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T
he most important piece of informa
tion you need to remember about 

Carl Kasell '56 is that he does not 

drink caffeine. 

It seems like a trivial fact, but if you listen 

to National Public Radio in the mornings, you 

understand. If you have a job, you understand. 

If you have ever been forced beyond your will 

to rise from your slumber while crickets are 

chirping - whether to feed a crying baby, 

blow a stuffy nose or embark on a trip - you 

understand. 

Carl Kasell is a newsman. For the NPR 

Uninitiated, Kasell has done one thing and done 

it with near perfect aplomb since 1979. He has 

delivered the world and the nation's headlines 

seven times a day at the top of the hour to a 

Morning Edition listening audience that is larger 
than NBC's Today Show viewing audience. Like a 

Pavlovian response, when you hear the Goldsboro 
native's voice, you know you're about to get your 

news straight up, with nary a twist. 
But listen to the man's schedule. He starts his 

day at 1 :05 a.m. - the extra five minutes, he 

said, are because he likes to "sleep in." Then 

he drives from his townhouse in Washington, 
D. C ., to the NPR studios downtown, arriving 

at 2 a.m .. to prepare for his first newscast at 

5 a.m. About nine hours later, he goes home 
to nap. He does this every weekday, and he 

accomplishes this task by filling a 20-ounce gray 

Carolina Tar Heels thennos (complete with 

dried brown shellacking on the blue lid) with 

decaffeinated coffee. 

So, yes, there are other things to know about 

Carl Kasell. But pretty much all of them can be 

traced to the fact that he is the hardest working 

man in radio. 
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What it was, was prophetic 
In the cereal bowl of America's morn

ing hours, Kasell (pronounced "Castle") is 

indeed the Raisin Bran: a regular, depend
able guy doing a necessary job for more 

than 10 million listeners. It helps that he 

perpetually sounds like a 1950s sitcom-dad. 

But these days, change is afoot in 

Kasell's career and his life. He has tacked 

three extra hours to his Friday schedule 

- voluntarily. These days, you might call 

up your sister's answering machine and 

find Kasell telling you that he's your 

"boogie man, your boogie boogie boogie 

man" - which is not something Ward is 

known ever to have said to June Cleaver. 



The ource of all this wackiness, 

which seems more befitting the Car Talk 
guys than a straight-laced 67-year-old 
fr0111. Wayne County, is NPR's three-year

old news quiz show, Wait, Wait . . . Don't 
Tell Me! The one-hour program recreates 

the days when film and television stars 
were second fiddle to performers on radio 

dranlas such as Cunsmoke. Peter Sagal, the 
show's Chicago-based host, directs a panel 
of three revolving celebrity guests (and on 

Wait, Wait .. . , that's usually defined as 

journalists and funny guys who keep up 
with the news) and a collection of civilian 

contestants fr0111 across the country who 
call in to compete. Among other things, 

they try to guess Kasell's newsmaker 

quotes - which is how be got to pretend 

to be the late punk singer Joey Ramone 
las t spring with this clue: 

"NoUJ I guess I'll have to tell 'em 
That I got no cerebellu. l'l'I. 
Conna get my PhD. 
I'm a teenage lobotomy. " 
The prize for guessing Kasell's quotes? 

Having him record a custom-made home 
answering machine message. 

Kasell has pretended he's everyone 

from Charlton Heston (reportedly his best 
impression) to President Bush. The com

pany line for what he does on Wait, 
Wait . .. reads: "sidekick, judge and official 

~ scorekeeper." But his real role on the 

~ show is more like that of the uncle in ~ 

~ every fanllly who seems so serious most 

of the tin1e that when he does say some
thing funny, he's the last to know. 

Kasell's voice doesn't change measura

bly with any ofhis famo us-person clues; 
mainly, it's the idea that the most authori
tative newscaster at NPR would allow 

punk-rock lyrics to leave his lips that 
makes listeners giggle and has made Kasell 
the show's much-beloved mascot. A cere

bral Ed McMahon, if you will . 
"Don't you think he could be your 

dad?" asked Bob Edwards, host of Morn
ing Edition. " I mean, a really good dad, 
who'd be square with you. A straight
shooter. That's what his voice is to me. 
But there's also this other side of him, this 
performer. He'd give up the newscast in a 
second if he had to in order to continue 
his role on Wait, Wait ... That's just a side 
ofhim that's always been there, the show 
biz side." 

But Kasellnever sought ou t his part 
on the show. Rather, the show sought 
him. When Kasell took the podium three 

years ago at the Public R adio Program 
Director's meeting to introduce a gaggle 
of NPR stars in attendance, he outshone 

them all. He cracked a few jokes - no 
big deal, he thought - but his timing 
and performance were impressive enough 
to cause NPR's then-cultural program

ming director, Sandra Rattley-Lewis, to 

approach hinl about a quiz show she was 

developing. 
"You're funny," she said, poking a fin

ger in his direction. "We may be able to 
use you." 

When Rattley-Lewis asked if he'd like 

to do the pilot show for Wc7it, Wait .. . , 
Kasellneeded no convincing. It was the 
kind of thing he'd wanted to do from a 

young age, when he listened to dramas 
and comedy programs on the radio. 

In truth, Kasell always has been a stage 

performer. A a teenager, he performed in 

tbeater, to the point that a young Andy 
Griffith '49 urged his Goldsboro High 

School dran1a pupil to pursue a career in 
theater. Kasell performed in The Lost 
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Colon.y one summer and credits those 
early years of stage work for helping 
develop the voice that seems to come 
from the center of the earth. 

"We didn't have the audio devices and 
gauging systems that they have now," 
recalled Kasell. "So you had to depend 
upon your own voice and projection on 
the stage. The e}""}Jerience on stage of 
thinking on your feet, reacting to an audi
ence, helped with radio." 

Kasellioved the stage, but radio was 
his true fascination. He told Griffith that 
he was "going to be a radio star." He was 
16 when he first took to the airwaves -
and where there was radio, there was an 

early-morning shift. Even then, he seemed 

destined to make friends with sunrises. 
"I started in high school, where I 

worked at a station in Goldsboro during 
my senior year," said Kasell, who spun 

records back then and celebrated his 51st 
year in radio in June. "I signed on early in 
the morning at 6 a.m., worked until 

about 8:30 and then went to school." 

Carl's brother Jackie remembers the 
magic radio created back then. "It was a 

small town. To be on the radio was the 
greatest thing in the world at that time. Peo

ple admired him back then, and they still 
remember that time and look up to him." 

When he reached UNC, Kasell stud
ied English but lived radio. He rarely ven

tured far beyond the studios ofWUNC, 

then run by students, in Swain Hall. 
"It was educational radio in the begin

ning," said Kasell. "We were a member of 
the National Association of Educational 

Broadcasters. If you think that public radio 
operates on a sort of shoestring nowadays 
- we didn't have a shoestring back then. 

We didn't have a budget. We were on the 
air just four hours in the everung." 

Charles Kuralt '55, a contemporary of 
Kasell's at UNC, also lent his talents to 

the station while in school. Kasell remem
bers that he was "very good, even back 

then. His voice was the same as it was 
with CBS. 

"It was a lot of classical music, a lot of 
musical programming and programs we 
got from elsewhere. I'm not sure how 
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(I'm not sure how many 

listeners we had) but we 

did it. I loved it. For me) 

it was great training ground. 

I made my early mistakes 

and I was able to correct 

them and improve. lowe 

that station [WUNC] 

a lot. I really do.) 

many listeners we had, but we did it. 1 

loved it. For me, it was great training 
ground," said Kasell, who frequently 

returns to Chapel Hill for WUNC 
fundraisers. "I made my early mistakes and 

I was able to correct them and improve. I 
owe that station a lot. I really do." 

Kasell finished four years at Carolina 

(but wasn't able to complete his degree) 
before leaving for the Army. When he 
returned from his stint, with a wife to 

support, and then a son, he also returned 
to broadcasting. After working as the 

morning deejay and newscaster at 
WGBR-AM in Goldsboro, he moved to 

Alexandria, Va., in 1965. 
"1 was never all that fascinated with the 

news back in those days," Kasell said, wrin

kling his nose at the memory "News 

sounded so boring. I was playing records in 
tlle morning at a station in Alexandria, and 
I had an opportunity to do some part-time 
and weekend work at an all news station in 

Arlington. It was like having two full-time 
jobs - but we needed the money." 

Eventually, WAVA in Arlington 
matched his combined salary and made 
hinl the full-time news director. "I just 
didn't think too much about it. It was 
broadcasting. It was what I wanted to do, 
so I went over." 

While he loved entertainment and 
performing, Kasell also was infused with a 
sense of responsibility and a certain qui
etude that often outpaced his inner clown. 

"Growing up, I was kind of wild;' said 



o 

~ 
u 
Z 
:l 
~ 

A Chapel Hill Tradition 
For 23 years! 

• Healthy Salads 
• Classic Entrees 

• Favorite Sandwiches 
• Homemade Desserts 

banquet facilities available 
Lunch ' Dinner· Late Night 

101 E. Franklin Street, Chapel Hill 967·2678 

Restaurant: 
Fresh seafood, mesquite grilled, broiled, 

sauteed, and fried 
Oyster Bar: 

Fresh oysters, clams, shrimp, mussels, and crab legs 
Market: 

Fresh seafood and gourmet meals to go 

15·50 I Bypass at Elliot Road 
942-8757 

Open seven days a week 
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brother Jackie Kasell, "and let's just say 
~ 

Carl wasn't. He was very, very smart. Very ~ 

articulate and bookish." 
That's why his second chance -

some might even say second career -

doing entertainment radio is so delight
ful. Kasell also returned to his stage roots 
about five years ago, performing in a 
bimonthly live radio show called Radio 
from Downtown in Easton, Md., put 
together by Van Williamson, another 
NPR producer. Other NPR staples such 

as Susan Stamberg also perform in the 
90-minute variety program that mixes 
musical numbers with interviews and 
dramatic skits. Tickets to the shows at the 

400-seat Avalon Theater on the Eastern 

Shore have become hard to get. 
"He's having more fun now," said 

Edwards, who as one ofKasell's closest 

friends easily embarks on a tongue-in
cheek, woe-is-me riff. "Here I'm still the 
family guy in the 'burbs. The best I get 
are dance recitals. I'm a little bit jealous. I 

don't understand why he continues to 

work. I guess he really enjoys the news
casting. I mean, the guy is drawing Social 
Security. I should hit him up for a loan. 

We're talking mammoth discretionary 
Income." 

All kidding aside, Edwards and other 

friends and family who know Kasell agreed 
that the changes in his life of late - the 
gig on Vlilit, Vlilit . .. , the community 

theater, and his move from northern Vir
ginia to downtown Washington - signal 
a welcome new happiness after what had 
been an agonizing patch of time. 

A love lost, then joy found 
Change comes in increments, and 

bliss often is preceded by grief. Kasell 

knows that well. 
Kasell, one of four children born to 

working-class parents and the only one of 

his siblings to attend college, relishes his 
roots. Until his mother died four years 
ago, he often returned to visit her in 
Goldsboro. 

"Nobody made a banana pudding like 
she did," said Carl. "Nobody." 

But somebody did try. Clara Kasell 
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(The thing I get a kick out 

if is that) when you work 

in radio) you never look 

like the image listeners have 

if you in their minds. 

They always think that 

Bob Edwards would be older 

than he is [54J) and that 

I would be younger.) 

stood over her mother-in-Iaw's shoulder 
and watched with the eyes of a natural

born cook. She tried to match her. She 
couldn't do it. 

But she could cook circles around 

everyone else. Edwards and other NPR 
colleagues still seem to salivate when they 
talk of the treats Carl's wife made - and 
of her sweet manner, the way she always 

had a cheerful word. 
"It's a wonder Carl wasn't 400 

pounds," said Edwards. "She was always 
busy feeding us - cookies and cakes and 
pies. She was old school. It had butter, 
this stuff." 

Kasell met Clara DeZorzi while sta

tioned in Italy with the Army. She lived 
in Padua, with a family larger than the 

largest of Southern ones, full of warmth 
and closeness. They met, fittingly, at a 
restaurant. He visited every weekend, hit
ting it off with his future mother-in-law. 

And when it was time to go back to the 

States, he asked Clara to come with him. 
She said yes. But it took a year and a 

half. She spent five weeks in Mexico 
City, alone, waiting for her visa to the 
United States while her fiance found 
radio work in Goldsboro. In 1959, they 
were married, and she settled down in a 
Southern town where accents and daily 
lives were strange and only the sun was 
familiar. He still becomes tearful when he 
recalls what she gave up. 

"She was 100 percent solid, pure Ital

ian. She was very close to her family," he 
said. "The sacrifice she made to leave 
them .... I miss her. I really do." 

In 1997, Carl lost Clara to liver can

cer. They had been married 37 years. 

Their son,Joe, married after Clara 

passed away, so she never knew the 
granddaughter born a little more than a 
year ago. "It was eight, nine, maybe 10 
months," he said of his mother's slide. "It 

was all kind of a blur, and it affected her 
physically and emotionally and was so 

draining. I know he loved her dearly and 
still does." 

Friends say it took Kasell awhile to 

regain the joy that Clara had brought to 
his world. Then two years ago, he 

attended a wedding and was seated next 
to Mary Ann Foster, who had a psy

chotherapy practice in Maryland. They 
hit it off immediately and have been 
together ever since. It's been a Renais
sance period for Kasell, who travels more 

than ever, attends area plays and made a 
jump last sprillg ill which he takes child
like pride: At 67, he moved from the 

house in which he raised his family in 
the VirgirIia suburbs to a bachelor's 
townhouse in downtown D. C. 

"My mom was old country Italian -
which meant that men didn't do anything 

ill the kitchen," said Joe. "It was as simple 
as that. But my dad ... . It's the darnedest 
thirIg. I noticed the other day that he 
went into his kitchen and started mixirIg 
up some frothy, coffee-mocha-type-thing, 
and I said to myself, 'What else could he 
be doing over here in this new house? 

Does he have some new toys?'" 

Corning to terms with his wife's 



death and the rebuilding and reshaping of 

his own life has left Kasell at peace with 

all around him. Indeed, he moves with a 

grace and a mirth that no sour-and-seri

ous newsman could. 

"Ab, after 50 years, nothing much gets 

to me anymore on the air;' said Kasell. 

Fellow newscaster Jean Cochrane, a dead

ringer for UNC women's basketball 

coach Sylvia Hatchell, corroborates: "He 
never, ever has a sour word for anyone." 

"And off the air .. . ," said Kasell, "I 

got to the point two years ago where I 
decided life was just too short. Nothing 
much rattles me." 

Theater of the imagination 
An irregular heartbeat is the reason he 

no longer drinks caffeine. Doctor's 

orders. But when you love what you do 

as much as Kasell does, you don't need 

chemically enhanced liquid. 

"The thing I get a kick out of is that, 

when you work in radio, you never look 
like the image listeners have of you in their 

minds," said Kasell. "They always think that 

Bob Edwards would be older than he is 
[54], and that I would be younger." 

Maybe listeners confuse the two 
because Kasell and Edwards are the only 

remaining members of the original 

Morning Edition staff. Kasell made the 

leap from the Arlington station (where 

he trained intern Katie Couric) to NPR 

when it began in 1975, two years before 

ME came to be. 

Ironically, although Kasell has become 

something of an icon for the daily news 

routine - there are poems and short sto

ries scattered on the Web containing ref

erences to his voice - he's uncomfort

able when he's asked to speak to college 

journalism classes. 

"I didn't study journalism, and I never 

wanted to be a journalist," he said. "It just 

happened out of necessity. I don't see 

myself as an expert on this stuff." 

But, as Kasell knows, he canle of age 

in an era when education often took the 
form of apprenticeships, of doing rather 

than studying. His longevity in early 

morning news radio speaks to the success 

RETIRE 
[ To the Southern Part of Heaven] 

Since 1975, over 1,500 foll~s have chosen to live in our countryside near Chapel Hill, 
amidst bluebirds, hollyhocks and fascinating people of all ages. 

Our homes and townhouses are nestled in the woods around a village center full of shops, 

restaurants, and a world class country hotel. The proposed Duke Center for Living 

and Galloway Ridge Lifecare Community will further enhance the existing lifestyle and 

wellness programs. 

Explore the possibilities on our web site, or feel free to call us for more information. 

FEA~O N 

919 .542.4000 www.fearrington .com 800.277.0130 

MORfHOO ~UARJUM 
The UnNersity of North Carolina at 01~ Hill 

tast Franklin Sfrret ~ ~I Hill 

~1q1llff1t Office: 919.843.7952 

Infonnanon: 919.549.6863 
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of his career and to his talent as a broad
caster. 

"He's so solid and so good that he 
makes the rest of us sound better," said 
Edwards. "It's done a lot for the program 
to have him stay around this long. There's 
something about getting up in the morn
ing, and rolling out of bed when you feel 
groggy, and then you turn on the radio 
and there's this voice - no matter if it's 
me or him - that you're happy to hear. 
'Oh, it's those guys again.' 

"We share a love for radio and an 
exasperation at training young people." 

"Only the strong survive," said Kasell, 
echoing the battle-worn pride of an early 

morning warrior. "We've seen a lot of the 

younger ones come dragging themselves 
in in the morning, and dragging them

selves right back out." 

That includes his own son. 
"It's all I ever knew," said Joe ofhis 

father's nocturnal career. He remembers 

that, even when his father worked two 

jobs, he always made an effort to get to 
his Little League games by planning his 
naps accordingly. "From the days when 

we were living in Goldsboro, when he 
was doing the morning program there, 
through high school, I got up, had break

fast with my mom and listened to my 
dad on the radio. It seemed odd when he 
was in tlle house in the mornings." 

Once while at George Mason Uni

versity,Joe decided to go into work with 
his father and see what this was all about. 
"Awakening at 1 :30 a.m. - which, in 

college, is quite a shock - and riding in 

with him, passing by bars in Georgetown 
as people were closing up and going 
home ... " Joe recalls, "boy, 
that was a long day." 

"By mid-morning," said 
his father, "his ear was 

slmnped to his shoulder. 
Gone. So I don't know if iliat 

killed his interest or not, but 
he eventually went to law 
school. And now he's in com
puters. Makes sense, right?" 

Sinlply put, in a world 
of flashy images, it ain't easy 
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to be a radio man. But when it works, 
there's nothing better. 

"Alistair Cooke put it very well," 

Kasell said. "He told a story about a little 
girl who loved radio. He asked her why, 
and she said, 'Because the pictures are 
better.' It's the theater of tlle imagination. 

That's what old-time radio was about: 
creating visions, images of what you see 
in your mind. That is the power of radio, 
when it is done well." 

And when it's done well, as with 
Wc!it, Wait ... , suddenly having a semi
well-known newscaster from public radio 

record your home answering machine 
message gives you cache at dinner parties . 
Kasell records about a dozen messages 

each Thursday, including this favorite: 
"With this call, $10 has just been 

deducted from your checking account." 

It's a shame that fans of the show 
don't each have an opportunity to pull 
up a chair and li ten to the taping. The 

60 minutes that air - funny as they are 
- are but a whittling of the some two 
hours of hysterical banter that often 

comprises the program's making. Not a 

bad way to make a living, laughing. Kasell 
hopes that taking Wait, Wc!it ... and shows 

~listair Cooke put it very 

well. He told a story about 

a little girl who loved radio. 

He asked her why, and 

she said) ((Because the 

pictures are better. )) ) 

like it on the road to perform them 
before live audiences will spur a rebirth 
in radio's popularity and in how people 

use their inuginations. 
"Lots of times, people will say, 'Can 

you believe a serious newsman is doing 
all this stum'" said Kasell, who also brings 
out his amateur magician's wand at NPR 
fundraisers . "But they like it. It gets them 
to see another side of you, railier than the 
serious" - deep voice - "side. 

"I could get up there and be quite 
boring for a half-hour. But why?You 
know? Why?" he said, trailing a smile off 
his lips. "And I've only really had one or 
two people come up to me and be criti

cal of my appearance on Wait, Wait . .. 
They thought it was 'beneath my dignity' 
as a newsman to go on a show like that." 

At this idea, Kaselliets out a muffied 

chuckle of disbelief. Mter all, he's not 

reading The New York Times or trading 
stocks in between newscasts. He's surfing 

goheels.com and complaining about Joe 
Forte's early exit. Yeah, you'd think you 
knew a guy when you've woken up 
with him in your ear for 20-odd years. 

But that's the beauty of radio. All you 
know is a voice. Everything else is just 
assumption. 

As for Edwards' jealousy over his 
friend's "malmnoth discretionary 
income," it seems he's going to have to 

get used to it. Kasell plans to keep giving 

folks the news seven times a day on the 
hour for as long as that old Tar Heels 
thermos holds out - and as long as 

Edwards, a Louisville graduate, can take 
his good-natured ribbing during college 
basketball season. 

"You can't retire from 

something you don't consider 

to be work," said Kasell, quot
ing a line he borrowed from 
the Smothers Brothers. "I don't 

even think about it. I still feel 

like I'm in my 40s. As long as 
I can get up in the morning at 
1 a.m., I'll keep doing it." m 

BETH M c NICHOL '95 is 
assistant editor of the Review. 



"What stands out from my 
liberal arts education at 

Carolina is the tradition of 
community service that has 

had a lasting effect on my life. 
As a professional, I have 

witnessed the University's 
values in action through its 

partnership with the Food Bank 
of North Carolina, serving 34 counties in central and east

ern North Carolina, to help uplift communities in the 
rural east. It is no coincidence that so many public servants 

across the state have ties to Carolina." 

Jane F. Cox 
Executive Director, Food Ba nk of North Ca rolina 

A. B., Speech, 1990. Master's, Public Administration, 1993 
Home: Raleigh, North Ca rolina 

"The greatest benefit I've had from 
a Carolina education is the number 
of study options. The chemistry 
department in particular sets up the 
ideal environment for students 
who not only want to learn what's 
in the books and why it's there, but 
what's not in the books. Students 
are strongly encouraged to partici

pate in research which complements coursework. Through 
this research, faculty members reinforce knowledge learned 
in class, provide education in additional areas of interest, 
and allow the student to explore uncharted territories." 

Julius Beau Lucks 
Class of 2002. Maj or: Chemistry, minor in mathemati cs 
Chu rchill Scholar, UNC Percuss ion Ensemble, Intramura l Basketball 
and Softball. Home: Duck, North Carolina 

In the College of Arts and Sciences we believe that learning never ends. 

All Carolina students, no matter what their major, spend 

their first two years in the College and most choose to 

continue their education in one of our 49 areas of study. 

Our liberal arts coursework prepares students for life's 

opportunities and surprises and 

engenders a love of learning that lasts 

a lifetime. 

liberal arts education at Carolina. Your support directly 

benefits thousands of students and hundreds of faculty, 

helps the College maintain its national leadership in lib

eral arts education and raises the stature of the entire 

University. 

A gift to the College of Arts and 

Sciences is the best way to support a C OLLEGE of 
A RTS &J SCIENCES 

For information on the many ways 

you may support the College and its 

programs, please call The Arts and 

Sciences Foundation at 919/962-0108. 
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