































































































. By ART MOGER

*+ty man. )
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When the 3-Dimension film craze. was at its height (it lasted well into one picture), the
prophetic Jack L. Warner, executive producer of Warne &: Pictures, prophesied that within
two years “everyone would be carrying arourid a pair of 3:D glasses in hi’s pocket, just as he does
a fountain pen and a wallet.” This rumor caused Polaroid stock to soar from that day on. .

The first time I met J.L., or “The Colonel” as he was ’cbmmonly called, was when I was
notified by my New York office, on a Thursday, that the Colonel himself was coming to Boston
with three persons; his s
son, Jack, his secretary,
Billy Schaefer, and
Jake Wilk, the eastern
story editor for the film
company.

Would I be sure to get
them all tickets to see
the Harvard-Yale game
on Saturday? And a suite
at either the Ritz-Carlton
or the Statler and see:
that ‘the boss gets the
best of everything.”

I was given the flight
number and arrival time
two days hence. - The
plane was due at noon. It
gave me plenty of time
to obtain two police es-
corts and a limousine to

P

Top press agent Art Moger has made wonderful use
of his hilarious adventures with some of the big
names of Hollywood by writing about them in “SOME
OF MY BEST FRIENDS ARE PEOPLE.” This week’s
installment of The ENQUIRER’s condensation of Mo-

give “the ole man” the
best show he had ever
seen.

After all, “The Messiah
of the Motion Picture In-
dustry” was coming and *
here was my chance to show him what a good job
I was doing as his new press agent.

Warner of Warner

A month before, I had obtained two tickets to]

the Harvard-Yale game, promising my son, Stan,
that he and I would see his first big-time football
game. Stan and I were inseparable buddies. We had
planned to make a day of this event which had been
sold out many months in advance.

“Our seats were in the wooden stands, a tem-
porary bleacher section erected for the capacity
crowd. They were the best that my brother Nate
could get from his Harvard class allotment. I was
grateful that I had them. Now, all I had to do was

ger’s laugh-filled book tells-of his frantic efforts
‘to follow orders and make sure thaot Jack

best of everything.”

-were times when I said

try to get four more seats. . -

“If worse comes to worse,” I told Stan, my 12-
year-old.son, “you and I will have to give up the
game. I'll give Mr. Warner two seats and try to get
two more.” o

“What does Mister Warner mean to me?” he|- _
‘ Jday night. Comes: 8 o’clock you must get out, be-

- asked. ) L
As he slowly got off the floor, I reminded him
that “The Colonel’’ .meant bread and butter and an
occasional eclair. . BT
I put in a call to my ““friends” for extra tickets.
Did you ever try to get tickets to a sell-out affair a
few hours before the event? .

I called and called and called. Then I decided to.
make the rounds of  the
newspaper offices and try
to inveigle my - sports-
writing . friends to part .
with a pair of tickets.
Price was no object.

The late Burt Whitman,
sports editor of the Bos-
ton Herald, was sympa-
thetic. '

“It so happens that my
brother-in-law is sick and
can’t go to the game. I
have two tickets in the
special section of the sta-
dium reserved for old
time football players only.
You can have them for
what they cost me. :
Twenty dollars each.” ;

I have yet to meet a
sports editor who ever |

" paid to go to a sporting
evént. I paid him the $40.
Now, I had four tickets. I
then -cornered Dave- Egan
of the Boston Record. He listened to my tale of woe
and offered two press tickets, which I could have
for nothing.

. At least I had tickets for the boss man and his
party. At.the same time, I was trying to get a hotel

_ suite for the Warner entourage.

I called my hotel friends. No one, but no one,
would help me. It was impossible. Boston was jam-
'ined-i People were sleeping as far away as Worces-

er. - .

I couldn’t take “No”” for an answer. I had to
make a good impression on Colonel Warner. One
false mave and Warner’s might have a new publici-

A pleaded with - Bert-Stanbro, managing director

1

Bros. Pictures got “the

of the Statler-Hilton:
“Look, ‘Bert,” I beg-
ged, . - “‘maybe there

I needed a room for
Colonel Warner and
the: room was really
for 'some character
who had a broad in
toWln'. But  this is for
real! You  must do
something - for me. [ _ ART, MOGER
promise never to ask you again. Please!”

“What can I do, Art? I'm in a tough spot, too.
I just do’n’t-,ha;f5 any rooms available. But I have
‘an idea. Mysw#esdiid my children are going visit-
ing. We wen’t b¥&back to the hotel until 8 o’clock in
the evening. - - o ' N

“You can use.our suite in the hotel until Satur-

cause my family”and-I will be coming back. Does
this help you any?” .- . .

I had no choice hut to accept Bert’s kind offer.
Bert had no objection to having the suite registered
in the name of Colonel Jack L. Warner and party
of Holiywood. . :

I was moronicaus;‘ ‘slaphapp ! T had done it. The

HARVARD STADIUM: Only two days before the Yale and Harvard football teams met here
for one of their classic struggles, Moger got orders to get tickets for Warner and his party.

suite was mine. I had the tickets to the game. I had
the police and limeusine. ready-to meet Warner at
Logan Airport at 1l o’clock on Saturday morning.

My son and I arrived-at the airport in the hired
limousine at 10:30." The temperature was 8 degrees
above zero. s P

When the plane with the Warner party aboard
finally arrived  at 2 p:m., the police escort had
politely deserted ‘nte. Down the ramp, swaggering
and jaunty, came:Jack Warner, wearing a light-
weight coat and. pearl- grey double-breasted vest.
He looked like his publicity pictures, with a healthy
i i ' face. Tagging along behind
opy of himself, his son. -
.. We all piled .ipto, the limousine. and headed for

JACK L. WARNER, Executive Producer of
Warner Bros. Pictures, was known as “The
Messiah of the Motion Picture Industry.”

~Harvard Stadium. There was no time to lose . . ..the

game was an!

As we headed down Memorial Drive, toward the
stadium, with no police escort, the Colonel asked
me: “Do you have the football tickets for us,

t laddie?” '

I told him that I had four tickets. Two were with
the old-time players, former Harvard and Yale foot-
ball “stars (that was what Bert Whitman had told
me). I also told him that I had two tickets for the
press box, which Dave Egan had given me. I men-
tioned my two seats in the wooden stands.

“Where do you think I'll be the least conspicu-
ous?”’ he asked Jake Wilk, who was with the Colonel
and had come to Boston ‘to catch the opening of
“Decision of Christopher Blake,” a new play by
Moss Hart. -

“If 1 were you, Colonel, I'd take your son to

the section where. the old-time foothall players are,
“Box with Billy - Sciaeress ¥ -

I will sit in the pressibo 1 g
think you’ll like meeting all those football greats.

““Good,” the Colonel said. ‘‘Let’s synchronize our
watches. We’ll all meet back in the car at 4:17 p.m.”

I still can’t understand why he couldn’t have
made it 4:15 instead of 4:17. ’ -

" As we passed Lever Brothers in Cambridge, the
Colonel asked me if I could arrange to get him
soap, a critical commodity during those war years.
I assured him that I was friendly with ‘“Chuck”
Luckman, Lever’s president, and could get him
whatever he needed.

“I’'m sailing for Europe
in a few weeks. Have
them deliver six cases to
the Queen Mary, care of
me.”

“Dad,” his son said, “I
need some Lux Flakes
for my apartment. Can
you get me a case?”

“Granted, Jack Jr.,” I
said. :

We "were approaching
Harvard Stadium. The
game was well into the
first half.

Our chauffeur was in-
structed to keep the mo-
tor running and the heat-
er on. It was bitterly cold
outside. We parked near
the clubhouse where a
sign read “NO PARK-
ING.” What was a park-
ing ticket in a crisis like
this? :

As I accompanied the Colonel to the stadium, I
glaneed at the tickets that I handed to him. They
read: -“Coliseum Section. East Tower.”

Walking over to an usher I asked him where the
section was located. He pointed up to the sky and
said: ‘“Way up there, Mister.” ) -

“Where’s the elevator?”” the Colonel demanded. -

“Are you kiddin,’ mister? There is no elevator
here. You gotta walk!” ‘

believing that these $40 ducats were for seats where

located somewhere in -the path of the -airplanes

taking off from Logan Airport. The East Tower
- wi-e - +(Continued -ox mext page)’ ' -

1 suddenly realized that I had been duped into

the old-time players sat. Actually, the seats were -

Ami”
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tinued from preceding page)

direct path of the blizzard-like winds
0w blowing from’ all directions.

s later, numb with cold and minus

n.
the car door and was greeted with:
goddam door!”

onel, rubbing his leg, ignored me: “Oh,
n get the circulation back in my leg. Oh,
ie moaned. B

7did you. like the game?” I asked cheer-

game?” he demanded. “There were ho
eats to sit down on. There were no old-
ers, unless they grew old as they climbed
- cement stairs. Every goddam freeloader
aw was there. Newsboys, shoeshine boys,
and banner-sellers were there. Where in
you say you found these tickets?”’

ned to Jack Jr., in the back seat and said:
dad’s kidding, isn’t he? How were the seats?”
he isn’t fooling. After climbing up all those
< 'we finally got our second wind before we
%0 death and came back to the car.”

Fhere in hell is Wilk and Schaefer?”
“Jake Wilk knows
dium. Why in hell
he give me those
Ffickets to the press
Wait till he gets
. What’'s keeping
;7 It's already 4:17,
on the nose!”

fbout 4:45 p.m. I saw
I people, with coats
btheir sleeves, walking
Fard us. It was Jake
fik and Billy Schaefer.
‘Hya, boss,” said Wilk,
f he wiped off hot dog
istard stains from his
sorts shirt. ‘‘Boy, ‘what
j game! What seats we
hd, eh, Bill? Say, boss
fe made connections
With Bill Stern. He was
gn the press box near us. £
'We're all set for the §
RICLA-Stanford game in
}California when we get
back to Hollywood. That

ess Dox was SO0 hot we -
had to sit around in our
jackets.”

Moger shuffled quietly
into the doghouse, and
licked his wounds. Worse
k was to come.

When we arrived at ‘
the Statler, I walked up to the desk and asked for
- Colonel Warner’s suite. It was waiting for us, just
| as Bert Stanbro had promised.

We went up to the room. Brandy was ordered for
all of us. The Colonel continued to rub his left leg
‘and stare ruefully at me. He stated categorically
that he was literally frozen.
| “Forget it, boss,”” Jake Wilk said, admiring
the room. “This is really cozy. It’s like a home,
not a hotel suite. Why don’t we sleep over and take
the first plane out in the morning? The last act of
that play you want to see is the most important.
ou don’t have to get the 11 o’clock plane. What do
ou say?”’

I must have turned as white as a sheet.

“What’s the matter with you, Art,”” the Colonel

flemanded. “Don’t you feel well?”’

“To tell you the truth, I don’t,” I answered. “I

think I’ll take Stan home and come back.”

“Before you do, call downstairs and get a dinner

able for the five of us. Go home in the limousine
Ind come back as soon as you can. We’ll eat,
hen go to the theater. I think Jake is right. I'll
tay over.” .
1 reached for the house phone and called Albert,
fe maitre d’. “Get me a table for five, Albert. It’s
ir Colonel Warner. I'll take care of you.”
“But Mr. Moger,” blurted Albert, ‘“we have no
jom. The dining room is crowded.”
 <“You have to do this for me, Albert,” I pleaded.
“All right, Mr. Moger. But have your party
e down right away. I'll have a table in your
ime. Don’t wait too long!”
took Stan home and rushed back to the hotel.
hat was I to do? If the Colonel decided to stay
ernight, I was a cooked goose — a dead duck.
ad promised Bert Stanbro that I would get out
his private suite at 8 p.m. sharp. No “ifs,”
pds’’ or ‘‘buts.” »

whined

MOSS HART:

_searched for the Warner party. Albert told me
it no one had shown up. He was holding a table
five, gave it up 10 minutes ago.

I il i s 55

Wilk and Schaefer were sitting around Stanbre’s
built-in kitchen. :

us in the dining room!” the Colonel said disgusted-
\ails, I staggered back to the limousine|ly.

instead of the Terrace Room, and gave up in dis-
gust when they couldn’t get seated.

service and mix his own special salad, from a studio
recipe given to him by an.old Frenchman. It was

6:15.

salad but added too much garlic and wound up with.
a slight gall bladder attack. When we finally finish-
ed our meal, I looked
nearly 7:30.

I said, praying softly he_hadn’t. _“There"s a rumor
that we are due for the biggest bh,z’zard in 15 years,
We'll be snowed in here for days.

better call the airport and tell them we want to get
out of here by midnight. Here, take the plane

tick

His play, “The Decision of
Christopher Blake,” was bought by Warner
and it flopped as a movie.

Back at the hotel I went to the Terrace Room.

.8

“Cripes, they didn’t have any reservation for

“What the hell cooks?”
I found out they had gone to the Cafe Rouge,

Warner then decided that he would order room

When the food finally arrived, he mixed the

at my watch and it was

‘“Have you‘heard the radio bulletins, Colonel,”

“Good God, not that,” the Colonel said. “Art, you

ets and change them for a midnight flight.”
o y T lost my nerve. How
¢ could I tell him that the
* last plane to New York
from Logan was at 11
p.m.? It looked as if the
Colonel was going to
miss the last act of Moss
. Hart’s play even if it was
the most -important act.
. I slowly walked back
: to the Plymouth Theater
and met J.L., who was
| talking to Moss Hart, the
. .author of the play. I
: say to Mr.
Hart: “Have you a
shower -in the theater,
Moss?” .

“Why, er, I
so, Mr. Warner.
you ask?”

“Someone gave me one
of these newfangled ball-
point pens. which write
under:water, so Iithought
you and-Sggould make a
deal for the ¥wovie: rights
to this play, now.”

_ That was how ‘“The De-
cision of = Christopher
Blake,” one of the worst
duds at the box office,
was bought for $300,000,
even before the Colonel
had seen the play, first, second and last act, good
or not.

“Why are you looking so glum?” asked the
theater ticket taker. ‘“Your big boss is here. to-
night.” i S

“That’s why,” 1 groaned. I explained how vital
it was that I get the Colone! ouf of Boston right
after the show. He suggested I call Fred Knight,
at Northeast Airlines. He was in charge of public
relations and might solve my problem. -

I called Fred and explained my plight. -

“How many are going back to New York?”
asked me.

“Four.”

“Good. That gives me a reason to put on a spe-
cial Show Plane. We do this on Saturday nights to

0nany

suppose
Why do

he|.

'FAMOUS ACTOR Louis Calhern was the butt
of a Jack Warner joke in Boston.

New York for the weekend. Your four people give
me enough to fill a plane,” he said.

I rushed to the Northeast Airlines office and
changed the tickets for the special midnight flight.
When I finally got back to the theater, the usher-
ettes had instructions not to seat anyone during a
first act soliloquy. I managed to evade them and
walked down the aisle in my squeaking, wet shoes,
annoying the hushed audience as well as those on
stage.

The Colonel was sitting on an aisle seat. He had
saved a vacant seat for me between himself and his
son. I squirmed into my seat. I told him I had the
tickets for his plane, leaving at midnight. He patted
me on the back, muttering: ‘“That’s my boy!”

As I sat down, the button on the sleeve of my
coat got caught in the hairnet of a dowager sitting
in front of me. The more I tugged, the more it
became snarled. The Colonel let out a roar of
laughter.

The usherette ran down the aisle and flashed her
light in the Colonel’s face to keep him quiet. I final-
ly untangled my sleeve from the old lady’s hair.

“Take off your coat,” the Colonel advised me.

“Where’ll Il put it?” I asked. He showed me
how he had rolled his coat under his seat.

“T can’t do that. It’s my brother’s coat,” I said.

He emitted another raucous laugh. The usherette
ran down the aisle, flashed a warning light in the
Colonel’s face.

Whether the Colonel regretted buying the play
before he had seen it, I don’t know. But Moger had
‘bitten off his other five fingernails before we finally
left the theater.

At last we arrived at the airport.

“Who is that?”’ the Colonel asked me, pointing
to a waiting passenger.

“That’s Louis Calhern. He's appearing in Boston
in ‘The Magnificent Yankee,” ” I informed him.
“Hya, Looey,” he shouted to Mr. Calhern.

accommodate the actors who want to go back to

“Hello, Mr. Warner,”

v e

E went up to-Stanbro’s apartment. The Warners,
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“Notice how easily this hand drill works.”

said Calhern. ‘“What are
you doing in the city of
Boston?”’

“Oh, I came to see my
alma mater, Lever Broth-
ers, play Proctor and Gam-
ble.”

“What was the score?”
asked Louis.

J.L. walked away with-
out answering.

As we walked to the
plane, I finally could joke
again. “Too bad you didn’t
tell Calthern that the score
between Lever Brothers
and Procter and Gamble
was: ‘No soap!””

Colonel Warner squinted
at me and said sourly:
“You should have quit
when you were ahead. And
you could certainly use a
head, Art.”

“Copyright '1964 by Art Moger
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