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“He is to American broadcasting as Carnegie
was to steel, Ford to automobiles, Luce to pub-
lishing, and Ruth to baseball” wrote The New
York Times of William S. Paley, television’s
greatest tycoon. From a handful of radio sta-
tions, he built CBS, the “Tiffany Network” of
Murrow and Cronkite, Lucille Ball and Jack
Benny, creating shows that left a mark on Ameri-
can life. With his second wife, Babe, the beauty
who defined glamour for three decades, Paley
moved in the inner circle of New York society,
hobnobbing with the Astors and the Vanderbilts,
dazzling the beautiful people with his exuber-
ance and charm.

But who was the man beneath the polished
veneer? In All His Glory takes a hard look at
Paley and the perfect world he created for him-
self, a world where even the best was never good
enough. Smith (who covered the media for The
New York Times) takes us into all of Paley’s
realms—public and private, business and social,
revealing the extraordinary complexity of the
man who let nothing get in the way of his vast
ambitions. Tracing his life from Chicago, where
Paley was born to a family of cigar makers, to the
glamorous haunts of Manhattan, Smith shows us
sides of the man his friends never saw—the
shrewd, demanding egoist, the hedonist pursu-
ing every form of pleasure, the corporate strong-
man famous for his energy and his ruthlessness.

We see Paley’s business triumphs—and the
mistakes his phalanx of public relations men cov-
ered up. We see talented men like Frank Stanton,
who helped Paley build the company and who
learned, often the hard way, that friendship came
second to profits. And we see Paley forced out
of the network he built and then returning as a
figurehead after Laurence Tisch took command
of CBS.

Smith also tells the moving story of Babe
Paley, one of “the fabulous Cushing sisters.” who
wrapped New York around her finger. We watch

(continued on back flap)

(continued from front flap)

how this avatar of style and elegance bore her
husband’s constant demands—and a long history
of extramarital affairs—with a composure that
broke only at the end, as she faced death from
lung cancer.

With a supporting cast of Truman Capote,
Slim Keith, Jock Whitney, Jacqueline Onassis,
Ted Turner, David Sarnoff, Brooke Astor,
Marietta Tree, Steve Ross, Diane Sawyer, James
Aubrey, and a parade of Paley’s humiliated heirs,
In All His Glory is a richly textured story of
business, power and social ambition. Drawing
on highly placed CBS sources and hundreds of
interviews, Smith paints a portrait of a man bent
on the conquest of business rivals, of women, of
the radio and television stars that made CBS
glamorous, and of the WASP high society he
aspired to.

In All His Glory is a stunning achievement.
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All charming people, 1 fancy, are spoiled.
It is the secret of their attraction.
—OscAarR WILDE
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HE ONE THEY ALL wanted to see arrived late, as was his

custom. To most of them he was “Mr. Paley” or “The Chair-

man.” To a select few he was “Bill.” But to everyone in the
room, he was CBS, “‘the Tiffany Network,” the tycoon who seemed to
have invented the idea of style. Although the party was to honor *“60
Minutes,” one of television’s most successful shows, center stage belonged
to William Paley, now just a few months shy of his eighty-sixth birthday.
On this cool spring evening in 1987, all eyes turned to the man who had
led the Columbia Broadcasting System for nearly sixty years.

Over a hundred members of New York’s broadcasting and corporate
elite circled the ornate Louis XVI Room on the second floor of the St.
Regis Hotel on Fifth Avenue that night. Executive wives, anxieties masked
by smooth skins and firm chins purchased with their husbands’ fortunes,
sipped Moét et Chandon, and caught their reflections in the gilt mirrors
on the white-paneled walls. Girlfriends and daughters, leggy and sexy in
their new short dresses, made small talk, eyes constantly darting to inspect
each new arrival. The men, mostly middle-aged and beyond, wore tai-
lored dinner clothes and stood in small knots, balancing their champagne
glasses, nibbling paté, and trading gossip and opinions about their busi-
ness. “I wouldn’t give a nickel for Fox Broadcasting,” Laurence Tisch,
president of CBS, confided to RCA’s former chairman Thornton Brad-
shaw.

Tisch was doubtless the richest man in the room; his fortune, an
estimated $1 billion, was double Paley’s. But Tisch lacked Paley’s panache.
He was a money man with a shiny bald head and deceptively amiable
manner. Andy Rooney of ‘60 Minutes” would later tell the audience, I
went to work for CBS in 1949 and I have met William S. Paley maybe
thirty times during those years and tonight was the first time I ever called
him Bill. Funny thing is, I met Laurence Tisch only twice and I called him
Larry both times. I don’t know what the hell to make of that.”

Paley, whose title was little more than an honorific now, had spent
much of the day in his elegant office on the thirty-fifth floor of Black
Rock, the CBS headquarters four blocks away on Sixth Avenue. In the
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late afternoon he had taken a special express elevator to his waiting lim-
ousine, a maroon Cadillac Fleetwood with a television and a Sony compact
disc player, and been driven to his duplex apartment on Fifth Avenue by
Charles Noble, his chauffeur for eighteen years. After an hour with his
exercise instructor he dressed for dinner, assisted by his valet, John Dean,
once an equerry to Prince Philip. Then Paley had headed out the door,
timing his arrival to miss the cocktail hour. The pain from a lifelong back
ailment had become so persistent that he could no longer stand comfort-
ably.

After some quick photographs with Tisch and the “60 Minutes” con-
tingent, Paley made his way to one of the Versailles Room’s round dining
tables. Standing at his dinner place, he grasped the back of his chair for
support. His thick white hair gleamed in the candlelight. (Truman Capote,
a onetime friend, said that Paley dyed his hair to brighten it, to make it
more blond than gray.) His deep tan had been a Paley signature since the
1920s, when irreverent colleagues began calling him “‘Pale Billy.” “Purely
a trick of transposition,”” Time magazine once explained, adding, ‘“He likes
hot countries and bright sunlight.”” His face was creased with age, his small
brown eyes nearly overwhelmed by pouches of skin. But the eyes still
glittered with life. His pug nose lent him an air of toughness, somewhat
softened by his smile, a slightly crooked little-boy grin that promised
mischief and mirth. He was not classically handsome, never had been, but
his face was virile and sensuous.

Age and a slight stoop had reduced his nearly six-foot stature by
several inches, but the dinner clothes (by Huntsman of Savile Row) were
impeccably tailored. The small paunch of his later years was gone. On his
surprisingly small feet, custom-made evening shoes shone like blackened
mirrors, and the air carried the scent of his musky Givenchy cologne (a
scent created for him in the 1960s). Despite his advancing years, he ap-
peared nearly as vigorous as twenty years before, when Capote had once
murmured: “He looks like a man who has just swallowed an entire human
being.”

' Paley, Mister Paley. “He is to American broadcasting as Carnegie was
to steel, Ford to automobiles, Luce to publishing and Ruth to baseball,”
the New York Times had once written. The New York Daily News had
called him “an electronic Citizen Kane.”” His reign at CBS, wrote Washing-
ton Post television critic Tom Shales, could be summed up as more than
five decades of “‘brilliant brinksmanship, salesmanship, statesmanship, and
showmanship.”

Once while he was touring in Los Angeles, an aide had been assigned
to follow Paley with a chair. When he paused to sit, he didn’t bother to
glance back; he knew the chair would be there.
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Paley had an insatiable appetite for power. But he was not outwardly
dynamic in the style of Chrysler’s Lee lacocca or the late Charles Revson,
the tyrannical founder of Revlon. Paley didn’t stride through the corridors
in a commanding way or pound tables or bark orders. He was much more
subtle. His office didn’t even look as if it was intended for work; it seemed
organized for fun, with an antique chemin de fer card table as its center-
piece instead of a proper desk.

Like Alice’s Cheshire Cat, who lingered only as a wide smile, Paley
was often a shadow presence. He had the disconcerting habit of going
away and letting others manage CBS for long stretches of time. But some-
what paradoxically, his absences reinforced his power. No one knew ex-
actly when he might appear—or to what effect. He was rarely absent from
programming discussions where he exercised his authority through nuance
and calculated obliqueness. Since programming is an instinctive, almost
mystical, process, Paley was viewed by many underlings not so much as
an executive but an oracle.

The nature of his business enhanced his legend. Network television,
especially in Paley’s heyday, was fast-moving, highly visible, and glam-
orous. The industry seemed to carry limitless possibilities—and dangers.
Paley’s career paralleled the trajectory of broadcasting through the
twentieth century. He came to symbolize its heights and, eventually, its
decline.

But the Paley legend transcended broadcasting. He was a lion in high
society. “Do cozy up to Bill Paley. He won’t be impressed but everyone
else will be,” advised Women’s Wear Daily in its tongue-in-cheek list of
do’s and don’t’s for strivers in 1987. One rarefied group of New Yorkers,
including Ashton Hawkins, general counsel to the Metropolitan Museum,
decorator Mark Hampton, and political consultant David Sawyer, once
devoted a session of their literary discussion group to an analysis of how
Paley compared with Trollope’s Duke of Omnium. The participants de-
lighted in recounting the ways each relished and used his power.

Paley’s life remained the subject of intense fascination and ferocious
speculation, even after his eightieth birthday. In 1987, People magazine
listed him as one of a half dozen “‘sex symbols for a Corporate Age.” Men
were especially intrigued by tales of remedies he took to remain youthful
and maintain sexual potency. “Find out about the crushed goat testicles. I
hear he eats them to stay young,” said Benjamin Bradlee, executive editor
of the Washington Post. “Monkey glands, he and his friends get injections
of monkey glands,” said Arthur Taylor, a former president of CBS. There
was never any proof, but Paley certainly was interested in such nostrums.
Back in the 1960s, David Adams, then vice-chairman of NBC, sat next to
Paley at a broadcasting industry dinner. “All he and the person next to
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him talked about was this place in Switzerland where you could get trans-
plants of sheep glands,” said Adams.

Whatever the source of his energy, Paley grabbed everything he could
from life—two beautiful, trendsetting wives, a string of lovers, some ex-
otic, an extensive collection of Impressionist and Post-Impressionist art,
and exquisite homes. All the while he took pains to stay above ordinary
mortals. “He kept a cocoon around himself with respect to his personal
life,” said Robert Wood, a former CBS-TV president. “You didn’t even
think to ask a personal question.” Paley managed to be simultaneously
visible and invisible.

He cultivated a mystique of privacy but relished his influential role.
And Paley was influential. CBS shaped and reflected American society to
a greater degree than its rivals. CBS told us in immediate and revealing
terms about war, through the voice of newsman Edward R. Murrow in
bombed-out London during World War II and later through a succession
of grim images from the rice paddies of Vietnam. It instructed us about
the abuse of power by Senator Joseph McCarthy and President Richard
Nixon. Its newscasts showed a nightly parade of racial tension, genera-
tional rebellion, and rising feminism; advances in medicine, science, and
technology; images of famine, terrorism, floods, fires, and earthquakes. If
CBS News plunged viewers into the hard reality of everyday life, then
CBS Entertainment let them escape, laughing with the likes of Lucy and
Archie Bunker.

The flickering images on CBS represented the soul and sensibility of
Bill Paley. In the early days he was practical and enlightened in his choice
of CBS programs. He emphasized news shows and made sure his network
served the public interest—in large part to keep his burgeoning broadcast
empire out of government hands and away from strict regulation. Later,
he made a calculated choice to concentrate on entertainment programs that
would appeal to a mass audience. After World War I, his second in com-
mand devised a plan to transform CBS into a highbrow network aimed at
a smaller but more select audience. William Paley declined. Mass audiences
meant more—more viewers and more money and more power.

Despite this, Paley associated himself and his network with “‘a certain
standard of taste.” He knew how to transform prestige into profits with a
legerdemain that frustrated his rivals. That was his genius. He managed to
reconcile programs like “The Beverly Hillbillies” with the “Tiffany Net-
work” image, which was sustained by a dignified, superior news organi-
zation, a sprinkling of classy entertainment programs, the most elegant
headquarters building, the best graphics (what other network would have
a full-time chief of design?). There were even CBS cufflinks, just a little
smaller than the ones from the other networks, stamped with the familiar
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logo. These stylish touches helped preserve the CBS mantle of quality,
and fostered the illusion that CBS radio and later, television, was better
than it was.

By that spring evening in 1987, the CBS-TV network was no longer
either first or best. Not only that, the medium itself was shriveling. The
advent of cable television and videocassette recorders gave viewers the
upper hand. They could select what they wanted to see instead of swallow-
ing whatever the networks fed them. Paley’s power diminished too. But
at the St. Regis that night, Paley was still the star, though his empire—or
what was left of it—now belonged to Larry Tisch, a man he did not
choose.

Paley, of course, betrayed nothing of this in the St. Regis dining room
as he shook hands with well-wishers. His smile widened at the approach
of each woman. If she was young and attractive, his right hand glided
reflexively up her forearm, while his other hand slid behind her back. Even
as an octogenarian he remained the most flirtatious of men, always on the
prowl, always looking for a conquest. His eyes twinkled and focused on
the moment’s object of his attention as if she were the only woman in the
room. “He always had a roving eye and a groping hand,” said Irene
Selznick, a friend for more than sixty years. “‘Just as he is about food,
money, belongings, power and glory, why couldn’t he be the same about
sex?”’

His charm was part natural, part learned, a potent combination
of power, grace, and enthusiasm. “‘He listens. He responds. He is affec-
tionate. He is flattering. He laughs a great deal. He knows a great deal. It
is an enormous power,” said Marietta Tree, a longtime friend. ‘‘He is some-
one that for some reason you like to please,” said Horace Kelland, a
social acquaintance since the 1930s. “It is probably his delight in every-
thing.”

“You almost had the feeling the charm could go on indefinitely,”
remarked Charlotte Curtis, once the society columnist for the New York
Times. “It was as though he had all the time in the world, and if you didn’t
end the appointment there could be dinner and dancing.”

Paley had a prodigious appetite for pleasure of all kinds. Once some-
thing caught his eye, whether a painting or a woman, he pursued the
quarry relentlessly. When the antique dealer Freddy Victoria insisted to
Paley that a certain Venetian chandelier was not for sale, Paley, by his own
account, “threw a temper tantrum” until the dealer relented and sold it to
him. To capture his first wife, who was married to someone else at the
time, Paley followed her and her husband across the Atlantic and through
Europe.
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A restless energy propelled Paley’s every move. To Irene Selznick,
Paley was “made of sets of super springs. He is coiled. Even at his age
there is a lot of steam.” John Pringle, a British friend, said, “Bill never just
sat on the beach. He had a rocket up his ass. He was always doing some-
thing. At home Paley’s six children routinely made wagers on how long it
would take their father to walk out on one of the movies he screened for
guests. Even on the golf course, he was a dervish of activity. “He would
charge down the fairway like a man possessed,” said William O’Shaugh-
nessy, a radio-station owner and social friend. “He would rip off a little
paper cup to get a drink, hit the ball, and go after it.”

Over the years, Paley’s pummeling energy proved an ordeal for his
executives. One of his top programmers, B. Donald Grant, used to vomit
after meetings. Paley would call his subalterns at all hours—sometimes six
times a day with the same query—prompting several top executives to
have phones installed in their bathrooms to ensure they picked up be-
fore he rang off. In marathon meetings, Paley would second-guess every
programming proposal before settling on a prime-time schedule
closely resembling the one originally put on the table. He hated agendas.
Bob Wood said he had **a lovable bear way of clawing into the subject.
He would shatter the orderliness of a meeting, and he was a great stim-
ulus for a lot of discussion, maybe more than necessary.” His tactics often
left his executives exhausted and bewildered. So, while his energy
often produced extraordinary results, it also took an extraordinary human
toll.

An outward sign of Paley’s internal combustion was a tic—a rapid,
almost violent involuntary blinking of his eyes. Each spasm would last
several seconds, accompanied by a companion tic in his lower jaw—a sort
of munching motion. For Bill Paley, a man bent on total control of his
person and his company, having a face that squinted, squirmed, and
avoided repose must have been like a curse of the gods, a flashing neon
sign of his otherwise well-concealed anxieties. The tic quickened when he
was under stress, as he clasped and unclasped his hands.

Paley had chosen a business with uncommon pressures. Every day,
critics and millions of Americans judged his programs at the flip of a
switch. A drop of one point in the audience ratings could mean tens of
millions of dollars in revenues. Paley made no secret of how keenly he felt
these demands. “The nervous strain is terrible because you can never settle
down to enjoy any success. It’s over too quickly and forgotten,” he said
to one interviewer.

It was an unusually introspective observation for him, but there was
another burden that far exceeded ratings points or corporate revenues: Bill
Paley constantly strove to live up to his own image. A succession of public
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relations men had succeeded in portraying him as nearly invincible. He
was the man with a magic touch, able to spot hits where others saw flops,
to spot stars where others saw journeymen. Paley was determined that
others believe his press clips, but it is by no means clear that he believed
them himself. “He was the son of a little man, a limited man. He had to
wonder, Was I lucky or brilliant?”’ said Richard Salant, a former president
of CBS News. To smother his insecurities, Paley resorted to tranquilizers
and sleeping pills, taking everything from Miltown and Seconal to Ativan
and Halcion. Indeed, Paley had always been a hopeless hypochondriac and
as he got older he acquired enough nurses, doctors and other attendants to
staff a small hospital. Undoubtedly they earned their salaries, tending to a
man accustomed to service of the highest order.

“I don’t think I am a very easy person to know,” Paley wrote in his
memoir As It Happened, published in 1979. Even those closest to him—his
wives, his friends, his children, a few colleagues—never knew which Bill
Paley they would encounter at any given time. *“Bill Paley is so contradic-
tory you don’t see the same fella twice,” said Irene Selznick. “Isn’t it the
most baffling thing? But it makes him the most effective, functional, and
maddening person I have ever met. He doesn’t know himself. He is not
the master of it. He is both its victim and its beneficiary.”

Sometimes Paley was a model of decisiveness; at other times he was
gripped by indecision, repeatedly changing his mind. Details often de-
feated him: he rattled program executives by losing his concentration dur-
ing their presentations. Yet he could be disciplined and rigorous in
prolonged briefings before annual meetings with CBS shareholders. He
could spot a misplaced decimal point in a thicket of numbers on a balance
sheet, and he could spend hours fiddling with the cards on a magnetic
program schedule. His mind was by turns abstract and linear. He could be
purely intuitive, making puzzling leaps from one thought to the next, or
“he could be so logical he could make you bleed,” said Kim LeMasters, a
former president of CBS Entertainment.

He had a reputation for boldness, but he was neither an innovator nor
a rebel. Yet he was always capable of wide-eyed optimism when it came
to a program he liked or his ability to run the company while everyone
else could see him slipping. In 1982—at age eighty-one—he insisted on
signing a contract calling for his services to CBS through 1992.

Paley was ambivalent about his Jewishness, courting socially promi-
nent WASPs and blending eagerly into their milieu. Many people thought
he was an Episcopalian. But he did not turn his back entirely on his
heritage. He was known to drag attenuated socialites into the kitchen of a
Jewish delicatessen after the theater. He gave modestly to Jewish causes
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and prided himself on having the mayor of Jerusalem, Teddy Kolleck, as
a friend. He laughed appreciatively at Jewish humor, but never used the
Yiddish expressions that were so much a part of the show-biz vernacular.

He played by his own rules, which he kept changing. When CBS
owned the New York Yankees baseball team, M. Donald Grant, then
chairman of the New York Mets, caught Paley in a lie about Paley’s role
in a behind-the-scenes maneuver to deny the Mets their radio outlet. Paley
replied, ““That’s the way business is done, isn’t it?”’

Within his own set, Paley was known for the thoughtful gesture—
the immediate thank-you note, the unexpected phone call of reassurance.
He could be generous, but on his own terms; if recipients were not suitably
grateful he became petulant. The ruthless Paley and the thoughtful Paley
were always at war. His warmth and charm would harden to cold anger
when he didn’t get his way. He was sensitive to the tiniest slight, yet was
cavalier about the feelings and reactions of others, including his wives and
children. I don’t think he could read character at all,” said Dorothy Paley
Hirshon, his first wife.

He prided himself on matters of taste and worked hard at being re-
fined and cultivated. He assimilated the best of what he saw, aided by a
sharp eye and good instincts. He developed what one of his British friends
called *‘that lovely impeccable taste that only common people can have.”
A man born to wealth and cultivation might be secure enough to tolerate
lapses of taste, even shabbiness, but Paley could not. Still, he had a low-
brow streak that he never tried to conceal. It was evident in his genuine
enjoyment of mass programming; in the dropped “g’s” of his brusque
speaking style; in his equal appreciation of junk food and haute cuisine.
Whatever the fare, he ate with an almost peasant gusto, draining the soup
bowl in a few gulps without a hint of delicacy.

His paradoxical nature was most conspicuous in Paley’s relationships
with women. He was always associated publicly with elegant, high-born
mannequins. But behind the scenes he savored a turn with more earthy
types as well. In his living room hangs one of his favorite paintings,
Toulouse-Lautrec’s depiction of a Montmartre madam. She is sensuous
yet disturbingly debased. “There is nothing wrong with slumming,” he
once said. “Going down the slope can be interesting too. I guess I am
lucky. I can appreciate both.”

Sitting in the candlelight at the St. Regis Hotel, Bill Paley looked as
happy as anyone had seen him in a Jong time, leaning toward Diane
Sawyer, then the ash-blond supernova of ““60 Minutes.”” She had been seen
in his company frequently, and their relationship was a cause of gossip.
Cool and elegant in a peach pants suit, her hair brushing across her
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right eye, Sawyer whispered and smiled. Paley beamed appreciatively
(“Make him laugh,” she once advised. “He loves women who make him
laugh.”)

On this evening, Paley was surrounded by memories, good and bad.
Upstairs, on the tenth floor, was the suite he had taken after leaving his
wife Dorothy in 1945, ending thirteen years of marriage. As bright and
opinionated as she was beautiful and stylish, she had been an important
teacher. She had broadened his world and refined his tastes. But on return-
ing from the war (and several love affairs overseas) he had wanted to
change his life and his network.

Just a few years after the war, Paley’s upstart network was a raging
success, surpassing its rival, NBC, in profits and popularity. His St. Regis
suite overlooking Fifth Avenue had been transformed into an exquisite
pied-a-terre, the living room a flawless cube designed by Billy Baldwin
and filled with French furniture, fine paintings, and splendid objets d’art.
The most beautiful adornment of all was his second wife, Barbara Cushing
Mortimer, known to everyone as Babe.

Babe had come into his life with little money but enormous social
cachet. She was the daughter of a famous brain surgeon. One of her sisters
had married Jock Whitney, the millionaire sportsman and publisher. Her
other sister married Vincent Astor, equally rich and prominent. Paley
profited not only from Babe’s social connections but from her position as
a fashion goddess, a stylesetter whose beauty, Vogue proclaimed, was
characterized by “‘perfect bones, deep black eyes, camellia pale complexion
and superb carriage.” Propelled by Paley’s power, Babe became a legend
in her own right.

The Paleys seemed well matched. They were both perfectionists, ca-
pable of agonizing endlessly about a choice of fabric; she was so meticulous
that she asked secretaries to snip off the edges of stamps when they ad-
dressed envelopes for invitations. He once sent food consultants on two
separate trips to the Hotel de Paris in Monte Carlo to sample the pommes
vapeurs so they could duplicate the dish in a restaurant he was planning.

Even more important, Bill and Babe shared a penchant for privacy
and knew that it suited their purposes. From afar, they appeared larger
than life. Indeed, to strangers they seemed like Nick and Nora Charles of
The Thin Man series—witty, urbane, wonderfully romantic. Those who
knew them were no less curious. They knew he was difficult and unfaith-
ful, and they wondered how that played out behind the idealized exterior
of the marriage.

As the festivities began at the St. Regis, Eric Sevareid stepped to the
speaker’s podium. Nearly seventy-five, his profile still handsomely
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craggy, Sevareid paid homage to ““Chairman Bill.” As one of the last of
“Murrow’s Boys,” the legendary corps of correspondents who came to
CBS during World War II, Sevareid, more than anyone in the room,
reflected the good Paley, the Paley tutored by Edward R. Murrow to
venerate the news division. For a time, while they were close, Murrow’s
idealism tempered Paley’s pursuit of profits and CBS News stood at its
tallest.

Don Hewitt, the exuberant, status-seeking executive producer of ‘60
Minutes,” also traced his career back to the early postwar days when
Murrow held sway. But Hewitt more closely represented the ethic that
superseded the Murrow tradition; ‘60 Minutes” was news of a different
order, designed to make waves, entertain, and score big in the ratings.
Because it succeeded so well, “60 Minutes’ became the yardstick for all
other news programs. A news show, however worthy or well-inten-
tioned, no longer survived unless it promised to make money. Paley knew
how far CBS News had fallen as an instrument of public service. But by
now he lacked the power to do anything about it. Later in the evening he
would whisper to Sevareid, “I'd like to get you back on the air, Eric. But
I suppose if I suggest it, they won’t do it.”

Of those still living, only one important figure from Paley’s CBS was
missing that night. Frank Stanton, for twenty-seven years president of
CBS, had previously agreed to attend a conference in Aspen, Colorado.
Paley and Stanton had been one of the most remarkable teams in twen-
tieth-century business, and one of the most puzzling.

Temperamentally, the two men were opposites: Paley, the man of
boundless charm, superficially warm but essentially heartless and self-ab-
sorbed; Stanton, the self-contained Swiss whose business acumen, de-
cency, and understated humor endeared him to his colleagues. Paley had a
restless, readily satisfied curiosity while Stanton probed more deeply and
was interested in a broader range of subjects. Paley acted from the gut;
Stanton from the brain. Paley could be disorganized and unpredictable.
Stanton was disciplined and systematic. Yet their relationship worked—
largely due to Stanton’s forbearance and diligence. “Together and working
the way Paley and Stanton did, they made an executive and they made
CBS,” said David Hertz, a management consultant who observed both
men at close range.

Bill Paley was in peak form when he rose to salute ““60 Minutes.”” His
voice, a rich baritone, was slightly raspy but at once strong and soft.
“When ‘60 Minutes’ first went on the air in 1968, I'm sure that Don Hewitt
didn’t expect to be producing it nearly twenty years later,” he said, reading
from note cards through half-glasses. “I'm sure his first correspondents,
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Harry Reasoner and Mike Wallace, didn’t expect to be his correspondents
nearly twenty years later. As a matter of fact the chairman of CBS in 1968”
(rising laughter around the room) ““didn’t expect to be here” (more laugh-
ter) ““as chairman nearly twenty years later.”” The line had been written by
Paley’s speechwriter, Raymond Price, formerly an aide to Richard Nixon,
but Paley delivered it with the timing of Jack Benny. When he finished,
the applause was loud and heartfelt. Everyone exchanged smiles and ad-
miring glances. “Remarkable,” said Eric Sevareid. “What vigor.”

It was particularly remarkable under the circumstances. Only three
months earlier Paley had nearly died of pneumonia. His thirty-six-year-
old daughter Kate stayed at his bedside in the VIP suite at New York
Hospital, with its mahogany furniture, chaise longue, console television,
and a panoramic view of the city from the sixteenth floor. It was an
amazing scene: Kate, the recently converted born-again Christian wearing
a large cross around her neck, reading the Bible to one of the world’s great
hedonists. Only weeks later, Paley miraculously bounced back, drawing
on his reserves of stamina. As was so often the case with Bill Paley, he had
the power to surprise. Just when people began to count him out, he would
gather his energies and prove them wrong.
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ILLIAM PALEY was born on September 28, 1901, in a dark,

cramped apartment behind a small cigar shop. Glass cases dis-

played cigars of all shapes and sizes, and aromatic tobacco
leaves hung in the storefront window where a cigarmaker sat at a table,
effortlessly rolling cigars by hand. Qutside, streetcars rattled and wagons
clattered over cobblestones on Ogden Avenue, a wide corridor through
the Jewish ghetto on Chicago’s crowded West Side.

Ogden Avenue was a parade of commerce—shops of all sorts, gro-
cery stores, saloons—where the proprietors fared slightly better than their
employees. These merchants, modest immigrants only a few years re-
moved from small towns in Russia, crowded their families into flats be-
hind their shops. In the warrens of rooms above, on the second and third
floors, lived boarders who worked for their lodging and food.

Willie Paley’s parents, Sam and Goldie, were typical of these immi-
grant shopkeepers. Both had arrived in Chicago in the late 1880s. Sam had
been born in Brovary, a small town—a shtetl—near Kiev in the Ukraine.
(The family’s name was actually Paley, pronounced “Paylay.” Later in his
life, German Jews who looked down on Paley’s Russian origins used to
whisper that his name had really been Palinski.) Sam Paley’s early years
had been more comfortable than the lives of most Jews in Russia at the
time. His father, Isaac, a tall, handsome man with a Van Dyke beard, had
owned a lumber business. Moreover, according to family legend, Isaac
had held a special position in Brovary as the Czar’s representative, making
arrangements for government officials who visited the town. His post also
conferred privileges such as freedom to travel that were denied to other
Jews.

Life was hard for Jews in late-nineteenth-century Russia. Ninety-four
percent of them lived in the Pale of Settlement, an area of twenty-nine
provinces set aside by the government. In the shtetls, wooden houses were
clustered around a crowded marketplace. The streets were rutted and nar-
row. Most residents made marginal livings as traders or artisans—tailors,
cobblers, cigarmakers. There was a constant fear of persecution. Through-
out the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries the Jews of Russia, depending
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on the whim of the Czar, were either minimally tolerated or harassed by
repressive laws.

From 1855 to 1881, Russian Jews enjoyed relative calm under the
generally benign policies of Czar Alexander II. But in March of 1881 he
was assassinated, and his successor, Alexander III, brought on a wave of
pogroms—organized mob massacres of Jews and destruction of their
property—that would continue off and on for the next quarter century.
The summer of 1881 marked the beginning of an exodus that would bring
nearly 2 million Eastern European Jews to the United States by the out-
break of World War I.

Isaac Paley’s position in Brovary grew less secure. In later years he
never told his grandson whether he had actually been a victim of the
pogroms. But it was clear that Isaac had been eager to escape religious
persecution even if it meant leaving his business and homeland and defying
the wishes of the rabbis, who feared that life in Protestant America would
erode the faith. Isaac Paley used his official connections to obtain a travel
permit and took one son, Sam, then nine years old, on an exploratory trip
to America in 1883.

What he saw evidently pleased him, because in 1888 he took his wife,
Zelda, his sons Sam, William, Jacob, and Benjamin, and his daughters
Sophie, Sarah, and Celia, on the four-week transatlantic crossing. Passage
cost around $25 per person, which meant an outlay of more than $200,
about $3,375 in today’s dollars and a substantial sum for an immigrant.
That he was able to transport his entire family at once showed that he was
well off—though not so prosperous as the father of Samuel Bronfman,
founder of the Seagram’s liquor empire, who came to Canada at about the
same time with his family, a maid, a manservant, a personal rabbi, and the
rabbi’s family. Isaac Paley was an adventurer for someone of his means;
most successful Jewish merchants postponed leaving Russia until after
1905. The immigrants of the 1880s were, according to the social historian
Irving Howe, largely “the ‘dissenters,” the poor and underprivileged, the
unlearned and less learned, and those who were influenced by secularism.”

Most of the hundreds of thousands of Jews who emigrated to the
United States in the 1880s settled in the port cities of New York, Boston,
and Baltimore. But Isaac Paley and his family were among those who tried
their luck in Chicago. The immigrants who journeyed to the Midwestern
lakeside city were drawn by its boomtown atmosphere. Chicago was a
magnet for trade and an intersection of water routes and railroads; new
factories and shops promised jobs and investment opportunities. In the last
two decades of the nineteenth century, some fifty thousand Eastern Euro-
pean Jews settled there.

Isaac Paley dreamed of investing his money in stocks and living off
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the income. But his investments soured and he squandered his entire stake.
His plight was similar to that of other immigrants who lost their status
and their wealth in the New World. “A Jew who was a communal figure
in a Russian town became a ‘nobody’ in Chicago,” comments Seymour
Pomrenze, a historian who studied the Chicago Jewish community. ‘“He
was forced to make a living in a factory, by peddling, or as a small store-
keeper.” But Isaac Paley was a proud man with aristocratic pretensions,
and his reaction was extreme: he refused to work for a living as he had in
Russia. (He did, however, take the time to learn how to speak English.) In
Bill Paley’s admiring recollection of his disoriented grandfather, Isaac
spent his time sitting “‘next to a samovar, drinking tea and chatting with
friends all day long. They did most of the talking; he did most of the
listening. He had a presence that I think caused many to hold him in awe.”
Isaac’s self-indulgence and his air of nonchalance deeply impressed young
Willie, who later wondered “whether something of my grandfather’s feel-
ing for the value of leisure and luxury did not brush off on me.”

It was left to Isaac’s wife, Zelda, to make sure the family had food on
the table and a place to live. This was a customary role for immigrant
mothers when confronted with what Irving Howe calls ““the dispossession
and shame of many immigrant fathers.” Zelda was a small, handsome
woman who proved a powerful if prickly matriarch. Other women in
similar circumstances cosseted their fragile husbands, maintaining their
place as head of the household, however illusory. But Bill Paley recalled
that Zelda frequently berated her dreamy husband. “Zelda was 1mpossi-
ble,” said Dorothy Rothe, another of her grandchildren. “She had a lot of
fire and spark. I don’t think she ever learned to speak English, which was
part of her problem. She was a devil, a mean old lady, a troublemaker
from the word go.” In later life, visiting her daughter, Zelda poured a
handful of salt into a pot of soup while it was cooking to ruin her efforts.
Bill Paley chose to see beyond his grandmother’s meanspiritedness and
admired her strength. He said he believed that he had inherited her
“spirit.” It may be that he inherited her ruthlessness as well.

In Russia Zelda had been a milliner, but in Chicago she did not go
out to work. Like other matriarchs, she supervised the household and the
work of her sons, who assumed the burden of financial support. Their
prospects were uncertain, to say the least. The American economy see-
sawed through several depressions in the 1880s and 1890s. Many immi-
grants found themselves jobless and destitute. But Sam Paley, still a
teenager, moved through several jobs—selling newspapers, laboring in a
piano factory—until he found a niche making cigars in a West Side factory.

He signed on as an apprentice, which meant service of at least three
years. “The accurate judgment and artful manipulation required in cigar-
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making was not easily mastered,” wrote one historian. Sam’s tools were
simple: a smooth, hard board about fifteen inches long; a flat blade as wide
as a man’s palm; a measuring device to determine the length and thickness
of the cigars; and a jar of sticky gum which, diluted with water, secured
the cigar head. He dipped a loosened bunch of seasoned leaves into a
moisturing agent and bunched the filler tobaccos together, allowing just
enough spacing to ensure the cigar would have a proper draft. Next, he
rolled the filler inside a binder leaf to give the cigar its shape. Then he cut
the wrapper and placed it around the cigar, pasted the head, and trimmed
the cigar to its correct length.

By smoking and feeling the texture of the leaves, Sam learned the
grades of tobacco and how to blend them. Different combinations of filler
tobaccos—Pennsylvania seedleaf, Connecticut seedleaf or broadleaf, Ohio
seedleaf, Cuban filler—could achieve varying levels of quality. He learned
that the quality of a crop from the same place could change from year to
year, and sought new sources or altered the conditioning to compensate
for an inferior crop. He also experimented with wrappers, finally settling
on leaf from Java, the best that could be obtained. Regardless of the quality
of the tobacco inside, Sam learned that the consumer would judge a cigar
mainly on the appearance and aroma of its wrapper. It was an epiphany
akin to his son’s recognition that the image of a broadcasting network
could compensate for the shortcomings of its programming.

Cigar making was wet, messy, and monotonous. But if one had skill
and ambition, as Sam did, it brought a decent wage. A cigarmaker was
paid for piecework, often at a rate of $15 for a thousand cigars. He usually
worked five and a half days a week in hot crowded sweatshops. On aver-
age, he could turn out two hundred cigars a day, bringing an income of
about $20 a week. Before long, Sam Paley took a second job selling cigars
from baskets, which he lugged around to cigar stores, saloons, and restau-
rants. He had every reason to push himself. He and the eight other
members of his family were crowded into a four-room apartment in a
three-story brick building at 14th and Newberry streets. They lived hard
by Maxwell Street, the marketplace and hub of the Jewish ghetto, a rectan-
gle of about forty blocks.

By the 1890s the Maxwell Street neighborhood swarmed with Eastern
European immigrants. It was by any definition a slum. According to one
account of the period, “The streets were mud; sidewalks were wooden
slats with nails protruding. Garbage was rarely picked up. When the lungs
of an overworked peddler’s horse burst in the heat of summer, the beast
might lie on the street for days, a feast for flies and maggots, before the
fire department got around to dragging the carcass off.”” It was the most
densely populated area of Chicago. Seventy thousand shoppers jammed
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the Maxwell Street market each day. One survey in 1901 found many
blocks with three to four hundred people per acre—compared with the
average for Chicago of around twenty people per acre.

Hard as it was, the Jewish West Side ghetto was a haven of sorts.
Outside their neighborhood the Eastern European immigrants often faced
discrimination and abuse. One immigrant who arrived in Chicago in 1880
wrote that “Jews were treated on the streets in the most abhorrent and
shameful manner, stones being thrown at them and their beards being
pulled by street thugs.” But around Maxwell Street the immigrants could
wear their native dress—boots and long black coats—without fear of ha-
rassment. They had synagogues and grocery stores with ample supplies of
kosher food. It was a community of common customs and experiences.

In 1896, at age twenty-one, Sam Paley took his savings of *“a few
hundred dollars” and founded Samuel Paley & Company, cigarmakers,
according to a 1926 company document. That year he also became a nat-
uralized citizen. Two years later he married Goldie Drell, who was sixteen.
She too had been born in the Ukraine. Her father, Morris, whom she
described as “‘a very tall and handsome fellow,” had eked out a living by
pressing children’s knee pants in Russia.

Goldie always figured that her father had taken his family to America
to escape poverty. He may have been one step ahead of the law as well.
Shortly before he emigrated, he hid in a neighbor’s house to escape gov-
ernment agents who had discovered that Morris had been peddling illegal
whiskey. Unlike Isaac Paley, Morris Drell had to bring his wife and four
children—Goldie, her sister, and two brothers—to America in stages.
Once established in Chicago, Morris peddled cigars before opening his
own cigar store.

One day Sam Paley arrived at Morris’s store to sell him some cigars.
For whatever reason, Morris underpaid his bill, and when Sam asked him
for the additional money, Morris told him to come to his house to get the
payment—a maneuver that Sam later jokingly claimed was a “trick” to
show off Goldie. Sam and Goldie were instantly attracted. She had a sweet
smile and was spirited and plump, a “‘pretty juicy girl,” recalled her cousin
Louis Bein. Her dark eyes, with their high, arching brows, gave off a
penetrating gaze. Her son considered her a “handsome, even beautiful
woman,”” although pictures show her to be quite plain. Sam was short and
stocky, with a moon face, thick features, and a heavy black mustache. His
eyes, recalled his son, were “intense” and “looked out rather gaily and
confidently and yet seemed somewhat startled.” Goldie did not consider
him good-looking, but she was drawn to his sincerity.

Neither Goldie nor Sam had much in the way of formal education.
Yet they made an effective team, parlaying their small stake through dili-
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gence and cooperation. Goldie was the driving force—more energetic,
outgoing, and self-assured than her husband. But Sam had a quick, native
intelligence. He was also exceedingly shrewd, and a hard worker. At the
shop on Ogden Avenue they took turns opening the store in the morning.
Goldie worked as Sam’s salesclerk and helped him strip the tobacco and
roll the cigars. “I wasn’t ashamed of it,” she said. “I'm very proud that I
helped my husband. He was a very willing man to become somebody.
But he had to have help. He couldn’t do it alone.”

Bill Paley has never denied being the son of immigrants, but in his
personal mythology his origins are more prosperous. The memoir he
commissioned at age seventy-eight neglected to mention his modest birth-
place on Ogden Avenue. He said that by 1896 his father was so affluent
that he was “probably a millionaire.” Since that very year Sam Paley
staked his company with a modest several hundred dollars, his first million
was still a distant goal.

The economic boom of the early twentieth century helped propel Sam
Paley toward middle-class comfort. In 1904, Sam took in his brother Jacob
as a partner. The following year Sam moved his family to a row house on
Marshfield Avenue, a prime residential street for Jewish immigrants on
the rise. The only drawback of the neighborhood was its proximity to the
noisy elevated train.

With the move to 395 Marshfield Avenue, Sam left the retail business
to concentrate exclusively on cigar manufacturing. He established his fac-
tory in a barn behind the house. It began as a cottage industry, with Goldie
rolling cigars alongside Sam’s sisters. Sam concentrated on one brand,
called La Palina, a name that, depending on which version of family legend
one believes, was based either on Paley or Paulina Street, a nearby thor-
oughfare where Sam’s older brother William lived with his family. “They
wanted to pass it off as a Cuban cigar, which was supposed to be the
epitome of good quality,” said Robert Paley, Bill’s cousin. The La Palina
box bore a portrait of Goldie, her hair piled high on her head. (The picture
was later altered to resemble a Spanish princess wearing a mantilla.) Goldie
was proud, but not surprised to be so honored by her husband. “He
thought I was a good-looking woman,” she said. “That’s the reason.”

Shortly after they began the new operation on Marshfield, when Bill
Paley was only four years old, Sam and Jacob uprooted their families and
transferred the business to Detroit, where they changed the name to the
Congress Cigar Company. It was a puzzling move, intended to be tem-
porary, and it had terrible consequences. At first they prospered by ex-
panding their operation—a fairly easy accomplishment in those days,
when $3, 500 could obtain the necessary equipment for a complete factory
unit. But a depression hit hard in 1908, and their biggest wholesaler went
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bankrupt, nearly forcing Congress Cigar out of business. One of Bill
Paley’s earliest memories was of his father’s setback.

In 1909, Sam and Jacob returned to Chicago. On March 17 they
incorporated Congress Cigar and started over. Sam moved to a different
house on Marshfield Avenue and opened another backyard factory. The
house measured about twenty feet across and had three floors and a front
stoop. The Paleys rented an apartment on the second floor with three
bedrooms, a sitting room, dining room, and kitchen. It was a comfortable
place that Bill Paley liked to think of as his first home. Years later, in the
1970s, he even made an impulsive visit to the house, by then rundown and
occupied by a new generation of immigrants, Spanish speaking. As is
usually the case on such visits, he was shocked that the house was only
half as large as he remembered. But seeing it brought back one vivid
memory: the arguments that his parents had almost nightly about whether
to buy the corner lot next door. Goldie advocated buying it, but Sam
wanted to plow the money into his business instead. Given the financial
pressures of the moment, Sam prevailed.

The Paleys pinched pennies, and as general economic conditions im-
proved, so did the cigar business. The next year the brothers rented a
factory on Van Buren Avenue and moved into large-scale manufacturing,
employing some sixty people. Sam’s smartest move was to hire a top
salesman for the then exorbitant price of $7,500 a year. He knew that the
salesman had good connections with Jobbers and distributors, and the
connections paid off. Sam was also a hard-nosed businessman who ex-
ploited his workers. “The conditions were not good,” recalled one cigar-
maker who worked in his factory. ““It was hot and crowded and noisy.”

The family lived a “modest middle-class life,” by Bill Paley’s recollec-
tion. He professed to have had a happy childhood, but in many ways it
could not have been. At one point his family was affluent enough to have
a nurse. But when he was only eight, the nurse disappeared after onec of
Sam’s financial reversals. As an adult, Paley treated this change in circum-
stance with matter-of-fact hindsight. But he also spoke of the times he
stood outside the ballpark where the Chicago Cubs played (his heroes were
Tinker, Evers, and Chance, masters of the double play) hoping to shag a
foul ball and earn the admission that his parents could not afford.

Willie was a quiet and somewhat troubled child. Physically, he resem-
bled his father. He had a plump, round face, and he was short. (A late
bloomer, he would not sprout until his senior year in high school.) For
most of his childhood, he suffered from a severe inferiority complex. In
part, his insecurity stemmed from being forced to sit at the back of his
elementary school classroom, a Siberia for dullards. He lived up to expec-
tations and performed badly. To avoid going to school he feigned illness,
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or played hookey and forged his mother’s signature on excuse slips. His
aversion was ncarly pathological; he even inflicted what he later called
“minor injury”’ on himself in order to stay home.

He also deeply resented his sister Blanche, who was born in 1905, the
same year the family moved to Detroit. At the outset the sibling rivalry
seemed rather ordinary—a three-year-old jabbing his finger in the eye of
the new baby. But when Blanche was two, she fell ill with a lung infection.
Goldie devoted nearly all her attention to her daughter. Even after Blanche
recovered, Goldie’s absorption with her daugher continued, the beginning
of a lifelong pattern of indulgence. Meanwhile, Willie sat in the corner,
burning with jealousy as he watched his mother plait ribbons into
Blanche’s braids and cater to her every need. He felt rejected and unloved.

Goldie was tough, uncompromising, and proud of her strength. She
was the sort who stubbornly threw out the pills prescribed by doctors
whenever she became ill. She described herself as “a tomboy” and a
“tramp.” ‘I can scrub a floor. I can drive a machine. I'm fit more for a
man than a woman,” she said. When Willie tried to get close to her, she
reacted indifferently. In one particularly stinging indictment, he recalled
how he once tried to follow her down the street. Exasperated, she took
him home and whipped him. Such punishments may well have been com-
mon in those days, yet the severity of her reaction to the minor, even
poignant offense revealed how callous she could be.

Paley felt that his mother not only froze him out but ran him down.
Their relationship, he said, gave him “many unhappy moments.” His
ambivalent feelings about Goldie—love mingled with strong antagonism
—he once admitted, ‘‘verged on the neurotic.” Goldie constantly com-
plained that other children were better-looking, dressed more neatly, or
performed better. In later years he said he believed her “haranguing”
fueled his ambition as an adult. He was determined, he often said, *‘to
show her,” to prove himself not only to her but to “anybody else who
found fault with me.”

Paley often said he believed his mother found him unattractive. His
first wife, Dorothy Paley Hirshon, doubted that Goldie ever harbored such
feeling. But Dorothy connected his feelings of insecurity about his mother
directly to his lifelong compulsion to conquer women. “Each time, with
each new one, he could say, ‘It isn’t true. | am attractive. Mommy was
wrong,” ”’ said Dorothy. Others who knew him well thought that blaming
his mother was too pat. Goldie had her hands full, with an ailing daughter
and demanding husband. “With Bill's appetites there could never have
been enough affection or adoration. You have to take that for openers,”
said Irene Selznick. “Besides, she only had two children, and Bill was
always so much more attractive and personable than Blanche.”
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Goldie also knew that Willie was adored by his father. Sam encour-
aged his son, praised and indulged him. One of Bill Paley’s favorite stories
about his father concerned the time when Willie was eleven years old and
learning about sex. That summer his family went to a resort on a lake,
where he and a friend became enamored of a sixteen-year-old girl. To-
gether the two boys composed a note that said: “Dear Girl, Will you please
FUCK us?” The boys stole into the girl’s room when she was out and left
the note on her bureau. Her father found it and in a rage showed it to Sam
Paley and the father of Willie’s friend, who took his son to a back room
and beat him. Sam escorted Willie to a back room as well, but instead of a
beating gave him a harsh lecture. Willie’s friend was howling so feartully
that Sam became embarrassed. “You’ve got to do something,” Sam said.
“What?”” asked Willie. “Cry,” said Sam. *“Scream like you are being hurt.”

Willie Paley lived for his father’s approval. At dinnertime he would
eagerly take in every detail Sam dispensed about the tobacco and cigar
business. Willie thought of his father as a “king,” and he admired him
unconditionally. Yet he was also intimidated by his father’s fierce temper
and tendency to hold his son to tough standards. As a teenager Willie got
a tongue-lashing when he stayed out too late one evening. Although he
later said he was “crushed,” Paley allowed that the rebuke ““didn’t improve
my character.” Not long after the incident, Willie received a speeding
violation while driving the family car, and he constructed an elaborate
deception to avoid incurring Sam’s anger again.

As a boy, Willie Paley led a sheltered existence. It was a world of his
own kind—a large, extended family, along with neighborhood and school
friends who were predominantly Jewish. Paley later professed not to have
experienced daily prejudice while growing up, but one incident terrified
him and stayed with him. He was only nine or ten at the time, and was en
route to the library to borrow a book when he encountered what he later
called ““a Jew-hunting gang.” When Willie began to run, they chased him
—all the way to the library. He cowered inside while the boys waited for
him to emerge. Too proud to ask for help, he lingered until after dark
when the library was about to close. Then he bolted out the door and ran
many blocks to his home, imagining that the gang still pursued him.

A little bit of luck helped put Willie on the right track in school. His
elementary school teacher finally shifted him to the front of the classroom
after she mistakenly thought he was displaying some initiative by reading
during recess. (He was really dozing behind a book because he felt ill.)
That encouraging move was enough to prod him to apply himself and
become a star student. He especially admired the heroes of Horatio Alger
and dreamed that someday he too might become rich.

As a symbol of his new status and dignity, he decided at the age of
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twelve to give himself a middle initial. Everyone else in his class had a
middle name, and he felt self-conscious without one. So, when school
officials asked the students how their name should appear on their elemen-
tary school diplomas, Willie impulsively added an *S.” It stood for noth-
ing, although everyone assumed it was for Samuel, after his father.

As a teenager, Paley worried about his appeal to the opposite sex. He
continued to think his mother found him unattractive—a feeling rein-
forced by the nickname *‘Chink” bestowed by the neighborhood children
because of his slightly slanting eyes. When he attended his first dance, at
twelve, he cringed with anxiety. But two girls who caught his cyc indi-
cated they wanted to dance with him, and *“it occurred to me for the first
time that I could be attractive and that put me in a good state of mind
about how girls might feel about me. There was no question how I felt
about them.”

With maturity, Willie Paley began feeling better about himself. On
Marshfield Avenue he found a social life with a group of neighborhood
children. He was gangly and not much of an athlete, but he enjoyed
playing second base for a sandlot team. When Sam had the time, he took
his son to the theater. Willie found that he shared his mother’s interest in
music, and she took him to concerts. Although he couldn’t sing on key,
he developed an appreciative ear. Goldie arranged piano lessons for him
which he took grudgingly. He later boasted that he was good enough to
contemplate a career as a concert pianist, but his friends only heard him
play ten bars of one piece, “Whispering.” They used to call it “Bill Paley’s
Unfinished Symphony.”

After Bill Paley’s sophomore year at Carl Schurz High School, Sam
and Goldie decided to send him away for his final two years. Paley later
said his parents were not so much concerned about his grades as what they
saw as a pattern of unruly behavior. At age sixteen he was beginning to
run wild. Several of Sam and Goldie’s friends had dispatched their sons to
Western Military Academy, where they had acquired discipline as well as
polish; they had also gained a slight edge over students from Chicago high
schools in securing admission to prestigious colleges. At the time, the elite
Eastern preparatory schools seemed out of reach for a son of immigrants.

At Western Military Academy Bill Paley found himself in a non-
Jewish world for the first time. But it was so regimented that there was
little room for prejudice to seep through. Set among tall trees on a hill
above the Mississippi River at Alton, Illinois, the Western campus, with
its functional brick buildings and crenellated roofs, brought Paley a new
sense of independence after an initial bout of severe homesickness. He later
called his year there “a turning point in my life.” He was on his own for
the first time and grew so fast he went through three sets of uniforms in
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one year. He proudly shined the buttons on his uniform, stood at attention
for inspection each morning, fought sham battles, marched in close-order
drills several times a day, and endured the rigors of hazing. Twice a week
he was permitted into town to buy candy bars. Once, to prove he was a
big shot, he tried snuff and got sick.

Academically, he excelled and managed to compress two years’ worth
of high school credits into one year. At seventeen he entered the Univer-
sity of Chicago. During his first semester in college he applied himself.
But gradually he became what one of his fraternity brothers called ““a good
time Charlie. He chased the girls.”

Life at the university took him back into a protected world. He im-
mediately found a welcome at the top-ranked Jewish fraternity, Zcta Beta
Tau. But it was there that he had his first brush with the snobbery of
fraternity brothers who looked down on him. He overcame the prejudice,
as he did so often afterwards, with his charm. “One quickly warmed up
to him,”’ said a fraternity brother, “although his background was from the
other side of the tracks [the West Side] and most of us came from the
South Side.”

Paley didn’t have that much to be ashamed of. By this time his family
was living in an upscale apartment building on Logan Boulevard, the scene
of his first sexual encounter—with an attractive older woman he met in
the lobby. Coincidentally, she turned up at a party in the building later
that evening. Still only seventeen, he went home with her afterwards.
Although he learned that she was married, he was undeterred—a reaction
that would be repeated many times over. She was, he said later, ‘“‘the most
exciting person I had met.”

Deeply infatuated, Paley was indefatigable in pursuit. He visited the
woman every night even if it meant arriving late in the evening after a
long ride on a streetcar and elevated train (he never did mention the where-
abouts of her husband). They spent much of the night together, and he
would return to campus only a few hours before dawn. As an elderly man
he eagerly told girlfriends about this first lover, claborating on what she
had taught him.

During the affair Paley’s studies suffered, and he barely squeezed by
his freshman year. He had become a fairly self-possessed and appealing
young man, almost six feet tall, who knew how to use his magnetic smile.
“He wasn’t abrasive but he was pushy, like all of us,” said a fraternity
brother. And another recalled, “He was a tall, slender, handsome young
man with a very pleasant extrovertish personality that made him stand
out. One of the striking things about him was his slick, almost coal black
hair, carefully combed, which added to his handsomeness.”’

The inconsistencies of Bill Paley’s formative years seemed to shape
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the polarities of his personality: charming but cold, enthusiastic but cau-
tious, ruthless yet thoughtful, distracted as well as disciplined, sensitive
and oblivious, shy but social, confident yet insecure, direct but devious.
Uppermost among the contradictions of his childhood was the attitude of
his parents toward their religion and culture. In such an atmosphere of
what he later termed ““cultural distance,” Paley’s ambivalence about being
Jewish took root.

Like his own father, Sam was uninterested in organized religion. He
accompanied Goldie to their Reform synagogue on High Holy Days, but
mercly for the sake of appearances. Although not devout, Goldie took
religion seriously. She was influenced by her father, Morris, a student of
the Torah and member of an Orthodox synagogue. Paley recalled, with
considerable distaste, being dragged every Friday night of his boyhood to
celebrate the eve of the Sabbath at his grandfather Morris’s house. During
the prayers he looked ahead to a time when he could have Friday night out
on the town. He did not even bother to learn the Ten Commandments
while preparing for his confirmation. When the time came to recite them
in Hebrew before the congregation, he did so perfectly, but only because,
in a spirit of quiet, stubborn defiance, he had memorized the phonetics.
Ever the pragmatist, he later admitted that he grew impatient with religion
because “I couldn’t get decent answers. I said, ‘My God, that’s a lot of
bull.”

But whatever their differences about religion, Sam and Goldie Paley
were cultarally Jewish. Goldie loaded her supper table with homemade
gefilte fish; schav, a pungent sorrel soup; kofatellen, fried burgers made with
chopped chicken livers; and other dishes from the old country. Food was
at the center of their life, much as it was for other immigrant families. As
he grew older, Bill Paley would spurn virtually every aspect of Jewish
culture. He did retain a love for ethnic Jewish cooking, but for that matter
he had a voracious appetite for food of all sorts.

In high school Bill had begun spending his summers sweeping floors
and running errands in Sam’s factory. His emerging business relationship
with his father fit the predominant pattern among Eastern European im-
migrants. It was “a culture utterly devoted to its sons,” comments Irving
Howe. “Onto their backs it lowered all its aspirations and delusions, ex-
pecting that the children of the New World could reach the goals their
fathers could not reach themselves. . . . The fathers would work, grub
and scramble as petty agents of primitive accumulation. The sons would
acquire education, that New World magic.” As a young boy, Paley never
doubted he would follow his father into the cigar business.

Paley’s desire to meet his father’s expectations was touching. “I used
to dream about being a salesman,” he once said, “going to cigar stores and
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making them buy His cigar. I wanted everybody to own his cigar.” Willie
dutifully banded cigars and learned the art of blending tobacco in the
factory’s “‘kitchen.” After many years of experimenting, Sam had settled
on a winning blend for La Palina: Puerto Rican and Cuban tobaccos for
the filler, Connecticut tobacco for the binder, and the Java wrapper that
lent the cigar its distinctiveness. He went one cut above a cheap cigar,
settling on the moderate price of ten cents apiece. Eventually, he offered a
range of twenty shapes and sizes. He also learned tricks that he passed on
to his son. During World War I, when tobacco production was curtailed,
Sam had to rely on cheap tobacco from Puerto Rico. To mask its inferi-
ority, he cured it with liquor, and no one was the wiser.

Along with other cigar manufacturers, Sam Paley introduced new
machines and a division of labor into his factories to standardize and speed
production. The use of molds, bunch-making machines, and other inven-
tions could double a factory’s output. But the new machines also contrib-
uted to labor unrest. The members of the Cigarmakers International
Union, who considered themselves craftsmen, called strikes to protest the
new machines and eventually set strict union membership rules to bar
many machine workers.

The split in the cigar workers’ ranks initially hampered their progress
and benefited owners like Sam Paley. But in Chicago the cigarmakers
union gained strength under the leadership of Samuel Gompers, president
of the American Federation of Labor and himself a former cigarmaker.
Gompers mounted a series of strikes against the cigar manufacturers. The
final strike, in 1919, proved too much for Sam Paley and other Chicago
manufacturers. Faced with a demand by workers for a 50 percent increase
in wages, the manufacturers association concluded the only answer was to
leave the city.

Sam Paley decided to move his operation to New York or Pennsyl-
vania. There were numerous advantages: greater proximity to the princi-
pal tobacco production areas, a better climate, more lenient labor laws and
taxes, and a plentiful supply of workers. Thirty-six years had passed since
Sam had huddled against his tall, proud father to catch his first wide-eyed
view of America. Now, in the summer of 1919, it was Sam’s turn to take
his son Bill on a shorter but equally portentous trip.
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BULL MARKET swept Wall Street in the summer of 1919.

Businessmen had stiffened their spines against organized labor

and awaited the payoff of bigger profits. Jazz bands played “T’ll
Say She Does” and “I’'m Always Chasing Rainbows” at tea dances in Fifth
Avenue hotels. The marquees of Broadway announced such hits as Three
Faces East, Friendly Enemies, Dear Brutus, and Up in Mabel’s Room. Women,
who still lacked the right to vote, dressed decorously, their skirts only six
inches above the ankle. The Eighteenth Amendment had been ratified,
meaning that Prohibition was just around the corner. The New York
skyline lacked the majesty it would achieve with the skyscraper boom of
the coming decade. But its avenues were bigger and busier and livelier
than anything a seventeen-year-old immigrant’s son from the Second City
had seen before.

For much of their stay in New York, young Bill Paley tagged along
with his father, watching as he negotiated for factory sites. In his free time
the boy prowled the streets. He also spent a lot of time fantasizing about
assignations with beautiful women—or, as he later characterized it,
“thinking about sin.” He lingered in the lobby of a Broadway hotel and
ogled the passing parade of well-heeled citizens. He longed for a life of
riches and leisure. He dreamed of living in Manhattan and enjoying all its
pleasures.

But Sam eventually settled on Philadelphia. Cigarmakers there had
steadfastly resisted unionization despite threats and appeals by the Cigar-
makers International. No sooner had Sam set up his operation than his
father, Isaac, died. He returned to Chicago, leaving his son to manage the
factory in his absence. During the following month Bill Paley, sometime
student, frequent playboy, adored son, was forced to show his mettle as a
businessman for the first time.

He had been charged with hiring workers for the factory. Most em-
ployers, intent on union busting, turned to non-union women to staff
their assembly lines. Since cigars were now churned out by machines,
employers no longer needed skilled craftsmen. Just as young Bill had
finished hiring all his “‘girls,” the cigar manufacturers were hit by a city-
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wide strike over working conditions. The girls walked out before the first
La Palina rolled off the assembly line.

Bill Paley’s reaction was typical. He turned on the charm. With the
help of the plant foreman, Paley gathered groups of the girls in various
homes where he arranged to serve them refreshments. He stood before
them, making his pitch: he could offer them higher wages plus tempting
bonuses; moreover, since Congress Cigar Company produced a moder-
ately priced cigar, as opposed to a cheap variety, the factory would be a
better place to work. His argument was illogical but effective. Between
these parties and a free boat trip down the Delaware River that attracted
several hundred girls, Paley found enough workers to fill the factory.
When strike leaders threatened his girls, Paley arranged taxis to take them
to and from work.

This brought Paley face to face with the president of the Cigar Man-
ufacturers Association. The manufacturers were incensed that Sam Paley’s
factory was producing, offering a place for out-of-work laborers to find
Jobs while other factories were idle. Abandoning a pretense of solidarity
with other employers, Bill Paley rebuffed the manufacturers’ threats and
announced that his factory would continue operating. “I knew where my
loyalties belonged,” he later said. His summer of power and authority
changed him: “I became conscious of the fact that my boyhood had ended
and that there were things in the world I could do and do well.”

On his eighteenth birthday that fall, he enrolled at the University of
Pennsylvania’s Wharton School of Finance, which he found anticlimactic
after beating back the cigar unions and manufacturers. “What a farce,” he
told Time magazine years later. He immediately hooked up with Zeta Beta
Tau and plunged into campus social life. ZBT was regarded as the best
Jewish fraternity at Penn, its members largely drawn from wealthy fami-
lies. Sam Paley, however, kept his son on a strict allowance, distributed
every three months. If young Bill ran out of money, Sam made no advance
payments.

Paley considered himself “half student, half playboy,” and studied
only enough to get by. He knew that he was “quite bright, though I didn’t
shine. I was no longer a brilliant student but I felt confident enough of
myself and my intellect.”” He later regretted not taking a full liberal arts
curriculum and considered his business courses a waste.

Paley never applied himself in his liberal arts classes either, relying on
charm to slide through. He struggled with Spanish, which he needed to
pass in order to graduate. When he failed the final examination, Paley went
to the teacher to plead for a retest. ““Absolutely not,” he said, citing school
policy. At that moment, he took a phone call that Paley overheard: there
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was a funeral the next day, and the teacher had no way of getting there.
Paley immediately offered to drive him. Afterwards the teacher said, “I've
been thinking. I was unfair. Come in tomorrow and I'll give you another
chance.” Paley passed the exam and graduated. “I learned,” he said later,
“that I had a cunning turn of mind.”

Paley was well enough liked by his fellow students to earn the nick-
name ‘“‘Pop” for popular; his other nickname, “La,” derived from La
Palina. After his sophomore year he moved into one of the twenty student
rooms in the spacious white-frame Victorian fraternity house at 3819
Spruce Street. Downstairs was a plainly furnished parlor and dining room,
where waiters served Paley and his friends lunch and dinner. In his senior
year he was voted president of the fraternity. He was chosen, friends said,
because he was a natural leader.

As in Chicago, he socialized exclusively with other Jews. This didn’t
seem to bother him. Yet anyone in his position, the son of Russian-Jewish
immigrants, had to have been offended by the overt discrimination on
university campuses of the time. Of all the schools in what eventually
became the Ivy League, Penn was the most open to Jewish students. Under
the influence of Quaker egalitarianism, Penn began admitting Jews in the
mid-1700s while Harvard did not graduate a Jew until 1870. (Harvard used
an informal quota, only taking Jews it deemed could be assimilated. Yale
and Princeton admitted very few Jews at all.)

But at Penn, as at most other universities, the campus was strictly
divided between Jews and Gentiles. Out of a total of forty fraternities on
campus, a dozen were known at the time as all-Jewish. “Penn took Jews
to get their money,” said sociologist and longtime Penn professor E.
Digby Baltzell, “‘and then it segregated them. The situation could not have
been worse. WASPs got scholarships while Jews paid. There were ‘A’
fraternities and there were ‘B’ fraternities. All the ‘B’ fraternities were
Jewish.” The top “A” houses, like St. Anthony Hall and St. Elmo’s,
clustered in the center of the campus, accepted only Gentiles. They were
plush places, with wood paneling, leather armchairs, and English hunting
prints on the walls. Paley’s own fraternity was relegated to a building
several blocks away.

The residue of his college experience must have been bitter. After his
graduation in 1922, Bill Paley made only intermittent financial contribu-
tions to Penn. Several of his gifts ran into the hundreds of thousands of
dollars, but Penn officials considered Paley a hard sell who never met their
expectations. ‘“‘He hasn’t given Penn much,” said Robert Levy, his nephew
and a member of the Penn board of trustees. ‘It is not significant in
relation to his wealth,”” said Fran Sheeley, a former development officer
for Penn. “We all knew he was unhappy with his experience there.”
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The atmosphere at Penn during Paley’s student years echoed the na-
tional mood. Since the Bolshevik Revolution a few years earlier, the coun-
try had been caught up in a Red scare, a wave of extreme nationalism with
strong Anti-Semitic overtones. As part of an effort to ferret out suspected
radicals, teachers and other employees were asked to sign loyalty oaths,
and suspected Communists had been arrested. The hostility was directed
especially at Eastern European Jewish immigrants who, because of their
national origins, were suspected of divided loyalty. Henry Ford published
his Anti-Semitic newspaper, the Dearborn Independent, with its odious sug-
gestions of Jewish conspiracies, and the Ku Klux Klan grew rapidly, soon
to reach an alarming 4.5 million members.

In Philadelphia, anti-Semitism evolved in less blatant ways. In earlier
times some leading Jews had been admitted to exclusive Philadelphia clubs
such as the Union League. But by the early decades of the twentieth
century, the wave of Russian immigration upset the fragile social order
that had accommodated a small community of assimilated Jews. The Prot-
estant establishment quietly shut its doors. Increasingly, German as well as
Russian Jews were isolated, not only from clubs but from top law firms
and banks, as well as certain upper-class neighborhoods. “Philadelphia’s
Protestant establishment, in a cool patrician manner, built an inviolable
caste-system,” comments Murray Friedman, a social historian. “Upper-
class and seemingly well-integrated German Jews learned the painful
lesson that to their Gentile peers a Jew remained a Jew and as such an
outsider.”

In selecting his campus activities at Penn, Paley gravitated toward
those offering experience he could apply to the practical world. He served
on the business staff of the yearbook, and for a time sold button-down
shirts, a new sartorial style. His sales strategy became an important ele-
ment in the Paley legend: he recruited football players and other campus
heroes as salesmen, figuring their popularity would generate business. His
profit was a tidy $1,000. He lacked the skill to make any athletic team, but
he managed both the swimming and water-polo teams. In the 1922 Penn
yearbook, he is pictured standing stiffly in jacket and tie, surrounded by
muscled teammates in bathing suits and sleeveless undershirts.

His friends remember him for his amiability and ease. ““There was no
particular spark of genius. He was a pleasant, fine guy,” said Frederick
Levy, a fraternity brother. “I would never have expected he would be a
big tycoon,” said Henry Gerstley, a friend from a leading family in the
Philadelphia German-Jewish elite. “It was only after he was successful that
he became dynamic.” Harold Hecht, who was two years behind Paley,
recalled that his fraternity brother “lived nicely but not extravagantly.”
Yet Hecht also observed that Paley was “ambitious in all his actions. He
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seemed to know what he wanted and go after it, socially and every other
way. He liked to go with nice people.”

One of the “nice people” Paley befriended at Penn was Ben Gimbel,
of the Philadelphia department-store family. The Gimbels were among the
most prominent of the city’s German-Jewish families, a group that in-
cluded the Lits and the Snellenburgs, the Binswangers and the Rosen-
walds. None of these families, however, wanted anything to do with
Russian arrivistes like Sam and Goldie Paley.

The Paleys did what they could to be accepted. It was not so much
that they were ambitious for themselves, but they wanted the best for their
children. For their first several years in Philadelphia they lived in the
Majestic Hotel on Broad Street and Girard Avenue, a dozen blocks north
of the city center. The nine-story Majestic was constructed around an
Italian Renaissance mansion built late in the nineteenth century by William
Elkins, a nouveau-riche WASP. By the turn of the century, when Elkins
and other wealthy residents migrated to the northern suburbs, well-to-do
German Jews moved in, followed by the Russian immigrants. It was a
world away from the old Philadelphia society of Rittenhouse Square.

North Broad Street had once boasted block upon block of elegant
brownstone mansions. But by the time Sam and Goldie arrived, the neigh-
borhood was increasingly working class and commercial, and the Majestic
was on its way downbhill following a foreclosure sale a few years earlier.
Still, with the Elkins mansion as its core, the Majestic was both eclectic
and ostentatious; its interior architecture ranged from Roman Corinthian
to German Gothic. There were marble walls from Siena, mosaic floors,
murals of flirting lords and ladies, a stained-glass window from the Royal
Bavarian Art Institute, and a Moorish smoking room with fireplace and-
irons of elephants carrying pagodas.

In 1921 the Paleys bought their first home, a plain stone dwelling with
mock Tudor touches on a quarter-acre lot at the corner of Overbrook
Avenue and s2nd Street. Located on the western fringe of the city, only a
few blocks from the city boundary, their neighborhood was a tree-lined
enclave for upwardly mobile Russian-Jewish families. The first floor had a
living room, dining room, small library, and dayroom; there were five
modest bedrooms on the second and third floors.

Sam and Goldie also joined the city’s most prestigious Reform syn-
agogue, Keneseth Israel, a junior version of New York’s Temple Emanu-
El. Founded in 1846, the synagogue was committed to Americanizing the
immigrant as quickly as possible, even if it meant abandoning some Jewish
traditions. Its temple at Broad and Columbia streets in North Philadelphia
echoed the congregation’s desire to assimilate: it included a campanile
copied from St. Mark’s Square in Venice and a dome modeled on the
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Mosque of Omar in Jerusalem. The board of the synagogue comprised a
Who’s Who of the city’s rich and powerful German Jews.

Not long after their arrival in Philadelphia, Goldie decided to give a
big party and invited some members of the Jewish elite. None accepted
her invitation. Bill, only nineteen, tried to soothe her feelings. “They don’t
really count,” he said. “I'm going to New York and I'll not only make
lots of money, I'll marry a Vanderbilt.” Later in his life, Sam Paley told
the story of Goldie’s party and Bill’s reaction, describing Goldie’s antici-
pation, anxiety, and ultimate disappointment at being so roundly rejected
by the leading families. Sam’s account revealed not only the depth of Bill’s
resentment but his early equation of WASP acceptance with success.

A more profound snub occurred when Bill tried to join the Philmont
Country Club, founded by the Gimbels, Snellenburgs, and Loebs after
they were excluded from Gentile clubs. Philmont, located in North Phila-
delphia near Jenkintown, was a bastion of the German-Jewish establish-
ment. When Paley’s application was pigeon-holed for an unreasonable
length of time, his proposer, a friend named Lester Hano, asked another
member to find out why. He learned that while the admission board had
no objection to Bill, they were afraid his father would come and play golf.
“They didn’t want any part of him because of his thick accent,” recalled
Lester Degenstein, who made the inquiry. Bill was eventually admitted,;
but after paying his initiation fee and first year’s dues, he resigned. Sam
ultimately maneuvered his way into Philmont and in an ironic twist helped
keep the club afloat during the Depression through generous donations.

Assisted by Gerstley and Gimbel (who along with another friend,
Nathan Hamburger, comprised the admissions committee), Paley was also
admitted to “The Hundred Club,” a fashionable social club for the sons of
the Jewish elite. He joined the luncheon crowd nearly every day at the
clubhouse at 16th and Latimer streets. He was good company and amused
his new friends with his penchant for malaprops such as “I wouldn’t give
a red dime for that.” But he was less successful with the daughters of
prominent families. ‘““While they didn’t snub him they indicated they pre-
ferred others,” recalled William S. Fineshriber, Jr., a former CBS execu-
tive and the son of the rabbi at Keneseth Israel. “That incensed him. He
was annoyed.”

Bill Paley spent his days in Philadelphia training conscientiously to
take over the business. Upon his graduation from Penn he was hired by
his father for a modest salary of of $1,300 a year—about $10,000 in today’s
dollars. He had no title and moved among various departments under the
tutelage of uncles and trusted lieutenants. Jacob—everyone called him
Uncle Jay—taught Bill the basics of finance. Jay was quiet and debonair,
taller than Sam and more youthful-looking, perhaps because he was clean-
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shaven. In his later years he moved to a large home in California where he
consorted with starlets and played the horses. Uncle Ben, Sam’s youngest
brother, was a free spirit, a prizefighter in his spare time who bet recklessly
at the racetrack. Young Bill marveled at how he used his contacts to get
things done.

The only non-Paley executive, Willis Andruss, instructed him in sales
and marketing. Paley looked up to Andruss, who was tall, elegant, and
handsome. Andruss was known in the trade as *“the million-dollar cigar
salesman,” and he taught young Paley all his tricks. One that Paley
adopted enthusiastically was to visit cigar stores that declined to carry La
Palina cigars. Andruss would put a dollar on the counter, ask for a La
Palina, exclaim in mock astonishment, “You don’t have them,” grab the
dollar indignantly, and walk out.

Sam Paley of course was the master of production. Each May he took
Bill to Amsterdam for the tobacco auctions, where they purchased their
Java wrappers. Bill watched his father carefully analyze the color and tex-
ture of handful after handful of tobacco, then calculate the bids to be placed
in sealed envelopes. He listened as Sam dissembled about the size of his
bids to other buyers in an effort to bluff them into bidding lower on the
next round. They spent long days together, often getting up at 5:00 a.M.,
working for six weeks, spending millions of dollars for a year’s supply.
The lesson was simple but crucial: “If you get the details right, the final
work product will be correct.”

Bill showed enough aptitude that eventually his father sent him alone
to Puerto Rico to buy tobacco. Faced with a glut in the tobacco crop, he
offered a price one third higher than the other dealers were planning to
bid. Bill reasoned that if he paid the lower price, he could risk driving the
farmers out of business. The other dealers were furious, but they had to
match his price since he was the biggest buyer. Sam gave him a raise.

Congress Cigar was thriving. From 1921 to 1926, net earnings in-
creased from $75,000 to $1.7 million and yearly production jumped from
55 million to 255 million cigars. The operation had grown from one eight-
story fully humidified factory at Third and Spruce in Philadelphia to seven
factories in four states. By 1926, Congress employed 4,635 people. In
January of that year, Goldman Sachs sold 70,000 of the company’s 350,000
shares to the public, netting the Paley family nearly $3 million, and Con-
gress was listed on the New York Stock Exchange for the first time. Later
in 1926 the family made its big killing, by selling 200,000 of its shares to
the Porto Rican—American Tobacco Company for $13,750,000. Bill’s cut
was $1 million—which would be like receiving $7.3 million today. His
salary jumped to $20,000 a year, and he advanced to the title of vice-
president.
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There were some worrisome signs, however. Cigarette smoking, by
newly liberated women as well as men, was becoming the rage of the
Roaring Twenties. By mid-decade, cigarette production had grown from
16 to 82 billion in only twelve years. At the same time, national cigar
consumption had begun to decline. Congress Cigar jumped on the ciga-
rette bandwagon, and Sam put his son in charge of selling and promoting
a new brand. Smokers, however, hated the Palina cigarette—its taste
spoiled by cheap paper. After a huge loss estimated by some at a million
dollars, Sam closed down the operation. It was Bill Paley’s first flat-out
failure.

Afterwards, he concentrated on advertising La Palina cigars. In so
doing, he joined the new vanguard of business in the twenties: the adver-
tising men, principal agents for the prosperity heralded by Calvin Coo-
lidge. Increasingly competitive, they developed ever more sophisticated
techniques, and by 1927, $1.5 billion was devoted each year to advertising
nationwide. Congress built on its pride in a cigar that was high-grade but
priced moderately. As soon as sales reached a million cigars a day, its
slogan announced: “America’s largest selling high-grade cigar.”” That slo-
gan, mingling mass marketing with aspirations to quality, became Bill
Paley’s talisman.

Outside the office, Paley pursued a footloose bachelor life from the
Warwick Hotel on fashionable Rittenhouse Square, where he had a studio
apartment with a Murphy bed and small pantry. After the family sold its
holdings in 1926 and became very rich, he moved to a penthouse apart-
ment on the twentieth floor. ““I lived in the south wing and Bill lived in an
identical apartment on the north wing,” recalled Gerstley. “We each had
an enclosed porch and two open porches, a living room, two bedrooms,
two baths and a kitchen. There were other rooms on that floor but ours
were the only two apartments of that kind in the building.” Paley gave
dinner parties and entertained his girlfriends; once, as a joke, Ben Gimbel
rented the room next door and banged on the wall to interrupt Paley’s
lovemaking.

Paley preferred showgirls that he met at theater openings in Philadel-
phia. He was quite the Stage Door Johnny, using his connections with
producers to send flowers and notes inviting them to late night suppers.
When the shows moved to New York, he often followed the girls on the
train, while his father tried vainly to locate him. He gambled and fre-
quented speakeasies like the Beaux Arts in Atlantic City, where he
watched a dancer named Ruby Stevens (later to become Barbara Stan-
wyck).

Several trips to Europe with his parents provided Paley with a differ-
ent sort of sophistication. During one crossing in the summer of 1928 he
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met Hollywood mogul Samuel Goldwyn and his wife, Frances, a blue-
eyed slender blonde. Frances, married only three years to Goldwyn,
captured Paley’s upwardly mobile fancy. “She was so crisp, so tidy, so
tailored and so feminine at the same time,” said Irene Selznick. “Her
grooming, her posture, was perfect, but she was all natural, like a country
girl.”

While Sam Goldwyn gambled, Paley wooed the married woman,
begging her to leave her husband as they danced. Years later, over dinner
when the lights were low, Paley confided in Irene Selznick. “I was mad
about Frances. I didn’t give a damn,” he said. “And she was crazy about
me. But she wouldn’t leave Sam.” The mutual ardor seems believable;
Paley certainly had the magnetism. But he was still only a small-time cigar
man.

Paley continued his worldly education in Paris, while Sam took Gol-
die to Vichy. Paley stayed at the Ritz, discovered French cuisine, and
frequented the legendary nightclub run by Ada Smith du Conge, a black
American singer known as “Bricktop” for her orange-colored hair. He
also patronized what he called the “fantastic” brothels of Montmartre.
“Everyone went. It was all organized,” he recalled. “They were run by
very respectable people. You could dine and dance or do nothing. The
brothels were a place to see.”” Paris gave him his first taste of decadence.
Years later he would speak of the thrill of visiting the opium dens where
he watched lesbians make love.

Paley enjoyed luxury but was uncertain how obvious he should be
about his new wealth. His ambivalence was evident when he rashly pur-
chased a Hispano Suiza convertible for the extraordinary price of $16,000
in 1928. After driving the car around for a while, he became embarrassed
that its ostentatious novelty drew crowds. “I wanted an attention-getting
object without the attention,” he said in one insightful reminiscence. ‘It
may be that I haven’t changed much in that respect in the last fifty years.”

After years of plowing earnings back into the business, his parents
were also ready to indulge themselves. From Overbrook they had moved
in 1924 to another modest home on East Sedgwick Street in Mt. Airy, an
equally undistinctive middle-class neighborhood. Several years later, how-
ever, after their son and daughter had left the nest, they made the big leap
to an impressive home on Hampton Road in Chestnut Hill, one of the
city’s most prestigious addresses.

Situated on five acres, the formal house was designed by George
Howe, a local architect, in the style of a French chateau. It stood behind a
large round courtyard at the end of a long driveway. The living and dining
rooms were enormous. The library was oval, with an ornately carved
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ceiling. All the floors were black and white marble, and a marble staircase
curved up to the second floor where it culminated in a balcony. Also on
the second floor were Goldie and Sam’s separate bedrooms, each with its
own dressing room. Linking the two bedrooms was a glass-enclosed
breakfast room. All the bathrooms contained intricate tiled mosaics.

Goldie filled the house with oriental rugs and antiques from England
and France. She decorated her bedroom in Louis X VI style and the guest
bedroom with Art Deco furniture. The living room contained two pianos,
a grand and a baby grand, for decoration. Out back was a tennis court, a
swimming pool lined with tiled mosaics, a bath house, greenhouse, and
kennel. To help maintain their home, the Paleys hired a meticulous mar-
ried couple, Helen and Edward Michiels. She served as a cook and Goldie’s
personal maid; he was Sam’s valet and chauffeur. The staff also included a
parlor maid, an upstairs maid, and a gardener. Goldie hired only Catholics
as servants. ‘‘Jewish girls don’t know how to work,” she once said. ““All
they want to do is get married.”

Sam and Goldie had few pretensions and led a quiet life. Goldie spoke
directly and simply, sometimes ungrammatically, with an Eastern Euro-
pean accent that had faded only slightly with time. She loved to shop on
her own in supermarkets. She would pinch the fruits and vegetables, and
instruct the butcher where to cut the fat from the meat. When she finished
shopping, the chauffeur would drive up and load the groceries. But Goldie
was practical about what money could buy. As her son was embarking on
his career, she advised him, ‘‘Never do anything for yourself that someone
else could do better,”” and treated him to his first valet.

Goldie had more than a touch of vanity. She dressed well and was
perfectly groomed. Once she had the means, she indulged in a weekly
facial massage and hairstyling at Elizabeth Arden. She wore dark glasses
indoors and out because she thought she looked better that way. Goldie
had a sense of humor and a gift for making those around her comfortable.
Her philanthropy also endeared her to others. Over the years she donated
generously to organizations that helped disadvantaged children and the
handicapped. The impulse behind her giving was refreshingly simple:
“The old person, money cannot save 'em. They’re gonna die. But if a
poor child needs help, you can save him. If he has a future, I believe in
helping 1t.”’

Goldie dispensed advice that reflected shrewdness as well as a deep-
seated mistrust. ‘‘Never take your diamonds to the jewelry store and leave
them,” she told her secretary. “Don’t ever leave any stones with any-
body.” At one point she hired someone to make certain that the bank was
not cheating her, to explain her financial transactions, and keep track of
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dividends. When well into her nineties, with the ghetto far behind her, she
insisted on visiting her “office” in the Fidelity Building in Philadelphia
once a week.

She was intelligent and determined to improve herself. Having de-
cided to lose weight, she simply did it and remained thin thereafter. She
took up golf in middle age and played for many years; at age sixty she put
down her clubs and began painting. She rose each morning between six
and seven. She exercised vigorously, took art lessons, and went to lectures
and classes. She was a learner. “I haven’t allowed my system to get slug-
gish,” she said. Yet her personal secretary suspected that Goldie remained
only minimally literate because she always insisted that her mail be read
aloud—*‘She could see well enough to sign her checks but I always had to
tell her who they were made out to.”

Goldie was stronger in some respects than her husband. “My husband
was afraid of things,” she said. “He was afraid of night. And very often
we were sitting and he said, ‘Goldie, do you hear the noise?’ I said, ‘Yes.’
He said, ‘Will you please go down and see who it is?” He was afraid, and
I'd go down and see because I wasn’t afraid.” Late in life Goldie took up
horseback riding over protests from Sam, who feared that horses were too
high-spirited. And she loved driving her own Lincoln Continental, some-
times wildly, just to assert herself.

Still, the Paley household clearly revolved around Sam, his demands
and his peculiarities. Goldie “catered to my father in every way, simply
taking it for granted that her role in life was to make him happy and
comfortable,”” her son recalled in his memoir. Goldie’s attitude was typical
of Jewish immigrant families of that generation. Irving Howe points out
that “the patterns of the family had been firmly set, indeed, had been
allowed to become rigid in the old country. The moral authority of the
father, the formal submission of the wife, together with her frequent dom-
inance in practical affairs, the obedience of children softened by parental
indulgences.”

Everything went according to Sam’s schedule; when he took rests at
odd hours, everyone else had to clear out and quiet down. He did not have
much of a sense of humor. He planned every moment of his life down to
the smallest detail and he was compulsively neat—too much so, his son
once observed; “it was almost a mania with him.” Sam always looked
dapper and wore the most fashionable styles. Far from handsome, he was
still vain enough to worry when his hairline began receding. In an effort
to coax some hair to grow back. Sam shaved his hair down the middle of
his head, leaving it black and full at the sides.

With his guttural voice, cigar perpetually clamped in his mouth, and
accent as thick as a good borscht, Sam seemed hardboiled and coarse. But
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he was unassuming and friendly with people, whatever their station. While
observers often remarked on his sweetness, he could be tough-minded and
tightfisted as well; one sister-in-law called him “The Rock.” Sam was
frugal—when he gambled at the bridge table he played for no more than
a tenth of a cent a point—and he loved making money. He always carried
a little notebook in which he kept track of his investments.

Even his son had to acknowledge that his father had “‘strange habits.’
Sam was so hypochondriacal that he consulted his doctor daily and his
dentist once a week. Every day he took a nap at his office. He always ate
lunch at eleven-thirty because he could not wait any longer. (In later years
during CBS board meetings—as an investor, Sam sat on the board from
day one—he would customarily raid his son’s kitchen next to the executive
dining room and then eat again during the official lunch following the
meeting.) Sam refused to drive a car after a first humiliating driving lesson
when he crashed into a wall, having hit the accelerator instead of the brake.
Nearly thirty years into his marriage, his fortunc secure, Sam told Goldie,
“Sometimes when men get older they get a little funny” (translation: they
begin to chase other women). So in case he got “‘a little funny,” he gave
her $2 million to invest as she saw fit. Sam had peculiar superstitions as
well. He was fixated on the number 13, which he considered lucky, con-
trary to the rest of the world. He used to go to great lengths to have
addresses, names, and phone numbers add up to thirteen. The superstition
was evidently contagious; once Bill Paley found himself counting the let-
ters of his name and discovered they added up to 13 if he included the S.
That sign convinced him more than ever of the rightness of his childhood
decision to invent a middle initial.

Throughout Bill’s youth, his sister, Blanche, remained the focus of
her mother’s attention, and both parents spoiled her. “No one ever said
no to her,” said Dorothy Paley Hirshon. ““She was indulged in every way
and remained a child her whole life.” Blanche was quiet, shy, and nervous.
After attending a girls’ finishing school, she occupied herself with fashions
and decorating and succumbed to hyponchondria. She was not pretty, but
had a lovely figure and dressed elegantly.

As the self-appointed guardian of the Paley family’s standing, Bill
kept a watchful eye on Blanche’s beaux. In that role he could be haughty.
When a local dentist named Leon Levy came to call, Bill at first tried to
prevent her from seeing him. Leon was the son of Hungarian-Jewish im-
migrants, and Bill thought him beneath the Paleys.

Sam and Bill continued their mutual admiration, yet Bill remained as
fearful of his father’s wrath as he had been in childhood. When he got in a
bind with a $5,000 gambling debt, he turned to Uncle Jay to bail him out.
Goldie had become quite proud of her poised and popular son. She was

]
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neither doting nor loving, but their relationship was correct, if not terribly
deep. “She knew him better than he thought,” Dorothy Paley Hirshon
recalled. ““She realized how selfish he was, and how self-centered, but she
never criticized him.”

Paley came to believe that he had inherited more traits from his
mother than his father. Goldie Paley shared this view. “My son believes
in a lot of the things I do,” she said. “He is very much like myself.” Above
all, Paley believed he inherited his mother’s determination: ‘“She would
never say no. She just went ahead and did what she wanted to do.” Her
knowledge of art and music was limited, but she passed these enthusiasms
to her son. Like his mother, Paley was warm on the surface but could be
cold and callous underneath. He also had a certain physical fearlessness that
resembled Goldie’s. When he was in London during World War 11, for
example, he seemed impervious to danger. “What’s the matter?,” he once
said to a colleague who ducked for cover in the middle of a meeting as
bombs exploded outside. “Let’s get on with it.”

Bill was also, of course, his father’s son. “Sam was very much like his
son in many ways. He was pretty egocentric and dominating,” said Dor-
othy Paley Hirshon. Like his father, Bill Paley would demand a great deal
from others—wives as well as minions. Unlike his father, however, he
needed their help to organize his life. He lacked his father’s innate neatness.
Much to his embarrassment, though, he shared his father’s hypochrondria,
a trait he tried to deny in later life. Friends and colleagues alike attested
that Bill Paley was obsessed with his health from an early age.

After the Paleys sold their stock in Congress Cigar, Bill Paley became
noticeably restless. ‘““He was always more ambitious than the rest of us put
together,” said Gerstley. His social aspirations drove him hardest. He
pined for the high life in New York City. He used to leaf through the
pages of Vogue and Harper’s Bazaar and admire the delicate, ivory-skinned
beauties in the photographs. At bottom, he felt uncomfortable in Philadel-
phia, never quite at ease with the Jewish elite and shut out by the old
society establishment. “I don’t think he ever felt secure,” said Gerstley.

Outside Philadelphia, the mood seemed to be turning more tolerant.
By the latter years of the 1920s the Red scare had abated and a new spirit
of openness had taken hold. No place symbolized this new freedom more
than New York City, with its cosmopolitan air and promise of social
mobility. In Manhattan, it seemed that anyone with style and ambition
could win acceptance. But Paley felt that manufacturing cigars was not an
impressive enough career for a rising Manhattanite. ‘““He made it clear he
didn’t want to be in the cigar business,” said Gerstley. What Bill Paley
needed was a business that was lucrative, glamorous, and, above all, re-
spectable.
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EHEARD THE FIRST SOUNDS of radio—surprisingly loud,

amazingly clear—through earphones attached to a primitive

crystal set at a friend’s apartment in Philadelphia. The year was
1925, and at first Paley couldn’t believe that music was actually coming
through the air, without benefit of wires. “I was very dubious,” he said.
“I thought my friend was playing a trick on me.” Paley immediately had
a set made for the extravagant sum of $100. Night after night, until three
or four in the morning, the twenty-four-year-old Paley sat transfixed,
trying to pick up signals from points as distant as Pittsburgh or even
Kansas City.

William Paley’s discovery of radio is a story he recounted often over
the decades. To society matrons and junior executives, he enthusiastically
described it as a singular revelation, as if he alone had become mesmerized
by the medium. In fact, the experience was common for young people of
the day, and he came to it several years later than most. Since the winter
of 1921-22, the country had been buzzing about the amazing wireless; 2.
million radios had been sold by 1923. One San Francisco paper reported as
early as 1921, “There is radio music in the air, every night, everywhere.”
The first commercial radio station, Westinghouse Corporation’s KDKA
in Pittsburgh, had gone on the air in 1920 with the simple goal of provok-
ing listeners to buy Westinghouse receivers. As radio’s popularity spread,
the number of stations grew. By 1924—a full year before Paley caught up
with the fad—1,400 broadcasting licenses had been issued by the Depart-
ment of Commerce, which was charged with regulating the infant indus-
try, a task taken over by the Federal Radio Commission in 1927.

Stations popped up in all sorts of unlikely places. To entice customers,
Wanamakers, Gimbels, and a score of other department stores set up trans-
mitting studios on their sales floors. Hotels did the same to attract guests,
and newspapers to advertise themselves. There were stations at universi-
ties, some of which allowed students to listen to lectures as part of their
coursework. Stations even beamed from laundries, stockyards, and poul-
try farms. The programming was often amateurish and gimmicky.
KDKA, whose first programs originated in a cloakroom at the Westing-
house meter factory, broadcast concerts by the Westinghouse employee
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band, poetry readings by employees, and arias by a soprano snatched from
the assembly line. When a makeshift studio couldn’t contain the echoing
of the employee band, music was transmitted from underneath a tent on
the roof, which offered fine acoustics until the canvas blew down in a
rainstorm.

At first, no one envisioned using this new medium for advertising; it
was designed to sell radios and reap various indirect public relations bene-
fits. But the American Telephone & Telegraph Company, then in the
business of selling radio transmitters, had another idea. In August 1922,
AT&T had launched WEAF (for Wind, Earth, Air, and Fire), an experi-
mental station in New York, and offered advertisers the opportunity to
buy time on the station. AT&T called its approach “‘toll broadcasting.”
More broadcasters adopted AT&T’s “toll” approach. AT&T meanwhile
put together the first rudimentary network, using long-distance phone
lines to connect stations around the country to remote broadcast locations
like football stadiums. The phone company even made a $150,000 profit
from its baby network in 1925. Soon it became clear to government offi-
cials and broadcasters that advertising could provide revenue to pay top
performers and make the medium more professional.

Something needed to be done: apart from the success of one incipient
network, the radio craze showed signs of fading. The novelty was wearing
off by 1926. Listeners were tiring of two-bit programs. Although plenty
of performers worked without pay, many stations couldn’t keep up with
costs. Between 1924 and 1926, the number of stations shrank by more
than half, to 620. Set manufacturers became alarmed. They saw their
market drying up.

As the year continued, the principal broadcasting and radio manufac-
turing companies squabbled about who had which rights to profits from
the sale of radios. At the same time, the federal government accused these
companies of anti-trust activities. A settlement was finally fashioned by
David Sarnoff, a hard-driving executive at the Radio Corporation of
America. RCA was then the largest distributor of radios, which were
manufactured by General Electric and Westinghouse but sold under the
RCA name. Sarnoft’s plan called for creation of a new entity, the National
Broadcasting Company, that would link stations around the country to
present programs simultaneously to a national audience.

The new “chain” would be owned by RCA, General Electric, and
Westinghouse. AT&T would sell its network to NBC for $1 million and
withdraw from broadcasting. The phone company would make its money
by leasing telephone lines to NBC to connect its affiliated stations. The
new network would not aim to make money through its broadcasts but
rather by stimulating radio sales. The NBC founders assured wary gov-
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ernment officials that whatever advertising revenue its broadcasts gener-
ated would be channeled into improved programs. NBC'’s stated purpose
sounded almost philanthropic: an “investment in the youth of America,”
an effort to serve and uplift the public with “‘better programs permanently
assured.”’

It was a brilliant stroke for the man with whom Bill Paley would
match wits. Ten years older than Paley, Sarnoff had also come from a
Russian-Jewish background. But unlike Paley, he was born in the mother
country, in a grim shtetl near Minsk. As a child he had suffered through
the raids of Cossacks, the ordeal of traveling by steerage to the United
States, and grinding poverty on arrival in the Lower East Side ghetto in
Manhattan. He never had the luxury of a childhood. From the age of four
he was drilled in the Old Testament and the Talmud by his rabbinical
elders, from dawn to dusk, six days a week. He later said that after four
years of having to memorize two thousand words a day, he could not
bring himself to become the rabbi his family wanted him to be.

On the Lower East Side, Sarnoff found work selling Yiddish news-
papers, ran his own newsstand, and dashed through the streets as a tele-
graph messenger. He studied English by reading New York newspapers
picked out of garbage bins. Soon he was speaking without a trace of an
accent. By 1906 he joined the Marconi Wireless Telegraph Company,
where he started as an office boy and worked his way up to telegraph
operator. He achieved his first fame at age twenty-one on the night of
April 14, 1912. As manager of the wireless station in the Wanamaker
department store, he was one of several people along the East Coast in
touch with the sinking luxury liner Titanic. It was the beginning of a
legend—embellished and repeated by Sarnoff himself—that cast him as
the sole link to the disaster for seventy-two hours. His coolness under
pressure impressed Marconi executives, and his responsibilities grew
accordingly.

But Sarnoff was more than a young employee on the rise. In a 1916
memorandum to his superior at Marconi, the twenty-five-year-old vision-
ary described how the wireless could become ‘‘a ‘household utility’ . . . a
‘radio music box’ . . . which can be placed in the parlor or living room
. .. to enjoy concerts, lectures, music, recitals, etc., which may be going
on in the nearest city within their radius.” Although he calculated that
radio sales could yield $75 million a year, his superior rejected the idea as
“harebrained.”

Three years later, Marconi was swallowed by the Radio Corporation
of America, which had been created by a powerful cartel of four companies
with interests in wireless communication—General Electric, Westing-
house, AT&T, and United Fruit Company. Junior executive Sarnoff

WorldRadioHistory



56 IN At His GLORY

wasted no time dusting off his “‘radio music box” memo and getting it
into the hands of the new RCA chairman, Owen D. Young. He succeeded
not only in pushing RCA into selling radios but into radio broadcasting as
well, and Young made him the company’s general manager. By the mid-
1920s, the burly and balding immigrant with piercing blue eyes was being
hailed as a prophet of the radio age.

Sarnoff’s radio brainchild, NBC, burst on the air on November 15,
1926. The inaugural program was a four-hour extravaganza transmitted
live from the Grand Ballroom of the Waldorf-Astoria Hotel in Manhattan.
Walter Damrosch conducted the New York Symphony Orchestra, the
Metropolitan Opera’s Tito Ruffo sang arias, Will Rogers impersonated
Calvin Coolidge, and soprano Mary Garden trilled *“Annie Laurie’ from
her apartment in Chicago. It was an unqualified success. By the turn of
the year NBC had two networks, the Red and the Blue, comprising
twenty-five stations. RCA’s tightly controlled monopoly on broadcasting
was on its way.

NBC had first call on the strongest stations. Newcomer stations in
cities already covered by NBC had no prospect for a network affiliation.
One of those left out of the new network was a shoestring station in
Philadelphia called WCAU. Located in one room on an alley next to the
boiler room for the Philadelphia Hotel at 39th and Chestnut streets in West
Philadelphia, it was owned by a couple of enterprising brothers, Isaac and
Leon Levy, who had bought it in 1924 for $25,000. Isaac, known as “Ike,”
was a tough and aggressive young lawyer with a weakness for high-stakes
poker. Leon was a dentist, soft-spoken and reserved. With his knack for
persuasive and canny negotiating, Ike handled most of the business deals.
Leon divided his time between filling teeth in the mornings and program-
ming the station in the afternoons.

The station was making little headway selling advertising against its
two entrenched competitors, stations owned by the Wanamaker and Lit
department stores and affiliated with the NBC Red and Blue networks.
Ike and Leon needed the prestige and professionalism of a network. So
when a fast-talking promotor named George Coats came to call one day
in the spring of 1927, Leon listened eagerly. Coats was part of an unlikely
trio. The others were Arthur Judson, a cultivated but forceful manager
of performing artists and orchestras, and Major Andrew White, a well-
known radio announcer who wore a pince-nez on a black ribbon
and a white carnation in his lapel. All three itched to challenge the NBC
monopoly.

Coats and Judson had hooked up in the fall of 1926. Judson had
recently organized a bureau to represent concert artists who wished to
perform on radio and had been counting on an exclusive arrangement to
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supply programs and talent to NBC. When the two entrepreneurs visited
Sarnoff in January 1927 to iron out what they hoped were the details of
Judson’s proposed agreement, Sarnoff showed them the door. It turned
out that Sarnoff had already formed his own artists’ bureau within NBC.
Furious at Sarnoff’s rejection, Judson threatened to start a rival network.
Sarnoff leaned back in his swivel chair and guffawed. “You can’t do it,”
he said. At minimum, he told them, they needed a million dollars, the
amount he had just paid for the phone lines connecting NBC.

Within weeks of that humiliating meeting, Coats and Judson orga-
nized United Independent Broadcasters with $6,000 from an heiress, Betty
Fleischmann Holmes. They brought in Major White to give the new en-
terprise a bit of prestige. White joined them because he thought their
network could have greater freedom than one beholden to the corporate
parents of NBC. But the prospects for the United Independent network
were bleak. AT&T told Coats it would take at least three years before
enough phone lines would be free to serve a competing network.

There matters stood in the spring of 1927 when Coats sat across the
desk from Leon Levy, a friend of Judson’s through the Philadelphia Or-
chestra, which Judson managed. Levy had nothing to lose, so he named
his terms. United Independent had to pay his station $500 a week—$50 an
hour—to carry a guaranteed ten hours of professional network program-
ming. During those ten hours, the network was free to sell advertising and
pocket the proceeds. The rest of the time, the station would make money
by selling advertising locally. They had an agreement.

Leon was so taken with the new network that he hit the road with
Coats and signed fifteen additional stations to United Independent on
similar terms. A guaranteed weekly income was irresistible to stations
when advertising revenue was scarce. But that arrangement proved a
crushing burden to the fledgling network. Coats could not find sponsors
to cover the $8,000 in weekly compensation to sixteen stations, much
less overhead for programming and telephone lines, should they become
available.

In April 1927 an angel materialized. The Columbia Phonograph
Company was alarmed that a rival manufacturer of record players, the
Victor Company, was poised to merge with RCA. Coats persuaded Co-
lumbia executives that an investment in United Independent could be used
to promote Columbia records and players on the new network. The in-
vestment came to $163,000, enough to cover United Independent’s debts.
Columbia stipulated that the network be called the Columbia Phonograph
Broadcasting System. In return, Columbia had to pay the stations and
performers, and to find advertisers to buy time during the ten weekly
hours of network programming. As Fortune magazine pointed out a few
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years later, Columbia “bought the operating rights of United Indepen-
dent, which wasn’t even operating.”

Fortified by its new backer, United Independent coaxed the phone
company into making lines available by the autumn. Arthur Judson orga-
nized a program schedule populated with his artists. Of the ten weekly
hours, five would be filled by Howard Barlow conducting a new twenty-
three-piece orchestra, the other five by a dance band led by Donald Voor-
hees. The Columbia network made its debut on September 18, 1927. The
afternoon began with Barlow’s orchestra in a program concluding with
“Tales from the Vienna Woods,” a sly tribute to the intended sponsor, a
furniture-manufacturing company. In the evening, the Metropolitan
Opera performed The King’s Henchman, by Deems Taylor and Edna St.
Vincent Millay. Not only was the evening performance delayed, but sta-
tions west of the Alleghenies heard nothing for the first fifteen minutes
because of thunderstorms. The program was nearly drowned out by
dreadful static and ran more than an hour long. It was remarkable that
anything got transmitted at all; a men’s lavatory served as the makeshift
control center. It was the only soundproof room at WOR, the flagship
station for the Columbia network in New York.

Columbia Phonograph lost $100,000 in the first month and decided
to bow out. Once again, United Independent turned to the Levys. At this
point, anyone with any sense might have seen the United Independent trio
for the overreaching amateurs that they were. But Judson prevailed on
Leon Levy’s friendship and appealed to lke Levy’s ego. lke was proud of
his affiliation with a new network. He had used it to build up his station.
He couldn’t bear that Columbia was about to go under so quickly. But he
did not have enough money to help on his own.

He knew, however, that the newly prosperous Sam Paley had plenty
of spare capital. Sam’s daughter, Blanche, had married Leon Levy only
weeks earlier. Sam was now family, so in October 1927, lke approached
him with his proposal: ke would put up $50,000 if Sam would contribute
another $50,000 to rescue the ailing Columbia network. Sam agreed.

That evening, Tke went to the Locust Club, a downtown gathering
place for Philadelphia’s Jewish elite, for his regular poker game. But he
appeared preoccupied, not his usual self. Walking home afterwards, lke
confided his troubles to his friend Jerome Louchheim, a millionaire sports-
man and builder of bridges and subways. “Jerry, I'm worried,” he said.
“I'm very anxious to see happiness in our family and I'm concerned
whether I made a wise move in asking Sam Paley to come along with me.
Should this venture fail, it might be embarrassing to Leon.” Louchheim
replied, “You've got a nerve asking him to come in and not inviting me.
We are such close friends.” lke was surprised by his friend’s eagerness.

WorldRadioHistory




The Prince 59

The next day he told Sam he would like Louchheim to assume Sam’s
stake. “Anything you do suits me,” said Sam, who wanted to keep rela-
tions with his new in-laws harmonious.

Why had Sam Paley, notoriously tight with his money, so readily
agreed in the first place to part with $50,000 for a shaky enterprise like the
Columbia network? He knew the power of radio. Several months earlier,
in the summer of 1927, he and his brother Jay had signed a contract with
the Levy station, WCAU, to advertise La Palina cigars. At the time Leon
Levy was courting Blanche, and Bill Paley, the vice-president of advertis-
ing for Congress Cigar, was on vacation in Europe. The hour-long pro-
gram, for which Sam and Jay paid WCAU 850 a week, starred Harry
Link, the composer of “I’ve Got a Feelin’ I’'m Fallin,” as the “La Palina
Boy.” He thumped the piano, sang songs, introduced the occasional guest
solist, and plugged La Palina cigars. After a few weeks, young Bill re-
turned from vacation. He was incensed when he learned that his father had
bought a radio program behind his back. In the face of his son’s disap-
proval, Sam had second thoughts about the radio contract. But within a
few weeks it became clear that the radio exposure was boosting sales of La
Palina cigars. Congress Cigar quickly signed on to sponsor a second show
on WCAU, “Rolla and Dad,” an early soap opera.

Sam Paley bowed out gracefully when lke Levy turned to Louchheim
to finance the Columbia network. But, still keen on the potential of radio,
he agreed to spend $6, 500 a week to mount a network program advertising
La Palina cigars. He was also receptive when Louchheim proposed that
Bill, then twenty-six years old, be tapped to run Columbia in the fall of
1927. Louchheim was only fifty-five at the time, but he had retired from
the construction business and preferred overseeing his stable of horses to
running a new radio network. The Levy brothers agreed with Louchheim
and Sam Paley that Bill was the ideal candidate for the job. He was ener-
getic. He was restless. He knew advertising. But they caught him at a
moment when his pride temporarily overrode his ambition. Still simmer-
ing over the way his father and uncle had bought a radio program without
consulting him, he refused. ““I don’t want anything to do with this pip-
squeak radio network, this phony chain,” Bill said. Reluctantly, Louch-
heim determined to take on the job himself.

At his father’s insistence, however, Bill agreed to supervise the half-
hour program that Sam had bought on the Columbia network. Called
“The La Palina Smoker,” it was once described as “a kind of parlor car
Avrabian Nights.”” Bill Paley felt that the La Palina Boy lacked pizzazz, so he
concocted “Miss La Palina.” Glamorous and sultry-voiced, she was the
sole female guest at a “smoker,” an all-male gathering fashionable at the
time. Surrounded each week by her pack of wise-cracking admirers, Miss

WorldRadioHistory



60 IN AL His GLORY

La Palina sang, accompanied by an orchestra, and a comedian served as
master of ceremonies. Four months after “The La Palina Smoker” began
on Columbia, Congress cigar saless—which had dipped to 400,000 a day
from 600,000 with the advent of cigarettes—jumped to one million a day.
“It was one of radio’s earliest spectacular achievements,” Fortune magazine
reported.

In what would become a lifelong pattern, Bill Paley gives a contradic-
tory—and self-aggrandizing—version of these events. By his account, it
was his father and Uncle Jay who went on vacation during the summer of
1927, leaving Bill in charge. And it was he who signed with WCAU for
$50 a week. But here the story begins to crumble. In a 1958 speech to a
group of broadcasters, he said his show featured a male vocalist, a female
vocalist, a small chorus, an “outstanding guest,” and a twenty-piece or-
chestra—which would have cost ten times his programming budget. No-
where does Paley mention the “La Palina Boy” and his piano, whose
talents would more logically be included in a $50 fee.

Paley’s tale becomes even more self-serving. Instead of proudly telling
his father and uncle about the surge in cigar sales when the two men
supposedly returned from Europe a month later, he claimed that they had
not even heard of the show. “Their first knowledge of ‘The La Palina
Hour’ came when my uncle, who was in charge of finances, came across
the $50 charge for the first broadcast and called me onto the carpet,” Paley
recalled in 1958. ““He not only objected to the $50; he was also fearful that
radio advertising might damage the prestige of our high-caliber cigar.”
Over Paley’s protests, Uncle Jay forced him to cancel the contract. The
objections of Uncle Jay, a gambler by nature, to a mere $50 a week seem
odd indeed, especially since Congress Cigar was spending a half million
dollars a year on advertising in newspapers and magazines and showing
profits of $1.3 million.

The denouement of this chapter in the Paley mythology occurred
about three weeks after the contract had supposedly been canceled. Bill,
his father, and Uncle Jay were having lunch. According to Paley, neither
he nor his uncle had by then told Sam about the radio program and its
subsequent cancellation—a silence that remains mystifying. During the
lunch, Sam finally asked his son and brother why so many people had
approached him to ask what happened to something called the La Palina
radio program. Sam marveled that he was hearing so much more about
these radio advertisements than he ever heard about the company’s adver-
tising in newspapers around the country. Sheepishly, according to Paley,
his uncle admitted he had experienced the same reaction. ‘““You know,
there must be something to this,” said Jay. It was a moment, Paley re-
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called, when “‘vindication rose within me”’ because father and uncle de-
cided to resume radio advertising.

The earliest detailed account of the Paleys’ involvement in radio was
published in Fortune magazine in June 1935. It clearly credited the senior
Paleys, not Bill, with taking La Palina into radio advertising. Fortune cited
Bill’s initial resistance, followed by his conversion to the merits of radio,
to illustrate “an objectivity of mind.”” Fortune concluded: “What really
caught Bill Paley’s mind was the commercial success of the La Palina
program. Which led him, by an inevitable logic, to a consideration of the
commercial possibilities in radio broadcasting itself.” By the 1940s, Bill
Paley’s version had supplanted the account crediting his father and uncle,
and before long it became the official story.

“It is a lie,” said Jerome Louchheim’s son William, still irked nearly
sixty years later. “If Bill Paley told the truth he would be a bigger man,
because when he saw that sales went up, as much as he had downgraded
radio at first, he wanted in. His turnaround made such a man of him. For
him to say his father was against and he was for it seems like a guy who
always wanted to be right.”

There is no dispute that once “The La Palina Smoker” took off, Paley
was hooked on radio. Producing the show took him to New York City
once a week, where he fell in love with programming and made connec-
tions in the show-business world. For the next ten months he watched
intently as United Independent struggled to keep the Columbia network
afloat. Louchheim and the Levys had paid $235,000 initially to buy control
of Columbia, with Louchheim supplying the bulk of the money. At the
time, Louchheim’s lawyer, Ralph Colin, had warned him that the invest-
ment would be a bottomless pit.

Colin’s prophecy seemed to come true as the investors poured more
money into the enterprise: $50,000 from Louchheim and $14,000 from Ike
Levy in December 1927; $15,000 from Louchheim in mid-January 1928;
$100,000 from Louchheim the following June; $10,000 from Louchheim
and $10,000 from Ike Levy in July; $40,000 from Louchheim and $7, s00
from lke Levy the following September. All told, Jerome Louchheim
injected nearly a half million dollars into the network. He tapped other
relatives and friends in the Philadelphia Russian-Jewish community along
the way as well: his brother Harry, Arthur Lipper, and David Bortin, who
among them contributed tens of thousands of dollars.

Throughout that year Louchheim and Ike Levy would meet two or
three times a week at 6:30 A.M. in Louchheim’s Philadelphia apartment.
Ike would watch Louchheim eat fricassée of chicken and frogs’ legs for his
breakfast, then the two men took the train to New York to try to sell
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advertising time. Congress Cigar led the way, followed by Bromo-
Seltzer, Chrysler, True Story magazine, the Kolster Radio Company, and
Dodge motorcars. But the accounts came in slowly. The new owners did
achieve an early breakthrough in November 1927 when Major White and
Leon Levy persuaded all of Columbia’s affiliated stations to accept new
contracts that cut network costs. Instead of paying each station $s00 a
week to carry ten hours of network programs, whether Columbia had
found sponsors or not, Columbia would only pay the affiliated stations for
sponsored shows that they broadcast. Since just two hours out of the ten
distributed by Columbia were sponsored, the network was able to reduce
its weekly station payment to $100. On the strength of this new arrange-
ment, Fortune pointed out in 1935, *“United’s affairs and those of its oper-
ating company (which had dropped the ‘phonograph’ from its name and
had become Columbia Broadcasting System) began to get straightened
out.”

Still, losses mounted at a rate of $20,000 a week. By August 1928 the
Columbia network had devoured nearly $1 million. Louchheim and Ike
Levy were in Atlantic City that month, walking along the boardwalk.
Suddenly, Louchheim turned to Levy and said, “How far do you think
we ought to go?”” Replied Levy: “‘Let’s give it ten more days and if nothing
happens, we’ll forget it and fold.” A week later Louchheim and Levy got
word that Major White had just signed a $750,000 advertising contract
with Vitaphone, a subsidiary of Warner Brothers. Vitaphone was a new
system for joining sound to motion pictures that had revolutionized the
movie industry since its use in the first “talkie” the previous year, The
Jazz Singer, starring Al Jolson. To the Warners, radio seemed the perfect
way to alert people to what movie stars sounded like. On August 18,
1928, Ike Levy sent a telegram to Columbia investor David Bortin: “Vi-
taphone signed Columbia contract today. Over the top.”

Shortly after the Columbia network broke into the black, Louchheim
fractured his hip. Unable to travel to New York to supervise the network,
he asked Leon Levy to assume the presidency. Leon preferred to remain in
Philadelphia and gently declined. At that point Louchheim wanted out.
Once again, lke Levy approached Sam Paley, this time with Louchheim at
his side. Levy and Louchheim knew that Bill Paley was captivated with
radio, so they suggested that Sam buy the network for his son. “You at
least have a cigar to advertise and you can make some use out of it,” said
Louchheim. While Sam would not agree to buy Columbia for Bill, he did
tell his son that the network was for sale.

Bill Paley leaped at the bait. He had a million-dollar patrimony from
the sale of Congress Cigar to Porto Rican—American Tobacco two years
earlier, and Columbia seemed the ideal place to invest. He went to Louch-
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heim and asked for a ten-day option to buy his stock. Louchheim agreed
to the option only if Paley paid him $45,000. If Paley ultimately bought
Louchheim’s shares, the option price would be applied to the total; if not,
Paley would forfeit his money. Louchheim’s non-negotiable price for the
stock was $200 a share—a total of $503,000 for the 50.3 percent of the
company Paley needed to assume control.

Louchheim and Paley signed the option agreement on September 19.
Paley immediately hopped a train to New York to make the rounds of
advertising agencies with one question: “Is there any future for radio as an
advertising medium?” Over the next five days he received one discourag-
ing reply after another, until he met with John Orr Young and Raymond
Rubicam. He had known both men when they worked on the Congress
Cigar account in Philadelphia, and now they had come to New York to
start their own agency. They introduced him to Tony Geohagan, their
expert on radio. Geohagan told Paley that while it was still early, the future
of radio looked very good. These soundings on Madison Avenue showed
how cautious Paley could be when it came to business. But equally char-
acteristic was his dismissal of the nay-sayers once he received encourage-
ment from a source he knew and trusted.

Back in Philadelphia, he faced one final hurdle. Since he was using
half of his million-dollar fortune, he felt obligated to secure his father’s
approval. He addressed Sam politely and formally, as was their custom.
“Ours was an old-fashioned relationship in which he was the authority
figure,” Paley recalled. ““I was troubled even then by the thought of pos-
sibly disturbing him. Our relationship was then a crucial thing in my life.
. . . I was very conscious as a young man of my father’s confidence in me.
It was not an uncomplicated confidence. We had our differences in philo-
sophic outlook. My father . . . was far more cautious than I and, despite
his confidence in me, he thought me rather rash.”

Sam not only gave his blessing but offered to kick in some of his own
money. On September 25, 1928, the Paleys assumed control of United
Independent and its Columbia network. William Paley was elected presi-
dent on the 26th, just two days shy of his twenty-seventh birthday. He
put up $417,000, which gave him 41 percent of the company. The remain-
ing 9.3 percent of the Paley holdings was controlled by Sam, Uncle Ben,
Uncle Jay, and Jay’s wife, Lillian. Ike retained a 20 percent stake and
Louchheim held 7 percent. At the same time, Sam, Jay, and Bill Paley
bought a one-third interest in WCAU for $150,000.

It was a heady moment. But while Paley was eager to plunge into
New York life, he was nervous about his prospects for success. He hedged
his bet, promising his father that he would only take a three-month leave
of absence to rcorganize United Independent, install a new management
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team, and bolster the Columbia network. Afterwards, he told his father,
he would watch Columbia from afar as an investor. Although Sam did
not tell his son at the time, he reasoned that if Bill succeeded, he would
build a bigger and more important business than the cigar trade. If he
failed, he would return to Congress Cigar with broadened experience. The
Paleys would win whatever the outcome, and Sam took pride in giving
his son an opportunity. *I just bought the Columbia Broadcasting System
for iny son,” Sam boasted to a fellow passenger on an ocean liner en route
to Europe that fall.

Investing in Columbia was a bold move for the Paleys. Still, it was
not as risky as it would have been a year earlier. Thanks to the persistence
of Ike Levy and Jerome Louchheim, the network had a good chance of
surviving. Yet in building his legend, Paley chose to ignore that Columbia
was gaining ground when he bought it. He loved to describe how Louch-
heim thought he had a “lemon’ and a “pig in a poke.” “Louchheim had
failed in all his efforts to turn the company around,” Paley declared in his
memoir.

Paley’s portrayal of himself as Columbia’s savior rankled the Louch-
heims, the Levys, and other original investors. So did his later efforts to
describe himself as the “founder” of CBS, and to christen himself ‘‘Found-
ing Chairman” during his second phantom retirement in the 1980s. “Wil-
liam Paley had an inordinate need for publicity,” said Richard Levy, Ike’s
son. ““My father and my uncle Leon were pretty much written out of the
history. Bill Paley didn’t found the company. He built it.”

4

T IS SAID THAT ANYONE can invent himself in America. In the

case of Bill Paley, the process began on October 1, 1928, the day he

walked into his paneled office at United Independent Broadcasters in
Manhattan. An ambitious but inexperienced twenty-seven-year-old, he
was determined to make his mark on the world. The next two years,
crucial to the development of CBS, would also set patterns of behavior
that would be evident throughout his life. Paley had the ability to absorb
the best of what he saw around him—whether it was management tech-
niques, bargaining tricks, elegant tailoring, taste in art, ways to charm a
woman, the manners of high society. As he watched and absorbed, the

WorldRadioHistory



The Prince 65

Paley of legend began to take shape. Like many people who invent them-
selves, he came to venerate the invention.

The headquarters of United Independent Broadcasters occupied a
four-room suite near the top of the Paramount Building on the west side
of Times Square. From there Paley could take in the glittering sweep of
Broadway, bathed in the glow of one million electric lights. Enormous
signs blazed their white letters: advertisements for Lucky Strike, Squibb’s
Dental Cream, Maxwell House Coffee, Chevrolet. An elaborate display
for Wrigley’s gum sparkled with curlicues, leaves, and flowers. Every-
where he looked he saw reminders of the commerce he sought to exploit
with his tiny network. The people were out there, ready to listen; NBC
was proving that every day by attracting audiences as large as 15 million.

The Paramount Building was appropriately flashy. Its twenty-nine
stories rose theatrically with eight setbacks illuminated by floodlights.
Adorning its pinnacle were four lighted clocks and a glowing glass sphere
symbolizing Paramount’s worldwide movie-making activities. On the
ground floor was the Paramount film palace, where ushers dripping gold
braid marched with the precision of the guards at Buckingham Palace.
Lewis Mumford said the interior of the theater was so ornate that it was
“reminiscent of a grandiose nightmare that might follow a rather arduous
day of sightseeing in Paris.” On the theater’s opening night Harry K.
Thaw was heard to say, “I shot the wrong architect.”

Paley’s office, the most spacious room in his company’s suite, had
been extravagantly outfitted by his predecessors. It had dark wood panel-
ing, fluted pilasters, and a fireplace. Above the mantel was a cabinet and
decorative grill concealing—naturally—a radio. By one estimate, the cost
of the furnishings ran to $40,000. Paley initially dismissed his new quar-
ters. His predecessors had erected a false front, he thought, a luxury they
obviously could not afford. They had designed it, he said, merely “to
impress advertisers and prospective investors in the network.” It only took
the young president a short while to understand the value of such image
making and to incorporate it into his business philosophy. He came to
cherish that office so much that he transported it intact when his company
changed headquarters.

United Independent’s dozen employees were hardly impressed by the
sight of their new boss: a full six feet but a bit hefty, with a slight *‘cocktail
slouch.” His smooth, round face and shy air made him seem immature. It
was easy to sell him short. On his first day at the office, he was barred by
an overly efficient office boy who demanded proper identification. *Bill
Paley was like a polite Fuller Brush salesman,” recalled Edward Bernays,
who became his public relations adviser in 1929. “He was actually bashful
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meeting people of intellectual prominence. He didn’t know much more
than he had learned in school. He was reticent. In a roomful of people he
would appear to be an inarticulate young man.”’

Paley was, in fact, scared. “There was a very dramatic change in my
life,”” he told an interviewer years later. “From a young kid working for
his father to becoming the head of a company where I had to deal almost
immediately with very important people. It was frightening, terrifying. It
took me a long time to get over it.” Paley was self-conscious about his
youthful appearance—David Sarnoff called him “‘the Kid"—and tried to
rectify it. He ordered a custom-made wardrobc of high-collared shirts and
dark suits to project a more worldly image. He succeeded in looking old-
fashioned and a bit fussy, like a youngster impersonating J. P. Morgan,
but his reputation as a playboy didn’t help his cause. The men at United
Independent viewed him, in the words of one observer at the time, as *‘just
a rich man’s son, another angel with money to burn and ten fingers to
singe.”” He was so poorly regarded at the law firm retained by his father
that when Bill showed up with some papers to sign he was passed down
to the most junior associate, Ralph Colin. As it happened, Colin had done
work both for Louchheim and Sam Paley and could therefore be trusted
to keep a watchful eye on the young man.

Paley quickly impressed skeptical underlings by immersing himself in
every aspect of the business. “There was nothing remarkable about Paley
when he took over the company, nothing in his past career that might
throw a light on this remarkable ability in the broadcasting world. His
grasp of the new picture was amazing,” Colin said several years later.
Only three weeks after he arrived, Paley told his father and uncle that he
would not return to Congress Cigar. ““My imagination went wild,” he
would say over and over again, recalling his feelings at the time. How
could it have been otherwise? There he sat above the Great White Way, a
young man in a hurry, floating on the ether.

He took in everything. He directed one executive, Julius Seebach, to
sit at his elbow and coach him on what to say about broadcast problems
and policies when station owners called him on the phone. An engineer
named Paul Green tutored him in the fine points of radio engineering.
Major White, then the nominal head of the Columbia network, taught
him how to deal with affiliates. In fact, when Paley arrived, White was in
the midst of negotiating with several dozen stations to expand the net-
work.

It was in this negotiation that Paley first displayed his genius for
broadcasting, pulling off a maneuver that would invest CBS with new
strength and forever change the balance of power between network and
station. He conceived it when he was in bed with a cold—doubtless the
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first of many anxiety-induced illnesses that would mark his professional
life. Under his new formula, the network would continue to pay a station
$50 an hour for sponsored shows that were broadcast by the station. But
he gave the station a new incentive by offering twenty hours of network
programs each week instead of ten. In exchange for this increase in much-
needed national programming, Paley extracted a concession: the Columbia
network would pay a station nothing for carrying the first five hours of
sponsored network programs each week. Compensation of $50 an hour
would begin only with the sixth hour of programs.

At the outset, the stations received no money from this arrangement.
Only one fifth of Columbia’s schedule was sponsored—roughly four or
five hours of the total of twenty produced by the network. Consequently,
there were no sponsored programs in excess of the five hours that the
stations had agreed to run for free. Columbia benefited initially from not
having to compensate affiliates at all. At the same time, the network helped
its stations by supplying them with fifteen hours of free non-sponsored
programs to fill their schedules. These non-sponsored programs were
called “*sustaining” because the network, and not a sponsor, sustained their
costs. Paley claimed to be the first to offer free sustaining programs to the
Columbia stations, although independent accounts say that Columbia had
begun doing so under Major White.

The notion ef free sustaining programs was an inspired tactic. It was
aimed at NBC, far and away the dominant network. NBC forced its
stations to buy unsponsored programs for a hefty price—$9o for each hour
in the evening. The stations bridled at the fee, but NBC argued that it was
necessary if the network was to keep airing programs free of advertising.
Corny as 1t sounds today, NBC felt strongly that this was in the public’s
interest. Paley, however, had no comparable theories of public service. He
wanted to make money; to do so he had to earn the loyalty of his stations
and simultaneously increase his control over them.

The most significant element of that control was the so-called option
clause that Columbia persuaded the stations to accept. It gave Columbia
the power to take any part of a local station’s schedule for a sponsored
network program. No longer did the network have to ask the station’s
permission to run a sponsored program in a given time slot. For the first
time, Paley could sell a program to an advertiser—say at 8:00 p.M. on
Fridays—and guarantee it would appear throughout the network at that
time. NBC still had to struggle with station owners who considered the
network’s compensation inadequate and periodically substituted their own
locally sponsored shows for NBC programs in the prime evening hours.
Not only did Columbia’s option impress advertisers, it forced the net-
work’s affiliates to take Columbia’s program schedule intact.
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The stations did not seem to regard the option clause as onerous.
Compared with the payment NBC compelled them to make for sustaining
programs, Columbia’s promise of twenty hours of programs a week
looked like a good deal. Previously unaffiliated stations flocked to CBS in
the months after Paley took over. During one weekend in November
1928, he invited twelve key station owners from the South to meet at New
York’s Ambassador Hotel and signed all of them to the Columbia net-
work. The following month the network released the names of the new
stations, which prompted a deluge of phone calls to Major White’s office.
As Fortune magazine reported several years later, “The Major closed deals
right and left. It was dramatic action of a sort entirely irresistible to the
number one stockholder, who was to be found in the Major’s office help-
ing with the phones and stirred to typical Paley enthusiasm.” In his own
accounts, Paley never mentioned White’s role in securing affiliates.

Paley took enormous pride in winning the affiliation of a group of
West Coast stations run by a wealthy Cadillac dealer named Don Lee. His
accomplishment revealed no particular business savvy, but it did show
what he was willing to do to succeed. Lee ordered him to California and
forced him to waste nearly a week on his yacht, just so Lee could take the
young man’s measure. When they finally met in Lee’s office, Lee refused
to negotiate. “Mr. Paley,” Lee announced to his secretary, “is now going
to dictate the terms and conditions of this contract that will exist between
us.” Paley did so, and admitted later that his terms were probably overly
generous to Lee.

Paley correctly calculated that Columbia had to own its flagship sta-
tion—the facility where it produced programs for distribution to the net-
work—if it were going to expand significantly. Before Paley’s arrival the
network leased time from two stations, WOR and WABC, to originate
programming. Paley made overtures to both stations, and in December
1928 bought WABC because its price, $390,000, was lower. Paley now
had a transmitter, a license, and an outmoded production studio in the
penthouse of Steinway Hall on s7th Street. With them came an odd as-
sortment of pots and pans, jewelry, and even a few live chickens that
advertisers had given the station in lieu of cash.

For correct soundproofing, a studio needed ceilings reaching as high
as two stories. On the advice of a real estate agent named Jim Landauer,
Paley looked at a building under construction at the southeast corner of
Madison Avenue and s2nd Street. He liked its location on the street syn-
onymous with advertising; the architect agreed to modify his plans to
construct two floors of windowless studios. At four o’clock on the day on
which the last structural change could be made, Paley signed a lease for
the twentieth through twenty-fourth floors. “If Paley had not done this,
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the new company never could have clicked,” Ralph Colin told a Time
magazine reporter in 193s.

Paley was justifiably proud of his boldness. It was, of course, a neces-
sity. But in recounting his accomplishment, Paley has emphasized the risks
of committing to a $1.5 million lease. “That was one of the most dramatic
moments of my life, when I had to sign my name to, my God, a contract
for ten years and for an amount of money that seemed exorbitant,” he told
one interviewer. “I didn’t sleep nights.” Trouble was, in constructing his
legend, Paley significantly inflated the amount he had agreed to pay. A
document signed by Paley in 1929 states that the rent for the new Colum-
bia headquarters at 485 Madison was $63,800 a year—or $638,000 for ten
years.

Luck was crucial in Paley’s early days. He could concentrate on build-
ing his network because advertising revenue was taking care of itself. He
was fortunate to take over during a presidential election contest between
Herbert Hoover and Alfred E. Smith, Democratic governor of New York
—the first national election in which radio had a critical role. To advertise
their candidates, both political parties poured money into radio—nearly
$600,000 in October and November 1928 alone. NBC received the bulk
of that money, but CBS received an infusion of nearly $200,000.

Columbia got another break by being able to rely on radio manufac-
turers competing with RCA, the parent of NBC, to sell their wares on the
Columbia network. Columbia already had Kolster Radio sewn up as a
sponsor. Paley hardly had to lift a finger to convince the Grigsby-Grunow
Company—the largest radio set manufacturer—to buy programs to ad-
vertise its Majestic model.

Paley made one key change in those first months to streamline adver-
tising sales. It was customary for sponsors to buy time on a basic network
of twenty stations in the East and Midwest. If they wanted additional
coverage they would buy *“legs,” or small groups of stations in the South,
Midwest, and West. But this approach created uncertainty; stations were
never sure when they were part of a large or a limited network. Paley
figured he could increase Columbia’s listeners and simplify the process if
he could encourage sponsors to buy the entire network. He came up with
a formula (typically, while he was in bed—this time with a bad back)
that in retrospect seems stunningly obvious: he gave sponsors discounts
for buying the whole network. Audiences grew, and so did Columbia’s
revenues.

Paley often recalled his early days as if he were a solo player. “In those
days of course I was everything. I swept out the office . . . and did the
selling and the programming and almost kept the books too,” he told
Broadcasting magazine years later. *“There’s no question that it was a sort of
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a one-man show,”” he boasted to Fortune. Of course he made the ultimate
decisions, and he did have his hand in everything. He worked hard. He
was shrewd. But he also drew heavily on the ideas of others. As he has
often pointed out, building an organization was one of his first priorities
in those early days. Bill Paley relied on a handful of key people to build up
the network—and to build up Bill Paley.

Early in 1929, Paley hired Edward L. Bernays, the nation’s foremost
public relations man. Paley had already shown a crude grasp of image
making late in 1928 when he announced that Columbia had become the
largest network, with a total of forty-ninc stations. As he later admitted,
“It was literally true, but only literally.” NBC was in fact larger, with
fifty-eight stations, but they were divided between two separate networks.
The lesson was clear: if you say something long enough and loudly
enough, people will believe you. Paley had stretched the truth and it had
worked.

In hiring Bernays, Paley revealed his personal priorities as well. “I
thought, my God, to be important enough to have a public relations
man,” he said years later with inadvertent candor. ‘“Somebody who could
tell you what to do and what not to do.” He had extracted as much as he
could from the executives he inherited. Now it was time for the advice of
a professional. Bernays was the best. The nephew of Sigmund Freud, he
was regarded as the father of public relations. He had been in business
since the end of World War I, with such prestigious clients as the U.S.
War Department, Procter & Gamble, and an array of theatrical produc-
ers and perfomers that included Enrico Caruso. He had already set down
his principles in a landmark book published in 1923, Crystallizing Public
Opinion.

Bernays gave Paley ideas not only about publicity, but about organi-
zational structure, sales techniques, and scouting talent. He told Paley that
the company was disorganized because of overlapping departments. He
improved efficiency by coordinating the schedules of receptionists and
secretaries. In the publicity department, Bernays set standards for head-
lines and brevity. He established a procedure to ensure that newspapers
printed correct radio listings. He gave Paley a long list of possible humor
writers for the network, including Ring Lardner, P. G. Wodehouse, and
Don Marquis. He urged that prospective performers be considered not
only for their talent but for their potential public relations value. He re-
cruited Paley’s first publicity director, Jessie Butcher, from the New York
Times. ‘“The first period of his tenure was difficult for him, sc disorganized
was the department. But our constant letters to Paley to tighten and im-
prove its efficiency increased the efficiency,” commented Bernays.
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Bernays guided Paley in refining Columbia’s approach to advertising
agencies. “‘I urged him to ferret out by research the name of every agency
that bought radio time,” he wrote later. ““There were no directories with
this data. I urged that visual presentations of CBS coverage be prepared
and presented to agencies by a pleasant person. I urged publicity aimed at
advertising journals. Columbia should offer its services to agencies to solve
problems of radio research. I urged Columbia to advertise in leading ad~
vertising journals and independent researchers be induced to survey the
listening audience. Columbia should look for encomiums of past results in
its files and publish pamphlets about them for agencies and advertisers.”

Nor was Bernays afraid to knock down Paley’s ideas. When Paley
wanted to protest the New York Times policy of devoting more space to
programs on NBC than on Columbia, Bernays pointed out that NBC,
with its two networks, was entitled to greater coverage. Besides, if Paley
“wasn’t satisfied with the number of mentions, he would also discover
that CBS offered fewer outstanding programs.”” But Bernays later regret-
ted having rebuffed Paley’s inspired suggestion that Columbia publish a
monthly magazine about radio performers. Bernays consulted with an
expert who advised him that listeners wouldn’t be interested in reading
about radio personalities. “Paley was right,”” Bernays wrote. “He did not
go ahead with the venture. There was no magazine about radio, but TV
Guide, started later by a fellow Philadelphian, made a mint.”

Around the time he hired Bernays, Paley also brought in Sam Pick-
ard, the brightest man on the Federal Radio Commission in Washington,
as vice-president of station relations for Columbia. “If Major White’s
knowledge of the radio map had been competent, Mr. Pickard’s was min-
ute,” said Fortune. Working the telephones in tandem, Pickard and Paley
expanded Columbia to seventy-six stations by the end of 1929. It was
Pickard who had come up with the option clause.

Paley was following his father’s advice to “hire smart people and then
have the good sense to listen to them.” He showed confidence in his
employees. He was proving himself to be a talented leader and a wise
manager. Only in later years would his contradictory impulse to appropri-
ate the good ideas of his subordinates—taking credit for the option clause,
for example—cost him the respect of his executives.

Even in the early days, Paley relished—and fiercely protected—his
power. His actions began to betray his ruthlessness. Howard Barlow, then
Columbia’s resident orchestra conductor, caught a glimpse of the hardness
beneath Paley’s exterior one day when he and Paley were entering the
elevator in the Steinway Building. Barlow happened to make an offthand
remark at the expense of a CBS program. Paley “proceeded to refute my
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joking statement and get right down to hard tacks immediately. I was put
on the defensive before we got from the sixteenth floor down to the main
floor.” No one spoke lightly about business in Bill Paley’s presence.

For whatever reason, some of the original Columbia executives be-
came disenchanted with Paley’s leadership early in his tenure. Julius See-
bach and Paul Green, the two men who tutored Paley in his first months,
joined forces with a third unnamed executive. Their purpose, according to
rumors swirling around the company, was to seize control. When Paley
heard of it, he demoted Seebach and fired Green and the other executive.
Needless to say, the swiftness and severity of Paley’s response impressed
the survivors.

When Paley merged United Independent and the Columbia network
at the end of 1928 and renamed the company Columbia Broadcasting
System, Inc., he made himself president and appointed Major White man-
aging director. No longer would White oversee station relations; instead,
he would concentrate on putting programs together. Even though White
had made crucial advertising sales such as the Vitaphone account and orig-
inated the basic formula for Columbia’s affiliation agreements, Paley later
asserted, “The business of radio or radio operations were [sic] not his talent
or even within his knowledge.” White did not object to losing some of his
responsibilities. He continued as the network’s public spokesman while
Paley served his apprenticeship. White also exploited his contacts with
Broadway celebrities to help Paley sign famous performers for Columbia.
But by mid-1930 White’s usefulness would be over and Paley would fire
him.

Paley would also ease out Arthur Judson, while reshaping Columbia’s
programming philosophy along more practical and lowbrow lines. Under
Judson, the emphasis at Columbia was on classical music. He brought
prestige to the network by booking great opera stars and symphonies. “It
is perhaps not too much to say that the immediate success of the youthful
network in winning public favor was due in large measure to Arthur
Judson’s ability to stage programs of outstanding excellence,” wrote
Gleason Archer, an early radio historian. At first, Paley was pleased with
the Judson approach and used the cachet of Judson’s programs to attract
advertisers.

A more lofty philosophy of broadcasting held sway at rival NBC at
this time. Led by Owen Young and David Sarnoff, NBC empbhasized its
role as a guardian of the public trust. Young formed an advisory council
of sixteen prominent men and one woman (the president cf the General
Federation of Women’s Clubs of America) early in 1927. For several years
the group shaped NBC'’s schedule of cultural, educational, and public
service programs. These included lessons in music appreciation, concerts,
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productions of Shakespeare, political debates, sermons, and lectures on the
workings of government by such speakers as Walter Lippmann. Millions
of listeners tuned in, and advertisers eagerly bought time. On the strength
of this approach, NBC made its first profit in 1928.

But forces began working against NBC’s high purpose. The most
important was the impact of “Amos 'n’ Andy,” a comedy series about a
pair of black buffoons. It was performed by Freeman Gosden and Charles
Correll, two white comedians in blackface who used heavy Negro dialect
and shameless stereotyping (“‘I’s regusted”). The show began in Chicago
in 1928. It was distributed to thirty other stations, not by one of the
existing networks but by recordings sent out for later play. “Amos ’n’
Andy” was radio’s first light entertainment, and it was a huge hit, attract-
ing an audience far larger than that for cultural fare. NBC finally capitu-
lated in 1929 and signed Gosden and Correll for the exorbitant price of
$100,000 a year. Soon 40 million listeners were tuning in. Advertisers
clamored for more shows like it.

The trend was not lost on Bill Paley. The high-minded Judson, who
had been so instrumental in establishing Columbia, had become “a prob-
lem.” At the end of 1928, Paley told Judson his style of programming was
out of date because he was unable to produce vaudeville or comedy. After
coaxing him into relinquishing his contract, Paley skimmed the most pop-
ular talent from the Judson Radio Program Corporation and signed those
artists to contracts with Columbia. Eventually Paley would give Judson a
job managing classical artists in a new Columbia subsidiary, but by early
1929, Judson had vanished from the mainstream of the network. Fifty-six
years later, on his ninetieth birthday, Judson had this to say about Paley:
“He would never have had the courage to found the network; I would
never have had the means to build it.”

With Judson out of the way, Paley began the drive toward more
popular entertainment. He had decided that the quickest route to making
the biggest profits was by appealing to the largest possible audience, which
in turn would attract more advertisers. His first big coup was signing up
Paul Whiteman, the musician who had built a sizable following by creating
the first symphonic jazz band. Paley tracked down Whiteman at the Drake
Hotel in Chicago. He pestered Whiteman between sets and then sat talking
with him well past midnight until he had won him over. Paley paid a
weekly wage of $30,000 to the band and $5,000 to Whiteman. “The Old
Gold Program” used as its signature theme Gershwin’s “Rhapsody in
Blue.”

Increasingly, Paley filled his airwaves with popular musicians, come-
dians, and soap operas. Columbia’s “True Story” program, based on the
eponymous pulp magazine, was, in the view of broadcast historian Erik
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Barnouw, “both lurid and respectable enough to be a smashing 1928-29
success.” Paley did not ignore cultural and educational programs, but
clearly he was changing the emphasis of network broadcasting.

5

OR BILL PALEY it was all coming together. He was making

headlines—and waves. Only twenty-eight, he had become some-

one to be reckoned with. This was a time of peak creativity, of
enormous energy. He was working overtime to shape a new network, but
he was also playing hard, dating exotic film stars and socialites featured in
the pages of Vogue. It was a sybaritic time of nightclub hopping and
theatergoing. He seemed to be testing his limits, personally as well as
professionally.

Nothing symbolized his dual preoccupations—his devotion to Co-
lumbia Broadcasting and to high living—so clearly as the apartment he
moved to in January 1930. The first in a series of Paley pleasure palaces, it
was also a study in contradictions. The apartment was remarkable in sev-
eral ways, not least the ubiquity of radios (eight in all) that he listened to
for hours. ‘“He was like a little child with teddy bears, indulging himself
with a radio in every room,” recalled Bernays.

The apartment occupied the top three floors of a newly completed
apartment house at 480 Park Avenue, on the corner of 58th Street. Its six
rooms were decorated for the then-astonishing cost of $10,000 a room—
much to the dismay of his public relations adviser: “It seemed a Croesus-
like extravagance in a growing Depression and entirely out of keeping
with the times.”

Yielding to his impulse for flash and sensation, Paley hired Lee Si-
monson, Broadway’s best scenic designér, who combined the futuristic
with the theatrical. He turned three of the apartment’s rooms into a grown
man’s playpen where the push of a button could produce any number of
diversions.

The master bedroom, on the first floor, was sleek, austere, and dark.
Its centerpiece was a customized bed, set at an angle as in a stage set. The
bed was equipped with remote controls that switched on a radio and
various combinations of lights. Behind the bed were built-in shelves with
space for several hundred books—few of which Paley had time to open.
Next door was a dressing room furnished with its own desk and sofa. It
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was lined with closets and drawers and a massage table that folded into the
back of the door. When all the closets were shut, the room was a shiny,
seamless cubicle of African walnut broken only by broad aluminum mold-
ing and a screened loudspeaker set into the wall. One huge closet could
accommodate three hundred suits, with racks for one hundred shirts and
one hundred neckties. Wealthy as he was, Paley didn’t come close to filling
all that space with his wardrobe.

The high-ceilinged third-floor barroom was even more urgently
modernistic. Its paneled walls were painted silver, with red and blue stripes
running diagonally across. It had built-in seats and lounges surrounding a
semicircular bar. One wall concealed an upright piano with only the key-
board showing. A winding aluminum staircase rose to a silver-painted
balcony. Behind a pair of French doors was a terrace and roof garden.

The apartment’s remaining three rooms represented a decorous pass
at old-money blandness. On second thought, Paley evidently concluded
that understatement might be more appropriate than nouveau-riche flam-
boyance. A guest bedroom on the first floor was decorated with traditional
furniture. On the second floor were the living and dining rooms, richly
paneled in oak. The decor was beige and brown, with proper English
furnishings and Paley’s humdrum collection of sporting prints of herrings,
pelicans, and other unremarkable fauna.

It took many months to prepare the apartment properly. In the mean-
time Paley lived at the Elysée, a small hotel on §4th Street between Madi-
son and Park where he rented a suite decorated in the French style for $15
a day. When he finally moved into his new home, he felt uncomfortable
sleeping on his stage set. Two days later he moved into the conventionally
decorated guest room; he never spent another night in the opulent master
bedroom.

Paley’s social life was as improvisational as his evolving executive
style. Some of his early social maneuvers were, like his Simonson inte-
riors, embarrassingly gauche. A year after arriving in New York he sent
out ten-foot banners, wound around sticks, as Christmas cards. In large
black letters the banners said: “A Very Merry Christmas from Bill Paley.”
His inexperience announced itself again shortly after he moved to his new
apartment when he decided to show it off with a housewarming for one
hundred guests, including members of the press. Called to Chicago sud-
denly on business, Paley never appeared, leaving Simonson in charge.

As it turned out, the absentee host nearly got into trouble with the
law when his guests drank liquor from the silver bar at the height of
Prohibition. Bernays heard that the Chicago Tribune was running a story
that Paley stocked bootleg alcohol; he managed to suppress it by convinc-
ing the editors that the peccadillo would ruin the young executive’s career
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—the first of many interventions on Paley’s behalf by adept public rela-
tions functionaries. Other accounts of the party did appear, rhapsodizing
Paley’s lavish style.

Bernays later wrote that in arranging the elaborate party, Paley was
acting as “‘the self-indulgent son of the big Philadelphia cigar tycoon.”
However, when asked about the incident in 1979 by a reporter, Paley
professed to have had no involvement in the well-orchestrated affair. Si-
monson, he said, had “asked me if he could bring a few of his friends” to
see the new apartment. “‘I was going out of town, and lo and behold the
next day—I was in Chicago—I read that he had given a big party of press
people there and it became a story, this apartment of mine. I wasn’t there
.. . had nothing to do with it.” Paley claimed that the press exaggerated
the details of the apartment. Furthermore, Paley added, “I have never had
anybody to any of my houses for the purpose of writing about what they
saw, or reporting it.”” (He must have forgotten having invited reporters
from Time to write about Kiluna Farm, his country estate, and from Hol-
iday to photograph and describe his resort home at Round Hill, Jamaica,
not to mention the reports in Vogue over the years offering details about
various rooms in his homes.) Paley’s first brush with the press over his
private life clearly unnerved him. From that time on, he only dealt with
reporters under the most controlled circumstances, and he took great pains
to project a dignified public image.

In truth, Paley’s private life was that of a full-fledged, free-swinging,
extravagant tycoon. He threw numerous parties. He hired a chef who had
once worked for Caruso and was regarded as the best in New York. His
butler/valet, an Englishman named Watts, arranged elaborate dinners on a
few hours’ notice. Another servant was hired to drag Paley out of bed each
morning, lead him through calisthenics, and give him a massage. In a
scene reminiscent of My Man Godfrey, Paley—who often stayed out until
three or four in the morning—would fire his man each day on awakening
and then rehire him after his morning shower.

Compared to the tightly stratified society of Philadelphia, New York
was refreshingly open. Paley arrived during the heyday of Café Society,
the elite cross-section of socialites, financiers, actors, showgirls, singers,
writers, sportsmen, and tycoons united in pursuit of pleasure. Café Society
had been officially christened in 1919 by the columnist Maury Paul, who
wrote for the Hearst newspapers as Cholly Knickerbocker, although its
origins extend back earlier in the century. In the late 1800s, New York’s
elite was a closely knit group of four hundred citizens whose pedigree
entitled them to be entertained at the annual ball given by Mrs. William
Astor. Some say that Café Society began one evening in the late 1890s
when Mrs. Astor dined in Sherry’s elegant restaurant on 44th Street and
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Fifth Avenue—the first time the great lady deigned to appear in the com-
pany of those not included in her pantheon of four hundred. Other social-
ites followed her lead, and in subsequent years drank in the nightlife of
jazz music and cabarets, where couples danced in sinuous embrace.

By the twenties, many of the distinctions between old and new
money had vanished. It was a giddy, hedonistic time, abetted by the mood
of prosperity fueled by a runaway bull market on Wall Street. Parties
began in the early evening and ended after dawn. Café Society was gaudy,
glamorous, and slightly sinister. But above all it was not governed by
bloodlines. Membership was open to anyone with money, power, charm,
or celebrity.

After a year in New York, Bill Paley had plenty of each. He had
become a certified member of the smart set. He dined at speakeasies,
hidden in sedate brownstones with darkened windows on the side streets
off the Great White Way. The most exclusive of these was the “21” Club,
then as now located in an ornate mansion on West s2nd Street. Beside two
bars and restaurants, “21” had a dance floor and orchestra, lounges and
rooms for Ping-Pong, backgammon, and mah-jongg. Food was exorbi-
tantly priced. Bootleg cocktails cost a dollar and illicit champagne twenty-
five dollars a quart.

Paley also frequented the city’s nightclubs (there were more than
seventy of them), seeking diversion and scouting talent for his network.
His favorite was the Casino, overlooking the mall in Central Park. (De-
cades later it was razed by New York’s Parks Commissioner, Robert
Moses, and replaced by a playground.) With its silver and maroon dining
room and ballroom of golden murals and black glass walls, the Casino
was the most lavish restaurant in town, decorated at a cost of $400,000. It
was presided over by New York’s exuberant bantam of a mayor, Jimmy
Walker, and his mistress, Betty Compton, a musical comedy actress. Paley
savored the Casino’s glittering array of men in white tie and tails, and
beautiful women in expensive dresses.

Even more important, he gained membership to the Mayfair Club
Dance, a vestige of Mrs. Astor’s day. Held each Saturday night in the
Crystal Room of the Ritz Carlton Hotel, the Mayfair Club was designed
to introduce debutantes to eligible young bachelors. Its elderly and well-
born gatekeeper was Juliana Cutting, who compiled meticulously graded
lists of those worthy to attend. Increasingly, she found it difficult to keep
the social climbers at bay. By the late twenties, wrote one participant in
the scene, “theatre, Hollywood, and society mingled in the Mayfair dances
at the Ritz, where society women could monitor their theatrical enemies
and snub them publicly.”

By jumping so enthusiastically into Café Society, Paley vaulted over
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Our Crowd, the German-Jewish elite of New York. These families were
not impressed by the likes of Bill Paley. To them, show business was a bit
vulgar, barely more respectable than cigar making. Paley would have liked
to have been accepted by Our Crowd, but when he was not, his resolve
to move in WASP circles intensified. This was a completely new experi-
ence, because in Philadelphia his circle had been entirely Jewish. His friend
Henry Gerstley was not the least surprised at Paley’s choice of new friends.
“He was always socially conscious,” said Gerstley.

Paley’s first link to WASP society, ironically enough, was through his
friend Lawrence Lowman, who came from a socially prominent German-
Jewish family in Philadelphia. When Paley said goodbye to Philadelphia,
he also said goodbye to all his friends with the exception of Lowman, who
Joined him at CBS. Lowman occupied the office next to Paley’s and was
known at the beginning as “‘the vice-president in charge of everything.”
One of Lowman’s first jobs was to set up the company’s accounting sys-
tem. He had to spend hours interviewing the company’s treasurer, Ted
Husing—Ilater a successful sports announcer—who kept all the records in
his head.

Not only was Lowman Paley’s confidante and right-hand man; out-
side the office, he and Paley were inseparable playmates. Lowman was
smart and cultivated, with a keen sense of humor and a graceful manner—
the sort of amusing man Paley was drawn to throughout his life. Lowman
instructed Paley in such gentlemanly arts as finding the right tailor. It was
Lowman who arranged Paley’s entrée to the Mayfair Club Dance. Signif-
icantly, at the time Paley hired him, Lowman was courting Cathleen Van-
derbilt Cushing, the daughter of Reggie Vanderbilt and half sister to Gloria
Vanderbilt. With that sort of connection. Paley’s social contacts quickly
multiplied.

Still, Paley never really penetrated the WASP establishment. He was
not welcomed as a member by the Brook, Union, Racquet and Tennis,
and other old-line clubs exclusive to WASPs at that time where his friends
from St. Paul’s and Groton, Skull and Bones and Porcellian, retreated
from the world. The Whitneys and Vanderbilts would slum in Café Soci-
ety for thrills and diversion, but in the end they withdrew behind their
exclusive heritage. In later years Paley would achieve tokens of WASP
recognition—membership in the fashionable National golf club in South-
ampton, for example—but all his life he would remain caught between
two worlds, WASP and Jewish, firmly rooted in neither.

Paley chased women with the same ardor that he chased success. Both
pursuits involved conquest and drew on his legendary persistence. He was
usually seen with stunning women, from showgirls to socialites. They
were of a type—fine-featured, fashionable, and WASP from head to man-
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icured toe. Sometimes friends and colleagues acted as administrative assis-
tants in his romantic endeavors. Ralph Colin once recalled, “I used to wet
nurse him, keep a girl on the backburner if he had two dates.”

One of Paley’s first infatuations was Dorothy Hurt Meacham, the
sister of an early New York friend, a stockbroker named Harry Hurt.
Paley had spotted her several years earlier in the pages of Vogue, Vanity
Fair, and Harper’s Bazaar, and was thoroughly smitten. She came from
Dallas, where her father owned a prosperous lumber company. She had
been brought to New York with her identical twin sister by their mother,
who was determined that they get a proper finishing school education at
Miss Spence’s. Dorothy was willowy, with blue eyes and brown hair cut
in a fashionable short bob. Paley called her “‘the woman of my dreams,”
and even more revealingly, “a myth personified in a photograph.” When
he first saw her face to face, he later recounted, “my knees almost
buckled.”

She was married when they met. Her husband, Malcolm Meacham,
was a real estate developer who owned half of Hobe Sound and Key West.
With his partner, Angier Biddle Duke, he had made a fortune in the
fevered Florida real estate boom of the 1920s. Several weeks after Paley
met Dorothy in passing, her husband had, as Paley delicately put it, “died
in a fall from his apartment.” Following a suitable interval Paley began his
pursuit by arranging to accompany Harry Hurt to dinner at Dorothy’s
apartment on Park Avenue. She found Paley rather introverted, but was
flattered by his attentions. He showered her with invitations to dinner and
the theater. “He always had the best seats in front,” she said years later.
““He knew everyone in the theatrical world. He was charming and bright
and always the perfect gentleman. There was never any romance on my
side, but he was devoted to me.”

When she gave a dinner party, he supplied the lowers. He was always
sending her small gifts, invariably tasteful and imaginative—a rare orchid
in a beautiful box was typical. He called her every day on the telephone.
He entertained her at his apartment, sparing no expense. He took her
dancing and dazzled her with his footwork. He had impeccable manners
and catered to her every need. He introduced her to the most famous
names in show business. “I loved going out with him,” she said. “I saw a
new world I never would have seen. It was never my world. He didn’t
leave a stone unturned.

“He was a little shy at first,” she added, “‘but he got over that very
fast. When you are in demand everywhere, you lose your shyness.” She
was impressed by his probing mind, especially when it came to art, an
emerging passion. ‘‘He was very much interested in art, although he didn’t
know much. He talked about seeing things at exhibitions, and when we
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would go to a party and he would see a beautiful picture, he wouldn’t
know much about it but would want to know. He always wanted the best,
the biggest and best business, the best apartment, the best art, the best
food.” Besides art, Paley most liked to talk about people he had met and
sights he had seen, “the things he had never had, I suppose,” Dorothy
said. “His mind was opening to all new things. He was learning. He was
interested in everything. He liked everything and was very broadminded.”

Still, Dorothy Meacham knew from the outset that Paley was not the
man of her dreams. For all his popularity, gregariousness, and eligibility,
tor all the fun they had together, she felt a vague wnease. It was clear to
her that “his real love was his company.” She also thought his hypochon-
dria a bit odd; when someone had a cold, for instance, Paley conspicuously
avoided getting too close. And she saw the possibility of trouble: “He was
very brilliant in his field, but he was complicated, due to his inheritance.”
By that she meant the submerged conflicts in his background and parental
relationships. In the end, his world and hers were too different. After
going out with him for more than a year, she gently said goodbye.

Doubtless it did not come as a surprise. During the year they were
together, she had frequently been in the company of other beaux, just as
he pursued a parade of chorus girls. If he was jealous, he kept his feelings
in check. He was always calm and contained, never excitable. When they
parted company, she explained that she was not ready to remarry but
wished him well. “‘He took it like a good sport,” she recalled. He remained
friendly with Dorothy and her brother Harry for years afterwards. Al-
though Dorothy Meacham never loved him, she always respected him.
“He was proud and ambitious. And he fought every inch of the way to
make himself what he became.”

Paley rebounded quickly. Toward the end of 1929 he developed a
passion for a woman considerably more unconventional than Dorothy
Meacham. Louise Brooks, a former Ziegfeld girl, had just finished making
a scandalous film in Germany called Pandora’s Box. Brooks had a breath-
taking beauty that rivaled Garbo’s. Her face was a porcelain oval, with an
exquisitely sculpted nose, perfect bow lips, and enormous dark eyes. She
was known as the girl in the black helmet, after her sleek jet black bob
with long straight bangs. She was overwhelmingly erotic, and the role she
played in Pandora’s Box, directed by G. W. Pabst, exploited her sexiness to
the utmost. The film tells the story of a prostitute named Lulu, an unre-
pentant hedonist, who destroys her lovers and is ultimately killed herself.
Lulu is seen embracing women as well as men. Although she made other
films in Hollywood before and after, Louise Brooks became identified in
the public mind with the kinky Lulu.

Kenneth Tynan, the British theater and film critic who wrote a profile
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of her many years later, saw Brooks as a “‘shameless urchin tomboy . . . a
creature of impulse, a temptress with no pretensions, capable of dissolving
into a giggling fit at a peak of erotic ecstasy; amoral but totally selfless . . .
lesbian and hetero.” Kansas-born, Brooks came to New York and, like
Paley, reinvented herself, but with a higher degree of self-awareness. She
was a free-thinking rebel, an avid learner, a withering observer and, it later
turned out, a skilled storyteller.

Paley was bowled over by Louise’s independent spirit, and found her
as amusing as she was seductive. For her part, she appreciated his “screwy
sense of humor.”” Almost at once they plunged into an affair. She was
twenty-two years old and living in an apartment two blocks away from
Paley, at Park Avenue and s6th Street. She was also engaged to marry a
man named George Marshall, a Washington businessman who had made
a fortune with a chain of laundries. When Marshall heard Louise was two-
timing him, he shot off a telegram: “Next time bring your little Paley and
shovel.” Marshall’s anger subsided, and he took her back, but only tem-
porarily. “He had given up all thoughts of marrying me,” Brooks later
wrote. “He had repossessed me for reasons of pride and jealousy, but now,
viewed in a sensible light, I threatened to become an expensive burden.”

Paley was exceedingly proud of his fling with Louise Brooks. Not
only did he boast about it later in life, he expressed a touching gratitude to
her privately. Perhaps he had a lingering sense of guilt, since he had ruined
her prospective marriage. Twenty-five years later, according to Brooks,
after hearing that she was living in poverty, he arranged for the Paley
Foundation, which he set up in 1936, to provide her with $400 a month
for life, thus ensuring her some degree of comfort and security. The foun-
dation shows no record of this expenditure, and such a stipend would
seem to violate its purpose, which is to aid organizations involved in
education, cultural programs, and health. Whether from his own pocket
or through his official philanthropy, Paley managed to get the funds to
her.

The late 1920s and early 1930s were the pivotal years of Paley’s life.
With every success, his confidence grew. At work, the admiration of his
subordinates became tinged with awe. They were impressed by his brain-
power, dynamism, and winning way with people. “He was very ener-
getic, a brilliant mind, a quick thinker,” said Howard Barlow. Paley’s
charm was apparent throughout the ranks. “He was always glad to sce
you. He would look at you in a frank, happy way,” said Helen Sioussat,
an early recruit for the public affairs department. “He was accessible and
understanding. He knew every employee by first name,” said John “Jap”
Gude, who worked in the publicity department. At one point in those
early days Paley distributed vitamins to the entire staft so they could take
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one every day. But “he was in no sense bossy,” said Gude. His enthusiasm
infected everybody, and they worked hard to please him.

Edward Bernays offered the most insightful assessment of the Colum-
bia’s president’s emerging executive persona:

A poker face is often a sign of insecurity, usually covering unwillingness
to face unpleasant situations. Paley appeared to retreat before matters
needing pat decisions. After a year’s experience with him I never knew
how his decisions were arrived at—whether he communed with nature,
whether earthly advisers directed him, whether he flipped a coin or
whether he was possessed of innate wisdom and intuitive judgment.
Whatever his methods, they led to success. His closer colleagues con-
fided to me that they never felt he exerted authority in their presence.
Paley never threw his weight around in public. Like other men with his
personality traits, he used a “trigger man” when he wanted to exercise
decision. I felt that native shrewdness made up for a lack of intellectual
grasp of the realities he was dealing with. And that practical considera-
tions played a more important role than ideological ones.

These were all essential Paley traits—the insecurity, the deliberative and
somewhat secretive decision making, the reluctance to display his power
overtly, the overriding pragmatism—that would define his style at CBS
over the decades.

Not a day seemed to pass at CBS without Paley making some sort of
deal with a performer or affiliate or advertiser. These were the building
years, the happiest of his life, he often said. “They gave me more day by
day pleasure than I've ever had. It was easy because we had a very small
organization and I had to make almost all the decisions, and that was very
easy and very quick and it wasn’t very complicated.” Even though he
worked anywhere from twelve to sixteen hours most days, he was contin-
uously invigorated. ““Sleep didn’t mean anything to me,” he said. “There
was a drive, a kind of aspiration to succeed. It never has been the same.
You undertook the impossible and found that it worked.” He also reveled
in being on his own for the first time. “‘I developed a high sense of respon-
sibility for the success of CBS that I had seldom been called upon to have
when working for my father . . . I no longer had my father or Uncle Jay
looking over my shoulder.”

From July 1928 to December, Columbia’s revenues had tripled, and
the total for the year was $1.6 million. However, revenues could not
possibly keep pace with Paley’s rapid expansion. Although Columbia had
broken into the black in August, it ended the year with a deficit of
$172,655. Paley knew he needed additional funds to keep his dream going.
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Initially he drew from his family and friends as well as his own for-
tune. At the end of 1928 he bought an additional thousand shares of Co-
lumbia stock for $200,000, bringing his personal investment to around
$600,000 and his ownership to 61 percent. With another $300,000 from
the Paleys and Levys, he bought WABC and financed his expanded pro-
gram schedule. Six months later he took out two loans—totaling $125,000
—from the Chemical Bank & Trust Company. Still, it was not enough.

Strapped for cash, and with the opening of Columbia’s fancy new
headquarters scheduled for July, Paley was receptive when the head of
Paramount-Famous-Lasky Corporation, Adolph Zukor, sent an emissary
in the late spring of 1929 to talk about a partnership. For several years the
big Hollywood studios had been simultaneously intrigued by and appre-
hensive about radio. As its popularity grew, movie moguls worried that
prospective moviegoers might prefer listening to the box in their living
rooms. It seemed sensible to try to control this potential competitor.

Zukor and other studio executives were also becoming concerned
about the potential of television, still in its technological infancy. General
Electric, RCA, AT&T, and Westinghouse were experimenting with the
new medium, and its arrival seemed imminent. The movie companies,
which only recently had introduced sound to the movie screen, saw tele-
vision as an opportunity as well as a threat. They were especially wary of
RCA, which not only owned the NBC networks but had invested in the
RKO movie studio. If only in self-defense, Zukor and other moguls were
eager to have an alliance with radio.

William Fox, who had a controlling stake in MGM, actually beat
Zukor to Paley’s door early in 1929. Fox lorded over Paley at dinner and
in a meeting in Fox’s office. ““We’ll make you into something,” he told
him. Suitably intimidated, Paley handed over all of Columbia’s books to
Fox’s financial men. After several weeks, Fox offered to buy a half-interest
in Columbia for $503,000, precisely the amount Paley had paid six months
earlier. Infuriated, Paley stalked out of Fox’s office. Fox had pegged him a
fool, and Paley resolved to have no further dealings with him.

There is no doubt the encounter with Fox stiffened Paley’s spine. In
his subsequent dealings with Zukor, he showed not only an aptitude for
high finance but a relentless and fearless negotiating style. Paley was so
adamant, in fact, that he risked a rupture with his father and Uncle Jay.

Paley’s account of his negotiations with Paramount bristles with bold-
ness. He told it many times at fashionable dinner parties and described it
in self-congratulatory detail in his memoir. His gambit was demanding $5
million for a half-interest in Columbia and then refusing to negotiate. In
separate conversations, his Uncle Jay and his father called him stubborn
and arrogant for rebuffing a Paramount offer of $4.5 million. The same
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Bill Paley who had meekly sought his father’s approval to buy the Colum-
bia network less than a year earlier had become defiant. Although still
beholden to his father financially, Paley had been infected by the power of
ownership. No longer was he adhering to the “family tradition” that
“prevented either of us from knowingly giving offense to the other.”
Faced with his father’s objections, Paley said, ““You can think I’'m stubborn
and arrogant if you want to, but I have figured out what I want to do. I
have the right to say yes or no to Paramount, and my answer is no.”’

Finally, Zukor agreed to try negotiating with Paley himself. Zukor
was twice Paley’s age and the most powerful of the Hollywood moguls.
Paramount controlled such stars as Mary Pickford, Douglas Fairbanks,
and Rudolph Valentino, as well as a chain of a thousand theaters—which
Paley once said were ‘“‘spread like a monster blanket over the country.”
Zukor brought a dozen staff members to his meeting with Paley. The
Columbia president came alone. Paley delighted in recalling his surprise to
see that his adversary was no more than five feet tall and “walked with his
feet turned in.” Zukor tried flattery and cajolery, but Paley stuck with his
price. “Don’t call it stubborn. Call it conviction,” he recalled having said
shortly before Zukor agreed to the price of $5 million.

By Paley’s account, he triumphed over Zukor in every way. In fact
their agreement, signed in June 1929, was evenly balanced. Since Colum-
bia stock was privately held—it would not be listed on the New York
Stock Exchange until 1937—Paley deserves credit for forcing Paramount
to place a value on the company far greater than he had paid the previous
year. But Paley was thwarted in his effort to have Paramount pay cash for
its half of Columbia. Zukor prevailed with his insistence on paying with
Paramount stock. Paramount gave Columbia 58,823 shares of Paramount
stock—then valued at $65 a share, or $3.8 million. On March 1, 1932,
Zukor would pay CBS $85 a share—or $5 million—to buy back the
Paramount stock given to Columbia in 1929. The deal in effect permitted
Paramount to delay paying for its half of CBS for nearly three years.

There was one additional condition that Paley said he devised, al-
though other accounts said it was imposed by Zukor. During the period
from September 8, 1929, through September 6, 1931, Columbia had to
earn a net profit of at least $2 million. If Columbia fell short of the goal,
Paramount would not have to buy back its stock; Columbia could keep
the Paramount stock and sell it for whatever price it could fetch on the
open market. Whether Paramount paid the deferred $5 million to Colum-
bia or not, Paramount would still control half of Columbia’s 150,000
shares of stock.

Paley never disclosed the other features of the agreement. It required
Columbia to give Paramount one free hour of broadcast time on any
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weeknight except Saturday for five years. And it compelled Paley to sign
a five-year employment contract for his services as Columbia’s president
at $40,000 a year, plus a bonus of 2.5 percent of Columbia’s net profits
(after taxes) up to $600,000, and s percent of any net profits over $600,000.
Thus, if Columbia were to make $1 million in annual net profits, Paley
stood to make $95,000 in that year.

In light of this contract, it seems somewhat peculiar that Zukor would
have made a subsequent approach that looms large in the Paley legend.
According to Paley, Zukor offered him a job as his assistant at Paramount
for $450,000 a year plus a bonus of $150,000. Although Paley was fond
of Zukor—and mightily impressed that he was “not the least bit self-
conscious about the extraordinary luxuries with which he surrounded
himself”’—he said he turned down the extravagant offer because his
ambitions were in broadcasting.

Yet the very partnership he struck with Paramount carried the risk of
extinguishing his broadcasting dreams. Given the amount of money he
had already spent, selling half of the company had become essential for
Columbia’s survival. All his justifications at the time made sense. It was
better, he said in the fall of 1929, for the two entertainment titans to avoid
competition by joining together “in a master combination of direction,
facilities, talent and resources.” In television, Paley said, “Columbia can
lean on Paramount for the new problems entailing actual stage presenta-
tions in full costume to be broadcast, and Paramount knows it has an
outlet in presenting its television features to the public.”

Although he didn’t say so at the time, Paley was nervous enough
about having “all our eggs in one basket, if something went wrong with
radio,” to welcome the security of associating with a larger, more success-
ful company. That Paley would have agreed to sell half of Columbia a
mere nine months after buying it shows he was unwilling to chance much
in those days. The fact remains that on a crucial day in June 1929, Paley
ceded considerable power and risked losing control of his fledgling net-
work.
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HE STOCK MARKET crash four months later intensified the

pressure on Paley to carn $2 million in profits by his dcadline in

1931. The market value of Paramount stock had plummeted to
$10 a share. If CBS had to sell that stock on the open market, it would
realize only about $600,000 instead of the $5 million the company stood to
make under the agreement with Paramount. Moreover, Paley’s own bo-
nuses were linked to CBS profits. The clock was ticking. Paley’s over-
riding goal was to make as much money as he could, as fast as possible.
He pandered to listeners with more and more mindless programs, from
fortune-tellers to gory thrillers, and he permitted commercial messages on
CBS to become louder, more insistent, and more numerous.

These were desperate times of rising unemployment and plummeting
wages. Yet radio was proving itself one of the few Depression-proof busi-
nesses. Listeners flocked to escapist entertainment, and advertisers saw in
the radio audience an opportunity to build demand for their products and
prop up sagging profits. By 1932 there were 12,546 commercial interrup-
tions in 2,365 hours of programming on NBC and CBS. More time was
filled by advertisements that year than was devoted to news, education,
lectures, and religion.

Leading this eager exploitation of the airwaves was George Washing-
ton Hill, president of American Tobacco. The flamboyant Hill always
appeared in his office wearing a hat from an eclectic collection that in-
cluded a sombrero festooned with fishhooks, a knox crusher covered with
trout flies, and a jaunty tyrolean. Each morning he rode to work down
Fifth Avenue with a bodyguard in a Cadillac convertible decorated with
packages of Lucky Strike cigarettes. Hill believed passionately in the
power of advertising, the more irritating and repetitive the better. He was
tyrannical, domineering, and crude, and Paley desperately wanted his
business for CBS.

American Tobacco was NBC'’s biggest advertiser. But Paley’s deco-
rous rival wouldn’t allow Hill to use his most obnoxious sales pitches.
Seeing an opening, Paley asked Edward Bernays to arrange a meeting with
Hill. The thought of facing this formidable man terrified Paley. After a
sleepless night, he arrived wearing his darkest, most conservative suit. Hill
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sat at his desk with a cowboy hat pulled low over his eyes and initially
ignored Paley, who later admitted to feeling like “an ill-clothed scare-
crow.” Paley finally screwed up the courage to urge Hill to advertise
American Tobacco’s Cremo cigars on CBS. The young network president
offered an array of program ideas; Hill shot each of them down.

It took Paley several days to figure out the key to his eccentric adver-
sary: Hill only took to an idea if he thought it was his own. When Paley
called again, he had devised a cunning ruse to win Hill over. He requested
a meeting, ostensibly to discuss a charitable cause. After the two men had
covered Paley’s bogus agenda, Hill asked Paley if he had any more ideas.
Offhandedly, Paley said that he had conceived a program of military music
that would appeal to men—cigar-smoking men. But he had decided that
the idea wasn’t right for Cremo. Faced with Paley’s seeming indifference,
Hill seized on the notion, summoned his minions, and marched around
the office to show his enthusiasm. In a matter of months Arthur Pryor’s
band was playing six nights a week on CBS under the banner of Cremo.

Whatever Hill wanted, Paley gave him, no matter how brassy or
crude the message. “There is no spit in Cremo,” blared the announcement
on CBS. In 1932, Paley capitulated to Hill completely. Breaking the self-
imposed network prohibition on mentioning prices on the air, Paley
allowed Cremo to declare that its cigars cost only five cents. Characteris-
tically, Paley tried to mute this cheapening of the medium by announcing
at the same time a reduction in the length of advertising messages. NBC
initially opposed the move, but soon permitted prices on its airwaves as
well.

Regardless of what Paley or his counterparts at NBC said about the
impact of radio, the country’s producers of goods and services—the
George Washington Hills of the world—wanted to know more precisely
the size and composition of the radio audience. They needed proof that
radio advertising was persuasive. Back in 1930 the Association of National
Advertisers had devised the first audience rating system, a survey called
the Crossley Report. It was based on telephone polls of several thousand
people who were asked to recall the programs they had listened to.

The results devastated CBS. NBC could claim nearly all of the most
popular shows. “Amos 'n’ Andy” had 53 percent of the listening audience.
The second most popular show was NBC’s “Rudy Vallee Varieties,” with
36.s percent. Only two CBS shows registered ratings higher than 3.3. As
Paley later recalled, “When it had been impossible to say with authority
how many people were listening to any program, CBS had been doing
quite well competitively against NBC. Now sponsors could think that
their programs on CBS were simply wafting off into the air.” The Cross-
ley numbers ‘“‘threatened, if not to put us out of business, then to deprive
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us of success as defined in the Paramount contract.” Paley fought back in
the manner he knew best, by rewriting the rules of the game with his own
rating system.

It was actually the invention of Paul Kesten, Paley’s man in charge of
promotion, who designed what he called an “audit” of the Crossley sur-
vey. He hired the accounting firm of Price Waterhouse to send out 240,000
postcards to radio owners in 67 cities asking which radio station they
listened to most. CBS received 40,000 replies, and not surprisingly re-
ported that CBS affiliates were listened to more frequently than other
stations. Kesten’s slick presentation of these results impressed advertisers
enough to cast doubt on Crossley as the final word.

NBC executives cried foul, with some validity. They pointed out
numerous inaccuracies. They emphasized that Crossley was conducted
independently of the networks while the Price Waterhouse survey was
paid for by CBS. The CBS survey was in fact slanted. It covered only
cities with CBS stations and ignored cities such as Springfield, Massachu-
setts, and Schenectady, New York, in which NBC had powerful stations
and CBS had no affiliates. But NBC’s objections came too late to counter
the ingenious stroke. CBS did not need to supplant Crossley. All that was
necessary to restore the network’s credibility was a draw. Out of this
popularity contest grew a mania for ratings that would eventually domi-
nate radio and television broadcasting.

The Price Waterhouse results helped push advertising sales for the
CBS network in 1931 to $14. s million. By the autumn of that year, it was
clear that Paley would meet the terms of the $2 million “‘success clause” in
the contract with Paramount. CBS profits from August 1929 to September
1931 amounted to $2.9 million—a sum that incidentally gave Paley a tidy
bonus of $101,000 on top of his $40,000 annual salary and $107,082 in
stock dividends. Paley knew that Paramount, after its terrible dive in the
Depression, could not possibly afford to pay $85 a share to buy back its
stock. He had earlier sold off $1 million worth of the Paramount stock to
raise capital, so Paramount now had to come up with $4 million for the
remaining 48,000 shares held by CBS—the price set by the agreement
between CBS and Paramount in 1929.

At first Paramount asked for a three-year extension and Paley nearly
buckled under Adolph Zukor’s insistence. Then Zukor made an offer
Paley could not refuse. CBS could buy back the 63,250 shares of CBS
stock owned by Paramount for $5.2 million. Paramount would thereby
have the $4 million necessary to buy its own stock back from CBS, with a
tidy $1.2 million profit besides. Most important for Bill Paley, he would
regain operating control of CBS.

But there was one small problem: CBS did not have the cash to pull
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off the deal. Enter Paley’s well-connected friend, Herbert Bayard Swope,
former editor of the New York World. In January 1932, Swope brought
Paley into the ornate, wood-paneled offices of Brown Brothers Harriman
at 59 Wall Street to meet with two of the investment company’s partners,
Prescott Bush (later U.S. Senator from Connecticut and father of George
Bush) and Averell Harriman. Paley explained to them that he and his
associates could only raise half of the $5.2 million needed to buy back the
CBS stock. With Harriman’s encouragement, Bush agreed to round up
the remaining $2.5 million. Lehman Brothers and Brown Brothers each
agreed to put up half a million, Field Glore & Co. chipped in a quarter
million, and the rest came from various private investors. Swope, who
brokered the deal, was hoping for a financial cut. Instead, Paley gave him
a seat on the CBS board and some stock options. Prescott Bush secured a
CBS directorship as well.

Paley’s version of these events is distorted in his usual way. By his
account, he offered to buy the CBS stock from Paramount for ‘‘the same
amount that Paramount owed us, namely $4 million.” When Paramount
insisted on more, Paley claimed to have stood firm, not only against John
D. Hertz, chairman of Paramount’s finance committee, but Paramount’s
investment banker, Otto Kahn. There is no question, however, that even
by paying $5.2 million Paley profited handsomely from the deal. He now
personally owned 40 percent of CBS’s stock—itself worth $4 million.

Throughout this period, Paley’s counterparts at NBC were learning
how slippery an opponent he could be. In 1935 he plucked off some choice
NBC affiliated stations, violating an understanding between the networks
not to raid each other’s stations. This gentleman’s agreement between
Paley and David Sarnoff had been advantageous to NBC, which as the
older of the networks had the more powerful string of stations. The raid,
in Paley’s view, was a necessity.

Paley’s executive in charge of station affiliation since 1929, Sam Pick-
ard, had proved to be a slick wheeler dealer. Paley saw him as “a dapper
fellow, usually soft and quiet, but also shrewd.”’ As a former Federal Radio
commissioner, Pickard had persuaded his old colleagues to permit more
powerful transmitters for a number of CBS affiliates, giving them greater
reach. He also engaged in some shady dealings by becoming a part owner
of several CBS-affiliated stations. For a time, Paley tolerated these conflicts
of interest but then thought better of it and asked Pickard to leave his job.
Paley did permit the well-connected Pickard to stay at the network, how-
ever, in another capacity. When Pickard’s part ownership of WOKO,
CBS’s Albany, New York, affiliate, later came to light, WOKO lost its
license to operate.

In April 1935, Paley summoned Pickard’s replacement, Herbert Ack-
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erberg, to his office. The dour, chain-smoking Ackerberg specialized in
the sort of high-pressure salesmanship needed for the campaign Paley was
planning. Ackerberg’s mission was to go to Detroit and meet with George
Richards, the owner of WJR, a strong station affiliated with NBC. Rich-
ards was an unsavory character, an overt anti-Semite who said Jews were
Communists and ordered his newscasters not to read items favorable to
Roosevelt. Some years earlier, Richards had given Father Charles E.
Coughlin, the Anti-Semitic priest, his first radio pulpit. Paley, pragmatic
as ever, was prepared to ignore these unpleasantries. He needed WJR to
strengthen the CBS lineup. Ackerberg was to offer Richards $1. s million
to buy WJR; failing that, he was empowered to give higher compensation
—the money CBS paid its stations for carrying sponsored network pro-
grams—as an inducement to switch affiliation from NBC to CBS.

Richards agreed to the affiliation switch without even giving NBC
the chance to make a counteroffer. Sarnoff and his subordinates were
infuriated by this breach of network protocol. In a conversation with
Richard Patterson, a vice-president of NBC, Paley by turns feigned indig-
nation that he would be accused of breaking the rules and then tried to
turn the tables on his accusers. He claimed that NBC had voided the
protocol by stealing CBS’s affiliate in Norfolk, Virginia. When Patterson
assured Paley that Norfolk had approached NBC, Paley replied, “It’s just
a case of technicalities. You have broken the agreement, and I won’t be
satisfied until [ am even.” Paley then claimed it had been Richards’s idea
to bolt NBC. “If you have gotten even, are you going to continue to raid
our stations?” Patterson asked. Paley adroitly ignored the question and
asked Patterson what NBC’s position was. When Patterson said NBC had
no plans to raid CBS stations, Paley growled, “This is the first I have
heard of it.”” Patterson was flummoxed.

In subsequent months, the dimensions of Paley’s campaign unfolded.
Ackerberg signed up George Richards’s other station, WGAR in Cleve-
land. He approached Powel Crosley, Jr., owner of WLW in Cincinnati,
the most influential station in the Midwest, with a stunning offer: mem-
bership on the CBS board of directors, CBS stock, and generous payments
for carrying sponsored CBS programs. Other key NBC stations, includ-
ing WSB in Atlanta and WSM in Nashville, were subject to frequent
entreaties from Ackerberg, always with promises of more money than
NBC paid. NBC ultimately headed off most of the defections by raising
its payments to stations. When Sarnoff eventually complained to Paley
about CBS’s conduct, Paley could only say, “Mr. Sarnoff, radio broad-
casting is a highly competitive business.”

When Paley wasn’t wooing advertisers and NBC stations, he prowled
the nightclubs and Broadway theaters for performers to put on his net-
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work. Although relatively inexperienced, he had good instincts about
what made a program work and who could draw a large radio audience.
His programming sense may well have originated in his early teens when
he had a summer job selling candy at a Chicago theater. Week after week
he saw hits and flops, and he could ponder what made the difference.
For all his new sophisticated airs and quest for quality in his personal life,
Paley retained some common tastes. “I am not a highbrow,”” he once said.
“I do not look down on popular taste. Oftentimes popular taste is my
taste.”

He best described his approach to CBS programming in a 1934 inter-
view. A radio program, he said, “must appeal to either the emotions or
the self-interest” of the listener, “‘not merely to his intellect.” Radio broad-
casters “cannot calmly broadcast programs we think people ought to listen
to if they know what is good for them.”

Paley first spotted Morton Downey at Delmonico’s club on Park
Avenue. Downey was already well known on the nightclub circuit, and
Paley figured his soft tenor would work well on CBS. Downey drew
more fan mail than any other performer on CBS at the time. (Fifty years
later, Morton Downey, Jr., would become one of television’s most con-
troversial talk show hosts.) And at a party at the home of Mona Williams,
a beautiful New York socialite, Paley was captivated by Fats Waller, who
played the piano and sang. Paley’s program executives worried that Wall-
er’'s music sounded like a “whorehouse piano,” but Paley signed him up
anyway and he was a hit. Often over the objections of other more experi-
enced colleagues, Paley brought other little-known vocalists—the Mills
Brothers, the Boswell Sisters, Kate Smith—to national radio.

Paley’s prize catch was Bing Crosby. Although the baritone crooner
was a star on Decca Records at the time, Paley had not heard him until
June 1931, when he was traveling to Europe on the S.S. Europa. Restless
as always, Paley had a habit of pacing the deck each morning. On one of
his rounds he heard Crosby’s voice on a portable phonograph. He sent a
wire to CBS with orders to sign up Crosby. Edward Klauber, Paley’s
second-in-command, wired back that he was working on it and noted
encouragingly that Crosby was a “Pacific coast ballad sensation and ap-
peals [to] both sexes.” But when Paley returned to New York later that
summer his program executives had failed to act. Crosby had a drinking
problem, they explained, and was considered unreliable. Paley overrode
them all, hired Crosby to do six fifteen-minute broadcasts a week at 11:00
P.M., and agreed to pay him an extravagant $1, 500 a week when $100 was
customary.

True to predictions, Crosby failed to appear for his first broadcast. At
Paley’s insistence, CBS nervously rescheduled Crosby a few days later.
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That evening, Paley was on Long Island in a rented home without a radio.
Out in the garage, he tuned in from his car. “Crosby was awful,” he
recalled. Paley dashed back to the house and called the studio. Crosby was
drunk, as Paley suspected, and two men were holding him up as he tried
pathetically to sing. “Change the program, get him off,” Paley shouted.
The power he felt at this moment made him giddy; years later he would
say, “Think of it. I could even change a program while it was on the air!”
But Paley stubbornly refused to let Crosby go. He assigned the singer a
round-the-clock guard to prevent him from drinking. *‘It worked,” said
Paley. “He knew his job was at stake.”

The most popular programs at the time were still those featuring
comedians, and CBS introduced many of the best: George Burns and
Gracie Allen, Goodman and Jane Ace, Jack Benny, Fred Allen. More often
than not, once a comedian established himself on CBS, the advertiser
would take him over to the larger and more powerful NBC networks.
But Paley kept bringing comic performers to CBS. He traveled across
country to entice Will Rogers to join the network. Rogers had no use for
radio; he thought it cold and impersonal. Paley coaxed and cajoled, and
finally won Rogers over by promising a studio audience to help create the
warmth and intimacy he needed for his shows.

For all of Paley’s efforts, NBC still had the five most popular shows
in the 1934—35 season. In 1936, Paley opened the CBS purse strings and
staged his first talent raid. He captured Al Jolson, Nelson Eddy, and Major
Edward Bowes, three of NBC's top performers. While it was considered
fair play when an advertiser took its star to a better position on NBC,
Paley’s raids violated an understanding between CBS and NBC not to
make direct approaches to each other’s personnel.

Paley’s scheme to capture Bowes was typical. Bowes ran an amateur
hour that had become a national sensation. The Major was an avuncular
sort who touched his audience with the warm questions he asked of con-
testants preparing to yodel or sing or play the harmonica. Then he would
tickle listeners by gleefully ringing a gong that signaled failure for the
hapless performers. Although Paley thought the program ‘“cruel,” he
wanted it on his network.

To cultivate the Major, the CBS president became a regular at the
NBC studio where Bowes broadcast his show. While NBC executives
could guess his intention, they could hardly eject him from the premises.
Whenever Bowes threw a party after the program, Paley was there. Before
long, Paley’s persistence paid off and he persuaded Bowes that he could
do better on CBS. Paley knew Bowes was about to switch his sponsorship
to the Chrysler Corporation, and he began dropping in on Walter Chrysler
as well. Gently but insistently Paley convinced Chrysler that Bowes be-
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longed on CBS, which was more energetic, ambitious, and fast-moving
than NBC.

Paley had become a bona fide impresario. He lavished attention on
his performers and entertained them at elaborate dinner parties. He greatly
preferred the company of those on the “creative” side to that of his exec-
utives. But his attentiveness was also calculated: keep them happy and
keep them on CBS.

Paley became an expert in the art of seduction. His courtship of Frank
Hummert, the decade’s most prolific and influential producer of daytime
soap operas, was a case in point. In the early 1930s, Hummert and his
wife, Anne, churned out serial melodramas that ran during the daytime
hours and caught fire with a huge audience of housewives. These dramas,
the models for today’s television soap operas, portrayed the domestic
crises of ordinary people. During the 1930s the Hummerts produced half
of the serials on network radio. “It was very important to have Frank
Hummert on your side,” said Paley. “He was so powerful. If he said he
wanted a program to go on NBC or on CBS, that was it. We fought to
get him.”

Twice a month, Paley dutifully met for lunch with Hummert and his
wife at the Park Lane Hotel. For all his understanding of the mind of the
housewife, Hummert was something of a misanthrope. He always insisted
that they be shielded from the other diners by potted ferns. While Hum-
mert picked at a plate of raw vegetables, Paley turned on his famous soft
sell, plying him with questions about his programs. Paley managed to
flatter Hummert and simultaneously learn a great deal about which pro-
gramming formulas worked and which did not.

“I think he liked my style,” Paley said later. I never pressed him
hard for anything. In a paternal sort of way he would tell me what I
wanted to know. I hardly ever talked business directly with him. He just
placed his productions where he wanted to, and from what I got from
him, I think he favored me.”
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HE HAD A DAZZLING, dimpled smile. Her wide brown eyes,

fringed with long black lashes, sparkled with intelligence and spirit.

Her brown wavy hair brushed the nape of her neck. She had a
perfectly proportioned figure, with a tiny waist and narrow hips. Her legs
curved elegantly down to slender ankles and size five feet. Not only was
Dorothy Hart Hearst ravishing, she was breathtakingly chic. On a sum-
mer day at New York’s fashionable Colony Restaurant on 61st and Madi-
son, she turned heads when she arrived wearing a closely tailored black
dress and a large black straw hat adorned with a white flower.

Throughout his life, Bill Paley was a man of instant infatuations.
When he first saw Dorothy across a luncheon table one Sunday afternoon
in 1931, he fell hopelessly in love. It was a suitably romantic setting—a
tiny house called Alley Pond in the woods on Long Island’s north shore.
He was twenty-nine and only tenuously attached to a rather ordinary
young woman he was keeping in a New York apartment. Dorothy, just
twenty-three, had been married for three years to John Randolph Hearst,
the third son of the publisher William Randolph Hearst. Typically, Paley
viewed her marriage as a trifling impediment once he determined he would
have her.

Dorothy was born on February 25, 1908, in Los Angeles, the only
child of Seth and Dorothy Jones Hart. Hers was an all-American heritage,
and on the surface Seth and Dorothy brought up their daughter in predict-
able upper-middle-class comfort. The Harts had a maid and two cars, and
summered at a house in Hermosa Beach. But neither of Dorothy’s parents
was entirely standard. Both had forceful personalities and fostered strong
ideas that they impressed upon their daughter.

Dorothy Jones Hart was a lively and independent character, a marvel-
ous storyteller and a voracious reader. She had an ebullient sense of humor
and intense curiosity. A devoted wife and homemaker, she nevertheless
believed women should have a more important place in the world, and
Seth deferred to her on nearly every important decision about their life
together. She selected her daughter’s school and closely supervised her
upbringing, with an eye to teaching her how to capture and please a man.
She also introduced Dorothy to a variety of Protestant denominations,
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including Christian Science and New Thought. “Nothing took,” Dorothy
recalled. “‘I ended up having no religion at all.”

Although he could not be called weak, Seth Hart was easygoing
enough to give his wife the independence she needed. He was something
of a free spirit, neither as socially ambitious nor as acquisitive as his wife.
He was a quiet man who ran his own insurance business in Los Angeles
and read all he could on the issues of the day. His daughter adored him,
and thought him the **best-informed man I have ever known.”” He called
her “Pete” to compensate for not having had a son. He brought her around
to automobile factories, taught her about mechanics, discussed politics
with her. When he voted—always straight-line Republican—he took her
along.

Dorothy looked back on her childhood as pleasant and stimulating,
but in many respects, her parents never treated her like a child. Nothing
was considered over her head. From the time she was five years old, she
joined the adult world.

When Dorothy was in elementary school, her family moved to Day-
ton, Ohio, for three years while her father tried to start a new business
selling equipment to the Army. Dorothy loved living in a small town
where life was simple and easy, but her mother found the atmosphere
confining. At every opportunity she took her daughter to Chicago to shop
and go to the theater. Her mother had been dragging her to amateur
theatricals from the time she was a toddler. At age eleven, Dorothy visited
New York with her mother for the first time, and they went to the theater
day and night.

When the family returned to Los Angeles, Dorothy attended Marl-
boro, at that time the city’s most exclusive girls’ school. “Dorothy’s par-
ents knew what they had on their hands. Her father adored her. He took
all his dough and invested it in this girl. It was a practical decision,” said
Irene Selznick, who as a rather sheltered girl used to watch Dorothy from
afar. Marlboro encouraged its students to perform community service
once a month at a children’s hospital. There Dorothy developed an activ-
ism that she would carry through her life. While she loved her time at
Marlboro, she was something of a loner because her interests in politics
and world affairs were so much more sophisticated than those of her peers.
At her father’s urging, she read the five-year plan for the Soviet Union
when she was sixteen years old—an achievement no other Marlboro girl
could match.

Still, Dorothy was molded more by her mother’s social aspirations
than her father’s academic ambitions. After Marlboro she spent only one
year at Bennett College, a fancy Eastern finishing school. “One didn’t
think of a career,” she noted. ‘“What the hell, women didn’t have careers
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then.” Her one passion was art. She had always loved to draw, and she
took as many art history courses as she could.

Back in Los Angeles, Dorothy Hart became the belle of her social set.
“She was one of the most beautiful girls in Southern California,” Irene
Selznick recalled. ““She could stop traffic. Every Friday night at the Coco-
nut Grove, all eyes were on her.” The summer after her eighteenth birth-
day Dorothy was sailing off Santa Barbara on The Invader, a yacht owned
by Don Lee—the Cadillac dealer who would give Bill Paley such a hard
time—when she met Jack Hearst. He was as slender and handsome as she
was beautiful. He captivated her with his shy charm, and they began seeing
each other. Jack’s brainpower was substantially less than Dorothy’s. At a
time when a fortune of Hearst magnitude could easily secure a spot in an
Ivy League college for an underachieving son, the best W.R. could do for
Jack was Oglethorpe University in Atlanta. Before he left for his freshman
year, Jack proposed and Dorothy accepted. Her parents were opposed at
first. William Randolph Hearst, for all his riches, was socially unaccept-
able. Not only did he have a mistress, the actress Marion Davies, but he
flaunted the liaison. W.R. was quite taken with Dorothy and did not
oppose the match. His wife, however, thought Dorothy and Jack were
too young.

The young couple ultimately secured their parents’ permission—
which they needed as both were underage—and were married in New
York in December 1927. Instead of their planned European honeymoon,
they joined the holiday whirl in New York, spending every evening at the
theater and nightclubs. Life in Atlanta was dull by comparison, and at the
end of the school year Jack dropped out of college. Back in New York
after a trip to Europe, they settled into the Lombardy Hotel while Jack
joined the Hearst Corporation to learn about magazines. Dorothy and Jack
were regulars at “21”" and other speakeasies. They were out on the town
virtually every night.

Jack, however, was sinking at his father’s company. He knew he had
entered the ranks at too high a level and felt uncomfortable. He began to
drink heavily. Dorothy went to his father and begged for a transfer to a
small Hearst paper, away from New York, where Jack could learn the
business from the ground up. W.R. refused. Jack’s drinking worsened,
and he worked less and less.

In an effort to shame him into applying himself, Dorothy found a job
at Harper’s Bazaar, first in the fashion section, then as the head of the
cosmetics department. She was in her element. She had her own office and
an assistant, and she wrote a monthly column. But her success only made
Jack’s condition worse. From the time she began working, he rarely got
up in the morning, and when he did he was hung over.
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Dorothy’s marriage was shaky, to say the least, when she met Bill
Paley. While he didn’t sweep her off her feet, she was struck by his curi-
osity, enthusiasm, and attentiveness. Here, she thought, was a man with
enormous sex appeal. His only problem was he needed a new tailor—*I
thought he dressed like a 105-year-old man.” His sartorial idol—it stood
to reason that he would have one—was Anthony Drexel Biddle, a middle-
aged sportsman.

In June 1931, Dorothy and Jack sailed for a European vacation on the
S.S. Europa. Joining them on board were Dorothy’s close friend Marjorie
Oelrichs (a New York beauty said by Vogue to have “waxen skin and
eyebrows like butterflies’ antennae,”” who would later marry the pianist
Eddy Duchin), Larry Lowman—and Bill Paley. “He got on that boat and
didn’t get off,” said Irene Selznick. “‘I don’t even know if he had any
luggage. He was that determined to marry her.”

In London they all stayed at the Savoy. Dorothy arranged for Bill to
visit a new tailor on Savile Row, Kilgore & French. Once suitably outfit-
ted, “he looked divine.” The Hearsts took an impressive detour by visiting
the Churchill family at Chartwell, their country home. Dorothy had met
Winston and his son Randolph on a trip to New York, and she and Ran-
dolph had become good friends. At the time, young Churchill was a
promising newspaper journalist. But like Jack Hearst he was a hard-drink-
ing college dropout struggling to live in the shadow of a famous father.
Arrogant and somewhat feckless, Randolph was nicknamed *Britain’s am-
bassador of ill-will”’ by some American acquaintances.

From England the Hearsts journeyed to Berlin, where they rejoined
Paley and his friends. Ronald Tree, a friend from England, watched Dor-
othy and Bill dancing one evening in a Berlin nightclub and later recalled
that he had never seen anyone as beautiful as Dorothy was that night.

The five travelers drove through Germany to Salzburg where they
stayed with the theater director Max Reinhardt, another friend of Doro-
thy’s. There, in Reinhardt’s Baroque castle on a lake, with its dark halls
illuminated only by candles, things began coming apart. It was obvious to
everyone, including Jack, that Dorothy and Bill were crazy about each
other. Paley was constantly attentive to Dorothy. Jack turned to the bottle.
Dorothy felt simultaneously drawn to Paley and guilt-stricken about Jack.
Her nerves stretched to the breaking point, she collapsed and entered a
Salzburg hospital.

When Dorothy and Jack returned to New York, she began sleeping
with Paley. He was, she later said, *“a perfectly good lover.” Though not
extraordinary, he had “maleness, an animal component, a sexual vitality.”
On any number of occasions she and Paley could be seen dancing to Eddy
Duchin’s music at the Central Park Casino. Jack didn’t protest, but he
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insisted that she stay married to him. He was drunk constantly, which in
turn drained her emotionally. “You have to get out of this,” her doctor
finally advised her. Dorothy took the train to Las Vegas to begin divorce
proceedings. Just as she had finished her residency in Nevada, Jack arrived
and pleaded with her not to file for divorce. Overcome by guilt, she
returned to New York to give their marriage another try. It was a disaster.
Five months later she was back in Las Vegas for the divorce.

On May 12, 1932, Dorothy and Bill Paley flew to Kingman, Arizona,
where one could obtain a license—and marry on the spot—away from the
glare of publicity. They stood before a judge and said their vows. Paley
wore his usual navy blue suit. She was dressed in navy as well, a Hattie
Carnegie wool suit with a short close-fitting jacket and A-line skirt. On
her head was a jaunty navy blue straw beret. Her parents were displeased,
in part because he was Jewish. “I don’t think my father ever knew any
Jews,” she said. ‘‘He didn’t welcome the idea of a Jew, but he also saw Bill
as a grownup.” Dorothy’s mother objected less to Paley being Jewish. She
was upset primarily because she had grown fond of Jack Hearst and found
the stigma of divorce distasteful. Paley chose to ignore the nature of Seth
Hart’s initial displeasure and came to like his father-in-law. He never
warmed to Dorothy’s mother, however.

After a brief stop at the Santa Barbara Biltmore, the couple sailed for
Hawaii, where Dorothy wept through the first few days of their honey-
moon. She was still torn apart by the break-up with Jack. She knew Jack’s
alcoholism was serious—although his family refused to acknowledge it—
and she felt she had deserted him. She had genuinely loved him and now,
as she and Bill began their life together, she could not dismiss her distress.
“It was not terribly easy for the new bridegroom,” she said bluntly.

Paley tried to make the best of it, offering sympathy and understand-
ing. After the initial anguish, they settled into a routine at the Royal
Hawaiian Hotel. Paley threw himself into surfing lessons with such brio
that he managed to bruise several ribs. When their two weeks were nearly
over, they agreed that neither was ready to face the world and extended
their stay for another week.

There had been many beautiful women in Bill Paley’s life by the time
he settled down with Dorothy at age thirty. He was known to cool on his
women as quickly as he was inflamed by their first glance. What was it
about Dorothy that broke this sybaritic spell and carried him to the altar?
Part of the attraction was her connections. (Indeed, in his memoir, Paley
identifies Dorothy only as the daughter-in-law of the man who owned the
“famous newspaper chain.”) Another factor was Paley’s increasing frustra-
tion with bachelorhood. He felt it was time to settle down. Dorothy had

WorldRadioHistory



The Prince 99

self-confidence, a strong sense of likes and dislikes, and a clear and enviable
style.

Although seven years his junior, Dorothy was more worldly than he.
She knew her way around in sophisticated circles; friendships with men
like Randolph Churchill counted a great deal to the ambitious Paley. In
New York she joined the Algonquin set—the playwrights, journalists,
and other intellectuals whose luncheon ripostes during the 1920s became a
literary legend. She was brainy, and Paley—still diffident when expressing
himself on weighty topics—admired her inquiring mind and strong opin-
ions. And, like Paley, she was an outsider, just as intent as he on finding a
comfortable niche within New York society.

Over the years Dorothy would have a significant impact on her hus-
band—her political leanings, appetite for news, taste in art, and sense of
style. She supported Franklin D. Roosevelt and embraced his proposals
for social welfare. Both Dorothy and Bill had been raised Republican. His
father had been conservative politically, with little tolerance for organized
labor or governmental intervention. But Paley’s political preferences be-
came situational. He drifted toward what was convenient. When con-
fronted with Dorothy’s views, he quickly fell into line. “I can’t imagine
he would have voted Democrat without me,” she said. As a wealthy
entrepreneur, Paley believed in big business as unencumbered by regula-
tion as possible. But he could feel comfortable with the Democratic Party
in the early 1930s. The stock market crash of 1929 and ensuing Depression
had discredited the Republicans. All his friends in the theater world, and
others he admired like Averell Harriman, the aristocratic banker, and Her-
bert Bayard Swope, were die-hard Roosevelt supporters.

Dorothy introduced her husband to many Roosevelt liberals. She
encouraged him to befriend people he would not ordinarily have cottoned
to. “She would say, stick with him, you goddamned snob, you need
him,” recalled Selznick. Dorothy’s social concerns embraced progressive
education; assistance for the poor, the needy, and the sick; and equal rights
for blacks. She brought to Paley’s attention many political issues he might
otherwise have missed.

Dorothy also led her husband into psychoanalysis, which had
emerged as a new religion in the 1920s. Freud’s theories had animated
much of the libertinism of the decade and captured the fancy of intellec-
tuals. In those circles, it was fashionable to undergo analysis. Dorothy was
drawn to psychoanalysis both intellectually and personally. When she first
came to New York, she had been almost as shy as Bill Paley. Although
she never betrayed her feelings, she lacked self-confidence. She dove into
analysis devoting fifty minutes each day to it, and found it liberating. It
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removed certain inhibitions and built up her self-esteem. Now she con-
vinced Paley to try analysis as well. Although he did the standard daily
session, he was never as interested as she was—probably because of his
tendency to avoid introspection.

Dorothy’s most enduring impact was on Paley’s taste. When she first
saw Bill Paley’s glossy apartment, with its insipid collection of sporting
prints, she was appalled. She could not believe how little cultural education
he had: “He had no idea about Matisse before we met. He knew nothing.”
With her passion for art history, Dorothy set to work to help fill in the
gaps, guiding him in a crucial way. “They were both eager, they had an
appetite, they concentrated so,” said Irene Selznick. “I got my first knowl-
edge of art from them, from their walls, what they said together. Dorothy
loved to teach, but she was learning too. She was avid for knowledge.”

Like other business tycoons before him, Paley wanted to use some of
his fortune to collect paintings; it was the most respected and socially
prestigious hobby one could have. But unlike the financier J. P. Morgan,
who was mocked for his ignorance of art when he began buying on his
own, Paley sensibly recognized his limits. In the beginning, he relied on
those more knowledgeable—professional art buyers as well as his own
wife—to direct him. But, just as in business, Paley was reluctant to credit
those who helped mold his taste, and has never acknowledged Dorothy’s
role.

Dorothy recalled taking him to Valentine Dudensing, a respected
New York dealer, who sold Paley his first four paintings for around $2,000
apiece. They were by John Kane, a primitive artist who had been a coal
miner and steelworker. Kane painted urban scenes as well as landscapes of
great strength, and Bill was as captivated with his style as Dorothy was.
The purchase whetted Paley’s appetite. Thereafter he and Dorothy spent
every Saturday visiting galleries. “He was a willing subject,” said Doro-
thy. “He was a quick learner. Exposure was very important for him. It
doesn’t work with everyone but it worked with him. He learned by os-
mosis. He wouldn’t make a study of anything, but he picked it up by
exposure.”

On a trip to Europe in the summer of 1935, Dudensing took Bill and
Dorothy to several choice collections in Paris, including the Bernheim
Gallery and the huge apartment of the dealer Paul Guillaume. They saw
works by Cézanne, Derain, Picasso, Renoir, and Gauguin. Paley took a
plunge by arranging with Dudensing to buy his first Cézanne, entitled
L’Estaque, for $25,000. These Impressionist and Post-Impressionist artists
were no longer avant-garde, nor were they yet popular. Astute American
collectors had been buying their paintings for several decades. Among the
wealthy buyers was the Harriman family of New York. Averell Harriman
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and his wife, Marie, were the Paleys’ traveling companions that summer.
Marie ran a gallery in New York, although Averell was the more serious
collector. On a visit to the studio of André Derain, who was working on
a portrait of Marie, the Paleys purchased two paintings. Dorothy bought
one on the sly, a small study of a boy’s head, that she later gave to her
husband for his birthday. The other, of two Italian actors, entitled The
Rehearsal, was unfinished when Paley spotted it. He insisted that Derain
complete it and then bought it.

That, at least, is how Dorothy remembered events. In his memoir,
Paley vividly described what he characterized as an ‘“‘art hunt” that sum-
mer led by Averell Harriman—no mention of Dudensing or Dorothy or
Marie. He recounted how he had found Derain’s painting of the boy’s
head covered with grime, had urged Derain to clean it, and had then
received it as a gift of friendship from the artist. Derain, according to
Paley, had also finished The Rehearsal in his presence. The grimy-painting
story is ‘‘just not true,” according to Dorothy. ““I gave him that painting.”
She agreed that Derain had to finish The Rehearsal, but “I can tell you it
was not completed while Bill stood there.”” As to Paley’s claim that “in the
mid-thirties I would often visit the studio of André Derain,” Dorothy
could only recall their having been there once—and when it came to art
buying, they were definitely a team in those days.

Paley’s tales about his friendship with the brilliant Post-Impressionist
Henri Matisse were similarly embroidered. His first Matisse purchase was
in 1936, when he bought a marvelous Odalisque from the artist’s son,
Pierre, who had a gallery in Manhattan. During a subsequent visit to Paris,
according to one dramatic Paley recollection, he was visiting the artist’s
apartment when he fell in love with a painting called La Voilette (Woman
with a Veil). ““Everybody in the world has been trying to buy this painting
for years,” said Matisse, according to Paley. To which Paley recalled re-
plying, “There must come a time when you will want to sell and here I
am and I want to buy it.” Naturally, Matisse capitulated on the spot and
sold the painting to Paley.

But Paley did not pluck La Voilette off Henri Matisse’s wall. He
bought it from Pierre Matisse at a Paris art exhibition in the summer of
1937. “‘l remember quite well that it was hanging at the exhibit in a sort of
three-sided partition,” said Dorothy. The conversation that Paley remem-
bered could not have possibly occurred, according to Dorothy; Henri
Matisse knew no English, and Paley spoke no French.

Dorothy was in a position to know such things, because that same
summer Paley arranged with Pierre to have Matisse paint a portrait of her.
For three weeks she spent every morning at the artist’s apartment in Mont-
parnasse while he did hundreds of charcoal sketches, each drawn in one
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continuous line. She spoke passable schoolgirl French, so they became
pleasantly acquainted. At the end of the sessions, he gave her one of the
drawings, dedicated (in French): ““To Madam Dorothy Paley, your re-
spectful servant, Henri Matisse 1937.”

Paley claimed to have accompanied Dorothy each morning to the
studio (no matter that Matisse did not have a studio per se, but painted in
his living room). The artist was unable to paint Dorothy’s portrait in oils,
said Paley, because “he fell ill,”” and although Matisse promised to paint it
the following year, ‘“‘he never did do the painting.”” “That is all an absolute
lie,” countered Dorothy. “Bill never went with me to Matisse’s apart-
ment. He had no personal contact with Matisse whatsoever. All his ar-
rangements were through Pierre. And Matisse didn’t fall ill. We left Paris,
and that’s why he didn’t do it. But the next summer we went back to Paris
and Matisse spent a week trying to paint my portrait. He seated me on a
sofa upholstered in cow-yellow and brown. It was awful. He kept moving
me up and down the sofa. He finally gave up.”

With each purchase, Paley’s taste became more refined, although he
was never a dedicated student along the lines of collectors such as Norton
Simon. “He didn’t always make the easiest selections, but I don’t think he
was adventurous,” said Dorothy. He lacked the daring to find a brilliant
unknown. Clearly he loved the range of Impressionists and Post-Impres-
sionists; years later he said that he felt a sensuous connection to them. It
obviously did not hurt that Averell Harriman and other role models had
also placed their imprimatur on the Impressionists.

There is no doubt that Dorothy brought order and direction to the
life of her husband. When she met him, he was incapable of coping with
the details of living. As a bachelor, he only managed to speak with his
cook once. He smoked four packs of Chesterfields a day, but he was
always running out of cigarettes and constantly borrowing from friends.
He frequently ran short of money and was forever putting the touch on
his cronies for small amounts. He was oblivious to such matters as picking
up the check in restaurants; he simply assumed it was somehow taken care

of.

“There were lots of things he didn’t know,” said Dorothy. “Social
things, for example. He learned that from me.” She threw herself into her
role as wife and hostess and was appropriately attentive. “It is not neces-
sary for a man to bring his business home with him,” she once told a
newspaper interviewer. ‘‘An intelligent wife, if she helps her husband to
relax and enjoy his free time, does him a great deal more good than she
would by helping him worry about business.”” Irene Selznick noted that
both Dorothy and her successor had one thing in common, “the monu-
mental task of pleasing Bill.”
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Dorothy elevated and rarefied Paley’s style of living. She got him out
of his triplex apartment at the end of 1932, when they rented a five-story
townhouse at 35 Beekman Place, a quiet enclave in the East Fifties that had
recently become a fashionable colony for millionaires as well as artists and
writers. The Paleys were so fond of Beekman Place that in 1934 they tore
down another townhouse, number 29, and erected a six-story home in its
place. Paley supervised the architecture—he later said he put his *‘heart
and soul” into it—and Dorothy oversaw the interior design.

In 1937 they moved into what Irene Selznick called ““that crazy narrow
crystal house,” a lavish, eclectic, and thoroughly modern home. One side
of the small entrance hall was mirrored, as was one wall along the second-
floor landing, to create an illusion of spaciousness. The gracefully curving
staircase was covered with carpet made of zebra skins, an echo of the
fashionable nightclub El Morocco. The drawing room had a maple floor
stained black and defined by thin lines of brass inlay. The room was
decorated entirely in a pale gray-blue and was filled with eighteenth-cen-
tury English furniture. The Paleys’ newly acquired paintings were illumi-
nated by the latest Wendel lighting system—small spotlights concealed in
moldings and end tables and operated by switches on a control panel.
Propped on one table was Matisse’s droll sketch of Dorothy Paley, chin
resting on hand. Nearby were photographs of her by Cecil Beaton that he
had signed in red ink. The library, with its sweeping river view from large
windows, was painted a rich dark green. *“It was all quite unique, and
quite dazzling,” said Irene Selznick.

In the European style, the Paleys kept separate bedrooms. The singu-
lar characteristic of his understated beige decor was a bedside table
equipped with three telephones. Dorothy’s room was dominated by a
custom-~designed four-poster bed with antique mirrors on the foot posts
and on the exterior of the canopy. E. J. Kahn, in an article for the New
Yorker in 1939, said the bed looked *‘as if a queen might have died in it.”
All the fabric in the room, including the bed and window draperies, was a
pale, flesh-colored Scalamandre satin damask. Camellias grew in pots
embedded in tables scattered about her room. Dorothy’s dressing room
and bathroom were mirrored from floor to ceiling, with pale pink marble
to match the porcelain basins and bathtub.

Dorothy took her decorating seriously, but she was no Syrie
Maugham. Her taste ran to the avant-garde, with occasional showy
touches. To Bill, a man who had once had a silver barroom, Dorothy
seemed to know what she was doing, and he went along with her schemes.
But after only three years at 29 Beekman, Paley grew tired of the place.
The reason, he later claimed, was that ““it had no charm or warmth . . . it
was antiseptic.” More to the point, it may have seemed too nouveau riche
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for his aspirations. E. J. Kahn’s description of the interior was filled with
catty digs. Paley was furious with Kahn—who had drawn his impressions
during a house tour for a charity when the Paleys were away—for violat-
ing his privacy, and refused to speak to the writer for years. Dorothy was
crushed by Paley’s decision to leave Beekman Place; she considered the
house “my baby.” But he was unyielding. In 1940 they moved to the
Waldorf until they could find a home more to his liking.

Despite his reservations about the house on Beekman Place, Paley
asked his wife to bring her rather exotic taste to the new CBS headquarters
at 485 Madison Avenue. She gave the boardroom a fresh, sophisticated
look with blue walls, black door frames, and English antique chairs up-
holstered in a soft floral pattern. The room doubled as a studio for talk
shows when a panel at one end would slide open to reveal a control room
behind a glass wall. In an atmosphere that seemed more like the living
room of a country house than a recording studio, Dorothy reasoned,
guests would be calmer and more effective. Paley’s office showed her
touches as well. She bought all the antique furniture, including a handsome
desk chair covered in dark red leather. To some, her efforts seemed pre-
cious. Wrote Alice-Leone Moats, a writer who belonged to the Paley social
set, ‘‘She has great roughnecks using little Louis XV desks that they can’t
get their legs under.”

Of great importance to Paley’s reputation was Dorothy’s image as a
trendsetter. ““She was always ahead in color, style, clothes, food and decor.
She was so expert in so many fields,” said Irene Selznick. Dorothy headed
the list of the world’s ten best-dressed women, and her photograph ap-
peared in Paley’s favorite magazines, Vogue and Harper’s Bazaar.

Bill Paley doted on his wife and thrilled to her confident spirit. “He
was always very sweet and gentle to her and would give way to her,” one
of his colleagues said at the time. He was reasonably generous, selecting
gifts he felt she would like. He bought her jewelry, but oddly, none of it
had great intrinsic value. He did, however, give her two of her most
treasured paintings—at her behest. On a visit to Paris she found a delicate
pastel by Degas of three girls sitting on the grass, and he agreed to buy it
for $10,000 sight unseen. Another time Bill and Dorothy saw two works
by Rousseau at an exhibit. He liked one and she liked the other. He bought
both and gave Dorothy the one she preferred.

Dorothy’s friends were devoted to her and marveled at her cleverness.
Dorothy became a mentor to Marietta Tree, granddaughter of the Brah-
min rector of Groton School, Endicott Peabody, and to Irene Mayer, who
had recently married Hollywood producer David O. Selznick. “She lav-
ished knowledge and affection on me,” said Irene Selznick, who was in-
secure about her lack of worldliness. *‘She let me feel that her time was at
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my disposal and raised my self-esteem a hundred points. She put me down
a few pegs and enlightened me at the same time.”

That method applied to Bill as well. Dorothy always appeared slightly
superior in her attitude toward him. Her assertiveness seemed masculine
at times. ‘““There were warning signs from year one,” Irene Selznick re-
called. “I used to say to Dorothy, ‘If I were Bill Paley I would kick you in
the balls.” She could be charming and say ‘darling’ and do everything
superbly, but she was also domineering and opinionated.” To Diana Vree-
land, then fashion editor of Harper’s Bazaar, Dorothy was “‘a very cute
nippy girl, and very smart. She never had two decisions on anything. She
didn’t give a damn about men. She was always surrounded by men
though.” If Paley was troubled by Dorothy’s tendency toward high-hand-
edness, he showed no sign of it. He was so keen to learn and so enchanted
with her that he scarcely seemed to notice that she patronized him.

8

O ALL OUTWARD APPEARANCES, Dorothy and Bill Paley

were a dream couple—bright, handsome, young, eager, and very

much in love. “There is no question in my mind that he was the
love of my life,” said Dorothy many years later. They shared boundless
energy and restlessness; both rejected anything quiet or introspective.
There were some glimmers of incompatibility, but by and large, their
personalities appeared complementary. She was more interested in intel-
lectual matters than he and enjoyed giving her views on a range of subjects.
Bill was never a brilliant conversationalist, but he was a good listener. He
had an appreciative sense of humor, while Dorothy could be witty in an
ofthand, sardonic fashion. After the Hollywood producer Walter Wanger
lost his home in a fire, she wrote to him, ‘At the first blush it seems a
major catastrophe, but if servants in California are what they are in New
York and I understand that they are, then maybe the Lord did you a good
turn and you can live in a hotel for the duration.”

They seemed to be in a race with life—virtually every night of the
week they were at Broadway openings, nightclubs, and dinner parties at
the Central Park Casino. At El Morocco they came to see and be seen
amid the white palms and zebra-striped banquettes; Marietta Tree recalled
that the first evening she saw Paley at El Morocco, “he couldn’t stop
smiling. He was surrounded by beautiful women. He danced with all the
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women there. | remember him absolutely flying around the room as he
danced.” Dorothy and Bill loved Edith Piaf and went to hear her sing at
every opportunity. They frequented the Versailles nightclub in midtown
so Bill could watch Zero Mostel. They drove by limousine up to the
Cotton Club in Harlem to hear Duke Ellington because Dorothy was mad
about his music. Their energy charged the atmosphere around them. ““You
could see them floating up and up. They were gobbling everyone right
and left,”” said Irene Selznick.

The couple stormed Hollywood, too. Paley had been a frequent visi-
tor since he first arrived with Adolph Zukor in 1929. At a party given at a
beach house in Santa Monica by Paramount’s head of production, Jesse
Lasky, Irene Selznick, then only nineteen years old, witnessed Paley’s
Hollywood debut. “He was eager, full of beans, healthy, poised and en-
thusiastic. He made a good impression.”” Paley was agog to find himself
in the company of those he had only seen on the shiny pages of magazines.
“For a kid who loved motion picture actresses, and who hadn’t been
around anyplace,” he said, “to suddenly have a party given for HiM, with
every great star in the country there, sort of honoring him and being nice
to him, was more than I could stand! Fantastic!”

Paley established a friendship with Sam Goldwyn and his wife,
Frances, who entertained Dorothy and Bill at lavish dinner parties. But of
all the movie producers Paley met, he had the most rapport with David
O. Selznick. Like Paley, Selznick was a son of Russian-Jewish immigrants;
his father had been a jeweler in Pittsburgh. Selznick was bespectacled,
curly-headed, earthy, impulsive, and every bit as zestful as Paley. A non-
stop talker who spouted ideas, Selznick routinely convulsed Paley with
laughter. “They had a lot in common,” said Irene Selznick. ‘“They were
two Jewish fellows with big success, great talent and energy, great appe-
tites. They traded information and stimulated one another. They were fast
thinkers. They were competitors, always outsmarting and topping each
other.”

Selznick’s puckish view of Paley—affectionate yet clear about his foi-
bles—was evident in a poem he composed one evening in 1937 at Fefe’s
Monte Carlo, a popular New York nightclub. It was titled “BILL As Seen
by David O.,” and it read:

The American way . . .
Hypochondriac’s holiday . . .
Tycoon—absent without leave . . .
Horatio Alger in Tel Aviv . . .
Action . . .
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Distraction . . .

New Wine . . .

Life begins at thirty-nine . . .
Ambition’s zipper . . .

Jay Gould on Yom Kippur . . .
Fortune’s feel . . .

Friendship: a portrait in steel . . .
Sears, Roebuck tries modern art . . .
The Streamlined Heart . . .
Weizman in a white tie . . .
New Dealer’s sigh . . .

Hearst and Sarnoff frown . . .
Insomnia in eiderdown . . .
Sentiment in a top hat . . .

Tom Sawyeronabat . . .

The Paleys widened their circle of friends through frequent vacations
abroad. In the wintertime, Bill and Dorothy went south to Florida, Cuba
(where he had many acquaintances from his cigar days), Nassau, or Ber-
muda, whose governor was a friend. During the summer they spent any-
where from two to three months in England and on the Continent, always
surrounded by friends. One summer they stayed six weeks in London
before moving on to Austria and France. They also visited Germany,
Switzerland, and Monte Carlo.

In England their friends were from the highest rungs of British soci-
ety: the Duke of Sutherland and his wife, Elaine; Alfred Duff Cooper,
Viscount Norwich and First Lord of the Admiralty, and his wife, Lady
Diana, a legendary beauty; and Olive, Lady Baillie, who entertained Bill
and Dorothy at Leeds Castle, where Henry VIII had kept Anne Boleyn. In
the summer of 1936 the Paleys and their friends Dolly and Jay O’Brien, a
society couple in their early sixties who lived in New York and Paris,
spent two weeks during stag-hunting season at Dunrobin, the Sutherlands’
enormous country estate on the northeastern coast of Scotland. Bill went
clambering over rocky hills stalking stag by day. At dinner each evening,
bagpipers in kilts surrounded the table for a serenade. Afterwards there
were long games of poker for the men while the women demurely did
needlework in another room. Dorothy quickly tired of such segregation
—she never did finish her needlepoint—and complained so much that the
men admitted her into their game. Other evenings they would go to the
village hall where they danced Scottish reels with the villagers, Dorothy
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so vigorously that she knocked a heel off Jay O’Brien’s shoe. One day
they were joined for lunch by the Coopers, who were cruising on the
Admiralty’s yacht with their eight-year-old son, John Julius, all three
dressed in sailor suits of white trousers, blue blazers, and peaked caps.
John Julius remembered that Dorothy had the longest fingernails he had
ever seen.

The Paleys met a number of distinguished friends in Austria through
Dorothy’s friend Max Reinhardt and his rather mysterious aide-de-camp,
Rudolph Kommer. Rotund and bald, Kommer lived lavishly as what
would later be called a “‘walker,”” a man of indeterminate sexual preference
who allied himself with beautiful women and escorted them when the
need arose. His nickname was “Kaetchen,” after the kitten owned by the
proprietor of a famous Viennese café. Kommer’s first object of devotion
was Lady Diana Cooper—as an actress in the 1920s she had appeared in
Reinhardt’s extravagant production of The Miracle in New York. Second
came Dorothy Paley.

It was through Kommer that the Paleys had come to know the Coo-
pers and many other eminent Europeans. By the late 1930s, Kommer was
living at the Ambassador Hotel in New York and visiting the Paleys
frequently. He introduced Dorothy to Raimund von Hofmannsthal, son
of the famed Austrian poet and librettist; the author Thomas Mann; Niels
Bohr, the Danish physicist and Nobel laureate; and the Austrian actress
Eleanora von Mendelssohn. Kommer, more than any other, contributed
to the air of sophistication and diversity that surrounded the Paleys when
they entertained.

Bill Paley liked to be around creative people so he could pick their
brains. He was drawn to style, accomplishment, glamour, power, and
money—all of which he found in abundance at the home of Herbert Bay-
ard Swope, an acknowledged leader of Café Society. In the late twenties
when Swope quit as editor of the New York World in a dispute with the
publisher, a series of shrewd stock market plays had already made him a
millionaire. His thirty-room duplex apartment on West §8th Street in
Manhattan was open house to a diverse group that included theatrical and
literary figures as well as wealthy socialites eager to keep company with
celebrated intellectuals. The Paleys and other guests routinely dropped in
after the theater for an impromptu party. They attended non-stop house
parties nearly every weekend at the Swopes’ sprawling home in Sands
Point on Long Island’s north shore. Sometimes referred to as the “Gold
Coast,” the north shore was the most fashionable retreat for the city’s
wealthy elite. It began about a half-dozen miles outside the city limits,
extended along the coast between Manhasset Bay and Hempstead Harbor,
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and stretched inland for many miles, encompassing thousands of acres of
country estates.

A large, red-haired man who talked all the time, Swope was once
described by Westbrook Pegler as “all gall, divided into three parts—
Herbert, Bayard, and Swope.” He fostered a kind of manic congeniality
among his guests. A typical weekend roster might include playwrights
George S. Kaufman and Robert Sherwood; Alexander Woollcott, the
drama critic turned CBS radio personality; and newspaper columnist Hey-
wood Broun—all veterans of the Algonquin Round Table, which had
broken up in the late 1920s. FDR’s aide Harry Hopkins might drop by, as
well as comedian Harpo Marx, columnist Walter Lippmann, pianist Oscar
Levant, playboy Alfred Vanderbilt, composer Howard Dietz, and publish-
ers such as Dolly Schiff Backer and Condé Nast. Errol Flynn and Jimmy
Stewart made cameo appearances. The elusive Howard Hughes showed
up once, remaining solitary and silent the whole day. “*Age or social stand-
ing meant little at the Swopes’,” wrote E. J. Kahn, Swope’s biographer.

The Swope weekends were said to have been the model for F. Scott
Fitzgerald’s party scenes in The Great Gatsby. Guests drifted in and out,
the uninvited as well as the invited. Some stayed for weeks at a time.
Herbert Swope and his wife, Maggie, entertained on a scale that made a
mockery of the Depression. “I learned quickly that the rich are never
affected,” said Dorothy. Everyone played games incessantly. Walking
through the Swope house, one could find any number of small clusters of
guests playing poker, mah-jongg, dominoes, backgammon, hearts, gin
rummy, and bridge. Outdoors, Swope and his guests took up croquet
with ferocious intensity. Called loose or open croquet, it was played with
no boundaries, which raised the competitive stakes considerably. After his
guests insisted on using their automobiles to illuminate the field at night,
Swope installed lights so that games could begin at any time. Averell
Harriman, a dedicated player, always brought a mallet custom-designed
in England. Paley was an enthusiastic regular. Croquet not only appealed
to his competitive instincts, it enabled him to get to know an assortment
of new friends. His favorite partner was Neysa McMein, a faded but still
engaging beauty who had achieved celebrity as a magazine illustrator and
charter member of the Algonquin set.

There was always a dizzying array of parlor games: charades, twenty
questions, the picture game, the psychology game, anagrams, the number
game, the alphabet game, the drawing game, murder, and The Game, a
variant on charades which combined pantomime and drawing. Always
boisterous, often frantic, these contests attracted large crowds. In the typ-
ical game of charades, Neysa McMein’s husband, a handsome and rather
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vulgar mining engineer named Jack Baragwanath, “could be counted on
to take off his trousers at least once.” During a Swope New Year’s Eve
party, one charade ran from two until seven in the morning. The best
players had to be clever, agile, and well informed, while the inhibited and
unimaginative played at their peril. Dorothy excelled, and Bill struggled
through bit parts with obvious discomfort. He preferred to laugh heartily
at the antics of others. *“I was just happy to be in their company,” he wrote
later.

Sometimes the Swopes brought in a five-piece orchestra and cleared
the drawing room of all furniture but the sofas so their guests could do the
Charleston and play musical chairs. On Saturday nights, the crowd would
troop over to the palatial home—everyone called it the chateau—owned
by W. R. Hearst’s estranged wife Millicent—Dorothy Paley’s former
mother-in-law—to watch a movie. When Millicent closed the chateau, the
Swopes rented the local movie theater for special midnight screenings of
new films. Meals were served around the clock. It was not unusual to have
breakfast of hamburgers and hot dogs before the last partygoers left at
seven in the morning.

Swope was already fifty years old and Paley only thirty-one when
they first met. Yet the two men developed a lively friendship that
deepened when Paley invited Swope to join the CBS board of directors in
the mid-thirties. Paley was stimulated by Swope, who had a talent for
bringing out the best in his friends. “Swope had a curiously humanizing
effect on people,” said Dorothy.

Paley had also cultivated Averell Harriman as a friend. A decade
older, Harriman was not only important to Paley as an entrée into the art
world but for his social connections. A founder, with his brother, of the
W. A. Harriman (later Brown Brothers Harriman) investment banking
house, Averell was the son of a railroad baron, heir to a $70 million
fortune, and a polo-playing sportsman. Although he was rather dull and
humorless, Harriman’s looks—tall, somewhat haggard, with a long nose
and strong chin—struck Paley as quintessentially aristocratic. He was just
the sort of man Bill had dreamed of knowing only a few years earlier.
Paley said he admired him as a “natural patrician” who would ‘“have an
influence upon my life and my own sense of values.”

They had first become acquainted when the W. A. Harriman Com-
pany represented CBS in the Paramount merger in 1929, and had seen
each other frequently around town and at Sands Point, where the penny-
pinching Harriman bought a two-bedroom Hodgson house, one of Amer-
ica’s first prefabricated models. During their trip to Europe with their
wives in the summer of 1935, Harriman introduced Paley to hunting at an
estate in Hungary. The night before the hunt, Harriman coached as Paley
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shot blanks at the flame of a candle until dawn. At Harriman’s suggestion,
Paley equipped himself with customized shotguns at Purdeys, the famous
London gunmaker. Not surprisingly, Paley came to like hunting for its
“sensation.”

Still, their friendship was not particularly easy or close. Paley envied
Harriman for being born to so much wealth and opportunity. He failed to
recognize how much of a plodder Harriman was, and how hard he
worked.

Once a year, over the five-day Thanksgiving weekend, the Harrimans
hosted an enormous house party that the Paleys faithfully attended. It was
held at Arden, the hundred-room mansion built by Harriman’s father on
Mount Orama in upstate New York. Surrounded by 20,000 wooded acres,
the three-story house had forty bedrooms, a tennis court, a lawn for cro-
quet, a polo ground, and bowling alleys. A crowd of at least forty usually
showed up from a guest list carefully drawn up by Marie Harriman and
Alexander Woollcott. Most of them were Swope habitués. The festivities
began on Wednesday and ended in exhaustion the following Monday.

“The house was so immense that it was difficult to keep track of
people,” wrote one participant, Alice-Leone Moats, of a Thanksgiving in
the mid-thirties.

The first night we had dinner in a small dining room but after that we
ate in a huge marble hall. Thursday there was a shoot of driven wild
duck. . . . Every night we bowled and the rest of the time there were
games of various kinds. Some of them played badminton on a court
that had been marked out on the marble floor of the old chapel. . . .
The house . . . is hideous, all excepting the big drawing room that
Marie has built on. We drank champagne every night which was deli-
cious but the food was practically inedible. At one moment, I had a
terrible time restraining Maggie Swope who wanted me to go out in the
kitchen and make some Mexican rice. She said she didn’t think she could
stand it if she didn’t get something to eat with some flavor.

For all the grandeur of the house, Thanksgiving weekend reflected
Averell’s well-known parsimony and Marie’s haphazard approach to en-
tertaining. Averell employed only one full-time manservant at Arden,
whom everyone called “Woods, the poor slave” because he was unable to
keep up with the demands of the guests. Not only was the food dreadful,
but there was never enough of it. Little bands of guests used to forage the
kitchen in vain for leftovers. Dorothy Paley always brought several large
boxes of candy to satisfy her ravenous husband.

But the entertainment was lively. Besides the games—including some
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frosty croquet played amid the snow on a freshly shoveled lawn—various
members serenaded each other with outrageous songs. Heywood Broun,
large and disheveled, did a wicked imitation of the French musical comedy
singer Anna Held’s “Who Was You Wiz Tonight Tonight?” And Robert
Sherwood, a droll beanpole at six feet seven, sang and danced what one
guest called a “gravely ludicrous” rendition of “When the Red Red Robin
Goes Bob Bob Bobbin’ Along” until the other guests doubled over with
laughter. Everyone drank far too much. One year the playwright Charles
MacArthur passed out in the pantry on three consecutive nights.

Not all the guests were amused by the antics. On a visit in 1939, Duff
and Diana Cooper had what Lady Diana’s biographer Philip Ziegler called
a “nightmare weekend.” The guests were “mostly writers of one kind or

another . . . but they might as well have been the most illiterate philis-
tines. Any conversation was drowned by the thunder from the bowling-
alley. . . . Diana was forced to creep into the kitchen and beg for a piece
of cake. . . . She spent most of the weekend in her room trying unavail-

ingly to sleep.” Marie Harriman took an equally dim view of the Coopers,
apologizing to her other guests and imploring, “What shall I do with
them?”” Maggie Swope dubbed them the “dull Coopers.”

In 1938 the Paleys paid less than $200,000 for their own country estate
in Manhasset, down the road from Sands Point. Called Kiluna Farm, it
was set on 85 acres that included a saltwater pool, indoor tennis court with
a glass roof, barns, greenhouses, and gardens. Paley had coveted the
house, which was owned by Ralph Pulitzer, son of the publisher of the
New York World, since his first visit back in 1929. Built of white clapboard
in the late nineteenth century, Kiluna was a rambling assemblage of more
than twenty rooms, including servants’ quarters. It looked, Time magazine
once observed, “like ten shingle farmhouses delivered all at once by air-
drop.” Connected to the main house by a large game room was a smaller
cottage. Set on a rise, Kiluna offered a fine view of the distant Sound.

Although Paley always said he was drawn to Kiluna’s simplicity, he
and Dorothy added a columned portico that made the house look more
grand. They bought two full-grown linden trees to flank the brick terrace
they built out back. Dorothy redid every room in the house. The white
sitting room overflowed with cheerful red and green English chintz. On
the walls were a Lautrec, a Gauguin, and a Cézanne. Dorothy used green
faille swags in the dining room and covered the walls above the dado with
paper of a delicate green stripe intertwined with flowers. Her pale yellow
bedroom was feminine and romantic—with a canopy bed of white tam-
bour trimmed with red satin ribbon.

Paley’s bedroom overlooked the garden. The walls were painted écru,
as was the plain wooden fireplace. The single bed in one corner was
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covered in a masculine chintz of green leaves, with matching draperies. A
Dufy watercolor hung over the fireplace; on an adjacent wall was a scene
of a burning ship. Both paintings were gifts from Dorothy. Paley had a
kitchenette built into a closet just inside the door, where he often cooked
scrambled eggs after midnight. He kept an assortment of caviar, foie gras,
and dried biscuits in the cabinet. “I suffer from night hunger,” he ex-
plained to friends as he flung open the cabinet.

In the north shore social set, the Paleys became renowned for their
style of entertaining. Less hectic than the Harrimans, less freewheeling
than the Swopes, house parties at Kiluna set new standards of elegance and
luxury. Kiluna, said Horace Kelland, a visitor in the thirties, “was polite
and pretty, rather like a nice stylish country club.”

At Paley’s insistence, Dorothy filled Kiluna’s five guest bedrooms
every weekend. He could not bear it unless something was happening all
the time. As a result, Dorothy and Bill had little time alone—time that
might have helped nurture their marriage. In addition to the north shore
regulars, the Paleys included numerous guests from the motion picture
world; artistic and literary types such as Samuel Chotzinoff, a pianist and
musical scholar; and titled Europeans. ‘““My eyes were in my cheeks the
whole time,” said the young Marietta Tree of her first visit fresh out of
the rectory. “I was overcome by the brilliance and charm and beauty and
style of life at the Paleys’.” One trait united everyone who visited the
Paleys: they were all famous.

The Kiluna routine mimicked the Swope weekends, with endless
games indoors and out, drinks by the swimming pool—Dorothy’s mys-
teriously flavored iced tea was a famous concoction—and strolls through
the garden with its abundant flower beds and reflecting pool, hedges, and
arbors. After dinner on Saturday evenings, Gauguin’s Queen of the Areois
would swing away from one wall in the living room to reveal a projector,
and a new movie would be shown. Twenty-two servants, including a
platoon of gardeners, were on hand to keep everything in a state of perfec-
tion. One maid was kept working full time in a room on the third floor
just pressing freshly laundered curtains.

The food at the Paleys’ was exquisite. In the afternoon there would
be tea, with delicate pastries, cinnamon toast, and tiny sandwiches. Partly
to cater to Bill’s constant craving for food, orange juice and sandwiches
were often served at ten-thirty in the evening, only an hour or so after the
formal dinner had concluded. Occasionally there was a complaint. “The
food wasn’t very good,” wrote Alice-Leone Moats in 1939. “For some
reason Dorothy always serves pork—maybe just to show they aren’t
orthodox.”

Lady Diana Cooper, who had complained about the noise and food
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at the Harrimans’, was amazed at the lengths to which Dorothy went as a
hostess. When she inspected her bathroom cupboard, she found “aspirin,
witch-hazel, peroxide, a bottle of ‘Soporific’ bathpowder, one of ‘Sopo-
rific’ rub and another labelled ‘Soporific nightcap,’ some earplugs and an
eye-bandage. . . . There are radio sets, television, and thank God, plenty
of pianos . . . [but] no incentive to read a book.” In her mildly disdainful
view, the Paleys seemed to try just too hard. “This luxury taste slightly
depresses me,” she complained.

The standard is unattainable to us tradition-ridden tired Europeans.
There was nothing ugly, worn or makeshift; brief and exquisite meals,
a little first-class wine, one snorting cocktail. Servants were invisible,
yet one was always tended. Conversation was amusing, wise-cracked,
light and serious. A little table in your bedroom was laid, as for a nuptial
night, with fine lawn, plates, forks and a pyramid of choice-bloomed
peaches, figs and grapes. . . . In the morning a young, silent girl, more
lovely than the sun that blazed through the hangings, smoothed all and
was never seen again.

Years later Dorothy ascribed Lady Diana’s “bitchery” to jealousy, specifi-
cally over Rudolph Kommer’s devotion to Dorothy in the last years of his
life when he was a constant visitor at Kiluna.

The Sands Point and Manhasset social whirl was an essential part of
Bill Paley’s existence. It established him as a formidable social presence,
exposing him to a wide array of talented and provocative people. It pro-
vided diversionary relief from the enormous tension he felt in his job.
Indeed, with the exception of Larry Lowman, who had married a Vander-
bilt, no executives at CBS ever appeared. For all its talent and intelligence,
Bill Paley’s crowd in the thirties spent much of their free time frivolously
—playing games, visiting nightclubs, drinking until they dropped. In
many respects it was an era of blinding superficiality, where everyone
concentrated on striking attitudes and tossing off clever quips. Yet it was
not entirely empty-headed. “There was a lot of talk of politics, especially
what was happening in Germany. There was a lot of talk about the the-
ater,” said Dorothy. “People like Herbert Swope loved serious talk. You
were aware you were with serious people, not fools. They were serious
people who knew how to have a good time. It was lively and fun and
interesting.”” The more Paley listened, the more he learned, and the more
he participated when the conversation turned to world affairs. “He had
ideas,” said Dorothy. “He enjoyed all the levels. He held his own.”

Bill Paley’s social life was significant in one other way as well. It was
elitist but not exclusive. Jews such as the Swopes and Kaufmans mixed
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comfortably with Vanderbilts and other super-WASPs. People were val-
ued for their talent, their liveliness, their accomplishment, not their ethnic
origin. Yet overt displays of ethnicity were unwelcome. Bill Paley and
other prominent Jews subtly adopted WASP ways. He never actually tried
to hide his Jewishness. But he never flaunted it and in large measure
withdrew from it.

Hints of anti-Semitism lingered beneath the surface in those days.
Otto Kahn, the investment banker and patron of the arts, sometimes re-
minded friends of Disraeli’s definition of a ‘‘kike” as “a Jewish gentleman
who has just left the room.” The crack made about the Paleys’ serving
pork seemed to bear out such suspicions. So did Diana Cooper’s descrip-
tion of Bill Paley as “physically a little oriental . . . 100 percent Jew but
looking more like good news from Tartary.” Madeline Sherwood once
recounted to Alice-Leone Moats how before spending a weekend at play-
wright Moss Hart’s with the Paleys and the Kaufmans in early 1938, she
had her maid spend an entire night scraping German steamship labels off
her luggage, even if it meant taking off chunks of the Vuitton design as
well.

For all of Paley’s social accomplishments, one pinnacle remained.
Living next door to the Paleys in Manhasset was John Hay “Jock” Whit-
ney, heir to one of the biggest fortunes in America. Jock was a true Amer-
ican prince who stood at the apex of social position, and Paley could not
get to first base with him—even though Paley and Whitney shared a friend
in David Selznick. Whitney had invested in Selznick International Pictures
back in 1935 and served not only as chairman of the board but East Coast
manager as well. While Paley and Selznick had much in common, Whitney
and Selznick seemed barely compatible on the surface. But the patrician
Whitney, handsome and strong despite his perpetual stutter and what one
friend called “elegant shyness,” thrived on Selznick’s vibrancy and the
electricity of the theatrical and film world.

Primarily through Selznick, Paley and Whitney would periodically
cross paths in those days. They ended up at the same dinners at “21” and
occasional parties on the north shore. In 1939, the Paleys and the Whitneys
were among the guests who traveled to Atlanta for the world premiere of
the epic film Gone With the Wind that Selznick produced and Whitney
financed. But Jock and Bill never became intimate, despite the tantalizing
proximity. When the Selznicks came east, they visited the Paleys and the
Whitneys separately. “They were poles apart, so we never proposed join-
ing up,” said Irene Selznick. Dorothy had little in common with Jock’s
wife, Liz, a socialite horsewoman uninterested in the world of books and
ideas. Nor did she have much use for Jock, whom she considered a stuffed
shirt. But Jock in those days showed little affinity for Bill Paley either.
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“They were apples and oranges,” said Irene Selznick. “They were never
ardent from the start as David and Jock were.”” With time, this situation
would become more aggravating for Paley—a nagging symbol that until
he was embraced by the consummate American gentleman, he still had
not quite arrived.

9

ILL PALEY’S BIRTHDAY in the autumn of 1936 occupies a
cherished place in the Paley mythology. He called it “one of the

most dreadful dilemmas of my life”” because of a solemn vow he
claimed he had made eighteen years earlier to retire when he reached
thirty-five. As he later recounted, he approached the day with agonized
deliberation. Should he or shouldn’t he? His talent for salesmanship had
paid off handsomely. From 1929—the year Paramount bought half of the
company—through 1936, CBS advertising revenues increased from $4.8
to $18 million. During the same years its net profit rose from $480,000 to
$3.9 million. From 1929 to 1936 NBC advertising revenues grew from
$15.5 to $26 million, and its profits from $713,000 to $3.5 million. Yet
despite CBS’s success, Paley was superstitious enough to profess worry
that if he defied his oath he might be punished by a reversal of his fortunes.

The retirement fantasy came from his father, who in Chicago days
often spoke of buying an orange grove and living a leisurely life once he
earned his first $25,000. From time to time young Willie, who imagined
himself as a beachcomber in his father’s idyll, would inquire whether the
time had come. Finally his father conceded that he had the $25,000 but he
could not bring himself to retire. “I thought he had double-crossed me,”
Paley said years later.

Willie was unable to shake the fantasy so easily. In his early hard-
driving days at CBS, Paley periodically spoke of his vow to retire at thirty-
five in conversations with friends, even to a reporter for the London Daily
Mirror. He mentioned it to Dorothy not long after they met, and she was
mildly amused. “When he made that decision, thirty-five seemed ancient,
as if he would be in a wheelchair,” she recalled.

Needless to say, Bill Paley stayed with the job that made him rich and
powerful. Suddenly beachcombing had lost its appeal. “Life was not
meant to be devoted to the acquisition of money, followed by a lazy life
of leisure,” he wrote later. ‘I knew that life was meant to be lived to the
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fullest, day by day, to the very last one.” Many years afterwards, when
the time came to step down, Bill Paley would be unable to let go.

In retrospect, the notion that Paley would leave CBS at thirty-five
was ludicrous. If he agonized about his vow, he never gave any indication
at the time. *I don’t remember when he gave it up,” said Dorothy. “It
had disappeared long before he reached thirty-five. It just vanished. It was
never mentioned. He never said, ‘Say, can you imagine I ever said that
about retiring?” ”’

Paley also found the burden of leading CBS was lightened by two key
executives who came to CBS in 1930—a yin and yang pair who embodied
the poles of Paley’s contradictory nature. They were Edward Klauber and
Paul Kesten, each enormously talented but obviously flawed. Klauber was
the unimaginative straight arrow who put CBS News on the map. Kesten
was the brilliant imagemaker, an aesthete who helped refine Paley’s taste.
Each man resented the other and vied for Paley’s attention.

Bill Paley’s first reaction to Ed Klauber was thorough dislike. A burly
and dyspeptic man, Klauber was preceded by his reputation as a tough,
cold, and sometimes cruel taskmaster. When he met Paley in 1929, the
misanthropic Klauber had an unlikely job in public relations at a New
York advertising agency, Lennen & Mitchell. Charmless and utterly lack-
ing in humor, Klauber seemed the antithesis of everything Paley valued in
a man.

Klauber had drifted into public relations from journalism for the usual
reasons: more money and better hours. A two-time college dropout (from
the Universities of Louisville and Pennsylvania), he used the connections
of his uncle Adolph, drama critic for the New York Times, to land a job
first as a reporter for the New York World, then as a rewriteman and editor
at the New York Times.

As night city editor at the Times, Klauber proved a rigid enforcer of
objectivity and fairness. He insisted on the highest ethical standards. He
was by one account ‘“‘a perfectionist who took infinite pains with his
copy.” Reporters feared and loathed him, not so much for his journalistic
demands but for an apparent lack of compassion. Newsroom legend had
it that Klauber took sadistic pleasure in giving assignments to reporters
who desperately wanted to be with their families on holidays.

The late hours of newspapering finally took their toll, and Klauber
asked CBS’s public relations man Edward Bernays, a social friend, where
he might find a more congenial position. Bernays steered him to Lennen
& Mitchell and ultimately took him at his own firm. When it became clear
that Klauber’s abrasiveness was too overpowering for a small shop, Ber-
nays recommended him to Paley. Klauber’s blend of experience in jour-
nalism, advertising, and public relations, Bernays told Paley, could help
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CBS enormously. Bernays was certain Klauber’s difficult personality
would be less of a problem in a large organization.

Only after Bernays praised Klauber’s superior executive ability and
sound judgment did Paley overcome his initial aversion and hire him as
his administrative assistant. But at forty-three, the ungainly and formal
Klauber never fit into Paley’s youthful executive cadre, where the average
age was twenty-seven. Klauber was widely disliked; Paley’s legal adviser
Ralph Colin turned against him after watching Klauber humiliate one staff
member after another in meetings. Klauber grew increasingly tyrannical
as he assumed greater day-to-day responsibilities. By 1936, he was being
paid more than $71,000 a year—the equivalent of around $700,000 today
—second only to Paley’s salary and bonus of $140,000. Klauber was proud
of the salary he received at CBS, and referred to it as his “loot.”

Executives dreaded the summons to Klauber’s forbidding office. He
decorated it entirely in dark brown—rugs, upholstery, and draperies—
and always kept the venetian blinds nearly closed. Wearing double-
breasted suits that accentuated his stockiness, he sat stiffly behind a massive
desk, peering over his pince-nez and smoking a cigarette in a long holder.
Periodically he dropped the ash over his shoulder onto the carpet as he
growled his commands.

He installed direct telephone lines to the offices of all his subordinates;
secretaries were never permitted to lift the receiver even if it rang off the
hook. Whenever the ringing began, executives would tremble so badly
that the instruments quickly became known as the ‘“‘shaky phones.”
Klauber never even said good morning or hello. His conversations began
with a gruff complaint or a tough question. Although every executive in
those days called Paley “Bill” to his face, Klauber decreed that they refer
to him only as “Mr. Paley” when they discussed him out of his presence.
Paley found that he liked this formal gesture of respect.

Klauber’s few defenders insisted that his autocratic demeanor com-
pensated for an almost pathological shyness. They also attributed some of
his ill-humor to constant stomach problems that kept him in frequent pain.
“He was a just man, and very sensitive,”” said Lyman Bryson, a Columbia
professor who advised CBS on educational programming in those days.

As Dorothy did in his personal life, Klauber imposed discipline and
organization on Paley at work. He insisted that Paley have only male
secretaries and hired Franz Kizis, a stern gentleman who habitually dressed
in a black suit, black tie, and stiff collar. Klauber streamlined CBS opera-
tions, which had been too loose and informal.

Klauber’s arrival marked a change in Paley’s relationship with other
executives at CBS. An extra door connected Paley’s corner office to
Klauber’s adjacent office, allowing Klauber unlimited access to his boss.
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Moreover, the main entrance to Paley’s office was always within range of
Klauber’s two receptionists. Klauber became Paley’s gatekeeper, much to
the dismay of Ralph Colin and others whose access Klauber now con-
trolled. Paley chose to ignore Klauber’s cruelty because of his usefulness.
Paley preferred to avoid confrontations, and Klauber eagerly took them
on, allowing the boss to remain comfortably above it all. Thus, late in
1930, Klauber summarily fired Bernays, his own sponsor, over lunch.
Despite the fact that Bernays was a man who had done much for CBS,
Paley looked the other way. Klauber said it cost too much to retain an
outside public relations firm. But soon afterwards, he hired a publicist
from the Ivy Lee Company, which was better connected than Bernays to
the WASP establishment to which Paley aspired. ““Ed was Paley’s first
hatchet man,”’ said Klauber’s widow, Doris Wechsler, “the first in a se-
ries of people who tried to do the dirty work and ended up somewhat
victimized.”

In those early days Klauber acted as the father figure to a boss thirteen
years his junior. He checked Paley’s recklessness and channeled his enthu-
siasm into action. Paley had great confidence in Klauber’s judgment. “He
was a stickler,” Paley said years later. “‘He had the highest standards of
any man I've ever met. He’d drive you crazy but he was right.” Even
when Paley’s power grew, Klauber had the temerity to stand up to him.
“He had a Rock of Gibraltar quality,” recalled Dorothy. *“Bill knew he
would always get an honest answer. Ed would support him if he thought
something was right and tell him otherwise if he didn’t. In that way he
was the opposite of Paul Kesten. Kesten would never say if he thought
Bill was wrong.”

It was Klauber, not Paley, who hired Kesten from Lennen & Mitchell
toward the end of 1930 to direct CBS’s promotion. Kesten was as clever
and affable as Klauber was earnest and dour. Thin to the point of frailty,
Kesten was already so plagued by arthritis at thirty-one that he had diffi-
culty turning a doorknob. He wore his dark blond hair neatly slicked back
from a high, intelligent forehead. Kesten dressed stylishly in fashionable,
closely fitting suits nipped at the waist. His most famous display of fastid-
iousness was a pair of shoes with polished black soles. He wore them only
in the office because he had a habit of sitting with his feet propped on his
desk. His apartment in the Lombardy Hotel on East 56th Street was de-
signed by his close friend William Lescaze, a prominent architect schooled
in contemporary European design. Kesten’s suite was elegant, tasteful, and
spare.

Born in Milwaukee, Kesten first displayed a knack for clever self-
expression as a caricaturist and writer for his high school newspaper. But
he dropped out of the University of Wisconsin after only a few months
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and signed on with the Gimbels department store in Milwaukee, rising to
advertising manager by age twenty-one. From the retail trade, Kesten
moved to Madison Avenue. At Lennen & Mitchell, Klauber first witnessed
Kesten’s brilliance as a copywriter.

When Kesten dictated copy to his secretary, he specified typesizes.
“Elsie, set the head in 72-point italic,” he would say, “and set the text
flush in 14 point.” If he was interrupted by a phone call, he would pick up
precisely where he left off. Kesten hated it when the last line of a paragraph
was a widow—a single word. Whenever that happened he would instruct
his secretary to go back a few lines—he always knew precisely where—
and insert some additional words to fill out the last line. ““His big asset is a
brain that delights in the subtle inferences, the plausible turning of argu-
ments, and the rarefied logic on which promotion must subsist,” wrote
Fortune in 1935.

Paley loved Kesten’s cleverness and charm. Both men brimmed with
ideas and were adept at figures. In meetings they were so in sync that they
finished each other’s sentences. Kesten’s interest in design fueled Paley’s
growing fascination with the symbols of quality—the best typeface, the
best paper, the best graphics. “Kesten had a feeling for elegance and taste
along with a touch of majesty,” said Paley.

Still, the two men never socialized. Kesten certainly had the requisite
polish and skills; he was legendary for his scintillating conversation. “He
may just as readily dwell on Italian morphology, the toxic effect of a
Manbhattan as opposed to a Martini, and the merits of T. S. Eliot,” wrote
Jack Gould in the New York Times. But Kesten was a rather eccentric
bachelor, a loner who lived mysteriously outside the office. “He was a
strange man with a strange temperament. He was not terribly warm. He
never seemed at ease,” said Dorothy.

Kesten had a proclivity for the supernatural and mystic, and he grav-
itated to odd cures for his arthritis such as experimental gold treatments
and mud baths in Mexico. He collected watches, cigarette lighters, and
other gadgets. And he was known to drive after midnight to Jones Beach
in one of his souped-up cars. There he would spend hours racing up and
down the deserted beach road at over 100 mph.

For all his peculiarity, Kesten was a popular and amiable executive—
perhaps too much so. He was sensitive and solicitous, and could not bring
himself to fire anyone. If he wanted something done, he rarely gave an
order. Rather, he would politely note, “I am turning this over to you.”
With Paley, he was often obsequious.

Between the iron fist of Klauber and the delicate felicity of Kesten,
Paley’s executive style took shape. He dressed conservatively in the be-
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spoke blue serge suits that Dorothy had helped him select in London. He
continued to drive himself hard. He was always nervous and tense; his tic
was already in evidence. “Momentarily he can become so emphatic that
his powers of speech desert him,” wrote one observer in 1932. He still
smokeéd four packs of Chesterfields a day. He invariably had at least two
cigarette packs in his pockets, and they were usually empty. Yet in a
crucial negotiation he could appear cool and relaxed—the result, appar-
ently, of his powers of intense concentration.

His days were so crowded that he often held meetings while he ate
breakfast—long before the power breakfast came into fashion. He wrote
few memos. A man of action rather than ideas, he preferred to conduct
business face to face or on the telephone. He kept a radio going continu-
ously from seven-thirty in the morning until midnight. He rarely left the
office before 7:00 P.M.

In these years Paley began a lifelong habit of treating executives like
servants, with little regard for their personal lives. His demands on their
time outside the office started to escalate. Paley insisted that Klauber,
Kesten, Colin, or Lowman always accompany him home to Beekman
Place after work. Most nights Klauber performed this service. He would
keep his office door open until Paley was ready to leave, and the two men
would walk across town together. They always parted at Paley’s door,
and Klauber then hailed a cab to his home on East 67th Street. Once Paley
pressed Colin to accompany him to Pennsylvania Station to finish a dis-
cussion. Paley was dissatisfied with the outcome, and Colin found himself
continuing the meeting on a two-hour train ride to Philadelphia.

The patterns and quirks of Paley’s decision making grew more famil-
iar if no less baffling. *‘He has a peculiar manner of listening in a way that
suggests he is turning over one side of your argument to get the right slant
on the topic,” a newspaper reporter wrote late in 1930. Paley could show
great patience in the face of arguments from subordinates. ““He listened, as
he would all his life, to people he thought mattered,” said Lyman Bryson.
“He is one of the very few really powerful executives I've ever known
who really listens to an opinion when it is contrary to his own. I've never
seen anybody hesitate to say what he thought in Paley’s presence”—a
boldness, it should be noted, that diminished over time as Paley grew
more intimidating.

Yet some felt that even in those early days Paley merely gave the
appearancce of being open-minded. From the way he asked questions it was
clear that he had a desired answer in mind. “He never raised his voice, but
what he wanted to do was done,” said Joseph Ream, an attorney who
joined CBS in the 1930s. And even when Paley finally steered everyone to
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a decision, he often reversed it the next day. His executives began to avoid
acting on his first decision—a practice that would grow increasingly dis-
ruptive over the years as Paley’s vacillation intensified.

Left to his own devices, Paley showed little regard for lines of com-
mand. If he came across a matter that intrigued him, he would handle it
himself instead of delegating it. He cared little if his actions caused confu-
sion among his troops. “In that way he is a bad organization man,” Ralph
Colin told a reporter in 1935. Paley also tended to personalize manageinent
problems. Once when a CBS executive, Paul White, had an accident and
was out of the office for a few months, Paley hired 2 man named Quincy
Howe in his place. When White returned, Howe felt uncomfortable and
asked Paley if he could resign. Paley simply went to White and asked:
“What’s the matter up there? Why don’t you get along with Howe? He’s
an easy man to get along with.”

Paley’s analytical skills were becoming legendary. ‘“When someone
has prepared a lengthy and complicated report for him, he will glance
down the page and be certain to ask just onc question the man hoped he
wouldn’t,” Ralph Colin said in 1935. If Paley was given an audience rating
for a show, he could be counted on to remember it to the decimal point
six months later—and to crisply correct any subordinate who tried to tell
him otherwise. He blazed through balance sheets and profit-and-loss state-
ments. He spent hours figuring the CBS accounts, going over the books
as he had in the old days at Congress Cigar.

The occupants of the executive suites on the twentieth floor of 485
Madison were fascinated by Paley’s fickle enthusiasms. One month he
would take up watercolor painting, the next it would be oil painting, then
motorboating, then flying airplanes, then photography. He became so
enamored of broadcasting to Latin America that he arranged for a teacher
to visit CBS once a week to give Spanish and Portuguese lessons to em-
ployees. He was equally absorbed with his own aches and pains. ““He has
tremendous faith in medicine,” wrote a reporter in 1932. ‘‘No matter what
he takes it always makes him feel ‘one hundred percent better.” A pill, a
nostrum, a week on a yacht or a bit of sugar dissolved in water always sets
him up at once.”

Paley was steadily moving away from the informality that character-
ized his earliest days at CBS. No longer the easygoing stripling from
Chicago, he had presence and a quiet confidence that grew from his
achievements. He acquired imperial trappings, such as the dining room he
opened near his office, complete with private chef and waiters. When Paley
wanted to change for the evening, his valet would arrive at the office with
fresh clothing. And with Klauber firmly in charge, Paley grew more aloof.
“He never would walk around the office,” said H. V. Kaltenborn, a for-

WorldRadioHistory



The Prince 123

mer reporter for the Brooklyn Eagle and a pioneer of radio news. “You'd
never see him. He’d pop into his office in a remote corner and stay there.
He did attend certain functions, and sometimes I saw him at official
lunches or dinners. He kept pretty much to himself and dealt only with
the top executives.”

Subordinates began to take note of Paley’s absences from the office.
“He was away quite frequently,” said Kaltenborn. ““He got a great deal of
pleasure out of outside things.” Paley was making good on his goal of
savoring the pleasures of life and work simultaneously.

But he never totally disengaged from the office, even when he was
frolicking through Europe for months at a time. Klauber assiduously kept
him informed by telephone and by what Paley referred to as ‘“‘yard-long
telegrams” sent every few days. “There was never business per se on those
trips,”” recalled Dorothy. “But it was with him. He was thinking about it
and referred to it often. There was no question that CBS was always on
his mind.”

10

EW SKYSCRAPER SPIRES glistened against the clear sky when

Frank Nicholas Stanton turned his black Model A Ford toward

the Holland Tunnel into Manhattan. It was a crisp Saturday
afternoon in early October 1935. Twenty-seven years old, with a newly
minted Ph.D. from Ohio State University, he had spent the previous
seventeen hours driving 560 miles from Columbus, Ohio. He had stopped
only once—to have lunch with an aunt in Newburgh, New York, and to
leave his wire-haired fox terrier, Skipper, in a kennel for safekeeping.

Frank Stanton was every city slicker’s dream of a corn-fed Midwest-
ern lad. Compact and muscular, he stood five feet eleven inches. His
straight flaxen hair was neatly parted and perfectly combed. He had a
strong jaw, straight nose, and intense blue eyes. At his side was Ruth, his
wife of four years. She had a pretty, open face, with flashing dark eyes and
brunette hair styled in a long bob.

The Stantons had left all their furniture—barely enough, he once said,
to fill a phone booth—back in Columbus, packed for shipping. They
brought with them a list of modestly priced hotels and a black aluminum
box that was Frank Stanton’s ticket to the world of network radio broad-
casting. They settled into the Pickwick Arms Hotel on s1st Street between
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Second and Third avenues. Flushed with excitement, they wandered Man-
hattan’s streets, gazed at the shop windows along Fifth Avenue, and sam-
pled their first toasted English muffins. On Monday morning Frank
Stanton smoothed out his favorite suit, a salt and pepper tweed, and
walked the four blocks to CBS headquarters on s2nd Street and Madison
Avenue.

Understanding the role of Frank Stanton at CBS is crucial to under-
standing William Paley and the success of the network. Stanton was every-
thing Paley was not. Like many great entrepreneurs, Paley was long on
creative spark but short on follow-through. Paley, in effect, provided the
architectural drawings; Stanton turned them into steel and concrete. It
would be Paley’s good fortune that Stanton was one of the great corporate
builders of the era. The young midwesterner combined Klauber’s disci-
pline, executive ability, and high principles with Kesten’s taste and instinct
for promotion. Stanton was to prove the perfect man at the perfect place
at the perfect time.

He was born on March 20, 1908, in Muskegon, Michigan. His grand-
father, Curtis Stanton, had been a Navy engineer in Newburgh, the prod-
uct of a family of English sea captains and shipbuilders. Curtis’s son, Frank
Cooper Stanton, moved to Dayton, Ohio, where he taught woodworking
and mechanics in the city high schools. There he married Helen Josephine
Schmidt, the daughter of the treasurer for the Dayton public school system
whose Swiss forebears had been silk weavers. After the wedding he took
her to live in Michigan.

When their firstborn son, Frank, was three months old, the Stantons
moved from Muskegon back to Dayton, where Frank Senior accepted a
job supervising the industrial arts instruction in Dayton’s schools. Tools
and machinery filled the basement of the Stanton’s modest frame bunga-
low. Frank Senior built most of the family’s furniture, and Helen was a
weaver and a potter.

In this atmosphere, the work ethic became embedded in young Frank
at an early age. “It was all [ knew as a child,” he said. “They were always
working. [ was always helping.”” By age five, he was carrying plaster chips
and wood shavings from his father’s workbench and his mother’s kiln.
The only trouble his mother remembered was his habit of “‘banging his
head on the floor when he didn’t like something to eat. He outgrew that,
though.”

At seven, Frank was photographed amid his father’s paint cans, drills,
hammers, saws, lumber, lathes, and wires. A profile in The New Yorker
said he looked ‘“‘remarkably like Mickey Rooney in ‘Young Tom Edison’
—in the basement, on the threshold of an experiment; he is wearing a long
white apron, his yellow hair is wildly tumbled, and his solemn, purposeful
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expression clearly reveals intimations of immortality.” Frank, along with
his younger brother John, who would become an electronics engineer,
spent hours in that basement and learned their father’s exacting craftsman-
ship. Frank’s hands grew rough calluses that remained throughout his life,
a reminder of his humble beginnings.

While still in the primary grades at the Ruskin Public School, Frank
showed a flair for art and graphics. He drew posters for the local YMCA
and took a correspondence course in cartooning with his friend Milton
Caniff—who would later achieve fame as creator of the “Terry and the
Pirates” and ‘““Steve Canyon’’ comic strips. At Steele High School, Frank
put his talent to work as cartoonist and photographer for the school’s daily
newspaper.

He maintained an A — average even as he sought every leadership
post he could find. This future trustee of the RAND Corporation, the
Stanford Research Institute, the Rockefeller Foundation, and Lincoln Cen-
ter for the Performing Arts, served on as many committees in high school
as possible. Naturally he was president of the senior class and editor of the
yearbook as well as a member of the debating society and the glee club.
“Frank always had to be president of everything,” said Caniff. In a town
of 250,000, Stanton and Caniff were well known for their achievements.
“It is surprising that they were so outstanding in a city of that size when
they were still in high school,” said New York Times columnist James
Reston, who was two years behind them at their high school.

Despite his solid build, Frank never took to sports. As a neophyte
member of the high school track team his name was mistakenly entered
twice in the same race; he managed to tie himself for last place. Once years
later he was coaxed into a softball game by some friends. To his team-
mates’ dismay, he couldn’t throw a ball from shortstop to first, and he
struck out three times.

Frank Stanton had always been too busy for play, even in his youth.
His industriousness took him out into the world at age twelve when he
began delivering newspapers. He built his business by trading customers
with other newsboys to ensure the most deliveries in the smallest geo-
graphic area. When he had reached a hundred customers, he sold the route
for a small profit.

His shaping experience was a part-time job he took at thirteen at the
Metropolitan, Dayton’s largest men’s clothing store. Each day at 2:00 p.M.
—his high grades earned him early dismissal—he would ride his hand-
built bicycle downtown to what he came to call “the Store.” Most eve-
nings he did not come home until seven. He often worked far into the
night, squeezing in his homework during breaks. Before long he gradu-
ated from wrapping packages and running errands to tallying inventories,
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redesigning advertising, and redoing the store’s twenty-three window dis-
plays. Through his display work, he learned techniques of lighting and set
design that years later he would apply to television studios and news sets.

For nine years Frank worked everywhere at the Store, from the stock-
rooms to the boardroom. It was the beginning of what The New Yorker
called his penchant for making himself indispensable: ““A few people are
born to indispensability. They serve on committees, spring to the fore in
emergencies, establish liaisons, and act as catalysts whenever catalysis is in
order. Stanton is one of these.” By the end of his senior year in high school
in 1926, the Metropolitan was paying him $50 a week, and his tutorial in
the fundamentals of business administration was advancing smartly.

There are some parallels in the childhood experiences of Frank Stan-
ton and Bill Paley, despite the basic dissimilarities of their backgrounds.
Each had a father whose work often kept him away from the family. Each
had a sibling whose illness frequently drew all their mothers’ attention.
The reactions of Stanton and Paley to these circumstances reflected their
temperamental differences and foreshadowed the nature of their relation-
ship years later.

For all practical purposes, Frank Stanton left his parents’ orbit at age
twelve. He sometimes said his mother was the more influential parent, but
only because he so strongly defied her ambitions for him. She was a strict
Methodist, a faithful member of the Women’s Christian Temperance
Union who banned all alcoholic beverages from her home. Her vision for
young Frank began with Sunday school and ended with his living unmar-
ried at home as a teacher or doctor. He was a dutiful and thoughtful son.
Helen Stanton once remembered tearfully the time he came home from his
paper route carrying an Easter lily for her.

But she was diverted from her plan when her second son, John,
developed diabetes. Few children survived diabetes in those days. Insulin
had not yet been invented, and the only way to control the illness was
through diet. Helen Stanton threw herself into saving John, weighing
every ounce of his food. Sad as the situation was, Frank saw his opportu-
nity: ““My mother and father were concerned about his health and I got
out from under the net.”

Although when Frank was small his father had read to him and taught
him his trade, they drifted apart as Frank edged toward adolescence. “My
father was so busy with his own life he didn’t pay much attention to me,”
Stanton said many years later. “I didn’t understand when other boys
would have close relations with their fathers. They would hunt and fish
together, and I just took note that it was a different way of living.”

Paley transformed resentment of his father’s frequent absences into
worship of him; Stanton retreated into a fierce independence. Paley strove
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to match his father’s achievements and take his help whenever he could;
Stanton was determined to find success in his own way. Years later, on
becoming Bill Paley’s second-in-command, Frank Stanton would once
again follow a separate track. It was the only way to survive with a man
as self-involved as his father had been.

Stanton’s independent spirit was fueled by the idea of New York
City. By his senior year in high school he had traveled there three times,
once alone and twice with friends. He would drive straight through in
thirteen hours on a Thursday night and stay for a pittance at a YMCA or
a Columbia University dormitory. On Monday he returned to Dayton
after a non-stop round of art museums, theater, gawking at the stores, and
feeling the vicarious thrill of the Jazz Age. By the time he was seventeen
he knew that he would never be satisfied until he lived in New York.

Unlike Paley, a precocious playboy, Stanton followed the strait and
narrow, not out of any sense of rectitude but because those were the lines
of his character. At fourteen he lost his heart to Ruth Stephenson at Sunday
school at the Methodist church they both attended in Dayton. He was the
president of the youth fellowship, and she was the vice-president. They
were the same age and saw each other steadily through high school and
college.

He was also active in the Dayton Young Men’s Christian Association,
whose members routinely heard lectures about such sinful practices as sex,
gambling, smoking, and drinking. Frank attended YMCA camp for four
summers, and served as Dayton’s delegate to statewide YMCA confer-
ences. In his senior year in high school he was chosen to represent Ohio at
an international meeting in Helsinki. The agenda was an extended discus-
sion on sin, but after ten days he returned with more broadened horizons
than were intended. He heard his roommates from Ceylon and Germany
talk into the night about the possibility of another world war. He visited
Finnish baths. He even tried to visit Leningrad but was turned back by
Soviet authorities for lack of a visa.

As a boy, Stanton was fascinated by architecture. His parents were
forever remodeling the house, and he would spend hours studying the
blueprints. He read books about the subject and idolized Hugh Ferriss, a
pioneer in skyscraper design. One year in high school he took a break
from the Store to parlay his skill at drawing and lettering into a job with a
Dayton architectural firm; at the end of the school year he regretfully
concluded that he could make more money at the Store. Still, his experi-
ence led to an offer of a scholarship in architecture at Cornell University.
Lacking encouragement from his parents, he did not pursue it. “It was a
fork in the road,” he said years later. “I might have taken the wrong turn.”

He ended up at Ohio Wesleyan, a small Methodist university 9o miles

WorldRadioHistory



128 IN AL His GrLory

outside of Dayton, because his best friend was there and it was close to
Ruth, who was attending Western College for Women. He accelerated the
pace of his life during his four college years, sometimes to frightening
speed. Every weekend and on free days he commuted back to the Store to
earn the $90 a week that helped pay his tuition. As editor of Le Bijou, the
college yearbook, he applied strict cost controls, set new standards of
design, and enlisted his friend Milton Canift to create the illustrations. The
yearbook made a profit of $200, which Stanton split with the business
manager.

He produced dances for fraternities and sororities, hiring the orchestra
and the hall, designing the programs and decorations, nearly always break-
ing even and sometimes making a $25 profit. He pioneered the use of
16mm movies to scout opposing football teams, and honed his skills as a
photographer by selling exclusive pictures of school football games.
Throughout he maintained a three-point grade average. He was, as he
always would be, amazingly productive. By his own admission he was “a
pretty dull guy.”

But it was the twenties, after all. Stanton took up smoking a pipe and
danced the Charleston. The Methodist Church had no hold on him; like
Paley, he spurned organized religion after graduating from college. In his
senior year, as a member of the honors fraternity, he produced the home-
coming play, a revue called 1984—a lighthearted frolic with a handful of
risqué jokes. When a faculty committee reviewed the dress rehearsal, it
ordered the bawdy jokes out. Stanton made it his business to spread the
word that he had been censored. He also hinted to fraternity brothers that
some of the censored material might remain. Shortly afterwards the show
was sold out.

On the final night, Stanton permitted one of the banned jokes (about
a nude photograph of a co-ed) to be reinstated. The administration imme-
diately placed Stanton on probation and ordered him to leave campus. On
his way home he stopped to visit Milt Canift, by then a cartoonist for the
Columbus Dispatch. Canift immediately summoned a reporter from the
Associated Press, and Stanton told him that he was puzzled why he had
been kicked out, since the university had kept the profits from the show.
By the time Stanton got to Dayton, the phone was ringing with inquiries
from newspaper reporters and entreaties from Ohio Wesleyan officials to
return fast.

Stanton had begun his studies at college halfheartedly intending to be
a doctor, primarily because all his friends were in pre-med. He concen-
trated in zoology and psychology, and completed his requirements for a
zoology major by the end of his junior year when he was admitted to
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medical school at the University of Michigan. (In those days medical
students left normal undergraduate coursework after their third year in
college.) After a visit to the campus, Stanton concluded that he would be
unable to pay his bills with part-time work and manage his studies.

At that point he got a job offer from N. W. Ayer, a prestigious
Philadelphia advertising agency. Executives there had been impressed by
the yearbook Stanton produced and asked him to join their training pro-
gram as a junior art director. He leaped at the chance, even if it meant
foregoing his college degree. During the summer of 1929 the company
sent him to a two-month course at the Bauhaus in Germany, where he
was dazzled by the world of design. But when he reported for work that
fall, the stock market crash had Madison Avenue reeling, and Ayer advised
him to return to Ohio and complete his degree.

Frank Stanton was drawn into studying radio through psychology. In
his junior year, he spent a semester exploring a topic on his own and
writing a paper. He decided to survey the development of radio as an
advertising medium—a choice akin to studying computers in the early
1970s. The library had no information on commercial radio, so Stanton
wrote to scores of advertisers inquiring how programs were chosen for
sponsorship and how the effectiveness of commercials was tested. He
spent months cataloguing the number of sets and stations in use. The
outcome was what he later called a ““gaudy paper,” superficial but chock-
ablock with statistics, charts, and graphs. It earned him an A.

Although he became known as the resident expert on radio in the
psychology department, he still had not set himself on a broadcasting
career. He had no job prospects at all, in fact, when he graduated in 1930.
To pay bills, he worked for the next year teaching typography and ad-
vanced typesetting at Roosevelt High School in Dayton. He and Ruth
were engaged by then. Shortly before their wedding day the bank in which
they had deposited their combined savings of $3,000 failed, and they lost
everything. They were married as planned, on New Year’s Eve, 1930, the
only time he could break away from his work.

In the meantime, Stanton blanketed graduate schools with applica-
tions for fellowships in psychology. Ohio State finally offered him a post
as teaching assistant for $83 a month—3$750 a year—in the Industrial Psy-
chology Laboratory where he planned to earn an advanced degree. Frank
Stanton would always regret not having attended an Ivy League school.
Attaching a doctorate to his name partly compensated, yet he would for-
ever feel the outsider in the world of East Coast powerbrokers. In his
seventies he would be invited to join the Harvard Board of Overseers—
the first non-Harvard graduate to be so honored. Afterwards he could be
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seen dining in the New York Harvard Club—often with a guest, but just
as frequently alone—savoring the richly paneled ambiance he missed in his
youth.

Stanton grew more intrigued by the psychology of mass communi-
cations, specifically why and how people react to the information they
receive. He tried to assess how the format and design of magazines and
newspapers influence readers. For his master’s thesis, completed in 1932,
he concluded that print on dull paper was easier to read than that on
slick paper (“The Influence of Surface and Tint of Paper on the Specd
of Reading”).

The studies leading to Stanton’s doctoral dissertaiion firmly planted
him in radio at last. He believed the impact of radio was more profound
than print, yet few people had bothered to analyze why. He wrote to
NBC and CBS, describing his views not only on how audiences were
measured, but how radio affected attitudes toward purchasing and politics.
NBC sent a polite, perfunctory reply; but Paul Kesten at CBS weighed in
with a three-page letter he had obviously typed himself. He said that CBS
was keenly interested in many of the same questions, and he would be
cager to see any information Stanton could produce. He tried to steer
Stanton away from fruitless research while nudging him toward those
areas CBS would find most useful. Stanton responded “like a puppy who
finally got attention,” he recalled later. “I reoriented my problems and
went to work on my thesis.”

Stanton focused on the way networks measured the size of the audi-
ence by use of postcards and telephone calls. He studied and catalogued
the advantages and disadvantages of each approach. Something was
needed, he reasoned, a mechanism to measure viewing patterns without
bias or reliance on memory. So Stanton the lifelong tinkerer invented a
device, a black box that he could plug into a radio—a crude antecedent of
the Nielsen audimeter that would become the primary measurement of
broadcast audiences for more than four decades. Inside the box was a small
motor that he built himself. Connected to the motor was a moving waxed
paper tape and a stylus that would scratch across the tape to show which
station was tuned in during given time periods.

He built fifty of the boxes, casting the aluminum casings himself. He
went door to door and persuaded families to plug in the device for several
weeks. His cover story was a sly fabrication that would have made Paley
proud: Stanton passed himself off as an engineering student interested in
using the devices to measure electrical current.

He visited the families every few days and quizzed them on what they
had heard the previous evening; then he unspooled the rolls and studied
the tapes. He discovered that the memories of listeners were often faulty.
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After two years of this research, Stanton wrote to Kesten, describing
his results. Kesten was intrigued by the recording device and wanted to
see it. He offered to pay Stanton’s railway ticket if he would come to New
York for a meeting; instead, Stanton bundled Ruth into the Model A and
headed for New York on an icy day in February 1933. As he drove her
down Fifth Avenue for the first time, she gasped at the fancy shops. They
stayed for two nights at the New Yorker Hotel, where they drank sloe gin
fizzes—all on a CBS expense account.

Stanton took his black box to CBS for a meeting with Kesten and
two other executives to present his preliminary evidence on network lis-
tening habits. The chief engineer for CBS, Ed Cohan, was openly con-
temptuous. He considered it an amateur contraption, and as Stanton
winced he banged it down on the table to show his disgust. Kesten, how-
ever, was enthusiastic. CBS was in the throes of its fight with NBC over
the Crossley ratings. He knew that because NBC was better established
than CBS, with stronger stations and bigger shows, a listener’s memory
would probably favor the more prominent network. An impartial device
might help buttress CBS’s claims to popularity. He told Stanton to return
to Columbus, conduct further experiments, and send in all his studies.

The two men kept in close contact. Stanton sent Kesten a pamphlet
called “Checking the Checkers” that showed the inadequacy of the Cross-
ley system of recall against the recording device. Later Stanton told Kesten
that he wanted to compare the effectiveness of advertisements heard on
the radio with those read on the page. CBS sent Stanton $100, and he
produced “Memory for Advertising Copy Presented Visually vs. Orally,”
which gave the edge to the spoken over the printed word.

Kesten found this study useful in CBS’s campaign to persuade adver-
tisers that the ear was more receptive than the eye. CBS had been publish-
ing similar studies on its own. Here, at last, was research conducted
outside the network—albeit with quiet underwriting—that came to the
same conclusion. When Stanton sent Kesten his dissertation, an exhaustive
analysis of his work with the recording devices entitled “A Critique of
Present Methods and a New Plan for Studying Radio Listening Behavior,”
Kesten knew he must have the young man on his staff. Without hesitation,
Stanton accepted an offer of $55 a week, and in October 1935 he joined
CBS’s two-man research department.

Frank Stanton never pursued a grand design, yet somehow all the
pieces of his background had fallen into place as he entered the elevator at
485 Madison Avenue: his experience in marketing, advertising, and design
at the Store; his architectural avocation; his knowledge of typography and
layouts, photography and film; his research in psychology; and his exten-
sive study of radio broadcasting and its effects on listeners.
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The young Ohio State graduate brought a prestigious credential to
CBS: the world of business, particularly show business, could boast few
doctors of philosophy. “The Sales Department used my degree for all it
was worth, to my embarrassment,” Stanton said years later. Midway
through the 1930s, when CBS was avidly upgrading its image, it was very
useful to have a doctor in the house.

11

Network.” The public perceived CBS as an organization seeking ex-

cellence in every facet of its operation—from its programming to the
decor of its offices. CBS’s image was no accident. It was spurred by the
federal government’s efforts in the 1930s to tighten regulations on radio.
Bill Paley and his key executives recognized that unless they created a
medium that seemed above reproach, they faced strict regulations, re-
stricted operations, and diminished profits.

Guided first by Edward Bernays, then by Klauber and Kesten, Paley
carefully decorated the CBS schedule with superior educational, cultural,
and news programs. Although these offerings constituted a tiny portion
of CBS programming, the network publicized them aggressively—even
deceptively—so that in the public’s mind they overshadowed the endless
hours of middlebrow and lowbrow entertainment.

Despite his emphasis on public relations, Paley was largely to blame
for radio’s troubles with the regulators. While NBC had opened the door
to light entertainment by signing ““Amos 'n’ Andy” in 1929, it was Paley
who flooded his network with escapist fare and strident commercials.
NBC had little choice but to follow suit.

The excesses of network radio in the late 1920s and early 1930s—even
broadcasters at the time admitted that radio was “‘nothing but a huge three
ring vaudeville and circus”—inevitably drew the attention of Washington
politicians. A new group called the National Committee on Education by
Radio prodded Congress to consider legislation to regulate broadcasting
more closely than the Radio Act of 1927. Among the provisions of the
proposed bill was a requirement that 15 percent of all channels be reserved
for educational use.

On Friday, January 17, 1930, Paley appeared before the Senate Com-
mittee on Interstate Commerce. It was the first of ten days of scheduled

IN LATER YEARS CBS would glory in its reputation as the “Tiffany
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hearings, and Paley knew that his network’s future prosperity depended
on defeating the 15 percent provision. For slightly more than an hour,
Paley patiently explained the structure and finances of CBS, and fielded
questions from seven inquisitive but polite senators who were largely
ignorant about network radio.

Paley’s presentation was entirely scripted by Edward Bernays. It must
have been difficult for Paley, who suffered from a lifelong fear of speaking
from a prepared text. The thought of uttering even one inappropriate
word filled him with dread; in later years he would make his speechwriters
go through as many as twenty-five drafts. He had made no revisions in
the Bernays text, but had drilled himself hard in his room at the Carlton
Hotel in Washington, D.C., reading the statement over and over.

Paley gave an effective performance, a cunning blend of apparent
candor and high ideals. He described CBS’s success as an advertising me-
dium, displaying a chart entitled ““The Phenomenal Growth of Broadcast
Advertising . . . The Greatest Media Development in the History of Ad-
vertising.”” But Bernays had also cast him as a concerned businessman. I
do not wish to lead you into believing that I regard radio as other than a
business,” said Paley. “It is the function of enlightened business, however,
to serve the public, and in doing that, we are following in the footsteps of
the greatest and most successful industries in America. Happily in the case
of our own industry, there are larger opportunities to be of such service
than may be found perhaps in any other line of activity, with the possible
exception of the public press.”

CBS had been able to serve the public well, Paley insisted, because it
was independent—free of ‘“‘special interests” and “‘entangling alliances.”
He conveniently ignored the ways advertisers dictated the content of pro-
grams and compromised radio’s so-called independence. Radio’s only le-
gitimate regulators were the listeners, he said, who could register their
disapproval by turning off their sets. The competition for listeners and
advertisers between CBS and NBC had been “of almost inestimable ben-
efit.”” If this competition was permitted to continue unimpeded, he prom-
ised, even better radio programs would result. Competition, after all, was
“the winning principle of American business.”

Bernays had directed Paley to avoid saying much about the mass
appeal programs that enabled CBS to profit handsomely—programs like
the “‘Street and Smith” detective magazine stories that included what one
complaint to the Federal Radio Commission called “dramatic and bloody
murder’” scenes. Instead, Paley kept repeating that just 22 percent of CBS’s
schedule was taken up by sponsored programs; only when pressed by one
senator did he acknowledge that the sponsored shows were broadcast
during the most desirable evening hours of the CBS schedule.
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It was the other 78 percent, the unsponsored programs, that Paley
wished to impress on the senators. He didn’t seem the least self-conscious
that many of these shows stretched the notion of public service with such
offerings as “Nit-Wit Hour,” ‘“‘Hank Simmons’ Show Boat,” and fifteen
minutes of ‘“‘Fashion Talk” by Dorothy Paley’s friend Marjorie Oelrichs.
The biggest unsponsored category was popular music, the sort usually
played among the potted palms at tea dances, and it accounted for nearly
32 out of the previous week’s 86%2 unsponsored hours. There were still 28
unsponsored hours of symphonic music a week as well. Not that Paley
had any commitment to high culture. Music filled the airwaves in those
days, he later admitted, because “it was the cheapest and easiest thing to
do.”

Paley also catered to the self-interest of his interlocutors by mention-
ing no less than three times the CBS shows that featured the views of
senators and congressmen—although such programs comprised a two-
hour sliver of the weekly schedule. Foremost among these fledgling news
programs were regular Washington political analyses from Frederic Wil-
liam Wile in *“The Political Situation in Washington Tonight”; a weekly
commentary by H. V. Kaltenborn; and the National Radio Forum from
Washington. Paley was gratified to find the senators *“very interested and
I must say not hostile at all. I think they were beginning to see the magic
of radio”—not to mention radio’s political uses.

News and public affairs programs formed the cornerstone of the
image-building strategy Bernays and Paley had launched the previous
year. Initially neither CBS nor NBC had done much in news broadcasting.
NBC saw itself performing a noble mission in creating the first national
network, but at the same time it was reluctant to appear too powerful or
influential. The passage of the Radio Act of 1927 had come amid congres-
sional concern that a single corporation—namely, RCA—might dominate
the flow of information on the airwaves. Thus the emphasis of the Radio
Act was on the responsibility of local station owners to serve their com-
munities; there was no mention of networks and their duties. In keeping
with its low profile, NBC did not set up a service to regularly report and
comment on national news. It merely broadcast important public events,
such as political conventions, Independence Day ceremonies, and
speeches.

At first Paley followed NBC’s lead. CBS covered official functions to
fill time while trying to seem public-spirited and responsible. Like NBC,
it broadcast countless campaign speeches as well as the presidential election
returns in 1928. But on Inauguration Day in March 1929, Paley began to
appreciate the public appetite for news programs. CBS and NBC devoted
the entire day to Herbert Hoover’s White House reception, motorcade,
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swearing in, and inaugural ball. The two networks were rewarded with
the biggest combined audience up to that time, 63 million listeners.

Bernays, meanwhile, was prodding Paley to create an identity distinct
from NBC. His prescription for CBS was to emphasize information and
communication. “I recognized the importance of freedom of speech and
freedom of the press, so I told him to keep stressing these elements, which
he did,” said Bernays. Paley saw that news programs could attract lis-
teners. But he also recognized that CBS’s prestige “would depend to a
considerable extent upon how well we could provide’ radio news.

Paley’s appearance on Capitol Hill in 1930 helped create the impres-
sion that CBS was the leader in public affairs and news programs. Ironi-
cally, Paley made his pronouncements just as he was poised to unleash a
tide of mindless programs and tasteless commercials—all in the interests
of meeting the profit goals imposed by Paramount. But, for the moment,
his soothing words kept the legislators at bay. They believed his assurances
that CBS would continue to uphold the public interest even as it competed
against NBC. The legislation calling for the 15 percent quota disappeared.

Bernays later called his and Paley’s words an “empty promise.” ““The
public interest programming the statement bragged about was the result
of Columbia’s inability to get sponsored programs,” said Bernays. “Com-
pared to its older competitor, NBC, Columbia had hours of time unsold.
If Columbia’s policy, enforced by its lack of business, could have been
carried forward it would have been a great boon to the public. Regrettably,
the implied promise was never maintained.”

Paley had learned his lessons from Bernays well. He knew how to
maintain a facade of quality by announcing highbrow programs with great
fanfare. While NBC spent far more money to develop its cultural pro-
grams—$2 million in 1932 versus CBS’s $827,000—CBS was widely
thought to be the leader. In the autumn of 1930 Paley signed the New
York Philharmonic, then conducted by Arturo Toscanini, for a series of
unsponsored broadcasts on Sunday afternoons. Although advertisers had
no interest in that time period, Paley hoped that the Philharmonic would
draw more upper-class listeners to radio. “Radio had so little appeal to top
people,” recalled Bernays, ‘‘that neither Clarence Mackay . .. who
headed the orchestra’s board, nor Arthur Judson, the manager, were will-
ing to lend themselves to personal publicity in connection with the orches-
tra’s engagement. We sent a telegram to 5o leaders in the music field all
over the country telling them of the contract with the orchestra and asking
their opinion.”

Around the same time, Paley sensed another public relations payoff
when he organized Columbia Concerts Corporation, which merged the
seven leading concert bureaus in the country, all of which were on the
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verge of going under in the Depression. Paley worked hard to pull these
bitter rivals together. He conducted most of the negotiations by long-
distance telephone from Havana, where he was vacationing. One night he
was on the phone from midnight to three in the morning.

The new bureau was intended to keep struggling performing artists
employed by booking them in concert halls around the country, and even
on rival NBC. But Paley also found the bureau useful in other ways. He
earned congratulations for his heroic rescue, and he mollified Judson, who
had been hurt when Paley bounced him from the network in 1928, by
making him president of the bureau. The enterprise also would provide a
cheap training ground for singers and other musicians, giving CBS an
endless supply of new talent. “Out of this liaison has grown the CBS
reputation among musicians as a medium of first-class musical programs,”
wrote Fortune in 1935. “Mr. Paley made a shrewd move in the direction
of network prestige when he put Columbia’s name on it.”

In reality, neither network had a clear edge in quality musical pro-
grams during the thirties. NBC had its acclaimed “Music Appreciation
Hour” with Walter Damrosch, NBC’s resident conductor. Paley
countered with “Piano Pointers,” a series of Saturday afternoon recitals
and discussions of piano techniques by Abram Chasins, a prominent pia-
nist. Paley had met Chasins at the summer home of his friend Adam
Gimbel; when Chasins described his proposed program, Paley recognized
its value in appealing to an elite audience at little cost.

After CBS scored its coup with the Philharmonic, Paley tried in 1930
to lure the Metropolitan Opera for a series of Sunday concerts. But NBC
executives convinced Met officials that their productions would be better
served on their network. The maneuver infuriated Paley: “It was a bitter
blow and one that I resented for a long time.”” He could console himself,
however, that his Philharmonic broadcasts cost him only $35,000 a year,
while the Met cost NBC $191,000.

Paley’s motivation for his cultural venture was not only to build CBS
but to enhance William Paley. “There was a twofold impetus on Bill Paley
for cultural programs,” said William Fineshriber, who joined CBS’s pub-
licity department in the 1930s. “He had to show Washington a record for
public service. But he also had a genuine desire not to be a cigar salesman.
He wanted to do something with meaning.”

Despite such high-profile ornaments as the Philharmonic and the Co-
lumbia Concerts Corporation, Paley was steadily reducing the number of
classical music programs on CBS. By the mid-thirties they comprised only
10 percent of the unsponsored schedule, compared with 26 percent in 1930.
Clearly, he was walking an indistinct line when it came to stating what
precisely CBS stood for.
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Paley followed twin tracks in the early 1930s—garnering prestige
through his unsponsored programs while also pandering to men like
George Washington Hill, president of American Tobacco. Not only were
advertisers buying commercial time, they were creating and shaping an
increasing number of programs. Commercials and programs were often
indistinguishable as stars routinely plugged products in their shows. By
the mid-thirties, a handful of advertising agencies held enormous power
over more than one third of the CBS and NBC schedules—and nearly all
the network time in the prime evening hours.

As network commercialism increased, Senator Burton K. Wheeler,
one of Paley’s questioners in 1930, announced that the airwaves had be-
come a ‘“‘pawnshop.” In January 1932, Senator James Couzens, chairman
of the Interstate Commerce Committee, introduced a resolution noting
“the growing dissatisfaction with the present use of radio facilities.”
Among other questions, Couzens asked the Federal Radio Commission
about the feasibility of limiting advertising or converting the system to
government ownership.

The election of Franklin D. Roosevelt in November 1932 intensified
the impulse to reform radio. The nation’s economy was in such a shambles
that even conservative bankers on Wall Street agreed with FDR’s calls to
regulate certain industries. As the political climate shifted leftward, critics
of the commercial system of broadcasting—an assortment of scholars and
educators—grew more influential. James Rorty, a socialist writing in
Harper’s, The New Republic, The Nation, and The New Masses, eloquently
attacked advertising as a corruption of radio’s potential. The National
Committee on Education by Radio renewed its lobbying in Congress,
contending correctly that the educational function of radio had been sub-
verted by businessmen. At the networks, the educators said, public service
meant little more than service to the advertisers.

In 1933 the advocates of reform attracted two strong Washington
allies, Senator Robert F. Wagner of New York and Senator Henry D.
Hatfield of West Virginia, who co-sponsored a tough amendment to the
proposed new communications act. The Wagner-Hatfield Amendment
would cancel all broadcast licenses and redistribute them among commer-
cial as well as non-profit broadcasters. Twenty-five percent of the nation’s
radio stations would be assigned to educational operators, an even larger
proportion than was envisioned in 1930.

The elimination of one fourth of the radio stations would have been
devastating to commercial broadcasters. Station owners and network of-
ficials united in a strong lobby to fight the proposed amendment. Paley
appeared before congressional committees to argue for the status quo, as
he had in 1930. This time he pleaded not only for CBS but for the entire
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radio industry—a strategy designed by Kesten to put the second-ranked
network in the forefront of the fight. Working from speeches and testi-
mony written by Ed Klauber, Paley served as the broadcast industry’s
most eloquent spokesman.

CBS was in a better position to meet the reformers’ challenge than it
had been in 1930. Having bought back CBS’s stock from Paramount and
regained control of his network, Paley could more readily counter his
critics with classy new programs—and ever more sophisticated promo-
tional strategies.

Today corporations routinely make statements about themselves
through such devices as post-modern buildings or art galleries in their
lobbies. But in the 1930s, striking a corporate attitude was still a novelty.
Paul Kesten had a genius for devising a classy CBS *look™ that would
impress advertisers, government officials, and those who wrote about the
radio business. He enlisted his friend, the designer William Lescaze, to
carry this CBS style through offices and studios, reception areas, clock
faces, signs, microphones, even lighting fixtures. The style was sleek and
spare, with hints of Art Deco. It included “smooth surfaces, fluid forms,
and unadorned wall planes,” wrote one architectural critic. Kesten insisted
on such consistency that the curve of a stairwell in CBS’s Los Angeles
studios was patterned after the arm of the microphone Lescaze designed
for CBS. The idea behind these images was to portray CBS as a vital new
industry that had its eye on the future.

Paley has always received credit for creating the CBS look. Paradox-
ically, one of his favorite stories about the earliest days at CBS was a
resolution he made to ignore trappings like handsome studios and offices.
It happened, he said, when he was walking by the Capitol Theater, Man-
hattan’s fanciest movie house, which was showing an inferior motion
picture. He glanced across the street where he saw a rundown theater that
was offering a high-quality movie. He found himself spurning the Capi-
tol’s film, despite its elaborate surroundings, and choosing to see the better
movie, despite the shabbiness of the theater. ““I realized that it was because
the quality of the picture and what I had heard about it were more impor-
tant than the trimmings,” he later recalled. “We were competing very
strongly against NBC, and they were very rich, with palatial headquarters.
... We decided to put every nickel we had into the programming and the
quality of our shows. We didn’t care about the fancy stuff that the people
at home never saw anyway.”

Only at Kesten’s urging did Paley eventually succumb to spending
money on the trimmings as well as the programs. Paley was smart enough
to see that creating a visual identity for CBS could not only enhance the
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network’s best programs, but image making could help override deficien-
cies in quality on the air.

This was as true of CBS’s written promotions as it was of its lobbies
and neon signs. Kesten produced a stream of eye-catching booklets, pam-
phlets, and magazine advertisements with snappy titles like “The Flood
Hits the Valleys” and “The Added Increment.”” In one slick handout called
“The Air Bites Shrewdly,” Kesten described CBS as “a concert hall, a
herald of news, a public forum, a field of sport, a hall of learning, a carnival
of music, of laughter. All the world’s its stage, and all the nation its
audience. Today’s air is bright with magic Shakespeare never dreamed of,
summoned at the touch of a dial.”

CBS’s maneuvering in Washington complemented its public pro-
nouncements. In 1933, Paley hired Henry Adams Bellows, a Federal Radio
Commissioner and Harvard man who was close to Roosevelt. Bellows led
CBS’s lobbying effort along with Harry Butcher, another Roosevelt inti-
mate. Throughout the early months of 1934 they met with key players on
Capitol Hill and in the White House. In a message that May to Stephen
Early, Roosevelt’s press secretary, Bellows asked that the president be told
“exactly what this amendment [the Wagner-Hatfield] means, because in
the whole industry of broadcasting in this country, nothing has been sug-
gested which has the destructive possibilities of this proposal.” By then
Roosevelt grasped for himself the power of radio; the previous year he had
given his first four “Fireside Chats” to a rapt public. The Roosevelt White
House was keenly aware of the need for good relations with the nation’s
broadcasters. Roosevelt did not press for passage of Wagner-Hatfield.

The amendment was defeated, and the Communications Act of 1934
was signed into law in June. Other than substituting a Federal Communi-
cations Commission for the old Federal Radio Commission, it perpetuated
the laissez-faire approach of the 1927 radio law. The federal government
could only regulate stations, not the influential networks and their part-
ners, the advertisers. The commission could strip stations of their licenses
if they failed to operate according to the “public interest, convenience, and
necessity”—a phrase borrowed from railroad regulation that was suffi-
ciently vague to cripple the commission’s ability to do much of anything
except correct the most egregious abuses. As the broadcasting historian
Erik Barnouw has noted, “The FCC'’s licensing power was essentially a
life-or-death authority. Its grimness was its main difficulty. A weapon so
total was hard to use.”

Congress referred the question of educational broadcasting to the new
FCC. The commission held pro forma hearings in October and November
of 1934 with ample testimony from both sides. M. H. Aylesworth, presi-
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dent of NBC, proclaimed the programs of Amos and Andy to be one of
the greatest educational forces on the air; Paley reiterated his pledges of
devotion to cultural and public affairs programs; and the commissioners
reported to Congress that broadcasters were devoting sufficient time to
educational programs. The reformers had lost their battle to change the
course of American radio.

Had the outcome been different, with one quarter of all stations de-
voted to educational programs and with tighter regulations on commercial
operators, broadcasting might have been a tool for greater enlightenment
throughout its history; the troughs of lowest-common-denominator
sameness that dominated radio and television for several decades might
have averted. Entrepreneurs like Paley would have been given enough
leeway to thrive, although their enormous profits would have been
smaller. And they would have been forced to maintain their commitment
to public service and diversified programming.

As it happened, it was only technological innovations—FM radio,
cable television, videocassette recorders—that gave radio and television
the range of choices available today. The principal reason these technolo-
gies eventually prevailed was that the traditional networks had become so
profoundly unsatisfying. And it was radio’s pioneers, Paley chief among
them, who worked hardest—by encouraging restrictive regulation—to
hold back the very technologies that have helped broadcasting fulfill its
potential.

12

ILL PALEY emerged from the battle over the Communications

Act of 1934 the proud victor. Broadcasting would continue as a

paradoxical hybrid: a competitive, private, profit-making enter-
prise supported by advertising, and a public trust obliged to serve a vague
public interest. *“What I would like to know is how you Americans can
successfully worship God and Mammon at the same time,” Lord Reith,
the founder of the British Broadcasting Corporation, once asked a pair of
CBS executives in the early thirties. In the long run, they could not. To
build advertising revenues, radio broadcasters put on more programs
aimed at a mass audience, squeezing out programs for a smaller, selective
audience. The FCC turned out to be a paper tiger, and Paley saw that he
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could get away with steadily diminishing the public service programming
that he had proclaimed on Capitol Hill.

At first, though, Paley and his counterparts at NBC had to deliver on
their promises to Congress. The late 1930s brought a flowering of cultural
and public affairs programs that has never been equaled. Not only did
CBS underwrite bold new programs, it deftly exploited them to further
enhance its prestigious image—usually at NBC’s expense.

Paley hired his first full-time programming chief in 1936, a failed
advertising executive and college dropout named William B. Lewis. Paley
had placed an ad in broadcasting journals headlined: WANTED: A BIG MAN.
But Lewis was not even among the six hundred applicants who responded.
He had read about Paley in Fortune magazine and sent a letter to the CBS
president at home. Paley mistakenly dropped the letter onto Klauber’s file
of a half-dozen finalists for the job. Klauber hired Lewis after one inter-
view.

Recognizing that most of CBS’s unsponsored programs were simply
filling time, Lewis transformed them into a testing ground. His first ven-
ture was the Columbia Workshop for experimental drama. He hired tal-
ented directors like William N. Robson and Orson Welles and produced
acclaimed verse plays by Archibald MacLeish, Stephen Vincent Benét, W.
H. Auden, and a young journalist named Norman Corwin. CBS’s Mer-
cury Theater on the Air, run by Orson Welles and John Houseman, also
offered bold new productions.

These dramas were rather highbrow for Paley; he wiscly let Lewis
select and shape them. But he appreciated their quality, and he got the
most out of them. He placed the Workshop opposite NBC'’s top-rated
Jack Benny program in prime time and the Mercury Theater opposite the
Edgar Bergen—Charlie McCarthy program on Sundays at 8:00 p.m. These
were throwaway positions, because no advertiser would bother going up
against either NBC powerhouse, yet they served to further the image of
CBS as the more enlightened network.

To reinforce this impression, CBS ran publicity campaigns—de-
signed by Kesten and approved by Paley—that were replete with misstate-
ments. Initially the competition declined to retaliate. NBC officials
assumed that the public would recognize CBS’s deceptions. “In the past,
Columbia has issued several promotion pieces which might have goaded
us to a rebuttal. But it has always been our policy to avoid this type of
fight,” an NBC official wrote in November 1934. “This is the stronger
attitude to take, even though many of the Columbia pieces have been full
of loopholes which we could easily have turned to our advantage.”

Time after time NBC underestimated CBS’s promotional skills. Pal-
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ey’s biggest coup was a grand announcement on May 15, 1935, timed to
coincide with the opening of a FCC conference on ways to increase edu-
cational programs on the networks. CBS and NBC had previously agreed
to issue a joint statement of principles. As late as May 13, Fred Willis,
Paley’s special assistant, wrote a letter to NBC president M. H. Ayles-
worth urging that the broadcasters should “not represent ourselves indi-
vidually, but solely as an industry.”

NBC officials were consequently stunned when Paley announced, in
a handsomely bound booklet, three sweeping policies. There would be
new time limits on commercial announcements. They would be restricted
to a maximum of 10 percent of the time allotted to programs after 6:00
P.M. and 15 percent of daytime broadcasts. Children’s programs would
have to conform to new standards that eliminated eight themes, such as
exalting gangsters, fostering disrespect for parents, and glorifying “con-
ceit, smugness or an unwarranted superiority over others.” And CBS
would ban all advertising for products such as laxatives, deodorants, de-
pilatories, and other products having to do with “internal bodily functions
or the symptomatic results of internal disturbances” that violated standards
of good taste.

The announcement was viewed at NBC headquarters as classic Paley
grandstanding. “No one in NBC should become particularly excited about
this bit of publicity,” wrote an executive named M. C. Witmer to Richard
Patterson, a vice-president of NBC, the next day. “It is one of those things
that creates quite a stir at first, but re-acts very negatively indeed a little
later on.” NBC had already studied similar restrictions on commercial
time but had been unable to devise a workable formula. “Some ten-word
commercials are too long,” wrote Edgar Kobak, an NBC executive, to
Patterson. “‘Copy length cannot be measured in minutes—but in interest.”

Kobak was dead wrong, as the adoption of industrywide standards
on commercial length later showed. Characteristically, Paley had found
the simplest solution, a numerical formula in this case. He was also canny
in singling out the murder and mayhem on children’s programs before
educators had a chance to pounce. NBC, by contrast, was astonishingly
shortsighted. “Let’s not go ‘sissy’ with the kids or they won’t listen now
—or when they grow up,” Kobak wrote. “We still want to raise kids with
some adventure and fight and imagination. The best way to plan programs
for youngsters is to let them judge.”

As a result of the new policy, CBS lost all its children’s adventure
programming to NBC. And when CBS’s uplifting substitutes failed to
attract enough viewers, the network gradually permitted the old “blood
and thunder” forms to creep back. But by then no one was paying much
attention. Paley had established himself as a public-spirited broadcaster.
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Paley’s gamesmanship was more egregious when it came to “bodily
function” advertising. NBC had decided to ban commercials for laxatives,
deodorants, and similar products back in November 1933—eighteen
months before CBS’s announcement. Instead of making a public procla-
mation, NBC chose to work quietly with advertisers to eliminate abuses.
When all the offending commercials had been eliminated, NBC planned
to announce the results. NBC asked CBS to institute a similar policy, but
CBS declined. Instead, CBS picked up countless laxative and deodorant
commercials turned down by NBC. “They got so many and they were so
bad that they were forced to clean house and do it in a hurry,” wrote
Kobak to an RCA official in June 1935. “Columbia told the world about
their rules before they set up a department to clean up the bad things.”

In fact, CBS’s policy was even more devious than that. It was set up
so that the network would accept no new contracts for the taboo products.
However, it would honor renewals of existing contracts. In those days
sponsors routinely deserted the networks during the slow summer
months. But in the summer of 1935, the laxative manufacturers would
have lost their spots on CBS had they taken their usual hiatus. So they
stayed on and were permitted to renew in the fall. Ethical or not, Paley
had pulled off a business coup: in the year he banned laxative advertise-
ments, he reaped more revenue from those commercials than ever before.
It was only a matter of time before the ban was quietly phased out.

Meanwhile, Senator Burton Wheeler read the CBS policies into the
Congressional Record with accompanying encomiums. Newspapers and
magazines ran laudatory articles. As the weeks went by, even NBC exec-
utives grudgingly acknowledged that Paley had reaped a publicity bo-
nanza. But NBC’s Aylesworth deluded himself into believing that “it is
apparent to the press . . . that we acted before Columbia did, but in a
different manner. . . . I think our method was much more dignified and
will have a lasting effect in the history of broadcasting.” How wrong he
was. In one history book after another, Paley’s announcements in 1935
mark his emergence as the industry leader.

CBS’s tactics wore NBC down. By 1938 John Royal, the vice-presi-
dent for programs hired by Sarnoff to counter Lewis’s innovations over at
CBS, was complaining in a letter: “I cannot impress upon you how much
they are doing to try to take first place in prestige, and they will not stop
at anything.” NBC’s new president, Niles Trammell, wrote less than a
year later: “I am certain that we do a much better job than Columbia in
every part of educational and cultural programs. The thing that I think
probably irks us all is the fact that Columbia with an inferior schedule gets
a break on publicity.”

Throughout the late thirties, David Sarnoff continually harangued his
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executives to match CBS’s tactics. *“We simply cannot ignore Columbia’s
consistent and persistent claims to leadership in network broadcasting,” he
complained to Lenox Lohr, another NBC official, in August 1939. “We
must meet it with facts and with skill.”

CBS’s aggressiveness eventually forced NBC to play by CBS rules.
Just as in the early wars for affiliated stations and ratings, NBC joined
CBS in hand-to-hand combat over programs and promotions. In 1937,
NBC launched a campaign to sign Toscanini—who had left the New York
Philharmonic in a dispute the year before—as conductor of a new NBC
Symphony; it would give weekly broadcasts with no commercial interrup-
tions. Sarnoff was every bit as relentless in his pursuit of the maestro as
Paley had been in courting such middlebrows as Will Rogers and Major
Bowes.

Sarnoft’s success brought NBC wide acclaim. That summer the two
networks found themselves in a pointless competition dubbed the *“Shake-
speare War.” CBS announced a series of Shakespeare plays starring Bur-
gess Meredith, Walter Huston, and Edward G. Robinson; Sarnoff
countered with a similar series showcasing John Barrymore. NBC’s Royal
admitted at the time, *“We didn’t put it on because we were great enthusi-
asts for Shakespeare; to be strictly honest we put it on for Exhibit A, to
show educators . . . that we were adding something to culture.”

With these highly publicized contests, a personal rivalry between
Paley and Sarnoff burst into public view. In large measure, NBC'’s original
indifference to CBS’s promotional tactics had arisen from Sarnoff’s hostil-
ity to Paley and CBS. In Paley’s early years at the network, NBC execu-
tives declined even to meet with the upstart broadcaster for fear of
dignifying his enterprise. But with every Paley success, Sarnoff grew more
Jealous, not only of Paley’s professional achievements but his social ad-
vancement. Sarnoff had a bright and fashionable French wife, Lizette, yet
he was uncomfortable in the world of high society where Paley now
moved so easily.

“He couldn’t understand why women were so attracted to Bill,”
Frank Stanton said. “‘He couldn’t understand why Bill spent so much time
on social events. He didn’t think Bill worked very hard, and he really
resented the attention Bill got.”

Sarnoff became obsessed with learning about Paley’s operations and
techniques. He regularly pestered his executives for figures on CBS’s prof-
itability. In 1937, for example, NBC earned only $3.7 million on revenues
of $41.3 million, compared to CBS’s $4.2 million on revenues of $28
million. Sarnoff demanded an explanation. The main reason, NBC exec-
utives concluded, was that CBS did not spend as much on unsponsored
programs.
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During the Depression, Sarnoff was making $100,000 a year, the
equivalent, in today’s dollars, of nearly $1 million, but only about half
what Paley earned in salary and bonus. Both men had majestic offices.
Sarnoff’s, paneled in white oak, occupied a spacious corner of the fifty-
third floor of the RCA Building in Rockefeller Center. Adjoining the
office was a private barbershop, lavatory, and dressing room. From his
desk he could see across Manhattan and up the Hudson River. He had
bought a thirty-room town house, complete with an elevator, on East 71st
Street, that was larger than Paley’s on Beekman Place.

Although Sarnoff had the superior intellect, he was deliberate and
methodical and in his eyes, everything Paley achieved came too easily. To
Sarnoff, Paley was a child of privilege. He also envied Paley’s operation.
“He could not understand how Bill got so many good people,” Stanton
said. Once, in the 1930s, Sarnoff even tried to lure Paley to run NBC—a
tacit recognition of Paley’s superiority in programming. But Paley
spurned the offer quickly. Not only was it patronizing, it confirmed to
Paley that he had the upper hand.

Sarnoff never appreciated that Paley was a creative and shrewd entre-
preneur who leaned on and learned from his top administrators, Klauber
and Kesten. Paley was not in charge all the time as Sarnoft was. Although
Paley might reverse himself several times, he at least could be reached
directly and quickly by subordinates for crucial decisions.

A starched shirt who remained aloof from NBC executives, Sarnoff
surrounded himself with a tight circle of loyal RCA yes-men. He was a
visionary, and did not absorb ideas from others as Paley did. Sarnoff kept
his desk spotless, permitting only one memo to cross it at a time. He
worked long hours and frequently went home later than his staff. Many
of those evenings he spent alone at his desk, pondering strategies to solid-
ify RCA'’s leadership in communications and electronics. When a problem
arose, a stream of memos had to wend its way through layers of execu-
tives. Sarnoff would express his displeasure with rough marginal notes in
a dark, heavy scrawl. The thin precise lines of Paley’s handwriting, by
contrast, were studied and refined, conveying the image of a cultured man.

Paley shared some of Sarnoff’s traits—an enormous €ego, a hunger for
publicity, a growing contempt for underlings. Yet Paley’s strivings were
nearly invisible, his actions always veiled in gentility. Sarnoff was harshly
despotic, and fairly bristled with cockiness and authority. “There was no
mistaking what David Sarnoff wanted. He was very lucid and direct.
There was no bullshit,” said David Adams, a longtime NBC executive
and Sarnoff intimate.

Sarnoff lacked Paley’s feel for popular culture. He adored classical
music; his idea of relaxation was to sneak down to Studio 8-H in Rocke-
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feller Center and listen to the rehearsals of the NBC Symphony. When his
wife tuned into “Amos 'n’ Andy,” Sarnoff left the room. He had nothing
but contempt for comedians. “If comedy is the center of NBC’s activities,
then maybe I had better quit,” he once confided to one of his executives.
Given a preference, he would have aired only symphonies and classical
dramas on NBC. As one of his former executives said, “His outlook on
life was simply too serious to accommodate to popular taste. . . . He did
not understand the hunger for easy entertainment. . . . He saw broadcast-
ing as a means of bridging cultural differences, bringing people together
n greater understanding of one another.”

Paley, on the other hand, had a genius for mass programming, mainly
because it mirrored his own taste. He also understood that it was the path
to big money. Paley liked popular entertainers and wooed them with his
customary energy. When the actress Alice Faye came to New York, he
filled her hotel room with flowers; Sarnoff never sent her a posy. Paley
had a good ear for musical talent. He knew enough about dramatic struc-
ture to criticize a program intelligently. To Paley, Sarnoff was a hardware
man in a software business.

Publicly, Paley liked to portray their relationship as cordial and avun-
cular. “He liked me very much. I liked him very much,” said Paley. “We
would have weeks or months of battle and then suddenly there would be
calm again.” Their relationship, he maintained, was “sort of intimate. He
was a man with an exaggerated ego, a little jealous of a young snip who
had come along and made progress at a pace which was greater than his.”

Paley was put off by Sarnoff's more obvious identification as a Jew,
and Sarnoff was irritated by Paley’s WASP pretensions. Unlike Paley,
Sarnoff talked and wrote from time to time about the meaning of being a
Jew. “To Sarnoff, Paley wanted to operate in a gentile fast-paced high
society world. He basically gave up being Jewish,” said David Adams.
“Sarnoff wasn’t much of a Jew either, but he was a member of Temple
Emanu-EL”’

More than anything, it galled Sarnoff—the broadcasting pioneer, the
medium’s idealist—that Paley was referred to as “radio’s restless con-
science.” When Time magazine ran a cover story on the radio boom in the
late thirties, a broadly grinning Paley wearing a snappy glen plaid suit was
the cover boy. In Sarnoff's view, Paley was an opportunist who lacked
any long-range vision for the industry. Paley did indeed lack the capacity
for pure ideas, the defining characteristic of a visionary. Unlike Sarnoff,
Paley needed to see how something worked before he could embrace it.
Paley reaped where Sarnoff sowed—which rankled Sarnoff no end. “He
thought Paley had no concern with advancing broadcasting,” said David
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Adams. “Sarnoff was his own hero, and Paley wanted to make a name
and money for himself.”

To that end, Paley sanctioned two maneuvers in the late 1930s that
brought CBS into the big-time corporate world: the company went pub-
lic, and it made its first acquisition. The first move was motivated by
Paley’s financial ambition, the second by his sense of competition. Both
accelerated CBS’s growth and raised the company’s visibility.

A limited number of CBS shares began trading publicly in 1935. A
brisk market for CBS stock quickly developed on the strength of the
network’s impressive revenues and profits. For the first time Paley could
watch the value of his holdings fluctuate with the demand of investors. He
liked what he saw. By 1935 his share of the company had dropped to 33.7
percent from a high of 61 percent at the end of 1928. Yet his holdings were
worth as much as $13.8 million—approximately $131 million in 1990
dollars—compared with $4 million following the 1932 Paramount buy-
back. In 1936, investors drove the market value of CBS even higher. At
one point that year Paley’s stake was worth $17.3 million, based on bids
of $60 for each scarce share of stock.

Top CBS executives disagreed about the wisdom of opening CBS to
extensive public trading. In 1937, Paley held a meeting in his office to
discuss the pros and cons of listing the company on the New York Stock
Exchange. As was his custom, he went around the room secking opinions.
Klauber was against it, along with Joseph Ream, the corporate lawyer.
They argued that CBS should remain a small organization; staying private
would allow the company greater flexibility. “The stock had already got-
ten a little public,” recalled Ream. “It was already making us more
bottom-line conscious.”

Everyone else favored the move. Kesten endorsed it, as did CBS’s
chief counsel, Ralph Colin. “You're out of step,” they told Klauber and
Ream. “It’s a great deal.” Paley remained impassive, but his views came
clear on June 7, when CBS common stock was listed for the first time on
the Exchange.

Before that date, Paley sold off 7 percent for an estimated $1.3 million
—some $11.1 million in 1990 dollars. That left him with 26.3 percent of
the stock, which was worth $7.6 million by year’s end when the price was
$17 per share—nearly $80 million in today’s dollars. In 1940 he cashed in
again, selling 100,000 of his shares to the public. He netted $2.4 million
(approximately $22 million in 1990 dollars) and retained 20 percent of the
company—half of his original stake of 41 percent.

This began a steady erosion in Paley’s share of CBS—a course that
would continue and that reflected Paley’s anxieties about putting all his
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eggs in his own company’s basket. Despite his confidence in CBS, he
always had an underlying fear, perhaps even a superstition, that the
network’s prosperity could not last. He would willingly pare down his
holdings gradually so that he could invest in other moneymaking
schemes—real estate, oil wells—unencumbered by the public interest and
other restraints.

The decline in his stake had no effect on Paley’s proprietary view of
CBS. He continued to run the company as if he owned it entirely. During
the Depression years he took a salary of $40,000 ($400,000 in 1990 dollars)
and bonuses averaging $150,000 ($1. s million in 1990 dollars). But his big
score came in his yearly stock dividends, particularly before CBS went
public. Through the thirties they rose to a peak of $1.1 million in 1936
(311 million in 1990 dollars). In subsequent prewar years his annual divi-
dend never dropped below $778,000.

Paley frequently lamented taking the company public. He would say
to friends and colleagues that CBS could have taken risks and better served
the public without accountability to shareholders and the constant pressure
from Wall Street to increase profits. Yet he had ample resources to buy
more stock and run the company privately. He chose not to. The fact was
that Paley savored the barometer of Wall Street as a measure of his success.
And even without shareholders he would doubtless have made the same
bottom-line demands. ““His desire for more profits was insatiable,” said
John A. Schneider, a longtime top CBS executive. “He had a rapacious
attitude about money and profit that was second to none in his time,”’ said
a former high-level CBS executive.

Another way Paley sought to cushion himself from the vicissitudes of
a regulated business was by diversifying CBS. He took his first step by
happenstance, however. Once again, his in-law Isaac Levy played a pivotal
role.

Edward (Ted) Wallerstein, the head of RCA’s records division, RCA
Victor, was a neighbor of Ike Levy’s. One day in December 1938, Levy
complained to Wallerstein that Victor Records had not given the Philadel-
phia Orchestra adequate opportunity to record a prestigious repertoire.
Wallerstein countered that if Levy wanted to do something about it he
could buy another record company and sign the Philadelphia Orchestra
himself. Wallerstein even knew of a candidate, the American Record Com-
pany, which owned the old Columbia Phonograph Company—the same
Columbia that had briefly owned United Independent Broadcasters in
1927.

Since bailing out of the radio business, Columbia Phonograph had
nearly gone broke as a result of competition from newcomers to the re-
corded music field. It had become a minor player, the victim of misman-
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agement and inferior disks. In 1934, American Record bought Columbia
for $250,000. The president of American Record was Herbert Yates, who
also owned Republic Pictures in Hollywood. Yates had moved into re-
corded music because he believed that movie sound would be on disks and
not film. When that bet proved wrong, he was eager to unload the record
division.

Levy got wind that American Record could be bought for $800,000
—_more than three times what Yates had paid four years earlier. Levy did
not even flinch at the price; he was convinced the record business had a
great future. He first approached his cohorts in the high-stakes poker game
he played each week at the Manhattan Club in New York City. The crowd
there included Jerry Louchheim, Herbert Swope, and Jock Whitney, who
agreed to join him in the purchase. The next day Levy mentioned his plans
to Paley. When Paley heard the lineup of investors, his competitive in-
stincts flared. Although he knew little about the record business, he
pressed Levy to let CBS buy the company instead.

As in the original purchase of CBS, nowhere did Paley credit Levy
for spotting the record company. “I did the whole thing,” Paley once
boasted to two reporters from Fortune magazine. Indeed, as the decades
rolled by, Paley’s accounts of his prescience grew. He said that he had
watched the record business fall apart during the 1930s as people turned to
radio for music. But he knew that with the advent of drama, variety,
comedy, and news on the radio there would be less room for music. Paley
said he felt that the record business would boom as a result. All of that
was true—with the benefit of hindsight.

“I wanted to expand,” he maintained to one writer, ‘“and there was a
natural affinity, I thought, between records and broadcasting. Besides, the
thing was so cheap.” Here Paley got confused, because the eventual price
tag of $700,000—nearly $6.5 million in 1990 dollars—was regarded at the
time as excessive, a criticism Paley even acknowledged in his own mem-
oir. Nor, for that matter, was there ever a particularly “natural” affinity
between records and broadcasting, despite the obvious temptation to pro-
mote CBS records on the CBS airwaves. “I devoted my life to keeping
that from happening,” said Frank Stanton, “because it would have given
us problems with the license renewals for our stations. CBS Broadcasting
and CBS Records were run just as far apart as if CBS Records were another
company.”

At Levy’s suggestion, Paley hired Wallerstein to run the renamed
Columbia Recording Corporation. At one stroke, CBS robbed RCA of a
top executive and enlisted an experienced hand in the record business.
Wallerstein saw that Paley would give him leeway in running the com-
pany. “He felt that Paley didn’t really want to run CBS Records,” said
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John Hammond, the first executive hired at CBS by Wallerstein in January
1939. “Ted said the Levys felt there was a real future for records but Paley
wasn’t a record man. He was a radio man.” Paley’s hands-off approach
toward CBS Records would apply to other CBS subsidiaries. If he had an
instinct or special interest in a business, he would get deeply involved;
otherwise he was content to approve the decisions made by others.

Such was the case with Wallerstein’s first major move. As John Ham-
mond recounts in his memoir, “In August 1939 Wallerstein revolutionized
the record busincss. Victor classical records had been selling for from $1. 50
to $3 . .. Victor and Brunswick popular records sold for seventy-five
cents. Wallerstein believed these prices were too high for the market. He
reduced Columbia Masterworks . . . to $1. Columbia popular records

. were reduced to fifty cents.”” By Hammond’s recollection, Paley sim-
ply gave the rubber stamp to Wallerstein’s plan. Record sales skyrocketed
and RCA eventually dropped its prices as well. After losses of $73,000 in
its first year, CBS Records moved into burgeoning profitability, while
Paley watched approvingly from the sidelines.

He did manage, however, to claim Wallerstein’s idea about price re-
duction along the way. ““I asked him to do it—put out classical records at
a dollar each,” Paley wrote in his memoir. “The price cut was Wallerstein
entirely,” insisted Hammond. “I remember his talking about it. He was
operating head. I can’t conceive of Paley thinking of that.”

13

LTHOUGH FRANK STANTON and William Paley had only

glancing contact during the thirties and early forties, Stanton was

making his mark and moving up fast. Since his arrival in the
autumn of 1935, the self-effacing midwesterner had been building a power
base.

He impressed his colleagues as a diligent, energetic worker and a
stickler for detail. “I was a bore,” he admitted. “I worked around the
clock. I wasn’t much fun to be with. I didn’t do a lot of drinking. I wasn’t
out on the town.” There were 24 million radios in American homes, 3
million more in automobiles, and Stanton was determined to find out
everything he could about who was listening, where or when they lis-
tened, and why they listened. In a paper presented at a radio industry
meeting in January 1936, Stanton displayed the sophistication of his anal-
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yses. He said that 78 percent of the nation’s radios were turned on some
time during the day; the average radio was in use four and a half hours
daily. After analyzing the top twenty programs, he concluded that variety
formats were the most popular, followed by comedy, then popular music,
classical music, and drama. While listening to radio, men tended to eat,
read, or rest, while women—who listened twice as much as men—usually
sewed, ironed, ate, rested, cooked, or did housework. In general, listeners
tuned in to follow favorite entertainment programs or be informed. Lis-
teners were most attentive when programs were simple yet meaningful.
They listened closely to factual material if it was presented in short, simple
sentences; longer sentences could be used if the material was especially
interesting. News was broadcast most effectively at 120 words per minute;
more difficult material had to be read more slowly.

Decades later, most of these conclusions seem like common sense. At
the time, they were a revelation. One participant from NBC at the confer-
ence concluded, “Dr. Stanton has developed an excellent technique in the
discovery of listener attention and habits.”

Stanton was restless his first year. He felt underused and thought his
superiors were treating him like a statistical clerk. He kept one foot in
academia with a busy schedule of professional meetings—*“There was a
period of nine months when if a decent university had said ‘come join us,’
I would have packed up and left,” he said. MIT offered Stanton a job as
an assistant professor for $3,000 a year. If it had been an associate profes-
sorship, he would have moved to Cambridge.

But in 1936 Stanton got his big break. The FCC had done a survey to
determine who was listening to powertul stations across the country. The
results were particularly unfavorable for CBS, so Kesten asked Stanton to
conduct an analysis.

Stanton visited the FCC offices in Washington on a Saturday morn-
ing, and he and Ruth spent the day picking through bins filled with thou-
sands of questionnaires to find the responses from Pennsylvania as a
sample. After retabulating the results, Stanton told Kesten that the FCC
had asked the wrong questions and had gotten too small a return—7
percent of the respondents—to draw conclusions. For $125, Stanton said
he would go to Pennsylvania and conduct his own research face to face
instead of by mail as the FCC had done.

He crisscrossed two counties, ringing doorbells. At each home he
asked to see the radio set. If it was turned on, he noted the station; if not,
he checked where the dial had been left. He than asked questions about
which stations had interference and which did not. He emerged with a set
of statistics at odds with the FCC results. CBS lodged a formal protest,
and the FCC called a hearing. Stanton appeared as CBS’s star witness,
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armed with colorful charts, graphs, maps, diagrams, and tables. However,
the FCC barred him from speaking on the grounds that he was not an
engineer. CBS milked the brouhaha for the maximum publicity, and the
network management finally took notice of its new whiz kid. “By that
time I had no interest in MIT or anybody else,” said Stanton.

Increasingly Stanton was called on to buttress what one CBS execu-
tive called Paul Kesten’s “lightning intuitions.” Stanton had his tiny re-
search department churning out facts and figures to salesmen trying to lure
advertisers and choice affiliates from NBC. He was cstablishing himself as
an executive with precise methods. Stanton “brought respect to the flashy
side of show business,”’ said Peter Goldmark, an inventor who joined the
company in 1935. Everyone called Stanton “Doc.” Advertisers were be-
mused by his elaborate stratifications of the audience according to age, sex,
and education, but Stanton showed them more effectively than anyone
else how radio was reaching the groups that sponsors wanted to buy their
products. No longer was he being called on simply to brief other execu-
tives before conferences or meetings with sponsors. Now he made the
presentations himself. Before long, his research was used in almost every
facet of CBS’s business—to help attract advertisers and audiences, to select
and build programs, and to help coax affiliates to switch from NBC to
CBS. By 1938 he was research director with a staff of one hundred.

Stanton was not content to remain pigeon-holed in the research de-
partment, however. He was terrifically ambitious. Working eighty hours
a week, he made himself indispensable throughout the company. “Most
researchers,” Paul Kesten once remarked, “face the problem of stuffing
their reports down the throats of the people who have ordered the studies.
Stanton had a way of making his facts so useful that he soon had all
the executives calling on him for help.” To ingratiate himself with
Kesten, Stanton concocted a formula that could estimate advertising sales
and profits a month before the accounting department tallied them.
The first time Kesten took these projections to the CBS board of di-
rectors, he called Stanton later and said, “Are you sure?” “If you are
right in that kind of circumstance,”” Stanton recalled, ‘“‘people sort of lean
on you.”

Artifice played a part in Stanton’s dealings with his superiors as well.
“Every time management would ask me a question, if I didn’t know it, I
would fake it to a certain extent, and then run like hell down the back
stairs and get the World Almanac,” Stanton said. “At that time I had more
information than I think most agencies had on Madison Avenue, because
I kept this thing on my desk. I'd get a lot of curious calls. And I'd look
through the Almanac very quickly and I'd say, ‘Oh, you mean that place
in DeKalb County, Georgia? That’s it.” It was all in the World Almanac,
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which cost thirty-five cents. It was there for anybody that wanted to find
ic.”

Stanton’s bywords around CBS became “Let’s find out.”” Wherever
there was a vacuum, Stanton would fill it with enthusiasm and dedication.
“The question might have arisen whether to expand the facilities of station
KMOX in St. Louis,” wrote The New Yorker. “The CBS executives
would have begun their meeting on the subject by agreeing that there were
several points to be borne in mind. ‘Indeed there are, gentlemen!’ Stanton
would cry, coming in through a side door without an invitation. ‘We have
only six floors there—twenty-three rooms—with an overall space of
132,000 cubic feet. The adjacent buildings, erected in 1904 and 1926 re-
spectively, are owned by the Hokenson Brass Works and Abrams & Sons,
Pants. Abrams won’t sell, but Hokenson would like to move over to
Market Street and wants $185,000 for his five-story building and ninety-
two-foot lot. I have private information, however, that he would sell for
$73,400." The executives’ reply to an outburst of this kind was generally,
‘O.K. Stanton, you handle it.” ”

When Stanton needed something and couldn’t get it, he organized it
himself. In trying to compile a study of advertising trends, he was amazed
to learn that no one had kept a record of CBS’s advertising rates. That
prompted him to bring in a friend, who set up a CBS library that became
the model for the industry.

Stanton also developed, along with Paul Lazarsfeld, a social scientist
from Vienna, a mechanism called the program analyzer, which measured
listener responses to radio programs. It was a simple device with two
buttons, red and green. If the listener heard something pleasing, he pushed
the green button. If dissatisfied, he pushed red. The responses were charted
on a graph inside the analyzer; as many as one hundred listeners could be
tracked simultaneously. After the program had ended, a team of psychol-
ogists would use the graph to probe the listeners. Why, the listeners were
asked, did a given character or joke or plot turn or phrase of music elicit
the various responses?

CBS had nothing to do with Stanton’s work on the analyzer; he did
it with a $75,000 grant from the Rockefeller Foundation. But when the
mechanism was perfected in 1940, Stanton took it to CBS, where it be-
came an integral part of selecting programs for the network for the next
five decades. In a research center at the CBS Building that was eventually
dubbed *“Black Rock Bijou,” volunteers were brought in groups of twenty
to listen to a variety of shows and record their reaction on the analyzer,
nicknamed “Little Annie.” “We used it and made a lot of hay with it
because it was a razzle-dazzle thing to give to Hollywood and the advertis-
ers,” said Stanton.
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Stanton always maintained that the interviews by trained psycholo-
gists were crucial to evaluating a show. They could, for example, screen
out irrelevant reactions, such as the woman who preferred a soap opera
villain to the hero simply because she liked the way the villain closed
doors. But if listeners uniformly disliked an announcer’s voice or a loud
burst of music, the sponsor would probably ask that the program be
changed. Indeed, CBS found that its analyzer results were 85 percent
accurate; poor test results turned back many programs in the early stages.

Critics of the analyzer have argued that it helped homogenize first
radio and later television programs. Its inherent bias toward the familiar,
the argument goes, deflected anything innovative. Over the years, in fact,
groundbreaking shows have often tested poorly, only to be saved by the
instincts of various network executives. ‘I guess I could have been accused
of cutting the highs off some of the programs,’ Stanton conceded, “but I
certainly eliminated many of the lows.”

Partly because of his invention of the analyzer, Stanton earned a rep-
utation as a man who did it by the numbers. But the prevailing portrait of
Stanton as a cold, narrow, and somewhat forbidding technocrat emerged
largely from Victor Ratner, Kesten’s garrulous assistant, who over the
years spoke harshly of Stanton to authors writing about CBS. He told
Robert Metz, the author of CBS: Reflections in a Bloodshot Eye, that Stanton
had a mind like a ““‘Swiss hotel clerk’ and that he was a “‘frightened man,”
wary of being surrounded by smart people. To David Halberstam, author
of The Powers That Be, Ratner was even more scathing. Stanton, he said,
was a ‘“very neurotic, insecure man.” These judgments took hold and
became part of the CBS mythology. In fact, Ratner’s reaction to Stanton
was deeply colored by jealousy. Although Ratner was initially Stanton’s
superior, Kesten usually bypassed him for Stanton’s opinions, often calling
on Stanton to correct advertising copy written by Ratner. And as Stanton
vaulted up the ladder, Ratner remained in place, fuming with resentment.

Stanton could keep an icy reserve, and he was always in control. Yet
those who knew him found warmth and decency. His demands sometimes
engendered fear, but he inspired respect and strong personal loyalty. “He
had a real, good solid business head,” said Helen Sioussat, who served as
CBS’s Director of Talks in the 1930s and 1940s. *‘He was very strong. But
he had a polite way about him. He wasn’t a smoothie but he was nice and
direct. He was so efficient, and he had no patience with people who were
not efficient. People were afraid of upsetting him, of going down in his
estimation.”

Stanton was anything but the man in the empty suit. In some respects,
he was even more versatile than Paley. Outside CBS, Stanton pursued an
array of activities in the worlds of architecture, modern art, graphics, and
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design. He was endlessly curious; when he delved into a topic, he mastered
it. “No living man has ever caught Frank Stanton at a loss for the precise
answer to a question even remotely within his competence, which ranges
from the sculptures of Henry Moore to the number of women watching a
soap opera,”’ wrote Business Week magazine.

In his love for statistics, Stanton could be termed a technician. But he
was imaginative in applying the numbers as well. In the network’s earliest
days, for example, its programming schedule was a hodgepodge. A quar-
ter hour of poetry reading would be followed by organ music, fifteen
minutes of vespers, a fifteen-minute soap opera, a talk broadcast, and a
little dramatic sketch. The cycle would be repeated throughout the day.
Not long after his arrival, Stanton noticed that CBS’s ratings were higher
in one city than in all the others.

The station in that city (though the network did not know it) had
taken similar shows and grouped them back to back. Stanton thought the
idea ingenious and proposed that the network try the same tactic. The sales
department was offended, the program department outraged. So Stanton
did what he called some “missionary work.” He told advertisers of soap
operas that if they asked CBS to cluster their programs together, higher
ratings would result. They followed his suggestion, and block program-
ming, one of the most sacred scheduling techniques, w