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1. Ringmasters of the Golden Gloves Tournament
spar before a WHB mike. They are Charles Myers,
boxing director of the Kansas City recreational
program; Benny Kessler, chief of officials; and
Ernie Mehl, Golden Gloves Tournament director.

2. United States Senator Edward Martin of Pennsyl-
vania, addresses a WHB audience on Lincoln's

Birthday.

3. Rosalia Maresca, soprano, spins a platter unc
the approving eye of disc jockey Bob Kennedy.
4. John Holmes, president of Swift & Compar
caught before an address to the Kansas C
Chamber of Commerce.

5. Reggie Hamilton, manager of the Pla-N
hockey team, poses with stick wielders La:
Sylvestri, Johnny Harms, and Ray Powell.
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March

EE—it did come, after all. The
spring, that is. And you thought
it never would. But there never was
a 26-inch snow, nor a wind off
Lake Michigan, nor a frozen mag-
nolia that could hold it back for
long — nor keep the hats from
blooming along Main Street, nor
lambs and handbookies from gam-
boling, nor Winchell from slopping
over with tender, commercialized
passion, nor us from slopping over.
Not, of course, that you can al-
ways recognize the spring. It so
often comes incognito, blows hot,
blows cold, gives you chills and
fever, rains all over you, freezes the
peaches, muddies up the lawn,
crosses you up emotionally, and
plays hell with all the best laid
plans. And yet, it never fools us
once. We'd know it anywhere. Be-
cause when it’s time for spring, you
feel it in your bones. It's simply a
part of nature, and what you can do
about that — even if the atom has
been split? So here’s a welcome to
it, to the month when spring begins.
We'll wear the green and plant a
radish and stir from our winter
straw and put forth bloom. And not
all of Stalin or Stassen or Bevin and
Britain, the Marshall Plan or Pakis-
tan can stop us. Dear March, for all
your ides and taxes and your cock-
eyed weather, come in!
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IN KANSAS CITY

Art . ..

(The William Rockhill Nelson
Gallery of Art and the Mary
Atkins Museum of Fine Arts.)

Loan Exhibitions: Photographs by
the Kansas City Camera Club.

Masterpiece of the Month: Silver
gilt bowl from the Sasanian Dy-
nasty, 224 - 652 A. D.

Lectures: Wednesday evenings, 8

o'clock in the Gallery Audi-
torium, a continuation of a
series by Paul Gardner on
‘*Italian Painting.”® Admission
free.

Mar. 3, "'School of Naples.""

Mar. 10, "‘The Baroque."*

Mgr. 17, **17th Century Painters

in North Italy."

Mar. 24, ‘"Venetian Landscape
Painters of the 18th Century."’

Mar. 31, **Venetian Figure Paint-
ers of the 18th Century.’’

Motion Pictures: On March § and
7. The Puritan (French with
English sub-titles). On March
19 and 21, King of Kings. Ad-
mission free.

Conventions . . .

Mar. 2-4. Missouri Council of
Churches, Independence Boule-
vard Christian Church.

Mar. 3-6, National Travelers Aid
Association.

Moar. 10-12, Operations Division
American Transit Association,
Hotel President.

Mar. 17-18, Bankers Life Com-
pany, Hotel President.
Mar. 25-27, Midwest Business

Schools Association, Hotel Con-
tinental.

Mar. 29-31, National Association
Girl Scout Executives, Section
VIII., Hotel Continental.

Mar. 31, Girl Scout Regular Com-
mittee and Commissioner Train-
ing Days, Hotel Phillips.

Music . . .
(Music Hall)

Mar. 2, James Melton, tenor.
Mar. 5, Cincinnati Symphony
Orchestra.

Mar. 16, Vladimir Horowitz, pi-
anist.

Mar. 22, Patrice Munsel, colora-
tura soprano.

Dancing . . .

(Pla-Mor Ballroom, 32nd and
Main.) Dancing every night
but Monday. *"Over 30'" dances
Tuesday, Wednesday, and Fri-
day.

Mar. 6. Gene Krupa.

Mar. 20, Woody Herman.

Drama . . .

Mar. 8, All My Sons, Arthur
Miller’'s 1947 Pulitzer prize
drama, Resident Theatre, 1600
Linwood.

Special Events . . .
Mar. 2-7, Police Circus, Munici-
pal Auditorium Arena.
Mar. 4, High School Band Festi-
val, Music Hall.
Mar. 7, ‘“‘Harvest of
broadcast, Music Hall.
Mar. 8, John Mason Brown, lec-
turer, Music Hall.

Mar. 9, K. U. Band and Sym-
phony Orchestra, Music Hall.
Mar. 15, Dr. J. H. Furbay, lec-
turer, The Spell of Ireland, Lit-

tle Theatre.

Mar. 23-24, A. F. of L. Political
Club, Municipal Auditorium
Arena.

Mar. 24, Burton Holmes, lecturer,
ITIhlel Pacific Northwest, Music
all.

Stars,’

Wrestling . . .

Wrestling every Thursday night,
Memorial Hall, Kansas City,
Kansas.

Basketball . . .

Mar. 8-13, National Intercollegiate
Basketball Tournament, Munici-
pal Auditorium Arena.

Mar. 15, Big Seven-Missouri Val-
ley Basketball Play-off, Munici-
pal Auditorium Arena.

Mar. 17, Harlem Globe Trotters,
Municipal Auditorium Arena.

Mar. 19-20, N. C. A. A. West-
ern Play-off, Municipal Audi-
torium Arena.

Mar. 25, All-American Redheads,
Municipal Auditorium Arena.

Ice Hockey . ..
(United States Hockey League.
All games at Pla-Mor Arena,
32nd and Main.)
Mar. 10, St. Paul.
Mar. 14, Minneapolis.
Mar. 17, Omaha.
Mar. 21, St. Paul.

Boxing . . .

Mar. 29-31, A. A. U. Boxing,
Municipal Auditorium Arena.

: is published monthly at Kansas City,
SWlng Missouri. Address all communications
to Publication Office, 1102 Scarritt Building,
Kansas City 6, Missouri. ’Phone Harrison 1161.
333 North Michigan, Chicago 1, Illinois. 'Phone
Central 7989. Price 25¢ in United States and
Canada. Anrual subscriptions, United States,
83 a year; everywhere else, %4. Copyright
1948 by WHB Broadcasting Co.

All rights of pictorial or text content reserved
by the Publisher in the United States, Great
Britain, Mexico, Chile, and all countries par-
ticipating in the International Copyright Con-
vention. Reproduction for use without express
permission of any matter herein is forbidden.
Swing is not responsible for the loss of un-
solicited manuscripts, drawings or photographs.
Printed in U. S. A.
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by WALT ANGRIST

INNEAPOLIS—city of 500,-
000 and capital of the Upper
Midwest—has launched a frontal at-
tack on the nation’s number one killer.

And this attack, against tubercu-
losis, is designed to root out every
possible hint of the disease in every-
one over 15 years of age.

-School examinations already have
covered the “soda set.”

The primary weapon of this city-
wide war on the dread malady is the
X-ray—on a mass level, and with no
charge to the participants.

Only now can the final results be
considered, though the first phase of
the attack occupied the summer
months of 1947,

Figures, seldom interesting or easy
to examine, glow like neon lights for
Minnea polis.

Three hundred and six thousand
persons lined up at permanent X-ray
stations in bank buildings, schools and
clinics—or left their work benches
and desks to “pose” for portable ma-
chines located at strategic points
throughout the community.

Total elapsed time for the chest
photograph and filling out of a post-
card averaged 60 seconds.

Through that single minute of pic-
ture taking over 5,000 citizens of
Minneapolis learned they had tuber-
culosis, heart disease or cancer of the
lung, but most of the participants

received a prompt negative notice af-
ter the tests.

With that one moment of precau-
tion, the 5,000 “positives” could be
thankful that an unsuspected malady
was revealed. Now proper treatment
has been initiated, toward a complete
cure in most cases.

Actually, the hunt for TB, and for
other diseases which show up incident-
ally in a chest X-ray checkup, con-
sisted of two steps.

Small negatives were made for the
whole group. Of the 306,000, more
than 10,000 showed positive evidence
of disease.

Those with positive findings were
called back by the trained technicians
for 14x17 inch X-ray photos. Only
with the enlarged pictures could doc-
tors be sure that disease was there—
to be checked and cured.

TB was found in almost half of the
10,000 positives. Cardiacs and cancer
victims made up the remainder.

Nothing was forgotten in the city-
wide program. Advance publicity
generously displayed in Minneapolis
newspapers and over Twin Cities’
radio stations convinced the city that
this war against tuberculosis was an
important one, that everyone must do
his part to help smoke out unsuspected
symptoms.

Bank presidents and shop foremen
sold their employees on the free ex-
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amination plan. The public-owned
tuberculosis sanitarium in the area in-
dicated to the Minnesota legislature
what its increased fund needs would
be when undercover cases were re-
vealed.

How did Minneapolis happen to be
the guinea pig for what may be a
nationwide free TB X-ray service?

Where was the money found to
back the project?

How can any other large commu-
nity in the country carry out the same
disease-searching project?

These are questions which can be
answered now that the first part of
the program has proved a success.

Minneapolis’ formula for launching
the project followed a pattern which
should be adaptable in many other
cities:

THE Crty HEALTH COMMISSIONER
lined up the area medical society and
tuberculosis association.

THESE GROUPS and the city guar-
anteed a portion of the needed funds
and workers.

THE STATE BoArRD OF HEALTH
acted as intermediary for an equip-
ment and fund request to the—

UNITED STATES PuBLic HEALTH
SERVICE, which agreed to provide the
technical equipment and staff.

That’s all there is to it—beyond
the months of preparation necessary
to give the X-ray examinations a fly-
ing start.

Now Minneapolis computes that
its adventure in the mass disease hunt
will save residents at least $300,000,-
000 in those costs involved with un-
known carriers and spreaders of TB
alone.

Because success in Minneapolis con-

e
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vinced skeptics in the federal Public
Health Service that mass X-ray would
pay off, the national agency plans to
carry the TB fight to 91 other cities
of over 100,000 population.

What convinced Washington of-
ficials was the fact that Minneapolis
has the lowest TB rate of all cities
over 500,000. So, when thousands of
unsuspecting citizens found themselves
with active infection, all federal skep-
ticism was swept away.

But like many a grim battle, the
dead serious X-ray drive in Minne-
apolis did have its humorous side.

Some 7,500 of the participating
Minneapolitans found themselves in a
ticklish position. They were walking
around carrying an extra rib!

The all-seeing X-ray photographs
revealed these people had one more
than their share of ribs—growing out
of the neck vertebrae where the spine
begins. Doctors explain, however,
that these fairly common abnormali-
ties of nature seldom cause ill effects.

In rare cases the extra rib may grow
downward, putting dangerous pres-
sure on blood vessels and nerves which
cut across the first normal rib.

The X-ray revealed other odd con-
ditions. About 25 persons learned for
the first time that they had upside-
down stomachs. A similar number

e
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were informed that their hearts were
on the wrong side.

One man’s photograph showed a
bullet in his chest. It was news to
him.

Not all of the sidelight humor was
of a physical nature. Joining the up-
side-downs and the wrong-side-to’s

X-ray.

X-ray officials think they solved
their toughest problem with several
Minneapolis citizens who couldn’t
bring themselves to face the machine.

The technicians—after careful con-
sultation—had the patients do an
about-face and back up to the X-ray

was a quirk of the mind, a fear of to have their pictures taken.

A
Pop Populaire

WERE it not for a Philadelphia physician, disgruntled baseball fans

might today be without suitable ammunition with which to “ﬁop" un-
popular umpires. PFor it is a Dr. Philip Physick (phony as the name
sounds, the good doctor was real enough) who is credited with originating
the carbonated soft drink.

About a century and a half ago, Dr. Physick induced Townsend Speak-
man, a chemist, to prepare carbonated water mixed with fruit juices as a
tonic for some of his patients. The patients liked the prescription. So
much so that they had it refilled time and time again. In fact, the medicine
proved so popular that soda fountains sprang up in pharmacies all across
the country, and in this way the soft drink industry was born.

There were, of course, no vacuum caps in those days, so the original
soft drink bottle was quite unlike its present-day counterpart. Cylindrical
in shape, it had a rubber gasket at the top of the neck and a glass marble
inside. When the bottle was filled with carbonated water, the pressure of
the gas forced the glass ball up against the gasket and sealed the contents.
To open the bottle, a wooden plug was inserted in the neck and struck
sharply with the fist. The sudden escape of gas caused a loud *“pop’ which
gave rise to the name “pop bottle.”

The drink itself soon became commonly known as ‘“soda pop,” which
was later shortened to the now familiar “pop.” But as a reminder of the
drink’s medicinal beginnings, there are to this day some parts of the United
States in which soft drinks are known as “tonic.”—David R. Kennedy.

A
CCORDING to a report of the United States Population Reference
Bureau, a study of American women between the ages of 45 and 49
reveals that college women average 1 1/4 children each, high school grad-
uates average 1 3/4 children each, and women who do not progress beyond
grammar school average 4 1/3 children each.

San Juan is one of the most unusual counties in the United States.
Located in Puget Sound—as a part of the State of Washington—it is com-
posed of 173 islands, none of which touch the mainland.

A
MODERN YOUTH
The glamour girl of yesteryear
Now has a teen-age daughter
Who primps and slaves to make herself
Look like she hadn’t oughter.

—F. G. Kernan
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by ROSEMARY HAWARD

COLOPHON, Mr. Webster

says, is an emblem, usually a de-
vice assumed by a publishing house,
placed on the title page or at the end
of the book. The uninitiated may call
it a trademark. The familiar rider-
on-horseback colophon of the Meth-
odist Publishing House represents the
founders of the establishment as well
as the spirit of undertaking which
have made this the longest continuous
publishing operation in the world.

On February 5, 1948, visitors from
all over the country gathered at the
new Kansas City headquarters for the
Methodist Publishing House at 1021
McGee. If John Wesley, the organi-
zation’s forefather, were present on
that opening day, moving spirit-wise
through the modern marvel of book
publishing and selling, doubtlessly he
bestowed an ethereal grin of approval
on the avalanche his small snowball
had started.

The symbol of Wesley was the
focal point of attention on that open-
ing day. The silhouette of the man
riding a horse and reading a Bible
was emblazoned in glittering mosaic
high above the doorway of
the building. The bits of im-
ported colored glass fashion-
ing the colophon portray the
modern triumph of the estab-
lishment Wesley fathered

. a business which has weathered
every war and depression since the
beginning of the United States.

Undoubtedly, John Wesley was one
of the wonder men of his age. He
was the most prolific author and pub-
lisher of his time, earning and giving
away over $150,000—an amazing
fortune in the early 18th Century.
Although fellow citizens of his native
England often shook their heads du-
biously over what they termed Wes-
ley’s crazy enthusiasm, time and again
he proved that seldom had a religious
leader been so sanely practical. He
founded the system of traveling cir-
cuit preachers, men who traveled
through many towns preaching the
Word and distributing books. They
were urged to beg money from the
rich to buy books for the poor, and
did just that. The first disciples of
Wesley to reach America carried on
the tradition which he had founded,
carrying the only libraries of the day
in their saddlebags wherever they
went. Book hungry frontiersmen
gulped down the preachers’ stock of
Holy Scripture as well as the best
current literature afforded
by the preachers’ slim purses.

Many of the early day
Wesley disciples had more
than a nodding acquaintance
with printer’s ink. Even
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before the Church was organized,
those such as Robert Williams began
to reprint and circulate the Methodist
literature. With the formal organiza-
tion of the Church, measures were
taken to control the printing and prof-
its for denominational purposes. In
1789, the Methodist Church-—made
up of 58,000 members in a country of
3,000,000—founded its own publish-
ing business.

The first Publishing Agent, or of-
ficial head, of the new organization
was John Dickens, long acknowledged
to be the finest scholar among the
early preachers. In addition to being
scholarly, Dickens was also a very
thrifty man, having accumulated sav-
ings of $600. He offered this as work-
ing capital for the new publishing
house. The offer was accepted and
Dickens was directed to set about the
business as he saw fit.

There were early signs that Dick-
ens’ working capital had been wisely
used. At the Conference of the
Church held in 1792, fellow members
appropriated Dickens’ profits for his
yearly support: $200 for dwelling
house and book room; $80 for a boy;
$333 to clothe and feed himself, his
wife and children. It was with such
encouragement as this that the first
Publishing Agent struggled on, pre-
paring the copy, reading the proof,
managing the sales, keeping the ac-
counts, and with the help of the
“boy,” attending to the shipping.

Many of the works published in the
early days of the Methodist Publish-
ing House have continued to be in
print through the years. Wesley's
Notes, The Arminian Magazine,
Thomas a Kempis, The Discipline,
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Catechism and Minutes are some of
these. Others proved to be forerun-
ners of types of literature produced
currently. Children’s Instructions was
the predecessor of later literature for
the Church school. Tract On Slavery
has its modern likeness in books on
moral and social
reform. The
Family Adviser
and Primitive
Physic suggests
a group of later
books on popu-
lar science. Fi-
nally, there was A Pocket Hymnal
pioneer of the official songbooks of
American Methodism.

Through more than a century and
a half, the Methodist Publishing
House has pursued the same course.
Now, as in the beginning, the needs
of the Church take primary consider-
ation. The proceeds now, as in the be-
ginning, are used to help support
superannuated ministers and their de-
pendents.

At the present time the Methodist
Publishing House has 13 divisions set
strategically throughout the country.
All are operated according to a prac-
tical policy of centralized supervision
and decentralized operation. No one
House is “*headquarters;” all are on an
equal basis.

The best known department of the
Methodist Publishing House is the Ab-
ingdon-Cokesbury Press, the book
publishing department. Formerly, all
books issued by Methodist publishers
bore strictly Methodist labels, and
were sold almost nowhere except
through Methodist stores. Necessar-
ily, this curtailed distribution of the
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books to those outside the Church.
But being good businessmen, the
Methodists decided to adopt a name
for the book publishing part of the
organization that would have no de-
nominational meaning to those out-
side the Church, yet would mean
Methodism to the Church members.
Hence, the Abingdon-Cokesbury
Press. By reaching outside the de-
nomination for sales, a greater volume
is attained for nearly every item.
The eight million Methodists enjoy
lower prices and larger selections re-
sulting from that volume.

From the very first, the Methodist
. Publishing House has been a stickler
for high quality work. To accomplish
' this, about a third of its total invest-
ment in property and equipment is
for printing plants and machinery.
-~ About a third of its employees is
trained in the specialized and highly
technical crafts of the printing and
bindery industries. For these reasons,
it is generally conceded in the publish-
ing world that Abingdon-Cokesbury
books are models of legibility, dura-
bility and beauty.

The Methodist printing plants are
located at Chicago, Cincinnati and
Nashville. Jobs are allocated among
them on a basis of machinery effi-
ciency. The Chicago plant is primar-
ily concerned with producing The
Christian Advocate. Book production
is a specialty at Nashville. Church
'school and other periodicals are di-
vided between Nashville and Cincin-
nati. More than a million books are
printed and bound in these plants
every year, and 130 million copies of
periodicals pour from their presses
annually.

Since the Methodist Publishing
House serves primarily as an instru-
ment of the Church, many items other
than books and periodicals are handled
by the 13 divisions. Included are
thousands of specialties necessary to
the on-going program of the Church.

Officiating over the entire publish-
ing business are two Publishing
Agents. Together they exemplify the
religious fervor and business acumen
of that first Agent, John Dickens.
One is a minister; the second, a lay-
man. They are charged with admin-
istering the affairs of the publishing
business, and—Ilike all employees of
the Publishing House—are paid spe-
cified salaries for their services. No
one but Conference Claimants shares
in the proceeds of the business. The
1947 appropriation to Claimants,
$400,000, brought the total distrib-
uted since the founding of the Pub-
lishing House to $12,418,198.

The employees share substantially
in the rewards of the business. Those
of the three printing plants are paid
the highest wages for their respective
crafts in their locality. Every em-
ployee may participate in the com-
pany’s pension program.

Long ago the Methodist Publishing
House undertook the operation of re-
tail book stores in the various divisions
spread throughout the country. These
stock the books of all publishers as
well as those of the Abingdon-Cokes-
bury Press. The stores are operated
in conjunction with the mail order
houses. The Methodist Publishing
House, including the retail book store,
has been located in Kansas City, Mis-
souri, at 1121 McGee since 1903. In
September, 1945, a six-story building
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at 1021 McGee was purchased by the
organization. After long delay a com-
plete remodelling program was put
into effect, and in February, 1948,
the Publishing House moved one block
north to the new location.

The book store, occupying the first
floor and mezzanine of the new build-
ing, is a far cry from the musty,
dusty establishments of a generation
or two ago. Designed by Neuville,
Sharp and Simon, architects, the store
offers a fine combination of beauty
and modern book store facilities. Fic-
tion and non-fiction for adults and
children have been added to the orig-
inal selection of religious works. Sta-
tionery, art prints and maps are stock
accessories. Classical and religious
phonograph records, educational and
Church motion pictures and movie
equipment are other features.

The second and third floors of the
building are occupied by the mail or-
der division and the general offices.
The remaining floors, with the ex-
ception of an auditorium on the fifth
floor, have been leased to other non-
profit organizations. The auditorium
will serve for book reviews and se-
lected gatherings.

Much of the credit for the expan-
sion and development of the Meth-
odist Publishing House in the Mid-
west area goes to division manager
Milton Steinford. A youngish, genial,
handsome man, Steinford guides the
affairs of the company in Missouri,
Kansas, Nebraska, Wyoming and
Colorado with a light, sure hand.
Steinford carries on the tradition of
the Publishing House in its most mod-
ern interpretation. Whereas the orig-
inal vendors of books were traveling
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preachers covering a few hundred
miles every year on horseback, he
keeps a finger in the Midwest Meth-
odist publishing business by quick
plane and train trips.

Steinford has proved himself a
pioneer in the true spirit, however, by
selecting a new medium to bring the
Publishing House to public attention

. radio. In August, 1947, he
inaugurated a radio program aired
three times weekly over WHB. It is
called The Man In The Book Store.

John Thornberry, Executive Direc-
tor of the Boy’s Club and well known
in Kansas City for his Man On The
Street broadcasts, conducts the pro-
gram, interviewing patrons of the
book store. When famous folk of
the literary world pass through the
city, Thornberry interviews them, too.
As set up by Steinford and executed
by Thornberry, the program has a
two-fold appeal: to acquaint the gen-
eral reading public with the diverse;
facilities of the Methodist Book Store:
and to sell books.

The new Publishing House head-
quarters is as modern as its method:s
of selling books. The old decor of |
“institutional gray’ has given way tc|
a profusion of pastel shades. Importec
mosaic inlay highlights points of in |
terest in the interior, and is repeatec|
again for the exterior of the store

““The Methodist Publishing Hous
—since 1789, reads the inscription |
on the colophon. What is not writtei
there—but could well be—is one o
Methodism’s oldest quotations, fror
Francis Asbury: ““The propagation o
religious knowledge by means of th
press is next in importance to th |
preaching of the Gospel.”




Amazing plastic protection solves storage problem for Air Force
war planes and leaves them ready for instant use—just in casel

by JOHNNY FRASER, JR.

NCLE SAM'S sky drivers who
zoomed through the blue in
combat aircraft during World War
II may sometimes wonder what be-
came of their shiny birds of destruc-
tion. The common impression that
they lie rusting away at Air Force
depots is far from true. Of course,
many categories of war planes, no
longer filling Air Force needs, have
been scrapped, placed in desert stock
piles or put on public sale. However,
there are groups of advanced model
aircraft that are needed not only for
future training but to comprise the
United States’ standby air force.
Of chief concern in this important
inventory of the American air arm
are more than 1400 B-29 Superforts.
Some of these giant, $750,000 bomb-
ers saw action in the Pacific, but
most of them never left the conti-
nental limits of the United States.
Reduced budgets for fuel and fewer
personnel for flight training missions
have made it necessary to provide
storage facilities for the sky giants.
There is not enough hangar space
in the entire country to house more
than a handful of the Superforts, so
Air Force maintenance men faced the
hard fact that the ships would have
to be stored out-of-doors. The old

process of smearing all working parts
with a coat of heavy grease and cov-
ering propellers and other surfaces
with tarpaulins was considered in-
adequate. Besides, this method re-
quires a large maintenance force to
check constantly for rust anc de-
terioration.

After much experimentation, an
Eastern manufacturer produced a
plastic coating process for the Air
Materiel Command. It consists of a
plastic ‘“‘cocoon™ covering the entire
airplane. When properly applied,
the coating will protect a plane for as
long as ten years without further
care.

Radar sets, radio systems and simi-
lar equipment are removed from the
aircraft. Instruments and other in-
terior parts subject to deterioration
are sprayed with a corrosion preven-
tive. The plane is then thoroughly
washed and all openings are sealed
with tape. Air Force maintenance
crews dressed like men from Mars,
wearing rubber aprons and special
oxygen masks to protect them from
the toxic solvents contained in the
plastic mixture, begin spraying the
surfaces with guns similar to paint
sprayers. The spray is highly inflam-
mable, and rubber shoes are worn to
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prevent sparks from shoe nails.

As many as five or six coats of the
plastic liquid are sprayed on all sur-
faces, propellors included, and each

coat is a different color so that work-
men can keep track of the progress.
Drying time between coats is about
20 minutes, and though the Super-
forts are a bit on the gigantic side,
the entire operation can be completed
in a short time. The final coat of
plastic is a silvery gray to reflect the
rays of the sun, rather than absorb
them, as a darker color would do.

One of the amazing things about
the process is that the thickness of
the completed ‘‘cocoon™ 1is just a
fraction of an inch. Its resiliency and
toughness is brought to light in an
Air Force technical order that warns
“do not walk on coated surfaces un-
til thoroughly dry!”

Removal of the plastic coating is
simpler than the application. You
merely dig your fingernails into the
coating, get a firm hold, and strip it
off as though it were adhesive tape!
Or it literally can be blown off by
inserting an air hose under the air-
tight skin. A cocooned B-29 can be
readied for flight in a matter of
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hours!

After the cocooning process was
developed, the Air Materiel Com-
mand searched for a storage area.
The big Air Force base at Tucson,
Arizona, was selected. Davis-Mon-
than Field, where countless B-24
crews went through the operational
phase of their combat flight training
before leaving for overseas, was the
exact site chosen. The mountain peaks
surrounding the sparkling desert
plain where Davis-Monthan sprawls
lazily in the sun, have been practice-
bombed a million times by bomber
crews who later went on “live runs”
over Pacific targets.

There are a number of training
fields in Arizona, now inactive, which
have been turned into a virtual lake
of aluminum by training craft and
other planes waiting to be sold or
scrapped. It was logical that the AAF
coordinate other maintenance activi-
ties by storing the Superforts at Tuc-
son. Those who visit Davis-Monthan
field today see row after row of
glistening Superforts stretching into
the desert haze. Ensconced in their
cocoons, they're waiting—and ready!

The Superforts have company at
Davis-Monthan in the form of *“mu-
seum pieces” that will probably never
fly again. There’s the huge B-19, |
forerunner and experimental ship
which proved the efficiency of the
heavy bomber. There’s the converted
B-24 used by Wendell Willkie on his
world-circling trip. There are other
experimental planes; some with 75
mm. cannon jutting from the nose,
a transport converted into a glider,
some B-24s, 25s, 26s and even a cap-
tured German light bomber.
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Undoubtedly the most famous of
all these aircraft is the Superfort
“Enola Gay.” On her proud and glit-
tering nose is painted the atomic in-
signia of the 509th Bomb Group and
the names of the crew who crouched
inside her belly as she took off one
day from an island in the Pacific.
In her bomb bay once rested the first
airborne atomic bomb. This was the
bomb that fell upon Nagasaki. The
Enola Gay and her famous com-
panions receive a perpetual sun bath
at Davis-Monthan while waiting for

a permanent resting place which is
to be set up somewhere in the Mid-
west.

To the people of vision among
Tucson’s steady stream of wvisitors,
the spectacle of the AAF’s “Hall of
Fame and Flame™ parked side-by-
side with Uncle Sam’s proverbial
“big stick™ means more than poignant
memories or the comfort of prepared-
ness—it typifies the role America
must take in shaping the peaceful
future of the world.
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OULDN T you like a well-paid job on a tidy white

boat sailing from San Diego or San Pedro, down
along, the coasts of Mexico and Central America? You
might go as far south as Peru, Ecuador, or the Galapagos
Islands. The work is the pleasant sport of fishing with a
bamboo pole for sleek, fighting fish weighing perhaps five
pounds, perhaps a hundred or more.

The tuna fishermen’s trade sounds wonderful, but
honest-to-goodness he-men are required for this fascinating,
but laborious and dangerous task.

San Diego is the sunny capital of the great California
tuna industry, and the tuna boat fleet is a familiar sight
along the waterfront of

/;, the harbor. The larger

R craft, called “clippers,”
/ are most impressive. Evolv-

R ing with the tuna canning

’ industry, their designs

, come from decades of
/  hard-won experience.

/. Here’s the shining

; Lucky Star, for example.
Launched in August, 1947,
106 feet long, powered
with mighty Diesel en-
gines, she carries her 14-
man crew over 10,000
miles without refueling. ¢
The refrigerated ‘“‘wells”
below her decks can hold
173 tons of fish—not sea-
weed nowadays, when one
albacore tuna brings from
five to eight dollars.
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by ROSCOE A. POLAND

drawing by Don Fitzgerald

Before collecting such neat sums for a tuna, it is
necessary to catch him. Let’s see how it is done.

The tuna is a gentlemanly member of the mackerel
family. He isn’t a scavenger, doesn’t like dirty water
and must be lured with live bait. The fisherman’s first
chore is to fill the bait tanks that stand on the upper
decks of tuna boats.

The bait consists of sardines and anchovies, taken
with nets along the Mexican Coast. Magdalena Bay,
in Baja California, is a favored locality that has fur-
nished thousands of tons of “chum,” as bait is called by
tuna men.

This essential small-fry isn’t netted as easily as gold-
fish are scooped from an aquarium. Boats sometimes
spend days sailing in vain searches. Then the water
may suddenly, unaccountably teem with the precious
little fellows.

While chum is often hard to find, the tuna are as
elusive as bachelors during Leap Year. It is not known
where they spawn. Much time is spent sailing from
one fishing bank to another, looking for schools of
fish. Like all fishermen, the tuna men know where
the fish should be, not necessarily where they are!

When a school is finally located, the fishermen stand
in “racks,” which look like small balconies with chain
railings, hanging around the stern of the boats. Their
bamboo poles are thick and strong, with stout lines
fastened to piano wire leaders. Best of all, from the
shuddering feminine viewpoint, the keen barbless hooks
require no bait. They're sketchily disguised with
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chicken feathers lashed on to resem-
ble the white squids tuna fish feed
upon. No reels are used.

The fish are attracted by scoops of
chum tossed overboard by the *“chum-
mer,” or bait man, who stands on the
bait tanks. The tuna swirl toward the
boat and soon begin striking on the
hooks. When caught, they're flung
back over the fishermen’s heads onto
the deck. The fish slip off the barb-
less hooks easily, and the lines are in-
stantly flung back among the surging
SUrvivors.

One man can land a 35-pound fish,
while heavier ones are pulled in by
teams of two or more men. When
working as teams, each man holds a
pole, but the lines run to a single
hook. A two-man “‘rig” brings up fish
weighing 65 pounds or so; while three
men haul out the 100-pounders. Four
men, or more, are needed for any-
thing heavier. Remember, these fight-
ers don’t hang like stockings on a
clothes line. Leaping high, and thrash-
ing about with furious energy, they
often manage to slip off the hooks.

The tuna in any given school are
of almost identical size, so the fisher-
men team up accordingly. Large fish
are impressive in pictures, but can-
neries prefer smaller ones of 40
pounds or less, because they are easier
to process.

Catching the first two or three fish
would be thrilling fun for you and
me. After that, it becomes plain,
back-breaking work, about as ro-
mantic as scrubbing the kitchen floor
and twice as hard. During a good
catch, a team may pull out four or
five good-sized fish a minute.

Last August, Nick and Leon Cor-

dileoni, brother-owners of the Maria
Joanna of San Diego, filled their
craft to the deck in less than three
days From that one trip they brought
in a cargo worth about $5000. But
how those boys earn their money!
They are often in waist-deep water
and danger always hovers close by.
The lines snap back when fish fall
off, the whizzing hooks a horrible
menace. The chummer, especially, has
to look out for their mangling points.

Sometimes a powerful fish pulls a
man overboard. Ploop! he goes, just as
in the cartoons—but it’'s not funny
here. His heavy clothing and boots
may pull him down before he can be
rescued.

Freak accidents occur, as in any
trade. A fish once leaped out of the
water and grabbed a man by the
throat. Fortunately, a nearby yacht
had a surgeon on board who saved
the man’s life.

Amateur fishermen ramble home-
ward at sunset, making generous esti-
mates of the big ones that escaped,
but not the tuna men. Fishing stops
at dark, but all hands turn to stowing
away the day’s catch in the wells,
which are kept constantly at 18 de-
grees Fahrenheit. Fish are stored just
as caught, for the canneries do all
processing. Stowing the catch is hard
work, but it used to be even harder.

Listen to Manuel Freitas, owner
of the Lucky Star: “Before the days
of tuna fishing for canneries, we had
no place to put ice in the boats. So
we had to clean, salt and pack every
fish. Our food also had to be all dry
because of no refrigeration. We'd
take along a few sacks of dry toast
and some salted meat. Nowadays, we
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have fresh food and a cook to prepare
it.”

The tuna boats go out the year
around, the best season being from
June through September. As the fish
move northward from below the
equator, many non-professional fisher-
men venture out in small craft. More
than 500 of these part-time fisher-
men have operated out of San Diego
in recent years. Others sail from Long
Beach, San Pedro, and other ports.

Four kinds of tuna are processed
by Southern California canneries:
striped, yellowfin, bluefin, and alba-
core. The latter is the patrician of
this aristocratic finny family, his
high-priced . flesh bringing him the
nickname, “goldmine of the sea.”

Aristocrats are often temperamen-
tal, and albacore are no exception.
About two decades ago, they disap-
peared from their usual haunts and
never a one was seen for 12 years!
When they suddenly reappeared, it
was off the coasts of Oregon and
Washington. No one knows the rea-
son for this vanishing act—or whether
it may happen again sometime.

While they were gone, the cheaper
but more abundant yellowfin became
the sought-for prize. Larger boats
were built in which to hunt them in
the waters around the far-off Gala-
- pagos Islands. That was the begin-
ning of the great tuna fleet of today.

Tuna boats sometimes meet un-
timely fates. In 1932 alone, six large
ones were lost at sea. In 1940, the
Belle Isle encountered some mysteri-
ous disaster. The last words from her
radio were casual and carefree, as she
cruised peacefully in the Gulf of
' Panama. Yet no trace of her or the

crew has ever been found. Perhaps a
Japanese submarine did her in, or
death may have struck in the form of
a chubasco—a ferocious hurricane.

The St. Anthony was caught by
one of these off Cape San Lucas,
Baja California. Waves 40 feet high
slammed the boat around unmerci>
fully, while an 80-mile an hour gale
smashed in the thick plate glass of
the pilot house. Captain Alioto, at
the wheel, narrowly escaped being
blinded, or cut to pieces. Yet he
brought his boat through to safety.

This makes us understand why
most tuna men are chaps whose an-
cestors battled the sea, in other lands.
Most of them are Portuguese de-
scendants of sturdy seafarers from
the Azores and Madeira Islands.
There are numerous Italians and some
Scandinavians in the trade.

Both the tuna men and their boats
served loyally and well during the
war. Hundreds of men served in the
Navy and scores of the boats were
used. The Navy classified them as YP
boats; typical Yank exuberance soon
changing this to “Yippee.” Used in
convoys, inshore patrols and supply
work, they became known as “errand
boys of the Pacific.”

The seas are peaceful once again,
but much effort is still required to
furnish us with the tasty tuna sand-
wiches and salads we enjoy. The tuna
men’s lives are still hard, lonely, and
full of dangers. Yet, like most proud
sea-farers, they wouldn’t trade their
jobs for any other, particularly on
shore. They are of a hardy race, men
who go down to the sea in ships to
wrest a precarious living from its
depths.
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. APCC operates it.

Contrary to the general conception of company
towns s this model California community.

COMPANY TOWN

Yy =

In the DESERT

by MAXINE BLOCK

OME 5,000 men, women and chil-
dren live beside prehistoric Searles
Lake on the sun-baked Mojave Desert

 in one of the most thoughtfully-con-
 ceived company towns in America.

The town is Trona, California, once a
lonely desert land dotted with sage
brush. All but a few of the residents
are employees of the American Potash
and Chemical Corporation whose fam-
ilies live as comfortably as other citi-
zens in non-company towns. APCC
workers, however, have additional ad-
vantages: they can either buy their
homes at cost or rent them on most
attractive terms. They also share in a

| unique plan whereby their food, dry

goods, entertainment and other ser-
vices are made available to them at
cost from company-operated facilities.

Trona itself is a complete, self-con-
tained desert com-
munity — a ‘“‘com-
pany town’ only
in the sense that

But it is as much
the residents’ town
as the company’s,
and American Pot-
ash wants it that

way. Workers recognize the fact that
what some people may call *“paternal-
ism™ is no more than a job well done
in looking after employees’ wants and
needs at no profit. APCC does not
participate in any profits accruing
from the village account. Tronans
shop in modern markets, department
and drug stores where prices are as
low, or lower, than in Los Angeles
stores. The Trona retail shops, the
theatre, the service station and bil-
liard hall—even the barber shop—
operate under the company’s rebate
system, first established in 1923.
Employees purchase non-transferable
scrip books in varying denominations,
turn in the book covers semi-annu-
ally for auditing, then get back a
cash rebate based on the amount of
scrip used. Should the mercantile de-
partment make, for
example, a ‘“net
profit” of 15 per
cent for the six
months’ period, an
employee who
turned in scrip
in the amount of
$1000 would get
a rebate of $150.
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Tronans’ night time diversions are
provided for by a modern motion
picture theatre, bowling alleys, bil-
liard tables and other amusement fa-
cilities. For employees and their fam-
ilies there are a tree-fringed swim-
ming pool, a golf course and tennis
courts—all free. Available for social
gatherings is a large clubhouse, while
the Trona Argonaut, a 12-page
weekly tabloid, and a fine library
provide news and intellectual stimu-
lation. More than 600 young Tronans
attend the Trona Unified Schools (a
school bus is provided), with the
school building serving as the meet-
ing hall for the town’s Speakers’
Forum. Here nationally-famous per-
sonalities make regular appearances.

Trona has two churches—Roman
Catholic and Community—as well
as a competently-staffed hospital that
furnishes APCC employees and their
families excellent medical, surgical
and dental care. Not the least of
Trona's attractions are nearby trout
streams and mountains, which offer
a constant invitation to the nimrods
and Izaak Waltons.

From the giant APCC plant be-
side the centuries-old “*dry” lake come
potash, borax, soda ash, salt cake and
a number of other products—all basic
chemicals vital to human existence.
Trona's labor relations are good and
are covered by an agreement with
the International Union of Mine,
Mill and Smelter Workers, Alkaline
Salt Workers’ Local 414. Employees
have a voice in the operations of the
Trona stores and services by virtue
of a union contract provision which
established a joint company-employee
advisory board. Although desert tem-
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peratures occasionally hit 115 de-
grees in July and August, labor turn-
over is relatively low. Nearly one-
third of the employees have been
with the company five years; 17 per
cent have served ten years or longer.
Some 126 workers, salesmen, super-
visors and executives, as well as the
secretary of the local CIO, own al-
most 5000 shares of company stock.

APCC employees live in Trona it-
self and in adjacent Pioneer Point, a
newly-developed subdivision. Work-
ers’ homes are equipped with air-
cooling devices and are protected by
all the normal services a busy com-
munity requires—police and fire de-
partments, sheriff’s office representa-
tives, a justice of the peace and other
municipal services. The company is
now building and selling a number of
new five-room homes in the Pioneer

Paint area, each costing approxi- |
mately $7100. These are available at |
cost to any employee of the company |

for a ten per cent down payment, with
financing handled through the bank.

APCC has in progress now a $7,
000,000 plant expansion program
which will bring more employees and
their families to Trona. Already
started is a new, long-range $1,000,-
000 community development program
designed to extend and enhance the
pleasant living conditions. This Amer-
ican Potash and Chemical village is
obviously vastly different from the
old-time conception of a company
town. Trona is a community of con-
tented, self-respecting citizens whose
living standards, both material and
spiritual, appear to be as high as
those in any comparable municipality
in the United States.

—— e



Misfits are on the way out, thanks to aptitude evaluation.

.....
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FOR 20 years, a Chicago grocery
clerk, vaguely unhappy with his
job, looked with irritation and hos-
tility each day at the bins of potatoes
and stacks of canned goods which sur-
rounded him.

*My job is too good to give up and
too poor to hang onto for life,” he
complained to a friend. “What shall I
do?”

“Get tested!” the friend, a soldier,
replied promptly. *“They didn’t know
what to do with me in the Army, but
after I took an aptitude test they put
me in the medical corps. It worked
out fine!”

Heartened by this counsel, the
grocery clerk invested $20 in an apti-
tude evaluation test, given by a repu-
table firm of psychologists.

After three hours with a trained
talent evaluator, the middle-aged clerk
was told: “It’s odd, but you possess
the exact aptitude pattern which a
good lens grinder should have. Ever
thought of such work for yourself?”

“No,” the amazed clerk replied.
“Do you think I should?”

Encouraged by the psychologist, he

(SQUARE PEGS

by LUCILLE WALLACE

manfully quit his job, went to school,
and got a job as an apprentice in an
optical factory. Two years later, he
was earning one and one-half times
what he made as a clerk and, more
important, was self-confident and con-
tented for the first time in his life.

The clerk’s experience is not un-
usual. Square pegs in round holes are
on the way out. The successful ex-
periences of the armed forces in eval-
uating and job-placing twelve million
soldiers has encouraged countless men
and women to make a post-war break
with tiresome routine by finding—
through testing—the exact fields for
which they are suited.

That’s what happened to an able
accountant for a large manufacturer,
who was on the verge of losing his
job because *‘his heart just isn’t in his
work,” according to the superior who
wanted to fire him.

Another official interceded and the
accountant was persuaded to take an
aptitude test. It confirmed his ability
to handle his work well. But, signifi-
cantly, the test also revealed the man
was high in unsuspected engineering
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talent.

“This man is disheartened by his
routine accounting chores,” the psy-
chologist said. “His work consists
solely of checking groups of figures
and he’s bored to death.

“But if you'll move him over to
the cost-accounting department, his
capacity for ‘structural visualization’
—inherent in good engineers—also
can be used to advantage in working
with charts, blueprints and graphs.
Such work is similar to that performed
in an engineering office. It may give
him the chance to combine his two
aptitudes, save his job, and make you
a valuable man.”

The company followed the psy-
chologist’s advice and the accountant
was transferred, with dramatically im-
pressive results. His enthusiasm for
his new assignment mounted as he
found short-cuts and money-saving
by-paths for his employers.

Within three years, he was head of
his department. A short time later,
as head of the entire division, he be-
came the superior of the man who
originally had recommended firing
him!

N PAST generations, the farmer’s

ambitious son became a farmer and
the tinsmith's dissatisfied boy still
evolved into a tinsmith. This heredi-
tary pattern in trades and professions
allowed for no deviations in people
and no differences in their basic in-
terests and abilities.

Fortunately, things are different to-
day. The youngster in his late 'teens
finds 20,000 different ways of earning
a living open to him, ranging from ad-
vertising to zoology. But unless he
chooses wisely and in conformity with
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his aptitudes, he is as likely as the
tinsmith’s son to find himself up a
blind alley.

Trained engineers and psychologists
have lifted aptitude evaluation from

the realm of mumbo-jumbo and fakery
to a highly dependable system of
pointing an individual toward fields—
not necessarily specific jobs—which
may require his natural abilities.

A railroad company reports a 90
per cent decrease In operating mis-
takes by employees who were placed
in their jobs after scientific testing.
An automobile manufacturer, trying
aptitude screening on new employees
in one department only, found that
these tested workers were 40 per cent
more efficient than the untested em-
ployees in all other departments.

That aptitude tests work well has
been spectacularly proved by the rec-
ord of a pioneer tester, Johnson
O’Connor, who started in the early
1920s as a young Harvard psychol-
ogist assigned to job-test workers at
the General Electric Company.

O’Connor’s results were so accurate
and impressive to businessmen and in-
dustrialists that he found a new job
made to order for him—helping others
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to discover and use their own apti-
tudes.

Today, as head of the Human En-
gineering Laboratories, psychologist
O’Connor has offices in ten cities and
has given tests to more than 75,000
men and women.

The Human Engineering Labs, un-
der O’Connor, have a master list of
13 aptitudes: personality, accounting
skill, creative imagination, structural
visualization, inductive reasoning, an-
alytical reasoning, finger dexterity,
tweezer dexterity, observation, mem-
ory for design, tonal memory, sense
of rhythm, and number memory.

Says O'Connor, “Most people have
five or six high aptitudes out of the
thirteen known. Some use none of
their aptitudes. Others utilize one or
two. Developing and using all your
aptitudes in exactly the right combina-
tion for a specific job or profession is
the surest key to success and content-
ment!”

O’Connor’s long experience has
shown that the “‘structural visualiza-
tion” aptitude, for example—one
which is useful to engineers and fac-
tory superintendents—is hereditary
and descends from father to daughter
and from mother to son.

A novel instance is provided by a
Massachusetts shoe magnate, who
yearned for his son to take over and
operate his thriving business.

“The son tried, but he couldn’t
make the grade,” relates O’Connor.
“Then the youth’s sister took an ap-
titude test and rated very high in
structure. Her father was persuaded
to give her a job in his shoe factory.
Within a short time, the girl had
mastered every operation and was run-

ning the whole show for her dad.”

Then there was the case of the un-
happy saxophone player in a New
Orleans jazz band, who realized that
he wasn’t doing just the thing that
made him happy. A testing psychol-
ogist, noting his high marks in tonal
memory and pitch discrimination,
asked, “Have you ever thought of
trying photography? For some odd
reason, these musical aptitudes also
are found in many successful pho-
tographers.” ,

The startled sax player was amused,
but he agreed to study photography
in his spare time. Before long, he quit
music to work in a photo studio, and
now has his own thriving camera busi-
ness.

Sometimes, an aptitude expert is
able to effect mental changes which
border on the psycho-analytical. One
man was hailed by his friends and
associates as ‘‘the perfect salesman
type.” Tall, considerate and affable,
friendliness oozed out of him. From
college days on people had solemnly
assured him, “You're just made for
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success in sales work, Harry!™
Harry be-
aﬂ; lieved it himself.
2 7 2 His remarkable
@Tj _%- personality won
== ’ e for him a suc-
cession of good
\ sales jobs he was
unable to hold.
- Ao At the end of
ten years, his
family and friends shook their heads
sadly and said they couldn’t under-
stand why “poor Harry,” with his
swell personality, can’t make a decent
living when he is a born salesman!™
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Finally, a visit to an aptitude lab-
oratory showed Harry that he wasn’t
a born salesman at all. *“To the con-
trary, you have a subjective person-
ality and your tests seem to indicate a
feeling for research work.”

Harry, electrified, almost jumped
from his seat. “I think you've got
something!™ he exclaimed. *‘Ever since
my sophomore year at the university,
I've had a yen to do economic re-
search.

“But well-meaning people kept urg-
ing me to go into business and become
a star salesman. I've flopped. Is it
too late to do what I want to do?”

Harry, at 32, went back to school
for some statistical and research
courses. Now 36, he is a well-adjusted
research worker for a large insurance
company, making a comfortable sal-
ary, though less than he would have
earned as even a moderately success-
ful salesman. “The devil with the in-
come!” he says. “I'm doing what I
was meant to do. That’s all that
counts.”

Then there was the Philadelphia
saleswoman who, despite a winning
personality, made a poor showing at
selling dresses. Her store gave her an
aptitude test in which, among other
things, she used tweezers to insert
100 blunt, headless pins into a flat
metal plate punched with 100 holes.

She showed marked “‘tweezer dex-
terity” and was urged to use it in a
new field unrelated to selling. Today
she is profitably employed in a watch
factory where such skill is in demand.

The same evidence of tweezer dex-
terity led a St. Louis youth who was
failing in his commerce studies to
switch over to medical school. “Your
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ability at handling the pins with
tweezers indicates you could use a
surgeon’s scalpel deftly,” commented
the psychologist who examined him.
Today the former commercial student
is interning at a famed hospital after
graduating from medical school with
top honors.

Finger dexterity, not necessarily re-
lated to tweezer skill, is determined
by having you pick up pins with the
fingers of one hand and inserting
them into holes within a given time.
If you possess this aptitude, you prob-
ably would do well in handicraft or
factory assembly work.

Such tests can be given to oldsters
as well as to ’teen-agers, since apti-
tudes are inherent and do not change
with the years.

An Oregon grandmother was left
penniless after the death of her hus-
band. She took a test and rated high
in “inductive and analytical reason-
ing.” These aptitudes were coupled
with a high degree of imagination
which impelled her interviewer to sug-
gest the craft of writing.

Obtaining,a newspaper librarian’s
job during the war, this 60-year-old
woman is the vigorous and successful
society editor of a small city daily.
Yet, the idea of applying for a writ-
ing position had never occurred to
her before her aptitude interview.

If you think you might be a square
peg, don’t guess about your capabili-
ties and limitations—learn the truth
from men who make it their business
to spot abilities and weaknesses in the
human make-up. An aptitude test
now may result in thousands of dollars
more per year for you in the not too
distant future!



Even the birds concede bim a niche in their Hall of Fame!
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by EVELYN HOLT

THERE’S a story circulating the
tree-tops that a young canary
came to his parents expressing a de-
sire to become a great concert artist
—perhaps someday to perform at
Canarygie Hall. The question was,
where could he find a teacher? His
father, a performer of no mean abil-
ity, thought and thought and thought,
and finally said, “My son, we will
send you to Fred Lowery."

This competitor of the feathered
artists, and one‘half of the team
Lowery and Rae, was born 39 years
ago in the small Texas town called
Palestine. Both his father, an en-
gineer for the Missouri Pacific lines,
and mother died shortly after Fred’s
birth, so he and his three sisters went
to live with their grandmother on a
cotton farm in Jacksonville, Texas.
At the age of two, a serious illness
resulted in the loss of most of his
vision. At seven, he entered the In-
stitute for the Blind at Austin.

During the school months, he paid
wandering attention to the three R’s
like any other little boy, but during
the summer he returned to his grand-
mother’s farm and cotton picking.
This was when he started giving the
birds trouble. They called to each
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other in the hot sun. A strange voice
answered. At first, the birds were
silenced by this social intruder, but
silence was too much for the treble
chatterers in the end, and again they
called to each other across the cotton
fields. The strange voice lost its
strangeness. It no longer interrupted
their conversations—it joined them.
It didn’t always make sense, that was
true, and it did have a certain tonal
fullness that was different. But the
birds, consciously or not, exchanged
their secrets with young Fred Lowery.

In school, Fred studied violin. By
the time he was ten, he realized he
would never play well enough to be
a great artist, nor could he see well
enough to read music in an orchestra.
He wanted to find something he could
do in the field of music however, so
he decided to put what he had learned
on the wviolin into whistling. He
bought a victrola, some classical rec-
ords, and practiced four and five
hours a day, mastering trills, chords,
double notes and the intricate modu-
lations and transitions he does so well
today. Fred Lowery spent all his time
whistling, ‘“‘even at meals—between
courses, between mouthfuls.” He was
determined to achieve volume first
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and quality afterwards.

With all this, he still found time
to be an outstanding athlete. At track
meets, he defeated all comers. Though
the sightless runners had to run in
lanes marked by wires, holding a
trolley-like stick looped over the wire
at each runner’s right, Fred Lowery
was able to run 100 yards in 10 3/5
seconds. He was a champion rope-
climber, and won national honors for
hurling a basketball. And, of course,
he went on whistling.

After graduation, he became a
staff member of radio station WFAA
in Dallas, giving concerts in his free
time. In 1934, he went to New York,
where he started on some sustaining
programs and finally made a guest
appearance on Rudy Vallee’s variety
program.

At a musicale he met his long-time
idol, John Charles Thomas. The two
of them combined talents on Home
On the Range. Vincent Lopez was
Fred’s next listener, and for the next
four and a half years, the whistler
traveled with the Lopez band. Then,
the big break came! Horace Heidt
heard Fred and signed him up on the
spot.

Heidt saw to it that Fred made solo
recordings for Columbia. His Indian
Love Call alone has sold over a mil-
lion copies. While with Heidt, Fritz
Kreisler honored the whistler with a
special arrangement of Caprice Vi-
ennois. With the band, he performed
for Franklin D. Roosevelt. He was
the first whistler to have a featured
part in a movie. He was featured on
all the Horace Heidt radio programs,
including the original “Pot o’ Gold™
show. He did frequent guest shots on
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various network shows. And in the
meantime, all over the country, Fred
Lowery records became increasingly
popular. His first three recordings
went over the half million mark by
1943, and are as popular now as they
were then. His cuttings include such
classical and light-classical favorites
as William Tell Overture, I Love Tou
Truly, Listen to the Mocking Bird,
All the World Is Waiting for the
Sunrise and Estrellita.

When Fred was starting with Hor-
ace Heidt, a single appearance on a
small radio station resulted in 3,500
requests for his photograph. His first
half dozen records assure him an an-
nual income of $5,000 for life.

In 1945, Horace Heidt disbanded
and the various featured artists struck
out on their own. On the band’s last
tour, “America’s Foremost Whistling
Virtuoso™ had teamed up with one
of Heidt’s vocalists, a bit of talent
and pulchritude named Dorothy Rae.
They had been such a success to-
gether wherever they played, they
decided to make a team of it. They've
been a team ever since, booked so
solidly that they haven’t been able to
get to their Hollywood homes for
more than a few days at a time in
the last three years.

Beautiful, talented Dorothy Rae,
called “The Girl with the Smile in
Her Voice,” was born in Duluth
around 24 years ago. Show business
was her cradle. At three, she started
to sing, dance and play piano for
amateur theatricals. Her next stop
was Hollywood, where she played bit
parts in the movies and did personal
appearances with several ‘‘kiddie’
revues on the Coast. By the time she
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had attained the ancient age of 11,
Dorothy was a dancing instructress
with several hundred pupils, many
of them older than she. On the side
she did singing engagements and was
an honor student in school.

Not too many years passed before
she was singing for Buddy Rogers’

band, yodeling with Spade Cooley’s
Western outfit and voice-dubbing for
such stars as Lana Turner and Joan
Crawford. Eventually, she caught the
ear of Horace Heidt and became one
of the four girls who called them-
selves the ‘“Sweet Singsters.” She
was promoted to featured girl singer
and started working with Fred
Lowery. She wrote novelties for the
two of them to do, of which her first
and most successful was Whistlin’ Joe
—their first recording together as a
team.

Dorothy has written about 20
songs, both words and music. Her
novelty tunes which she does alone,
or as duets with Fred, include Whist-
lin" Joe, Debutante’s Lament, Two-
Gun Fernando, and their most recent
release on Columbia, Whistle and Be
Happy.

Fred’s first loves are his six-year-
old son, Scooter, and wife, Gracie

— his childhood sweetheart. They

travel everywhere with him. Fred is
interested in baseball, photography,
“everything and everyone.” When
Dorothy isn’t writing songs or sing-
ing them, she takes out a talented
needle and makes her own clothes.

As a team, Lowery and Rae have
made friends and started fan clubs
all over the country. They've been
broadcasting guests of Harry James,
the King Cole Trio, Jack Smith and
the Hire’s program. Their biggest
ambition is to have a radio show of
their own.

The team has recently completed
engagements at the Hotel Bellerive
in Kansas City, Chase Hotel in St.
Louis, State Lake Theatre in Chi-
cago, Palace Theatre in Cleveland.
In May, they will open at the famous
Capitol Theatre in New York City.

Album covers have been issued to
hold any four of Fred’s records. In
October of last year, Columbia is-
sued the first all whistled album ever
made. Called “Whistling for You,”
the album includes Song of India, La
Paloma, Trees, Star Dust, La Golon-
drina, Old Folks at Home, Caprice
Viennois, and Song of the Islands
with Dorothy.

In the Lowery-Rae duo, Dorothy is
the canary, but Fred does the whis-
tling. And according to this man,
who knows, the lips in whistling
should be relaxed, not puckered.
Puckering minimizes the wind con-
tent of the mouth and creates a nar-
row rush of air and harsh tone.

“The lips should be held almost
normally,” he says, *“but firmly.
When you achieve good tone at any
pitch, you can start double-noting.
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To do this, you place the tongue as
if to make a T-sound, and permit the
air to flow over and under it.”

It’s as “easy’” as that to whistle
classical, popular, standard, cowboy,
novelty and semi-classical tunes. But
it’s easier yet to relax and enjoy the
combined talents of Lowery and Rae.
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The latest word from the tree-tops
is that Papa Canary is going along
with Junior for lessons. He says,
“Son, you know, I think I could
learn a thing or two from that Lowery
fellow. You see, he has a different
approach than we birds—whistling
is his work.”

Victor Hugo and His Double

NO man in gay Paree ever had a more entertaining time than the chap
who passed as Victor Hugo. He was only a poor pencil peddler, but
—with his big forehead, bushy beard and disordered hair—his resemblance
to the great writer was so striking that even commercial artists and pho-
tographers used him as a model of the real Hugo.

This was pleasant work, but it didn't furnish half the fun the peddler
got in other places. He used to ride home on the top of the omnibus, and
it often happened that he was spotted by some bourgeois. Later, an awed
Parisian would tell his wife. *“*Tonight I rode home with Victor Hugo!”
If the wife expressed her skepticism, her spouse would explain, “Oh, it
was quite by chance! The great man happened to be on the omnibus. And
when we parted, I want you to know that he shook hands with me!"

The pencil peddler knew how to make the most of a good thing. Night
after night, he would head for the Latin Quarter. In more than one cafe
he became a familiar figure, for he was not the kind to refuse any stranger
who, taking him for Pere Hugo, insisted on toasts in his honor.

Many times this drinking took place after midnight. Of course, many
a wife objected to her husband’s late homecoming, but that gentleman al-
ways had a good excuse. He would tell of the impressive meeting with the
world-famous writer, then add, ‘] offered our poet one bock and then
another. He never refused, and he talked literature with me the whole time.
You can understand that when one has Victor Hugo for his guest, it
isn't the custom to get up and leave before the night is over!™

There is no telling how long the pencil peddler’s racket might have
lasted. But then, quite suddenly, the real Victor Hugo died. Thereupon
the grateful “double”™ made his most generous gesture. He offered to deliver

the funeral oration.

But Hugo's family did not seem to appreciate the

honor. They turned him down cold.—]James Aldredge.

IT happened on the subway, where a student was hurriedly scanning a

newspaper.

Although he must have been annoyed by the people on

either side who hung over him in a continuous attempt to read the news,
he said nothing. Then, as the train slowed for the 116th Street station, the
student rose, deliberately tore the paper through the middle, and with a
bow handed a piece to each of his astonished seat-mates.

IN the Presbyterian burying ground at Cooperstown, New York, is an old
tombstone whose inscription reads: “Mrs. Susannah, the wife of Mr.
Peter Ensign who died July 18, 1825, aged 54 years—Lord, she is thin!"
Above the last word can be faintly seen the final *‘e™ which the stone-cutter
vainly attempted to insert after making the error.
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Billion-Dollar RACKEITY

Seeing is not believing; at least
not in the world of old masters!

HEN fat Hermann Goering
liberated the art treasures of
| Europe and installed them in his own
estates and galleries, lovers of art
mourned and vowed vengeance on the
corpulent Nazi.

But the art lovers had the last
- laugh just before Goering swallowed
poison in his Nuremberg cell. A
bland, self-assured Dutchman named
Hans van Meegeren confessed to
Netherlands police that he had un-
. loaded $3,000,000 worth of faked art
treasures on gullible collectors, his
prize sucker being the greedy Luft-
waffe leader. Goering had been out-
smarted for once in his rascally career.
- Accepting forger Van Meegeren’s of-
ferings in good faith, Goering
swapped 173 worthwhile pictures—
including many rarities—for a hand-
ful of spurious Vermeers actually
painted by Van Meegeren.

For the Dutch art faker had
studied every brush stroke of the
master and every recorded incident
in the great Vermeer’s history. In-
- ternationally-famed connoisseurs con-
- fessed themselves baffled by the ex-
- cellence of the forgeries when studied
side by side with genuine Vermeers.
Small wonder that Goering had hun-

grily snapped up the fakes!

Unfortunately, many honest col-
lectors throughout the world today
are being duped as thoroughly as the
infamous Goering was at the hands
of Van Meegeren. Indeed, one noted
art dealer who prudently remains
anonymous when he speaks on this
tender subject, asserts that 15,000
fraudulent masterpieces were bought
in a single year by dealers and col-
lectors in the United States and
Canada.

“The faking of Sevres chinaware
alone has become a juicy $10,000,-
000-a-year racket,” he says. “Many
of the art frauds never are uncov-
ered simply because collectors are
understandably reluctant to have
their judgments assailed.

“One New York magnate with a
rich and varied collection for years
has known that a prized Rembrandt
is a hoax. He paid $30,000 for it and
thought he landed a bargain. Now,
rather than subject himself to gibes
and laughter, he suffers in silence
and discreetly offers no comment
when his guests rhapsodize over the
picture.”

Another expert quips: “Corot is
known to have painted 3,000 pic-
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tures. At least 10,000 of these are in
North America!™

Yet our swindled collectors have
important company among other vic-
tims of art racketeers. The late
Kaiser Wilhelm gladly paid $40,000
for a wax bust by da Vinci. He was
disillusioned when German art ex-
perts found it was too much of a
bust. They dug out bits of 1913
newspapers in the composition of the
figure, proving it was a clever imi-
tation.

Even the great Baron Rothschild,
reputedly the final authority on art
matters, was tricked to the tune of
$50,000 spent for a fraudulent *‘an-
tique” enamel work. And the British
Museum itself boasted about its an-
cient funeral vase from Mexico, as-
sertedly of Auztec origin, until the
London climate acted up and ex-
posed the vase as a swindle. Clammy
fog and dampness caused the treas-
ured piece to crack and peel. Dis-
mayed curators gaped when they
saw that an ingenious imitation had
been fashioned around the shapeless
fragments of an authentic urn.

ODAY, because of their dread

of inflation, wealthy collectors
are falling over each other to snatch
up every alleged masterpiece. In
times of economic stress, genuine art
treasures keep their value and even
increase in dollar worth. But three
out of five collectors, according to
art sleuths, are being hoodwinked.

These art sleuths should know,
for it is almost impossible to deceive
a trained art detective. Such an ex-
pert is Sheldon Keck, restorer for
the Brooklyn Museum, who has used
the latest instruments of science to
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detect cunning forgeries and to re-
pair rotted but genuine works of the
masters.

Keck takes numerous microphoto-
graphs of suspected paintings and
uses X-rays to reveal hidden clues
which may lead to verification of a
picture’s origin or to rejection of it
as a fraud.

An honest art dealer came to Keck
one day and said:

“I have a painting with me which
I have sold for $85,000. Something
about this picture troubles me. If it’s
the real thing, I'll be relieved to
know it. If it’s phony, then I want
to know that too and I'll cancel the
sale!™

Keck’s scientific scrutiny proved
the work was a forgery. The dealer
sighed and ruefully told the truth to
the would-be purchaser.

But not all art merchants are so
conscientious. A prosperous West
Coast dealer is said to have his own
scientific laboratory in which he pre-
tests his pictures. Even when his find-
ings are calamitous, this peddler of
“originals™ says nothing and sells the
fakes with glib assurances as to their
great value.

Paintbrush Sherlocks use the ultra-
violet lamp to show if old masters
have been retouched. They know that
varnish fluoresces under the lamp, but
re-paintings do not.

If a signature is forged, it will stand
out in accusing contrast to the rest of
the painting. Any spurious brush-
work, though done as carefully as Van
Meegeren aped Vermeer's technique,
is relentlessly exposed by ultra-violet.

X-rays are utilized to cut below the
surface of a painting. Using micro-
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photography, art investigators blow up
tiny details of a picture which they
compare with other blow-ups of an
old master’s known brushwork. Pho-
nies stand out like so many sore

thumbs.

If an investigator is still in doubt,

however, he may use a micro-sectioner,
a special instrument resembling a hol-
low, abbreviated hypodermic syringe.
He plunges this gadget into a corner
of the painting, extracts a sample of
the various layers of paint, and chemi-
cally analyzes each segment. Paints
of modern manufacture are revealed
by this method.

The art detectives have become
wise to all techniques of the art forg-
ers. They know that it is a simple
process to manufacture cracks in

paint: the faker simply applies a lac-
quer which, when heated, pulls at the
underlying paint and causes it to crack

in a simulation of the ravages of age..

But this lacquer gimmick doesn’t
affect the gesso, a coating on the can-
vas, which remains flat and smooth if
it has been recently applied. By rub-
bing away the color and examining
the gesso underneath, the fraud hunt-
ers can say if a painting has been
aged artificially.

And if the forged signature of a

famous painter is newly applied to an
old work by an unknown, the art
sleuths will know about it because the
new paint fills up ancient cracks—a
tell-tale clue.

To age their new productions, tal-
ented art crooks may brush their pic-
tures with limewater and leave them
for a month or two in a dank cellar.
After this manufactured mildew, the
“old masters™ may be ligt...,; sprinkled
with soot to resemble the dust of cen-
turies. Even phony flyspecks are ap-
plied in this fashion.

Statues also are aged realistically
and foisted on moneyed buyers as the
best works of long-dead sculptors.
It’s simple to give a statue the patina
of age.

The art faker chips his completed
work with a chisel, then applies sand
and acid to dull his tool marks. Next,
he washes the statue with a watered-
down solution containing green vitriol.
When rubbed afterward with flannel,
the statue possesses the greenish tinge
of old marble.

But the ultra-violet machine inex-
orably exposes statuary frauds, too.
The fake work is revealed as whitish
in hue, but true old marble appears
purple under the magic light.

Ivory also is frequently misrepre-
sented. A Chicago collector paid $800
for an alleged African statuette of
great age. When an expert saw it,
he snorted:

“That ivory piece is a brilliant fake!
Its cracks were produced by dipping
the newly-carved ivory into a vat of
boiling water, then holding the piece
near an open fire to cause rapid ex-
pansion and cracking.

“Next, the crook rubbed tobacco
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juice over the figure to give it the
mellow look of old ivory. Test it un-
der ultra-violet and you’ll see I'm
right.” He was.

Astute as they are, today’s art fak-

ers can't hold a candle to the great

Rubens, who mass-assembled ersatz art
works by the dozens.

Rubens laid out his compositions;

Swing
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skilled pupils did the fill-in work for
him, and the maestro himself added
some finishing touches and his signa-
ture.

Even now, collectors are baffled in
appraising the alleged works of Ru-

_bens. They'll never be certain whether

A

he did one-fourth, one-half, or all of
any “Rubens™ picture offered by the
most reliable dealers!

Fingerprinting For Your Diamonds

M

ORE than 100 million dollars worth of jewels are stolen in the United
States every year, with some sectors receiving particular attention.

Miami Beach, for instance, wintertime mecca of millionaire tourists, offers
particularly lush pickings, and is plagued by jewel robberies every season.

But the end is in sight.

Research scientists in New York are rushing to completion an X-ray
device which will make identification of precious gems as sure and simple

as fingerprint identification of human beings.
the grain pattern of jewels in one-millionth of an inch detail.

The machine photographs
Since that

grain pattern is different in every jewel, the identification it furnishes is

positive, incontrovertible.

When the device is marketed and put into use, the thief who customarily
steals gems will be cut off from his source of revenue. Stealing will be no
more difficult, but it will be almost impossible to dispose of the loot for profit.

All jewels will be “fingerprinted” and catalogued, so that a dealer may
X-ray any jewel and check the photograph against a register to determine
the stone’s rightful owner. No front man or fence will dare peddle stolen
gems to legitimate dealers; and, of course, sale to private individuals is ex-

tremely dangerous.

The invention is the work of Dr. George Firth, of the Manhattan Re-
search Laboratories. Dr. Firth has been working on it for slightly more than
a year and a half. A model has already been built, and commercial produc-

tion will begin in a few months.

The machine will cost close to $3,000.

Diamonds, rubies, sapphires and all other precious stones may be photo-

graphed with equal effectiveness.

When this has been accomplished gen-

erally, insurance rates will drop on jewelry. And many hundreds of Ameri-
can jewel thieves will be forced to turn their hands to some new trade.

—Paul Shawver.

C)enferpiece

ANE HARKER was secretary to a Hollywood talent scout for two and
a half years before her own talent was discovered. Now she is the proper

of Warner Brothers. She appeared in The Time, The Place and The Gi:{
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1. Emily Kimbrough, co-author of Our Hearts We
Young and Gay, brings Hollywood anecdotes
Kansas City.

2. Cowboy star Merle Travis says “howdy” to WI
listeners.

3. E. W. Phelps, manager of the Kansas City Sw.
and Company plant, receives the Distinguishe
Award for Service to Safety from Sidney William

assistant to the president of the National Safe
Council.

4. John Thornberry, WHB's Man in the Bookstor
interviews author Robert St. John at the openin
of the new Methodist Bookstore. (See page 7.)
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- Ioredenh'ng ALBERT F HILLIX
Swing nominee %r

by MORI GREINER

RECISE, acute Albert F. Hillix

has assumed leadership of the Kan-
sas City Chamber of Commerce, a
vital and progressive group. To it, he
brings liberal views, a fine sense of
proportion, and a dry, crackling wit
guaranteed to add spice to executive
sessions and new-found energy to the
indolent.

For worshippers of the cynical lat-
ter-day novelists, however, Mr. Hillix
is apt to be a disappointment, since he
bears little resemblance to the Babbitt-
like Chamber official of popular fic-
tion. His thinking is accurate and un-
muddied. Moreover, he detests
speech-making and is constitutionally
opposed to those perennial favorites
of luncheon clubs, creamed chicken
cn toast and new green peas.

Even though the welcoming of dis-
tinguished visitors is an undeniable
duty of the Chamber of Commerce, it
has more serious and much more im-
portant functions. It is to these the
new president chooses to devote him-
self.

The Kansas City Chamber of Com-
merce, like the chamber of commerce
of any other city, is an affiliation of
businessmen. It provides research, in-
formation and protective services for
business firms of the area; plans and
supports a comprehensive program for
community betterment; it has in times
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past, and could again, advertise Kan-
sas City to the nation; and it fur-
nishes an organization that is set up
and ready to go—prepared to grapple
with problems or grasp opportunities
as they present themselves. The basic
aim is to make Kansas City the best
possible place in which to live—an
end toward which geographic location
and natural endowments aid mightily.

Growth, the Chamber feels, is im-
portant to raise the living standard of
the community; but it emphasizes that
growth alone is not enough. There
must be selectivity. New industries
must be chosen carefully, and per-
suaded to relocate in Kansas City.

The cornerstone of the Chamber
of Commerce is enthusiasm, and faith
in the city’s destiny is its doctrine.
That doctrine is preached constantly
to industrial leaders in other cities, to
transportation officials, to farmers and
livestock men of the area, and to Kan-
sas Citians themselves.

A discussion of Chamber of Com-
merce functions offers a choice of
pitfalls. It may be general and un-
satisfactory; or specific and intermin-
able. Even a partial list of activities
in which the Chamber is currently en-
gaged would be twice as long as your
arm, but not nearly so interesting.
Every piece of proposed state or na-
tional legislation, for instance, is ex-
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amined to determine its possible ef-
fects on Kansas City public and social
life, and recommendations are made
to support or oppose each bill. Trans-
portation by river, rail, highway and
air is a vital field of activity. ‘“Nat-
ural™ transportation routes made Kan-
sas City in the days of steam boats,
covered wagon trains, early railroads
and pioneering airlines. No one wants
to see the city lose its advantages by
failure to maintain Kansas City as
the *“‘air crossroads of the nation.™

Regular boards of the Chamber
stimulate discussion designed to foster
fair play between management, labor
and the public. The downtown traffic
problem is being studied, street by
street. In every freight case heard
before the Interstate Commerce Com-
mission, a representative is present to
secure the most favorable rates pos-
sible for Kansas City. An extensive
convention program is carried on, the
purpose of which is to keep attend-
ance at a profitable level, but con-
sistent with the best interests of the

community. Tax studies are conducted.

Industrial research, to encourage new
products and services, is supported.
There is an active program toward ex-
pansion of existing industries. Infor-
mation on improved agricultural tech-
niques is disseminated, aimed at in-
creasing production in the Midwest
and benefitting Kansas City by a
larger volume of goods shipped in for
sale, resale and processing.

These, understand, are only a very
few of the exertions going forward
right now. In the main, they are car-
ried on by a highly-trained staff of
specialists. But the administration of
the Chamber, which changes from

March, 1948

year to year, can do a great deal by
advising on policy and improving the
efficiency of the established organiza-
tion.

But of all Chamber of Commerce
functions, the most important is the
leadership it offers the community. As
president, Albert Hillix is in reality
a leader among leaders—not an en-
tirely new role for him, since he was
an officer in both wars, and attained
the rank of colonel.

In 1917 he was a year below draft
age, but enlisted and became a lieu-
tenant in the Air Force, serving as a
pilot and as an instructor in aerial
gunnery.

In 1942 he was a year over draft
age, but volunteered again and was
commissioned a major. Two weeks
later, being loaded into a large open
bed truck with others of his rank for
an inspection tour of their indoctrina-
tion base, he heard a nearby corporal
whistle softly. *“Golly,” the man
grunted, “there goes a ton and a half
of majors!”

When the 3,000 pounds of gold-
leafed officers completed their train-
ing, they were sent out over the earth.
Hillix reported to Yakima, Washing-
ton, to take command of the aviation
mechanics school there. Three months
later he became commanding officer
of the Army air base at Pueblo, Colo-
rado. It was at Pueblo that he grew
grass.

Hillix, a lieutenant-colonel by then,
believed in the grass. The fact that
other people couldn’t see it didn't
shake his faith. Throughout the South-
west spread the legend of *“‘Colonel
Hillix’s grass.”

The soil around Pueblo was barren,
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and occasional high winds blew dust
which played havoc with airplane en-
gines. Grass, decided the Colonel,

would solve the problem.

So grass seed was sown, tons of it.
Across the dusty base hundreds of
little signs appeared. ‘‘Keep Off the
Grass,” they admonished.

Weeks passed. In spite of water,
prayers and anxious scrutiny, nothing
sprouted from that sterile earth save
the tiny signboards.

The situation became increasingly
humorous, but not to the C.O. He
had said grass and there would be
grass.

- Only there wasn’t.

Of course, it was confusing to the
uninitiated. There was the young
pilot, for example, who halted his
crew to point out one of the lonely
placards standing forlornly on an ex-
panse of sun-baked sand.

“Look,” he said, “What do you
see?”

“Nothin’.”

“Where do you mean, Cap’'n?”

“Over there,” the pilot explained.
“I want you fellas to look at that
grass.”

“There ain’t no grass there, Cap-
tain. Nothing but a sign. There ain’t
a blade of grass within two-three
miles.”

“That’s what you think,” the cap-
tain told him. “Don’t ever make that
mistake again. I want you to know
that I was confined to quarters for
24 hours for walking across that very
grass!™

Did the Colonel’s grass ever grow?
No. At least, not enough of it to de-
serve mention. But he did contrive, in
the face of repressed hilarity, to raise

a considerable crop of vegetation of
one sort and another. It held the soil
and saved the engines—which was
what he wanted, after all.

Lieutenant Colo-
nel Hillix was a
better administra-
tor than his garden-
ing might indicate,
however. The
Pueblo base, rated
“unsatisfactory™
when he took over,
received an In-
spector General's
report of ‘“‘excellent™ by the year’s end.

It was a clear demonstration of his
basic philosophy that determination
overcomes all obstacles. ‘“‘Believing is
the important thing,” he says. “‘Be-
lieving with all your might. Once
your mind is really set to an accom-
plishment, nearly anything is possi-
ble.”

After 15 months in Colorado, Hil-
lix was transferred to Chicago, where
he became procurement executive for
the Army Air Forces. In the course
of his 20-month tour of duty there,
he supervised over four billion dollars
worth of AAF contracts. In April of
1945 he was promoted to the rank of
colonel.

Albert Hillix—successful, immacu-
lately-groomed city lawyer—Ilikes to
refer to himself as a farm boy. He
attributes his upper-80’s golf game to
coordination he developed pitching
Platte County hay. But no one takes
much stock in it, not even these who
happen to know he was born in Wes-
ton, Missouri, just over 50 years ago.

From Weston high school he went
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to the University of Missouri, joined
Phi Gamma Delta and took an A. B.
degree. He taught Latin and English
at Plattsburg high school for a year,
then left to join the Army.

After the war, he enrolled in the
George Washington law school, work-
ing his way through as an auditor in
the income tax unit of the Treasury
Department. For a year he was as-
sistant personnel officer for the in-
come tax office.

When admitted to the Missouri bar,
he became city attorney of Weston—
largely, he says, on the reputation of
an uncle who had held the office 44
years. He kept the post eight years,
spending the $35 annual salary in
commuting expenses. His office was
in Kansas City. He was the city’s first
specialist in tax law.

Mr. Hillix has been in the tax law
field ever since, and has established
himself as an expert. In the early
days, nearly 80 per cent of his busi-
ness came from other lawyers—
mostly cases with a hopeless look.

Many men are “family” men, but
not in the sense of Albert Hillix. His
wife and two daughters have always
had full priorities on his time and
interest. Now he has a grandson, four
months old, whose picture he keeps
in his desk. “It's a booby-trap,” he
explains. “Fellow will edge off when
he sees a grandfather reach for his
pocket. I keep this picture in a
drawer, where I can whip it out for
display purposes before my audience
has a chance to get away.”

Hillix is the first practicing at-
torney to hold the Chamber of Com-
merce presidency. A number of peo-
ple wonder how he finds time for the
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job. “I owe it to the city,” he says,
“so I'm taking the time. Kansas City
has always been awfully good to me.”

For the Chamber, Mr. Hillix has
outlined a practical program embrac-
ing positive action on flood control, a
return in all businesses to prewar
standards of courtesy, an area plan for
conversion to war production on short
notice, further support of the new
county charter and city bond program.
He exhorts his associates to take a
leading part in social and economic
affairs affecting the community or
the nation. He advocates full equality
for the Negro race, in practice as well
as theory, and fights for it in biting,
stinging terms.

For mild-mannered Mr. Hillix, who
is reasonable and logical almost to a
fault, is quite capable of making him-
self plain when the pale terms of
everyday conversation prove inade-
quate.

The editor of a small daily news-
paper learned this. He had doggedly
refused cooperation with the Army,
and nipped at its heels at every op-
portunity. Finally, he was brought to

terms by Hillix. When he emerged
from the room where Hillix, in high
dunder, had set him straight on sev-
eral issues, he hurriedly confided to
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' the adjutant something many people
have felt, ““One thing about that fella
in there—he has no trouble expressing
himself!”

Of all the problems facing Kansas
City, Hillix feels housing is the most
' pressing. Chamber efforts to import
. new industry are lost unless adequate
living quarters can be furnished the
workers.

“A system which fails to house its
citizens humanely,” he says, “is a
system with a critical weakness.”

In a recent speech to the Real
Estate Board, Hillix made his position
clear. He spoke as a private citizen,
without title, but the Chamber of
Commerce has subsequently endorsed
his pointed remarks. Although Hillix
| disclaims the role of crusader, it was
a fighting speech.

He piled statistic on statistic to em-
' phasize the local situation, with spe-
cial attention to veteran needs. He
made a plea for the Taft-Ellender-
Wagner bill, which would make great

progress possible in the building in-
dustry, and reduce the cost of build-
ing—even with present methods—by
nearly a third.

He said he wanted to keep govern-
ment out of business, and presumed
realtors did, too.
But if they didn't,
he assured them he
had a sure-fire
formula for hand-
ing the building in-
dustry over to gov-
ernment by popular
demand. Then, step
by sickening step, he went over the
exact do-nothing-but-confuse policy
which the National Association of
Real Estate Boards is following today.
It was quite a speech. And let it not
be thought that Mr. Hillix is an
evangelist. Oh, no. The new Chamber
president merely handed a lighted
cannon-cracker to some real estate
friends of his and walked away.
Smiling.

Hadio's Pig Latin

IF you think you know your broadcasting slanguage, try to match up the
following scrambled bits of radioana. Answers on page 68.

Clambake

Disc jockey
Across-the-board
Creeper
On-the-nose
Marry

Kicking the needle
Hog-calling contest
Spiel

10. Omelette

11. Schmaltzing it

12. Cushion

13. On the cuff

VO T oA

A job done without payment

An actor who inches up to the mike
Running on time

An announcer who chats between records
A program running five times weekly
To fill in time with extra music or plug
Playing sentimental music

Commercial copy

A series of bad programs

General audition for announcers

Using too much force

To link together two speeches

A program hurriedly gotten together .



They Want Your Opinion

ARMED with little more than sharp pencils, America's inquisitive public
opinion pollers have turned the old *“Question and Answer™ game into
a million dollar business.

Last year alone, 5,000 interviewers quizzed two million Americans on
everything from the newest presidential candidate to the little woman's cook-
ing. The bills were paid by hundreds of business firms, private groups and
government agencies who cleverly have been convinced that they can sell
their products and ideas only if they know what you are thinking.

Taking polls has become a complex with many businessmen. Sixty-five
of the nation's largest corporations regularly measure public opinion on
bitterly discussed issues, and one steel magnate even polled his workers to
learn what they really thought of him.

Actually, Uncle Sam is the nation’s top opinion seeker. Dr. George
Gallup, one of the *“Big Three' among opinion pollers (the other two being
Elmo Roper and the University of Chicago's National Opinion Research
Center), estimates that government agencies annually spend five times as
much on polls as do American businessmen.

There is very little information about you which does not find its way
into some government poll. Your ideas on the latest tax form are carefully
noted by the Treasury, while the Public Health Service keeps tab on the num-
ber of colds you catch, and the Federal Reserve Board traces your spending
habits. The State Department alone refuses to disclose whether or not it polls
national opinion.

While a public opinion poll is based on the simple idea that from the
opinions of a few members of any group, the opinions of the entire group
may be predicted, asking the right questions of the right people is not as
simple. The quizzers still shudder when they remember the 1936 Literary
Digest presidential poll which forecast a Republican victory and nearly
wrecked the infant straw vote industry. Students of this fiasco claim there
was not sufficiently wide representation in the number of people queried,
and hence the poll failed to reveal how the nation really felt about the
major candidates.

With another crucial national election just around the calendar, the
pollers are determined not to make the same mistake. Today's polls are
based on the widest possible cross-section of opinion.

The opinion seekers were in their heyday during World War II when,
for the first time in history, a public opinion poll was conducted before a
country was invaded. Specially trained agents infiltrated into North Africa
before that invasion to learn what the natives really thought about the
Allies, and thousands of Germans unwittingly answered the same question
before the Normandy strike. The results were used principally in psycho-
logical warfare.

Like other American customs, the opinion poll has been adopted by
countries around the world, but often with strange results. In Lebanon
the interviewer must be as tall as the person being interviewed, and must
be a member of the same caste. Frequently Latin American people are too
polite to give the frank answers which add so much spice to our polls.

Thanks to the opinion seekers, future scholars will have ample evidence
of our strange ways to ponder. They will discover that the modern Amer-
ican wife wants the word “‘obey™ deleted from the marriage ceremony, while
her husband prefers a good companion to a good cook. The scholars will
probably linger longest over a poll being taken by a college professor who
is studying American sex habits. So far he refuses to reveal his findings,
but admits to having 20,000 “‘cases™ in his files!—Frank Gillio.




It was a little thing maybe,
but awfully smportant to Petrey.

It shouldn’t bhave happened at all.

by FAVIUS FRIEDMAN

OW was I going to know that

anything like that would hap-
pen? I wasn’t trying to brush off the
kid, even if Laura seems to think so.
Petey’s my son and I love the little
guy. Look how I bought him a bike
and new roller skates. He didn’t even
have to ask me. And then, sending
him off to that fancy summer camp.
Did I have anything like that when
I was ten years old?

So, maybe I ought to talk to him
more when I come home at night, take
him into our conversation more. Only
I'm always so bushed after a day at
the office. All I want to do is sit
down after dinner, read the Holly-
wood Reporter and Variety, and then
go on to bed. But I do love the kid.
I'm nuts about him.

It wasn’t the black eye he got that
I minded so much. All kids get them
some time or another. But it’s the
way I let him down, that’s what
hurts. Now I see I was stupid; I can
see it now, after it’s too late. What
makes it worse is that Petey isn’t
angry with me. Even now he acts
like his old man is still a pretty good
Joe. It’s Laura who’s sore; she’s really
burning, and I guess I can’t blame
her.

Well, I'll give you the whole
thing, even if it isn’t pretty. It sure
shows me up as a hell of a parent,
but I see I had it coming.

Anyway, one night last week I
was reading in the living room, while
Laura and Petey were finishing up
the dinner dishes. I could hear them

off in the kitchen, laughing and jok-
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ing the way they always do. Then,
Petey comes in and asks me to tell
him some funny stories. I just
couldn’t think of any—or said I
couldn't—so Petey said, **Shucks, Pop,
you write 'em all day long, why
can't you remember some?”

Well, how can you explain to a
ten-year-old that a press agent doesn’t
originate gags? If he did, he'd be get-
ting $750 or $1000 a week from Jack
Benny or Fred Allen or some of the
other radio comics. All he does is
thumb through a lot of tired joke
books, lift a joke and freshen it up
with maybe a new twist, then put his
client’s name in there somewhere and
plant it with some columnist like
Skolsky or Skinny Johnson. Kids
don't understand a routine like that,
now do they? How could they under-
stand?

But Petey is a

Swing
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them.

So I went back, got out my port-
able and looked through an old Joe
Miller I had in my desk, then typed
out three or four gags I figured hed
get a chuckle out of. I didn't bother
to change them much; just a word
here or there, to bring them up to
date. Then I took them in to Petey.
“Here you are, son,” I said, like a
dope, “right fresh out of the type-
writer.” That’s all I meant, I swear.
It never occurred to me he’d think I
really made them up.

Anyway, he took the typed sheet,
read it quickly, then said, “‘Gee, Pop,
these are meat. Thanks.” I figured
I'd made him happy, so I went back
to my magazine and Petey went into
his own room. I just didn’t think any
more about it.

Laura came into the living room

and I forgot all

pretty insistent lit- [~
tle guy; he never SR
lets up once he gets
something in his
mind. So finally I
said, “Okay, you
know I'm not very
good at telling
stories. I'll go back
to the den and type
out a couple for
you.”

That seemed to
tickle him. “How
long will it take,
Pop?” he asked, all
excited.

“Oh, just a few
minutes,” I said,
never dreaming
what he'd do with

OUR BACK COVER is the inscrut-
able Sphinx of Egypt.
courtesy Trans World Airlines.)

about the jokes, un-
til I went in to get
Petey off to bed.
~ There he was,
" stretched out on
his stomach on the
floor, studying
those fool jokes.
““Hey,” I said,
“*what are you
doing, memorizing
them or some-
thing?”

“Sure,” he said,
with a grin. Then
he tucked the sheet
of paper into a
pocket of his Levis.
Well, I talked to
him a few minutes
about his school

o

(Kodachrome
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work, kissed him good night and
went out to the kitchen to make my-
self a drink. How could I know what
he was thinking?

The next day was like any other
day at the office, only more so. Along
about three o’clock I felt myself com-
ing down with a cold, so I told my
. secretary I wasn’t feeling well and
- left. Driving home I decided to stop
at a toy shop and buy Petey a little
present, one of those Western six-
shooters or something. But I couldn’t
find any place to park along the
Boulevard, and I told myself I'd bring
him something another time.

Come to think of it, the kid
wouldn't have wanted anything from
me just then, not after what he had
gone through at school.

Because when I got into the house
I could hear voices in the bathroom.
I knew Petey was home because I'd
had to move his bike from the middle
of the driveway. I called Laura, but
she didn't answer. Then I heard
| Petey say, in a kind of strained whis-
“Hey, there’s Pop!”

That sounded strange, so I walked
back to the bathroom to see what
- was up. Well, there was Laura stand-
- ing over Petey, who was sitting on
the edge of the tub. She was holding
a wet cloth to his eye. I could see
what seemed to be a good-sized
lump; his nose was skinned, and he
didn’t look at me, even though I was
standing right there in the doorway.
Neither would Laura; she wouldn’t
- look at me at all. She just went right
on patting that wet cloth on the kid’s
eye.

“What goes on?” I said.
hurt? Let me take a look.”

“Is Pete

“It’s all right, Pop,” the kid mum-
bled, still not looking at me. “It’s all
right.” He sounded pretty subdued.

“What is it?” I asked again. “‘Did
you fall off your bike, or were you
fighting?”

“I was fighting,” he said, “but I'm
not hurt, Pop. It's all right.”

“No, it’s not all right,” Laura
burst out. I could see she was furious.
“Any time a grown man would do a
thing like that to his own son—"

“What is this?”" I wanted to know.
“Why am I in the dog house?”

“Mom, I told you not to say any-
thing to Pop!™ Petey said. I could see
he was about ready to cry. “It isn’t
really Pop’s fault, Mom. I told you.”

“You go on to your own room,
dear,” Laura soothed the kid. “T’ll
come in and stay with you in a few
minutes.”

Petey went out, giving me an odd,
pleading look, but he didn’t say any
more. That eye was pretty bad; it
was swollen almost shut. But, hell, I
thought, consoling myself, all kids
get into fights and get black eyes.
This should be over in a few days.
What was all the shooting about? I
turned to Laura. “Well, tell me—"

“I'll tell you!” she snapped. “Those
stupid jokes you typed, that’s what
caused all this. Clever, aren’t you?”

I was getting kind of angry myself.
“What jokes are you talking about?
And what have they to do with
Petey’s getting into a fight?”

“Oh, Tom, why did you have to
fool him like that?” Laura cried.
“That eye hurts, but it doesn’t hurt
him a tenth as much as the thing you
did. That poor child.”

“Look, honey,” I said, “‘let’s take
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this calmly. Come and sit down and
tell me all about it.”” So we went into
our room and Laura told me what
had happened.

“You see,” she said, “‘poor Petey
memorized those jokes you wrote out
for him, and at school today he
started telling some of the other boys
—you know how proud he is of you
—what a good gag man you are.
Then he came up with a couple of
those jokes. It all sounds silly, but
he’s still so naive. “‘My Pop,” he said,
‘my Pop made them up for me.” Then
one of the bigger boys laughed at
Petey and said, ‘Your old man didn’t
make up those jokes. Why, they're
older than I am. Your father’s lying.’
Well, you know Petey. It ended up
in a fight and I guess he got the worst
of it.”

God, I felt sick. ““That poor kid,” I
said.

“What hurt me more than any-
thing,”” Laura went on, “was that he
insisted I wasn’t to say anything to
you. He kept saying, ‘Listen, Mom,
let’s not tell Pop what happened.
Don’t tell him, will you? Just say it
was a fight. I don’t want him to think
his jokes really aren’t so funny.'™

There wasn’t very much I could
say, so I just sat there. All this, I
thought, over some stupid gags. But
how can you tell about a kid?

Finally Laura said, “Tom, maybe
you’d better go in and talk to him.”

“All right,” I said. I felt like a heel
when I went into Petey’s room. He
was lying on his bed, reading a comic
with his good eye and holding that
wet cloth to the other. He looked up
when I came in and gave me a little
smile. “Hi, Pop,” he said.
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“Hi, Pete,” I said. I hesitated a
moment. ‘Seems like I got you into a
lot of trouble.”

“Naw, it wasn’t really anything.
I never liked that Donald character,
anyway. That cootie.”

What a guy, I thought. How did
I ever have a kid like this? “Did you
manage to get in a couple of good
licks?™

“Yeah, I sure did.”

“Look, son,” I said, still feeling
my way, “maybe I should have ex-
plained about those silly jokes. I
guess I should have told you I lifted
them out of an old gag book. You
know, I was busy, and—"" I stopped.
“You didn’t think I originated them
—I mean, made them up out of my
own head?”

He had dropped the comic book
and was picking at a loose thread on
his sleeve. He didn’t answer.

“Did you, Petey?”

“Well,” he said, slowly, “'I thought
you’d made them up just for me.”

“No,” I said. “I suppose I should
have told you.”

He didn’t say any more and didn’t
look up. I sat down beside him and
put my arm around him. “Petey,” I
asked, ‘‘are you very angry with
me?”’

“Hunh-uh. I'm not angry.”
“You sure?” I asked.
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“No,” he said, at last. “No, I'm
not angry.”
“Look,” I said, ‘“‘would you want

me to buy you something? You know,
something you really want?”

“I don’t know, Pop. I guess there
isn’t anything I want.”

“A new air rifle, maybe, or a
' chemical set? Or that hunting knife
you liked so much?”

“No, Pop, I guess not.”

We weren’t getting anywhere, I
. saw that. We didn’t seem to be get-
ting anywhere at all. “Well, son,” I
said, *“if you change your mind—you
know, about any of those things you’d

like to have, will you tell me or
. Mother?”

“Sure, Pop,” he said, “but I don’t
really want anything.”

So I had to leave it that way.
“Your eye,” I ventured, unable to
think of anything else to say, “‘your
eye looks better already.”

“Yeah,” he said, gently touching
it. I guess maybe it does.”

I patted him on the shoulder, then
I went out and made a couple of
drinks and took them in to Laura.
“Well,” she asked me, “how do you
think he’s taking it?”

“He’s taking it fine,” I answered.
“Just fine.”” We looked at each other.
“Listen, Laura,” I cried, “don’t you
realize I'm sorry? I know I'm a fool.
But how was I to know? How was I
going to know? Will you tell me
that?”

A hillbilly built a house for his wife in which he fashioned windows

but no doors.

His nervous bride asked, ‘“*“Where are the doors?”

Drawing himself up to his full height, her husband demanded, ““Doors?

Doors?

Are you going somewhere?”

A Chinese boy learning English is credited with the following thesis on

the banana:

“The banana are great fruit. He are constructed in the same architectural

style as sausage, difference being skin of sausage are habitually consumed,
while it is not advisable to eat wrappings of banana. The banana are held
aloft while consuming, sausage are usually left in reclining position. Sausage
depend for creation on human being or the stuffing machine, while banana
are pristine product of honorable Mother Nature. Finally banana are strictly
of vegetable kingdom, while affiliation of sausage often undecided.”

An old lady who was about to die told her niece to bury her in her black
silk dress, but to cut the back out and save the material.

*Oh, Aunt Mary,” said the niece, I don’t want to do that. When you
and Uncle Charlie walk up the golden stairs, I don’t want people to see
you without any back in your dress.”

“They won't be looking at me,” the old lady answered.
Uncle Charlie without his pants.”

*1 buried your
A

*“Where are you going my pretty maid? Why do you pass me by?”

“I'm on my way to gymnathtic thchool,” she lithped as she heaved a thigh.

“Tell me, Bobby,” said the teacher, “‘where is the elephant found?”
“The elephant, teacher, is a large animal and it's scarcely ever lost.”
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There was white gold on the plains, there for the taking.

by DUANE PATTERSON

UCH fun was made in 1868 of

a whiskered old Dodge Citian

and his skinny team of horses. People
laughed as he dumped wagonload af-

. ter wagonload of buffalo bones along

the new Santa Fe right-of-way, and
dubbed him *“Old Buffalo Bones.”

The old fellow heard the laughter,
but it didn’t stop him. The next year
he bought another wagon and team,
and added his son as driver. Town-
folk slapped their thighs and hooted
whenever they looked at the bones
stacked in piles higher than boxcars.

Smiles faded, though, when the
Santa Fe filled its eastbound cars with
the bones. They figured the railroad
couldn’t be crazy, too. And when
“Old Buffalo Bones™” suddenly be-
came one of the richest men in Dodge,
there was no more laughter. Others
hitched their teams and headed for
the city limits and the plains. There
were plenty of bones left.

The Easterner had read of the buf-
falo slaughter. But as he rode across
the Kansas-Oklahoma-Nebraska plains,
staring at the vast mass of whitened
skeletons, he realized the true extent
of the killing for the first time.

He remembered newspaper stories
that had thrilled him, stories of how
professional hunters, usually working
in groups accompanied by skinners,
often annihilated herds of 150 or more

animals at one shooting. He thought
of the many hours spent before his
fireplace lying on the matty robe pur-
chased in a city store. Gazing on the
plains, he knew that somewhere out
there were the bones of *“‘his buffalo.”
It meant nothing to him right then, be-
cause neither Easterner nor Westerner
dreamed a use could be made of the
bones.

But after the Union Pacific and
Santa Fe railroads pushed their rails
into the territory, men like “Old Buf-
falo Bones™ inaugurated an immmense
new industry. Fertilizer manufac-
turers in the East found the bones
excellent sources of new life for worn-
out farms. From 1868 to 1885, nearly
$3,000,000 worth of bones went east.

Santa Fe records show that from
1872 to 1884, it shipped from points
on its lines in Kansas 10,793,350
pounds of bones. Santa Fe also fig-
ures that other lines in the same sec-
tion for the same years shipped an
additional 21,686,700 pounds. The
price paid the “pickers™ averaged from
six to nine dollars a ton. It took about
100 carcasses to make a ton of bones.

Historians credit the horse-wagon
freighters as being the first “‘bone
pickers.” The freighters carried rail
goods from Midwestern terminals to
Texas. Around 1867, they began fill-
ing their empty wagons with buffalo
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bones on the return trips. They piled
them at the terminals in the hope that
a demand might develop for them at
fertilizer factories. Such a market was
established, and as a consequence, con-
siderable sums were pocketed by the
thoughtful teamsters.

During the winter of 1874-75, Art
Bill and his cousin resigned their jobs
as teamsters, and began gathering
bones between Dodge City and Camp
Supply, Indian Territory. They out-
fitted themselves with two wagon
teams, a couple of pack horses and a
tent, and went onto the plains for
weeks at a time. Bill contracted gov-
ernment freighters to haul back to
Dodge City the bones he piled along
their route. Bill and his cousin got
from seven to nine dollars a ton for
their work.

The bones were a godsend to the
early settler, for often they were his
main stock in trade for a long time.
If it had not been for the industry, a
number of poor families would have
lacked the necessities of life. Many
immigrants came with nothing but a
poor team of horses and a wagon that
had long since seen its best days. Up-
on the hoof tracks of the vanishing
buffalo they wheeled their creaking
wagons. They made enough money
to buy land, food and even to tide
them over during the drouth and
grasshopper years. Many of these
pioneers became rich farmers, thanks
to the bone money which gave them a
start.

Soon nearly everyone was gathering
or dealing in bones. Indians, French
half-breeds, land-seckers, traders, pro-
moters, real estate dealers and lumber
and machinery men sought the “white
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gold.” The bones began to disappear
a}l)most as fast as the herds had before
them.

“Buffalo bones are legal tender in
Dodge City,” was the strolling sen-
tence in the old Kansas Exchange.

Major Inman of the Larned Chron-
oscope made a thorough survey of the
trade. He reported that from 1868 to
1881, more than $2,500,000 was paid
out for buffalo bones in the Kansas
section alone. His figures show this
represents carcasses of 31,000,000 ani-

2”77 TN

mals. The industry continued in Kan-
sas about four more years after In-
man's investigation. This would rep-
resent another million buffalo.

B. J. Potter went to Hutchinson,
Kansas, from the East in 1871. He
bought bones along a route from
Dodge City to Newton and from
Lindsborg to Medicine Lodge. Because
of his generosity toward the poor
farmer, Potter didn’t get rich. Dur-
ing the grasshopper ravage, the dealer
furnished nearly every poor family in
that section of the country with
spending money.

“I doubt if he averaged more than
$10 a car in the way of profits,” one
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settler remarked. And it took a lot
of bones to fill a car.

The dealing center in Dodge City

was the Wright, Beverly and Com-
. pany store. The June 3, 1879, Ford
County Globe ran this information on
the Dodge trade:

“In one day last week ten wagon-
loads of bones, weighing 49,290
. pounds, were weighed on the scales at
Wright, Beverly and Company’s store.
Since the settlement of the country
around Dodge, picking bones has be-
come a favorite resort for the
granger . . .

*“The lot of bones referred to were
brought from the Cimarron river,
about 60 miles south of Dodge . . .
Our merchants, we believe, are paying
about $6 per ton for these bones,
which they ship east to be ground up
and used for fertilizer and other pur-
poses.”

The Topeka Mail and Breeze said,
“Allowing 40 feet for a car, which is
really crowding ‘em in, it would make
a string of cars 7,575 miles long—
enough to more than fill two tracks
from New York to San Francisco.”

That’s a lot of bones!

“I'm gonna hang around till your boy friend comes,” the kid brother said
to his sister. “He always gives me a quarter to go to the movies.”
“It’s a Marine tonight,” she answered, “so here's a dollar, and you

stay right here.”

A man got up out of bed at two a.m., threw a robe over his pajamas

and galloped down two flights of stairs to the landlord’s flat.

He rapped

sharply on the door, which was finally opened by the sleepy landlord.
*I just want to inform you,” he blurted out, *'I won't be able to pay the

rent this month.”

*Why wake me in the middle of the night?"’ the owner asked. **Couldn’t

that wait until morning?”
*Sure,” the man admitted.

*But why should I worry alone?”

When old man Jones' lawyer learned that his client had inherited
two million dollars and five per cent interest in an oil company, he told his
secretary, "'T'll have to break the news to him gently or the old coot will
drop dead from the shock. Now, watch how I do it.”

The aged Mr. Jones was wheeled into his lawyer’s office and crossly

demanded to know what was up.

“Mr. Jones,” began the lawyer softly, “what would you say if I told
you you had inherited a couple of million dollars?™

Jones cackled, *‘Say?
of it goes to you.”
The lawyer dropped dead.

Why, Jim, you danged fool, I'd say that half

IT'S YOUR RED CROSS...KEEP IT GOING

o e o



by FRED ALEXANDER

The United States will reach its
economic crisis during a presidential elec-
tion year, unfortunate though that may be.
It is equally unfortunate that certain men
in high places consider their political fu-
tures above the future of this country and
their fellow citizens. If memory serves
fellow citizens honestly, however, they will
recall motivating the machinery which put
such men in these high places.

The extent of this combined misfortune
will be realized by John Q. Public at
least by January of 1949. The boom will
have run its course. The anticipated de-
pression might well be averted if stringent
measures were adopted by the government.
Such measures have been suggested from
several quarters. Primarily from the Coun-
cil of Economic Advisors. This group
suggests Labor moderate its demands for
higher salaries, they discourage large tax
reductions, they recommend price control,
wage control, rent control, and compul-
sory allocation of materials—measures
which have no appeal to politicians flicking
the dust from their political laurels rather
than busying themselves with a little
honest-to-John government housecleaning.

The Administration leaders know that
warnings of coming economic difficulties
seldom find favor with the people. Boom
periods create an illusion of prosperity and
a desire to maintain the illusion. Bad
news is extraordinarily unwelcome in the
middle of a party—which is just what this
country is having, at the moment, a huge
national good time, an economic binge with
a great big headache due in the morning.

Businessmen are making their own
predictions, which, as usual, are full of
good cheer and optimism. Their forecasts
take on a quavering note of uncertainty,
however, when we realize the signficance
of their refusal to commit themselves any

further ahead than midyear, or the fall
of 1948. These men know that a boom
can turn to a bust with no warning. Busi-
ness looks good for a few months yet, but
the crystal ball is maintaining a discreet
blankness when it comes to prophecies be-
yond the immediate future.

During the next six months prices will
edge up higher and higher. Wages will
keep going up—the end of the spiral is
not yet in sight. Average wage increases
will be around ten per cent. A few com-
panies will be able to absorb this increase,
but most will not and prices will rise
again. The day of price fluctuation is
gone for the present. Instead we find a
steady and persistent rise in prices and
wages quite reminiscent of the increasing
pressure within a kettle before the lid is
blown off. In spite of all the economic
dangers presenting themselves, there is
no evidence that Congress will cooperate
with the President and his advisors. The
election year has emphasized the split be-

tween the Chief Executive and Congress.
e o o

In his vote-getting speech to Congress,
Truman appeared to -beat the drums for
everyone. It was a political speech designed
to put Congress on the spot and to en-
able the Administration to point a scornful
finger toward congressional Republicans.

Mr. Truman requested, among other
things, statehood for Alaska and Hawaii,
a huge national health program, universal
military training, a national anti-lynch bill,
enlarged social security and admission to
the United States of displaced persons, all
distinctly liberal recommendations remind-
ing us not so faintly of the Roosevelt Ad-
ministration. It is doubtful if any of these
measures become law.

However, Congress will see fit to vote
in a 65 per cent minimum wage law, a
housing plan of limited proportions, rent
control, rural electrification, foreign aid in
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the form of the Marshall Plan, crop insur-
ance on a large scale, and tax relief.

The President talks one way and acts
another. He has surrounded himself with
a diverse group of men who seem to find
it difficult to work as a team. This liberal
talk and conservative action seem to
mystify those eccentrics who demand co-
herence in Administration policy. Mr.
Truman evidently has a policy against the
inflationary rise of prices. He urges that
we not lower taxes because such an action
would put more money in the pocket of
the consumer, which in turn, aggravates
he inflationary trend. Yet, he fires
Becles, the shrewdest inflation fighter in
the government, from top position on the
Federal Reserve Board. Mr. Truman con-
Jones high expenditures inside the govern-
ment and out, high guaranteed mortgages
ind similar policies. Mr. Truman advises
Labor to be cautious about requesting
further wage increases, but at the same
:ime, his Administration issues official re-
sorts showing the need for wage increases
>f a substantial nature.

; e o o

Recent devaluation of the franc
neans that the pound will have to be
liced also. This measure is necessary in

James Robertson.

Arkansas.

admitted to the bar.

see President McKinley. He
sentence to.life in prison.
—Ollie James Robertson.

order to save Britain’s export market. The
dollar will not be devaluated in spite of
world monetary pressure.
e o o

The latest piece of merchandise from
the rumor factory of Those Who Know, is
that by summer the United States will have
sent 40,000 troops into Palestine, and
Russia will have sent in the same number.
This is evidently for the purpose of en-
forcing the partition order. With proper
encouragement from both sides, the boys
could develop a situation of this sort into
a rousing good ‘“‘incident.”

e o o

The Mediterranean Sea is fast be-
coming an American Lake. Strong naval
units entering those waters at present will
be backed by strategic United States air
bases in Libya. The first base will be
located just ten miles outside of Tripoli
on the Mediterranean coast. The old Mel-
laha Base used during the last war is still
there, and with slight alterations, will be
suitable for basing every type of plane
now known and possessed by the United
States military forces. From this base,
Soviet oil fields can be bombed—an idea
which has probably already occurred to
our suspicious neighbors, the Russians.

ON a crowded San Prancisco street car one wet, miserable night, a coin
thudded to the floor and rolled along the slippery aisle. As nearby
passengers craned their necks an old man stooped and picked it up.
“Anybody lost a silver dollar?” he asked anxiously.
Nine passengers hurriedly searched their pockets and shouted, “I have!”
“*Well,” said the old man, “I've found a penny towards it.”"—Ollie

b ,]OMAN PRUIETT, who died of pneumonia only two years ago, was
a self-made lawyer who rose to fame by defending accused killers.
Of the 343 men he defended in 27 states, 303 obtained acquittals, and
Pruiett saved the remaining 40 from paying the death penalty.
According to Pruiett himself, he began as a boot-black in Fort Smith,
His law career started in Fayette, Arkansas, as a janitor in
the common home of six lawyers. Although his schooling was slight, Pruiett
studied the law books of the six men until he had learned enough to be

Pruiett defended the poor and rich alike, and never stopped fighting
for his clients. When one of them, a penniless Negro, was sentenced to
die, Pruiett mortgaged his personal property and went to Washington to
ersuaded McKinley to commute the death
After serving 15 years, the Negro was freed.



Platter Chatter

Here's the pay-off Story of the Month:
Some ‘‘characters” from the hills came
into Decca the other day and wanted to
record. They'd heard nary a word about
the Petrillo ban! . . . Majestic, by the way,
put Jimmy Bunn, Kansas City Big Break
winner, on wax before the deadline . . .
At last, Ellen White (another Kansas
Citian) is getting a break. This canary is
going great on Universal records . . . Nel-
lie Lutcher, Capitol’s find of the year, is
winding up a successful visit in St. Louis

. Benny Goodman, with a Brazilian
vacation under his belt, is returning to
California via Meh-e-co City . . . Jon and
Sondra Steel have a smash platter, their
first for an independent Kansas City disc-
maker . . . Stan Kenton is still accepting
only concert dates, at least until the mid-
dle of March . . . Jean Sablon, French
singer, returns from London this month for
appearances in San Francisco . . . Colum-
bia’s Frankie Carle and orchestra have a
musical date at an Atlanta Hotel . . .
Spike Jones and his Musical Depreciation
unit are headed for London . . . Johnny
Moore’s Three Blazers will continue with
the same billing although they're now a
quartet . . . Sam Donahue has a new hit
platter, Robbins Nest and Tacos, Enchil-
ladas and Bzans—the latter tune was writ-
ten by Mel Torme . . . Xavier Cugat has a
new sideline making candy goodies called
“Cugat’s Nugats” . . . Tex Beneke's new
Mutual show (Friday night) is proving
successful. While in California, Beneke
made several film shorts to be released
soon . . . I'm Looking Over A Four-Leaf
Clover, latest oldie revived, is headed for
success . . . Perry Como, “king of the
Juke Box™ may soon go Western and buy
a ranch . . . The long rest is over for
Jimmy Dorsey, he'll soon be making music
with a new band . . . Bing Crosby will
return to “‘live” programs this month . . .
The Eddy Heywood Trio is due in Holly'
wood for night club appearances . .
Woody Herman and the herd will appear
in a new George Pal Technicolor feature.
incidentally, Woody wrote six of the
eight songs in the pic . . . J. Caesar Pe-
trillo has *‘allowed” Armed Forces Radio
Service to continue recording live talent
for special programs beamed to men over-
seas and used in United States Military

with BOB KENNEDY

Hospitals . . . Majestic isn’t sorry about
signing Rose Murphy to a contract, her
initial disc is going over—but big . . . Esy
Morales’ Rainbow recording of Jungle
Fantasy is decidedly different, introducing
an echo-chamber flute solo . . . Louis Jor-
den and his Tympany Seven will make
music in Los Angeles this month.

Highly Recommended

COLUMBIA 38059—Harry James and his
orchestta. I Understand plus East Coast
Blues. The first tune, an outstanding
ballad of several years ago, is being re-
vived by the James crew. Harry opens
the disc with a terrific solo and rides
through °'till Buddy DeVite takes over
with a fine vocal on the second chorus.
The flip-over is an exciting number
built around the standard blues pattern.
Besides Harry's trumpet, Ziggy Elner,
one of the top musical men in the
country, slides a solid trombone. Good
for both listening and dancing.

COLUMBA 38060—Les Brown and his
orchestra. Dream Girl and Love Is So
Terrific. Moving up from a Broadway
hit, Dream Girl is now on record. With
a symphonic intro, Ray Kellogg takes
over with some mighty fine vocalizing.
The first release of this tune on wax
is a natural for your collection. The re-
verse side is a jivey, jump tune with
Eileen Wilson doing the vocal honors.
If you like your tempo *“‘up’—you'll go
for this!

CAPITOL 15022—Peggy Lee with Dave
Barbour and his orchestra. Manana






