
Name Three Famous Marthas

What an amazing business broadcasting is!  Imagine having met Martha Mitchell after Watergate.  Not only met, but forced to jump off a moving train to keep from going to Chicago with her.  Or, do you remember Tiny Tim?  Wasn’t he the MOST annoying “celebrity” until Paris Hilton?  Meet him at 6 AM, and you’ve found the literal definition of annoying. 

Then there was Soupy Sales.  He came in at 5:45 AM, loud, telling jokes… “May I take your coat Mr. Sales?”  I offer.  “Sure, send it out and have it cleaned and burned,” his reply.  He dominated all conversation, but in a good way.  Not just the conversation but the room, and funny?  I never laughed so hard in my life.  He was the same person off-camera as you ever saw on-camera.

Have you ever met a person so beautiful or handsome that you and everyone in the room were actually awed by them?  That was the feeling when Victoria Principal walked into the crowded room I occupied with 12 or fifteen other so called television professionals.  One second it was chaotic, with people setting lights, microphones, TelePrompTer, cameras and then… total silence, every eye turned to the door as this goddess walked in.  She was truly stunning.  Her skin was perfect, her posture was perfect, her hair was perfect, and her figure was, wow.  Then she asked for the bathroom and spent the rest of the time looking at herself in the mirror.  Somehow, even her chair for the interviews was set so that she could turn slightly and still see the mirror in the bathroom.  I think she spent more time looking into that mirror then at anyone or anything else.   Then there was Catherine Bach, the same beauty, the same charisma, but a sparkle in her eye that said… “I’m havin’ a great time”.  She made everyone feel good.  And then was gone.   

Ed Asner could memorize a 30 second script in 30 seconds.  He couldn’t see anything beyond his fingertips without major glasses, but boy, could he remember.  I wonder if he remembers me?

Phil Donahue came to town for week of his show from the Renaissance Center one year.  Picking him and his lovely wife, Marlo Thomas, up at Metropolitan Airport was a treat… at least for Marlo and me.  She sent me a thank you card, later, for all my time and hospitality.  I still have it.  I don’t think I ever heard from Phil.  What a great guy!  What a great week?  My entire family got to meet the famous Phil Donahue and be in his audience.  Come to think about it, they were his audience, one day.  A week made for good photos and memories. 

I also vaguely remember a President or Vice President who visited the station for which I worked.  Actually, all I remember of that visit was being pushed in a corner when this mass of people went down the small corridor in which I was walking.  Nothing stood in their way, they were like locust stripping a cornfield, piranha, shredding a carcass, did I type that aloud.  Sorry, I get a little carried away whenever a politician is within range.

And those were just the people, once in Milwaukee, based on three years of snowfalls that left not inches but feet on the ground, including the year before in which cars were buried by snow and stacked in piles just to clear the streets, we promoted a “Winterfest” at the local Pine Knob, got a hundred sponsors involved, planned concessions, printed T-shirts, ran radio and TV ads all day every day for a month, offered, skiing, sledding, skating, toboggan runs, you name it, we planned it, offered it, and promoted it every which way but wrong.  It was 1980, look it up, record, snowless winter for Milwaukee and eastern Wisconsin.  The day before the event it snowed an inch.  It was like having a cat pee on your bed.

But this was about Martha Mitchell; she was on a show called A. M Detroit a thousand years ago.  Remember Dennis Wholey?  You are old.  She was a mass of nerves and not particularly aware of anything more than her own air space.  She was convinced that someone was trying to “get” her: like in shoot to kill.  She showed up alone at 6:15 AM.  I’m not sure or don’t remember how she got there, maybe a limo.  She actually seemed a little bewildered.  I remember having to “baby-sit” her.  I thought, how can this old (she was the age I am now), confused, introverted, ‘talking to herself’-person, be wandering America on her own.  Anyway, Dennis interviewed her.  She was lucid enough, in a “wringing her hands” sort of way.  She hung around until she had to make a train in Downtown Detroit.  I don’t remember the drive there, except that she didn’t want to travel alone and did her guilt-trip best to keep me from leaving her on that train.  When it started to move, a spear of fear went through me like a guillotine.  I jumped up, ran to the door with a conductor at my back, and jumped off.  Now, granted it was probably only doing 2 or 3 miles an hour but the landing was jolting.  The conductor was yelling, “Stop, what are you doing?” and a few other things I’ve chosen to forget.  But hey!  I was off that train, “Martha, My Dear”, was out of my hair, the sun was shining, and all was right in my world, except for the back pain maybe.

Did you think of three famous Martha’s?  The three I came up with were Martha Washington, Martha Mitchell and Martha Stewart.  Obviously, not in that order, and of course, I never met the other 2, though I’m sure Martha Washington and I would hit it off.  If you came up with the same three, call, for a nice, runner-up gift.  Have a great week!

You do remember Martha Mitchell don’t you?  No?  Well then, never mind.

Tune in next time, I’ll tell you about Rita Bell, nicest lady in Detroit TV in 50 years, just ahead of Robbie Timmons. 
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