow her to recognize that
she’d liked me before she found out my background. While I
continued to live in that boardinghouse, too proud, too stub-
born, and yes, too lazy to seek out something that might feel
more hospitable, its doors were symbolically closed to me. I
was an outsider of the worst sort—one who'’s been marked as
an undesirable—and perhaps that set the tone for my whole
experience on Bermuda.

While the ZBM experience was not without its light mo-
ments, like my announcing of the ““football” (soccer) scores and
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the slapstick comedy that inevitably followed when nearly
every station employee from the mailboy to the program
manager would burst through the studio doors yelling things
like, “That’s Birming-ahm, not Bir-ming-ham, you dolt!"” Or the
Sunday morning when I left the feed from the turntable open
while the Let’s Go to Church Show was being piped in from a
nearby chapel. Instead of monitoring the worship service, I was
auditioning sound effects for dramatic war stories I was to
produce the next week. In the midst of the gospel, 1 was
inadvertently broadcasting sirens, bombs, and screams, send-
ing the island’s elderly and shut-ins into a frenzy of terrified
phone calling to the police and fire departments.

Lucky for me, station management was tolerant of a new kid,
and even more lucky, Ken Belton was watching over me.

After a short while at ZBM, it had become clear to Ken that
my niche was in playing avant-garde rock music and that my
forte was my ability to create calm out of the chaos of live
broadcasting.

“You seem able to do more than spin discs, my friend,” he
said one day. “What kind of live program would you propose
for yourself, old man?”

It didn’t take me long to dream up a format. I knew live
dance shows were catching on in the States and I wanted to
give that a try. We called our show Search Party and invited
listeners to come to the studio to dance to the music of local
performers and the latest rock releases.

It was a hugely successful show, owing in no small part to
how little there was for teens to do in Bermuda. However, in
providing something for the young people of Bermuda to do,
we’d provided something for the bigots of Bermuda to fester
about. After a few weeks of Search Party, I began to get phone
calls and letters subtly suggesting it might be unsuitable to
have black youngsters at events where there were white
youngsters, lest “mixed dancing” take place.

To the station’s everlasting credit, they let the show—and the
mixed dancing—go on. The protests escalated.

First, I heard from a high school principal.
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”You are an lke worshiper!”

”A what?”’

“lke . . . Ike . . . your president, you nigger lover!”

I felt that vertigo again. It wasn’t a few backward old ladies
who were prejudiced on this island.

Within days there was another call.

“Watch yourself, cheesehead [another endearing term that
Bermudians had for Americans]. Be careful how you walk
home tonight.”

Talk about the wrong thing to say to a young Yankee who
was weaned on John Wayne and Jimmy Cagney, and a veteran
of the Lot Wars to boot. I armed myself with a lead pipe and
literally didn’t go anywhere without it. Walking home at night
I retaliated against many a shadow of swaying palm, giving out
with a battle cry that was part karate, part Comanche, and
mostly fright.

The physical assault never came, but the battering of my
spirit continued. Just a few years after getting my confidence
from playing cavemen and Navajo sages, I was getting the
stuffing knocked out of me by real life. Bruce Morrow, child of
the thirties and forties, young adult of the fifties who’d never
had to take a political stand in his life, was facing political
issues on a daily basis now. In the house I'd grown up in,
sticking with your own kind was another way of saying we
didn’t really have to think about the “coloreds” or the under-
privileged—they were outside of the gates and we had enough
to tend to on the inside—but being an outsider on Bermuda I
was forced to face the plight of other outsiders and, inevitably,
I was forced to take a stand.

One day a church with an all-black congregation burned
down. The pastor came to see me and explained that he had
heard that I was sympathetic to his people. Could I think of a
way to help him rebuild his church?

I knew if I put the right amount of effort into helping that
pastor, I'd be off the island in a matter of weeks (by force or by
government invitation). I knew if I didn’t help rebuild the
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church I would be choosing to stand on a side of the color line
that was not only morally reprehensible, but would mean that
for the rest of my career I'd have to live with being a hypocrite.

Having had that upbringing bounded by things as simple as
never going outside of the streets numbered twenty-four or
thirty or beyond those lettered U or Y, I never had to know
much about civil rights. I never even thought about black
people as people with homes, families, churches. But I did
think about and know about race records and nonwhite enter-
tainers, and I did understand that the fires of change that were
blazing through the music industry had started with a spark
struck by nonwhites. Without R&B there was no rock ‘n’ roll.
Without blacks there was no R&B.

I know I didn’t sit and reason my decision through on the
basis of what Big Joe Turner would think, but when I reflect on
it now, it seems to me that rock music was an instrument of my
awareness that the country I grew up in had some citizens who
not only weren’t “my kind,” they weren’t my color either.
They had status, though. They had importance because they
were making themselves heard. Against all odds, against the
prevailing wisdom of the small world of Brooklyn, Bermuda,
and virtually every place in between and beyond, these people
were influencing one of the most influential of all forces—
popular music.

I told the minister I'd throw the biggest record hop Bermuda
had ever seen and we’d charge admission and try to get
donations of refreshments, for which we could also charge. I
would try to get the station’s support, I promised, hoping that
my guardian angel, Mr. Belton, would stay angelic for just one
more devilish bit of Morrow madness.

"’This is my swan song, Ken. I wasn’t meant to stay around
much longer, so how about letting me go out with a bang?”

“You sure can get yourself into trouble, old man, but I guess
I asked for trouble when I went looking for somebody like Mr.
Freed. Go to it!”’

Carte Blanche! Or, in this case, Carte Noire!
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We found an empty warehouse in Hamilton and the station
lent a ton of air time to promoting the Rockin-est Record Hop
Ever: _

"“The latest American releases, live entertainment, dance
contests, prizes, and a rocking good time. Don’t miss it!”

Thousands came, paid, danced, and enjoyed themselves.
We raised nearly ten thousand dollars—which went a long way
toward rebuilding a simple chapel on a complex island.

Within two weeks, Mrs. Larsen had her slant-ceilinged room
back, ZBM had an opening for a more sedate air personality,
and Bermuda had its status quo.

I had started the process of being grown-up Bruce Morrow
and I had learned what my homeland meant to me. Not bad for
about twelve months and, all in all, when I look back on it, not
a bad twelve months at that.
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CHAPTER FIVE
Winning and Losing on WINS

After the Battle of Bermuda, I prepared a résumé that painted
me as a jock of all trades. I stressed my management and
producer roles at NYU. I boasted about all the sales experience
I'd bring to any station fortunate enough to get my nod. (Well,
I did have sales experience. It was I who'd convinced Sal the
Eighth Street Barber that advertising on WCAG would bring
the New York University men flocking to his establishment.) I
painted myself as the wizard of the wireless, the man who'd
brought rock radio to Bermuda’s world-renowned powerhouse
station. Testing the strands of credibility, Bruce Morrow on
paper became as amazing as anyone who'd ever been on
the air.

WINS was looking for a producer. They wanted somebody
young and eager (and cheap). I was all that, and I was one
thing more. I was a WINS freak. This was the era when WINS
was the number-one station in New York. They’d gotten to the
top by understanding two things about radio.

The first thing was a concept called Top Forty. Top Forty was
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to rock radio what talkies were to film—the thing that gave it
life.

The story that is told in the radio business is that Todd Storz,
owner of the Storz radio chain in the Midwest, was in a bar
with one of his station managers, Bill Stewart. After a while,
Storz and Stewart noticed that the bar patrons were playing the
same songs over and over again on the jukebox. They counted
and found that only about forty songs were ever played more
than once a night. Those forty were played repeatedly, how-
ever, and about ten of them were played again and again and
again. If these customers (who looked like the type of listeners
Storz stations were trying to attract) liked to hear forty records
over and over again in a bar, that just might be a good radio
format. There also might be something in the concept of the
Top Ten. That’s how Top Forty radio came to be—out of a bar
in Nebraska!

WINS had observed the success of the Storz stations in the
Midwest and had imported a guy named Mel Leeds from their
Kansas City operation. By hiring Mel Leeds as program direc-
tor, the WINS management demonstrated an insight into the
future of radio and a willingness to do what every great rock
station was to do for the next decade—learn and adapt from
other stations’ successes.

Understanding the revolutionary potential of Top Forty was
integral to the dominance of WINS radio, but the most signif-
icant thing WINS understood was the importance of one man.
His name was Alan Freed.

When he died, broke and broken down at the age of
forty-three, Alan Freed took his truth with him. What was left
to the living was legend, exaggeration, and the kind of fiction
that becomes fact after someone dies. Alan Freed made many
friends and as many enemies in the broadcast business. His
friends would tell us that he invented rock 'n’ roll, literally
coining the phrase and trying to copyright it. His enemies
would speak of his arrest during the payola scandal of 1960 and
the underhanded dealings that event confirmed. The truth
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about the man probably lies somewhere in between Alan
Freed’s image as the immaculate conceiver of a musical revo-
lution and his indictment as the murderer of rock radio as it
existed in the fifties. '
He was unquestionably a man who understood music and
knew the difference between saccharin and sophistication. It
seems as though his early training as a trombonist and his
appreciation of the big-band sounds led him to look for
danceable music to play on his show on WJW, the most
important radio station in Cleveland in 1951. Either intuition or
the advice of a record-store owner led Freed to the music that
wasn’t being heard on radio—the “race” music being played by
‘those dark-skinned artists whom young Buddy Holly was
discovering. Alan Freed was definitely a risk taker and it seems
sure that he understood the importance of rhythm and blues.
He also understood it to be his responsibility to get it played on
the radio. As Cleveland’s “Moondog”’—not exactly a safe,
buttoned-down Caucasian stage name—Alan Freed became
one of the bravest men ever to be a part of the radio industry.
There can be no question that it was a kind of integrity that led
him to play the R&B music that no one else would touch. There
was an honesty about him in those early days that wouldn't let
him fudge what he was offering his audience as the best of the
latest music. He knew the major labels were rereleasing beige,
bland versions of songs that were so much more powerful
when rendered by their “negro” creators. Because of his
stubborn focus on what was real in music, Alan Freed forced
the folks waltzing down the middle of America’s recording
road to march to the different drum of black people’s music. He
forced them by pounding on telephone books as he did his
show, pounding out the tribal beat he knew could not be
ignored. He was a showman with a cowbell, talking straight at
the audience and defying indifference. He hawked his wares
and preached the praises of his freaks, the musicians no one
had ever heard of before, all the while using the show as a
medium for the message about the beauty of R&B, not as a
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platform for himself. There were safer ways to be a radio
personality in the fifties. Alan Freed took the dangerous
route—the one that led him to be the crusader for the creators
of rock rather than the peddler of white artists who covered
their songs.

Pounding on his telephone book, he eventually pounded his
way into the consciousness of the nationwide radio industry
and WINS New York. In 1954, WINS brought Freed to New
York and handed him a much bigger phone book and a much
bigger audience. His Rock ‘n’ Roll Party was one of my school-
rooms. | studied the way his jive patter was deceptively
low-key. There was unmistakable energy there, a kind of
nervousness that was belied by the cool-cat lingo. I couldn’t put
my finger on it, but what I intuitively sensed was that Alan
Freed was being more himself than anyone I'd ever noticed on
the air before. His was not announcing from a safe distance like
the formidable Martin Block at WNEW, nor was he cozy like
Peter Tripp, “the curly-headed kid in the third row.”” No, Alan
Freed was anxiously sincere, and sincerely anxious. His jive
patter rang true, as if he were a high school kid using slang in
an overwhelming desire to be accepted as someone in the
know. Mr. Moondog communicated a shorthand message of
earnestness that got through to urban young people. I also
loved his obvious power over everything that happened on his
show, almost as if he weren’t working for a radio station, but
more that he was giving them the privilege of presenting him.
I loved the predictable unpredictability of it all. There was no
way to know exactly what would happen on a Freed show and
no way not to know that something good was bound to
happen. It was from Alan Freed that I learned there could be a
kind of controlled frenzy—something I felt inside myself, but
hadn’t yet named or developed.

For over four years, Alan Freed was the 7 to 11 p.m. force
behind the success of WINS, and though he’d gone to WABC
by the time WINS gave me the nod in 1958, it was Alan Freed’s
aura that suffused that offer for me. It didn’t matter that I
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wasn’t going to be on the air. I was overwhelmed to be going
to the home of Jack Lacy and Stan Z. Burns. I was going to be
a producer for the station that had brought Moondog to New
York—Ten Ten WINS!

Thank goodness for blind enthusiasm, because a semiedu-
cated ape could have handled my producer duties and the
equipment at WINS. The radio industry has grown so rapidly
and has become the forefront of so much technology that the
stations of just twenty-five years ago are more like centuries
removed from the modern operations of the eighties. The
equipment I worked with doesn’t even show up in the most
outdated, backwoods daytimer stations. Most notable among
what would now be beyond anachronisms were the ETs, which
were so outlandish that the latter-day Spielberg creation prob-
ably could have phoned home on them.

In those days, commercials and public-service announce-
ments came to radio stations on ten- or fifteen-inch discs called
electrical transcriptions. These metal or plastic plates were
usually played from the inside out, just the opposite from the
way a 45 or LP is played, on machines that were about as
streamlined as my grandmother’s wringer washing machine.
The playing arm was a sort of metal club, the "”stylus” more like
aclaw. A revolving pizza tray spun the disc. When it was time
to play a commercial or public-service announcement, the
engineer would hit a switch on the turntable and spin the right
disc. How did he get the right disc? That’s where young, eager,
educated, experienced Bruce Morrow came in.

My job was to look at the log, the schedule that a radio show
runs by, and pull out all the discs that were necessary for a
show. I'd put them in order and stack them next to the
engineer so when the air personality turned the show over for
an announcement, they’d be ready. Not exactly an Einsteinian
challenge, but I was working at a New York station and, as it
turned out, I was at the right place at the right time.

About six months after I got to WINS, AFTRA, the American
Federation of Television and Radio Artists, went on strike. All
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the announcers and newspeople walked out of all of the radio
stations in the city. Management went on the air—a bunch of
business types spinning records and doing news. Without a
tape of those actual broadcasts, I can conjure up a mythical
sales manager or higher-up trying to keep a show rolling.
Everyone has seen and heard what happens when micro-
phones are handed over to the uninitiated:

”Uh, let’s see . . . I guess it’s time to tell you the weather.
Uh, let’s see, it's seventy-one degrees and cloudy and it says
here we might have showers later on. Yes, that’'s what it says.
Seventy-one degrees. Cloudy and, er ... um ... showers
predicted for later on. OK . . . that was the weather . . . now
it's time to play a record. Let's see. Here’s ’Little Star’ by
the Elegants. I guess we’ll play that. Here’s ’Little Star’
by the Elegants.” ‘

Dead air would have been better. Certainly the kid who had
gone to the All City Radio Workshop, the former star of WCAG
at New York University, the famous air personality in Bermuda,
was better.

I got a great shift, 2 to 8 p.m. and I milked it. I did news. I
talked music. I was a performer onstage in New York—the big
time—and I wanted to be loved!

I had something else going for me. I had nothing to lose. I
didn’t know how long the strike would last, but for as long as
it did, I was going to be the best I'd ever been—the best
stand-in that ever was. I was going to test myself in a trial by
fire—with the most important shift on the most important rock
station in the city.

In retrospect, only youth would have allowed me to take that
test, since it took a kind of innocence to have the unthinking
reaction that a strike was my lucky break. Where it might seem
that it took supreme confidence to go on the air, it was actually
a lack of confidence that carried me across the picket lines. It
was only because I did not yet feel like a member of the
fraternity of New York radio performers that I could identify
with management and walk into the station every day. My
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walk across those picket lines followed me for a long time after
I'd “made it” in the business. Colleagues wondered how nice
a guy I could really be if I had been willing to be a scab to get
on the air. Looking back, I both see how it must have looked
and feel what I probably felt. In the memories of some, there
must be a picture of the tall, arrogant kid striding past the air
staff to take his place in front of the microphone. My perception
was that I hadn’t yet earned my place among the picketers and,
as a kid hired as part of management, I had the responsibility
to do what management did. Management went on the air
during a strike.

If, as a nearly three-decade member of AFTRA, I'm now not
entirely comfortable with having been on the air during that
time, I was as snug as Cinderella in her glass slipper while it
was happening, and as fearless as hell. I didn’t mind taking on
one of the most beloved characters in the history of New York
City—Fiorello La Guardia. Who hasn’t seen the newsreels of
Mayor La Guardia reading the comics on the radio when the
newspapers went out on strike during his administration?
While AFTRA was on strike, the Newspaper Guild went out
again, taking the comics with them. If I could give the people
their funnies, I reasoned, I could make them love me the way
they’d loved the Little Flower.

I went down to the Journal American and gave a guy ten
dollars to sneak me out a galley of the first comics that would
be released when the strike was over. In these lawyer-infested
times, I'd probably be sued for some breach of copyright or
infringement of something or other, but I had a former mayor
as my inspiration, and the belief that I was doing a public
service as my protection. Booty in hand, I sat in the studio
reading “Puck the Comic Weekly” as if I were reciting Shake-
speare, complete with different voices for different characters,
just the way an old Uncle Don fan would. La Guardia had
played it straight; I had to one-up him somehow. I put in some
sound effects and I was as corny as the subject matter. I read all
the comics that day on WINS. Mel Leeds was in the studio
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faster than Watson made it to Alexander Graham Bell. This felt
like trouble. Leeds was smiling, however, and delighted to
report that for the first time since the strike had started the
phone calls to the station weren’t suggesting that any settle-
ment was worth it to get the management bozos off the air.
True to the excessive personality of a program director whose
ass is getting saved, he wanted me to do the comics again right
away. Not different comics, however; the station wasn’t about
to spring for a ten-buck bribe or about to risk endorsing a return
trip to the Journal American building. So, I read the same comics,
did some more shtick and hammed it up all over again. The
phones rang in approval that was music to my ears.

In Bermuda I had been a fish out of water, my beached wails
reaching too many people who didn’t want to hear that the
future was on the way. In New York City, I was obviously in
my natural habitat. That bit of phoned-in audience approval
told me that if I was allowed to do what I'd been preparing to
do—give the best possible performance of myself—I'd be a star.
I felt loved, and as with the beginning of any love affair, the
beloved becomes better than the mere mortal.

Energized enough to give Con Edison a boost, my normally
rapid speech pattern became a runaway train. Giddy with
success, excitement, the thrill of it all, I developed an involun-
tary vocal reaction; that is, occasionally I simply had to screech.
"Yeeeeeeeeee!” I'd bellow. It felt like a giant Coney Island of a
career was beginning for me. The kind of noise one gives out
on an amusement-park ride was entirely appropriate to the
situation. Little by little the teenagers began to notice that, for
the first time, the guy on the radio sounded like one of them—
a kid with energy to burn with a voice as frantic as the passage
of puberty felt. I was having my initiation into adulthood
before their very ears, and they hooked on to my sound and to
me, calling the studios with requests, telling the operators they
liked that crazy guy Morrow. July 1958. “Sweet Little Sixteen”
by Chuck Berry. “All I Have to Do Is Dream’” by the Everly
Brothers. “Twilight Time” by the Platters. Dream come true
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by a guy named Bruce and some kids who could identify
with him.

Five or six weeks into the strike, Mel Leeds called me into his
office. He said, “You're no longer a producer here. You're
fired.”

Flunking out of Brooklyn College couldn’t hold a candle to
the feeling that overcame me when Leeds uttered those words.
Screwing up was one thing; rejection was a whole other matter.
How had I failed? I was fired. How many times have how many
millions of people wanted to reply to that news, “You're
joking”? True to the luck that surrounded my experiences at
WINS to date, Mel Leeds was.

“The strike is about to end,” he said. "You're through as a
producer because I'm putting you on staff as an announcer.
You will now be making eighteen thousand dollars a year.”

Eighteen thousand dollars a year! It was Michael Anthony
giving a new millionaire the news from John Beresford Tipton!
For one of the few times in my life, I was speechless. I asked
Mel to call my father.

“My dad’s my agent,” I declared.

S0 Abe, the hat manufacturer from Brooklyn, came up to the
station. He wore his best suit. He didn’t talk much, but he
listened hard. He asked if I'd have a contract. (Not yet.) And if
I'd have to join a union. Nobody in our family had ever
belonged to a union. (Not yet, either.) Then he shook hands
with Mel Leeds. Then I shook hands with Mel Leeds. Then I
shook my dad’s hand. Then I hugged him. We were a long way
from paying a quarter for a beach chair and a reflector.

The neighborhood changed for me once I was a bona fide
radio personality. Mina let the word out in her subtle way,
telling the Humann Meat Market that she was in the market for
some nice steak for her son’s dinner when he came home from
being on the radio, probably promising a “plug” in return for
special cuts and fast delivery. We never waited in line at the
deli again. Sam, the head waiter, assigned himself to our table
on a permanent basis—no novice lox slingers for the new radio
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star. It was heady stuff at first, but after a few months of getting
used to my new celebrity status, I began to feel comfortable in
my career. Up until this time I'd pretty much flown by the seat
of my pants, but now I was getting a sense of being a trained
radio pilot.

First of all, there was the time of my shift—7 to 11 p.m.,
Freed’s former slot. When people ask if I'm a morning person
or night person, I honestly have to answer I'm both. I'm a
morning person for my own life and a night person for other
people’s. During the daylight hours I keep to myself, puttering
with my photography or video equipment, wandering around
the city, taking it all in alone. At night I love relating to other
people. Never having had a normal job, I never really under-
stood the nine-to-five life of the city, but I could feel what
people were doing after seven. I could sit at the mike and see
the ladies doing the dishes. I could feel the night shift at work.
I knew about the cops taking a break in a diner and the kids in
their rooms doing everything but their homework. Guys driv-
ing on the Long Island Expressway or, in the summer, heading
for the Jersey shore; couples parked and making out—I could
feel them, understand them. I could talk right to them because
I was with them.

I wanted my audience to be able to see me, to feel me, to
know me also. I felt I wanted to give them a picture of me
beyond what my voice told them of me. I wanted to have
something that was mine and mine alone so I could be picked
out from among all the other voices coming out of the magic
box. I wanted people to relate to me. Relate turned out to be the
magic word.

At this time, anyone could wander into a radio studio; the
stations thought it was good public relations and since there
was a guard in the building and lots of people around (and
since it was a simpler, safer time) nothing too bad could
happen. One night an elderly black lady looked into the studio
window and motioned to me that she wanted to come in. She
looked tired but sane and I pointed to the door and motioned
to her to come in.
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“I'm cold. Can I sit down?”’ she asked.

Wondering if my initial friendliness was going to turn into a
night of visiting with someone who was obviously not a rock
‘n’ roll fan and probably not here to speak with the hot young
rock jock, I answered, “Yes ma’am. You just have to be quiet
when that light goes on.”

”I won't be stayin’ long,” she replied.

This was good news. I went about my business, studying the
log, preparing to announce the next record.

After I closed the mike and the light went off, she asked, ""Do
you believe all people are related?”

“Yes, 1 do. I really do,” I said. I really did, despite my
stick-with-your-own-kind upbringing and the Mrs. Larsens of
the world.

""Well, cousin, can you give me fifty cents please? I want to
get home to the Bronx.” I gave her two quarters and she left.

I went on with the show, feeling pretty good that I'd helped
a sweet old lady, but thinking nothing much of it. That night I
drove home to Brooklyn as I had so many times before. The
Brooklyn-Battery Tunnel went by barely noted. The noise of
the streets and traffic was the same as always, a rushing tinny
sound, the running water of a day’s end. There was an extra
sound, though. I heard it in the distance, in the part of my
brain that was already carrying the day’s experiences into the
memory compartment. Like a wakened sleeper trying to iden-
tify the lingering impression of yesterday, I tried to conjure the
source of the vague excitement I felt. What was it that had hit
a bell in my mind?

Cousin. That woman had called me “cousin.” That was it. I
had what I had been looking for. My listeners would know me
better, would feel that I was different because they were going
to be related to me. I was going to be their Cousin Bruce.

The next day I told Mel Leeds about my godsent message.
“I'm going to be Cousin Bruce Morrow on the air, Mel.”

“You're nuts. You know how corny that is? This is New York
City, not Kansas or Cleveland. Play it straight, kid. They’ll
laugh you off the air if you don't.”
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“I know New York, Mel. You're the one who worked in
Kansas. This city is cornier than anyplace on earth. God knows
Brooklyn is corny. People cheer when they hear the name
Brooklyn. New Jersey is corny. Real people are corny. There’s
nothing wrong with that. It's fun. Let me try it for a couple of
days.”

Experience met enthusiasm and convinced itself that it was
best to just let things like this run their course. Mel grumbled
and told me to keep it to a minimum.

That night in 1959, I played it to the hilt. ““This is your Cousin
Bruce and for all you cousins everywhere I have what you
want—the music, the magic, and the message. And now . . .
right here on Ten Ten WINS, your Cousin Brucie gives you the
King. Here’s Elvis. . . .

I not only was Cousin Bruce Morrow. I'd become Cousin
Brucie. In a matter of days it was clear that I'd be Cousin Brucie
for the rest of my career.

Mail came addressed to Cousin Brucie—lots more mail than
ever before (not a little of it asking for a loan for a member of
the family). When people in stores or restaurants recognized
my voice, they’d say, ““You're Cousin Brucie. Hi, Cousin!”

Guys at the station started calling me Cousin and salespeople
started pitching Cousin Brucie’s show. When advertisers asked
for Cousin Brucie to do their spots, it was settled forever.

It's likely that a scared young man from far away had the
courage to approach WINS only because he’d heard the char-
acter who called himself Cousin and thought he could talk with
him. He was a sixteen-year-old budding songwriter from
Canada who had visited New York and stayed with members
of a Canadian-bred band called the Rovers. While in the city,
he’d gotten his friends’ producer, Don Costa of ABC Para-
mount Records, interested enough in a song of his to have a
test pressing made. He’d also heard the Cousin Brucie show.

A determined young man, he’d gone back to Canada to get
his Uncle John to represent him, and one day they appeared in
the lobby of the WINS building on Central Park West. They’'d
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come directly from the airport because Uncle John thought they
had no time to waste if they were going to speak with the
fast-talking radio announcer his nephew was so keen on. The
sight of the kid and his uncle and their suitcases probably
charmed the guard, because from his description I knew I
should let them up.

Once in the studio, the boy was struck with an attack of the
shys. Uncle John did all the talking. Young Paul was really
talented, he said. Would I just listen to his record?

I listened and it was good. It had that simple calypso beat
that was so critical to success in those days. It had a boy-loves-
girl story. It had lyrics that could be understood and remem-
bered after just one hearing. It had something different—
a Canadian who actually wrote his own material—at age six-
teen, yet!

I put it on the air immediately.

“My friends, I have something very, very special for you, a
brand-new recording, never before heard anywhere in the
world, by a young man you’re going to be hearing a lot from.
I predict that this song is going straight to the top of the charts,
my dear cousins. Tell me what you think. Here’s ‘Diana’ by
young Paul Anka.”

Listen, even if it went nowhere, a young boy had had his
dream come true. His record was being played on New York
City’s top rock 'n’ roll station. But this song was definitely
going somewhere. The phones lit up. The listeners loved
“Diana.” It looked like young Paul Anka might just have a ride
on the rock rocket.

Rick Sklar, the WINS assistant program director, was in the
studio by this time. He too was won over by Paul and Uncle
John, so the song was put on the WINS playlist on the spot.

Contrary to popular belief, magic isn’t a complicated thing.
No, it’s actually easier for magic to happen when the situation
is straightforward. The wheels of “Diana” ’s success turned
very easily. Within hours, kids who'd heard the record on
WINS were asking for it in record stores. Other stations in New
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York that regularly monitored WINS had heard "Diana” and
were greeting Paul, Uncle John, and their test pressing with
open arms. Stations in other cities monitored New York station
playlists, and in the few short days it took. the production
recordings to reach them and record stores across America, the
song was already soaring to number one.

What would have happened if the shy young kid and his
assertive uncle hadn’t known about a deejay called Cousin?
The same thing probably, but maybe a little slower without the
supportiveness that the family thing implied.

I've thought lots of time over the years about the phenome-
non of people embracing the persona of Cousin Brucie. The
structure of modern families seems to explain it. Having
brothers and sisters gives you an early taste of the meaning of
love-hate relationships. There’s always competition on some
level. There’s the wanting Mom and Dad’s undivided attention,
but having to share it with that creep, pest, brat who shares the
house with you. There are fights over pieces of cake, drum-
sticks, and what TV program you’re going to watch. But your
cousins—now that’s a different matter. You see your cousins
on holidays when there’s lots of excitement and plenty of
cookies. Cousins have neat toys that you don’t have and their
parents make them share. Sometimes you get to sleep over at
their house and eat stuff your mother doesn’t cook. A cousin is
a celebration! It’s a family without the feud.

Too bad not everybody at WINS was happy to have a
celebration right there at the same station. There was one
person who was very unhappy to have a new cousin. In fact he
sensed that this wave of familial devotion from the fans might
drown him. His name was Murray Kaufman.

Part of the enormous void left by Alan Freed’s departure
from WINS was that of an authority figure. Freed spoke the
lingo and the tempo of the music he played. Freed was a white
black man, cool, smooth, unruffled. In 1959, another ambitious
guy, this one named Murray, took the late-night slot. This was
a smart guy who understood that the association with the
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savvy of the blacks was a benefit to an air personality. Mr.
Kaufman became “Murray the K,” as cool a cat as ever mugged
in front of a mike. If Freed was a preacher, Murray was a pied
piper. He piped out a special language that turned his name
into Mee-uh-zuray the Kee-uh-zay, a somewhat African lan-
guage that gave young listeners a code unbreakable by the
parents who were already railing against the noise that was all
of a sudden passing for music. Murray understood the passions
of youth as well. What better thing to do on a summer night
that drips with desire than take in the submarine races?
Submarine races were contests that, since they couldn’t be
seen, were best watched while embracing—preferably in the
backseat of a car. Yes, Murray had come up with a delightful
euphemism for all degrees of sexual encounter, and teenagers
tuned him in to be at the races with them. He was the ultimate
troop leader with a language and an understanding to offer.
Murray gave kids exactly what they wanted—acknowledgment
that they were growing up and license to hold on to some of the
secret rituals of childhood.

He was different on the air, the embodiment of the seriocomic
sentiment of the early days of rock radio:

"This is Murray the K on your Swingin’ Soiree. The
music is ready to take you there. Are you ready to go?
Let me hear it then [CUE TAPE-RECORDED AT
BROOKLYN FOX THEATER: ‘Ahhh-Bay! Unh!
Ahhhh-Bay! Unh! Koo Eee Sowa Sowa!’] Here's
something for all the submarine-race watchers in
Plum Beach, New York, from Kathy Young and the
Innocents, ‘A Thousand Stars.” ”’

Meeuhzuray the Keeuhzay, the wizard of the wee hours,
was also insecure as hell. He didn’t like the noise that was
being made about this kid who called himself Cousin. He
didn’t like knowing his good friend Irving Rosenthal, propri-
etor of Palisades Park, who had gotten him his job at WINS,
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was now asking for Cousin Brucie to do appearances at the
park.

I appreciated Murray on the air. He was a showman. Off
mike he was not a nice man, though, so I maintained a
respectful distance. Still, I was apparently getting too close for
Mr. Kaufman’s comfort. What happened between us was like a
scene in a melodrama about conniving corporate types. Murray
decided he wanted my shift. Obviously he couldn’t convince
management that I didn’t have a following, but with the help of
a certain executive, maybe my popularity with the advertisers
could slip a bit. Suddenly my show had fewer commercials
than usual.

Murray’s cohort was eager to give Hap Anderson, the station
manager, an explanation. The advertisers were complaining,
he said; my delivery was too fast to make their spots under-
stood. There was a solution, of course. Give Murray Bruce’s
shift. Murray’s delivery was intelligible. He would bring the
advertisers back.

A station manager’s first responsibility is to keep the money
coming in. Hap told Mel Leeds to tell me I was out.

“You're out of seven-to-eleven, Bruce,” Leeds said. “Mur-
ray’s in. We can sell lots more spots if Murray has that slot.
Something’s happened to your appeal with the sponsors, I
guess. You can have eleven-to-three if you want it.”

Brilliant move, offering me the graveyard shift. Only by
talking bubble gum had Murray the K made something of that
slot, but I wasn’t Murray. I wanted my people, my cousins, at
7 to 11 or nothing. I got nothing.

Cousin Bruce Morrow was off the air.

How had Murray Kaufman been able to fiddle with the
commercial load? Why didn’t Mel Leeds stick up for me and
say I was doing well?

Do I know for sure that money changed hands between
Murray and anyone else? I only know what I observed and
experienced during that time and what a grand jury soon found
out about the radio and record industry during an investigation
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in 1960. Soon the media knew about it too. They called it
payola.

While I was at WINS, I was certainly aware of the boost Mel
Leeds had given my career and I felt encouraged to remember
who had promoted me from lowly producer to soaring air
personality. Who knows what could happen to a young disc
jockey? He could mess up on the air and need the program
director to go to bat for him. Some hotshot from Chicago might
send in a demo tape that sounded pretty appealing. A kid
could get sick or take a vacation and his replacement could get
in the good graces of management. Then there were the
appearances, commercials, station promos to be doled out—all
that additional exposure could mean a lot to a jock. It took a lot
of time and work on the part of the program director to handle
all these “extras.” If you wanted a guy’s help, you had to
earn it.

When Mrs. Leeds opened an art gallery on Madison Avenue,
her dutiful husband wanted to help her succeed. He also
wanted some of his young announcers to have the benefit of
investing in art. He strongly suggested which paintings would
be perfect for our apartments.

That's not too terrible, is it? Lots of people in lots of
businesses stay in the good graces of people who can help them
by supporting their favorite charities. It's a kind of graymail—
an encouragement to contribute. Unfortunately, Mel’s favorite
charity was often himself. Mel Leeds was probably part villain
and part victim. He surely was the victim of a weak character at
a time when it was practically impossible for a guy with any
power over what got played on a major-market station to avoid
being bombarded with cash and “gifts.”

As rock grew and the power of rock to make money grew,
the power of rock to corrupt grew too. The big record labels had
the big artists; those artists were going to get pl