RADIO

By the time we left Park City in 1952, television had still not arrived. The mountains crowding in on the little town from every side obviously prevented a clear signal from being received. Every child ought to live his or her first ten years without TV so as to better ensure the development of the imagination. The countless hours I spent stretched across a tiny home-made footstool constructed from a powder box obtained at the mine, upholstered in a slick maroon material with gray stripes and placed upon legs fashioned from spools, ear glued to that fine old radio, were far from wasted.

I will remember as long as I live the creaking door of "Inner Sanctum Mystery" and the suspense of the program by the same name "Yours truly, Johnny Dollar", and "Mr. Chameleon, tracer of lost persons" exposed us to a non-violent form of crime fighting.

Long before I myself drove along the Blue Ridge, I had a feeling for what it might be like thanks to Arthur Godfrey who opened his daily program by singing in that unmistakable voice "Along the Blue Ridge Mountains of Virginy, on the trail of the lonesome pine..." Then he sang the praises of Chesterfields whose poisons would eventually kill him. Camel cigarettes brought us an exciting musical program. By properly identifying a certain tune, the participant could "take your seat in the LEMAC (that's Camel spelled backward) box". The kind Dr. Christian was a radio forerunner to the good Dr. Welby who would attain television fame a generation later.

My interest in ethnic groups and the plight of immigrants may very well have been kindled as I listened each week to the adventures of the young Italian immigrant who concluded each week by signing a letter to his mother: "Yours truly, Luigi Basco, the little immigrant."

Was it every Saturday night that we waited with great apprehension and anticipation to see if Dick Cantino, master of the accordeon, would continue atop "Your Hit Parade"? The tension would mount as we could move progressively in that half hour from the seventh hit to the first. Then on Sunday, ageless Jack Benny, his charming wife, Mary, his pal, Don Wilson, and servant, Rochester, would amuse us.

In terms of children's programming, Uncle Roscoe was the best on the local network originating from the studios of KSL in Salt Lake, but best of all was "Let's Pretend" which was broadcast over one of the national nettworks every Saturday morning. Years later, when I finally saw Roscoe Grover on television, I recall my disappointment; he didn't look anything like he sounded!

It must have been 1948 or 1949 when I first learned of Notre Dame football my listening to their national broadcasts on the radio. Johnny Lujack played quarterback so when Johnny Green tried to impress me with his knowledge about that fine Catholic University, I already knew a little. On very clear nights I could pick up KLO in Ogden and listen to Ogden Reds games in the old Pioneer League. They played against the Salt Lake Bees, Idaho Falls Russets, Magic Valley Cowboys, Pocatello Bannocks, Billings Mustangs, and Great Falls Electrics. I especially liked the Red-Bees games because some of my favorite players wore the Salt Lake uniform: Marty Krug, lB; Gordie Hernandez, 2B; George Triandos, C.

The highlight of radio sports broadcasting in those days, as far as I'm concerned, came in 1951, when the BYU team composed of forwards Jerry Romney and Rollie Minson, center Mel Hutchins, and guards Joe Richey and Harold Christensen won the NIT championship in Madison Square Garden. As I listened I visualized what the Garden and New York City must look like. Now I've seen them in person, I'm satisfied with the way I perceived them on wintry nights in Park City many years ago.

Today radio is scarcely anything but music and news. Too bad, it contributed to creativity among the pre-TV generations.

