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1914-1992

ormer San Francisco Chronicle editor Scott Newhall, who spent 20 years

turning a struggling daily into a media powerhouse, died October 26

after a short illness. He was 78. Newhall attended Cal for three years in
the early 1930s, and his wife, Ruth Waldo Newhall ‘31, served as the Chroni-
cle’s Berkeley correspondent. Though not a particularly tall man, Newhall
always seemed a bit larger than life, and he brought zest and humor to his
two loves, newspapering and sailing. .

He joined the Chronicle as a photographer in 1935, rose to become executive
editor in 1952, and later editor, and stepped down in 1971. In between, he
turned a stodgy paper into a lively one, with splashy stories and headlines
that often had more sauce than substance. “Larraburu Splits!” screamed a
1969 headline set in going-to-war type. Had the famed San Francisco bakery
announced a stock split? No; it was launching a line of pre-split English
muffins.

Newhall brought that same irreverence to his love of boats. In 1936, he set
off an a round-the-world cruise, with his wife Ruth as navigator. Though they
had taken a course in celestial navigation with Cal astronomy professor C.
Donald Shane, Newhall couldn’t tell a sextant from a sun sight. He intended
to “pick it up along the way,” he said. (The trip was cut short in Mexico when
he was injured and forced to return for medical attention). A 1970 Newhall
trip across the Atlantic with a side-paddle tugboat he bought in England was
typical. “He made the entire crossing at five knots,” said his wife Ruth, “and
made port with just half a tank of fuel.”

That crossing paralleled Newhall’s attempts at a political career. In 1971,
he ran for mayor of San Francisco, finishing a distant fifth behind, among oth-
ers, Mayor Joseph Alioto and challenger (now Senator) Dianne Feinstein.

After leaving the Chronicle, Newhall and his wife resettled in Southern Cal-
ifornia, where he edited the family newspaper, the Newhall Signal, until 1988.

Though not above criticizing Cal—he
wrote a famous 1958 editorial blasting the
school for “Los Angelism” in its use of pro-
fessionals in football—Newhall was a
good friend of the University. In 1969,
while tear gas filled the air and troops
stood guard everywhere, Newhall and a
group of Old Blues stood at Sather Gate
and read an elegant statement about
their love and support for Cal—
and offered to put up their
own money, take People’s
Park off the University’s
hands, and make it into a
real park. That year,
Newhall began to organize
the group of steadfast sup-
porters into what would
later be known as the
Berkeley Fellows.

He is survived by his
wife Ruth and three sons,
Skip, Jon, and Tony.

Scott Newhall
inthe 1970s
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“schools, UC Berkeley, Ruth Waldo, art
; San Francisco Chronicle, 1930s-1940s:
, reporting during war years, post-war Bay Area;
1953-1971: audience, promotions, columnists, Charles
ley beat; the Chronicle-Examiner Joint Oporating

; San Francisco: mayors, politics, environment, architecture,

d‘!bidway. restoring automobiles, collecting and minting coins,
 Steam Navigation Co.; on fact and fantasy in newspapering;

I ]Wf'lﬂﬂﬁdli%y stories, Newhall Land and Farming Co. leadership; the Newhall
~ Signal, 1963-1989, and development of Valencia, California; changes in
journalism. Includes a joint interview with Ben Bagdikian, emeritus dean, UC
School of Journalism; an interview with Ruth Newhall on her marriage, career,
and family; and a 1967 interview by Ruth Newhall of Scott Newhall on "a
typical day." Appendices include 1967 interview on being a newspaper
photographer, and 1990 interview on music.

Introduction by Karl Kortum, Chief Curator, San Francisco Maritime National
Historic Park.

Interviewed 1988, 1989 by Suzanne B. Riess. The Regional Oral History Office,

The Bancroft Library, University of California, Berkeley.

waterfront, saving the Mint Building, the Exploratorium, fighting
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ed to read a different kind of adventure. But with a
i o. I had gotten as far as page 605 in the translation of the
| classic and there the good knight explains his quest:
i i‘h"“l'

- "It has been my desire to revive a knight-errantry that is now dead .

It seems to me that that comes close to explaining Scott Newhall’s chore on
earth.

The difference is that in Scott’s case the windmills wouldn’t have won.

There is a period where we have doubts: his remarkable youth. He hurls
himself at life, often close to disaster, but after a rocky apprenticeship he escapes
into a new world, the University and marriage to Ruth. He is nineteen, wild, still
wild, getting worse. She will be an anchor to windward. He has to have her.
The proposal is unusual:

S

el

". . we went up to Crockett where the old bridge used to cross the
Carquinez Straits to Vallejo. We were in a 1931 Ford roadster . . . I
said, ‘Ruth, you see that telephone pole ahead of us on the side of the
road?” She said ‘Yes.” I said, ‘All right. I am going to head for that
pole, and I'm going to put the throttle to the floor, and if you don’t
agree to marry me, we're going to go together.’

"I hit the throttle and off we went for the telephone pole, and of
course before we got there she screamed and said, ‘All right, all right,
anything . .™

Presently the horizons begin to broaden, and the old accomplishments (sport.:s and
boozing) are turned in for new, and the knight errantry, the chivalry (not at its




can’t help it, now that I have a chance. I notic
tried to study him a bit, just a paragraph, he m
bitch!" He doesn’t like it. But as time goes on «
have some privilege: I first got to know Scott f

this thick manuscript came to hand.

It is thick and it is marvelous.

It is . . adventure.

Scott’s brother and I sailed before the mast in the last Yankee square-rigger to
round Cape Horn. We were carrying a cargo of lumber to South Africa. In this
way [ later came to know the editor and in due course, from the family farm in
Petaluma, sent him a long proposal for a maritime museum/historic ships project
for San Francisco. It was a true letter-to-the-editor (although a rather lengthy
one), not a request for a job. But he liked it and got the Chronicle to back the
plan and insisted that I come to San Francisco to try to carry it out. I found the

offer irresistible. Scott paired off Dave Nelson, a resourceful young reporter, to
work with me.

It could be said that Scott and I were sizing each other up at this time, although
he was considerably quicker on the draw or I would still be up on the poultry
ranch. This was my patron; this was our strategist (he had devised a plan to co-
opt the publishers of all the four newspapers then in the city in support of the

museum . . only then would we assault the Mayor’s office). It behooved me to
know this man.

"Your trouble is you think you have me figured out," he remarked one day.
No, Scott. Not then and not now. But let’s try.

I suspect that he was overladen with charm from the start; it is the




is his father, not himself, that Scott agonizes for, when after a visit to the
“Joe Finnochio on Stockton St. and with the illegal siren on his Model

A going full blast ("Here comes the great Scott!") he runs into a police car on
Chestnut. And his father comes to bail him out.

The line later becomes more majestic: "Here comes King Scott!" and gets him
thrown out of Lawrenceville Academy.

(Pullman porter at Chicago, "Isn’t the young gentleman returning early?" The
porters knew all the young gentleman going back and forth across the country to
the eastern prep schools).

An aspect of this insurgency, but not the entirety I suspect, is that he was
exploring and "experimenting" to avoid the "straitjacket of the social order of San
Francisco society . . . I just absolutely, physically almost, had to turn and shut the
door on the social fast lane. I think it is impossible to live this life where you go
duck hunting in the duck season . . . and where you know exactly where you are
going to be year after year by the calendar and there is no time left for free
living and roaming around.

"There are other things in life than entertaining and being entertained
at a country club.

"My mother never lived that kind of life. She always had something
going."

Scott paints a pastoral: his early years at the family home in San Rafael and the
summer home in Bolinas: "It was an enchanted, privileged life." The Newhalls
and the Scotts going to picnics in a big, sidewheel Northwestern Pacific ferryboat



theremtheworldconnectedwithAlmerNewhaﬂ'i ')
Young Scott, and there is a clue here, was not bored or in

as might be expected at his age.

"We'd come driving up from church and I would ask, ‘Who is ¢
to lunch today?’ I just loved it. The lunches and the guests mwr
glorious and bizarre. I had to learn my manners there." L

His mother presided over these disparate gatherings with skill: "She was
absolutely a glorious hostess. She could laugh and charm everybody . . . She
could talk and laugh her way out of anything."

We get an intimation of chivalry at the junior assemblies and debutante parties
during these years: "I for some reason or other really felt very deeply about how
these poor girls had to sit and wait to be asked to dance.

"They’d have these so-called wallflowers. I used to walk around and
literally try to dance with all of them. Some of them would sit there
the whole evening and I figured their hearts were literally breaking.
And they must have been . . I can remember them all dressed up with
their white gloves and their organdy gowns--sitting on the side on a
ballroom chair--sitting there and everyone can see that no one is
asking them to dance.

"As a result I didn’t like the parties all that much because the girls I
really liked and loved to kid around with, they were always popular
and dancing so you didn’t have to worry about their being lonely."

His athletic prowess was apparently considerable: "I was going to be the world’s
greatest tennis player." And he liked to read--"couldn’t get enough." He used a
flashlight to read under the covers after "lights out" in the junior quarters of his



‘ -:‘\,; hcemoyedthengldityof

"Iwasneversmckedunlesldeservedn

lchool. Iadm:redtheseniors. They had a great

0. his regret he was transferred to another school. He liked the
y, but nevertheless left behind two hundred hours of marching

und the parade ground with a rifle on his shoulder that he still owed,

punishment for infractions.

In due course he was sent to Webb School for Boys down in Claremont, a
boarding school. It was not successful: "I loved to read but I wanted to be
amused; I didn’t like to study. I'd usually start out and I'd be the head of the
class. I'd get straight ‘A’s’ usually. Then I'd get into too much tennis, and pretty
| soon it would slip. Then as I got down into the ‘C’s’ I couldn’t stand it. So then
| pretty soon, I was down to straight ‘F’s.” It was a pattern, 'm afraid . ."

His parents were told about the Lawrenceville Academy in New Jersey, a larger
prep school, rigid again On the first night everybody had to get up and introduce
g themselves. After this the housemaster asked if there were any questions.

A "snotty kid from the upper East Side" got to his feet: "I'd like the fellow from
California to stand up. I've never seen one."

"So it was good old Scott against the school. It was about an even balance. I
had them all in line in about three or four weeks." He was actually soon on good
terms with his schoolmates wherever he was enrolled. His conflict was not with
his classmates. He misbehaved for other reasons: ". .. because if I couldn’t be
the best, I wanted to be the worst."

He ran off from Lawrenceville Academy to Philadelphia. He was readmitted.

: He was caught rewiring the lights in his room to the fire escape light connected

| with an automatic turnoff when the door was opened. He promoted a prize fight

\ between two of the black house boys. He sneaked off to New York to play
saxophone with the band in a 10-cents-a-dance hall. His end at Lawrenceville,
tinged with majesty, has already been reported.

Back to Webb. He won four block letters in sports, "and that was the best thing




or seven years."

"Drinking--they used to call it flaming youth . mybmﬂms d cousin
themselves with a lot of drinking at the country clubs, md

lifetime." It had a firm lock on him and on the eve of his mamage he m g t
progressed to the status of "a degenerate," at least in his mother-in-law’s harsh
definition. It was years before she forgave him for carrying away her daughter.

However, there is a fitful lodestone at work even in this tempestuous time. It
was put in place when he was young, seemingly casually, but ". . Presbyterian
doctrines stuck with me all my life."

There was no confessional box, Scott points out: ". . we had to struggle with it
ourselves."

Here, in this narration, the interviewer asks, "The guilt?"

"You put the whole thing in one word for me."
In a novel, at this point, the reader could be forgiven for wondering how it will
all come out. Will the charming young man with the flask in his pocket who was
"brought up winning Charleston cups" come out on top or will his alter ego who
has the guilt implant be the winner?

Suddenly hammer blows . . . and opportunity.

The family’s fortune goes on the rocks, his father is broke. He gets a chance to
close-study the sea. His mother wangles him into the University (and he finds it
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Iﬁdfmtune and opportunity seized, seriatim, enabled
ing at the age of twenty-one.

g 1. o iy s
- Scott got into the newspaper business with a stroke of his own imagination. He

offered himself to the Examiner as a "candid photographer." "Candid camera"
was a catchword of the day. He didn’t know anything about photography, other
than making snapshots, which he had done casually most of his life. He was
equipped with a letter from the brother of the publisher of the Call-Bulletin that
his mother had arranged. The letter said, "Take this young man. He needs a
job." But Bill Wren, the hard-boiled managing editor, turned him down. ("I
decided then and there forever that the Examiner was doomed.")

It was a different story at the Chronicle.

"I walked in with my camera, unannounced . . I told the city editor
(and I was terrified at the time) . . I said, ‘Look, this is a candid
camera. [t is the new new wave.’

"And he said, ‘Yes, we’ve never tried that. We'll try it."

It was in the depth of the depression. He had got a job. He had his foot on the
bottom round of the ladder of an institution that he needed and that would
increasingly, as time went on, need him.

The editor (and general manager) of the Chronicle was Paul Smith, young, short,
red-headed; in Scott’s words, "the most dynamic personality who had come
through San Francisco in a generation or two." Scott and Ruth were soon part of
Paul Smith’s way of life, which meant entertainment of the celebrities of the
world in Paul’s apartment, which clung spectacularly to the side of Telegraph Hill.
Here came Anthony Eden, Herbert Hoover, Chiang Kai-shek, Randolph Churchill.
Scott says, "Believe me, this guy was amazing. I keep coming back to it; I've
never seen anything like it in my life."




held it in place with two rubber bands, and bmkly cepted a
eleven year old. (Approximately eleven years old.)

The tattoo was painful and when Scott got back aboard the ketch. e 5
another kind of pain--the distress of his parents at what he had done. w
came to a head at Crockett, as the Nootka motored down river. The engin
failed. The family and guests piled off and went home by train. Scott had been
pestering to set sail on the vessel. I don’t know what all the words were, but the
culminating line from his angry father was: "If you're enough of a sailor to have
a tattoo, you're enough of a sailor to sail the boat back."

|.

So Scott and his younger brother, Hall, who was my shipmate in the square-
rigger years later, slammed the big yacht out of Carquinez Straits and down San
Pablo Bay, tack and tack, hour after hour. The winds were stiff; Hall was seasick
but stuck to his post. Scott finally got her around Angel Island and completed
the voyage by confidently picking up the mooring buoy off Sausalito.

The "cruise that saved my life" came later, after he had failed to graduate at
Webb and had a job in San Francisco in the packing room of a wholesale drug
firm. He was, we assume, not too happy, and drinking. The novelist Stewart
Edward White was a friend of his mother, and at a dinner at the White’s home in
Hillsborough Scott was invited for a summer cruise to Southeastern Alaska.
Although he suspected that it was a "put-up job," Scott jumped at the opportunity.

The Kuru was a sizeable craft, seventy-seven feet long, and beside the Whites and
Scott there were only an engineer and a cook aboard. The traverse of the Inside
Passage and beyond--out to Sitka--was demanding, and Scott shared in the
navigation. Stewart Edward White was an accomplished master and he taught
Scott the arts of piloting, which stood him in good stead the rest of his life. It
was one of the reasons that I had faith in Scott later bringing a paddle tug, built
for river work, halfway around the world. I shipped aboard as chief mate and
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&H&t hnd not worked long at the Chronicle--though long enough to master news

raphy and to have respect for its practitioners, even above reporters in
many ways-when he came into a modest inheritance of $10,000. Nothing would
do but that he and Ruth should buy a boat and sail around the world. The
Mermaid was one of those splendid old-style San Francisco bay yachts with a
swelling and capacious trunk cabin. But not new. Paul Smith joined them for
the first leg of the voyage as they headed for Mexico.

Mexico is a theme in Scott’s life:

"There is a chivalrous echo still to be heard in Latin America . . in a
so-called town would be one adobe hut with a fellow with his family
and his kids and a few cornstalks and beans.

"He'd come out, ‘Welcome. Be my guest.” You'd say, you know, ‘Don
Eduardo, how are you today?” You'd think that you were in the court
of Spain, for God’s sake. These are sort of semi-Indians out in the
country. It is an amazing place. Or was .."

I have used the word "adventure." The Mermaid sailed into a kind of joy in the
Mexican ports of the day and I think the cruise is still looked on fondly. But
Scott and Ruth also sailed into severities. The first was starvation on a horseback
expedition in search of stone idols on a sacred mountain. But things went awry,
their guides deserted. They were in jungle. There wasn’t enough to eat. Ruth’s
shoes, drying out before the fire, burned up one night; she went on barefooted.
They tried to scrape a living off the land; they were starving.

"You are out of your mind, believe me, when you go hungry for a
couple of months . . It was really quite an experience, and I'm sorry



the ocean, at least with life itself. He lm'l
Paul Smith dropped by the hospital in San Fr 0 al
camerawas"hangmgupforhnnmthedarhmm"wmh
must have helped. (Years later Scott was able to return the f far
now in New York, had fallen out of luck and health). In the e
to the Chronicle on crutches to work in the library.

2
He mastered an artificial leg. He rewrote copy. He became editor of m‘t a
World." He had a chance to begin shaping the message. o

In 1933 Scott and Ruth had returned from a trip to Europe on the S.S.
Gerolstein which was a Jewish-owned ship from Germany. Most of the people on
board were Jewish refugees. So the San Franciscans learned at first hand about
the evil that was loose in that land. The ’30s wore on: "Hitler’s speeches were

broadcast, we used to listen to them. It was the most terrible nightmare in the
world."

Scott, because of an artificial leg, couldn’t get into the armed services, but he

managed to get to England on a baby flattop launched at the Western Pipe &
Steel Co. in South San Francisco.

He leased a flat in London and for six months as a war correspondent covered
that city under attack as well as the rest of Britain. Scott could go anywhere, see
everything. He crossed to the coast of Holland and Germany in the dead of
night aboard small British high-speed gunboats. They got into an engagement
with a couple of German E-boats. He experienced an emotion that had not
entered his life before, fear. "And the raw fear is a sour taste. I can’t describe
it. But I didn’t like it much."

His stories were published in this country and some were picked up by the
London press. As always, in the ward room of flattop, gunboat, or destroyer
Scott hit it off well with the British naval officers. He offers a truism about war



lanﬁtertoo. Inthewardmomwehadmore
: any place I've ever been in my life. You know,
re fooling along, not dodging bullets and fearing the

=5 m War is grotesque .

'v"iIt was a different, bemused Paul Smith who returned from the war, and the
newspaper that he had made prestigious, if not profitable, started to suffer.
Instead of ruling with a precise and sure hand, he began to travel a lot and there
were long intervals when he was not in his office. A council of senior editors was
formed to debate the paper’s decline. Scott became a strong voice on it. George
Cameron, the publisher and Paul’s patron, was under pressure from the de Young
family to take a stronger hand. ("Uncle George" had a cement company with
which to support his tastes.) The paper was losing a million dollars a year.

A younger generation of the de Youngs, notably Charles Thieriot, demanded an
attempt, at least, to get the newspaper out of the red. Meanwhile Scott was
taking a night school class in welding at the Samuel Gompers Trade School so
that he would have a means of supporting his family if the Chronicle
disintegrated.

Paul Smith returned from a trip and Scott and another editor met him at the
airport to tell him to be prepared for trouble. Followed a meeting between
Smith and the ownership; Smith was imperious. He refused to reduce the staff.
He resigned.

This was Black Friday. I remember it because on his lathe Scott had turned out
an ashtray from a lignum vitae block sheave and fitted in it an old brass
chronometer face. He gave it to me on that day and on the bottom, under glass,
I mounted Time magazine’s account of these doings. I still have it.

Scott turned in his resignation: "Unless I can be assured that the Chronicle will
have an opportunity of success, I must dissociate myself from the Chronicle." He
sent a copy to Paul.



accept Scott’s resignation. They asked
would accept if they would give him a f
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Gorbachev.

Scott writes, "No successful newspaper m- m
committee. It has to reflect a smgle, foculed ene

after all is snmply the Camelot of the BayArea. San Framm
fantasy, a legend But everybody, generally speakmg, in Berkeley,

And that’s why in the end they all had to read the Sa
Francisco has always been a touchstone. It is a fairyland . .

The interviewer: "Did you have an idea in mind for how to get
readers when you came in in ’52?"

Newhall: "Pretty much. I felt strongly in the last few years that the
horizon was unlimited for the Chronicle. Somebody could put out a
paper that would absolutely captivate San Francisco."

So presently San Francisco (and its satellite cities) got Emperor Norton. As in
the Emperor Norton Treasure Hunt. They learned that the bones of de Anza,
who had founded the city, had been discovered beneath the floor of a church in
Mexico. De Anza was covered as if he lived. They got front page stories,
straight-faced, about a movement to see that animals wore diapers to cover their
private parts. A reporter was dispatched to Arabia Felix to (legally) buy himself
a slave, specifically a slave girl, and write home about it.

In short, the editor’s apprenticeship through age twenty-one had not been wasted.
The only difference is that mischievousness had now been institutionalized. He
reports it all with glee. And San Francisco began to be captivated. More
Chronicles were sold every day.

Scott went to work to lure Herb Caen back from the Examiner. (Because all



sag “belowl«m,owdaily(the "Examiner had about
'@rﬁe. The pursuit of Hearst’s "Monarch of the Dailies," where
rned down the first time he ever asked for a job, was on.

mmmtbe scene in the Saturday Review in 1973:

"In 1962 daily journalism was still a competitive enterprise in San
Francisco. The independent Chronicle and the Hearst Examiner were
slugging it out for the city’s breakfast table readership. The Chronicle
was generally known as a liberal newspaper. Yet its liberalism was, as
is most liberalism, schizophrenic. While the paper’s Republican

, ownership consistently endorsed GOP candidates for all offices save

it dog catcher (that position not being elective in San Francisco), the

' reporters, many of whom were refugees from the eastern
Establishment who would suffer anything short of hemophilia to live in
San Francisco, were allowed relative freedom to attempt to write the
other side in the news columns.

"The Examiner, on the other hand, was paranoid. Still coasting on
circulation gains achieved during Hearst’s promotion of what became
the Spanish-American War, the paper generally read like the house
organ of the fallout-shelter industry. There were other telling
differences, the women’s pages of the two dailies providing perhaps
the sharpest contrast. The Examiner’s women’s pages ran helpful
household hints, bulletins about parish Bingo games (illegal but then
sacrosanct in San Francisco), and formal photographs of Irish Catholic
virgins in pageboy haircuts and junior prom decolletages who were
about to commit the sacrament of matrimony. The Chronicle’s were
filled with Paris and New York fashions, lengthy descriptions of the
vacation plans of publisher Charles de Young Thieriot’s friends and
neighbors, and sycophantic reports on the high jinks of San Francisco
society, which was almost entirely Protestant and Jewish. The fact that
a man presided over the Chronicle’s women’s section was slightly more
than the monumental manifestation of male chauvinism it would
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"The Examiner’s slow-motion fall from circulation M
Fifties was due in part to the factthatthemw i
comparative sophistication and sheer deviltry, gradually becan
San Francisco paper read by the burgeoning suburbs. More ,
specifically, it was due to the P. T. Barnumship of Chronicle edim
Scott Newhall, a crusading journalist with a magnificent sense of the
bizarre.

"Newhall’s operating assumption was that, since most readers got the
news from television or other journals, they wanted something different
to read over their Wheaties. So he filled the Chronicle with the
comments, social notes, and opinions of more than twenty signed
columnists. Newhall bought syndicated columns the way independent
television stations buy up reruns of The Beverly Hillbillies and Star
Trek. But the syndicated types were only a minor act in a daily
Disneyland of local features that included a Dear Abby-type column
for pet owners and the dribbling ministrations of ‘Count Marco,” a
former hairdresser named Henry [actually Mark. KK] Spinelli, whom
Newhall perversely elevated to phony royalty and whose daily bill of
fare on the women’s page ranged from bitchy advice on the grooming
of armpits to such connubial tips as that wives should take baths with
their husbands. For the inventive count’s detailed instructions on the
ladylike way to climb into a bathtub while the lady’s husband is

watching, see page 49. (‘How to Avoid Looking Like a Torn Blimp as
You Enter the Tub.”)

"Much of the news that Newhall used to plug the remaining open
space between the ads was of his own invention. He once dispatched
George Draper, an urbane and witty reporter with a drawl that defied
description as either Southern or Colonial British, to Africa to do a
series of front-page articles on the plans of a tiny republic to launch a



o ~ to him only rather than to a committee from the family shareholders. "

liad iﬁ gﬂieling side. Scott appreciated the opportunity and
oy his charm. He charmed Charlie Thieriot and contrived to report
. he left
pretty much the whole product to me. He gave me the responsibility, the
le%ge - and he tried to produce the money to keep the doors open,"

But Charlie was of different temperament, different background, a meticulous
money person, conservative. The collaboration is a strange one, a tribute to
charm, patience--and one can only believe a certain amount of good
sportsmanship on Charlie’s part. "He was painfully shy, So was I, but I tried to
hide it," Scott says.

Scott has always liked metal. I do too. He finds solace in it; note the fondness
with which he describes his coin collection, which he could keep in his office and
shuffle during endless conferences. (He favored intuition over conference.) Or
the string of antique automobiles which he restored with his own hands and
Ruth’s on weekends at his aerie, their home, at the top of the Berkeley hills.
(Scott won the 1961 Concourse D’Elegance at Pebble Beach with a 1930 Packard
rumble seat roadster he had brought back to life and style.)

I remember his tension during these start-up years for a new kind of Chronicle.
One of his escapes was to get away at lunch time and go spend some time at the
Western Junk Co. We would have a quick hamburger in preparation for visiting
the new collections of old scrap metal brought to San Francisco by the Frucht
brothers. A long prowl followed in this utilitarian shed on 9th St. Among many
pieces over the years, I found an ice anchor and a cast iron stanchion from a
Victorian fence that became a prototype, both used on the Balclutha. Scott
found similar specimens--and surcease. There was an inner room, kept locked,
where the best of the new collections were kept. From there I have half of a set
of bookends in the shape of a leprechaun.

The journalism department of the University of California was of course shocked




genius.
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the tool shed into a home (quite a home). Scottlcfteﬁ'
parties where the guests would be "standing around the re
Navajo rugs on the floor and the Indian bead curtains,
Napa Valley wme and munching on some cheese and lutem C
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Because it wasn’t a shambles. Another part of the editor is a concern for hmr e

the world is going, a concern that--then and now--took the form of brooding. It is
chivalry’s root. Evil to break a lance on--Hitler, Joe McCarthy, the loyalty oath.
Scott went to England because, as best he could, he had to close with Hitler. He
was thrown off a TV program, where he appeared once a week, because he took
on McCarthy ahead of the rest. His theory of newspaper responsibility was that
the editorials should lead; they should brand the paper. Editorials, Scott says, are
where newspapers can get an edge on television. When he got his own paper
later he wrote the editorials himself, strong stuff, and printed them on the front
page. This muscularity was beginning to come through in the new Chronicle.

Anyway, he had a plan for the paper. But at the moment the intellectuals were
in a state of agitation. (To get in that state, he points out, they had to buy the
paper). However it wasn’t unanimous. Lewis Mumford came west to teach at
Cal for a semester: "What'’s all this anti-Chronicle stuff?" he asked. "I've been
here six months and it’s one of the greatest papers I've seen. Somebody said,
"But there’s never any news." He said, "Well, look, I looked at it yesterday, and

every story that was on the front page of the Times was on the front page of the
Chronicle."

The statistic was offered at a Berkeley party. Another statistic, in due course,
created a party. It was held in the Chronicle city room in 1963. They had won
the war; the newspaper had passed the Examiner in circulation.

Did Scott take out after the Hearst paper to get even for Bill Wren’s snub? I
wouldn’t discount it. He holds to an array of simplicities, verities, that live cheek
by jowl with the complexity in this mazy man. In any case, with success comes
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bably got a eouple of glanm and must have bewildered them. If they

en the trouble in advance to look up the editor in Who’s Who, they would
have found that he was the chairman of the board of governors of the Irrawaddy
~ Steam Navigation Co., a company that had never existed. During the war I had
found a Malay cannon made of brass half buried as a roadside post in the
Chinese cemetery in Manila, and Scott had dispatched a reporter on an
assignment in the Philippines with instructions not to come back without pulling
up one for him. This graced one side of the room.

"I think people--human beings--are the only thing we've got and I
think they’re the best thing we've got, and I've always loved them; I've
always tried in the newspaper business to kid them along into having a
little more fun and doing a little more for their neighbor."

I suppose that Scott’s method with his visitors could roughly be grouped under
"kidding them along." It may be that I have used the word "charm" overmuch. It
might be better to say that he has a singularity that somehow makes him--and in
a quiet way--the central figure. And I have already mentioned with respect, awe
really, his penetration. Never have I encountered anyone with such laser-beam
ability to read and map out the next fellow’s motivations. As, subsequently, a
situation begins to unfold, one wonders if he hasn’t been in the presence of
prescience.

These talents were increasingly put at the service of San Francisco on what he
calls here "the cityscape" . . a sensitivity to architecture, city planning, the freeway
intrusion. Once the rigid little ceremonies of election day were past, Scott had a
free hand with how the news was emphasized. He says that he was playing
Lorenzo de’ Medici. He used Dave Nelson as a field man at city hall and his
sometimes icy secretary, Dolly Rhee, a cousin of Syngman Rhee, the President of
South Korea, acted the part of enforcer.
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path was mine-strewn because of laws against monopoly

But the process was started and Scott attended many sessions, the hm
present, in a room in the Clift Hotel. He liked Randolph Hearst, but is
contemptuous of the "corporate" newspaper talent who attended as well. In the
end the consolidation was worked out, was legal, and the Examiner moved into an
expanded Chronicle plant, with their editorial offices on the second floor. The :
government and the city and the subscribers were assured that the joint operating
agreement was entirely about the business end--the editorial departments would
be independent.

Scott posted a notice to his staff: Any Chronicle person found on the second
floor would be fired.

The Chronicle kept the morning field to itself, the Examiner went to afternoons,

and the curve that Scott Newhall had instituted kept rising; the paper was making
more than a million dollars a year before the merger and now it started to spiral
up into multi-millions. The circulation war was over and things were getting dull.

Scott makes reference more than once in this narrative to the fact that he gets
bored easily.

As a boy I saw a model of a paddle tug tending a model of the Flying Cloud in a
showcase in the de Young Museum in Golden Gate Park. In 1946 there were
fifty-nine paddle tugs still operating in Britain, but by the time the above events
unfolded many years later there was only one left, still in use, at a small coal port
a few miles down the North Sea coast from Newcastle-upon-Tyne. Scott and I
resolved to add her to the San Francisco historic ship collection and Scott and a
cousin flew to County Durham to size up the situation.



tbat this last paddle tug boat was bespoke by Britain’s
| : and they planned to scrap her to get a few large
- pa ,hdhphy in their buildings down at Greenwich on the River Thames.
~ However, Scott, his prescient antennae probing the frozen air of the industrial
north, discovered that a second paddle tug that was supposed to have been long
ago scrapped, wasn’t scrapped. He arranged an exchange at his expense of the
- parts needed by the Greenwich museum for their display from this second tug.
She was the Eppleton Hall, dismantled, pretty much a wreck, canted over on the
mud at the ship breakers, her wooden decks disposed of by building fires on them
preparatory to the cutting torch. However she still contained the necessary parts
for the display.

Scott got a letter from England about six months later saying that the Greenwich
museum was reneging on these arrangements for administrative reasons, whatever
that means, and that Scott probably couldn’t get the vessel to America anyway.
We held a council of war at Foster’s cafeteria, corner of Polk and Sutter, and
resolved to go to England and hijack the Old Trafford (now known as Reliant) to
keep her from being eviscerated. As a vehicle I suggested forming The Friends
of the Greenwich Museum; Scott legally incorporated this organization, and
registered the faraway tug as a yacht in Paraguay. Cards were printed. Lest they
feel thwarted, the costs of recovering the Eppleton Hall parts for their display
were to be left on the gatepost for the Greenwich museum. (A not
inconsiderable institution, I might point out, with buildings by Inigo Jones and Sir
Christopher Wren.)
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The "Friends" cards were to be used by a British movie critic by the name of
Otterburn-Hall who made occasional submissions to the Chronicle. Scott felt that
Otterburn-Hall could play a Bertie Wooster-ish role as a friend of the Greenwich
museum, what we call a ship buff, found on the fringes of our kind of museum,
'with scarf, blazer, and thick rubber soles so that he would appear to bounce
along with the ferocity of a cocker spaniel." Otterburn-Hall recruited a beautiful
English girl named Hilary James out of movie public relations who would serve,
with a cigarette in a long holder, as his secretary.




On their arrival at Seaham to carry out the transa
secretary and his assistant introduced themselves. There
present. Hilary pleasantly asked their names. The reply w
didn’t matter: "We are with the Newcastle police deparmat." e

The jig was up.

The giveaway had been the call from London asking the price. A true "Friend
of the Greenwich Museum" would have known the price. The coal company
secretary had called the museum and unfortunately some zealot was at work there
who identified this as a probable American beachhead. Otterburn-Hall says

he just started talking--talking to fill up the air and avoid questioning, talking to
avoid an interval when the bracelets might be slapped on.

Scott and I got out of England fast (I remember with fondness the thrust in the
seat of the pants as the jet tilted up at Heathrow airport), but not before Scott
had bought the derelict tug from the shipbreaker. We left behind Bill Bartz,
another shipmate of his brother’s and mine from the bark Kaiulani, to resurrect
Lazarus. Scotland Yard duly arrived, but the principals were long gone. Bill
pleaded innocence. When things calmed down, we returned, and despite
forebodings from the old towboat hands on Tyneside, succeeded in steaming this
river tug to San Francisco. The voyage occupied half a year.

Back at the newspaper, with prosperity the horizons had started to shrink.

"The Chronicle had one great weakness, the foreign news coverage.
And I will go along with any editorial critics of the Chronicle on this
score . . I wanted to start a foreign service, because I felt the
Chronicle was on the threshold of being a truly great, recognized
newspaper. We had enjoyed a lot of fun and games to get the paper
in this position . . I felt after the merger that we would have enough
financial energy that we could establish a foreign service and get more
foreign correspondents out and take on some of the establishment
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m nempaper in Southern California, the Newhall Signal, in the
: New worlds to conquer. Something to leave to his children.
~ The ,emandu valley had filled up, and a rogue wave of humanity was rising
to breast the mountains and spill into this next valley north. There was work for

a caring newspaper.

But, San Francisco? In my opinion, Scott is one of the two greatest San
Franciscans of all time; the other is Phil Burton. [ say that simply because of
what they left behind. In Scott’s case three museums--three major museums--a
cultural heritage. Burton left us a natural heritage, our seashores. They are
encased in a vast national park that he created.

Scott additionally left something else, I notice. He is becoming a San Francisco
legend.

Looming up alongside the Western Junk Co. on 9th street, there stood a
rectangular, authoritative looking building all faced in terra-cotta. This was the
headquarters of Gladding, McBean & Company, terra-cotta manufacturers, and
Atholl McBean, its proprietor, married into what Scott calls the "family tribal
group," the endlessly ramifying Newhall cousins and uncles and nephews and
nieces. Atholl McBean, according to Scott, considered all Newhalls morons. In
hard times, Ruth told me, some of the cousins lived off their capital without
giving it much thought. McBean, a fierce tycoon of the old order, moved to put
a stop to all that, and was named president of the Newhall Land & Farming Co.
with its 125,000 acres. He held it together with an iron hand--this is part of the
scene that Scott got involved with when he moved to Southern California.

Another was the high percentage of the self-righteous among the population--
"Not like San Francisco, believe me," as he kept telling me on his trips up to this
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named Fowler, stood on a grassy knoll and harangued the cr
cries of violence and threats of the ‘Jew-Commie-Nigger C
Scott, in working clothes, had come out from the Signal w ,
and was standing near the speaker. At one point, when he M
crowd well worked up, Fowler spit out, ‘We’re the superior mce;
the supenor race don’t want no niggers!’ Scott fired back, “The
superior race doesn’t use double negatives.’

"From all reports, the crowd could have killed him then. Fowler
screamed, ‘If they’re any white niggers here, get 'em!” A group of
rednecks pushed towards Scott, yelling ‘Get a rope!” But Scott stood
his ground. Jon, Tony and Skip shielded him from the front, and
Charles Howe, the Chronicle Military Editor covering the rally, stood
behind Scott, protecting him with his body. ‘I had my hand over his
heart,” Howe said later. ‘It was beating perfectly regularly. The man
was utterly unafraid.’

"Finally, the press saved the day by crowding in to find out who Scott
was. ‘I am Scott Newhall,” he told one reporter. ‘I am Executive
Editor of the San Francisco Chronicle, Publisher of the Newhall Signal
and a drag racer--class D, modified. I dropped in to listen to this
unfortunate and pathetic bunch expressing themselves in uncivilized
language, like children in a pissing contest. Most of them seem to be
unsuccessful middle-aged deer hunters and high school dropouts. My
family has lived in this valley for one hundred years. And if there’s
anything I detest, it’s bad grammar.™

The California valley of his ancestors was to Scott a precious thing. If planning
for the wave of immigration was done right, it could be a model for all the
burgeoning west. And the Newhall Land & Farming Co. was in a position, as




g the land. He made portfolios to demonstrate his
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e tends not to be the hardiest survivor in a corporate

. Scott brought considerable enlightenment to the design of
y of Valencia (which he named) he did not have his way fully. And
ming Company holdings, up the draws and on the hilltops, venal Los

ﬁ‘hmty politics linked up with developers for an unregulated land rush.
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At one point Atholl McBean came around a little, it should be recorded. Getting
up in years, he offered Scott the job of president of the Farming Company.

It was not taken, of course; the Signal was Scott’s center. In every metropolitan
city room, I understand, a dream recurrently surfaces among the newsmen--to own
a little paper in a country town. Well, here it is, in fascinating detail. Scott’s
formula for the Signal (jocularly referred to as "hated by 98% of the people, read
by 100%") was to inform his readers even if it enraged them.

But I cannot comment too usefully on Scott’s adventures in Southern California.
He was then at a distance; I hope that I have introduced him adequately from
knowledge closer at hand. He made a roaring success of the Newhall Signal, a
thin throwaway when he bought it (a few years later: " . . on Wednesdays it is
thicker than the Chronicle.") and in due course it was profitable to the extent of a
million and a half dollars a year. But he had been obliged to borrow money
from the farming company to buy it, and the man of terra-cotta, Atholl McBean,
called the loan because he was put out with one of Scott’s editorial positions.

| Scott, to raise operating capital, had to give an option to buy to an eastern
syndicate (this in the early, lean days of the paper), and later they exercised the
option.

! Part of this agreement, signed at the time, was that he would not start another
newspaper for ten years. The day the ten years were up and he was in his early
seventies, he started the Ci<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>