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Between the Bylines: A Father’s Legacy is the culmination of nearly forty

years of research and writing. Its publication would not have been possible

without the unwavering encouragement and contributions from my col-

leagues, mentors, friends, and family. I offer my sincere gratitude and

deep appreciation to the following people who helped me realize my life-

long dream to honor my father.

The late Walter Cronkite, whose gracious willingness to write a power-

ful tribute to war correspondents—and to my father—is a priceless

gift to me.

Marlene Adler, Nora Bock, and Julie Sukman, Mr. Cronkite’s assis-

tants, who began this long journey with me in 1972 and were always

there to offer help.

Kurt Piehler, director of the University of Tennessee’s Center for the

Study of War and Society, who believed in the value of preserving

my father’s legacy and, as editor of Fordham University Press’s se-

ries ‘‘World War II: The Global, Human, and Ethical Dimension,’’

was instrumental in the decision to include Between the Bylines in

the series.

John Romeiser, professor of French Studies at the University of Ten-

nessee–Knoxville, who introduced me to Fordham University Press

and provided excellent direction along the publishing path. John’s

acclaimed books on the life of Associated Press war correspondent

Don Whitehead, Beachhead Don and Combat Reporter, were invalu-

able research sources.

Fordham University Press, with a special thank you to director Fredric

Nachbaur, former director Robert Oppedisano, assistant Mary-Lou

Elias-Peña, managing editor Eric Newman, and copy editor Michael

Koch for their patience, understanding, and incredible support.
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Initial manuscript reviewers Dr. Michael Sweeney, Professor and Asso-
ciate Director for Graduate Studies, E.W. Scripps School of Journal-

ism, Ohio University; and Dr. Nancy L. Roberts, Professor of
Communication and Director of the Journalism Program University
at Albany, State University of New York, for their recommendations

that the Press publish Between the Bylines.
My father’s Associated Press colleagues who offered me their firsthand

knowledge of the hardships of wartime reporting and whose memo-

ries of my father helped rebuild my own: Edward Ball, Robert Bun-
nelle, Dan De Luce, Wes Gallagher, and Paul Lee. Although they are

no longer with us in body, they will always be with me in spirit.
Valerie Komor, director of AP Corporate Archives, for her assistance

and support.

Tracey Horn and Hope Kenoyer of Helken & Horn Advertising Agency
(Prescott, Arizona), whose professional talents transformed photo-
graphs of my father into lifelike additions to the text.

My uncle Howard Wiant and my aunt Connie Green Wick, whose irre-
placeable audiotaped reminiscences helped me to ‘‘three-dimension-
alize’’ my father.

My cousin Don Wiant, whose passion for genealogy led him to create a
‘‘Wiant’’ website that led me to John Romeiser.

Amber Kizer, my cousin and the author of Meridian and One Butt Cheek

at a Time, who continually inspired me to keep the goal in sight no
matter how much fog obscured it.

My cousin Rachel Kizer, whose reassurance and phenomenal memory
for family events were indispensable to the book’s completion.

Adele Britton Meffley, friend, counselor, and the co-author of The Hokey

Pokey IS What It’s All About, who gently guides me through the maze
of life and reminds me to view it with humor, love, and forgiveness.

Katie Fox, my ‘‘best pal for all time,’’ whose belief in me never wavers
and whose encouragement keeps me moving forward.

Craig Mathews, my spirit-touching soul mate whose editorial expertise
and abiding love give me the strength to persevere.

Each of you blessed this book with your unique offerings and, in turn,
blessed my life.

Book epigraph, an excerpt from We Are Still Married: Stories and Letters

(Viking Penguin, 1989), reprinted by permission of Garrison Keillor.
Copyright � 1987 by International Paper Company.
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Columns from the DePauw in Chapter 2 reprinted with permission.

Article from the South Bend Tribune in Chapter 2 reprinted with

permission.

Article from the Indianapolis News in Chapter 9 reprinted with

permission.

Article from Editor & Publisher in Chapter 12 used with permission of

Nielsen Business Media, Inc.

Article from the Pittsburgh Post-Gazette in Chapter 12 reprinted with

permission. Copyright � 2010, Pittsburgh Post-Gazette, all rights

reserved.

Article from the Indianapolis Star in Chapter 15 reprinted with

permission.

Column from the Detroit Free Press in Chapter 18 reprinted with

permission.

Unless otherwise credited, photos and illustrations are from the au-

thor’s collection.
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We shy persons need to write a letter now and then, or else we’ll

dry up and blow away. . . .

Such a sweet gift—a piece of handmade writing, in an envelope

that is not a bill, sitting in our friend’s path when she trudges home

from a long day spent among wahoos and savages, a day our words

will help repair. They don’t need to be immortal, just sincere. . . .

We need to write, otherwise nobody will know who we are. . . .

Sit for a few minutes with the blank sheet in front of you, and

meditate on the person you will write to, let your friend come to

mind until you can almost see her or him in the room with you.

Remember the last time you saw each other and how your friend

looked and what you said and what perhaps was unsaid between

you, and when your friend becomes real to you, start to write. . . .

Probably your friend will put your letter away, and it’ll be read

again a few years from now—and it will improve with age. And forty

years from now, your friend’s grandkids will dig it out of the attic

and read it, a sweet and precious relic of the ancient Eighties that

gives them a sudden clear glimpse of you and her and the world we

old-timers knew. You will then have created an object of art. Your

simple lines about where you went, who you saw, what they said,

will speak to those children and they will feel in their hearts the

humanity of our times.

You can’t pick up a phone and call the future and tell them about

our times. You have to pick up a piece of paper.

Garrison Keillor
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