JUN 25 1977

6/24/12
Dear Js,

Had very decent young iloward not called we night before last, I'¢ planned to get wy
mind on sow.thing else for a while to .axe a note the contents of uhich I thaught might
amuse you o bite Back in 1965, .hen I last saw lwriel duckeyser, then s pescenik poet,
she would not lift a finger to help but she urged ue o keep a daily ledger because oi the
higtoric importance, ctc., and because therc wight later be literary interest, etc. 1t was
a disappointment to = that neither she nor any others, ineludin = the likes of .obert
Lowell{("I'd have to read the Warren “ port and all 26 valumes before 1 coula write an honest
foreword" to ny sccond book, which had been asked of him by a young reporter friend). I
had met her one wild drunken night in the 30s at a party in New York. after the véssing
of so many yearsy, I recall only that it had been a pleasant night and my nexi-days
regrets, L wa. that drunk before it was over. Anyway, as things do, I was remindec of a
fregment of the past and a note of sorcthing I might went to use in future writing, for
which I hope to have time after assassination vork, by the-10 days of rain wez've hace &
few noments ago 1 saw whast .LOJ;\SU. lixe it might be the beginning of a sunrise., If thet has
(;J.S"")"B'c_l‘ed, it still doesu't look liie more rein now and I'11 take a welk for the firvst

tine in 10 dayse I findl miss 'em if I don't walk in the early morning.

Funny how things come back. They are falking on the radio about how this is the highest
water in Washington since 19%6, I remember that once I h.d & bad cold and retired with
my favorite remedy of those days, e pint mixed into a pint of boiling water to which I'd
added a dozen swuewzed lemons or a half-dozen aund probably some stgar, all o it in &
Thermos, me in bed, and I drank the whole thing while listening to radio reports of the
flood, Wasn't as bad a s orm or flood as one when I was still in wilmington, about 1931 or 2.
I was working for Pierre DuPont's lorning Hews. I had had an accident anc all the fing rs
of my right had were stitched ou the top side. “Youldn't type without much difiiculiy. We

ot the east end of a hurricane and it tore things up pretty badly. I walked into the

paper when the center was over us, a pause of some kind, got there to find no comuwdcations
south at all, no kind to anywhere, and I offered to usc radioe. I was then a radio ham, with
a simple but highly-efficient outfii that was the envy of some of the older ones who

bought expensive rigs and got low effeciency, I worked 80-mcter phone, no code. For this

I ne.ded more power and code, the interference making compreliension impossible, The
mangging editor, generally an uninmeginative , surty sory, went for it

He had married one of uy favorite teachers, innie liclaurie, who had teught we 5the
grade geogrpahy, and I always wondered about a sweet woman like her warrying an ill-
temepered cuss whose sole merit was total sycophancy.

Let ne digress for what may also anuse. There cam a ftime that Pierre hinseli was a
witness beforc the Senate Munitions Compittec. I didn't know it or her then, but Lil worked
for it. Of course, the home folks weren t supoosed to kuow about such things unless they
were so radical they bought the conservEtive Phila. papers. So, Charlie Gray had the job
of finding sonething to *=nab?c him to downplay this embarrassing appearsnce by the owner,
He got the copy boy, Yon Hutchinson — I think he later got famous in te.nie - gave him a
buck, and told him to go to different drug stores and take two aspirins with a coke. You
got a coke for a nickel then. Twenty cokes later Uon came beck with an upset stomach end
said if he had to take another he'd quit. bo, Charlie, personally, then with others helping,
hit the horn and interviewed the governor (son-in-law of owner), nayor, head of board of
education, school irincipals, ¢tc., and soon had a very black bannered story on tiis uew
intoxicating vice of the young, bHe foubd enough room on p.1 for a half-stick saying that
Pierre had that day given the Senate the bunefit of his great wisdoms

The closest ham to the station-and in that weather, this was inportant, was a chiro—
podist only two blocks avay. iwward Layton operated W3AIS out of the back room of the third
floor of his home. No patients in such weather, so he was willing I guesz I've got the
time wrong, must have gone in on the time of the p.m. mate, same owndership, same bldg.

I remember that slmost immediately Howard reised a ham in Berlin, Md., which is just
below the bottom of Delaware on the eastern shore. Right before that he got what for a ham

was an elecirifying thing, a call from what was then a very famous stat:l.on, the davy's

Arlingon NAA, We were the only thing they heard and damned if they didn'% give us sonme
uthority that somebody without the authority to bestow it must have made up. Howard and

1 were both given temporary commission in the Navy! Lieutenants! We moved some official
traffic. Phlla was then an important Lavy bese, for example,




Strange how I remember names, call-letters, things like that so clearly after so
mieh of my life,

Around middsy we raised this Berling signal ana he had some traffic. The inter-
fersnce was pretty roush. Howard wrote out what he could make out in longhand and pas.ed
it to ne, sheet at & tine, 1 remember I was sitting at his rdisht, toward a north window,
and that hey hau one of the old stand-type phones vith a sepsrate recelve for hearing,
the Xong kind, close to there and that I used it. 4s soon as I saw the fragment, L kuew
he wes getting a damned good storm story, first-verson. As I now recall it dealth with
homes, including the writer's, wesching down a creck that was swollen enough to make them
floato

I called the Daily Hews, the coumpanion vaper, gobt a real character who was then
city editor, Harris Sanonisky. The two papers in thosc deys, b.tween them, had few editors,
Lach had an editor. The one on the worning side was senile and in pasture. Ye'd cadge
various of us into writing editorials for him. 1 wrote quite a few, chiefly those I wanted
to write, amd the old fellow like me for voludbeuring, never catching on to my sorvine
self-interests kach had a venaging editor, a city and & state editor, and one for sporss
and women's, Bach of the latter had one under him/her, The only human being cmong them
was Carl Vise, my city editor. He was wise, kind, soft-spoken and fatherly to uc. We'd
ride home together often in the night's last strestcar, living not far apart.

Harris Samonisky was p.n. city ed. He smoked ecigers and imitated the “en-Hecht
types. Acted and talied tough, etc. lade hinsslf seem hmportant to himself, I tolu Harris
what 1 hed and he out a steno on the phone. Meanwhils, I had pretty much oi the story to
write as I resd it. 1t was really an inprovisation, for much of it was lost in trunsmission,
dut it was that rere good Jjob by the man who fo this day I've acver met that I could and
did throw myself into it and I1'm pretty confident that I added approxinstely what had been
lost, the essence of what he'd written, ‘

The end »roduct was a really great story. I knew it and it mademe feel ood, through
the hand paine The rain was bucketing down when at mpppertime I walked back to the paper
while Howard finally yielded to his wife and stopoed to eat, I was astounded to find that
the pe.meer hadn't carried this story and that we didn't have it for the a.m. The man who
wrote it was our correspondent, His name was Vharlie Truitt or Pruitt. Charlie Gray was
pretty mad. We found out later that Harris had phoned it to the Bulletin, vhich had made
it the lead storye I'1ll keep you in suspense for a bit. I went back to Howerd's until
he pooped out, then I used a series of hams the same way for two days, around the clock,
until land communications were restored. and then 4 pooped oute this came back to nc
recently at my step—father's funcral when ny youngest nicce asked me if it were true that
her mother, my younger sister, used to wake me up by Jumping on me. ~t was itrue, &z my
#ioter had told the kids, Sometines it was impos:ible to awaken ne, Gloria, 12 years
youngerm often started running st the dorr to my bedroom and just belly-flopped Hn me when
a shake didn_t get me upe After that storm, it was early on a “aturday a.m. when I got home,
nobody could get me up, not even this treatment, They actually got the family doctors I
slept until som time Sunday with everybody worrying even after the doector told them not to.

The story pert of ‘hich I wrote as I read it- the cony was coming to ne at sbout
20 viords per minute and L kept up with it - won the Fulitzer Prize that year. For the firt
time and I suspect the only Charlie Gray had a kind word for me. “e raged that ohr paper,
Charlie and he even included me, should have won the prize, Indeed we should have, Harris
got fired and went to work, as 1 later heard, whether or not beginning there, for Carl
Byoir, That's the kiun of place he reslly belonged., “ven .hore newspapers wers too ducent
for him, Harris couldn't sekl the story to the Bulle because Truitt was their correspondent,
too, but he e:pected to zet some pay and prebably did. And now you know hou I didn t win
part of the fulitgzer, When I was 18=20, Lf Harris hadn't been a crook, I'd still b: the
youngest, I suspectoe.,lecars later I met Truitt's sone, then a reporter. I wa: near hie
day, then manager of the Baltimore Sun's Salisbury, Md., TV station. Lil and I were at a
poultry affair. I told the son the story. I was surprised thet I never got word froz him
or his dad, that when I was in the same city the dad didn't even want $o meot the man who
had made it possible for him to win the ‘ulitzer. I then did not look him up. Hnud i not
met the son, I would have. And now that I've also wade il her mate and she is awske and
sipping it in bed, our morming ritual, I'm taking a walk, Haven't finished gour meiling
1 got yesterday and when 1 get back from the walk the light will be ok for posting corrections
on ‘the master of M, It may be a futility, but it also must now be done fast, on the remote
chance something can havven as a r sult of the pendine dirtvewrok. Best. w77 . .~




