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THE PERFECT LEAD

1971 Pulitzer Prize winner William Caldwell wrote:

“One summer in 1922, I was on my way home from school and my daily stint of work as editor of the village weekly, unhonored and unpaid.  Like my father and two uncles, I was a newspaperman.

My little brother came running to meet me at the foot of our street.  He was white and crying.  A telegram had come to my mother.  “Pa drowned this morning in Lake George,” he gasped, and I am ashamed to be remembering my inward response to that.

Before I could begin to sense such elements as sorrow, despair, horror, loneliness, anger – before all the desolation of an abandoned kid would well up in me, I found myself observing that the sentence my brother had just uttered was the perfect lead.  Noun, verb, predicate, period, and who-what-when-where to boot.”

