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warmup

And Hilarity 
Ensues

Almost five thousand times, Johnny Carson walked through those colored curtains after I had taken a considerable amount of time to say two words: “Heeeeere’s Johnny!” Almost five thousand times he walked out to the sound of a song he had helped to write, in a unique style that defined debonair, and with a grin that brought to mind the cutest kid in detention, to show millions of Americans the happiest way to end the day.

Ever since Johnny Carson’s final passage through those curtains on May 22, 1992, so many sweet bits of all those shows have been rerunning in my mental VCR—my “Very Cherished Remembrances.” I awaken in the middle of the night and hear myself saying to Aunt Blabby, “I haven’t seen you in a long time.”
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And I hear Aunt Blabby reply, “You haven’t seen your shoes in a long time either.”

And I hear Johnny as Mister Rogers merrily telling all the boys in the neighborhood what to do to all the girls as he merrily sings:

It’s a go-to-bed day in the neighborhood, 
A day to kiss any cute neighbor who would . . .

And I see a python slipping between Johnny’s legs while the look on his face seems to say he’s wondering if the snake has mistaken him for a tree or is checking to see if his fly is closed.

And I hear Carnac the Magnificent say that the question for “These are a few of my favorite things” was “What do you say to a doctor wearing rubber gloves?” and the question for “Chicken Teriyaki” was “What is the name of the last surviving kamikaze pilot?” And the question for “All systems go” was “What happens if you take a Sinutab, a Maalox, and a Feen-a-Mint?”
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And I see myself interviewing Johnny as Shirley Temple after she has become a candidate for congress and I am fighting back laughter, for “Shirley” has just sung:

On the Good Ship Lollipop, 
Where the jollies never stop.

And I see—and I hear—the greatest smorgasbord of entertainment in the history of American show business.

“Smorgasbord, Ed?” I can hear Johnny saying now. “Sometimes a Spam sandwich too.” And once in a while, a ptomaine tamale.

“But Johnny,” I reply, “absolutely everyone has said that your show was the best thing that ever happened to TV. ”

“They’re forgetting Romper Room.”

After reading inflated copy for a new NBC sitcom, Johnny used to say with a roll of his blue eyes, “And hilarity ensues.” He would read something like:

About to delight you on Wednesdays at nine is a new show called Foot and Mouth. Tired of the singles scene on Iwo Jima, nine cool young podiatrists move to a loony loft in Greenwich Village, hoping to start with feet and move up. And hilarity ensues.

And right after that hilarity, Wednesdays at nine thirty, is Dear Darwin. Unable to find an apartment, Louella moves into the Bronx Zoo where she falls head over heels for a chimpanzee who’s been head over heels a lot too. But Louella does have a problem, and not just that the chimp is two feet shorter and not Methodist. Can she take him home to her mother as her boyfriend or should her story be that he’s just a pet? Dear Darwin will have you going both ape and bananas. In a show that will quickly become your favorite inter-species romp, a lovable lunatic looks for her place in both New York and evolution. And hilarity ensues.

“And hilarity ensues.” But only in my misty mind.

He was a shy and private man, who once said to me, “I’m good with ten million, lousy with ten.” He ran from tributes faster than he ran on the tennis court, faster than he ran from a growling baby leopard and jumped into my arms when I showed that a good second banana knows how to catch the star. Of course, for every other moment in our thirty years on The Tonight Show, Johnny Carson carried me.

He was a man who could make the sharpest ad libs, recover from the worst jokes, and do the longest comic double takes; but one night in his dressing room, while smoking what must have been his hundredth unfiltered cigarette of the day, he said, “Ed, I just don’t know how to take compliments.”

“You’ve gotten some of those, have you?” I said.

“Yeah, one last week from a UPS guy, but he must’ve thought I was Dick Clark.”

We were able to joke about almost anything, but Johnny was serious now. He simply did not know how to respond to the legions of people who knew he was America’s classiest entertainer.

“Legions, Ed?” I hear him saying. “Is that the American or the French Foreign?”

“Johnny, I just meant that an awful lot of people love you and also know you’re a very nice guy.”

“I wish my first three wives had been among them.”

“But not Alex,” I hear myself saying.

“No, I finally got it right. ”

“And so did I with Pam.”

“We were slow learners, weren’t we, Ed?”



one

THE BOOK 
of the CENTURY

Johnny,” I said a few months before he died, “we’ve had so many wonderful memories, both on and off the show, that nobody knows about.”

“We’d better keep it that way,” he said, “especially that night at Jilly’s when those two nutty . . . Of course, we didn’t do anything.”

“No, not that memory, but all the others. I’d love to share them with everyone in a book.”

“Well, you’re the only one to do it,” he said. “And you can do it anytime in the next century.”

“But so many people . . .”

Our childhood photos reveal that from middy blouses to blue suits, both Johnny and I avoided maturity along the way.
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“Ed, write A Boy’s Life of Wayne Newton first. Or The Wit and Wisdom of Fats Domino. Or the story of the Lincoln Tunnel: For Whom the Tolls. Or . . .”

“Stop!” I said, laughing hard. “Johnny, there are so many worthless books being published.”

“And you want to write another one? Hey, how about writing The Joy of Zinc for all the people who find romance in minerals?”

“Seriously, Johnny,” I said, “every day a dozen people ask me, ‘What’s Johnny Carson really like?’”

“The same dozen? Well, just tell them the truth. I’m an easygoing sociopath whose hobbies are bungee jumping, collecting swimsuit pictures of Jack LaLanne, and doing Zen meditation with P. Diddy. We pray for a new name for him.”

TOO SOON

My heart breaks to think that I do not have to wait until the year 2100 to write my memories of Johnny Carson. At a few minutes after seven o’clock on the morning of January 23, 2005, the telephone rang in my Beverly Hills house. My wife, Pam, answered it and her hand fell to her heart. As the blood drained from her face, she silently handed the phone to me. I didn’t need Sherlock Holmes to know what had happened.

“Johnny,” I said.

Pam’s look said it all. In dismay, I took the phone.

“Ed,” said Johnny’s nephew, Jeff Sotzing, “Johnny just died.”

“Oh, no, no.”

“You’re my first call. He would have wanted me to call you first. I know how much you two meant to each other.”

Being at a loss for words isn’t my style, but it was then.

“Jeff . . . I . . . I don’t know what to say.”

“You don’t have to.”

“I’m reeling now. Let me call you back.”

Then I started to cry—the first tears that Pam ever saw me shed.

The following day, I just lay in bed, watching all the tributes to Johnny, crying one minute, laughing the next. It was a style of mourning you don’t often see.

“Ed,” I can hear Johnny saying, “you needed a grief counselor. Or maybe one for volleyball. ”

In the following weeks, I went on many radio and TV shows, on each of them paying tribute to Johnny. And one day, his widow, Alexis, called.

“Ed,” she said, “I’ve seen everything you’ve done. You’ve been magnificent.”

“Johnny would’ve hated it all,” I said.

“Yes, wouldn’t he? But it’s so wonderful you’re doing it. I love you, Ed, just as Johnny did.”

FRIENDS

Skitch Henderson once said that I treated everyone with love, an observation that made me sound more like a captain in the Salvation Army instead of a colonel in the U.S. Marines. Well, I haven’t always treated everyone with love. In 1952, I dropped several unloving things on some North Koreans. But I always felt a little extra love for Johnny, who dropped a few bombs of his own when we were together.

Most comic teams are not good friends or even friends at all. Laurel and Hardy didn’t hang out together, Abbott and Costello weren’t best of friends, and Dean Martin and Jerry Lewis—well, there were warmer feelings between Custer and Sitting Bull. However, Johnny and I were the happy exception. Although he was my boss, we shared the unwavering affection of a couple of equals who drove themselves to work, finally found the right wives, and liked to lose themselves in drumming and singing while listening to jazz.

For forty-six years, Johnny and I were as close as two non-married people can be. And if he heard me say that, he might say, “Ed, I always felt you were my insignificant other.”

On his farewell show, I was deeply moved when Johnny told America, “This show would have been impossible to do without Ed.
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An early publicity photo showed that we enjoyed working together.

Some of the best things we’ve done on the show have just been . . . well, he starts something, I start something . . . Ed has been a rock for thirty years and we’ve been friends for thirty-four. A lot of people who work together on television don’t like each other, but Ed and I have been good friends. You can’t fake that on TV.”

No, you can’t. George Burns said, “In show business, the most important thing is sincerity. And if you can fake that, you’ve got it made.” However, there was no faking what Johnny and I felt for each other.

Every year on our anniversary show, October 1, Johnny would turn to me and say, “I wouldn’t be sitting in this chair for [fill in a number from two to thirty] years if it weren’t for this man beside me. He’s my rock.”

My booming laugh on The Tonight Show was never just a conditioned reflex, but always a genuine appreciation for the man who could come up with something like: “A woman was arrested out here in Los Angeles for trading sex not for money but for spaghetti dinners. Would that make her a pastatute?”

That line came from Johnny, not one of his writers, none of whom had wit that approached his.

On another night, Madeline Kahn and Johnny were talking about their fears. “Anything particular that you’re afraid of?” he asked her.

“Well, it’s strange, Johnny,” she said, “but I don’t like balls coming toward me.” “That’s called testaphobia,” Johnny said.

Johnny always managed to come up with just the right line, or just the right gesture, or a blend of both.

ICE WATER?

“Johnny Carson has ice water in his veins,” some people used to say.

To which Johnny once replied, “That’s just not true; I had all the ice water removed. I did it in Denmark many years ago.”

He also had a less comic reply: “Ed, I’m so tired of the same old crap: people telling me, ‘You’re cool and aloof.’ They always want to know why I’m cool and aloof instead of hot and stooped. You’ve known me for eighteen years. Am I cool and aloof?”

“No, my lord.”

Johnny had developed the reputation for being cold and aloof because he was uncomfortable with people he didn’t know, but I knew him better than anyone outside of his family, and I can tell you there was never any ice water to remove. In July of 1995, when my son Michael died at forty-four from stomach cancer, Johnny called me with just the right words. And after speaking those words, he said, “There’s not a day when you won’t think of him.”

Ice water? When his own son Rick was killed in a car crash in 1991, Johnny gave a short, moving eulogy that let America know what flowed in his veins.

“I’m not doing this to be mawkish, believe me,” he said as he showed a picture of Rick and then some of Rick’s nature photographs. “Rick was an exuberant young man, fun to be around. And he tried so hard to please. You’ll have to forgive a father’s pride in these pictures.”

The final one was a sunset.

And America knew that warm flow again on the next to last Tonight Show, when Bette Midler sang to Johnny and his eyes moistened on hearing “You Made Me Love You” and “One for My Baby and One More for the Road.”
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May 22, 1992, was the last of nearly five thousand times that Johnny and I sat on opposite sides of the desk on The Tonight Show.

That was one of the very few times I saw Johnny tearful. I can remember only three others: at Jack Benny’s funeral; when Alex Haley, the author of Roots, gave Johnny a leather-bound volume titled Roots of Johnny Carson—A Tribute to a Great American Entertainer with the inscription, “With warm wishes to you and your family from the family of Kunta Kinte” on the flyleaf; and when Jimmy Stewart read “I’ll Never Forget a Dog Named Beau,” a poem about his golden retriever. The poem was forgettable, but Johnny was moved by the way Jimmy Stewart delivered it. Jimmy was a blend of great actor and great person. Both Johnny and I were in tears. Just a couple of maudlin mutt mourners.

ACHINGLY MISSED

I don’t think I will ever be able to accept that Johnny is gone. His favorite song, “I’ll Be Seeing You,” is hard for me to hear now, much harder than hearing Stevie Wonder sing it to Johnny on one of the last shows. So often I look at a phone with a sinking feeling because I can’t pick it up and get to him.

“And well you know that sinking feeling,” Johnny would say, “from all the nights we went into the tank. ”

Johnny Carson is achingly missed. The critic James Wolcott described him as “cool, unflappable, precise, Carson always knew how to pivot. He was comedy’s blue diamond, the master practitioner, the model of excellence.”

Yes, blue diamond, this large rhinestone remembers well how you pivoted with all those guests who suddenly made you dance with them. You weren’t Fred Astaire, but you weren’t Fred Mertz either. You danced endearingly one night with Pearl Bailey to “Love Is Here to Stay,” moving with an airy blend of comedy and grace. You danced courageously with Vlasta, the international queen of polka, who easily could have made you look like someone falling down stairs. And the night I watched you rhumba with that fat woman from Detroit, looking funny but not foolish, never mocking her but sweeping her along with that same airy blend, I wondered, Is there nothing this man can’t do?

For more than three decades, we performed together on two television shows and at road shows, conventions, and state fairs. We read each other so well that either of us could launch a bit and the other would know where to take it. When a dog in one of my Alpo commercials walked away from the food instead of eating it, Johnny knew how to jump right in. On all fours, he crawled over to the food bowl and became TV’s first animal understudy.

When Johnny said that one of Joan Embrey’s chimps was seven or eight years old and I said, “No, Johnny, I think he’s nine,” we looked at each other and were off on another flight from an unlikely launching pad.

“Let me get this straight, Ed,” said Johnny, tapping the pencil he often held. “You’re correcting me about the age of a chimp?”

“Sorry, Johnny,” I said, playing it just as straight, “but a man has got to have standards. You start with faking the age of chimps and then you fake elephants and the next thing you know, you’re five years younger yourself. You just work your way up.”

“Or down.”

“Yes, that’s certainly another way to look at it.”

“Ed, you studied philosophy in college and maybe even learned a little. In the grand scheme of things, how important is the age of a chimp?”

“Well, maybe not important to Plato,” I said.

“Right. Plato had hamsters.”

“But you’ll have to admit it’s certainly important to the chimp.”

“Eight, nine . . . he’s too young to drive anyway.”

“But not for certain theme park rides, if the cutoff is nine and not eight.”

“I have a theme park ride in mind for you, Ed. The half-built roller coaster.”

WHAT WAS JOHNNY REALLY LIKE?

Since Johnny’s death, every national magazine except Cattleman’s Quarterly has been telling things about him that small children already knew. Well, I’m going to tell you some things that neither small children nor large adults know. Here, with Johnny’s nervous blessing, is my answer to the question that almost drove this second banana bananas: What was Johnny really like? And as I spin these memories, I’ll be hearing him say, “Easy on the bull, Ed, or I’ll find a way to have Carnac let everyone know that the Marine Corps issued you a security blanket.” 

On his last show, Johnny read this line from a letter: “Now we’ll see if Ed McMahon really thinks you’re funny.”

A cute line. But for anyone seriously wondering if I were the world’s greatest actor for thirty-four years, these pages contain the resounding answer.
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 Good-bye, 
Mr. Philadelphia 
Television

Johnny came to New York from a CBS show in Los Angeles called The Johnny Carson Show, which was canceled after thirty-nine weeks. Its producer, a man named Brady, said, “Johnny Carson isn’t a strong voice. He just can’t do stand-up comedy.” It couldn’t have been an easy thing to do, but Mr. Brady managed to overlook what was already an impressive comic talent. He must have been related to the Hollywood producer who saw Fred Astaire’s screen test and said, “Can’t sing, can’t act—dances a little.”

A former carnival barker, boardwalk pitchman, and Marine Corps pilot in World War II and Korea, I had come from broadcasting at Philadelphia’s WCAU, a show so deep in TV’s prehistoric age that its eleven o’clock news ended at nine fifteen. The station then became a night-light until the next morning for a city that W. C. Fields saluted on his tombstone with the words: I’d rather be in Philadelphia.

It was 1958, and unlike Mr. Brady, the programmers at ABC saw enough in Johnny Carson to make him the host of a daytime game show called Who Do You Trust? And one of them saw enough in me to suggest me as an announcer to Johnny. My road to Johnny was long and full of detours and potholes. It led from the boardwalk in Atlantic City, where I sold Morris Metric Slicers; through carnivals, where I boomed enticements for strange acts; and it even took me door-to-door selling pots and pans.

Heeeeere’s stainless steel!

EARLY REHEARSALS

I began to prepare for my life with Johnny when I was eight years old. I did more than just lie on a rug and dream of microphones. I turned my grandmother’s parlor into a studio where I did my own shows. Those were the golden days of American radio, when the announcers had rich, full voices fit for pulpits. In my boyish voice, I announced everything from the sinking of the Titanic to the rising of the sun. And I knew how to introduce, tease, or sum up every fifteen-minute adventure serial on the air.

People who came into the house were startled by the boyish cries:

From out of the night comes Bulldog Drummond! . . . Have you tried Wheaties? . . . Heigh-ho, Silver, away! . . . This is a job for . . . Superman! . . . Who knows what evil lurks in the hearts of men? The Shadow knows! . . . Jack Armstrong, the all-American boy! . . . L-A-V-A, L-A-V-A . . . I have a lady in the balcony, Doctor . . . Good evening, Mr. and Mrs. North and South America and all the ships at sea. Let’s go to press! Flash! Ed McMahon got hit by another nun today!

To my parents, my dream of being a radio announcer was merely a whim, but not to the boy who even announced, “Good morning, Bayonne. It’ll be sunny and mild in Hudson County today. There’s a twenty-minute delay at the Lincoln Tunnel, fifteen-minute at the Holland, and a great view from the George Washington Bridge. Adolf Hitler just took over Germany.”

[image: HeresJohnny_0029_001]
As host of the Miss Philadelphia Contest for the Miss Universe Pageant, I always looked for intellectual depth. Once I almost found it.

At seventeen, I had my first job in radio, but I also prepared for Johnny by working as a bingo announcer at carnivals. “Here’s the winner—Fannie Schmertz! Come up here, Fannie, and get your forty dollars! Where are you from, dear? Jersey City? What a glamorous place that is!”

My unwavering dream was to be America’s greatest radio announcer. I never dreamed, of course, that “I have a lady in the balcony” was rehearsal for feeding El Moldo. And that “Heigh-ho, Silver!” was a prelude to “Hi-yooo!”

“PHILADELPHIA’S MR. TELEVISION”

Philadelphians saw more than enough of me in the fifties. In 1952, I had thirteen shows. I was host of the late-night movie, starred on a game show, and did spots on the news. I also had a show called Strictly for the Girls and played a clown on a Saturday morning circus show called The Big Top.

McMahon and Company was one of my thirteen Philadelphia television shows. In Philly I did everything but air traffic control.
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When I met Marilyn Monroe on the set of How to Marry a Millionaire, she told me, “You know, Ed, I don’t have anything on under this.” But, of course, I saw right through that.

Yes, I did everything on local television but describe the traffic on the Pennsylvania Turnpike. The magazine that would become TV Guide called me “Philadelphia’s Mr. Television.” Of course, W. C. Fields would have said, “Being Philadelphia’s Mr. Television is almost as great an honor as being Newark’s Mr. Mail.”

And then the Marine Corps recalled me and sent me to Korea. My recall was a double jeopardy faced by many reserve officers who were transferred from warm beds to cold mountains after North Korea decided that five years of peace were too many. Ensign Johnny Carson, who dreamed of becoming a professional magician, was lucky—there was less need in combat for men who knew how to make the three of spades disappear.

During World War II, I served my first tour of duty in the Marines, learning how to fly and then teaching flying and carrier landing to others, including some of Pappy Boyington’s pilots, who went on to lead the famous Black Sheep squadron. Now the Marines were asking me back to see an exotic Asian land and for a chance to get killed there. I put on my uniform again, bought some life insurance, and flew into the unfriendly North Korean skies. New “critics” were gunning for me now—and they hadn’t seen any of my shows. It was my great fortune that all of them missed during the eighty-five combat missions I flew.

I returned from Korea to a heartwarming welcome. All thirteen of my shows had been canceled. And so, every morning, I took the eight o’clock train to New York, where I went into my office—a Penn Station phone booth—took out a five dollar roll of dimes and index cards, and called agents, talent scouts, and producers to try to get a TV audition. On most days, after not getting one, I took an early train back to Philadelphia for my only TV work—a five-minute commentary at the end of the local nightly news. Regular commuters knew how my day had gone. If I took the 4:30 Congressional back, an audition had opened for me. Most days, however, I took an earlier train back to Philadelphia to keep dreaming the seemingly impossible dream.
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 “Thanks for Coming 
Up, Ed!”

My audition with Johnny for Who Do You Trust? was the happy result of where I happened to live. The old real estate cry of “location, location, location!” describes what delivered me to Johnny and all that followed. In 1958, I was living in the town of Drexel Hill, just outside of Philadelphia, where Dick Clark was my neighbor.

One day, Edward R. Murrow’s Person to Person show came to Drexel Hill to do a program with Dick, for whom my daughter Claudia had done some babysitting. It was the biggest thing to hit Drexel Hill since the British were thrown out.

When Murrow’s taping ended, my friend Dan Kelly—who found me the apartment next to Dick Clark—said, “Ed, come on down tonight to a party we’re having at the club.” It was a private club at the garden apartment complex.

Edward R. Murrow’s Person to Person was indirectly responsible for my meeting Johnny. When Murrow came to Pennsylvania to do a show with Dick Clark, I met Chuck Reeves, who recommended me for Who Do You Trust?
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And so I attended the party, and I was having a wonderful time until Dan suddenly said to me, “Ed, get up and entertain!”

“Get up and what?” I asked.

“Get up on stage.”

I probably had absorbed enough alcohol to lose track of the fact that I had no act. What could I do to entertain? Imitations of jets taking off? Introductions of tattooed ladies? My Atlantic City pitch for the Morris Metric Slicer? I found, however, the dumb nerve to walk onto that stage, where I settled for telling some jokes that the crowd graciously pretended were funny.

When my act mercifully ended, Chuck Reeves, Dick Clark’s producer, came over to me. Chuck’s New York office was in the Little Theater, next door to the theater where Johnny Carson was about to do Who Do You Trust? I had learned enough at Catholic University to know that the show should have been called Whom Do 

You Trust? but ABC’s biggest daytime demographic wasn’t people in love with grammar.

I thought my act had been “just okay,” but Chuck thought otherwise. “You were great!” he said, revealing that he must have had more to drink than I had. “Have you ever thought about going to New York?”

“Just every second of every minute of every hour of every day,” I replied.

“I’ll remember that,” he said. “I’ll call you.”

Those words are usually as meaningful as “the check is in the mail.”

A PROMISE KEPT

Chuck did remember, however, and one day outside of his New York office he overheard Art Stark, the producer of Who Do You Trust?, saying, “Well, we’ve got to replace him. We’ve got to find another announcer.”

“Wait a minute!” Chuck called to Art Stark. “I’ve got the guy for you! He’s in Philadelphia and he’s perfect.”

“Who is he?”

“Ed McMahon.”

“Never heard of him.”

“I’ll have him here tomorrow morning.”

By this time—September of 1958—I had moved to a lovely new house that I had built in Gulph Mills. Guided by destiny, I gave my daughter Claudia her own phone as a present for her thirteenth birthday. My phone was unlisted, but Claudia’s wasn’t; and so, Chuck Reeves was able to find me through her and said, “Ed, you have to get right up to New York! I have a great job for you with Johnny Carson!”

Imagine if I had given Claudia a puppy!

Johnny Carson was someone I had seen many times. I did a show at night in Philadelphia, and on Wednesday nights Johnny was on with a New York variety show that I watched all that summer. And I liked what I saw: a supremely poised young man who was consistently fresh and funny. I liked not just his wit but his body movements too. He was instinctively entertaining in everything he said and did.

A few days later, on a street just east of Times Square, I walked into Johnny’s dressing room and said, “I’m Ed McMahon”—words I had said thousands of times on the air as if rehearsing for this moment.

“Glad you could come up, Ed,” said Johnny, warmly shaking my hand.

Did he think I was doing him a favor by wanting to stop being the darling of the Delaware Valley so I could talk to the rest of America on ABC?

I knew my odds for being chosen as announcer were just slightly better than the odds on the bull pulling an upset against the toreador. In spite of his warmth, Johnny sounded to me like a casting director giving a reflex welcome to an actor whose audition was a pointless one.

Two of the windows in Johnny’s dressing room overlooked Forty-fourth Street and had a view of a theater down the street, whose entire marquee was being changed for a new show called The Bells Are Ringing that starred Judy Holliday. As Johnny and I watched four giant cranes lift the big billboard that was to be the new marquee, he asked, “Where’d you go to school, Ed?”
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I even got experience as a quiz show host in New York, which would serve me well for the years I was announcer on Who Do You Trust?

“Catholic University,” I said.

“Has a fine drama school, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, excellent.”

Was he going to ask me to recite some of Macbeth?

“What are you doing now?”

“I’ve got a couple of shows in Philadelphia—variety shows that I host.”

He paused for a moment, looked out the window, and said, “Just look at that marquee, Ed. Broadway will never be the same. It’s changed forever.”

“It certainly has,” I said, flaunting my intelligence.

“You came up on the train from Philadelphia?”

“Yes, I did.”

And then, he shook my hand again and said, “Well, thanks very much for coming up, Ed. It was good meeting you.”

My six minutes with Johnny were over; and translating his last words, I heard: Don’t call us, we’ll call you. But not in this lifetime.

I went back to Philadelphia, certain I had blown the audition, wondering what else I could have done to impress Johnny and Art Stark—told them how I had saved them from the North Koreans?





End of sample
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