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Les Brown and his twin brother were adopted by Mamie Brown, a
kitchen worker and maid, shortly after their birth in a poverty-stricken
Miami neighborhood.

Upon graduation, he became a city sanitation worker in Miami
Beach. But he had a dream of being a disc jockey.

At night he would take a transistor radio to bed where he listened to
the local jive-talking deejays. He created an imaginary radio station in his
tiny room with its torn vinyl flooring. A hairbrush served as his microphone as
he practiced his patter, introducing records to his ghost listeners.

One day Les boldly went to the local radio station during his lunch
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break from mowing grass for the city. He got into the station manager’s
office and told him he wanted to be a disc jockey.

The manager eyed this disheveled young man in overalls and a straw
hat and inquired, “Do you have any background in broadcasting?”

Les replied, “No sir, I don’t.”

“Well, son, I'm afraid we don’t have a job for you then.”

Les thanked him politely and left. The station manager assumed that he

had seen the last of this young man. But he underestimated the depth of Les
Brown’s commitment to his goal. And so Les returned to the station every :
day for a week, asking if there were any job openings. Finally the station
manager gave in and took him on as an errand boy — at no pay. At first,
he fetched coffee or picked up lunches and dinners for the deejays who
could not leave the studio. Les did whatever was asked of him at the station
— and more. While hanging out with the deejays, he taught himself their
hand movements on the control panel. He stayed in the control rooms and
soaked up whatever he could until they asked him to leave. Then, back in
his bedroom at night, he practiced and prepared himself for the opportunity
that he knew would present itself.

One Saturday afternoon while Les was at the station, a deejay named
Rock was drinking while on the air. Les was the only other person in the
building, and he realized that Rock was drinking himself toward trouble.
When the phone rang, Les pounced on it. It was the station manager, as he
knew it would be.

“Les, this is Mr. Klein.”

“Yes, ” said Les. “I know.”

“Les, I don’t think Rock can finish his program.”

“Yes sir, I know.”

“Would you call one of the other deejays to come in and take over?”

“Yes, sir. I sure will.”

Les did dial the telephone, but it wasn’t to call in another deejay. He
called his mother first, and then his girlfriend.

He waited about 15 minutes before he called the general manager.
“Mr. Klein, I can’t find nobody, ” Les said.
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. Mr. Klein then asked, “Young man, do you know how to work the
ﬂ controls in the studio?”

2 “Yes sir, ” replied Les.

Les darted into the booth, gently moved Rock aside and sat down at the

turntable. He was ready. And he was hungry. He flipped on the microphone
switch and said, “Look out! This is me LB, triple P— Les Brown, Your Platter
Playing Poppa. There were none before me and there will be none after me.
 Therefore, that makes me the one and only. Young and single and love to
mingle. Certified, bona fide, indubitably qualified to bring you satisfaction, a
~ whole lot of action. Look out, baby, I'm your lo-o-ove man.”

Because of his preparation, Les was ready. He vowed the audience and

~ his general manager. From that fateful beginning, Les went on to a

- successful career in broadcasting, politics, public speaking and television.
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adopt /o'dopt/ v. KH; WFF; %, R
#146 We should adopt the consumers’ suggestion.
BAV LA P EB,
2 sanitation /,seni'teifon/ n. A, TARE i FAERE

#4) The people living in that city can keep sanitation clean.

AR T HOAMNEREAL T AN FE.
disc jockey i 5HHFRTTH FEHFA HEHND.J)
transistor /treen'zisto/ n. A% (ZHD

disheveled /di'[evold/ adj. %HLH), AEIER
#i4  A disheveled pile of books was on the library table.

BFHiEeg 2T LEBE AL REGEH,
errand /'erond/ n. Z{f, £H

#149  You must finish the two errands this week.

PRoL e — B R XX RAES.
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1. A hairbrush served as his microphone as he practiced his patter,

introducing records to his ghost listeners.
BA—iERFEERN, ek AARBES Bmaatn "+
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2. Then, back in his bedroom at night, he practiced and prepared
himself for the opportunity that he knew would present itself.
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I used to watch her from my kitchen window. She seemed so small as

she muscled her way through the crowd of boys on the playground.
The school was across the street from our home and I would often

watch the kids as they were playing during recess. A sea of children, and

yet to me, she stood out from them all.
I rememebered the first day I saw her playing basketball. T watched in
wonder as she ran circles around the other kids. She managed to shoot jump

shots just over their heads and into the net. The boys always tried to stop

her but no one could.
I began to notice her at other times, basketball in hand, playing

.~



alone. She would practice dribbling and shooting over and over again,
_ sometimes until dark. One day I asked her why she practiced so much.
" She looked directly in my eyes and without a moment of hesitation she
said, “I want to go to college. The only way I can go is if I get a
scholarship. I like basketball. I decided that if I were good enough, I
would get a scholarship. I am going to play college basketball. I want to
be the best. My daddy told me if the dream is big enough, the facts don’t
count. ” Then she smiled and ran towards the court to recap the routine I
had seen over and over again.

Well, I had to give in to her — she was determined. I watched her
through those junior high years and into high school. Every week, she led
her varsity team to victory.

One day in her senior year, I saw her sitting in the grass, head cradled
in her arms. I walked across the street and sat down in the cool grass beside
her. Quietly I asked what was wrong. “Oh, nothing,” came a soft reply.
“I am just too short.” The coach told her that at 5'5" she would probably
never get to play for a top-ranked team — much less offered a scholarship — so
she should stop dreaming about college.

She was heartbroken and I felt my own throat tighten as I sensed her
disappointment. I asked her if she had talked to her dad about it yet.

She lifted her head from her hands and told me that her father said
those coaches were wrong. They just did not understand the power of a
dream. He told her that if she really wanted to play for a good college, if
she truly wanted a scholarship, then nothing could stop her except one thing —
her own attitude. He told her again, “If the dream is big enough, the facts
don’t count.”

The next year, as she and her team went to the Northern California
Championship game, she was secen by a college recruiter. She was indeed
offered a scholarship, a full ride, to an NCAA women’s basketball team.
She was going to get the college education that she had dreamed of and
worked toward for all those years.

It’s true: if the dream is big enough, the facts don’t count.
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