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			“Dorothy Kilgallen was as good a reporter as ever came down the line. She had three trademarks: a keen mind, a tailored exterior, and a steel rod as a backbone. Dorothy was life and death. She reached into the precipices of people’s emotions, in both her writings and her personal confrontations with her own existence. She was enthusiastic, open, full of life.”

			—William Randolph Hearst Jr.
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AUTHOR’S NOTE

			When The Reporter Who Knew Too Much, chronicling Dorothy Kilgallen’s life and times and her mysterious death, was published in December 2016, there was no indication it would touch so many readers’ emotions and be a breakthrough book read by thousands of people around the world. Or that the fascinating story would be optioned for a motion picture/TV series by prestigious Hollywood producers.

			Day after day, email messages poured in providing fresh information important to telling more about Kilgallen’s story. Due to hundreds of reader tips and continued research by this author, it was apparent a follow-up book was necessary for both those who had read The Reporter Who Knew Too Much and those who had not. This was quite a challenge, as it required repeating some crucial facts from the initial publication, especially those dealing with forensic evidence and exclusive interviews with close friends or acquaintances who knew Kilgallen best, so as to provide context for the fresh facts presented here for the first time.

			Most importantly, however, by blending the old and the new, a new perspective exists regarding the mystery as to how Dorothy Kilgallen, Pulitzer Prize nominated journalist, investigative reporter and true media icon, died in 1965 at the young age of fifty-two. More than five decades later, the truth becomes more of a reality with each passing day.

			 

			Mark Shaw
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INTRODUCTION

			Dorothy Kilgallen’s longtime butler, James Clement, answered the door to her lavish townhouse on East 68th Street in New York City in the late morning on a colder than normal November 8, 1965, seventeen days shy of Thanksgiving. As a stiff wind hit him in the face, Clement was alarmed when a flood of FBI agents, or those stating they were FBI agents, swarmed into the hallway. Clement, his voice tempered with a bit of fear, inquired as to why they were there but received no explanation.

			The brawny men headed for the third floor. This is where Clement had already been surprised to discover, after a thorough search of the townhouse, that the dead body of the woman he had loved like a sister was not in the third-floor bathroom, where he had been the first one to discover it much earlier, but was now in the master bedroom adjacent to her dressing room. Realizing the fifty-two-year-old Kilgallen’s body had been moved, he informed the agents of this strange development, but was told not to say anything to anyone about where she had been first located or their presence in the townhouse.

			Clement, a mild-mannered but strong man of character had been hired by Kilgallen and her husband Richard Kollmar after she was impressed with him and his wife Evelyn, an excellent cook, at a friend’s dinner party. He kept asking questions as the men flittered about, faces stern, all business, but was ignored. The agents informed him that Kilgallen, best known at the time as the What’s My Line? television star, had apparently died of an accidental drug overdose, but the butler did not believe this could be possible. 
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Kilgallen’s butler James Clement.

			 

			Several hours would elapse before New York City detectives and the medical examiner entered the townhouse, but what bothered Clement most was watching the agents confiscate boxes of Kilgallen’s papers and documents and carry them away. Sweating profusely, the butler, who wore a pressed white waiters jacket when guests arrived at the townhouse for social gatherings, raised his hands in protest. He then confronted the man who appeared in charge, but the actions only prompted a warning, “Keep your mouth shut.”

			What were the FBI agents searching for? Why had they so suddenly appeared within hours of Kilgallen’s main hairdresser, Marc Sinclaire, discovering her body in the bedroom around 9:00 a.m.? She had asked him to drop by the townhouse to fix her hair for an appointment at her youngest son Kerry’s school.

			In a videotaped interview years later, Sinclaire, a muscular gay man originally from Florida, said he had walked into the dressing room where Kilgallen had a clothes closet and where he usually fixed her hair. This room was located between the pink bathroom and the master bedroom. Sinclaire recalled, “When I entered…she was not in that room…so I turned on my curling irons and I walked into the [adjacent] bedroom, not thinking she would be there.”
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Kilgallen’s hairdresser and close friend Marc Sinclaire.

			 

			The master bedroom was near the “Black Room,” the townhouse living room, black in color from floor to ceiling and adorned with white draperies and bright green rug. This room was used for watching television, playing records, and hosting game parties. Displayed among other memorabilia was a large set of toy banks Richard had collected.

			Kilgallen and Richard had not slept in the master for some time. “She hated that bedroom,” Sinclaire declared, “and we only used it because of the dressing room. Or we would have never used it at all.”

			Kilgallen normally slept in her private office, the “Cloop,” on the fifth floor, Sinclaire explained. Richard slept in a bedroom on the fourth floor. Sinclaire described what he discovered:

			 

			She was sitting up in bed, and I walked over to the bed and touched her, and I knew she was dead right away. The bed was spotless. She was dressed very peculiarly. I’ve never seen her dressed like that before. She always [was] in pajamas and old socks and her makeup was off and her hairpiece was off and everything. She was completely dressed like she was going out, the hair was in place, the makeup was on, the false eyelashes were on.

			 

			Sinclaire added:

			 

			The matching peignoir and robe, a book laid out on the bed, a drink on the table, the light was on, the air-conditioning was on though you didn’t need an air conditioner, you would have had the heat on. And she was always cold. And why she had the air-conditioning on I don’t know.

			 

			Sinclaire, who believed that perhaps someone had turned on the air conditioner “to keep the body a certain temperature,” said the glass was “on the right-hand side, way away, way over from where Kilgallen was positioned.” He added that “the book was turned upside down; it wasn’t in the right position where if you’d been reading you’d lay it down and it was laid down so perfectly.”

			Sinclaire continued to describe the scene:

			 

			Rigor mortis had set in on one hand, the right hand and it had drawn up the covers a little bit. And there was lipstick on the [left] sleeve of the bolero jacket...and the light was on and she was sitting up.

			I went back in the dressing room, picked up the intercom, and rang for James [the butler]. I said, “James, I am unable to wake Miss Kilgallen. Could you please come up?” He ran up the stairs. I could hear him. He came up the front stairs and he ran like he was very excited and of course the door was locked. But I had come in from the back door. I don’t think they expected me, no one knew I was coming. And this was before nine thirty in the morning, nine, five after nine.

			So I opened the door to the bedroom and James came in, and at that time I noticed a sheet of paper laying on the floor that had been pushed under the door. And James came in and he was very flustered. He wasn’t himself at all.

			(Sinclaire interview at www.thedorothykilgallenstory.org)

			 

			The FBI’s presence in Kilgallen’s lavish townhouse and Clement and Sinclaire’s chilling details mark the starting point for determining whether Kilgallen—called by the New York Post “the most powerful female voice in America,” and by Ernest Hemingway “one of the greatest female writers in the world”—died of an accidental drug overdose, committed suicide, or was murdered in a perplexing fashion by enemies intent on silencing her. If the latter was true, the trail led back to a somber day in February 1964 when the man who assassinated the man who allegedly assassinated President John F. Kennedy stood trial for his crime.

		


		
			[image: gavel2.tif]
CHAPTER 1

			If Dorothy Kilgallen had not been so enthralled with Lee Harvey Oswald’s assassin, roly-poly, fifty-three-year-old Jacob Rubenstein, aka Jack Ruby, the first time she laid eyes on him from up close, she may have lived a long and fruitful life.

			However, enthralled Kilgallen was, and it was just days after that first encounter when Ruby shared secret information during his trial with her, and only her, about the assassination of Kilgallen’s close friend, President John F. Kennedy. Whatever Ruby told Kilgallen in private interviews sealed her fate, starting the clock ticking toward her puzzling death less than two years later. Without question, Kilgallen and Ruby were a toxic mix, each destined to be victims of their respective roles in the JFK assassination; each denied justice.

			On February 20, 1964, an especially warm day in Dallas, the feisty reporter had the initial brush with the quick-tempered Mafia wannabe and Dallas strip club owner. Ruby’s trial was held at the Dallas County Courthouse. The eight-story building, built in 1913 by architect H.A. Overbeck in the classic “Neocolonial” architectural style, featured marble staircasing through the entrance at the corners of Houston and Main Streets in downtown Dallas.

			From her front-row seat at the so-called “Trial of the Century” in a courthouse just a stone’s throw from Dealey Plaza, Kilgallen watched Ruby from less than twenty feet away as the sullen, accused cold-blooded murderer of Lee Harvey Oswald was led to the defense counsel table under heavy guard. Preliminary matters had to be concluded in the musty courtroom, complete with ceiling fans, before evidence could be presented on March 4.
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The only known photograph of Kilgallen at the Ruby trial, holding papers that became part of her JFK assassination investigation file.

			 

			Standing beside Ruby, his face reflecting the seriousness of the proceedings, were his two main attorneys, fifty-seven-year-old San Francisco-based Melvin Belli, a chunk of a man with spirited wavy hair and a loud, baritone voice, and fifty-one-year-old Jasper, Texas, lawyer Joe Tonahill, a former wrestler who stood six feet four and weighed more than three hundred pounds. As the court proceedings continued, Kilgallen, dubbed by a fellow New York Journal-American reporter as “open-minded, accessible and fearless,” posted a bevy of notes in a file she kept close at hand, sharing it with no one.

			By the end of the day, these notes became the foundation for an article she typed on her trusty Underwood typewriter in a quiet, overheated room at the Statler Hilton, the same hotel housing Belli. The article was then forwarded to the offices of the New York Journal-American, where her prolific words would splash across the front pages of newspapers throughout the country the next day through the vaunted Hearst syndicate.

			As always, Kilgallen demonstrated her unmatched skills as a wordsmith:

			 

			The Carl Sandburgs of the future will spend whole lifetimes trying to analyze the drama of this week and this scene. They will never be able to appreciate the unparalleled irony that exists today in this proud and gracious city. What it all boils down—after the assassination of a President, the slaying of a policeman and the killing of a man nobody really knew—is little Jack Ruby.

			The hustler in the black suit and the very white shirt, neat and nervous, is the star of the show at last. If he died tomorrow—and he won’t—he would die happy in the knowledge that he had made the big time.

			All the sweating that is being done in the apple green courtroom with the lazy apple green ceiling fans is being done over him. The long crowded row of brilliant, persuasive, charming deceptive, tough and realistic lawyers is split down the middle over Jack Ruby’s fate.

			 

			As Kilgallen watched, Judge Joe Brown Jr., his hazel eyes hidden behind black horn-rimmed glasses, had apparently caught her attention. She added: “The judge takes off his glasses and mops his brow with a powder blue handkerchief after a difficult legal decision. The long wooden church pews are filled with hot and restless reporters straining to catch every word from a prospective juror that might affect Jack Ruby, favorably or adversely.”

			Describing the scene with dramatics in a manner only Kilgallen could have imagined, she provided a visual, propelling readers directly into the courtroom:

			 

			The corridors of the courthouse are clogged with guards, television cameras, deputies, newspaper photographers, sheriffs, bailiffs, foreign correspondents, visiting lawyers, judges from other floors, well-dressed soft-voiced ladies who haven’t enough pull to get into the courtroom but are content to sit on benches or lean on walls outside and watch the action.

			 

			Continuing, Kilgallen wrote:

			 

			“The action revolves around Ruby, Ruby, the strip club owner, Ruby, the natty, runty booze-seller who scared the unfortunate girl dancers who peeled for his customers but could be charming and jovial when a cop came into his place,” before adding, “His own lawyers—a formidable battery headed by Melvin Belli—a genius in any courtroom—have documented more than 100 incidences in which he demonstrated erratic and frightening behavior long before Nov. 24, 1963, the day on which he strode past television cameras to kill Lee Harvey Oswald and give birth to more confusion and shame and mystery than any other man has ever created with a single bullet.”

			 

			Edging into Ruby’s mental state, the critical aspect of the trial Kilgallen was most curious about, she observed:

			 

			Perhaps Jack Ruby’s brain is damaged, as his defense claims. Perhaps he killed Oswald during a period of “episodic dysfunction” as his lawyers will tell the eventual, inevitable jury. Perhaps all killers are in “a rage state”—another predictable defense term—when they pull the trigger or stab the heart.

			But in court, Ruby is functioning pretty well. He is “zingy”—a Texas term for jittery—and inclined to worry over small problems far removed from the main peril, which is the death penalty.

			 

			Continuing to focus on Ruby, whom Kilgallen believed was the real key to solving the JFK assassination, the greatest murder mystery in history, she observed:

			 

			Yet, little more than an hour later the defendant bounced back quietly into the courtroom, lightly, like a dancer under clumsy guard.

			I was standing by the bar railing as he turned to take his seat and he broke into a quick smile, gave me a friendly, bird-like nod, and said, “hello.” Brightly. Then everything quieted down and as Judge Joe B. Brown returned to the bench, Jack Ruby became just a head in the crowd up front—a bald pate shadowed by a few pen-strokes of black hair.

			 

			Kilgallen’s final thoughts were most revealing, providing insight into why she knew the Ruby trial would be a turning point in American history. She informed readers:
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Kilgallen’s first Journal-American column about Jack Ruby.

			 

			“It was sickening that the trial was taking place because of a visit to Dallas by a tall and brilliant and graceful young man named John Fitzgerald Kennedy. And now John Kennedy is dead, and all that is left to Dallas and to history is Jack Ruby.”

			 

			The ace journalist and investigative reporter had titled the column, “Ruby ‘Stars’ at Last.” It was ignored, never published in any book about the assassinations until now, unfortunate since the article proved Kilgallen intended to provide the world with a firsthand account of the Jack Ruby trial as only a reporter of her caliber could do.

			Yes indeed, Ruby, ironically fifty-two years of age when he shot Oswald, the same age Kilgallen was when she died in 1965, was going to be the star. But now Kilgallen awaited the evidence, awaited hopefully the truth as to why he had killed Oswald, as well as why Oswald assassinated the president, if that really happened. Certainly, many questions needed to be answered and since Ruby was the center of attention, Kilgallen’s plan was to try to convince Belli and Tonahill to permit her to interview Oswald’s killer. Her editor at the New York Journal-American had told her that this was impossible. However, “impossible” wasn’t a word a courageous journalist like Kilgallen would allow to get in the way of good hard-nosed reporting, even if it was dangerous to do so.

			After all, Kilgallen—a college dropout who had overcome gender discrimination to become an unstoppable media icon with unlimited power at the top of her profession—believed she was invincible, that no one could harm her. Kilgallen knew that her reports from the Ruby trial and beyond might offend certain people, especially those attempting to cover up the truth about the tragic events in Dallas. She also knew she could make enemies during her probe of the assassinations, but none of them, she believed, would dare stop her from the responsibility to expose any wrongdoing, whether it was at the highest levels of government or with other sinister forces who assassinated her president. For Kilgallen, discovering the truth was personal, not business, based on her close friendship with JFK.

			Had Kilgallen, as her trusted allies Marc Sinclaire and James Clement would later warn her during the days leading up to November 8, 1965, underestimated these enemies? Had she miscalculated the danger she faced; the risk she was taking by searching for the truth? Eighteen months following the Ruby trial, answers would surface triggering not one, not two, not three, but four instances where governmental abuse of power resulted in a series of cover-ups unprecedented in American history.

			When each occurred, there appeared to be one goal above all others: discrediting Kilgallen. Based on her body of work, she was the most credible reporter to have ever investigated the JFK and Oswald assassinations. Why is this true? Because unlike any authors or so-called assassination experts who have speculated about what happened in 1963, she was there during the fateful events following the twin assassinations in Dallas; a true eyewitness to history. This meant Kilgallen had firsthand information about shocking evidence presented at Ruby’s trial that completely obliterates long-held bogus theories about his complicity in JFK’s death, as indicated by actual trial transcript page excerpts published here for the first time.

			Why this happened, why the truth about Kilgallen and her assassinations investigation continues to be hidden from public view, leaves behind a trail of those who failed a call to duty, a call to help unravel the mystery of how she died and why. These persons include uncaring family members who refuse to cooperate in a fresh investigation, employing excuses ranging from disinterest to supposedly being scared to come forward; a variety of witnesses who know critical facts surrounding her death but have failed to respond to pleas for assistance; and the New York County district attorney’s office, which promised a thorough investigation in 2017 but then initiated a double cross that left this author and a stunned public searching for answers. Worse, the latest cover-up portends of providing safe harbor for the chief suspect in Kilgallen’s death since the failed investigation will, unless new action is taken, set a pathological liar with psychopathic tendencies free despite mountains of evidence pointing to the suspect’s complicity in her death.

			That the inside story of how the truth has been blunted once more paints a disturbing portrait of how the reputation of a true American patriot, one who gave up her life for her country in the line of duty, was bloodied again some five decades and counting after she died. It begins with understanding how Kilgallen overcame a plethora of obstacles to rise to the top of her profession, how the courageous woman of whom famed attorney F. Lee Bailey once said, “She was a very bright and very good reporter of criminal cases. The best there was,” became a target of an all-powerful “accuse the accuser” strategy by those threatened with exposure of wrongdoing. 

			When Kilgallen died, was she denied even the basic constitutional rights afforded to an American citizen when serious questions are raised about his or her death? Arguably her most unforgettable quote was “Justice is a big rug. When you pull it out from under one man, a lot of others fall too.” These powerful words set the stage for examining whether Dorothy Mae Kilgallen, a woman of the truth, a woman of integrity, has been provided the justice she deserves.
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CHAPTER 2

			At the height of her remarkable career, Dorothy Kilgallen—of whom the New York Post Daily Magazine wrote, “Wherever she goes, fame precedes her, envy follows her, and a crowd looks on. She is one of the communication marvels of the age”—could write about most any topic. These included famous criminal trials like Jack Ruby’s, celebrity gossip, the latest fashions, and the national or local political scene. No wonder Paul Schoenstein, the editor at the New York Journal-American who believed Kilgallen had real promise as a reporter, said boldly, “Dorothy was far and away the greatest reporter there was.”

			Glimpsing a December 1959 column wishing a plethora of personalities and her vast newspaper audience, numbering in the millions, a “Merry Christmas” provides additional insight into Kilgallen’s incredible acumen as a superb wordsmith. It also highlights her creative abilities, the “poet” in her. As an example, she writes after offering, “Merry Christmas to All!” 

			 

			The whole town is talking; excitement abounds,

			For a glorious story is going the rounds,

			The buzz is on Broadway from dawn until dark,

			There’s glorious clamor in Gramercy Park

			It’s sweeping through Broome Street, it’s waltzing in Wall.
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			Typing away in the “Cloop,” her private office at the townhouse, Kilgallen extended holiday wishes to prominent local and national figures. They included President 
Dwight Eisenhower, 
New York City Mayor Robert Wagner, actresses Sophia Loren, Greta Garbo, and Marlene Dietrich, actor Cary Grant, author Truman Capote, and even champion boxer Jack Dempsey. 

			Much had happened in Kilgallen’s life by then, more than forty years after she was born in Chicago on July 3, 1913. There was a violent rainstorm that day, one that saturated the sidewalks around her family’s low-rent apartment at Garfield Boulevard and Morgan Street. Kilgallen’s father, Jim, a slim, serious-minded man and highly respected Hearst newspaper chain reporter, had been born in Pittston, Pennsylvania, the son of an Irish immigrant.
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			This heritage traces back to County Mayo, located on the west coast of Ireland. An 1850s photograph depicts Dorothy’s great grandfather, Andrew Kilgallen, alongside her great grandmother, formally Mary Hyland. She is wearing what was known as a “Mayo Shawl.”

			The original “Kilgallen house” remains standing today.
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			The couple’s son, John, Dorothy’s grandfather and one of ten children, was Jim, Kilgallen’s father. People also called him “Jimmy,” or “Kil.” His first experience as a reporter had been covering the cattle and hog market for the Chicago Daily Farmers and Drovers Journal. Colleagues later described Jim as “slightly built, dapper, rough-around-the-edges, ambitious, and amiable.”

			A chance meeting in Denver permitted Jim to meet Kilgallen’s native-born Catholic mother, Mae, where she performed as an aspiring singer. The name Dorothy was chosen because it meant “gift from heaven.” 

			Early on, Kilgallen knew of her dad’s reputation as a reporter, but only later would she learn that his editor said of him, “When Jim got hold of a story, he was just like a bulldog—he’d get his teeth in it and never let go.” Many years later, the same plaudits would be heaped upon Dorothy Kilgallen. Like father, like daughter.

			Kilgallen’s father, who always wore a traditional bowler, traveled a great deal, and she and her sister Eleanor, six years younger than Dorothy, pouted when he was gone for any length of time. However, he brought smiles to their faces when he returned by telling the girls fascinating stories about his journalistic adventures, including interviewing Thomas Edison and mobster Al Capone. Of the latter, Jim said, “I was sweating all the time I was around ‘Scarface.’ He had a gun lying on the restaurant table beside his ravioli!” 
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Kilgallen’s father Jim.

			 

			One prized possession Jim brought his elder daughter from Hollywood was a chunk of wood from famed actor Rudolph Valentino’s coffin. Jim knew Dorothy loved acting, and the coffin had the initials “D.M.K.” carved on the side. She kept the prized chunk of wood right next to a thriving doll collection she had started as a very young girl. 

			The family was close knit, and laughter paraded through the air except when Kilgallen argued with her mother about future plans. Mae intended Kilgallen to be a schoolteacher and teach English, but the reporter bug had bitten her at an early age as she experienced being a journalist vicariously through her father. When the family moved to the Flatbush section of Brooklyn, New York, so Jim could join the New York Evening Journal’s Hearst family there, Kilgallen continued idolizing her dad. On a daily basis, she peppered him with questions about his chosen profession. 

			Ever curious, Kilgallen read every newspaper she could find. When an article interested her, she clipped it and then either taped it to a mirror above her desk or saved it in a drawer for safekeeping.

			Kilgallen attended school in a red brick building, Public School 119, close to her home. Despite her mother’s prodding, her grades were only a bit above average. The Catholic family attended nearby St. Elizabeth’s Catholic Church and St. Thomas Aquinas Church.

			Besides being interested in acting (she had appeared in a stage play at an early age), Kilgallen read book after book retrieved from a nearby library. A favorite was the Elsie Dinsmore series written by Martha Finley in the late 1800s and early 1900s. The books featured the nineteenth-century fictional chronicles of a beautiful young heiress in the Civil War South. Kilgallen later told an interviewer she admired Finley’s dramatic writing style, one she apparently decided to emulate.

			Early on, Kilgallen had a streak of shyness, but as she grew older, a lively personality shone through when mingling with friends. She especially enjoyed school dances. Boys were attracted to her, but her feelings were hurt when she learned a schoolmate called her “stuck-up” and made fun of her hairstyle. A description at the time noted Kilgallen was of “medium height and skinny like her father, parted her dark hair in the middle, and had thin lips.” When her mother caught her wearing lipstick at too early an age, Kilgallen was grounded.

			When Kilgallen and a school chum had a spat causing harsh words, Kilgallen said boldly, “I’ll show you. Someday I’ll be very famous and all of you will read about me.” Lacking confidence was certainly never a Kilgallen trademark.

			Kilgallen did not keep a diary but wrote several poems, short stories, and letters to friends she had known in Chicago. One short story chronicled a family visit to the Empire State Building. She wrote, “I could see the whole world from the top, all the way to California.”

			By all accounts, Kilgallen’s first published letter was to the editor of the Brooklyn Eagle. Her father was quite proud when it was published, amazed that the editor thought it was written by an adult, an indication that Kilgallen had talent as a wordsmith, a talent passed on by her talented father. She signed the letter “Dorothy Laurington,” apparently to establish her own identity, a sign of the independent streak filtering into her personality in later years.

			Kilgallen’s imagination ran wild at times. One day she skipped school to see a favorite movie. When she returned home, Jim asked her what had happened at school that day. Ruffled, Kilgallen said she didn’t go since a friend had chicken pox and she had to get some medicine for her at a pharmacy. Unfortunately, a neighbor told Jim she had seen Kilgallen at the movies. Kilgallen was grounded again.

			During her tenure as an associate editor of The Erasmian, her high school’s literary magazine, Kilgallen tried her hand at fiction by publishing the story of an English aviator and his romance with an Italian peasant girl. An excerpt read:

			 

			When he flies away without her she tortures her dog to appease her bitterness. The flier returns later, tarries a while, then tries to sneak off without her again. This time the plane crashes, the flier is killed, and the girl, an evil glint in her eyes, walks off stroking the file with which she had cut the wires in his plane.

			 

			Whenever possible, Kilgallen visited her dad’s Evening Journal office in New York City. Wide-eyed, she listened to the reporters talk about the various stories they were covering, soaking up the buzz of the newsroom. Curious as to what drove him to become so prominent, leading to accolades for his reporting skills, she asked, “Dad, what is the most important aspect of being a journalist?” Without hesitation, Jim replied, “Telling the truth.” Kilgallen never forgot these words, ones that would become the foundation of everything she wrote in the coming years, and ultimately lead to her baffling death many years later.

			Kilgallen’s just above average grades restricted college alternatives, but she didn’t care. All she wanted to do was become a reporter like her father. To convince him, she wrote several stories for his review. Some were about dreams she had, others about trips to exciting foreign countries, and one where she was a Red Cross nurse during a war in Europe. Later she would recall that sitting with her dad as he helped her improve her storytelling was one of the most pleasant memories during her growing-up years.

			To please her mother, one year after the family withstood the horrors of the stock market crash in 1929, Kilgallen reluctantly entered the College of New Rochelle located twenty-five miles from Brooklyn. A classmate named George Kuittinen said later that she “had fine and Irish skin, very large blue eyes and that her figure was well-developed,” compliments contrary to those during her earlier years. Kilgallen appreciated Kuittinen’s words of praise but felt what he said was a sexist remark, one symbolic of those she later disdained when fame came her way.

			If there was one defining moment in Kilgallen becoming a reporter, it happened in 1931 when the average cost of a new house was 6,790 dollars, average wages per year equaled 1,850 dollars, and the cost of a gallon of gas was ten cents. For months on end Kilgallen had been begging her father to speak with Amater Spiro, the Evening Journal’s city editor, to see if he, as a favor to Jim, might give her a shot at becoming a reporter during a two-week trial period. Spiro acquiesced and the “favor” permitted Kilgallen the chance she needed. At the end of the day, her father had to pry her away from the newsroom. One time she tried to convince him to let her stay overnight to finish a story. Jim laughed and took his daughter home.

			When it was time to resume studies at the college, Kilgallen spent hours trying to convince her mother not to send in the tuition check. Mae Kilgallen resisted, but when tears rolled down her daughter’s cheeks one evening as she begged to stay at the newspaper, Mae finally agreed despite believing reporters “drank too much and stayed out too late.”

			As a teenager among female reporters who had been toiling at the newspaper for decades, Kilgallen realized women were not just supposed to take a back seat to men, but be content to ride in the car behind the car where the men rode, thus deferring to the male persuasion at every turn. Undaunted, and to gain the attention of Spiro, she rewrote an article submitted by one of the veteran reporters. Instead of criticizing the effort, Spiro praised it, giving Kilgallen the confidence to know she could compete with the more experienced reporters.

			On a daily basis, Jim encouraged his daughter, helping her refine each story, then rewrite and rewrite some more. He also warned her against believing everything people told her. One story she pursued involved an elderly woman who swore her parakeet had been stolen from her car. Kilgallen doggedly investigated for days before discovering the lonely seamstress had made up the story. Jim scolded her for being naïve, for not checking the facts well enough.
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Kilgallen with parents Mae and Jim.

			 

			Criminal trials in and around New York City were a subject of great interest at the Evening Journal, and Kilgallen aspired to cover them. When there was a headline maker involving the beating death of a woman her own age, she was assigned to the case. Immediately the workings of the criminal justice system fascinated her. She loved the tense courtroom atmosphere, the drama of watching the witnesses testify, the lawyers argue, the point in time when the jury returned with a verdict. One headline she wrote read, “Judge Calls Jewelry Thief Knucklehead.”

			Kilgallen’s first attempt at an article as cub reporter describing the trial proceedings was a dismal failure. But even at a tender young age, she showed moxie and a never-give-up attitude. The first draft was rejected with harsh comments, then a second, a third, and even a fourth with giant-sized tears running down her cheeks the result. Finally, exhausted, Kilgallen celebrated with her father when the fifth draft was published. Her dad’s face was beaming and he showed the article to everyone he knew. 

			Covering a high-profile follow-up trial was Kilgallen’s reward from the editors. It involved a sensational case in the Bronx where a woman was charged with killing her philandering husband. Kilgallen’s headline read, “Police Say Woman Poisoned Husband’s Chocolate Pudding with Arsenic.” At the courtroom entrance, a proud Kilgallen was able to display her New York Police Press Card.
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Jim Kilgallen watches with pride Dorothy at the typewriter.

			 

			Kilgallen’s articles about this trial and others were a hit with readers, permitting a noteworthy body of work for someone of such a young age. How proud her father was when the Evening Journal editors decided to post a three-quarter-page promotional ad touting her reporting. 

			 

			To read one of Dorothy Kilgallen’s brilliantly written stories—it might be an interview with a famous politician or a gangster, it might be the current day by day reporting of a famous murder trial—one would immediately infer: Here is the writing of a veteran newspaper woman with a lifetime of experience in reporting. 

			A glance at the picture above will show how far from the facts such an impression can be. For Dorothy Kilgallen is only 20-years-old...She is a modern up-to-the-minute woman reporter. With her versatile, sparkling writing and her “far-beyond-her-years” perception and power of observation, she can cover everything from a baby shower to a sensational police court trial.
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Kilgallen at the typewriter, smiling away.

			 

			If this ad wasn’t enough, Kilgallen’s photo appeared in another, alongside heralded reporters Walter Winchell, Louis Sobol, and Cholly Knickerbocker. The fast-rising journalist had achieved stardom, an amazing feat considering her age and experience.

			The family celebrated with a trip to Times Square. Kilgallen wrote, “It was like going to Hollywood, the excitement, the bright lights, the jugglers, the clowns, people acting like it was New Year’s Eve in July.”

			In 1934, at age twenty-one, Kilgallen was assigned to cover the infamous Anna Antonio murder-for-hire trial that had captured the public’s imagination. The slight Italian woman was alleged by prosecutors to have paid drug dealers eight hundred dollars to kill her husband, Salvatore. Kilgallen’s front-page story announced the guilty verdict, but it was the visual account of “Little Anna” being electrocuted at Sing Sing that proved Kilgallen was a reporter to be reckoned with in the future.
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CHAPTER 3

			When Dorothy Kilgallen covered the Jack Ruby trial in 1964, it was the second so-called “Trial of the Century” she reported on. The first had been in 1935 when she beat out several fellow Evening Journal journalists to attend the trial of German-born Bruno Hauptmann. He was charged with kidnapping and killing famed aviator Charles Lindbergh’s twenty-month-old son, Charles Augustus Lindbergh Jr.

			As would be the case during the Jack Ruby trial, Kilgallen’s stature had earned her a front row seat, directly behind the baby-faced Hauptmann. Never one to miss an opportunity to speak with a defendant, she boldly asked the accused about the ladder that prosecutors said he used during the kidnapping after it was introduced into evidence. Without thinking Hauptmann replied, “The man who made that ladder vas a bum carpenter” before respectfully declining to answer any further questions based on advice from his attorneys. No matter, just as would happen at the Ruby trial, Kilgallen had successfully become ingrained in the defense camp. When the guilty verdict was announced, Kilgallen was not surprised, writing, the “evidence is overwhelming toward guilt.” Like the other journalists, she did not shed a tear when the German was executed.

			When Kilgallen had told childhood friends she would one day be famous, she had no idea her promise would come true so soon. This happened when she was a contestant in what was heralded as the “Race Around the World.” Competitors were required to employ methods of transportation only available to the public during the globetrotting excursion. 
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Dorothy Kilgallen, Bud Ekins, and Leo Kieran entering the “Race Around the World.

			 

			Kilgallen’s competitors were two New York newspaper reporters, Herbert Roslyn (“Bud”) Ekins of the World-Telegram and Leo Kieran of the New York Times. Once she was chosen, Kilgallen obtained sixteen visas and a passport in two days. Her only baggage: a battered typewriter and a converted tweed hatbox.

			During the October 1936 race, Kilgallen, who finished second to Ekins, noted references to her as a “modern day Nellie Bly,” the pen name for Elizabeth Cochrane Seaman, famous for an 1889 record-breaking trip around the world in seventy-two days, in emulation of Jules Verne’s fictional character Phileas Fogg in the classic book, Around the World in Eighty Days. Humbled by the comparison, Kilgallen wrote, “I’m supposed to be a 1936 Nellie Bly. I feel like Bly, a female Gulliver and Columbus all rolled into one. I can’t discover a new world but I can discover the fastest way around it.” She then added, “Nellie Bly, watch over me. You may be astonished at what you see—but, watch anyway.”

			Kilgallen’s itinerary included hurried flights on the German dirigible Hindenburg with Nazi swastikas visible on its sides, Pan American’s famed China Clipper, and several other airlines. Ekins, with whom she shared “beer and ham sandwiches” on the trip, recalled the scene when Kilgallen arrived to board the Hindenburg in New York City. “She was in a big black limousine with detectives on both sides of her, and behind her were two or three newspaper trucks filled with bruisers from the circulation department. They made damn sure she got on the ship.”

			Scurrying about with little time for rest permitted her to make the trip in twenty-four days, thirteen hours, and fifty-one minutes. Among the countries she visited were China, the Philippines, Germany, England, France, Italy, Greece, Egypt, Iraq, and India. When the Hindenburg landed in Berlin, “250 Nazis were drawn up in military arrays to jockey it into her huge gray hanger.” Though there was no controversy at the time, Kilgallen’s friendship with Nazi big shots could have been a concern, since one of those who aided her in Berlin was General Franz von Epp, one of Hitler’s right-hand men. Later, she even expressed regret at not accepting the general’s invitation to dinner since he told her he was seeing the Führer that evening. One must wonder if the ever-curious Kilgallen intended to gather inside information from the general regarding Hitler’s diabolical plans to take over the world, since 1936 was the year he had ordered 22,000 German troops into the Rhineland in a direct contravention of the Treaty of Versailles. If so, the chance was lost.

			Weather conditions during the bold adventure varied from good to bad to worse as the fall temperatures dipped from highs in the eighties to lows in the thirties, with wind gusts an obstacle on many flights. Crouched in her seat, Kilgallen braced herself for hard landings while at times eating day-old food as the airplanes bounced around in the clouds, many times with rain pelting the wings.

			Newspapers heralded the young daredevil as the first woman to travel around the world on commercial airlines. While doing so, she became the first female to fly across the Pacific Ocean. Marguerite Mooers Marshall, a noted writer at the time, said, “[Dorothy] is the most daisy-fresh globe-girdler I ever hope to see—and so much prettier than even the best pictures of her printed in the Evening Journal. Her little features are cut with cameo delicacy, her skin has the lucent pallor of white lilac, her Irish eyes are not only smiling, but sea-blue and black-lashed, her dark hair, parted in the middle, is arranged in a most artful series of curls and purrs—not a hair out of place.”

			Providing her readers with a chronicle of the adventure, Kilgallen wrote, “Dawn found us sailing serenely northward—over French Indo Chinese jungles where tigers and great constrictor snakes lie in wait for little girls…Bump! Bump! Splash! We thumped down in the middle of a rice field…Appearing like gnomes from the ground, about six hundred chattering natives, nearly naked, surrounded the plane. They spoke no English, of course, and we could not understand Siamese.”

			In addition to her feat of crossing the Pacific, the fearless Kilgallen set a record for the fastest five-thousand-mile span ever flown, Hawaii to New York City. Dignitaries including First Lady Eleanor Roosevelt congratulated Kilgallen on her many achievements. Famed aviator Amelia Earhart was also among the women who cheered the young reporter’s feat. Kilgallen was famous at last, just as promised early on with several newspapers lauding her willingness to carry the banner for women’s rights by challenging the two men. Her doing so was a prelude to Kilgallen becoming a true advocate for her gender, though she may have never realized the accomplishment at the time.
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			Soon after, Kilgallen wrote Girl Around the World chronicling the amazing adventure. It was her first published book. It featured a light blue cover with black lettering and the image in Kilgallen’s likeness carrying a typewriter case and a hatbox. She was only twenty-three years old.

			In the book’s foreword, called “A Tribute from Dorothy’s Father,” Jim wrote:

			 

			I am proud of you. Not because you were a good newspaperwoman at 18. Not because you have become famous at 23 by flying around the world. I am proud of you because, now that your greatest journalistic achievement is over and the plaudits have died down, you are the same unspoiled girl you have always been. Today your future looms bright. I believe your success is assured…[You have given me] the thrill of a lifetime…[and] you proved you had what Damon Runyon termed “moxie”—COURAGE...”

			 

			In Girl Around the World, Kilgallen trumpeted her willingness to take chances. She wrote, “I’m off on a race around the world—a race against time and two men. I know I can beat time. I hope to beat the men.” Kilgallen also included words that would define her career until she died twenty-nine years later, “I’m a reporter who likes danger and excitement,” while adding, “This assignment has been much easier than covering murder trials, and much prettier,” while admitting to being a bit scared in Calcutta “when a lizard crawled in bed with me” but enthused when the “guys learned I could shoot dice.”

			While visiting Hollywood, Kilgallen appeared in the movie Sinner Take All. She also presented Warner Brothers with a screenplay based on her around-the-world adventures as chronicled in her book. Produced as Fly Away Baby in 1937, it starred Glenda Farrell as Kilgallen. She did not have a role in the comedy/adventure. The film credits included “Based on an idea by Dorothy Kilgallen.” The three main characters featured were named Hughie Sprague, “Sonny” Croy, and, as Dorothy, Torchy Blane.
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			Not yet twenty-four, the Chicago-born little girl who was interested in acting was now a household name. Louis Sobol, a fellow reporter at the Evening Journal, wrote of Kilgallen’s world at the time: “This slender, wide-eyed, deceivingly naïve in attitude and soft-spoken mannerisms female reporter was to herself mingling with a new set of characters—racket guys, grafters, phonies, creep janes, society fops, chorus girls, pimps, overdressed jezebels and their rent payers.”

			Sobol, commenting on Kilgallen’s appearance at a theater opening, wrote, “Out of a streamlined, shiny chariot stepped a fragile, raven-haired honey…A thinnish youth with bat-ears and pop-eyes and a Tenth Avenue subdeb fought each other to be at her side. ‘Willya sign this, Miss Kilgallen?’ pleaded the boy thrusting out his soiled autograph album…” Sobol added, “She still goes to church on Sundays, blushes when profanity is set loose within her hearing, and walks away from obscene stories.”

			Meanwhile, Kilgallen’s column, “Hollywood Scene as Seen by Dorothy Kilgallen” (later changed to “As Seen in Hollywood by Dorothy Kilgallen”), appeared in the Evening Journal and then in the New York Journal-American when the Evening Journal and the New York American merged in 1937. Kilgallen felt honored when she was given the prize assignment to cover the wedding of Franklin Delano Roosevelt Jr. to Ethel du Pont. Even more prestigious was her traveling to England to attend the coronation of George VI. Her debut in London society at various high-profile events provided more media exposure for the fast-rising star.

			During the Christmas holidays, a surprise announcement appeared in Hearst newspapers across the country:

			 

			The first and only Woman Columnist Dorothy Kilgallen’s Voice of Broadway Column Starts Monday. A Man’s Job. Beginning Monday in the New York Journal-American, Dorothy Kilgallen will Report Daily on the Deeds and Misdeeds of Broadway. A Man’s Job. But Dorothy has been doing a Man’s Job and Doing It Better.

			 

			“The Voice of Broadway” was created to deal with the news and gossip of the day, theater, politics, and crime. Kilgallen’s main competition were all men—Walter Winchell, Ed Sullivan, Lucius Beebe, and Leonard Lyons.

			At the height of its popularity, the column appeared in every Hearst-syndicated newspaper nationwide, small towns and large cities, two hundred and counting. At twenty-five, she was the only prominent female Broadway columnist. An entertainment magazine called her an “authentic celebrity.”

			Despite her sudden rise to stardom, Kilgallen displayed a humble attitude. When a snowstorm hit New York City and the Journal-American’s electricity faltered, she retired to a local pub with male colleagues she called “the guys” and downed a few beers with them. Kilgallen even picked up a pool cue. There was laughter when a ball she hit too hard bounced off the table and hit a startled reporter squarely in his private parts.
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Kilgallen in a peaceful pose, unusual for her.
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CHAPTER 4

			The “Voice of Broadway” column became an instant hit with readers who couldn’t wait to read of Dorothy Kilgallen’s exploits or her opinions about the stars of the day. In late summer 1939, a mention that “Richard Kollmar, Knickerbocker Holiday [Broadway show] baritone, gave a combination New Year’s Eve and birthday party Saturday night, to which guests were asked to come in kiddie costumes” foreshadowed one of the most important events in Kilgallen’s life.

			Kilgallen actually met Kollmar—who became well known as the voice of “Boston Blackie” in the popular radio crime drama—on November 14, 1939, at Manhattan’s Algonquin Hotel. Kilgallen later recalled that Kollmar made some remark about an unusual hat she was wearing, but his dashing good looks and attractive baritone voice were the major reasons for a spark between the two to ignite. 

			According to Variety, Kollmar had earned his stripes as a Broadway producer based on a slew of musical shows, lavish in nature. Critics said the darkly handsome, debonair Kollmar had scanned New York City hotspots seeking women who had no issue with performing half-naked in his shows. Apparently, Richard had been delighted to learn that the city’s fathers permitted women to be topless as long as they didn’t jiggle their prized possessions. In many of the musicals, these women paraded before the audience like rag dolls careful to keep their upper torsos motionless.
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Kilgallen’s Journal-American column on jazz greats of the time.

			 

			Mutual interest in jazz bandleader Artie Shaw and his music was an initial topic of conversation between the star reporter and the heavyweight producer. That night, the couple visited a nightclub where Shaw and his band were performing. “It wasn’t love at first sight,” Kilgallen later said, but regardless, after a few dates they announced their engagement.

			Without question, Kilgallen was a jazz enthusiast. In 1940, under the banner “Broadway Columnist Names Her All-Time Swing Band” in Cosmopolitan magazine, she included Benny Goodman, Bix Beiderbecke, and Bessie Smith, of whom Kilgallen wrote in gifted prose, “Bessie sang with the voice of centuries of tragedy; she moaned low and she wailed out lyrics that were strange, simple and primitive and she made them sound as real as the sound of a heart breaking.” Later, in 1953, she would write a column, one that featured from time to time items on jazz staples LaVern Baker or Mabel Mercer, entitled “Let’s Play Post Office.” She answered readers’ letters, including ones where Kilgallen provided advice about how to watch being a “square” when at a jazz club and another to a reader who was soliciting advice on “jazz hipster lingo.”

			On April 5, 1940, a wintry day with a high/low of only 35/26, Kilgallen (twenty-seven) married Kollmar (thirty), the graduate of the Yale School of Drama turned actor, singer, and Broadway producer. Variety’s review of the musical Too Many Girls included calling him “an exuberant comedian unspoiled by cleverness.”
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Kilgallen wedding photo.

			 

			More than eight hundred guests attended the lavish wedding, including Milton Berle, Ethel Merman, Tyrone Power, and Walter Huston. From the political arena, 1944 Republican presidential candidate Thomas Dewey, who lost to FDR, also congratulated the happy couple. Kilgallen kept her maiden name. 

			Kilgallen, who scribbled notes for her column on napkins and matchbook covers, was quite honored when the owner of Reuben’s, a popular delicatessen on East 58th Street, named a sandwich after her. At a festive luncheon, she chased the ham on rye with a cold beer before autographing menus for “fans that appeared out of nowhere.”

			The cost of “the Kilgallen Special” was one dollar and ten cents. She bragged that it was a quarter more than the “Ed Sullivan Sandwich.” Frank Sinatra’s cost two dollars and fifteen cents. If this accolade wasn’t enough, Kilgallen was later included in the lyrics for a version of “The Lady is a Tramp” sung by Sammy Davis Jr. (https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=yuum3IElMcw).

			Despite busy schedules for the loving couple, there was time for intimacy and, on the unusually hot afternoon of July 11, 1941, the same day the American Federation of Musicians ordered members to play “The Star-Spangled Banner” at concerts as a sign of patriotism during the war, they welcomed the arrival of their first child, Richard Tomkins Kollmar II (“Dickie”). The announcement appeared in Maury Paul’s “Cholly Knickerbocker” Journal-American column. A hospital photo donned the newspaper’s front page.
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Dorothy, Richard, and newborn “Dickie.

			 

			Kilgallen displayed her own brand of patriotism when she sent FBI director J. Edgar Hoover subversive material forwarded to her from readers at the Journal-American. One strong letter, forwarded at the same time Winston Churchill launched his “V for Victory” campaign, insinuated that she favored the “Soviet Marxist Jews” through her “daily hate of Hitler.” That Hoover was keeping an eye on Kilgallen during this time is proven through an FBI file secured by this author through the Freedom of Information Act. At the end of the document Kilgallen was labeled “flighty and irresponsible.” Later, Hoover and the Bureau would learn a valuable lesson: never underestimate her.

			In 1943, amidst the juggling of her various professions, Kilgallen delivered her second child, Jill Ellen Elizabeth Kollmar. Being a good mother to Dickie and Jill was the first priority, but career advancement was important, too. In December, she found time to appear on what may have been her first “panel show” when Women’s Council premiered on radio as announced in Variety.
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Kilgallen also appeared on ABC Radio.

			 

			As a sign that Kilgallen’s opinion was coveted, she was asked to pen an article for Photoplay magazine entitled, “The Ten Most Attractive Men in Hollywood.” At the top of the list was Humphrey Bogart, of whom Kilgallen wrote, “He represents love in bloom in a furnished room with fire escapes.” Cary Grant and Clark Gable were numbers five and ten, respectively. Future president Ronald Reagan was number three.

			Exclusives were the columnist’s best friends, and Kilgallen was able, through the trust others placed in her, to scoop her rivals. One celebrity, actress Betty Grable, permitted the famous reporter to provide the public with personal feelings about a difficult domestic matter, her divorce of noted bandleader Harry James. She quoted Grable as saying, “It really wasn’t a sudden thing. I had thought about it for a long time. Our children are grown now, with lives of their own, and there was no reason to stay together for their sake.”

			Since Kilgallen’s column appeared during the era without extensive television coverage or internet, people mostly relied on newspapers for their news and opinion. Kilgallen’s visibility had made her a powerhouse. American cabaret singer and pianist Bobby Short, whom she would later befriend, said of her influence, “She was tremendously powerful. People would kill to be in her column.”

			The column’s influence meant she was besieged with requests from literary agents, film and TV agents, press agents, lawyers, and the personalities themselves for any column mention. At one point, the PR representative for a circus performing at Madison Square Garden asked her to promote “Bertha, the Dancing Elephant.” She told a friend, “Listen, popularity ain’t all those square balls downtown believe it is.”

			The 1944 trial of Wayne Lonergan fascinated Kilgallen, then thirty-one. He was charged with killing his high-society wife Patricia, heir to the Burton-Bernheimer beer fortune, at her East 51st Street triplex apartment in Manhattan after she had filed for divorce and cut him out of her will. A pair of silver candelabra was the alleged murder weapon. 

			During the trial, set against the backdrop of the colorful fall season, Kilgallen was obsessed with Lonergan, an admitted gigolo who preyed on rich women. Several clandestine meetings in the thick of the night with reliable sources involved in the trial provided her with inside information about the defense’s strategies. She told one of her colleagues, “I feel like I am in a spy movie.” In the end, Lonergan’s confession, which he attempted to recant, resulted in a thirty-five-years-to-life sentence.

			The opportunity for Kilgallen to hit the radio waves with a big splash arrived on the New York City scene in early April 1945 when the daily radio program Breakfast with Dorothy and Dick premiered. Most days, it began with the hosts telling more than a million listeners: “Hi Darling…Hi Sweetie…Here we are at home in little old New York ready to visit with our radio friends…” The promotion tagline, “Now Wake up and smell the Coffee when you have Breakfast with Dorothy and Dick!” was employed for the popular daily show airing on WOR from 1945 through 1963.

			The “Breakfast,” broadcast live at 8:15 a.m., was one of the first of its kind, and its popularity helped spawn hundreds of similar shows around the country. Coffee, pastries and such were served by the butler, and their children made regular appearances at the table, while their singing canary Robin could be heard in the background. A Variety ad called it, “Homey as a Front Porch Rocker, Smart as a New Spring Bonnet.”
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The Kilgallen family on radio.

			 

			Photographs of the couple holding the children with the WOR microphone to the side made everyone smile. No one knew that Richard had wandering eyes toward many of his Broadway production starlets.

			“Dorothy and Dick” seamlessly worked in product placements for the show’s eighteen sponsors while taking audiences on a thrilling vicarious tour of glittering Big Apple nightlife. The show was first broadcast from the couple’s dining room in their upscale Park Avenue apartment, and it followed them when they moved to a luxurious brownstone townhouse at East 68th Street. Estimated income for the couple ranged from seventy-five thousand to one hundred thousand dollars a year.

			Listening to several broadcasts permits one to enjoy the lively couple playing off one another most times after reading letters from listeners in the New York City area. Richard’s deep baritone voice shined through, along with Kilgallen’s excellent use of the English language. Both appeared highly intelligent and knowledgeable of events circulating around the world, but the key to the success of the show was the humorous banter between the couple. Many of the letters began, “Dear D and D,” and they dealt with a variety of subjects, including a “wiper pen,” Kilgallen’s search for the perfect black ink, the couple’s having had four cats at one time, and how Jill was lobbying for a pug dog like the ones the Duke and Duchess of Windsor owned. 

			Author and artist Jojo Capece was one of those New Yorkers who recalled the program. She told this author in April 2018, “If you were a New Yorker, there were certain journalists you had to read and Dorothy Kilgallen was one. But first thing in the morning my parents and I listened to her radio show like everybody else. It was rather high brow, but we enjoyed it. They sounded like the perfect American family.” Despite the five decades having passed since the show was popular, Capece easily recalled the program beginning with “Hi Darling...Hi Sweetie…”

			At one point, Frank Sinatra was favorably mentioned on the program in connection with the famed singer Jo Stafford and the Tommy Dorsey orchestra. That Kilgallen was enamored with Sinatra at this point in time (later, the relationship became quite strained) is evidenced by an article she wrote in 1944 for Photoplay magazine entitled “Stars I’d Like to Be Married To.” She mentioned Bob Hope, James Stewart, Bing Crosby, and actor Charles Boyer, but number one on the list was Sinatra, of whom she wrote, “He’s good at putting feelings into words.”

			The program was so popular: those mailing the couple merely used the address “Dorothy and Dick, New York.” They received the letters. Kilgallen’s friend, press agent Jean Bach, called the twosome “the original Mr. and Mrs. Radio.” CDs of Breakfast with Dorothy and Dick may be located at https://www.otrcat.com/p/breakfast-with-dorothy-dick-dorothy-kilgallen-dick-kollmar.
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CHAPTER 5

			In mid-1946, Variety dubbed Dorothy Kilgallen as “the First Lady of Broadway,” quite the compliment for a woman who had not yet reached her thirty-third birthday. Nineteen years remained until the day she died, seventeen until she met Jack Ruby at his Dallas trial.

				One indication of Kilgallen’s fame during this time was being invited to the White House, where she frolicked with other noted personalities as President Harry S. Truman looked on. The star-studded event was held on January 28, 1946 and Kilgallen joined celebrities such as actresses Angela Lansbury and Alexis Smith, actors Cesar Romero, Zachary Scott, and William Bendix, and singer Jo Stafford. In a photo, Kilgallen is positioned to the right of the president in the front row.
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			Later, in 1950, Kilgallen’s anxiety grew as she waited to learn whether she had been chosen to become a panelist on the new CBS television game show What’s My Line? The concept was that each week, four panelists, three regulars and a celebrity guest would question contestants in order to determine their unusual occupations. According to producer Gil Fates, the program “evolved from an idea from a program called Stop the Camera...the brainchild of Bob Bach, formally a disc jockey and producer at New York radio station WNEW, with an assist from Martin Stone, the developer of TV’s Howdy Doody.” Another version of the story stated that the idea for the show, originally titled, Unknown Occupation was strictly Bach’s based on his obsession with asking strangers on the subway or in bars their occupations.
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What’s My Line? stars—Arlene Francis, Bennett Cerf, Dorothy Kilgallen, and moderator John Charles Daly.

			 

			Finally, the news came forward. Kilgallen would join American poet, anthologist, critic, and editor Louis Untermeyer and actress Arlene Francis as the regular panelists. A year later, Bennett Cerf replaced Untermeyer when questions about his Communist leanings surfaced. Upset with being displaced, Untermeyer told reporters, “No one connected with [the program] attempted to do anything in my behalf. I can’t say Dorothy behaved worse than anyone else.”

			Former radio personality John Charles Daly moderated as program host. A seven-story theater on Manhattan’s West 54th Street became the production site. Years later, the infamous Studio 54 disco, where Andy Warhol, Bianca Jagger, Gina Lollobrigida, and Calvin Klein watched pop performers such as Cyndi Lauper, Madonna, and Duran Duran perform, occupied the building.

			During one season’s programs, Johnny Olson, the deep-throated announcer who later became best known as the voice on The Price is Right, said, “Time now for everybody’s favorite guessing game, What’s My Line?” Olson then introduced Kilgallen and she appeared from curtains center stage, acknowledged vigorous applause by a live audience, and then introduced the celebrity panelist. He or she, in turn, introduced Arlene Francis, who then introduced Bennett Cerf, who then introduced John Daly. A bit of banter followed before Daly explained the rules of the game and the first contestant entered. Daly then stated, “Would you please sign in,” whereupon the contestant wrote his or her full name on a blackboard.
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Cartoon depicting the What’s My Line? cast.

			 

			The formality of the show along with its liveliness led to its becoming an Emmy Award winner airing on CBS on Sunday night at 10:00 p.m. for the next seventeen years. At its height of popularity, the show had a weekly audience of twenty-five million people. Kilgallen and Francis wore fancy gowns and expensive jewelry, with their hair always perfectly coifed, Kilgallen’s by Marc Sinclaire. The men dressed in dark suits and bow ties. 

			When a celebrity appeared on each program attempting to stump the panel, each panelist wore a blindfold to keep from identifying the mystery guests. They included Donald Duck, Elizabeth Taylor, Joe DiMaggio, and Walt Disney. Many of the programs are available on YouTube, including one where comedian Groucho Marx was the celebrity guest. To date, more than one million viewers have enjoyed that episode.

			To call Kilgallen “a fashion plate” regarding the wardrobe she wore on the program is certainly an understatement. A lavish string of pearls nearly always accentuated an expensive dress flattering her ample bustline. At one point, she told a friend, “Those 5th Avenue boutiques are going to bankrupt me.”

			Asked to comment about the show’s success, Kilgallen said, “What’s My Line?’s almost like a license to steal. I love to play games and it’s all fun. I get to the studio about 9:30 [p.m.] for makeup because my skin is so light they have to put on a darker base and draw some eyebrows or something, and I have to use darker lipstick. We all take it seriously, though Bennett has his puns and Arlene is very witty and has the personality that goes with it.”

			As the series continued to terrific reviews, Kilgallen stood out since she was the tough questioner, although some thought she was “bitchy,” or “snarky,” even rude. Female viewers certainly admired her never backing down, her willingness to challenge male panel members and Daly. Friend and CBS producer Marlon Swing, who knew of Kilgallen’s prowess at charades, recalled, “Dorothy played to win but she was also a little girl playing games.” 

			A New York Post Daily Magazine article foreshadowed the tenacity Kilgallen would display when she investigated the JFK assassination: “Dorothy played the game like a relentless prosecutor.” Comedian Steve Allen, husband of actress Jayne Meadows, who often appeared as a guest panelist, said of her, “Dorothy’s job on the panel was to ask impertinent questions. She probably guessed more people’s jobs than anyone else.” 

			If one watches several of the program episodes, Kilgallen impresses with her ability to listen carefully and digest contestant clues in an instant. The woman who made just above average grades as a girl had certainly broadened her horizons, become sharper, more intelligent perhaps as a result of covering so many criminal trials. Good attorneys, she knew, were good listeners, and she used a courtroom-type acumen on the program, along with what her producers called “spunk,” to guess unusual occupations.
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Kilgallen retort to Walter Winchell column.

			

			Behind the scenes, Kilgallen, who was seldom seen without wearing her trademark white gloves, battled for gender equality, a battle that foreshadowed her tendency to make enemies of those who sought to silence her, a tendency that would play a great part in her death in 1965. Little known were her weekly bouts with Cerf, a highly arrogant man who had cofounded the prestigious publishing company Random House in 1927 because “We were just going to publish a few books on the side at random.” Like Kilgallen, who asked the first question of a contestant on the first show in 1945, and fellow regular panelist Arlene Francis, Cerf was paid twelve hundred dollars a week while the guest panelist earned five hundred dollars. To Kilgallen, it was much more than a game show. She took it quite seriously, to the point, according to a 1955 column by the celebrated Walter Winchell, of allegedly weeping when she did not guess a contestant’s occupation for more than three shows.

			Kilgallen, never one to let a “dig” go by, wrote a column challenging Winchell’s version of the story and demanding a retraction. It read:

			In a wide-ranging interview, Cerf told of his relationship with Kilgallen, stating in part:

			 

			Dorothy was always the outsider for two reasons. One, none of us liked her politics. She was a Hearst girl, and she had a different set of ideas than we did on Senator McCarthy and several other key problems. We just didn’t think alike. But worse still, Dorothy was always a reporter. We began to discover that things that we would talk about in our dressing room, clowning around before the show, would begin popping up in Dorothy Kilgallen’s column. We didn’t like that.

			 

			Continuing, Cerf wrote, “One Sunday night Dorothy really enraged John Daly. A well publicized gangster in California had been jailed, a fellow named Mickey [Cohen]. There was a big stew about it. He had been interviewed on television by Mike Wallace and gotten front-page headlines. So for this Sunday they had picked Mike Wallace as the mystery guest.” Cerf added, “John said, ‘I like Mike. I haven’t got anything against him, but I’m not going to have him on this week because the reason they asked him on this week is because he was mixed up with this gangster. I think that brings down the level of ‘What’s My Line?’” 

			To Cerf’s dismay, Dorothy promptly called up the Journal-American and gave them the story. On Monday, it was on the front page of the newspaper. Cerf later wrote:

			 

			John Daly never forgave her for this. He said, “I thought that we were a family during ‘What’s My Line?’ We’ve been doing it for years. What I said there was in confidence.” Dorothy responded, “Not at all. I’m a reporter and that was a big story. I certainly wasn’t going to get scooped on my own story. You see, it was on the front page.” John said, “Yes…because of this idea that I was maybe doing it out of personal jealousy.”

			 

			When it came to how Kilgallen played the game, Cerf commented:

			 

			Dorothy was dogged and persistent and, like a district attorney, she went plowing doggedly ahead. That was why she was the villain of the show. To the public she was the villain. At any rate, Dorothy would go after contestants’ occupations like a hawk and people didn’t like it. But they liked watching her because she was very shrewd.

			 

			The squabble over the appearance of Mike Wallace was confirmed in a Journal-American article with the headline, “Interviewer Ruled Out of TV Show at Daly’s Suggestion.” Details followed:
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			Regardless, was Bennett Cerf, dubbed by a program reviewer as an “owlish, avuncular publisher,” simply jealous of Kilgallen’s being arguably the “face” of What’s My Line? or were his comments valid? The truth is probably somewhere in the middle, but one observation may be that the program would have in all likelihood dipped in popularity if Kilgallen had left, but not so if Cerf was no longer part of the panel.

			Kilgallen’s relationship with Arlene Francis, who had been a co-host with Dorothy and Lucille Ball on Mutual Broadcasting’s Leave it to the Girls, a show similar to today’s The View, appeared to be one of friendship but not a close one. In an article entitled, “They Live a Few Doors from Each Other and…Arlene and Dorothy Say They’ve Never Argued: But Neither Do They Visit Over Coffee,” journalist Margaret McManus wrote, “Arlene Francis and Dorothy Kilgallen are neighbors in Manhattan…but it’s not likely that they run back and forth to borrow a cup of sugar.” McManus added, “They say they have never had any arguments about clothes, preferred camera angles, or who’s taking the spotlight from whom.”

			In her autobiography, Francis said that her becoming a member of the What’s My Line? cast began with a phone call in 1950 from “a dedicated entrepreneur named Mark Goodson” who invited her to his home to consider a “summer replacement [TV show], just a thirteen week deal.” Several versions of this story exist, but according to Francis, who had hosted what many believe was the first dating television program, Blind Date, Goodson said, “We have John Daly and Dorothy Kilgallen coming over to the house on Sunday to see if it works, and we need you. So it won’t be a total loss, I’ll give you tea and crumpets.” Francis said Goodson added, “It’s based on a simple proposition, that Americans have a habit of following up on ‘How do you do?’ with ‘What do you do?’ We’re going to call it What’s My Line? Interested?” Her reaction, Francis wrote, was, “It didn’t sound wildly exciting, which is why Goodson-Todman are millionaire producers and I’m not, but I told him to put the kettle on, that I’d be there. As everyone probably knows, the little thirteen-week deal ran for a quarter of a century and I ran right along with it.”

			Francis, who said, “[The show] was upbeat, unpredictable, challenging and some of the greatest fun I’ve ever had...It turned out to be not so much a show for me and for the others involved in it, but a way of life,” added, “The mix that worked for us was: One slightly acerbic wit, a tiny bit wicked but tremendously bright, Kilgallen; One basically good girl who sometimes said marginally sexual things; Guess who?; One Peck’s bad boy, Fred Allen, Steve Allen, et al; One urbane wit, sort of intellectual, but not dangerously so, Bennett Cerf, and one sophisticated but not condescending, knowledgeable-able pundit John Daly.”

			Francis—described to this author by Daniel H. Lavezzo III, son of the former owner of P. J. Clarke’s, a famous Manhattan bar/restaurant, as “a sensational person, warm, smiling, a woman with a bit of glamour”—spoke often about Kilgallen. She said, “Dorothy and I were philosophically in different camps, she a conservative Republican and I a liberal Democrat...I [did] feel that Dorothy sometimes used her column to attack people with whose politics she disagreed; however, I believe she had as much respect for me as I did for her. Once a year we went to her house for the tree-lighting ceremony on Christmas Eve, and she came to our house for people-lighting whenever there was an excuse for it.” On a lighter note, Francis explained, “Bennett was probably the only one among us who was completely happy being who he was—Bennett Cerf. I wanted to be a great actress; Dorothy wanted to be, perhaps Marilyn Monroe instead of the excellent newspaper woman she was. John Daly, the best of all moderators, wanted to be a newsman, and Steve Allen wanted to be John Daly.”

			Mutual admiration was a byword, with Kilgallen quoted as saying, “Arlene is very easy to get along with. She’s always bright and laughing when we go on the air.” Talking about Kilgallen, Francis said, “Dorothy and I don’t see each other very often [away from the show]. We’ve never had any problems working together,” a strong comment contrary to Cerf’s dishing of Kilgallen.

			Regardless, What’s My Line? co-producer Mark Goodson had his own thoughts about why there could have been friction between Kilgallen and the rest of the program’s cast. He said, “She did run a gossip column. She did print things about friends of theirs. And, she was not a part of the liberal establishment in New York—the chic, inside group of people in theater and communications.”

			New York native Jojo Capece told this author in April 2018 that she recalled the program was a “must watch,” like “Ed Sullivan or Jackie Gleason.” She said, “Kilgallen wasn’t really high society, but she was so intelligent, no aristocratic strain. Kind of prissy, Catholic, sometimes pursing her lips. Writers became celebrities; we couldn’t live without the newspapers, the Journal-American, the Times, the World Telegram, and the Herald Tribune, but Dorothy was a must read and then she was on What’s My Line? too.” Capece added, “It was a high-class show at a time when there were three-martini lunches at the Stork Club and the Copa. Arlene was glamorous, but Dorothy was more of a brain.”

			In addition to being a “brain,” another side to Kilgallen surfaced when she acted without fear during a tragic event in Manhattan. Later, at her funeral, a housewife named Rita Swobodsin called Kilgallen a hero of near superpower status. Swobodsin told Journal-American reporters, “She brought my baby out of a burning building...the building I lived in caught on fire. Miss Kilgallen was across the street and she heard the sirens. She went into the building in her beautiful white and sequined dress and she took my little baby, wet diapers and all, and carried him out of the building.”
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CHAPTER 6

			While much has been written about Dorothy Kilgallen through the years since her mysterious death to the extent of exaggeration and untruth, Brenda DeJourdan, the daughter of Kilgallen’s longtime butler James Clement, can speak from experience as a primary source. This is possible since the African-American Clement family—James, his wife Evelyn, Brenda, and brother Larry—lived in an apartment on the first floor of the Kilgallen townhouse for many years. “The kitchen was on the second floor,” DeJourdan, a day care center owner with a pleasant smile who loves children, recalled during two extensive interviews with this author in mid-2017, “and on the ground floor was my mother and father’s apartment. Doors faced the back of the elevator. We had two bedrooms, bath, and living room.”

			Her parents began working for Kilgallen, DeJourdan said, “around 1954. My father and mother worked for another couple and Dorothy knew the family. She went there for a dinner party and met my parents. Dorothy talked to my father. Dad was very outgoing and Dorothy kind of ‘maneuvered’ my parents to her townhouse. My father was the chauffeur and took them around in a big, black Cadillac.”

			“My dad and mom ran the townhouse, the staff, did the cooking, the catering,” DeJourdan mentioned. “They dealt with the cleaning people, hired those to handle the parties; they had full run of the townhouse.” She added, “Larry and I could go anywhere in the townhouse. It was five stories. The glass, marble, and brass elevator was in the middle of a huge, white, thick-carpeted foyer, and there was a staircase that led to the second floor where there was a special guest’s dining room. There was Dorothy’s dressing room on the third floor and a huge bedroom. On the fourth floor, Hassan [youngest son Kerry’s tutor] and Kerry slept there. We could go anywhere but never Dorothy’s office on the fifth floor.”
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Brenda DeJourdan and her daughter Evelyn in 2017.

			 

			“There was a liquor room,” DeJourdan said, “and all this lavish alcohol, champagne, all of it, different bottles, smelled good. Friends would go to Europe and bring back gifts for Dorothy and my parents. I saw chocolate-covered grasshoppers, chocolate-covered ants, etc.”

			DeJourdan described Dorothy as a “very kind woman, a gentle person. She taught her kids to be respectful of other parents and she was extremely generous.” Brenda continued, “At one point, Dick had something wrong with his suit and it needed fixing and he told my father to take it to the cleaners or a tailor. My father said, ‘I can fix it,’ and that began a whole new career for him. Dorothy brought all of her close friends to my father; journalists, entertainment people, all of them. He even did work for the famous designer, Mr. Blackwell.” 

			Recalling the Kilgallen children, DeJourdan said Kerry “was an active little person. He loved my mom and dad. Spent more time with them than with the nanny. Kerry wouldn’t behave with the nanny and so Dorothy wanted him to be with my mother since he would behave for her.” As far as Jill and Dickie went, DeJourdan said, “Dorothy raised them to be good citizens. Affluent lifestyle didn’t affect them. Dickie and my brother Larry used to go out to jazz clubs together.”
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Dickie and Jill with Dorothy; Kerry and Dorothy.

			 

			Regarding the relationship between Kilgallen and the Clements, DeJourdan said, “They were as close to Dorothy as Dorothy’s parents were to her. All of the children, Dorothy’s and us were like brothers and sisters. We sat at the dinner table with the other children. We could have gone to the Hamptons on vacation with Dorothy’s family. Larry went and I went to camp.”

			“My mother was a wonderful cook and Dad wouldn’t eat anyone else’s food but hers,” DeJourdan recalled. “At dinner parties, there were many prominent people. If they got out of line, Dorothy would run them out. Sometimes Dick drank too much and he got ‘out of course’ with Dorothy. He was less than a gentleman to her, not abusive, but then my father would talk to Dick and he listened to my dad.”

			Concerning how Dorothy acted around the Clement family, DeJourdan recalled, “Status didn’t make or break her. We watched What’s My Line? every Sunday. We were too young to think about it being so special to see Dorothy on there.” 

			Life was hectic in the Kilgallen townhouse, Brenda said. “They had great parties. Like out of movies. Decorated the house. Great food in and out. Dorothy had golden dinner plates, crystal for the parties. Lots of live music. Louis Armstrong was there. Jayne Mansfield was in the kitchen where Mom was cooking. Also Joan Crawford and Bette Davis were there.”

			“Once Dad helped Marilyn Monroe get to her car because she was intoxicated,” DeJourdan remembered. “I remember a party for Jill. She asked me to teach her how to do the twist. Johnny Mathis was there. I was impressed with the celebrities, the way they dressed. Bette Davis was really nice. I remember Tony Curtis was in the house.”
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Kilgallen with actress Bette Davis at Warner Bros., 1935/36.

			 

			DeJourdan’s recollection of Mathis—whose recordings sold more than any artist in the twentieth century other than Elvis and Frank Sinatra—coincides with his appearance on What’s My Line? in 1959, six years before Kilgallen died. On the program, she began the questioning with, “Are you a singer in the entertainment world,” to which Mathis, in a gruff voice, answered, “Yeah.” Four panel questions later, she asked, “Have you ever autographed a pair of my shoes?” Mathis laughed quite loudly as Kilgallen smiled beneath the mask she wore when celebrity guests were on the program. Then she said loudly while grinning, “Johnny Mathis” (https://www.youtube.com/watch? v=VsZFi1C2XrE).

			According to DeJourdan, celebrities like Mathis visited the townhouse quite often. “During the holiday season, November, December, especially, it was very busy around the house. The Rothschilds, Dean Martin, Jack Lemmon, Bobby Short was there. Sammy Davis Jr. One time my father went to the door and this short black man was there and my father thought he was a delivery person. Davis was mad and told Dorothy, but she just laughed.”

			“There was more prejudice then than now, but I never felt it in the house,” DeJourdan said. “At one party, one of the guests got out of line, a celebrity, a person of substance, and he made racial comments. Dorothy asked him to leave. And I know that Jayne Mansfield used drugs and drank alcohol. Once, she started taking her clothes off and Dad was trying to put them back on.” DeJourdan added, “And one time my father told Joan Crawford off in the kitchen. Then Dorothy did as well. Joan was very demanding. At one party, I heard Dorothy tell Joan, ‘Don’t speak to James that way in my house.’”

			Concerning Kilgallen’s demeanor, DeJourdan said, “Dorothy didn’t have a nasty side. And I remember she had these little fur slippers, little heels, and her lavish outfits and robes. My father would take coffee and juice to Dorothy in the mornings.” Regarding Kilgallen’s relationship with her parents, DeJourdan said, “She didn’t listen to them much. If they told her to go one way, she went the other.”

			While Kerry Kollmar apparently never wrote about his mother, he did express feelings about the Clements. He recalled, “The staff was comprised of James and Evelyn Clement, a married couple that served as chief cook and butler...To me, they were friends more than servants. Hiding many of my fiendish pranks and missteps from my parents, covering up for me when necessary, they were always on my side, this I knew.”

			 

			***

			 

			With Kilgallen’s popularity rising by the day during the time DeJourdan was an eyewitness to the family’s daily regimen, the respected reporter’s influence increased and she became more involved in social issues. Before doing so, Kilgallen had reported on such low-level events as a beauty parlor operators’ convention at the Pennsylvania Hotel, the showcasing of a new home in Flatbush, and Tammany Hall’s grand old man John Voorhis’s 102nd birthday. She even interviewed those living on the top floors of the Empire State Building. James Horan, one of her coworkers, described Dorothy: “She was young. She’s fresh looking. She had spent a fortune on clothes because she had the appearance of having just stepped out of the traditional band-box. No smell of tobacco. Just perfume.” He added, “There was [just] something about the way Dorothy handled herself. I had the opinion that she was born for the business. That soft, quiet way of hers hid a steely ambition and a drive and also a very keen intelligence.”

			That “keen intelligence” was apparent when Kilgallen took action in July 1950, just fifteen years before she would die, when the right-wing journal Counterattack published an anti-Communist book, Red Channels: The Report of Communist Influence in Radio and Television. In her “Voice of Broadway” column, Kilgallen strongly condemned the blacklist. She wrote the allegations were not predicated on “evidence of Communist sympathies” but instead “rumor and innuendo.” 

			Displaying again the moxie she was known for, Kilgallen wrote alleging Radio Free Europe was not “free” but instead influenced by subversive groups, triggering the CIA’s interest in her. A subsequent dossier documented Kilgallen’s less-than-cooperative attitude when contacted by CIA agents. They were in search of a source for her column entry. She flatly refused to name names. 

			Reporting such hard-edge news caused the elite of the New York City reporting world to take special notice of Kilgallen. The legendary Damon Runyon, obviously mesmerized with Kilgallen’s exploits, wrote of her:

			 

			She has soft, dark hair, and huge, appealing eyes that gaze at you with an expression of infinite innocence buried in their azure depths. She looks so young and helpless that you say to yourself, “My goodness, I must assist this poor child in her work. I must shield her from the rough edges of life...Then you turn your watchfulness to the hard-eyed members of the sterner sex, and you are positively shocked when you pick up the Journal the next day and discover that the little girl with the eyes of a gazelle has scooped your eyes off. Ah yes, that Kilgallen girl.

			 

			During Kilgallen’s meteoric rise to true stardom, husband Richard began cheating on her with a bevy of beauties; some, as noted, he’d hired for his Broadway productions. When Kilgallen learned of his adulterous behavior, she was livid. One of her friends was surprised at Richard’s behavior, recalling, “I remember having to duck around corners because they were saying goodbye to each other. It was really very sweet. He’d say, sort of suggestively, ‘I’ll see you around eight, sweetie.’”
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Dorothy, Bob Bach, Richard, and Bach’s wife Jean.

			 

			As apparent payback, Kilgallen began to seek “friendly” escorts to accompany her to Broadway openings and Manhattan nightclub frivolities. One man who was often seen with her was What’s My Line? producer Bob Bach, one of the originators of the program.

			Meanwhile, daughter Jill was progressing nicely, with one friend calling her “ladylike and loving.” At the same time, ten-year-old Dickie was enrolled at a private school where “the development of straight-forward and manly character” was the goal.
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			In 1951, singer Johnnie Ray burst onto the national scene with the best-selling songs “Cry” and “The Little White Cloud that Cried.” “Please Mr. Sun” became another of his hit records. A top music publication lauded his “lachrymose, ranting style.” This inspired several nicknames, among them “Prince of Wails,” “Nabob of Sob,” and “The Atomic Ray.”

			Kilgallen mentioned the crooner in her “Voice of Broadway” column, writing, “A simply awful thing has happened to me. How am I going to say it? Goodness, it’s too frightful really. (Steel yourself, girl. Get it off your bodice once and for all.) All right. Here it is. I’ve come to just love Johnnie Ray’s record of ‘Please Mr. Sun.’ Now will anybody ever speak to me again?” 

			Kilgallen decided to check out Ray’s performance herself. In April 1952, Ray appeared at the high-society Copacabana along with the “Famous Copa Girls.” The billing also featured ventriloquist Jimmy Nelson, famous for his Nestlé chocolate commercials featuring Farfel the dog.

			On the tenth of that month, a quarrel between Kilgallen and Richard broke out when he made a disparaging remark about Johnnie Ray’s singing prowess on the couple’s WOR radio show. Always keen to report Kilgallen news and views, the Saturday Evening Post noted that the couple “almost came to crockery [plates, dishes, cups] throwing” over the episode. 

			Along with Kilgallen, celebrities who flocked to the Copa to see their favorite stars included mobster Frank Costello, allegedly the Copa’s true owner through a front man, Frank Sinatra, who appeared there, and J. Edgar Hoover, the pug-faced, power-hungry FBI director who enjoyed being treated as a celebrity despite having nothing to do with the entertainment arena. Dean Martin and Jerry Lewis first launched their act at the Copa, and the Barry Manilow song “Copacabana“ was named after the trendy nightclub.
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