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A HAIR FROM H TLER S MOUSTACHE

(the strange and terrible saga of the hiring of Katie

Couri c)

Les Mbonves had worked at CBS since 1976. It was his
first job out of College, where he had studi ed pagan art.
As a weal thy man, he had accunul ated the | argest known
coll ection of stone phalli in the world.

He was a sensitive man, known to others as possessing
excel l ent hearing and acute vision. His business instincts
were infallible, so far as that goes. He had brought the
network fromthe cellar of the big three to a floor firmy
above ground. He hesitated to think they were the attic of
television, conflating it with notions of a batty aunt who
was possibly already living there. PBS, perhaps.

It would seem Les had parlayed the gift of gab and a
soft inpressionability into becom ng one of the world's
prem er nedia noguls. They said he had "whi skers for
shit". Well, that could just be a way of saying he

exenplified the people's nalaise. To get into this plebian
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m ndset, it was whispered he made all his executive
progranmm ng decisions in the nude, though he had never
confirmed this. Once he was heard to nutter under his
breath, that his house had "a | ot of very cold w ndows,"
and then sadly shook his head. H's cadre of assistants, at
the sane tinme blinded by his white-hot infallibility, were
alienated by the rangy raccoon eyes which he would dart
around the office neeting roomtable, eventually to settle
on a perched fly on the wall or a potted plant. Such eyes
were the aforenentioned | aser-accurate orbs which sonehow
pl ucked the slate of fall progranms out of the ether.

One knew better than so nmuch as | ooking at hi mduring
sweeps. He lunbered around the office |like a paranoid bear
during this tine of year. He was also constantly in
contact with a man who went by the nane of Henry Adanson,
but who had a different nanme anongst the circle of cronies
who gathered at the A d New York Club on 5th Street
downtown. There he was known as the Modtivator. He was a
tony chap all-around, said his vouchers. As for Les, he
felt it was a dammabl e habit to take up with these
interesting dandies, and listen to their illum nated
nonsense.

The thought had been depressing himlately, that he

had becone beholden to this self-styled Mtivator.
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Granted, the man in question had provided sone excell ent
inroads to friends, Romans, and countrynen freckl ed between
the FCC, Capitol HIl, and a | arge nunber of corporate
boards, but this was not the |life that he inmagined for

hi rsel f when he had been snoking pot and surfing on the
Spani sh coast. The Motivator called himon his Bl ackberry
invariably twice a day at work and once in the evenings.
Hs wife, ever indulgent of the shadow his work cast over
their lives, was innately distrustful of Henry Adanson, and
et Les know that frequently. This added to the weight on
Les's m nd.

"Why can't you just tell himwhere to go?" she asked,
in her affected English accent, fromthe tinme she had
interned in London.

"It's not that sinple," said Les, a phantom pain
cinching his eyes tight and puckering his Iips.

"You were always so strong," she said, clasping him
around the waist, "I hate to see you like this."

"Yeah, | know," was all he could nuster in response.

Henry had known Les for a good mark the second they
had nmet by the way Les would trail off in the mddle of a
sentence and appear to be interested by sonething el se.
This suited Henry fine, and through a cursory study of his

quarry, he could identify the man's desire to penetrate the
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clamy confines of rigid convention; to test the world: to
toss it into confusion. Henry was inpressed, and that was
rarely the case.

The two nen had drinks at a table in the back of the
club, and Henry casually waved of f anyone who m ght
distract themwhile they discussed the nuances of
denogr aphi cs, the pseudo-science of which Les was a
passi onate devotee. The Mtivator had a very engagi ng
facade whi ch encouraged people to confide in him As Les
suffered fromthe doubt that no one cared at all about what
he was saying, he was slow to convert to the prom se of
their conspiracy, but now he held fast to it even while the
ot her pieces of his life were beginning to slinp.

The Mdtivator had told himthat the secret to flagging
rati ngs anong the evening news was to steal from another
network a certain newscaster darling, and nmake an anchor
out of her. The expedient which had fallen into his I ap
(from Heaven?) had been the peccadillo involving a certain
crusty satchel -faced newsman from Wst Texas who had got
hinmself into a vat of hot water involving a story wwth sone
forged docunents for evidence. It was Henry who had told
hi mthe docunents were forged even before it canme out on
t he bl ogs, and he had advised Les to go after this certain

newswoman as soon as he possibly coul d.
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"But she's a norning girl. She's perky...and cl oying,"
protested Les.

"Yes, but she's anbitious. Very anbitious. She's a
rati ngs superstar,"” said the Mdtivator

"But she lacks gravitas. This is the Tiffany network,

remenber. Cronkite, Schieffer, old whats-his-nane."
"That's all bull. She's nalleable. She's not going

to rock the boat. In this day and age, that's what's

i nportant."”

Les begrudgi ngly nodded his head, even though he was
still straining to think of a counter-argunent. Sonething
that woul d penetrate the cocksurety of the man across the
table. He had not succeeded yet.

The dill which continued to pickle himwas the fact
that Couric had tanked the already rather low ratings. She
had | ost the geriatrics who watched the show and the
resul tant revenue fromlavi sh pharnmaceutical comerci al s;
and they hadn't nade any headway into the coveted 18-35
deno. Wat good, he pondered wi th sound busi ness sense,
had it been to sell his soul to a shill?

If there was a chance in Heaven (not likely), he would
have to be the man to take control of his network and steer
it by the balls (Couric's if necessary) in a new direction.

He had only the conbi ned anmbitions of Couric and Adanson to
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thwart and a cratered wastel and of Anmerican popul ar
sentinent to rise up and di sabuse its TV god of its

i ncessant pandering. Wat if the public could sluice off
its wilderness of lies and identity-confusion? Wat if a
nmessi ah could rise fromthe electric tonb of TV and
transfix the public wwth a conpelling vision? That of
patriotism tol erance, peace, forbearance, and rational

i ndustry? Wsat if CBS could be the channel which issued
forth this Uopia? Mre inportantly, how could he work
this into a m ssion statenment?

Les's conputer keyboard clacked late into the night
and then into the wee hours, setting forth a bold new Wrd
doc. As if tapped into the sanme frightening sap, Henry
called himsix tines, the last at three in the norning.

Les didn't answer, couldn't answer, he felt free. Finally
at five in the norning, he cracked his knuckles and fli pped
the switch on his nonitor. He had witten fifteen single-
spaced pages, a sort of manifesto for future mega-corporate
entertai nment czars to read, study, and nenorize. H s wfe
was stirring in the bed, the sun was peeking from behi nd
the green hills of Westchester County, and he was stri pping
down for bed. Take a personal day, every CEO s all owed one
in the course of their career, he nused. But no, he still

felt so anped! It was unbelievable how he felt,
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unprecedented, high with all the connections he had made.
He even took off his underwear. There he was, a man of 54,
not too flabby, granted he wasn't a physical man, never had
a callous in his life, but still, healthy. Instead of
crawling into bed, though, he found hinself wal ki ng back
into the living room He sat at the |eather couch in the
sunken floor, and | ooked at all the thin binders containing
show prospecti on the gl ass-topped table. Naked as a
jaybird, his hairs standing on end, he selected the new

m d- season shows, haphazardly, confidently, and | repeat,
nakedly. He piled the winners and tossed the |osers off
the table. Al that renained at the end of his frenzy was
a gl ossy 8X10 of his evening anchor. Looking at it, his
hurmor turned bl ack, and as suddenly, the tenperature of his
anat ony di pped exceedingly cold. He held his arnms close to
his wooly chest, shivering.

Hs wife energed, unnoticed by him in slippers and a
shi nmering robe, as he nade his way to the cold cold
wi ndow.

Her words stopped at the gate of her larynx. He
approached the wi ndow hesitantly, shivering, |like a boy
being lured by the nost gauzily filtered of dreamli ke
seductresses. At the window, he rested his palns on the

cool glass, and then slowy, eased his whol e body up
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agai nst the frosty panes. The glass chirped and stuck to
his skin, and he could swear it was fast grow ng col der.

It sucked the heat fromhis body |like a denonic vacuum
cleaner. By now his wife was struggling to gather her
breat hs | ong enough to scream because she saw hi s backsi de
turning blue. It appeared to her that there was a pattern
of static envel opi ng her husband as he sunk his hand

t hrough the transparent screen which the w ndow had becone.
Was this her husband' s cruel and apt puni shnment for
nmortgaging his soul's immortal glory, to be sucked into the
Devil's den by an ad-hoc TV set? Alas the spell was
broken. It was nerely the wi ndow again, but Les had all of
hi s wei ght propelling himthrough the porous glass. And it
too broke, sending himflailing prostrate, begging

forgi veness of the earth before he hit it in the form of

garage pavenent twenty feet bel ow

* k%

That ni ght, about 6:30 eastern tine.

Katie Couri c: "Les Moonves, the chairman and CEO
of this network, plumeted to his death fromthe w ndow of
his 3-story honme in Westchester Country early this norning.

At this time, we are still awaiting his wfe's statenent,
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though we are told this was a terrible accident. Those
close to himsaid that he often took in the view of the
surrounding hills through his enornous pl ate-glass picture
w ndows, and after a particularly feverish night of work,
sel ecting shows for the upcom ng season, he nust have
slipped or fainted, and fell to his dem se. The coroner
has requested an autopsy in this case to determ ne the
cause of death, and drug-test his wife. Qur sincerest
condol ences go out to the Monves famly, and on behal f of
t he network which he so conpetently stewarded into the
future, | say, sir, you will be m ssed. God bless.
[dignified pause and then slightly perkier] W'Il|l be back
after these announcenents."

The red canera light blinked off and the anchor raised
her eyes from her sheaf of papers and | ocked themwth a
shadow, slunk against the corner of the set. She quietly
fl ashed the thunbs-up to The Mdtivator. Those watching on
satellite, where there was a delay to cut away to

commerci al, always wondered why.

END.



