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SHOEAN, NeYs UPI

~ Mary BMargaret McBride,
whose redio programs were an
institution for more than 40
yearss died today at her farm
following a long illness. She

\

o o

g

\,5 PQ) WASg 76e

3 <P The radio interviews that

%, Q{\ made her name a household

‘Q word throughout the natimn
N began In 1934 when she
O auditimed for a wonanss
NS program dan WR, the HNew

York station of the Matual
networke

Under the psewndenym of
Martha Deanes Mlsg McBride
posed as a granduother with a
large famil yo BShe gave
household hints in a homey
MAaNnn exre

R But after a few dayss she
:3 tired of the grandmother pose
N and interrupted a program to
tell her audienoe of her
misrepresentatiane.

Within a short time, she bhad
& program over the Calunbia
Broadcasting System, using her
oma names in addition to the
cne an WR as Martha Deane.

Iater she moved from CBS to
the Eatinal Broadcasting Coe»
which she evantually left to Join
the American Broadcasting Co.

Her mail averaged 250,000
letters a yeare On the 10th
anniversary of her radlo debut,
her admirers ©packed New
York ss Madison Sgaare Garden
to hanor here (h the 15th
Yankee Stadiuwn mas engaged
for the celsbratiaone.

She bought her farm in this
Ulster County commnity while
stil]l living in New York and
moved to it permanently in the
19603« She then broadcast from
her living room overlooking the
Aghokan Reservolre |

She wmas Iintroduced as the
é¢first lady of nrmdioss Dby
announcerge

Miss McBride went into semi-
retirement in 1254» signing off
at that time as a daily program
canductore. She later broadcast
three times meekly over WGHGQ
in Kingstme

Borm Nove 165 1899, m a farm
near Pariss Mo., she was &
newspaper womAan during the
early years of her career. She
also ms & freelance magazine
mriter and wrote 18 books 1in
collaboration with others or by
herself. S im

In the early 1950ss she 2also
became involved in televisiane.

Migss McBride has Dbeen
honored by the Womenss
National Press Clubs the
Newspaper Womanss Club of
New Yorks by King Haakan of
Norway and the Haltian go-
vernmente Missourli declared
Septe 22 Mary Margaret
ride Ihy and Missourlss
Wlliar Woods College gave
her an banorary degree.

Burial will be privatee.
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OUT OF THE AIR



MARY MARGARET McBRIDE

OUT OF THE AIR

A LONG WAY FROM MISSOURI
HARVEST OF AMERICAN COOKING
TUNE IN FOR ELIZABETH
AMERICA FOR ME

HOW DEAR TO MY HEART
HERE'S MARTHA DEANE

STORY OF DWIGHT MORROW
BEER AND SKITTLES

NEW YORK IS EVERYBODY'S TOWN
LONDON IS A MAN'S TOWN
PARIS IS A WOMAN'S TOWN
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To TEX and JINX MCCRARY
whom I love
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PREFACE FROM A LISTENER¥

I think about you very often these days as you are working on the
radio book and recalling those wonderful and fabulous years. We lis-
teners will feel that it’s our book too because we lived it with you
day by day.

The thought has come to me that this book should have a very
special introduction done by someone who would have the feeling
of the warmth and glow that came over those magic wires from one
to two on weekdays. You brought us the war generals and correspond-
ents throughout those heartbreaking times, the latest book reviews
and authors, the Broadway hits and actors, and all the famous and
great of our times. We even learned to like the commercials, the
integrity of Bohack’s, the fragrance of Sweetheart Soap, and the sweet-
ness of Fanny Farmer’s candy. With it all, you brought us humor,
common sense, and your high standards of human behavior.

You added something very precious to my life, and I shall never
cease to be grateful.

Margaret Oberfelder
May 1960

* Requested and selected by the editor.



INTRODUCTION

“We don’t know where Mary Margaret is, but we know she’s bring-
ing a most distinguished guest and that whatever may have caused
the delay, they’ll get here.”

That was Stella Karn, the first voice I heard when I picked a record
at random to help me decide whether I wanted to write a book about
the radio years.

“Why on earth do you want to waste all that money on recordings?”
I used to ask Stella, my partner in the radio business for more than
twenty years. “Who would ever listen to those old things?”

And she would smile and answer placidly: “Oh—when I'm old I'll
sit by the fire and play them.”

Now I was playing the records and she was not there—only her
voice. The sample I had chosen featured Eleanor Roosevelt as guest.
I'd gone to pick her up and heavy traffic delayed us so Stella started
the program without me, and when Mrs. Roosevelt and I walked in,
she and Vincent Connolly, our announcer, were doing the products.

Since the day more than a year ago when I played that recording,
Hilda Deichler (my wonderful secretary for the part of my working
life in which I could afford a secretary) and I have listened to hun-
dreds of recordings for which Stella spent thousands of dollars. Hear-
ing them, I have alternated between excitement and gloom. They
cover twenty years of depression, recovery from depression, return to
prosperity, preparation for war, war, and its aftermath. They record
the voices and sometimes revealing thoughts of the leaders in many
fields during that period.

There 1s a great book in them somewhere, and I've said often since
I started this enterprise that I wish I had a genius ghost writer to
bring it out. Unfortunately, geniuses don’t ghostwrite—they’re too oc-
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cupied with their own deathless prose. So I undertook it myself with
the tireless and almost inconceivably devoted help of Mrs. D., as we
have called Hilda Deichler all these years; also noble assists which I
oratefully acknowledge from Janice Devine, the program’s legwoman;
Cynthia Lowry, Associated Press television editor; Beverly Fleming,
advertising writer; and Lee Schryver, my always hopetul editor.

Whenever I see credits in the front of a book (and I'm a great
preface and introduction reader—I hope everybody is because this one
is important) I always long to know specifically what each helper did.
IFirst we pooled our memories (all except Lee, whose acquaintance
with me began after the radio program was ended). Mrs. D. listened
to endless recordings and typed interminably (though Eva Dietze
made part of the final draft); Janice helped stitch together some of the
interviews that were taken word for word from the recordings; Beverly
typed industriously, ran errands, and listened eagerly to each chapter
as it was finished, commenting rapturously; Cynthia read, edited, and
argued about awkward phrases; Lee was a great help with the
structure.

Tallulah Bankhead told me that she never mentioned a person 1n
Tallulah (her autobiography) just because he was famous but only
when he belonged to her story, yet she was appalled when she saw
so many names in the index. I am worrying for a different reason. I
am so afraid I may have left out somebody who was kind to me or
somebody I love very much.

Although Stella had spent a fortune on recordings, there were gaps
in the collection, probably because when we cleared her oface after
her death, some valuable items were lost. One missing set included the
broadcasts about the coronation and the Norwegian trip in 1953.
Luckily a devoted listener, Dorothy Becker, blessings on her, had
made tapes of almost the entire period, which she let us borrow. There
is one Helen Hayes interview after the death of her daughter—the best
talk we ever had—that I would give anything to find.

I wanted to include television critic of the New York World-Tele-
gram, Harriect Van Horne, because I have a fondness for her. Long
ago before 1 ever had seen her, I plucked up courage to ask her by
telephone what she thought a woman’s program should be, since she
had been rather severe about the way we were. I anticipated icy scorn,
but to my amazement the soft-voiced person who answered the tele-
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phone proved to be Harriet herself. Her unexpected kindness, even
gentleness, won my heart that day, and though she has never been a
particular booster of mine—as Ben Gross, radio and television editor
of the New York Daily News has—I think of her as a friend. She was
my guest on the air several times, but the recordings are missing.

Ben guested with me at every gathering of any importance, since I
thought of him as a benevolent radio godfather, as his change of sen-
timent about my program helped to save my job in the early days. I
searched for a wonderful interview he did about his childhood in the
South, but it’s gone. Gone also is one of the most moving conversa-
tions I ever had on the air. It was with General Carlos P. Romulo,
during the war. I asked about his family. There was a silence that
seemed to lengthen, and then he said huskily, “I know not whether
they are alive or dead.” He reached into his pocket and brought out
a picture of a beautiful little woman—his wife. Both crying, we sat
there then, talking about his wife and sons.

I have been fruitlessly trying also to find interviews with Marjorie
(Live Alone and Like It) Hillis Roulston, to whom I am devoted, and
some trace of fine talks I had through the years with Marjorie Mills
of Boston and June Baker of Chicago, radio colleagues and dear
friends. No luck, either, with interviews with old friends such as col-
umnist Alice Hughes, Thyra Samter Winslow, Rex Stout, and Sophie
Kerr—all of whom guested with me many times.

I searched frantically for a program done outdoors at the Haders’,
where John Kieran identified birds as they sang from the trees. Gone
also is a hilarious interview with Margaret Kieran about taking up
bird watching in order to be with her husband.

I find myself wondering, with the copy gone to the publisher, is
Patricia Collinge, that writer and delightful monologuist in? Have 1
expressed somewhere my affection and indebtedness to wnter Curtis
Mitchell? Can it be possible that novelist Inez Haynes Irwin, my first
real interview guest, and her husband, writer Will Irwin, are not here—
two people who taught me so much about writing and true friend-
ship? And a lovely nostalgic interview with author Rose Wilder Lane
is among the sadly missing. No trace of Rae Elbrock, space buyer who
believed in us more than anybody, or of Earl Wilson, Marie Torre,
Nick Kenny, Hy Gardner, and Leonard Lyons, who were kind; Jack
O’Brian named me “Queen of Radio” two successive years—no rec-
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ords to prove it, alas! Where, oh where, are those amusing interviews
with Celeste Holm; Chifton Fadiman; Ed and Pegeen Fitzgerald, the
first husband-and-wife radio team; with Dorothy Kilgallen and Dick
Kollmar; the recording of that wonderful birthday party June and
Wendell Fifield gave me at their wonderful old church in Brooklyn.

And I would like so much to hear again the interviews I did with
Skulda Baner and Borghild Dahl, both of whom have coped with
sight problems so bravely; Edna Kaehle who conquered cancer.

For weeks I hunted for the recording of the project Stella launched
with the co-operation of the United Church Women, the National
Council of Catholic Women, and the National Council of Jewish
Women to find out what women in all parts of the country were doing
for civic betterment. Myrta Ross of the United Church Women; Elsie
Eltsenbein of the National Council of Jewish Women; Marietta Bark-
horn of the National Council of Catholic Women; Fannie Hurst, cele-
brated novelist; Ruth Bryan Rohde, former United States minister to
Denmark, and Dorothy Lewis, co-ordinator of radio for the United
Nations, were the judges who presented awards on the program to
these wonderful, dedicated women: Lulu Fairbanks of Seattle for her
activities on behalf of civic betterment of Alaska; Kate Carter of Salt
Lake City for the preservation of American history; Lillian Bishop of
Topeka for her efforts on behalf of mental-health projects; Ruth
Suddeth of Atlanta for her civic reform and prison work; Bertha
Schwartz of the Bronx and Mother Alice of St. Clare’s Hospital in
New York City for their activities on behalf of the fight against nar-
cotics and the building of hospitals, respectively.

Because I'll probably never have another chance, I wish to say that
I think men and women in the publishing business are the most honest,
the most friendly and generally delightful in the world! And I'd like
to list the names of some without whose generous and capable help
through the years I couldn’t have done my program: Lynn Austel,
Ethel Beck, Raymond Bond, Elizabeth Bragdon Easton, Ruth Brown,
Dorothy Bryan, Lynn Caine, Virginia Carrick, Bill Cole, Susan
Dempsey, Phyllis Egbert, Barbara Emerson, Hope English, Doris
Flowers, Anne Ford, Barbara Frost, Seon Givens Manley, Janet Glen-
non, Elliott Graham, Mary Green, Irma Greenberg, Frances Gross-
man, Stuart Harris, Catherine Hayes, Ramona Herdman, Marion
Hunt, Lucy Johnson, Eleanor Kask, Sonia Levinthal, Virginia Math-
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ews, Maureen McManus, Patricia MacManus, Patricia Newell, Eleanor
Nichols, Virginia Patterson, Mildred Salivar, Patricia Shartle, Ann Syl-
vester, Louise Thomas, Mary Thompson, Naomi Thompson, Betty
Vaughan, Larry Vinick, Joan Washburn, Carolyn Wolf, Vivian Wol-
fert.

And finally, I want to send dearest love to the listeners who kept
me on the air for twenty years, the happiest years of my life.

Mary Margaret McBride
West Shokan, New York
May 5, 1960



Part I THE P ROGRAM



1. I MURDERED GRANDMA

MAY 26, 1934 “Just then the door opened and in ran Penny and
Jenny—they're my son Johnny's twins, his youngest. He has three girls
besides—Judy, Josie, and Jessie.” [Pause—then a flat discouraged
voice] “Oh, what's the use? I can’t do it! I'm mixed up again with dll
those grandchildren I've invented. I'm not a grandmother! I'm not a
mother. I'm not even married. I made that up and it doesn’t sound
real because it isn’t. The truth is I'm a reporter who would Like to
come here every day and tell you about places I go, people I meet.
Write me if you'd like that. But I can’t be a grandmother any
more!” Martha Deane

I had been on the air a little less than three weeks when I killed oft
Grandma with these words. After that I still wore a nom d’air but at
least I was now myself—Mary Margaret McBride, reporter underneath
Martha Deane, the name assumed for air purposes.

I believe that in every life there is one miracle and that radio, my
third career in New York, was my miracle. I was middle-aged or
nearing it (depending upon the charity of the estimator) when it hap-
pened to me, and I needed a miracle desperately. I had been jobless
and broke for nearly four years. I was supporting two people besides
myself, I was shabby, disillusioned, and rapidly approaching hopeless-
1nESs.

I seldom turned on the small radio I had bought in my prosperous
free-lance magazine period when an editor assigned me to do an article
about the mysterious power that came out of the ether to hypnotize
an old lady on a South Dakota farm into knitting a mufiler for Jessica
Dragonette and a young mother in Dubuque, Iowa, into naming her
twins Amos and Andy. The article wasn’t very good; I couldn’t solve
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the mystery. As soon as it was done I stopped listening and went back
to my old attitude of mild scorn for this interloper, a feeling shared
by most people in the writing business. Some newspapers wouldn’t
run listings of radio programs and the more rabid tabooed even the
name.

[ had lines out for twenty-seven different jobs in the publicity, pro-
motion, writing, and editing fields. I was holding down, temporarily
and part-time, a sick friend’s post as woman’s-page editor of News-
paper Enterprise Association while I waited for her to get well and
for something else to break. I loved Fred Ferguson, head of NEA,
and Donn Sutton, managing editor, but the pay was only fifty dollars
a week, and while I was thankful for it, it wouldn’t pay my debts and
manage my current obligations.

Then, surprise—a telephone call from my literary agent, Carol Hill.
I hadn’t heard from her for a long time.

“WOR wants you to audition for a woman’s program,” she told me
calmly, after the amenities were over. I shrieked in quick disbelief,
and she explained that Scott Lucas, a young man we’d both known
as an editor on one of the national magazines, was now at the radio
station and had asked that I come to see him. I was appalled.

“Carol, what 1s an audition?” I wailed. “I don’t know,” forthrightly
admitted Carol, the usually infallible. “The best way to find out is to
go see Scott.”

I was used to taking Carol’s advice, and no wonder. She had built
me up during the late twenties into a well-paid feature writer with
impressive sales to all the leading magazines. It wasn’t her fault that
the depression of the thirties caused editors to depend upon their
staffs so that there was no place for a free lance, especially one with an
agent who didn’t much believe in compromise.

So—I telephoned Scott Lucas and he gave me an appointment for
the very next day. At two that Tuesday I was taken into a little boxlike
room with a small, strange-looking black contraption standing on a
table. There was a big clock on one wall, and behind another wall, all
glass, was an even tinier room in which two men were lounging.

Scott Lucas said: “Sit here and talk—talk about anything.” Luckily
I had recently been sent by the city editor of NEA to Baltimore to
interview Scott Fitzgerald, and a strange evening I'd had, for the
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brilliant writer was in one of his emotional slumps and drinking whisky
as if it were water. But the more he drank, the better he talked.

As I listened, fascinated, he spoke about his childhood, his marriage,
his writing. He was in a bitter mocking mood that night, but most of
his mockery was directed against himself. I was depressed for days
afterward, and the whole experience was still fresh in my mind. I told
about it just as it had happened. Scott Lucas listened but did not
comment. I hadn’t the courage to ask any questions as he shook hands
and thanked me for coming. When I walked out of there I never ex-
pected to sct eyes on him again.

I thought to myself, “I'm not what they want in radio. If they had
wanted reporting of that kind, they’d have had it long ago.” And I
knew, too, that the only contribution I could ever make to anything
would be as a reporter. That was what I'd been trained for—interview-
ing people, observing, setting down what I saw, heard, tasted, smelled.
I didn’t talk about the audition because I didn’t expect anything to
come of it. However, I began asking careful questions of people I
knew who listened to radio. I didn’t find out much that helped me
except that nobody seemed to know of any women reporters on the
air.

Then Carol called again. Scott Lucas wanted me to do another au-
dition. This time I knew what an audition was and I planned ahead
what I would talk about—Ilife on the Missoun farm where I was born,
myself as a little barefooted girl running down to the barn on a hot
summer morning to have Papa fill my cup by milking straight from
the cow into it; the one-room country school to which I traveled on
an ancient bay farm horse behind my brother; Old Home Place on
which my mother was born and where we lived when my little brother
Buford was drowned in Salt River.

I thought I did better than before, but if I did there was no hint of
it on Scott Lucas’ poker face. As before, he thanked me for coming
and said a courteous good-by. I was a little sad as 1 walked away, for
I found to my surprise that I was getting attached to this odd medium.
I did reflect, though, that if I ever talked, say, half an hour a day for
a year, I'd have to develop more lives than a cat or I'd certainly run
out of materal.

Then something happened that put radio completely out of my
mind. I got a magazine assignment, the first in more than two years.
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Good Housekeeping sent me to Washington for a housing story. I
had just finished collecting the material when Carol telephoned.

“Come home at once,” she commanded. “Scott Lucas wants you to
go on the air on Thursday!”

I was stunned and excited by turns, but fright was my principal
emotion as I hurried back to New York. Scott Lucas was full of jubi-
lant plans. He told me he had interviewed fifty women for the job
and had chosen me because he believed I had the common touch. I
wasn't sure exactly what he meant, but I was ready to do my best.

It was then that he unfolded his idea that I should be a very simple
but wise and kindly old character, who had devoted her life to her
large family. She would speak colloquially and dispense philosophy in
great helpful chunks.

I was a little disconcerted by these instructions but not enough so to
back out. I said I'd try, and in an effort to keep my word I gave myself
a family of six sons and daughters, married them all off, and added
an astronomical number of grandchildren upon whom I bestowed the
favorite names I had been saving up since childhood for a real family.

Since I am a very forthright person, this experiment couldn’t have
lasted. When I blew up that day and committed mass murder, Scott
Lucas was furious—fearful, too, about what might happen to the pro-
gram. He really believed I'd committed radio suicide.

“You've done a terrible thing,” he scolded. “The only hope is that
nobody in authority heard you.”

Probably nobody did, for no official attention was ever paid to the
bizarre broadcast. There are women who sometimes tell me they re-
member the day I murdered Grandma but usually they are a little
vague, so I'm not sure who was listening, if anybody. I only know that
what caused the sudden demise of Grandma was that I got so mixed
up I was giving Judy, Josie, and Jessie to the wrong parents.

I am sure now that if I had any listeners at all they would soon
have found me out. So it was lucky that I beat them to it. Besides,
though I've always been a g-dropper, often loathsomely folksy and not
always grammatical, the Mrs. Dooley-type grandma was a little too
folksy and ungrammatical even for me.

‘The reason I kept on being Martha Deane was partly that the station
wanted me to have a name they could own, partly that I felt I might
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very well fail at this enterprise and it would be just as well to be
anonymous.

William Rambeau, salesman in the Chicago area for WOR, had
long pulled for a woman’s program on the station, and so he took
me to his heart and even helped to name me. He knew a successful
radio Martha in Chicago. Scott Lucas had once been a minister and
my Baptist-preacher grandfather had given me good grounding in the
Bible, so the two of us thought of Martha, the sister who busied herself
about many things while Mary worshiped at Jesus’ feet. Bill Rambeau
added, “Deane is a lucky name around this station.”

I groaned, “I am certainly going to need luck!” We all said Martha
Deane over a few times—it was easy on the tongue, would be easy to
remember. So that’s how Martha Deane was born.

The going was hard at first. Besides Scott, the only other person
at the station who believed in me was Theodore Streibert, vice-presi-
dent. Luckily, he was pretty powerful. I knew he was, because I wasn’t
fired. In time I discovered that one of the main reasons I got the job
in the first place was that I had no exaggerated notions about what
radio people were paid and never mentioned money. Scott, who got
$200 a week for the program, paid me $25 and his little secretary,
Lillian Cohen, $20.

Carol Hill, my agent, was against my tying up to such an unlucrative
enterprise. She said I was an article writer, that already the magazine
market was looking up and that all I had to do to step right back into
my old niche was to get a lot of bright ideas. She predicted I would
soon be swamped with orders. But I went ahead anyway.

One of my earliest handicaps was the discovery that Scott was a
periodic drinker. The sieges lasted for as much as a week at a time,
and, inexperienced as I was, it was hard to manage without him. Lil-
lian and I covered for him as well as we could, but one day he stag-
gered into the station and management found out.

That was the end of Scott Lucas and the point at which Stella Karn
came into the picture. Vice-President Streibert told me they felt the
program hadn’t yet had a chance and that they would keep it on until
there was more evidence of success or failure. He added that somebody
to handle the business end would be needed—did I care to suggest
such a person?

Stella was my first thought. She had been interested in radio even
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before crystal-set days, and back in my early free-lance period she had
persuaded me to write a series with RCA’s David Sarnoff about radio’s
beginnings. She knew more about the subject than anybody else I
could think of, was also good at business, and besides we were close
friends.

When she took hold I began to get more money right away. But I
still wasn’t telling anybody I was on the air. People would stop me
on the street to marvel: “I heard a woman on the radio the other day
whose voice was enough like yours to be you. Her name was Deane.”
I'd listen politely and promise to try to listen to this Deane woman.
I suppose it was my usual dread of failure that kept me from admitting
the truth. I really didn’t think I would last, and I guess nobody else
thought so, either.

I had been given what I finally discovered was conceded to be dead
time on the air—from 2:30 to 3:00 P.M.—an hour when tired young
mothers nap with the children, suburban matrons are on the way to
the bridge club, and older women are gadding to matinees or shop-
ping. I soon began to wonder if anybody would listen even if Clark
Gable courted Greta Garbo at such an hour.

I went to Mr. Streibert and told him I wanted to be given a nice
time in the morning when there were people at the other end to hear
me. He said: “You’ve been given that time just because it is dead. If
you can get listeners, we want you. If you can’t, we don’t.”

Which settled that, but there was also the matter of technical knowl-
edge. I had none. And nobody at a radio station in those pioneer
days ever explained anything—not to me, anyway. They just shut me
up in a little room and told me to go ahead. I was awful. I breathed
wrong. I turned my head away from the microphone. I mumbled.

Once in the early days I did get one fragment of constructive criti-
cism. In the control room, separated from me by thick glass, was usu-
ally Scott. I kept my eyes on him throughout those first broadcasts,
hoping I could get some indication from his expression as to how I was
doing. One day I was quite hoarse and cleared my throat twice. Look-
ing through the glass, I saw his eyes bulging, his arms waving franti-
cally. Later he told me that clearing the throat made a jarring, rasping
noise over the air, something like a roaring lion caught under a rock.
He warned me against sneezing and coughing, too.

After Stella Karn took over the business end she insisted that the
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station permit me to be myself, to say what seemed natural in my own
way, to talk as I might to friends about anything 1 found interesting.
But there was hardly a day that I didn’t have trouble over some, to
me, ridiculous convention.

For instance, there was the afternoon I arrived with a little story
about clothes for pregnant women, including some fashion and beauty
hints upon how a woman was to make herself look and feel better
when she was having a baby. At the rehearsal—in those days we had a
sort of rehearsal of the program—]Jeff Sparks, my first announcer, was
horrified. I mustn’t say “pregnant” on the air, he informed me.

“Well, what shall I say?” I puzzled. “In an interesting condition?
Expecting?” Both seemed worse. I finally decided on expectant
mother. Was that all right? Jeff agreed, and the program began. But
toward the end of my little fashion talk I inadvertently used the word
pregnant and suddenly heard a piano playing. thought they had taken
me off; I continued—but with a heavy heart.

Only when the program was over did I discover that 1 had not been
cut off—what I had heard was only somebody practicing in another
studio. You can imagine how I had sounded, though, and it was my
bad luck that an official listened that day for the first time. He said,
“I thought you were supposed to be an ad libber, but it certainly
sounded as if you were reading there at the end.”

Times have certainly changed. Not long ago I heard a master of
ceremonies on a panel show ask a young contestant in a matter-of-fact
tone: “And when are you expecting your baby?” “Oh, in about ten
days now,” she answered, with a gay laugh.

“My goodness, I wouldn’t have known it,” commented the M.C.
in surprise. “Oh, I never show,” boasted the young woman, compla-
cently smoothing herself down in front. “Just betore my other baby
was born people who hadn’t seen me for a while would say on meeting
me: ‘Oh, you've had it! Was it a boy ora girl?’ I didn’t show up to the
very last minute.”

I remember Jeff said the only reason I wasn’t taken off when I said
“pregnant” was that the person whose duty 1t was to pull the switch
wasn’t listening to a mere woman’s program. For a long time that was
the attitude at the station, and I resented it. I didn’t consider myself
a woman'’s program—certainly not after I started doing interviews. I
longed to be thought of as an intelligent person presenting guests who
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could talk excitingly about where they’d been and what they’d done.
I thought that ought to interest men and women alike—and so it did.
But I had to wait a long time for recognition of this fact.

When I finally told friends about my venture it was because I
wanted help. “Write me lots of letters,” I begged, and some of them
really did send me a letter apiece every day for a good while. Most
enthusiastic of all the writing friends was Sheelagh Kennedy, daughter
of my dear friend Anne, who took my entreaties to write letters, lots of
letters, seriously. Sheelagh certainly had the makings of a great fiction
writer, and since then she’s proved it by at least one successful novel.
There was no end to her inventiveness in creating correspondents for
Martha Deane.

One day she wrote as an old woman, the next as an old man. She
changed her character, her sex, her nationality, her handwriting at
will, and her efforts were so convincing, no matter what role she played
—she carefully chose real addresses in case the station should turn
detective—that even I was bewildered. Whatever letters I could not
possibly identify as having been written by some other friend I credited
to Sheelagh.

One of her efforts nearly caused a crisis at the studio. Scott got it
in his mail by mistake. It purported to come from a gir]l whose address
was a tather prosperous East Side apartment house. She had a beau
named Joe, the girl wrote. One evening something had happened—
she wasn’t sure what, but she was afraid. Her father was severe. She
couldn’t go to him. Her mother was dead. She’d never been told the
facts of life. The whole letter was a moving appeal to Martha Deane
for advice and protection. '

Scott wanted me to answer the letter over the air. Then he decided
I must go to see the girl. But although the writing and language
seemed authentic, I thought I recognized Sheelagh’s style. She ad-
mitted at once that it was indeed the latest fine flowering of her talent.
So I asked her please to lay off. It was time anyway, for, miracle of
miracles, real letters from real listeners were coming in.

“I used to have a responsible executive job in a Manhattan depart-
ment store,” wrote one young woman. “I loved it. Then I met a young
man, the young man. Now I'm living in the suburbs (New Jersey),
trying to make a good home and waiting for my first baby. I get lonely
and sometimes, though I love my life now, I miss the store and the
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excitement of each day. You bring the world into my little kitchen—
the people, the sights, the sounds. I'm becoming an addict.”

From then on I was part of her family. Her husband telephoned me
when the baby was born. I knew when Norman said his first word; in
nursery school he made a paper chain for me like the one he gave his
mother. I saw him through high school, and it was a great day for all
of us when he passed his college-entrance examinations.

By that time I was quite accustomed to the strange intimacies that
can grow up through air contact, but at first it was unbelievable to
me that a woman I’d never seen would take the trouble to write me a
warm, loving message.

I guess the first time I really said to myself “Maybe this is going to
last” was when a letter came that declared the two most wonderful
voices on the air were President Roosevelt’s and Martha Deane’s! That
amused Stella, who often said that my voice, I'red Allen’s, and Jack
Benny’s were the worst voices on the air but had the advantage of
coming over without any alteration by the ether waves.

I argued about my voice being awful, pointing to another note in
many letters which pleased me. “You’re not like some of these women
on radio. You don’t talk down to us,” several women wrote. They
meant, I think now, that I didn’t give them recipes and tell them
how to make pants for little Johnny out of the old curtains. There
was a good reason for this. I simply didn’t know enough about any-
thing to tell others how to do it. But I was close to getting the big
head over the compliment, the nearest I ever came to such a catas-
trophe.

One day Stella Karn asked me, “How’d you like to hear your voice
as it sounds on the air?” I cried delightedly, “Oh, could I?” “We're
going today to a place where they have a recording,” answered Stella.

I shall never forget that afternoon. Several of the people from our
office came along. As we walked into a big room we were all talking
and suddenly I heard a woman’s recorded voice. I remember to this
minute my reaction. I thought condescendingly, “Another of those
women—I'm not like her!” And then the voice said something quite
familiar and I stopped in my tracks, demanding, “Who is that?”
Everybody thought it was a great joke. “Don’t you know your own
voice?” they asked. “Is that my voice?” I cried, horrified. Other people
may find this funny, but it was tragic for me. I sounded like all those
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other women, and from that day to this, hearing my own voice has
been torture.

That’s why it has been a real chore to play the old recordings for
this book. I farmed some out to my secretary, Hilda Deichler, who
likes them, but I've had to hear myself all too often, using the same
old mannerisms, saying foolish things, making ridiculous mistakes.
Maybe if I had listened during the years I was on the air I could
have improved, but probably the only result would have been that I'd
have quit long before I did. It was better to go on making mistakes,
maybe, than to have all the pleasure of broadcasting taken away. And
broadcasting was a pleasure to me.

Almost as much of a bore to others as conceit is an attitude of per-
petual self-depreciation. I know this very well, yet if I tell the truth
about myself I can’t avoid mention of this disagreeable habit which
I've determinedly tried to break.

Sometimes I've attempted to analyze myself as I did other people,
striven to understand myself as I used to try to understand those I
interviewed. But while I think I can see myself as I am, I can’t explain
why I should have been miserable so much of the time in such a happy
job. I suppose it’s just that I was never satisfied. Oh, sometimes for a
little while I might have a respite. I'd say to a really good guest, “This
was wonderful. You were marvelous.” And for an hour I would be
quite complacent. But as the day went on I'd find myself muttering
with a resigned sigh, a meaningless phrase like, “Well, that’s the way
it 15 in this world.” Or sometimes, “How could I have been such a
fool!” I wasn’t able to keep myself from this kind of post-mortem.

“How did you go about interviewing?” a high school girl who wants
to get into television asked me the other day. I tried to tell her, but
I think she found my explanation too simple. I just sat with a guest
and put questions now and then, interrupting when I felt one theme
had lasted too long or was taking an uninteresting turn. But how
wretched I often made myself over some point T hadn’t brought out.
The staff who had to bear with my groaning kept saying, “Nobody but
you knows you had that material. It was a good show!” But I couldn’t
be comforted. I wanted perfection.

And always I was pursued by the fear that someday they would
find me out. Radio was too good to be true—that I should have this
job year after year, that sponsors should wait in line to get on the
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program, that I should actually be paid for a chance to perform for
the public that ordinarily wouldn’t have been drawn to a person with
my lack of histrionic ability and training. It wasn’t much comfort, but
it interested me that more than one guest, especially actors and ac-
tresses, confided that they, too, dreaded they would be found out.

Arthur Frank Payne, a psychologist who had a program on WOR
when I was there, told me that he thought I had, by going on the air
under a name not my own, developed a second personality. This scared
me at first, but when I thought it over I agreed with him.

For example, when I spoke of Martha Deane off the air, I never
said I, always she. I felt quite apart from her. Dr. Payne said that was
natural. He believed there are seven distinct personalities in the life
of every normal person, clearly defined but not always noticed unless,
I suppose, you do something like going on the air under an assumed
name. He insisted that Martha Deane was the best thing that ever
happened to me. Enjoy it, he urged. Get nd of the old personality
and revel in the new.

I did have fun and I wanted my guests to be happy, too. This was
partly self-interest, since if they weren't at ease they didn’t talk well.
Many of the broadcasts in the twenty years were done from my own
home, and often we were alone, the guest and I, with the microphone
between us and the engineer hidden behind a screen over 1n a corner.
Quite often we would both forget that we were on the air, which was
what I was working for.

I was talking about the prospect of this book to FFaith Baldwin the
novelist, one of my favorite guests, who said, “You know what you
ought to do? Say what you really thought of all of these people. Don't
repeat the flowery introductions you gave them and the things you put
in to make them feel good. Come right out with your real opinion.”

Probably I did sound flowery at times, but I rarely if ever was
merely polite. Maybe I was often too enthusiastic, but I meant every
word. I really loved a good guest. Even though I might have walked
in three minutes before the broadcast and met the person for the first
time, I sometimes felt that by the end of the hour we were best
friends.

There was a time, though, when I was rather sorry for myself be-
cause 1 heeded those who kept saying, “You work too hard. You ought
to go about more, play, see people, have fun!” It was true that if 1
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went to a party or any other event it was to get a story. I was accus-
tomed to leaving a first night after the first act (South Pacific was an
example) because I had to dash home to get ready for the next day’s
broadcast.

All the same I went everywhere 1 was invited, provided there was
a story in 1t. The hostess had to promise that. Carol in those early
days invited me to what she said was going to be a very special dinner.
Before I accepted I asked, “Who’s coming?” “What do you want to
know that for?” she demanded, startled. I sighed and reminded her,
“I can’t come unless I can get a story.” She vowed that I was as bad
as Queen Victoria, insisting on a list. But she sent me one and al-
lowed me to choose where I would sit at table, too.

Later that month, my friend Helen Josephy, with whom I had col-
laborated on several travel books, asked me to dinner and told me a
wonderful man was coming. “He works at the Bronx Zoo and has the
most marvelous stories about animals,” she assured me happily. She
had invited me weeks ahead so she would have plenty of time to pre-
pare, for Helen felt she must supply, in addition to the special guest,
a delicious home-cooked dinner with at least one rare food that I could
talk about on the air.

She had been my first legwoman on radio—that reporter who went
about checking facts and getting tips for me. She decided on the zoo
man, a former newspaper reporter, because she had learned that my
listeners adored stories about animals and natural-history curiosities.
She said the young man in question was full of such yarns. She had
heard him holding forth at length at a party not long before.

Since I had been primed that William Bridges would make a story
I actually came to the table notebook and pencil in hand. Immedi-
ately Helen told about my mission and tried to turn the conversation
into zoological channels. But at that point our plans went awry. Mr.
Brnidges had never heard of the Martha Deane program or me, and he
was immediately suspicious. A certain air of suspense hovered over
the soup, congealed during the entree, and froze solid at dessert. It
was obvious my hostess was on the spot.

To relieve her, I began a conversation with Mrs. Bridges. She was
an amateur gardener, she told me, and for her birthday her husband
had given her a load of manure. She was thrilled about it, and that
was interesting, I thought. I led her on to talk about annuals and per-
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ennials until I realized that my host and the zoo man had gotten 1nto
a conversation about art—whether or not businessmen should take it
up as an avocation. That was even more promising. Frantically I wrote
away on the slips of paper in my lap, apologizing, but explaining that
it was an absolute necessity for me to do this for my listeners’ sakes.

After coffee the atmosphere grew less charged. Even the man from
the zoo thawed somewhat. He admitted that it must be quite a re-
sponsibility to have a program on one’s mind at a dinner party. He
also grew a little curious. And finally contrite.

The upshot was that before the evening was over he was telling me
delicious yarns about the home life of the bears and the llamas. In
return I got a story from him about a book he had just finished, which
I promised to talk about on the air. Before leaving he invited me to
lunch with him at the zoo someday in order to be introduced to all
his favorite wild creatures. Later, William Bridges became one of my
best and favorite guests as well as a dependable friend.



2. RADIO FAMILY

“Madame Queen, don’t start to believe your own publicity!” Stella
Karn, warning me by short wave four thousand miles away in Norway
not to get above myself.

Stella was my chief booster, frequent deflator, and head of my radio
family. Before 1 began to have daily guests I depended a great deal
on a group of friends and employees who appeared on holidays and
special occasions or sometimes for no reason except that we felt like
having a jam session, as our very informal unrehearsed gatherings
around the microphone were called. Listeners grew quite partial to this
feature.

The regulars included Stella; Hilda Deichler, my secretary through
both the magazine free-lance and radio years; Janice Devine, whom
Stella and I usually described as our legwoman because she chased
around getting material about guests; Berta and Elmer Hader, chil-
dren’s book artists and our closest friends; Juliette Nicole (Nikki),
who made my dresses and hats; Hattie Silverman, widow of the
founder of Variety; Ben Gross, radio-television editor of the News;
Patti Pickens, mother of the Pickens sisters; Enid Haupt, now the im-
portant editor of Seventeen, then a real Martha Deane listener with
a greenhouse in which she grew the most magnificent orchids; Herman
Smith, writer and food expert; Helen Josephy, with whom I collabo-
rated on travel books; Olga Petrova, star of silent motion pictures; who-
ever was my housckeeper at the time—first I'rances Gallacher, later
Myra Washington. And of course there was always the current an-
nouncer: Vincent Connolly, and for a period, Dick Willard.

The radio family was rather like a permanent repertory company,
though occasionally a new member joined. Marjorie Moffet wrote and
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recited special poems; monologuist Islay Benson often read from Dick-
ens’ Christmas Carol in season.

Nikki with her gaiety and her enchanting French accent was a great
favorite (“We can’t understand Nikki but we love her,” the listeners
wrote ); Hattie, who made the perfect coconut cake, was unpredictable
~we never knew what she was going to say any more than we knew
what to expect from Patti, mother of the Pickens sisters, who once,
to my shocked though pleased embarrassment, heaped so many com-
pliments on me that, to hide my blushes, I crawled under the table
the microphone stood on. Stayed there, too, until she finished.

Our cast contained a number of children who appeared chiefly at
Christmas to sing “Silent Night” and “Hark! the Herald Angels Sing.”
These included my red-haired nephew Tommy, who was supposed to
have been a girl and named for me; Mrs. D.’s Judy (who might never
havc been born, had radio happened to me just a little bit sooner, for
Mis. D. wouldn’t have had time to have a baby); Janice’s Michael
(she did her best to have him arrive while she was getting stories at
the World’s Fair, for they were giving layettes to babies born on the
grounds); Helen’s Jay and Frances” Jimmy.

My various godchildren made occasional appearances, too—notably
Tinka Streibert, daughter of Ted, my first radio boss, and Margaret,
a wonderful friend; and the Lees—Calvin, Lily, and Bo-Lum—in color-
ful satin trousers and blouses, children of a Chinese-American restau-
rateur.

When Stella was going to be on, the salesmen gathered in the control
room, for they found her stories of her circus experiences irresistible,
especially the day she told about Pearl, a baby elephant that she used
to take for walks on a boardwalk in California. “And from the back,”
remarked Stella solemnly, “you couldn’t tell which was Pearl and
which was Stellal”

People who knew Stella were divided into two camps, and they all
used strong language to describe her. One group (and it was not small)
called her unreasonable, hard-boiled, even cruel; the other hailed her
as a great woman, a genius, the most generous, loyal friend anybody
ever had. I and everybody who worked closely with her—Hilda Deich-
ler and Janice Devine, too—knew she was all those things and more.
It was 1mpossible to move her, once her mind was made up. She was
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not introspective, and even when she was occasionally wrong she
firmly believed she was right.

Life was never dull where Stella was because she was always -
terested and generally full of some brand-new venture. Long before
we had anybody on the program telling about such subjects as space-
ships or rockets Stella was interested in life on other planets and talk-
ing knowingly about interplanetary space. She had very clear ideas
about it all and later insisted upon our interviewing every one of the
authors who wrote about journeys to Mars and flying saucers, even
when they seemed obvious fakes. Her favorites were a man who
claimed he had talked to a Martian and another who had seen little
green creatures get off a flying saucer in the Western Desert. She took
these guests to dinner and questioned them exhaustively.

She was fascinated by China, Tibet, remote islands, and always
planned to travel to them. Once she had an idea of equipping a ship
and sailing with it all round the world to study the habits of pcople
who lived on out-of-the-way islands. She enjoyed her class 1n 1nterna-
tional law at Columbia University because she met men from Siam,
Africa, China, India, and even Outer Mongolia. She started to get a
little of the money needed for the ship enterprise but in the end had
to give it up just because nobody else could quite get her vision.

We were invited to visit Haiti and the Virgin Islands chiefly be-
cause Stella was so interested and persuaded me that recordings from
such places would build program interest. In the Virgin Islands, Harry
Harman, our engineer, then Commander Harman of the U. S. Navy,
had to use a wire recorder, and the first batch of records we sent back
to NBC, according to a frantic cable from Janice, couldn’t be played
because the wire had broken. Stella snorted and dictated a message:
“Get Boy Scout Manual and learn to tie a square knot.” Janice re-
ported that it was quite a sight to see half a dozen grown men laboring
over Boy Scout instructions but it worked. The scout knots repaired
the wire in time for the program to go on the air.

In every place where Stella lived, or even stayed as much as three
weeks, she had at least three telephones and handled all three at the
same time. She would tuck one under her chin, hold one on her left
shoulder, and the third was on the desk in front of her, leaving her
right shoulder unhampered by an instrument so that she could juggle
two receivers and hear three conversations with two ears. Somehow,
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too, she kept the conversations separate. She never relinquished any
telephone book—even when the delivery man brought the new ones
she kept all the old ones, not only from the five boroughs but all
those of every year from other citics. She said that someday she might
need an address that wasn’t in the new books.

On one of her three telephones she might be bawling out a network
executive (she had no regard for authority at all), on another she
might be trying to find a job for some young person who had come
to her in distress, and on the third she would be talking to the hapless
woman who had sold her a dress in a Fifth Avenue department store.
She bought dresses in the same reckless way she bought everything
else—sometimes as many as a dozen at a time—and then when it came
to fittings, though she didn’t understand much about style, she and
the saleswoman would have long, agitated conversations about every
detail.

She was usually peremptory and demanding to sponsors who
wanted to buy into the program, unless I was there. Then she was
polite because she felt she had to defend them from me. She main-
tained that I was suspicious of anybody who wanted me to boost a
product until some man mentioned that his wife or his mother
wouldn’t leave the house or even answer the telephone while I was
on the air. At that point, she insisted, a light would break over my
face and I'd suddenly turn friendly. Sometimes we lost sponsors
because of my coldness. Whenever she wanted me to see anybody
I reminded her of this, and she realized that if she exposed them to
me she took a risk; but it was calculated because she thought we had
to meet sometime and 1t was best to have it over with.

When I went to visit factories which I stipulated we must do so
that I could tell the listeners exactly how everything was made, what
went into it, what the employees were like, and how they felt about
their employers, she went along with great enthusiasm. She was curi-
ous about everything, and long after I was bedraggled and unable to
assirnilate another idea she was still eager to see more. “Don’t you
want to look at this? Don’t you want to have that explained?” she
would urge.

One of the reasons I hated to be along when she was seeing spon-
sors was because she was an unashamed braggart where the honors
and accomplishments of the program were concerned and equally un-
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ashamed when it came to ratings. She insisted that ratings didn’t mat-
ter because our ratings never were as high as the soap operas which
were opposite us. She used to say to inquirers: “I don’t know what
our ratings are. I don’t care anything about them. Ratings don’t mat-
ter. We don’t sell ratings. We sell Mary Margaret McBrnide. Mary
Margaret sells products. You want to sell your products, don’t you?”

Any place where Stella lived, even a hotel room, became instantly
outrageously different, and her office was uniquely hers. She never
threw away any of the things she bought, and she was constantly buy-
ing. So wherever she was she needed plenty of storage space. At one
point when I was writing a column for the Associated Press her suite
at the Waldorf-Astoria contained hundreds of copies of the New York
Mirror, which carried the column. She planned sometime to clip my
pieces.

The office on West 45th Street had a main door which opened
readily enough. But then you were in a tiny anteroom with a seven-
foot-high partition that barred your way. The entrance through the
partition was locked, but there was a small window that opened from
the inside into a long general office with at least three times the num-
ber of desks and typewriters any office like ours needed. Finally there
was Stella’s own office with her three telephones, three or four clocks
that were supposed to run by air, filing cabinets, numerous radios,
bookcases, and an enormous desk piled high with papers, magazines,
books, bronze elephants, and an interoffice communication box. She
also kept some of the recordings in her office, but most of them were
lined up in a storeroom which held not only tons of recordings but
hundreds of magazines containing every article I'd done or been men-
tioned in, dozens of copies of every book I'd ever written, and every
one in which I'd been mentioned.

She liked to have about six of even ordinary items just in case she
might run out. It undoubtedly went back to the time when she was
starting out, a poor little girl at sixteen, depending on her own eftorts
and never having enough of anything. She couldn’t resist old silver
and old glass, though sometimes the pieces she acquired were a little
less ancient than she believed. She’d go into a shop, and if the pro-
prietor happened to be a congenial spirit they’d begin to talk and
pretty soon he would have saddled her with more than her weight in
doubtful treasures.
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She used to buy hundreds of dollars worth of Christmas cards every
year but seldom sent out any because she put off addressing them.
One time when I ran short of the Christmas message I was using for
listeners she urged Mrs. D. to come to her office and help herself.
Mrs. D. was appalled by the enormous piles of expensive cards that
represented years of buying and begged Stella to let her help address
and send some out. Stella produced a list and the two started off
briskly, sitting at the big desk. Then Stella noticed that the tusk on
one of the elephants lumbering across the far side of the bookcasc
was broken and that all her treasures looked pretty dusty. She dropped
the Christmas-card project at once and began to dust elephants. Soon
she left to keep an appointment. Mrs. D. stayed and finished the cards.
Stella had failed to leave the key to her stamp supply, and although
Mrs. Deichler put up a huge sign—IMPORTANT: These must be
stamped and mailed immediately—and reminded Stella by telephone
a dozen times, we found them just as Mrs. D. had left them when
Stella was dead and we were closing the office.

I used to lecture Janice, who worked in the office, about restramning
those buying impulses. Stella usually took her along on her expedi-
tions out of the office. But as Janice confessed when she telephoned
me after one: “It’s impossible to stop her once she sees what she
thinks is a bargain.” She heard of a silver shop that had inexpensive
sterling salts and peppers. She went in and bought six sets (she didn’t
need one), an ice bucket, and a bowl for fruit.

On our trip to Haiti and the Virgin Islands she spent every minute
when we weren’t in the middle of, or preparing for, a broadcast, shop-
ping. She bought mahogany of every color in Haiti, she bought all
kinds of handwork in the Virgin Islands, and when we went to Alaska
she was the dealers” joy, for they sold her most of the silver fox, wvory,
and totem poles they’d had lying around for years.

In New York she watched the papers for sales. Nothing delighted
her more than an auction. She would bid on anything. The worst ob-
ject she ever bought at an auction was a ten-foot-long jousting pole,
purportedly used by medieval knights. It was the kind of object there
was no room for in any home. Maybe a castle would have accommo-
dated it, but a museum was the really appropriate place, if anybody
wanted it preserved. Stella loved it. She stood it in the front hall up
in the country and showed it proudly to everybody.
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The reason Stella seldom opened the packages she accumulated was
because she didn’t need them. She just wanted them. The fact that
she rarely unwrapped Christmas presents until she decided to give
them to someone else also caused complications. Janice Devine de-
clares that one day at the office she found several boxes so dusty that
they must have been there for years. She bullied Stella into opening
them and found among other now slightly ancient delicacies five
pounds of five-year-old Christmas candy and six molding fruitcakes.

One day Stella was sitting in a restaurant with Cynthia Lowry.
“Look at these nice steak knives,” she commented enviously. “I must
get some steak knives.” Cynthia sat for one minute in angry unbeliev-
ing silence, then screamed: “Stella, I gave you a complete set of steak
knives last Christmas. Where are they?” Stella had never opened the
package, and when she did begin to inspect that year’s Christmas haul
she found three dozen steak knives in all.

She was fond of entertaining, though she never did as much of it
as she really wanted to when three of us shared apartments in the
Village. That was because I was so difhicult about hospitality. In later
years she liked to invite great crowds to her farm for weekends. If I
was there she never told me beforehand, and the first indication to me
that she was having a house party was finding a gentleman taking a
shower in my bathroom, coming upon a sun bather of either sex, un-
bountifully attired, on the terrace, or from my room hearing the merry
shouts of little children and realizing that this weekend Stella was
entertaining at least one entire family. I am afraid I was often quite
abrupt in such cases. I loved people out there at the receiving sets and
I loved the people I interviewed, but I didn’t have time or inclination
to be gracious and hostesslike every weekend.

Stella did. The more people who came, the happier she felt. She
would take infinite pains to give them a good time, to see that they
were well taken care of, according to her rules.

A r1igid one of these concerned the kitchen when she was fixing a
meal. She refused to have any other person in there except maybe
Berta Hader. Almost the only time she ever apologized to me for any-
thing was once when I was in her big kitchen doing something harm-
less like dishing myself some cereal and she ordered me out. I ran
upstairs with what she said later was the look of a wounded deer. And
she pursued me to tell me she was sorry.
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People said Stella bossed me, and I guess it was true. I did nearly
everything she told me to, and the reason was that after I'd worked
with her awhile I knew she was probably right. No matter how unlikely
her ideas may have seemed to begin with, I usually had to admit in
the end that by some miracle of intuition, she had called the turn.
I never yielded without a struggle, and I'd argue for hours while she
went straight ahead, hardly listening.

She could not be changed, and with a shock I suddenly realize that
neither could I. It’s difficult to understand how, exposed to so much
assurance, I could remain the same timid, fearful, self-deprecatory per-
son. Stella couldn’t understand it either, but no matter how hard I
tried I was never able to shake her faith in me. With every medium
at her command she told the world that I was wonderful, and she
really believed it.

Our battles were notorious. Berta and Elmer Hader, friends of long
standing, tell about one time when we had such a stupendous row at
their home on the Hudson that when we started back to town in Stel-
la’s car—Stella in the front seat and I in the back, where she kept me
so she wouldn’t hear my “back-seat driving”—they followed us because
Berta said to Elmer: “No telling what they’ll do to each other, they're
so enraged.” By the time they got to town (and very surprised Stella
and I were to sece them) we were calm and peaceful, chatting away as
if we had never had an unfriendly word for each other.

Perhaps we needed the relief our wild quarrels brought us. I'm sure
a psychiatrist would say that it was better than bottling up. I was never
a bottle-upper, but Stella was. A month or six weeks would sometimes
go by and she’d be rather cross with me the whole time, resenting
something I had done or said, yet she’d never tell me what. I always
have to do something right away when I'm angry—write a letter, make
a telephone call, blow up one way or another. After that I feel no
more anger, only remorse for my display of temper. Stella used to say,
“Just because you say you're sorry doesn’t mean that the other person
isn’t hurt.”

Sometimes she was guilty of the same tactics. She and Janice were
devoted to each other, but they, too, sometimes had stormy scenes.
Afterward Stella might come out of her othce and say to Janice, ex-
actly as if nothing had happened, “Come on, Toots, let’s go to lunch.”
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Janice says whenever she heard Stella calling her Toots, she knew she
was going to let bygones be bygones.

Lunch sometimes was research for a cookbook which she had told
me [ was going to write almost before we had begun the radio pro-
gram. She said there was a great book in the history of American tood.
I finally wrote the book but not the way she wanted it and the way 1t
should have been written. If Stella had had her way we'd have trav-
eled to the most remote towns and hamlets of every state and bor-
rowed yellowed recipes out of treasured family books, listened to
oldest inhabitants telling food stories from the catliest days. We did
collect some of this material through the U. S. Department of Infor-
mation and the state departments of agriculture and libraries all over
the country, but nobody would ever have had enough money to fi-
nance a book such as Stella visualized, not that she cared about money.
Sometimes to my horror she spent money that she didn’t have. But
in the end she got it.

She hardly ever talked about her benefactions, but I got a ine on a
few of the dead beats who victimized her. One told her his wife was
out of her mind and he was having to pay $200 a week to keep her at
an institution. He said he had lost his job because of worry and he
must have $200 immediately or the institution would turn his wife
out. Then he went off and bet the $200 on the horses. IHe got away
with the same sad story twice before Stella grew suspicious and in-
vestigated.

She was touched by almost any kind of sob story and lent thou-
sands of dollars they never paid back to men and women who came
to her with improbable hard-luck sagas. This was not only generosity
but the fact that she had gone hungry, had known what it was to
scramble to get along in the world. Undoubtedly she sometimes be-
lieved the tales, but even if she wasn’t sure, she helped just to avoid
the possibility of suffering she understood so well—hunger, destitu-
tion. Mental suffering was more difficult for her to comprehend. She
could be hard without ever realizing what she was doing to the other
person. Perhaps subconsciously she felt it wasn’t much use seeing the
other person’s side since the other person was wrong anyway.

When we were compiling tecipes for the cookbook she put parsley
and nutmeg into everything. I like nutmeg but I can’t stand parsley,
so I always took it out but she put it back. When she remembered a
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certain dish she’d had, she’d search the city until she found it and
then have the chef tell how to make it. She spent a fortune buying
test lunches and dinners. Just as she had known it would be, the cook-
book was finished and published, though some time after her death.
She had been right, as she nearly always was. That was the exasperat-
ing and wonderful thing about her.

The beautiful celebrity luncheon which Gene Leone planned and
gave for the book was a sad day for me because I kept seeing Stella,
full of zest and energy, welcoming her friends, tackling with gusto her
favorite squab a la Leone, and making the occasion so much more
exciting because she was there.

She went on a diet from time to time, and her idea of sensible eating
was apple pie a la mode. “After all—what is it but a little bit of fruit?”
she’d argue. “I don’t touch the crust—and what’s ice cream except
milk? And I'm supposed to have milk.” That’s the way her mind
worked. When she wanted to believe anything, she believed com-
pletely and irrevocably.

In the midst of one of our more violent quarrels I said suddenly:
“Stella”—we were trying to figure a way for me to go to San Francisco
for the opening of the United Nations—“why don’t you go? You need
a change and so do I.” She agreed instantly (up to then we hadn’t
agreed on anything for days) and in three hours was on a plane. She
had a wonderful time, interviewing mostly representatives of the little
countries because she said they weren’t getting any headlines. She was
always more interested in small nations than big ones. I doubt if she
slept at all for two or three weeks. Day and night she was rounding
up men in burnooses, women in saris, Arabs, Egyptians, Yemenites,
Lebanese. Daily her recorded interviews were vivid fascinating ac-
counts of people and customs then unknown to the general public.
IFor years when the men she met in San IFrancisco would come to
New York they would head straight for Stella’s office where, no matter
how complicated her life might be at the moment, she would drop
everything for long hours of fervid discussion.

One of her scoops was getting the first detailed description of secret
factories in Luxembourg from which the Germans planned a terminal
attack by a new and more deadly form of the V-2 bomb. That was
when Stella decided she wanted the program to be broadcast from
Luxembourg at the height of the rose season. She was planning that
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trip up to a few months before her death, and Dora Miller, a Paris
friend of hers, was making the preliminary arrangements.

When she decided to come back from San Francisco by way of
Texas to visit her nephew Dick, in officers’ training there, she ran into
what seemed insurmountable difficulties which she solved in a thor-
oughly Stella-esque fashion. Because of priorities ordinary people
hadn’t much chance to get onto planes, and Stella, by going to Texas,
lost her chance to ride back to New York with other reporters 1n a
special chartered job. The situation was the kind of challenge she
enjoyed.

Investigation revealed that live freight could be sent by air if 1t was
crated to the airline’s specifications. She telephoned the airline and
ordered a crate to measure five and a half feet by five and a half feet.
The request went from one official to another until the executive vice-
president finally asked what sort of live freight Stella planned to send.
“Me,” Stella said. Everybody in that airline office hit the ceiling. They
kept arguing with her: “You can't go as freight.” Stella would smile
that delighted guileless smile she had on such occasions and sweetly
read the printed regulations aloud. They said live freight and they did
not say that humans were excluded. Nobody knows who got bumped
when Stella finally took off—maybe a general, maybe a lesser person—
but anyway she boarded the plane with an airline vice-president there
to see that she did.

She visited her nephew, then chose a train which happened to be
carrying only sailors, slipped through the gate unnoticed, climbed
aboard, and had become such a favorite with the men that when the
train authorities wanted to put her off they made her an honorary
sailor so that it would be all right for her to ride on a troop tram.
When I met her she came off the train surrounded by dozens of dear
friends—the sailors.

Stella Karn enjoyed life more than anybody I've ever known and
got more out of it. I'm positive that she even enjoyed her tantrums.
And because of her intense curiosity about everything, her business
sense and her intuition, she was the best manager a radio program ever
could have. If we had not met in our early twenties when we each had
a job in an interfaith organization, I am convinced I would have been
out of radio forever before my first six months were ended.
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I soon got used to improvisation. I had to! One day I went to view an
exhibit that I was counting on for my day’s story. My reporter had
already covered it, and details were already fixed in my mind. I only
needed to verify them. But it turned out the reporter had made a mis-
take. The exhibit wouldn’t be open for another week. The tough
young director said they would sue me if I even mentioned it before
then. I argued so long with the man that I just had time to hurry to
the broadcast.

I was a little bit flustered because that day I had planned to do all
the talking myself. Now I had no material. Luckily my taxi driver
chatted most interestingly all the way to the studio, so I did my broad-
cast on taxi dnivers and their ambitions. This one had written several
popular songs, which he duly sang for me. He also had a method for
combating old age. As I remember, he ate nothing but raw fruits and
vegetables and drank vinegar.

Another time I went to dinner in the suburbs where I was to have
duck cooked a special way. I had billboarded the duck on the air ahead
of time. At the front door I was met by my hostess and her cook,
both crying. The cook said, “I told the meatman that duck was no
good.” And the odor that wafted our way confirmed her worst suspi-
cions. The cook finally ran around the corner and bought some pork
chops. The story when I told it, as inevitably I did on the air next
day, started an unexpected controversy among the listeners. That
night’s hostess had a job outside her home. Some of those wives who
didn’t have jobs said that if that woman had been attending to her
chief business of homemaking, as she should have been, she wouldn’t
have had to be disappointed by a bad duck. Women wrote in about
it for weeks.
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Sometimes, listening to the recordings of those scrambling, stimu-
lating years, I wonder how I did it all. Since the guests were the back-
bone of the program, preparation for them was my first consideration.
Sometimes I read three books in a single night, making rapid notes
until 3 A.M. or after and memorizing details until I was able, when 1
opened my eyes next morning, to recite to myself more questions and
answers than could ever be used in a single broadcast—and this with-
out reference to the notes.

It was like cramming for an examination, only more thorough and
safer because there was no teacher to stump me. I was telling the
truth when I said as I did to Orson Welles, “I've been thinking of
you constantly for forty-eight hours.” Incidentally, in spite of all that
brooding, I was never able to decide whether Welles was shy or merely
indifferent, conceited or covering up humility. Maybe he has, or had
then, anyway, a kind of brusque bravado. A lot of people do.

“What does she do? Just sits before a microphone and talks! Who
couldn’t do that?” some people derided. My casual method of delivery,
including the way I stammered and reached for a word, gave the im-
pression that I was making everything up right on the spot. And it’s
true, after a fashion, for I never knew exactly how I was going to
say what was packed in my head.

When I had only one broadcast I got up at seven o’clock in the
morning, but when after the second year I did two broadcasts my
work would start at five-thirty. This was the best part of the day, for
the staft didn’t come until nine-thirty and all to myself I would plan
the commercials and collect my thoughts. Immediately after the broad-
cast was the most frantic time. Stelia Karn would usually try to spare
me as much as possible, but sometimes there were business matters
that I had to know about and any day there might be half a dozen
persons waiting to see me—writers, future guests, sponsors, artists’ rep-
resentatives, salesmen, network publicity men, insurance agents, press
agents.

Some evenings after the dinners and the parties where I got stories
I went on to big charity balls where there were lots of colorful people.
In odd moments I answered much of my mail in my own hand.

‘To get stories I scurried about like the proverbial eager-beaver re-
porter on a newspaper. I spent the whole of one terrible night in Long
Island Sound on a tiny boat seining for fish with a professional fisher-
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man. Fach smelly, squirmy catch was thrown on deck, and though I
can get seasick in a rowboat tied to a dock, by some miracle of will
I restrained myself the entire twelve hours from throwing up.

I covered the night courts of the city and heard firsthand the sordid,
sorrowful stories of those who get in trouble with the law. Down on
the water front I got life histories from families who spent their entire
lives in cargo barges on rivers and canals. One spring I hurried out to
Maspeth, Long Island, to visit with a gypsy queen and her subjects
before they started traveling. I spent a night in a listener’s trailer in
order to tell what it was like (in one word—crowded!).

Stella tracked down and I spent some time with a bunch of hobos
and was written up in their magazine by Georgina, one of Tommy
Manville’s wives. I floated over New York in a blimp, went up in a
helicopter with Igor Sikorsky, who invented it.

It exhausts me now even to think about all the places we went and
the things we did. Some weeks I must have shaken as many as five
thousand hands. No wonder I seemed about then to be getting chronic
bursitis in my right arm! . . . And eat! Nobody was ever satisfied when
I took just one helping of anything, for I was reputedly a mighty
trencherman.

In the South they fed me spoonbread, corndodger, beaten biscuits,
country ham, black-eyed peas, and fried chicken. In Pennsylvania my
hosts put on the table the traditional seven sweets and seven sours
(seven sweet dishes and seven sour ones), besides special sausages,
shoofly pies, and a dozen other viands.

In Connecticut, Mrs. Israel Putnam introduced me to that pumpkin
bread (made with a female pumpkin) that I've talked and wntten
about ever since. And for dessert we had the scorched custard that I
said Mrs. Putnam ironed. That gracious lady of the old school never
contradicted me publicly, but she gently insisted in private that touch-
ing a flatiron lightly to the brown sugar on top of a pudding wasn’t
really ironing. However, I’d used too many flatirons in my youth not
to recognize ironing when I saw 1t!

As if five days a week weren’t enough Stella Karn one day decreed
that weekends must be devoted to expeditions that might turn out to
be adventure stories to be told on Monday. So many Fridays when
the broadcast was over we—Stella, Janice, and I—set off by automobile
or airplane for some spot, usually historical, that would provide ma-
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terial. These broadcasts quickly became highlights in our week, and
invitations poured in.

The Middle West—my part of it, anyway—is not strong on history,
and I never cared for it in school. But I was entranced by the old
salt-box houses in Connecticut that had been lived in by the same
families for six, seven, even eight generations.

At Guilford, for instance, we saw an old salt box on Crooked Lane
with floor boards worn completely through. The owner of the house,
Comfort Starr, was a tailor. He stood all day, this hard-working Con-
necticut Yankee, in front of his cutting board until he made a dent.
In Guilford, too, lived a hatmaker who was town clerk, magistrate, and
representative at the General Assembly. His name was Sam Hill, and
to this day people round there say, of some paragon of industry, “Why,
he works like Sam Hill.” Guilford also was put in our broadcast for
that Monday because of Acadian House, where a man named Samuel
Chittenden gave shelter to a whole family of French refugees driven
from their homes in Canada, as in Longfellow’s poem.

At Beekman Arms in Rhinebeck, New York, I found a window seat
in the original dining room worn into a hollow by being sat on for
more than two hundred years. Among those who helped wear it down
were Benedict Arnold, Alexander Hamilton, Aaron Burr, Lafayette,
DeWitt Clinton, Martin Van Buren, Theodore Roosevelt, and
dozens of others (not all at the same time of course).

Upstairs in the Beekman Arms stands a little hooded cradle made
of rough pine with a patchwork quilt folded at the botton. The
touching legend about it is that it came through the terrible Cherry
Valley Massacre with the baby tucked safe inside.

A listener invited me for a weekend in Bordentown, New Jersey, to
inspect the escape tunnel in the house that had been lived in by Joseph
Bonaparte, Napoleon’s brother and ex-king of Naples and Spain. I
looked at the tunnel but came across another story in Bordentown
that I liked better.

The heroine of this was Patience Lovell Wright, Quaker, who had
lived in a little stone house. She began carving funny faces from
loaves of bread to amuse her children. Then her husband died and
she had to make money. Everybody marveled at her bread faces. She
thought maybe she could do the same in wax and sell them. She
couldn’t sell any around there so she packed up and took the children
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and the miniatures to England. There her wax images of important
people soon made her the rage. She got to be friends with the king
and queen; called them George and Charlotte, Quaker style, and they
called her Paticnce. When the revolution broke out she told her royal
friend George her sympathies were with the colonies, moved on to
Paris and there she did even better with her wax portraits of local
notables.

In Cooperstown, home of James Fenimore Cooper, I saw the base-
ball museum—overrated, I said on Monday—and picked up the story
of Mrs. William Cooper, mother of James Fenimore, a reluctant pio-
neer and proud of it. She sat down in her rocking chair in her home at
Burlington, New Jersey, and when her husband wanted to move to
New York State announced she would not stir. Nonsense, she called
it, going off into the wilderness just because her husband liked the
looks of a valley he’d seen when he climbed a tree on a hunting tnp!
But if she was made of stern stuff, her William was made of even
sterner. He ordered the household goods piled on a wagon, all ex-
cept the rocker she sat in and the carpet under her feet. Still she
refused to budge. So William picked up chair and wife and put them
aboard the wagon. She didn’t stir during the trip, and when they ar-
rived at what is now Cooperstown, New York, she was still deter-
minedly seated in that chair.

In Richmond, Virginia, they told me tales of what war was like
in privation and suffering for southern women. My favorite resident of
the Confederate White House is Nina, the smuggler doll. Nina 1s
faded and battered now, but she’s so illustrious that the United States
Government twice had her portrait painted. She was carried aboard
an English ship by a little girl whose father, a doctor, wanted desper-
ately to bring morphine and quinine to the suffering Confederate sol-
diers. He knew he couldn’t hide the drugs on his own person or in his
luggage, so he borrowed his little girl’s doll, and inside Nina’s china
head, with its cherubic blue eyes and painted hair, he stuffed stores of
the two medicines.

I went to Cape Cod just at the time the roses were climbing over
the Cape Cod cottages with the funny little square porches set on the
roof. Widows’ walks, they call those, because sea captains’ wives kept
hopeless vigils there, looking far out to sea for the ships that never
came back.
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The Pilgrims’ monument up in Provincetown, Massachusetts, fur-
nished me with an all-American theme one Monday. They told me
in the town that the design is Italian, the architect was of French and
Swiss descent, the men who built it were mostly Irish, and the Portu-
guese take care of it. So I preached a little sermon about how we are
all one and none of us has the right to look down on any other.

With sand everywhere, you'd think Cape gardens would be pretty
bleak; instead they’re a mass of color and bloom all summer long. The
reason, I was told, is that they’re rooted in earth from every corner of
the world. Brought in as ballast on the old sailing ships, the dirt was
unloaded in Provincetown and used for lawns and gardens. So the
rambler roses on a cottage roof and the orange poppies blowing in the
wind may be planted in soil from England, France, or China—or other
faraway places visited by the clipper captains.

My weekend in New Castle, Delaware, was the one that finally sold
me completely on history. I walked through the cobbled streets lined
with tall elms and maples, some of them two centuries old, shading
houses of mellowed brick with immaculate white gates and great fan-
lighted doorways. There is a small room in the courthouse that they
believe was the original town hall, built before 1682. William Penn
stood 1n that old building and received bits of turf, some twigs, and
water as a sign of his ownership after he had taken the key and locked
himself inside alone for a few minutes of prayerful reflection.

The Village Green is shaded by immense elms and crisscrossed with
paths worn by people like old Peter Stuyvesant, who used to stump
across 1n the days of Dutch rule; William Penn; George Read, signer
of the Declaration of Independence; George Washington; and Lafa-
yette. Packet Alley is the cobbled street used by travelers who arrived
by packet and took the stagecoach route out of town. Just past it is
Amstel House, standing solid and sedate in its two-hundred-year-old
garden with clipped box borders, brick paths, and a sun dial announc-
ing, “I only mark the hours that shine.”

Iivery house in New Castle has treasures from the past. One that I
especially loved was a queer-looking silver gadget kept under a glass
globe. It’s an old tongue scraper, and the reason for the glass is that
nobody can resist trying it. In another house is a cumbersome old um-
brella, four times as big as our modern umbrellas, with real whalebone
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holding the tattered blue silk. It once had William Read’s name in
cross-stitch and a coat of arms on its tip.

Sometime around 1790, William Read was walking down the Strand
with his grand silk umbrella sheltering him from the rain. A gust of
wind from the river whisked the umbrella out of his hand and blew it
far out into the water. He gave it up for lost, but exactly a year later
there was a knock at his door and an old sea captain handed him the
umbrella. It had blown straight onto the rigging of a sailing vessel
bound for China and had journeyed over all seven seas before it finally
got back to New Castle.

One weekend in June we amived in Chocolate Town, Hershey,
Pennsylvania, to see the rose garden famous all over the world. Stella
and Janice were in a silly mood and registered themselves as secretary
and maid, respectively, with the result that one night for the three of
us cost me about $75. And we couldn’t even get hot chocolate when
we tried to order it at one in the morning. The roses were lovely,
though.

I flew alone to Charleston, South Carolina, to see the unforgettable
thousands of flame and scarlet azalea and camellia blossoms mirrored
in the lakes and just as clearly and colorfully in the black-surfaced
paths of famous Middleton Gardens.

In Nantucket, I explored old houses and visited with four people I
love—Marjorie Mills of radio and television, actress and writer Patricia
Collinge, who was one of our favorite guests, and the naturalist
Kierans—John (“Information Please”) and Margaret. I even threat-
ened to go on a bird walk with John, but I suspected he was not
hospitable to the idea. Margaret, however, has become almost as good
at spotting birds as her famous husband.

One of our most delightful broadcasts was with John, high on a hill
on the front terrace at the Haders’ home on the Hudson. The birds
were singing fit to burst their throats, and John identified each in tumn.
We broadcast from Hader House for a whole month that summer and
were so enchanted with the rosy dawns, golden sunsets, and compan-
ionship of animals and birds that we decided to accept Marjorie Evans’
invitation to move our equipment to Larchmont the next summer for
an even longer period. Marjorie was a listener who one day got sick of

hearing me complain on the air about the heat, noise, and dirt of New
York.
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Her opening gambit on the telephone (I'd never even heard of her
until that moment) was, “Haven’t you any sense at ali? Why don’t you
get a few electric fans and a ventilator for your bedroom that will shut
out noise and dirt? A great big radio person can certainly afford a few
comforts . . . Never mind, I'll be there within the hour with some
fans.”

She was, too, and next day sent a man to install a ventilator in the
bedroom. She has never been what I'd call a flattering friend but she
certainly is stimulating, and the summers in her house overlooking
Long Island Sound with the sailboats lazily floating in the sun were
very happy.

Mildred Helms found a terrace at the Towers Hotel in Brooklyn
where I could watch the ships and the incomparable skyline of New
York. That was after I had undergone an operation for anal fistula and
had to sit on a rubber ring for several weeks. Listeners loved the mourn-
ful whooing of the ships, and Stella said any change in routine helped
the program.

Betore I had healed enough to give up the rubber ring I had to
appear at a convention in the Waldorf to receive an award. I decided
it was better to be frank, so I took the rubber ring along, waved it
at the crowd, and told about my operation in painful detail.

Some of my happiest broadcasts away from the studio were done on
the stone terrace of Stella’s farm in the Catskills with a view of moun-
tains and water that reminded almost every guest of his favorite scen-
ery, wherever located—Scotland, Switzerland, [taly.

I got into a good many books during the twenty radio years, some-
times as myself, often thinly disguised. I was murdered twice, and
three times—that I know about—I was the murderer in mystery stories.
Authors who want to picture you as murdered or a murderer but don’t
want to be sued for libel have a little trick that I got wise to after the
first time it was worked on me. They mention you by your real name
in a complimentary or at least innocuous fashion. Then they fecl free
to go ahead with you under another name that they are using for their
nefarious purposes.

I was cartooned by “Believe It or Not” Ripley, profiled by The
New Yorker, Look, and Life, proposed to in his sports column by
Red Smith of the Herald Tribune and got into the annual Christmas
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greetings of Frank Sullivan (in a poem) and Burris Jenkins’ enormous
Christmas card in the New York Journal-American.

Reader’s Digest got and printed this little yarn from one of my
listeners: “When I brought our new baby home from the hospital, 1
brought a nurse, too. For the six weeks she was with me, everything
went fine; Andy was a model child. After she left, things were differ-
ent. Every aftcrnoon, at one o’clock, the baby started to whimper.
Nothing I tried to do would quiet him. One afternoon, the cleaning
woman remarked, ‘Maybe he misses Mary Margaret McBride. Miss
Lynch always had it on.” I tuned in at 660 and, sure enough, Andy
stopped crying at once!”

This 1s fame? Well, it’s a reasonable facsimile and rather fun.

For my second vacation (the first one I spent having the fistula out),
I went to Europe with a friend, George Schmidt, on the lighter-than-
air ship Hindenburg. This crcated a real panic among my listeners.
Hundreds wrote to wish me a safe voyage. Some scolded me for fright-
ening them by taking what they thought was a most perilous trip.
They sent gifts that ranged from rabbits’ feet to hazelnut cake and
included the caul of a seventh daughter of a seventh daughter. One
listener wrote me later that she persuaded her husband to drive her
to New York from Trenton, New Jersey, in order to go past both the
station and my apartment so she could say the Mizpah at both places.

Any number of my rooters declared they sat up all night and tuned
in their radios to find out how my journey progressed. They were
afraid that there might be an accident over the sea, and if I was being
plummeted down they wanted to know about it.

As a matter of fact, there was a storm that night, but I didn’t hear
it and I never felt safer in my life. When after its return trip the
Hindenburg caught fire and burned up, I was stunned. Captaln Leh-
mann, who had been the commanding officer on my crossing, was
fatally injured. I was sad for I'd liked him. e had let me sit beside
him on the bridge and listen to him reciting his own poetry. I walked
with him over every inch of that ship on narrow catwalks with the
ocean in plain sight below. I can’t imagine how I could have been so
venturesome.

Captain Lehmann took me to lunch in Frankfort with his wife, and
she and I talked chiefly of war. She said, “Women don’t want war, and
somehow they’ve got to see that it is stopped.” Then she and I looked
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at each other and there was complete agreement in our eyes—a ques-
tion too. We women didn’t want war. Why did men bring 1t on us?

It was when I came back by boat from the Hindenburg trip that I
brought a goat, Pierrot by name, and the two of us became front-page
news for a few days. L'affaire de Pierrot started as a joke planned by
Nikki. She was in Paris when I left and presented me with this goat,
which she had dressed in a cute little bonnet and neck frill. During the
voyage on the Ile de France, Pierrot lived in the dog kennel.

When we got to New York he had to be checked through customs,
and as he came down the gangplank he ate his declaration. However,
he got past immigration all right, and Hattie Silverman, who met me,
fell in love with him so I gave him to her for her little grandson up 1n
Westchester. I saw Pierrot ride off in great style in IHattie’s limousine
and thought it was the last of him. Little did I know! It was August
and there wasn’t much news, so the ship news photographers had
made a lot of Pierrot and me. Next morning we were all over the
front page, and silly we looked, too. I felt deflated and miserable—but
helpless.

Then the telephone rang and a stern masculine voice said that he
was representing the Department of Agriculture. Where was the goat
I had brought from France, that I had taken from one of the worst
regions of hoof-and-mouth disease in the country? “It will have to be
sent back at once or it might infect thousands of animals in this coun-
try,” he declared. I, who am afraid of authority in any form, stam-
mered when I told him I didn’t know where Hattie’s son lived in
Westchester but I'd find out. I telephoned frantically to Stella, who
was absolutely delighted.

“We'll get the goat back,” she promised, “but meantime the papers
will keep writing about it. It's a dull season.” How right she was. I
stopped answering letters, telephones, or doorbell, for if it wasn’t the
Department of Agriculture it was a reporter.

Finally Hattie brought Pierrot back and the Department of Agricul-
ture made me come down to the pier and put him on the return sail-
ing of the Ile de France. Much later a friend of mine was sitting at the
captain’s table on a voyage of the Ile and my name came up somehow.
The captain exploded: “Don’t talk to me about that woman! I hope
I'll never hear of her again. The immigration officers in France refused
to admit that goat of hers and put him back on our ship, so he traveled
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back and forth—a goat without a country—until we finally ate him up.”

Now when television is so flooded with celebrities that people claim
they get tired of looking at overadvertised faces, I wonder what Stella
would suggest if I had a program. Maybe I'd have to go back to talk-
ing and getting stories, because even the biggest programs have a
hard time producing exciting guests and are driven to trading turns
with one another. One thing I'm sure of—Stella would think of some-
thing.

It was well that dauntless woman was around when I made my first
big public appearance at Grand Central Palace. It was my second
broadcasting anniversary and twenty-five thousand women came. It
was a complete surprise to everybody, since we had expected at most
a few hundred. The women couldn’t hear and they couldn’t see and
there were no chairs for them to sit on. Stella said there weren’t that
many chairs in New York City, short of Madison Square Garden (a
prophetic utterance that turned out to be). As to the defeat of the
loud-speaker, she explained that the equipment had been checked the
night before, but the engineers had failed to take into consideration
that when the hall was filled much of the sound would be absorbed
by the crowd and its clothing.

“Anyway,” she added, “the only important thing was that people
came.” Later when stories began to be written about me, she was
equally practical and, I thought, hard-boiled. She would find me cry-
ing over something that had been said about me. She was always hon-
estly astonished. “Just look,” she would urge. “Look at all the space
you got!”

Now I know that I was overly and stupidly thin-skinned. I know it
because I reread the other day a profile in The New Yorker that a
nice girl named Barbara Heggie wrote. She haunted me for a good
many days and since she was an excellent interviewer used varous
devices to get me to reveal my innermost thoughts. As I nearly always
did when being interviewed I talked too much, but when I reread the
story, to my surprise I found I liked it very much. I couldn’t even
remember what I had been so upset about at the time.

I might even decide someday to take a look at the Life profile. A
photographer from that magazine accompanied me all the way to my
home town in Missouri, climbing to the top of the Paris National
Bank in order to get a bird’s-eye view of the water tower and antagoniz-
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ing the citizens because he was more interested in pictures than peo-
ple. There were no developments from that first siege with Life except
thousands of pictures, but a while later Jeanne Perkins revived the
idea of profiling me, and this time Life really did me to a crisp—or
so I felt. I cried for three days after the magazine came out. I can’t
defend myself. I just admit it to prove what I've already hinted—that
I'm a spineless slob—and of course a suffering slob.



4. NEAR CATASTROPHE

I don’t think Mary Margaret McBride really enjoyed Martha Deane
much at first, even though Dr. Payne recommended it. The truth was
this strange poised woman frightened me. I didn’t frighten her,
though. She wasn’t afraid of anything. At that microphone she was
monarch of all she surveyed. I must have ended by assimilating at
least that much of Martha Deane, because for twenty-odd years, even
after I dropped the name, I still was queen of the world—my world,
anyway—when I sat before my own microphone. That's why I had
such a fine time being on the radio.

Ordinarily worried about what people would say of me, when I
dropped down in front of that leering little instrument I didn’t think
of myself at all, not until I got up and changed back into my ordinary
self. Or maybe I should say except at times of near catastrophe—as
when my old-time boss came, Henry L. Stoddard, who'd been editor
of the Evening Mail when I was a cub. I’d never heard him swear in
all our years of association, but he at once began to tell about my
coming in to ask for a job and saying I was from Paris, Missouri. Mr.
Stoddard then quoted himself as ejaculating, “My God, where 1s Paris,
Missouri?”

Then there was the man who started out calm and agreeable but
suddenly began to rave. He was an explorer, and I never did find out
what the person he was bitter about had done to him, but midway
in the broadcast he started calling his enemy a cheat and a har. It was
a spontaneous broadcast all right, and about all I could do was utter
little soothing sounds and try to switch him to a safer theme such as
jungle animals, which he was supposed to know a lot about.

The most nervous guest I ever had in all those years was, of all
people, a newspaperwoman. I'm shy, but I've never thought of my
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fellow workers as being in that category. This one, however, certainly
was. She was so scared that people on the receiving end could hear
her teeth chatter. I tried to gentle her down before the broadcast be-
gan and after it started, but she never did feel at home and to this
day probably thinks of that as the worst hour of her life.

In time I got used to near catastrophe and learned how to avert it.
I succeeded pretty well the time a redheaded Irishman, unexpectedly
come to town, insisted upon defining the position of his country in
relation to England, while a blond English general fumed and tried to
put in a few words of rebuttal. I had my work cut out, but I finally
brought my two guests together on the beauty of American girls and
the excellence of corn on the cob.

Once I had asked two authors on the same day. Neither had known
the other was coming and both were late, arriving just before the
broadcast. My production man took one horrified look at them bris-
tling at each other and whispered that they were deadly enemies, that
almost the whole writing world knew how they detested each other.
How had I ever missed this feud? With fear and trembling I edged
carefully into the interview. When you’re determined to avoid any one
subject it stays perversely in the forefront of your mind and usually
you end by saying the very thing you'd determined not to. In this case,
horrified, I heard myself praising one of the authors to the other.

“He’s about as loyal a friend as anybody could want. Why, he even
said that if I advertised arsenic sandwiches he’d go right out and buy
one.”

“And if he’d eat it himself,” the other author instantly countered,
“I’d make it for him.”

Eric Herud and Henry Gabrielson, my engineers, had been in radio
since the days of crystal sets and earphones. They were not easily up-
set. Newsroom bulletins rushed into the middle of a program bothered
them not at all. They juggled voices expertly. Their panel of dials and
knobs were like test tubes to a chemist; they knew how to mix and stir
sounds until they got them properly balanced. But as Gabe sometimes
pointed out, he couldn’t change words. He could only change the way
they sounded.

And even though I was sitting near enough to a guest to choke him,
I couldn’t alter the phrases pouring from him unless I really did
commit violence! I could only try to keep control of the interview and
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pace it by the odd sense of timing that develops in your head after
you've been doing radio for a while, a sort of tickless clock that lets
you know when a story is getting too long, when the moment has come
to start commercials, when a guest is talking too much. Right now I
can tell time almost to the second without looking at a clock.

But the tickless apparatus in your brain doesn’t always sufhce. It
didn’t when I had a bubbling middle-aged southerner on the air, who
not only didn't stop talking but didn’t stop for breath. I plunged head-
long into the stream of honeys and you-alls and reckons. The only
question I could think of that called for a brief answer, giving me a
chance to marshal a few similar questions was, “Where were you born?”
This is absolutely safe ninety-nine times out of a hundred, because
most people will say, “Harrisburg, Pennsylvania,” “Louisville, Ken-
tucky,” “a farm near Davenport, Iowa.” This guest, however, flashed
her coyest honeysuckle-and-roses smile and went into another mono-
logue.

Fifteen minutes later she was still going. She had described her
home down to the last portico; she had traced her family tree back to
the Crusades; she had told how many beaux pursued her before “that
big old handsome Vuginnyah gentleman” came along. It was the first,
last, and only time that I was really outtalked, left helpless and silent,
with the minutes marching by toward sign-oft time. Risking the charge
of discourtesy, I had to cut into the middle of a sentence, telling my
guest that the chamber of commerce of her city ought to put her on
the payroll but that my payroll was going to be nonexistent unless I
got a few sponsors mentioned.

At the opposite end of the dilemma is the guest who won't talk at
all. T sat with perspiration beading my forehead the day 1 tried to
interview a pretty blond singer who’d got back that day from overseas.
She had been everywhere. Starting with South America she’d sailed
and flown to islands all over the Caribbean, toured the Gold Coast
of Africa, made a forced landing in Russia and stayed overnight in a
barracks for Russian women soldiers. But when I asked her to tell
about it she hesitated, took a deep breath, and said with finality,
“Well, it was interesting.” South America was interesting, she ad-
mitted. So was Africa, and Russia was not only interesting but cold.

Then there was a young man who has written books I wish I'd
written—which is my highest compliment to man or woman. But the
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memory of our one broadcast together is mutually bitter. He had a
novel coming out and ordinarily I wouldn’t have invited him, since
most novelists (I hate generalizations, but this one is fairly safe) write
much better than they talk. I agreed to have Mr. R. because the pub-
lisher’s publicity girl, of whom I was especially fond, made a fervent
plea. Then I dispatched Janice with stern instructions to get some-
thing interesting for me to go on.

She found the author more opposed than I to the interview. He said
flatly that he did not want to go on the air. They discussed this at
length in his ofhice at The New Yorker magazine, and then he sug-
gested they repair to a nearby restaurant and talk further. Over a tall
drink (or two) they arrived at some stories of his having lived in Ta-
hiti, a description of how a profile is put together for The New Y orker,
plus a few anecdotes about people he’'d personally profiled. It wasn’t
world-shaking and it took Janice a whole afternoon, but I agreed we
could make something of it.

However, the morning before our broadcast I tuned in another net-
work and heard Mr. R. being interviewed! Hadn’t he been told, I
stormed, about my rule that I must have guests first? And here he was
—same day, same stories. I telephoned Janice and told her to cancel
him at once. She tried, but our friend at the publishing house ex-
plained that the big boss had made a special point of his author ap-
pearing on my program. The poor writer had been recorded by the
other network, and it was a schedule slip-up that had put him on at
the wrong time. Please—wouldn’t I have him? Finally Janice went
scurrying over to the magazine to try to dredge up some new stories.
Tahiti was the only thing he’d missed on the other program. She found
the novelist very unhappy.

“Look,” he said, “my editor has telephoned, my agent has called,
Mary Margaret has bawled me out, and now here you are. All I did
was write a book. Why does this have to happen to me?”

He added that he didn’t have any more material, he didn’t know any
anecdotes, and furthermore he intended to have a drink. Janice, pro-
testing, followed him to a downstairs bar and then, knowing me and
my allergy to alcohol, founded in my temperance upbringing in Mis-
souri, bought him some breath sweeteners and dragged him to the
studio.

I can smell even a hint of alcohol on a person a room’s length away,
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and the breath sweeteners just emphasized the aroma. It was all I
necded. Grimly, I started the program and gaily the guest announced
to the world that he had been on the air that very morning.

“That’s tactful of you,” I remarked—and did two commercials. Mr.
R. seemed to be dozing when I again got round to talking with him. I
told the name of his book, gave a brief summary of it, and began:
“You lived in Tahiti, didn’t you?”

“Umm,” he said, “ummm?”

“Tahity,” I said. “Didn’t you live in Tahiti?”

“Oh, Tahiti. Yes.”

“Well”—with increasing grimness—“tell about it. What was it like?”

“Tahiti—— Oh, Tahiti. Nice place, Tahiti—liked it there.”

“Well, where in Tahiti did you live?”

“In a house—vyes, lived in a little house.”

I hope this gives some idea of what that broadcast was like. I don’t
believe I spoke to the man after it was over, but I learned later that
he returned, shattered, to the magazine and for years thereafter warned
all fellow scribes never, never to go on the radio. As for him, I'm told
he’s not been on the air since, though he keeps on turning out excel-
lent books.

There is nothing you can do in cases like this, unless you're lucky
enough to be able to answer your own questions. After a few such
crises you see to it that you do know a few details before you tackle
any subject on the air. In time I learned not to ask a guest for a story
I couldn’t tell myself. One of the horrible occasions that drove me to
this starred a man who I thought had written (or at least compiled)
a popular history of medicine, filled with odd lore, exciting stories, and
technical, unpronounceable names. I introduced the guest and tried to
launch him on the history of the first operation performed under ether,
only to have him look at me coldly and explain that he had merely
taken the pictures for the book—he didn’t know a single word con-
tamed 1n it and didn’t want to, either.

I blessed then the hours I had spent over that difficult material.
So I was able to laugh and murmur, “Isn’t that just like a photographer
—mterested only in how the pictures came out!” Then I launched
into the stories, announcing that I would try to sell him on his own
book. He turned out to be a good sort, listened quite interestedly,
laughed, and the program ended smoothly.
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Most of the time the audience out on the air is happily unconscious
of tense situations in the studio. My interview with foreign corre-
spondent Jim Linder, for instance, brought floods of enthusiastic mail.
Listeners never knew that he chain-smoked nervously throughout the
broadcast (against all rules, this was then) and as he finished each
cigarette, sent it arching into the air with a flick of thumb and fore-
finger, so that I had to fight the urge to turn from the microphone
each time a cigarette took off, to see whether the studio was on fire!

To balance him was another foreign correspondent—a handsome,
bronzed six-footer back in the United States after five years of South
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