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DAN: Mantovani. Burt Bacharach. Mancini. The Jackie Gleason Orchestra. They call it 

“easy listening,” “beautiful music.” Serene—melodic—repellent. The kind of shit you 

hear on elevators. The kind of shit this station played between 1967 and 1980. When they 

hired me, this station was in a financial black hole—a huge sucking drain—because they 

were getting killed by the likes of the Rolling Stones and Grand Funk Railroad. I turned 

the whole thing upside down. I said: “Screw the music, how ’bout an all-talk station?” 

My idea—all talk, all the time. I rounded up the best sports commentator, the best 

financial guy, a psychologist, a home handy- man and a sweet, old guy the ladies loved to 

chat with. I had myself a full deck. But I was missing my ace of spades—or should I say 

“my joker.” Then I heard Barry Champlain, a wild man down in Akron. Liked to get 

people wound up, take calls, argue. Hang up on people. Went down to see him. Over 

lunch, I laid out my plan. I would hire him. But be- fore he arrived in Cleveland, we 

would do a make-over. I looked over his résumé. Saw he had been stationed at Fort Dix 

for six months in 1969, got discharged for a hernia or something like that. So I turned 

him into a Vietnam vet. I asked him if he ever smoked pot. He said he did, maybe once or 

twice, so I turned him into a hard- core hippie too. Barry Champlain marched in all the 

antiwar marches after he saw the horrors of war in Southeast Asia, of course. Before that 

he had pitched minor league ball for the Toledo Mudhens. I gave him a pilot’s license, 

had him living alone in a tent in the Yukon for a year, and—oh, I’m particularly proud of 

this one—he got a Ph.D. in history from the University of Chicago after writing a 

book on Martin Luther and the Reformation. A true Renaissance man. I laid this all out to 

him over lunch. He sat there, chewing his tuna fish sand- wich. I could almost see the 

gears turning in his head. Then I hit him with the clos- er, the name of the show: “Night 

Talk with Barry Champlain”—his name would be fifty percent of the show’s title. He 

stopped chewing. I had my joker. Like trains in and out of a train station, talent comes 

and goes. (Barry reenters his studio. Sits, checks his notes.)  You miss one, here comes 

another. There’ll always be another train. And trains wear out, they get derailed. They 

crash. Sooner or later they’re out of commission. One thing for sure, the faster they go, 

the harder they crash. Barry’s my train. I put him on the track, I keep him on the track. I 

keep him oiled  

and on the track. I let him go as fast as he can. The faster the better. This is a great job. I 

enjoy myself every day. It’s just about perfect. You get into trouble when you forget it’s a 

job. You get into trouble when you start thinking you’re doing something more. It’ll fuck 

you up every time. But that’s Barry’s problem. Not mine. (Returns to the control booths)   


