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THE 

PLAY BALL! 
Kansas City "Blues" -154 Night and Day Games 
PLAY -BY -PLAY BY LARRY RAY 

WHB AT HOME AND AWAY 
FOR the fourth consecutive season, WHB exclusively broad- 

casts all games played by the N. Y. Yankees' No. 1 farm 
team, the K. C. Blues. Muehlebach Beer and Kroysen Beer, 
for the fourth straight year, sponsor these popular broadcasts. 

1953 "BLUES" SCHEDULE (Day Games in Italics) 
GAMES AT HOME GAMES AWAY 

Apr. 15, 16. 17 Minneapolis 
Apr. 18, 19 St. Paul 
Apr. 26, 27 Louisville 
May 8. 9, 10, Toledo 
May 11, 12, 13 Indianapolis 
May 14. 15 Columbus 
May 16, 17 (2) Charleston 
May 18, 19, 20 St. Paul 
May 21, 22 Minneapolis 
June 12. 13 Charleston 
June 14 (2), 15 Columbus 
June 16. 17 Indianapolis 
June 18, 19 Toledo 
June 20. 21 (2 ), 22 Minneapolis 
June 23, 24. 25 St. Paul 
July 2, 3, 4 (2 ), 5 Louisville 
July 17. IR. 19, 20 Indianapolis 
July 21. 22, 23 Toledo 
July 24, 25. 26. 27 Charleston 
July 28, 29, 30, 31 Columbus 
Aug. 20. 21 Louisville 
Aug. 22, 23 Columbus 
Aug. 24, 25 Charleston 
Aug. 26. 27, 28 Toledo 
Aug. 29, 30 Indianapolis 
Aug. 3/, Sept. 1, 2, St. Paul 
Sept. 3, 4 Minneapolis 
Sept. 5, 6 Louisville 

Apr. 21, 22 Sr. Paul 
Apr. 23, 24 Minneapolis 
Apr. 28, 29 Louisville 
Apr. 30, May I Indianapolis 
May 2, 3 (2) Toledo 
May 4, 5 Columbus 
May 6, 7 Charleston 
May 23, 24 (2) Minneapolis 
May 25, 26, 27 St. Paul 
May 29, 30 (2 ), 31 Louisville 
June 2. 3, 4 Charleston 
June 5, 6 Columbus 
June 7, 8, 9 Indianapolis 
June 10, Toledo 
June 26, 27, 28 (2) Minneapolis 
June 29. 30. July 1 St. Paul 
July 7. 8 Toledo 
July 9. 10 Indianapolis 
July 11, 12 Charleston 
July 13. 14, 15 Columbus 
Aug. 2 (2), 3, 4, 5 Toledo 
Aug. 6, 7, 8, 9 Indianapolis 
Aug. 10, 11, 12, 13 Columbus 
Aug. 14, 15, 16, l' Charleston 
Aug. 18, 19 Louisville 
Sept. 7 (2), 8 Louisville 
Sept. 10. 11 Minneapolis 
Sept. 12. 13 (2) St. Paul 

AT THE 'BLUES" SPRING TRAINING CAMP LAKE WALES, FLORIDA 
The 1953 Blues played 17 exhibition games - Lee McPhail of the Yankees: Ernie Mehl, sports 
won 15. tied one and lost one. In photo below, editor. K. C. Star; Parke Carroll. Blues business 
left to right: Bill Skowron. Harry Craft. Jerry manager: Harry Craft Blues team manager; 
Lumpe. Larry Ray. In photo below at right, Larry Ray. sports director. WHB. 
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CITIZEN TRUMAN 

HARRY S. TRUMAN is in the 
position of a man being chased 

by another man's dogs. All he wants 
is to be let alone but the dogs have 
other ideas. 

Every day until his departure for a 
vacation in Hawaii, his Kansas City 
office was overrun with a strange as- 
sortment of well -wishers, plain pests, 
and "dear old buddies" -some of 
whom the ex- president never knew. 

Vivian Truman says his brother's 
jangling telephone brings him a bar- 
rage of questions - "What did the 
former president do with File Cab- 
inet X ?" "What did he do with the 
Irish wolfhound somebody gave him 
in 1951 and what is his opinion of 
dogs in general ?" 

All of this leads the ex- president to 
pine for privacy which he can't expect 
to attain. Like all of America's ex- 
presidents, Mr. Truman finds it im- 
possible to step back into the peaceful 
anonymity of a private citizen. 

When our former President 
writes the forthcoming story 
of his life, maybe he will tell 
what he intended to say that 
day in 1929 at the inter- 
rupted Independence -Liberty 
bridge dedication ceremonies. 

By WILBUR PHILLIPS 

BUT there was another year when 
Mr. Truman had every reason to 

welcome even a portion of the atten- 
tion which is now a part of his daily 
life. And most of all he could have 
used some adulation on a certain moist, 
windy day in the fall of 1929 -a day 
on which he was overshadowed by a 
panda bear, a disheveled young lady, 
and a high -flying rancher, in that 
order. 

The potent amount of lah- de -dah 
and scene stealing that reduced Mr. 
Truman's position at a bridge dedica- 
tion to that of a supernumerary was 
preceded by a real life drama that 
almost -but not quite -blew the roof 
off. The cliche is intentional -for 
some 1,500 people felt themselves as 
irresistibly drawn from Mr. Truman 
as if they were iron robots against a 
gigantic magnet. 

They had gathered high above the 
murky, erratic Missouri River, at the 
center of the Independence - Liberty 
Bridge, three or four miles northwest 



AT THE BRIDGE 
of Mr. Truman's hometown. They 
were to witness simultaneously dem- 
onstrations of four ways of transpor- 
tation. In the river below, a steamboat 
was to pass under the bridge, tootling 
a fog horn. Along railroad tracks on 
the west bank, a bunting -decorated 
engine and cars were to idle along 
while huffing the sky full of heavy, 
acrid smoke. For awareness of a third 
means of transportation, the cele- 
brators had only to look to their cars 
-including in those days, the square - 
shouldered Maxwells, Chandlers, and 
Essexes -which they had parked at 
the approaches to the bridge. But it 
was the airlanes -the wild blue yon- 
der -that had the crowd's most ear- 
nest attention. 

High above the comparatively tiny, 
skeletal, child's toy of a bridge, high 
above the thin, brown ribbon of a 
river -higher than the blossoming 
smoke from a ridiculously energetic 
little engine -daring young men in 
airplanes were to zoom through the 
sky! In fabric- covered flying machines 
men who seemed no bigger than gnats 
would nod their goggled, helmeted 
heads and wave their almost micro- 
scopic hands. From the lead plane, 
Ruth Mix, daughter of cowboy Tom 
Mix, would drop dahlias in the gen- 
eral direction of a thoroughly aroused 
blue- sky -gazing crowd. 

EXCEPT the sky was not blue! In- 
stead it was a leaden, brooding 

grey, full of threat of wind and rain. 
And there was a doubt rampant in the 

crowd that a certain Col. Art Goebel 
would brave so portentous a sky, 
would dare to lead a formation of 
nine putt -putts in swooping flight over 
the celebrators. The prospect of a can- 
cellation of the flight was disappoint- 
ing to a people who were full of 
"Lucky" Lindbergh's flight to Paris 
and aware of America's entrance into 
the "Air Age." 

Independence, where County Judge 
Harry S. Truman lived with his wife 
Bess and daughter Margaret, was 
bustling, full of life. In automobiles 
that would be museum pieces today, 
country cousins poured into the town, 
as though deliberately out to burst 
the small community at its geograph- 
ical seams. All week before dedica- 
tion day, aunts, nieces, and grand- 
mothers sewed red, white, and blue 
bunting which the men folks sus- 
pended from the bridge super-struc- 
ture. One tall, well set-up, thin fel- 
low tried on an Uncle Sam suit 
which he was to wear at the bridge. 

Promptly at ten o'clock of dedica- 
tion day morning, a band commenced 
to tootle and blare the brass from a 
truck parked on the town square - 
the parade was on its way to the 
bridge! Two cars carrying digni- 
taries swung out from the square. 
Mr. Truman rode in the second car. 
Immediately behind his car was a 
"float" bearing a panda bear that had 
been borrowed from a carnival act. 
And immediately behind the bear 
came more "floats," with their smil- 
ing, toothy, scantily clad girls. Spec- 
tators along the parade route "oh'd" 
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and "ah'd" as the bear was swept 
past, and they appraised the girls with 
critical eyes. But there is no record 
of anyone paying more than desul- 
tory attention to the dignitaries or 
Harry Truman. 

MINUTES later, dignitaries and 
celebrators alike parked their 

cars at the approaches to the bridge, 
and strode to a platform on the 
bridge, hoisted along a little by the 
band's zestful rendition of a Sousa 
march. It never could have occurred 
to the band to play "I'm Just Wild 
About Harry." Harry at that time 
was merely a friendly guy whom peo- 
ple liked -a warmly -cordial fellow 
who beamed a great deal at the dedi- 
cation and shook hands with city of- 
ficials from Liberty, Mo., the other 
town adjacent to the bridge. Polite 
and respectful, he listened attentively 
as the ranking dignitaries displaced 
volumes of air with ripping, snort- 
ing, old- fashioned oratory. 

Missouri's Gov. Henry S. Caul- 
field, a free -wheeling oratorical spell- 
binder of the old school, was among 
the last to ascend the speaker's plat- 
form. His ascension only slightly pre- 
ceded drops of rain which the gover- 
nor seemed to accept as a challenge to 
his showmanship, a test sent from 
powers above. The heavier the rain 
fell, the stronger the wind blew, the 
louder the big, florid governor trum- 
peted. He stomped his feet and 
pounded with his fists as though wild 
with anger, but actually his words 
were silken with promise. Of course, 
his oration could carry no hint of the 
great Wall Street stock market crash 
which was less than a month away. 

But the governor set spines in the 
crowd a- tingle as he described the un- 
timely rain as "tears of joy." 

Forty -nine minutes later, Governor 
Caulfield's jaws clamped shut, only to 
open once more to let fly an explo- 
sive "amen." The governor took a 
backward step that was almost mili- 
tary in its precision, just as Harry 
Truman stepped out from the ranks 
of bigwigs. Mr. Truman was sched- 
uled to speak at a noon luncheon of 
the dignitaries at Independence, that 
was certain. And he appeared to be 
bent on saying a few words at the 
bridge before brunette Miss Laverna 
Foley, Queen of the Bridge, scissored 
a ceremonial ribbon that extended 
from two of the bridge's tallest 
girders. 

BUT the crowd never knew what 
Harry Truman had in mind -for 

that was when the big wind came! 

Miss Foley's girlish giggle was the 
first outward reaction to the abusing 
blast -a piercingly high giggle fol- 
lowed by a series of antics resembling 
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CITIZEN TRUMAN 

the throes of a young lady in a hot - 
cha climax of the Charleston. Bring- 
ing her knees tightly together, pigeon - 
toeing her feet, Miss Foley wrestled 
mightily with the hem of her short, 
pleated, pink skirt while the wind 
lifted her hat -a bonnet that resem- 
bled nothing on earth so much as a 
World War II helmet liner. While 
Miss Foley fought the battle of hem- 
line and hat, Harry Truman was seen 
to snatch at the ceremonial ribbon as 
though to sustain himself against the 
blast. Howling and shrieking like 
banshees on the war path, the wind 
charged past the bridge's girders and 
stirred the river far below. 

The crowd let out a roar and a 
groan and turned its collective back 
to the wind -just as a brown speck 
was seen to fall out of the sky! An 
airplane was falling! People who still 
regarded airplanes as novel and un- 
canny were about to see one crack up! 

With a loud splashing of feet in a 
frenetic dash up the bridge's concrete 
roadway, people surged, slid, fell and 
slithered toward their parked cars. 
They were soon dashing down a 
country road toward a "bottom coun- 
try" farm where the wind -tossed little 
airplane had plummeted. Harry S. 
Truman stood almost alone, certainly 
unobserved. 

Minutes later the crowd reached 
the ripped, broken airplane and 
watched in bright -eyed wonderment 
as a daring young aviator shinnied 
unhurt down a tree. On the ground 
again, the aviator looked up at the 
fragile, flapping craft and answered 
his interrogators as if neither he nor 
they were a part of his private trag- 
edy. He told members of the crowd 
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that he was George Leightener, a 
Wyoming cattle rancher. 

Was he one of Col. Goebel's daring 
young men, spokesmen wanted to 
know. Was he part of the bridge 
dedication? 

The answer was a drawly, emphatic 
Hell, no. He had purchased the single 
seater only that morning, after selling 
his cattle on the Kansas City live- 
stock market. A pilot of less than 30 
hours solo-time, he was flying the 
river route home to Wyoming when 
the sudden wind upset him, his plans, 
and his plane. He had never so much 
as heard of Independence, Mo. He 
was as unaware as the crowd itself 
of the high position Harry S. Truman 
was to attain. 

Whatever former County Judge 
Truman had in mind to say to his 
disappearing audience was lost on that 
windy day, but there may still be ears 
for his belated remarks. The remarks 
might make an interesting page in 
former President Truman's forthcom- 
ing story of his life. 

5- 
"I picked it up for a song. I'm a song- 

writer, you know." 

ALV 
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Dear 
SO 

ABATH is more than a tubful 
of bubbles, a long- handled back 

brush. It has therapeutic value that 
has never been properly explored nor 
exploited. A tubbing not only erases 
the dust from your epidermus, it also 
peels off mental scales, chases nervous 
tension and brings magnified troubles 
to pin -point size where they belong. 
It is a mild form of psychiatric 
treatment because it performs, at 
least temporarily, a painless, pleasant 
mission of restoring you to the per- 
son you should be. 

1 To get the most out of your bath 
1 mentally and physically, you must 
first of all want to take it. You must 
groom your mind to the point 
where your bath is positively the be- 
ginning of you. A bath is the be- 
ginning of poise- beauty -health. 
So gather up your long -handled brush 
and your short -handled ears and 

By 

MARY 

BROWN 

hearken to this -a way to get the 
most out of your bath and prepare 
yourself for health and beauty .. . 

and a daily adventure. If you are 
stubborn and think it won't clear 
your mental cob -webs -the worst that fi 

can happen to you is that you will 
be scrubbed clean. 

2 Long before you let the water 
run in your tub, you must select 

the right soap to pamper your body. 
Before your bath, make a mask of 
that soap, spreading tiny bubbles of 
it over your complexion. Beauty be- 
gins with clean, healthy skin -and 
if your skin isn't clean, it isn't far 
from being sick. 

Droopy discolored skin isn't diffi- 
cult to correct; but it needs the right, 
constant care you would offer a 
flower to preserve its lively petal 
complexion. 

The loose lather of your soap helps 



Lady.' 
YOU THINK YOU KNOW 
to TAKE A BATH? 

"Scrub yourself from curls to cuticle every day," advises a beauty 
expert. 'Beauty should end where YOU end, not your chin bone." 

make it an excellent beauty mask .. . 

and child -easy to use. Just wet the 
soap and flip the cake sidewards- 
then run it over your face in a rolling 
motion. It doesn't matter whether you 
run it up and down in strips or sail 
it around on your face like a boat 
in the breeze. It will achieve the same 
results so long as the lather touches 
your skin. 

Then soap your fingers and add a 
second coat of lather by hand to the 
tiny suds that are clinging to your 
face already. Work it in with your 
fingers and relax with it on your face 

. and you don't have to waste a 
' minute while your "Mist Mask" is 
on. 

:"' 
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Step into your tub and let your 
"Mist Mask" remain on while you are 
taking your bath. Let the heat of the 
tub fold its warmth over your face 
in penetrating -waves. 

3 Don't be afraid of warm water. 
Any temperature your toe can 

stand, the seat of your pants can sit 
in -and it needs it. Your seat gets 
rough wear and little exercise so don't 
be afraid to give it a friction rub 
before taking care of any other part 
of your anatomy. 

4 The water should be high. Two 
inches of wet area at the bottom 

of your tub won't give you more than 
a damp dip. Slide into your bath and 
let the water nuzzle your chin. Then 
relax. No matter what's bothering 
you - relax - because everything 
passes. Everyone's been broke at least 
once; we've all been in trouble up 
to our hair -ribbons; everyone's had 
a blow from which she thought she 
couldn't stagger back -but she did! 
And remember, whatever is worrying 
you won't be a problem this time next 
week. 

After you have let your mind slip 
off to a zero you will feel so thor- 
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oughly without bones -so relaxed - 
you will have a job to fight off doz- 
ing. But surely as you sit there with 
suds hugging your shoulders and 
water lapping at your arms you will 
feel not only the grit and grime of 
the day scaling off but your cares 
will go, too. There just won't seem to 
be anything important enough to 
worry about. 

sRemember the four hidden hor- 
rors ... your elbows -your back 

-your heels -and your soles. 

7 

Your elbows need all the help you 
and your bath can give them. Soap 
them well and use your nail brush 
to scrub them into s m o o t h n e s s. 
(Don't forget to rub your surplus 
face cream onto your elbows each 
time you cream your face -it will 
keep those crinkles away too.) 

Your back -I guess it is as easy 
for a man to deconsecrate his heart 
after seeing an ill -cared-for back, as 
it is after seeing greasy hair. With 
backs exposed to raw sun on the 
beach all summer -on tennis courts 
-in full view at evening events all 
year . . . a back with a shine that 
doesn't come from soaping is a hope- 
less beauty liability. Scrub your back 
into spanking -clean beauty, too. Don't 
settle for a quick dunking and hope. 
And this is where your long -handled 
back brush comes in. Soap it and then 

use it free and wide. Rake it across 
your back and make sure it takes with 
it the scales and oils that accummu- 
late so quickly in that area. 

Your heels -Use your nail brush or 
the nubbiest wash cloth you can find 
and soap your heels well, scrubbing 
them to rout the scaly, static skin 
into smooth baby -soft pin k n es s. 
Nothing looks worse through cob- 
webby hose than heels that are 
pointed with scales. 

Your soles -Don't hesitate to use 
your hand cream on them every time 
you can, especially before you tuck 
them into your bath or your shoes. 
You walk on them all day and the 
punishment is acute. People who take 
showers instead of baths are f re- 
gently victims of foot callouses be- 
cause poor, abused feet don't have 
time in a brief shower to soak rough 
treatment off themselves. 

And your little pink ears -ah those 
little p. e.'s! Make sure you carve the 
outline of your ear as you go over it 
with your soapy washcloth. The ex- 
posed areas of your ears should shine 
like a baby's toe -and the inner area 
should be whistle- clean. 

6 Use a rinse water after your 
soaping bath. You wouldn't think 

of pulling your head out of your 
shampoo water without rinsing it- 
then why leave the curds of your bath 
on your skin? Rinse yourself thor- 

0 
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HOW TO TAKE A BATH 

oughly because the soap has baked 
onto you during your steamy bath 
and the outer skin needs to be stroked 

113 

Rinse out the cloth and apply the 
hot, wet cloth again over your face, 
patting it over the areas the "Mist 
Mask" covered. Rinse again and 
sponge off the last traces of the soap. 
Then give it hot -then cold -then 
hot -then cold, repeated rinsings. 
Your face will look prettier and 
pinker than it has ever looked and 
your skin under your make -up will 
gleam like glass. 

After your tub, 
rinse off 
the soap 
in your 
shower! 

smooth and glassy 
after its soapy treat- 
ment. Why not use 
your shower as your rinse? Its quick 
spray will brighten you up like a 
shined copper penny. Or . . . run 
another tub for your rinsing -and 
drop your favorite fragrance or bath 
cologne into it. You'll leave your tub 
really groomed from your skin out. 
It's charming to have your body 
cologne match your perfume. 

MAKE a hot and sopping wet wash 
cloth and lay it on your face to 

help it move off the lather of your 
"Mist Mask." 

And dry 
your pretty self 
with the 
deepest -pile 
towel you 
can afford! 

Use a towel with 
pile up to your `l 1 first knuckle if you 

\1 can get it. The 
idea of trying to dry yourself 
correctly with a string of tea towels 
is ridiculous and leaves you with a 
chapped complexion all over. Even if 
it means learning to be an acrobat, 
make sure you are completely dry .. . 

and the stretching will do you good. 
Then . . . pat generous puffs of 
dusting powder over your body, 
especially over those areas where your 
girdle should slide. Pulling lingerie on 
over damp skin is always a tug -of- 
war. Make the most prosaic part of 
your grooming program a pleasure 
... and a quick and easy pleasure at 
that. 

AND, lady dear, that's how to take 
a bath the pleasant way that rids 
you of cob -webs and starts you on the 
road to poise (because you know you 
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are skin right) . And beauty (because 
you have dug down and dug deep 
with soap and your skin is as smooth 
and soft and baby -pink as nature 
will allow) . And adventure- (because 
no female on earth who has poise 
completely lacks personality). Your 
crisp cleanness has put a sparkle in 
your eye as well as on your epidermis! 
Nothing, will attract adventure faster 
than soap and water that looks like 
a woman! 

8 And you might try these: 
Before you bathe do that easy 

exercise so good for your circulation 
-so easy on your tired body . . . 

The Bicycle Exercise. It rolls off 
pebbles on your upper thighs -it sub- 
dues your stomach bulges -and it 
takes lumps off your hips. Just lie 
down on the floor, cross your arms 
over your chest, then roll over to 
the right balancing on the back hip 
area and start cycling away. At first 
do it ten times on one side; then ten 
times with the weight on the left hip 
-then increase the bicycling motion 
to 25 each side and then SO each side. 
Do this before you step into your 
bath at any time . . . do it in the 
morning . . . do it at night -and 
watch those muscles firm -see your 
tummy tuck in, your hips roll away 
as your thighs turn silken smooth. 
It reads like a lovely dream, doesn't 

- 
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it? But it can come 
a week. 

Learning Spanish -French? -Put 
your book on the bath rack in front 
of you with your soap and washcloth 
and gabble away ... or just turn the 
phonograph record on and let the 
language pour into your ears. Talk 
with it or sing with it -you CAN 
learn a new language while you strip 
off the scales of your old skin. 

It's really Fun to take a Bath! 

true -try it for 

"That's funny, they never had that 
trap on this part of the course, before!" 

! 
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25th ANNIVERSARY 
Altogether, four children - 
two of them with families of 
their own. Altogether, seven 
grandchildren. Not bad for a 
couple of forty -five! For our 
wedding anniversary, they give 
us a picnic. A short story. 

BY SHIRLEY SARGENT 

cyOUR wedding anniversary's 
coming up, pop," Georgie 

says. 
Mama she smile at me not to get 

irritated, but Georgie he love to tell 
and I don't like to be told. "I've been 
thinking to take your mother out to 
dinner." 

"But, pop, it's your twenty -fifth 
anniversary." 

"So? I'm a gonna take her to a 
show, too." 

"Silver wedding, pop, don't you 
know about that ?" 

Now if ever a son made a father 
roil, Georgie is the one. Not like our 
other two boys who had the sense to 
marry early. Self -appointed author- 
ity, this one, but mama wants that I 
should keep my temper. "I got the 
date marked. Only happens once in 
twenty -five years." 

"Don't tease him," mama laughs 
and -finally -our last -born gets the 
joke. 

Now he swell up, act important. 
"Pop, the family is proud of you. 
We're giving a picnic for you -in 
your honor." 

"So ?" A picnic, I understand, 
especially the family variety in the 
mountains. "Mama can make the 
beans." 

"Aboslutely not," Georgie's red in 
the face that never sees the sun ex- 
cept by accident. "It's in your honor. 
You and mama aren't to do anything; 
Joe, Franklin and their families, 
Marie and I will take care of every- 
thing." He puts a hand on my shoul- 
der, "You and mama enjoy yourselves 
for once." 

For once! Mama and I have more 
fun on a so- called quiet evening than 
Georgie does on a party. But it's 
settled and we feel kinda proud that 
we're to be guests of honor. Though 
mama looks wistful, when Georgie 
command she can't even make their 
favorite cookies. 

We've got the family all right - 
from Joe who's twenty -four to 
Georgie just nineteen. Altogether 
four children, two of them with fam- 
ilies of their own. Altogether seven 
grandchildren for a couple of forty - 
five. Not at all bad. On my head I 
got plenty black hair to keep the bar- 
ber busy -the robber -and mama, 
she got the figure, the looks, and the 
same sweet smile she had when we 
were married. 
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Comes the Sunday of the honor 

picnic and not a lick of work have 
we done. 

Mama offers, "Just a salad, I could 
make eyes closed." 

Georgie grins, bossy -firm though. 
"No salad, mama, no nothing. Sit 
back and relax." 

Does Georgie make the breakfast? 
Or do the dishes? Or help me mow 
the lawn? He calls out the window, 
"Relax, pop, this is no day to work." 

"Grass grows every day," I wipe 
the sweat off my forehead that's 
browner than Georgie's morning 
coffee. Catch him working in the 
yard! The other boys now they're 
not afraid of work, but they've got 
the wives to keep them at it. Since 
Georgie pays board, I can't make him. 
I manage to finish cutting the hedge 
by the ready to go time. 

Georgie says, "I'll do the driving, 
pop. You just relax." 

"Relax? With you driving? Let 
me have that wheel." Enough is all 
I'm taking and mama she look re- 
lieved too. That Georgie -what a 
fancy kind of driver -with more 
tickets in a month than I collect in 
a quarter of a century. 

"Okay, okay, your car, but from 
now on, you do nothing, see ?" 

See? Where was he when I was 
hedge- clipping? Mama winks at me 
and I notice how proud she's wearing 
the silver set I gave her. Matching 
ear rings, necklace and bracelet. We 
think together, I bet, on the trip we're 
going to take -alone. Like I said, 
the day is hot. A real scorcher to 
make you long for the mountains. 

The car's taking a hill when we round 
a curve to find Joe stalled. 

"That's our Joe," mama cries, 
worry quick in her brown eyes. 

I step on the brake and Joe comes 
over. "Just a vapor lock, pop. Go on 
ahead and we'll be along later." 

Now Joe's a good boy but here he 
is bossy too. "Let us take the chil- 
dren," mama says, "they look so hot." 

Joe looks like saying sure, fine but 
Georgie says, "Nothing doing. Five 
children- that'd be some rest on the 
folks' day." 

Mama starts arguing for, Georgie 
against, Joe in between and I'm about 
to shake son Georgie, good intentions 
and all, when Marie's motorcycle 
sputters up. Marie's our only daugh 
ter and a 1 -A mechanic. 

"What's all the fume and fuss for? 
I can fix that vapor lock in no 
time." 

Like we're proud of Joe, we're 
proud of Marie. She's a good me- 
chanic, he's a good contractor. "You 
get along," she orders, "Franklin and 
Fran are probably there already." 

Pretty soon, mama says, "There's 
Franklin's car." 

"So ?" He's stalled near the top of 
the last hill and I have to shove him 
over. A vapor lock is his trouble too. 
I'm telling you this day is hot! 

Franklin and Fran's two youngsters 
yell, "Happy 'versary," but Franklin t 

he tells us to go along. Marie'll help 
him when she comes. He's that de- 
termined, I roll my shirt sleeves back 
down and start off again. Georgie's 
making a lot of talk about dumb 
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drivers but I know we'd been vapor 
locked too if he'd driven. 

Then we're at the picnic area in a 
fine big lot of pines. People about 
but Georgie spots a good place. Nice, 
all right, with a fireplace, tables and 
faucet water close by. 

Georgie jumps out, sniffing the 
cool air like a puppy dog. "Ah! 
Here, mama, I'll get you a blanket or 
do you want the hammock ?" 

Mama winks private at me. "The 
hammock, please." 

It takes Georgie two minutes and 
five yelps of protest before he sees 
they're not in the back seat. He 
groans, "I forgot! Here, mama, you 
read the paper -lucky I brought it." 

I unlock the trunk and bring out 
the folding chairs, the hammock and 
blankets and Georgie looks redder all 
the time. The paper with the funnies 
he wouldn't forget anymore'n his 
dark glasses, but he's sorry- shamed so 
I skip it. 

Along comes the family now. Soon 
the picnic is taking shape, big and 
noisy and fine with seven grandchil- 
dren in seven kinds of mischief and 
four children all confusing each 
other trying to do the job mama al- 
ways directs. 

Marie calls, "I didn't realize how 
efficient you are, mama. Our organi- 
zation is lousy. Now, don't get up." 

Disappointed, mama sits back. I 
take her hand and laugh a little. 
Already we're sick of taking it easy. 
The grandchildren want me to play; 
their parents say, "Don't bother your 
grandpa or grandma either. This is 
their day to take it easy." 

"Have they got a fire permit ?" 
mama half -whispers. 

"I should know ?" I shrug my 
shoulders, sounding like Georgie, "sit 
back, relax, do absolutely nothing." 

We laugh harder though I'm itch- 
ing to see did Joe remember the 
horseshoes and mama's dying to take 
hold. Two, no three, grandchildren 
whisper they know a secret, what 
we're going to get. 

Pretty quick along comes the fire 
permit man with the green ranger 
suit on. "Got your permit ?" he asks 
friendly, remembering me from other 
picnics. You should hear the silence. 

"Georgie," everybody hollers at 
once, finding him reading the funnies. 
Georgie grumbles, but goes off with 
the ranger. 

Joe's maddest. "That kid! He was 
supposed to put the tire swing up for 
the children." 

"I'll do it." I'm up and ready but 
everybody's saying, "Sit down." 

"I'm sick of sitting," I roar, sound- 
ing like a father again, "so's mama. 
You think that's any fun when you're 
all tasting ?" 

Now it's daughter -in -law Fran that 
speaks. "I'm no cook like you mama, 
and I've got an extra apron . . ." 

Mama she flies up to the fireplace, 
face all a smile. And I've got the 
rope for the tire swing. 

Joe shrugs, "Well . . ." 
"So? Let us share in our own pic- 

nic; Georgie can do the resting for 
both of us." There's a great shout of 
laughter and no more argument. 
Everybody's happy, the way it sounds -a very fine honor picnic. 



The Man Behind the 

INDIANAPOLIS WINNER 
THIS Memorial Day at Indian- 

apolis as the winning car roars 
past the checkered flag there will be 
a dirty but very happy man in cover- 
alls in the pit area, who will slip a 
stop watch into his pocket and start 
putting away tools and engine parts. 
Although few, if any, of the spec- 
tators and newsmen will notice this 
tired and grimy individual, he will be 
as responsible for the car winning the 
500 -mile purse of about $40,000 as 
the man behind the wheel. This man 
is the invaluable head mechanic. 

Almost anyone old enough to drive 
a car will readily recognize such 
names as Wilbur Shaw, Rex Mays 
and Mauri Rose. But, it is doubtful 
that even most racing fans will do 
more than frown in a puzzled man- 
ner at the mention of such men as 
Cotton Henning, Lou Moore, or Pete 
Clark. Yet these men are often in 
the "mechanics winner's circle" and 
consistently handle the sleek mounts 
of the speedway's top drivers. 

Many of the more rabid railbirds 
who have been coming to the Hoosier 
classic since the days of Ralph De- 
Palma will tell you that the 500 -mile 
grind is really Avon in the pits, not 
on the track. They usually base this 
statement on the belief that since 
many of the top drivers are of almost 
equal ability, thc deciding factor 
comes from the men in the pits. The 
pit arca is a section on thc inside 
apron of the main stretch of track 
where the mechanics are stationed; 
and where the cars stop for refueling 
and repair. 

Rabid railbirds say the Memorial 
Day Race is won in the pits. 

By ROBERT A. SLAYMAN 

EACH driver's pit crew usually 
consists of five men who are ex- 

perts at accurate diagnosis and split - 
second repair work. It's not uncom- 
mon for these mechanical wizards to 
pump 45 gallons of fuel into a racer 
and change a pair of tires in 60 sec- 
onds. Ace mechanic Riley Brett 
probably holds the record for the 
fastest tire change. He once changed 
a wheel on Wilbur Shaw's powerful 
Maserati in 7-2/10 seconds. 

In 1937 Shaw won the first of his 
three Speedway victories by streaking 
past thc checkered flag only 2.16 sec- 
onds ahead of veteran driver Ralph 
Hepburn. Although Shaw had made 
two pit stops his total time in the pits 
was less than three minutes. Here, 
again, the lightning -like work of the 
pit crew had spelled the difference 
between first and second place, or 
dollar -wise, a diffèrence of about 
$10,000. 

One of the most successful of the 
recent Indianapolis figures is Lou 
Moore, original owner- mechanic of 
the twin Blue Crown Specials. Lou, 
a former driver and mechanic, man- 
aged to scrape up $66,000 to buy 
these two smooth -lined power plants 
and soon found his investment paid 
off in a big way. Mauri Rose and 
Bill Holland placed first and second 
in the cars in 1947 and 1948, and in 
1949 Holland pulled down the win- 
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ner's purse after Rose had been 
forced out of the race. 

Although many of the top -flight 
mechs hold down regular jobs in en- 
gineering plants throughout the coun- 
try, some of the boys follow racing 
the year -round on the dirt and midget 
tracks. Work for the coming year's 
race might be said to begin the day 
after each Memorial Day. They 
break down the highly intricate and 
temperamental motors to work and 
rework them for the next year's grind. 
The car wizard will receive the fren- 
zied cheers and lucrative purse as the 
"golden boy" of next year's race re- 
ceives hundreds and hundreds of long 
tedious hours of patient grooming. 

AN unusual figure around the In- 
dianapolis oval is Murrell Bel- 

anger, wealthy Lowell, Indiana, auto 
and farm implement dealer, who is 
the owner and chief mechanic of the 
sleek, four -cylinder Belanger number 
99 in which Lee Wallard won the 
1951 Indianapolis race. Seldom do 
owners have his practical mechanical 
skill; and even less frequently do 
mechanics find themselves as wealthy 
as Murrell. Attesting to his patience 
and skill is the fact that only eight 
cars from among the 33 starters in 
1951 were able to follow the blister- 
ing pace set by winner Wallard and 
finish the 500 -mile grind. 

Wallard clipped off the first 100 
miles at the record -shattering average 
speed of 130.625 MPH. Wallard's 
only pit stop came at the 125 -mile 
mark when he pulled in for fuel and 
two new tires. He was back on the 
track again in 75 seconds. Before the 
start of the race Belanger had dis- 
connected the dashboard dials show- 

ing gas, oil pressure and temperature 
because he felt there was too great 
a danger of mechanical failure in one 
of the gauges; and he didn't want 
Wallard to worry about anything ex- 
cept keeping the car on the track and 
winning the race. 

Several years ago Mauri Rose lost 
valuable seconds during a pit stop 
when gas spilled from the refueling 
hose onto the red -hot exhaust pipe 
and his car burst into flames. To in- 
sure against anything of the sort spoil- 
ing his car's chance of winning, Bel- 
anger installed the gas tank opening 
on the left side -away from the 
exhaust. 

BECAUSE of the tremendous 
speed and distance of the Indian- 

apolis grind the driver's race is 
planned in advance and he drives on 
signals from the pits. He watches for 
blackboard messages from the pit as 
he flashes by the straightaway at 
about 150 miles an hour. These mes- 
sages tell the driver whether he is 
maintaining his predetermined aver- 
age speed, what position he is in, 
and when he should come in for a pit 
stop. 

Occasionally a pit crew slips up in 
its work; but not often. In 1946 
Danny Kladis was driving a good race 
until the fifty-second lap when he 
pulled into the pits for refueling. One 
of his mechanics forgot to reopen the 
shut -off valve on his gas tank when 
he started back onto the track. Kladis 
stalled on the back stretch and was 
disqualified when he was towed to 
the infield. However, things like this 
seldom happen, especially among the 
better drivers and pit crews. 
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Most railbirds regard Cotton Hen- 

ning as the dean of racing mechanics. 
Master -mechanic Henning, who has 
been around the Speedway since 
1921, has had four drivers in the win- 
ner's circle; Peter DePaolo in 1925, 
Wild Bill Cummings in 1934, and 
Wilbur Shaw in 1949 and 1940. One 
of Cotton's best -known feats of me- 
chanical magic occurred in the 1946 
race. Ted Horn glided into the pits 
with a dead motor and told the mas- 
ter what the motor had sounded like 
before it had konked out. Henning 
promptly diagnosed the trouble as a 
bad magneto and installed a new one 
in a little more than six minutes, time 
enough for Horn to get back into the 
race and capture third -place money. 
Henning now owns his own Maserati 
but he's still directing operations in 
the pits. 

ALL of the master mechanics have 
their own secret fuel mixtures 

and they guard their formulas jeal- 
ously. Most are a mixture of alcohol 
and ethyl of varying blends. The 
alcohol is used because it is a cool - 
burning fuel. 

The cars start arriving at the track 
about three weeks to a month before 
race day and the crews are usually 
working on them constantly until the 
big day arrives. They balance and 
rework the delicate motors until there 
is an almost perfect agreement be- 
tween driver and machine. After 
many trial runs the head mechanic 
and driver decide when the car is 
ready to take its qualifying runs, 
which begin about May 15. These 
qualifying runs are a serious job be- 
cause they not only bring cash 

awards, but they determine the car's 
starting position in the big race Me- 
morial Day. 

An example of a pit crew's last - 
minute work occurred in the 1948 
race. Handsome Pete Clark decided 
the night before the race that Rex 
Mays' famous Bowes Seal Fast Spe- 
cial needed a new set of piston rings. 
The pit crew worked the entire night 
and next morning, right up to race 
time, installing the rings. When the 
car was finally rolled into its pole, 
or first place, position shortly before 
the start of the race at 11 a.m. the 
mechanics were still making minor 
adjustments. 

With each year's winner establish- 
ing a new record, it seems likely that 
the '53 champ will finish the 500 
with something better than Troy 
Ruttman's 1952 record of 128.922 
MPH. And unless engine sizes are 
reduced or other mechanical restric- 
tions imposed, the inventiveness and 
year -round hard work of the men in 
the pits will continue to furnish new 
records for the railbird. 

The year 1946 marked the estab- 
lishment of the Edward Stomper 
Memorial Trophy, awarded annually 
to the head mechanic of the winning 
car. It represents the first formal 
recognition of his very vital role. 
Hours and hours of hard work and 
grief are experienced by this mechan- 
ical man -behind -the -scenes; but he is 
always working and hoping for that 
heaven -sent moment when his charge, 
the car he has nursed so carefully, is 
wheeled into the Indianapolis win- 
ner's circle a little after 3 o'clock 
some Memorial Day afternoon. 
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UNDER THE GINEO TREE 
11 Some say: "Ginkgo" or "Gingko." It's an orna- 

mental tree with fan -shaped leaves, quite common 
in Japan. This is the story of an American rec- 
reational hostess at an enlisted men's service club. 

By ELIZABETH SCOTT 

ILEARNED all about Japan in Miss 
Willis' seventh -grade geography 

class. Japan is an island composed of 
the Mikado, cherry blossoms, and rice. 

Thirteen years and one war later 
there were some changes made. I hung 
like a wilted rose over the deck rail 
of a U. S. Army transport. There is 
no sun so hot as the sun of Indian 
Summer in the Orient; no harbor 
so tightly jammed with transports, 
freighters, and native sampans as Yo- 
kohama Bay. Fishermen flashed gold - 
toothed smiles over their nets. Black - 
eyed, raven -haired children swarmed 
like flies on the dockside, and screamed 
"Herro" as 1300 Americans, including 
myself, slid down the gangplank. This 
was land, and after sixteen days in a 
converted hospital ship on a storm - 
tossed sea, land looked good. 

The hotel to which I was assigned 
was the largest billet for American 
women in all of Tokyo. There wasn't 
a vacancy, but since it is against Occu- 
pation regulations for American wom- 
en to sleep in the streets, I was as- 
signed a cot between two beds in a 
narrow backside room. I knew only 
the names of the occupants; they 
weren't at home when I arrived. In- 
troducing myself in a pencilled note, 
I undressed and went to bed. 

The next morning, my roommates 
stared icily. They both were of the 
opinion that the room being so small, 
and myself and luggage being so large, 
it would be best for all if I were to 
unpack elsewhere. I agreed, rubbing 
the misplaced vertebrae in my spine. 
Three hall -boys dragged trunks, suit- 
cases, a portable typewriter, and 
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varied assortment of boxes from un- 
derneath my cot. The canvas sagged 
to the floor, and the legs groaned with 
a kind of blessed dignity. 

The next room, in which I lasted 
for an entire year, with three differ- 
ent roommates, was on the top floor 
of the same hotel. The wide windows 
gave a magnificent view of the Im- 
perial Palace, its moat, and a Japanese 
ball park. 

My good fortune was short -lived. 
This was the only spot in the city 
where one could be awakened regu- 
larly at six o'clock each Sunday morn- 
ing by the cry of "Play ball!" 

Earthquakes became weekly events, 
rollicking to say the least. "Only the 
pranks of subterranean catfish!" ex- 
plained the natives. I secretly won- 
dered if my hotel was breeding colo- 
nies of catfish in its muddy bowels. 
Weekly, I was thrown out of bed, 
the furniture slid to starboard, but 
my first roommate, a veteran in the 
Orient, kept reassuring me: "The 
horizontal swing is always safe. Don't 
leave till you're tossed vertically; 
that's when the quake is right under 
you." I tried to calculate the velocity 
at which I might be hurled through 
the roof, but since mathematics is not 
one of my aptitudes, I stopped fig- 
uring. 

THE evening of the second day I 
left a message with the desk clerk 

to be awakened at eight the following 
morning. I awoke shortly before noon. 
A note on my vanity read, "Excuse, 
pease, Madam, eight o'clock." 

Maids are provided to all American 
personnel and there never lived an- 
other like Mitsisan. She was the rare 
jewel that I hated to leave behind. 

Upon our first meeting, she grinned 
like an old friend, and asked, "Ohayo 
gozai masu, ikaga des ka ?" (Good 
morning, how are you ?) 

"Arigato, genki des." (Very well, 
thank you) I replied. 

I was eager to say something more, 
but swallowed my enthusiasm. All 
that I could remember from the war- 
time guidebooks to Japanese was 
"Halt, who goes there ?" 

Having now tested my linguistic 
ability, Mitsisan assumed my igno- 
rance in all things. My personal busi- 
ness was personally hers. She learned 
my working hours, knew how I should 
dress to go to work, how I should fix 
my hair, when I would have a date, 
when it might rain, when I wanted 
a formal pressed. She could have made 
more money as a clairvoyant than as 
a chambermaid. In addition, she had 
latherphobia. She never permitted me 
to wear a garment long enough to 
dirty it. In a matter of weeks all the 
clothes I owned had been scrubbed to 
a cobweb consistency. My skunk 
jacket survived the soapsuds, but bris- 
tled under a hot iron; my nylon stock- 
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ings melted -"just pf- f- f -f -f," hissed 
Mitsisan, throwing up her hands to 
explain. 

The same ritual for cleanliness and 
sterility was extended to the room 
itself. Each morning the bed, the van- 
ity, and the occasional chairs (so 
called because the more occasionally 
you sat in them, the more you appre- 
ciated them!) were evacuated to the 
hallway. Mitsisan and a crew of gig- 
gling barefooted friends, all with 
heads tied in yards of colored ban- 
dana, lugged mops, brushes, and buck- 
ets into the room. One screamed 
"Mizu" (water) and dumped a gallon 
of water over the floor. Bucketful 
after bucketful was poured until a 
floating level for mops and brushes 
had been established. Then the grin- 
ning maids splashed feverishly, all the 
while chanting a sea song about fish- 
ing in the salty brine. This ability to 
accomplish a hum -drum chore with 
the maximum of pleasure seemed to 
me to be a philosophy of life worthy 
of imitation. 

If I happened to be asleep during 
the scrubbing and disinfecting period, 
that didn't matter either. Mitsisan was 
as considerate of my welfare as she 
was of her own work schedule. The 
first morning that I awakened in my 
bed in the back hall, close to the 
freight elevator, I buried my head like 
an ostrich and tried to think my way 
out. Window washers brushed by, 
their wet rags dripping close to the 
place where my face should have been 
on the pillow, bell hops hopped with 
jugs of ice water. The elevator doors 
slammed and a man's voice bellowed 
"Oraaaanges!" I wanted to peek to 
see whether the oranges were getting 

off at my floor. The next night I 
wondered when I might awaken in- 
side the elevator, and whether I might 
pass into the mess hall as a side of 
beef! 

ON my first day of work as recre- 
ational hostess at an American 

enlisted men's service club, the staff 
of 150 Japanese bowed into the office 
to be introduced. There were Okado, 
the plumber; Suzuki, the clerk; Wata- 
nabe, the tailor; and a chorus line of 
gorgeous young girls in flowered ki- 
monos. 

"But, you all look alike," I com- 
plained to Hirata, the interpreter. 

"Oh no, Miss Beth," he retorted, 
"Americans all long noses, fuzzy hair; 
very hard to tell apart." 

While I was eager to see a lot of 
Tokyo, I was not so anxious to get 
ensnarled in the local transportation 
network. I felt the plunge would be 
suicide. After studying the situation 
through field glasses from my hotel 
window, I tabulated the system. Upon 
the onset of the traffic jam, only one 
rule applies: full steam ahead! A rick- 
shaw runner can usually beat a slow - 
moving beast of burden, such as the 
ox, which plods its weary way across 
main thoroughfares every hour of day 
and night. An Army jeep can beat 
a rickshaw and even an animal, if 
given enough room on the street. An 
Army bus, cumbersome in size, has 
no chance at all. Only a bicycle, even 
with a trailer load of concrete blocks 
behind, can weave safely and speedily 
between knots of pedestrians and ve- 
hicles. One exception to this order of 
precedence is the general's staff car. 
Upon the appearance of this olive 
drab machine, all other vehicles, pe- 
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destrians, and animals hunt the near- 
est curbing. 

Since I didn't have a friend in the 
Motor Pool, nor sufficient rank legiti- 
mately to acquire a staff car, I spent 
endless hours locating an American 
with a very small bicycle. To my 
knowledge, a young corporal from 
Iowa and myself set a commuter's 
record that has not been equalled. 
With his pedaling and my balancing 
on the crossbar, we covered the fifteen 
blocks from my hotel to the service 
club in one -and -a -half minutes, with 
green traffic lights, a good tailwind, 
and deafening applause from the na- 
tive police force! 

c c T EMOCRASSIE" was in full J bloom when I reached the 
Orient, the English language finding 
new converts daily. My dressmaker 
in Yokohama invites Western women 
with this shingle over the door to 
her shop: "American ladies have fits 
upstairs." In the next block, a sou- 
venir shop calls itself "House of the 
Real McCoy." Tokyo's busiest barber 
advertises: "Heads cut off here -10 
cents." 

Opportunists thrive on every Amer- 
ican holiday. On Fourth of July there 
is usually a convoy of cyclists ped- 
dling miniature American flags. Signs 
hanging from the handlebars read 

STARS AND STRIPES 
FOREVER! 

Young girls are trading their ki- 
monos for skirts and tailored blouses. 
No less incongruous a sight than the 
bow- legged Oriental in short skirts is 
the blonde female of the West loping 
down the streets in flamboyant ki- 
mono! 

One day on the bus corner by the 
Army Post Exchange I spotted an 
American co- worker dressed in a 
cherry red happi coat, a knee-length 
silk jacket. Across the back of the 
coat several characters of the Japa- 
nese alphabet had been embroidered 
in white silk thread. Native women 
turned to stare and a group of chil- 
dren at play started to snicker, as my 
friend, as much at ease as one can 
be in a flowing garment, boarded the 
bus. I was curious. The next day I 
borrowed the coat, asked Mitsisan 
about it. She looked at the beautiful 
embroidery work. Then, with admir- 
able tact and a poker face she an- 
nounced slowly, "Miss Beth, it is 
the name of a fertilizer company." 

Months later, on a main -floor 
counter of the Post Exchange, a huge 
stock of cherry red happi coats was 
offered at half price. 

PEOPLE back home frown when 
I mention desiccated fish heads 

drying in open market stalls, "honey 
buckets" (wooden pots of human ma- 
nure) that are transported on rattl- 
ing wagons to the farmers, the mo- 
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notonous clacking of geita (wooden 
clogs) on hard pavements. 

But one subject brings warm smiles 
-the children. They are everywhere, 
sprouting like budlets out of the earth. 
Their laughter is as contagious as the 
measles. In winter their cheeks are 
beet -red and their noses drip like leak- 
ing faucets. They bounce like colored 
rubber balls, whether they are playing 
hop scotch in baggy pants or grand- 
pa's underwear drawn up tight under 
the armpits, or riding astride mama's 
back as fat sleeping gnomes cradled 
in thick layers of bunting. 

On my first Christmas Eve in Ja- 
pan, our service club had scheduled a 
concert by a group of twenty children 
from a local Christian orphanage. 
They were thin, tired little children, 
their eyes filled with the tiredness of 
the war years. They had been 
scrubbed clean, their cheeks glowing 
like newly burnished copper. The 
boys wore long trousers and jackets 
whose frayed cuffs protested further 
alteration. The ebony hair of each 
little girl had been greased heavily 
with foul -smelling pomade, and tied 
on top with a bright bow. Garters, 
peeking from beneath hems of drab 
calico, made feeble effort to support 
the once -white stockings that bagged 
at the knees. 

The children minced to the far end 
of the ballroom and joined hands in 
a semi-circle by the base of the Christ- 
mas tree. The GI audience read maga- 
zines, drank coffee, and smoked. A 
few soldiers yawned, "Just another 
bunch of kids." 

Tomiko, a portly gentleman of 6, 
marched to the head of the choristers. 
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Facing the audience, he bowed three 
times, his snub nose almost scraping 
the floor. The baton was raised, the 
song came forth, "Jesus loves me, this 
I know, for the Bible tells me so ..." 

I watched a GI fold his newspaper; 
another close his magazine. 

Colored lights from the tree danced 
on the hair ribbons and a gold stream 
from the highest star gilded the calico. 
The smallest baby in the front row 
squeezed her rag doll so hard that 
the stuffing poured out -a thin 
stream of sawdust settling at her 
feet. 

There was no snickering, no laugh- 
ter, only a silence of holiness. The 
chaplain, scheduled to speak during 
intermission, never spoke. No one 
spoke. 

After the performance, a blustery 
paratrooper sauntered to my side. 
"Damn it," he said, "you may never 
love these people, but it's hard to 
remember to hate." 
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ONE of the most significant, one 

of the most habit -jarring devel- 
opments to come out of an electronic 
laboratory is Phonevision, a name 
which designates various systems of 
subscription television. It is television 
entertainment for which the home - 
viewer pays "admission." 

There is no doubt that subscription 
television has amazing benefits to 
offer to set owners ... to manufac- 
turers of those sets ... to broadcasters ... and to advertisers who use tele- 
vision as a sales medium for their 
products. 

The principle of subscription tele- 
vision is "pay -as -you- see." Seated in 
his living room, the home -viewer de- 
cides whether he would like to view - 
in his home, on his own television set 
-a certain pre -scheduled "first run" 
movie, a stage show, a football game, 
or perhaps a championship prize fight. 

A Phonevision broadcast when 
transmitted from a television station 
appears on the television screen as a 
jittered or scrambled picture. If the 
home viewer wants to enjoy this pro- 
gram, the jitter has to be eliminated 
and to achieve this, Phonevision has 
available a number of different 
techniques. 

The set owner can, for instance, 
call his telephone exchange and re- 
quest that a "correcting signal" be 
sent over his own private telephone 
line to his television set. This signal 
will immediately clear up the scram- 
bled picture. The telephone operator 
keeps a record of these calls which 
will form the basis for a monthly bill. 

Other Phonevision systems enable 
the subscriber to pay his fee right in 
his living room by means of a coin 

"Pay -as- you -see" television is 
the answer to the industry's 
economic problem, says the 
sales manager of Zenith Radio 
Corporation, who is active in 
promoting " Phonevision." 

By H. C. BONFIG 

box device which perform exactly the 
same function described in the first 
method. Again, another technique 
employs vending machines in drug 
stores or local supermarkets. The 
subscriber can indicate on the vend- 
ing machine his choice of program 
and subsequently the machine will 
sell him a card on which a number 
is printed. Arriving home, the viewer 
dials this number on a small instru- 
ment connected with his television set 
which again will clear up the scram- 
bled picture on his screen. 

Thus, the set owner, his family, 
and others assembled in the home are 
enabled to see the program. Those 
in other homes who do not "pay -as- 
they -see" get only a "scrambled" 
broadcast signal which is unsatis- 
factory. 

It is estimated that the average cost 
per viewer may not amount to much 
more than ten cents per program. 
Would each member of your family 
pay a dime to see a first -run movie, 
in the comfort of your living room? 

The technical workings of subscrip- 
tion television are so complicated that 
we at Zenith have prepared a 20 -min- 
ute film just to explain how it works. 
But, in essence, you "pay- as-you -see" 
something you want to see. 

ZEN IT H' S subscription -television 
plan is known as Phonevision. 

We cling firmly to the fact that all 
of us want television to be even more 

/ 
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dynamic ... even more profitable to 
all than it has been and is today. 

We have plenty of support for that 
premise -from advertisers, sports pro- 
moters, educators, broadcasters and 
the like. 

Even time has lent a hand to help. 
The rapid march of events has 

demonstrated that the commercial es- 
tablishment of subscription television 
-and Phonevision -can do more to 
insure a strong, continuing demand 
for television, more to expand tele- 
vision to a nation -wide audience, more 
to underwrite the future of the set - 
manufacturing industry than any de- 
velopment on the horizon today. 

The reason is fundamental. 
The public buys television receivers 

in order to see programs in the easy 
comfort of their homes. The more and 
better the programs available, the 
greater audience there is for advertis- 
ers and of course, the larger demand 
for television receivers. 

Since the Federal Communications 
Commission in 195'2 announced the 
melting of the years -old "freeze" lim- 
iting the construction of television 
transmitters, hundreds of new appli- 
cations for stations have poured in. 
The establishment of each new station 

means a greater market for an adver- 
tiser's message and an additional rea- 
son for people to purchase television 
receivers. 

Unfortunately, this type of expan- 
sion cannot go on forever, and there 
are two developments looming on the 
horizon which more than ever indi- 
cate the absolute necessity to your 
business and mine of subscription 
television. 

HE first of these developments 
1 applies to every television market. 

That development is theatre televi- 
sion, aided and abetted by the fact 
that home television is a world's cham- 
pion wrecker of box offices at stadium 
and theatre. 

Already some of the choicest pro- 
grams have been taken from regular 
television and shown exclusively at 
theatres. The large boxoffice of a 
handful of movie houses enabled them 
to outbid sponsors who would other- 
wise have presented these events on 
sponsored television. Among these 
sales -stimulating programs have been 
the best championship fights of the 
past year or two; and the Metropoli- 
tan Opera, which vanished from home 
television two years ago because its 
cost of telecasting outran the sponsor's 
budget. 
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But with subscription television - 

Phonevision -those great events can 
be restored to home television viewing. 
And even more: the Broadway plays 
can be made available to armchair 
audiences -as well as the fine new 
films and the celluloid classics that 
our up- and -coming generations have 
not seen; the best in spectator sports; 
and other fine programs of an educa- 
tional nature which the public has 
never seen at home 

All of us can recognize how many 
more viewers this will bring to tele- 
vision in the established markets. 

But what of the smaller markets? 
One thing that made radio truly 

national was the hundreds of small 
stations rendering local service and 
bringing first class presentations of 
network programs under conditions 
when even clear channel stations could 
not be heard dependably. That is why 
the major networks have included in 
their radio service hundreds of low - 
powered local radio stations that are 
theoretically within the regions blan- 
keted by high -powered AM. 

Television presents another picture. 

rr HERE are no clear channel tele- 
1 vision stations because television's 

range is limited to an approximate of 
50 to 100 miles. Applicants are fight- 
ing for television grants in urban 
areas; but in smaller cities the story 
is quite different. 

MOST of our smaller cities have 
two, three, or four radio sta- 

tions operating profitably, giving good 
service to the community and contrib- 
uting to the surprising strength that 
the radio market has shown. 

Not so, television. 

Although television channels have 
been allocated to 887 cities in these 
United States that have a population 
of 25,000 or less, there have been 
applications for television grants in 
only 83 of these cities. Thus, in more 
than 800 cities that enjoy splendid 
local radio service there is today no 
indication that there will be local 
television. 

The reason for this reluctance to 
apply for television in small -town 
markets is one that is very clear to 
small -town broadcasters. But the pub- 
lic does not understand. The public 
fails to realize that television costs are 
enormous. The public does not know 
that the best economists in the broad- 
casting industry believe national ad- 
vertisers will not be able to buy more 
than the top 100 to 125 markets for 
their network programs. As a result, 
broadcasters in the small cities will be 
able to present network programs only 
on a "bonus" basis. 

This means that the only income 
they would receive from these net- 
work shows would be the sale of spot 
announcements, chiefly to local adver- 
tisers. But there just isn't enough ad- 
vertising money in the small markets 
to enable broadcasters to operate on 
this basis or even pay the line charges 
of bringing in network programs! 

This leaves the small broadcaster 
with the problem of programming his 
entire television station at costs far 
greater than local advertisers can pay. 

The only way most small markets 
can enjoy local television service of 
any kind is through the establishment 
of subscription television; so that these 
stations can devote part of their broad- 
cast day to presenting pay -as- you-see 
programs. 

i 
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In a flood of letters Zenith has 
received from small town broadcasters 
outlining this situation, one expressed 
it well when he said, and I quote: "In 
the small market television situation 
there must be some well- heeled god- 
father to foot the bill, but since none 
exists in broadcasting, it falls upon 
John Q. Public to pay for pleasing 
television fare." 

The income from Phonevision, 
added to the income from sponsored 
programs sold to local advertisers, 
could finance the profitable operation 
of television stations in hundreds and 
hundreds of small markets that must 
otherwise depend upon the vagaries 
of fringe area reception, or do with- 
out entirely. 

If television is to serve the broad 
public interest of the nation and not 
just a segment of it, the small town 
as well as the major markets must 
have the new medium. 

Here is what it means in terms of 
people: 

On the basis of present indications 
upwards of 20 million Americans will 
have virtually no television service, 
or be without a nearby station, unless 
subscription television is established to 
finance small market stations. With 
subscription television, virtually all of 
these people could within a reasonable 
time enjoy excellent reception of fine 
programs. 

TURNING to another phase of 
television's puzzling economic 

problem: 
It is apparent that a home box - 

office can furnish an economic assist 
of magnificent proportions to colleges 
and universities -many of whom are 
even now wondering how it is finan- 

cially possible to make use of the 
special television channels that the 
FCC has assigned to them. 

Using Phonevision and its TV me- 
tering systems, the educator can charge 
a "television tuition fee" for certain 
courses of instruction, to enable stu- 
dents to earn college credits at home. 
This would make college degrees pos- 
sible for thousands who can't afford 
four full years in campus residence. 
With a few hours a day of pay -to- 
see-it television, our educational insti- 
tutions could finance many additional 
hours of free programs that go far 
beyond the scope of the printed page 
and the confines of classroom or lab 
oratory presentation. 

NOW I do not mean to infer that 
an advertiser would lose any part 

of his audience to subscription tele- 
vision. On the contrary-the limita- 
tions of average family entertainment 
budgets plus the choices that would 
prevail between "fee" television and 
"free" television would mean that the 
average family would spend only two 
to four hours a week watching Phone - 
vision programs. The rest of their tele- 
vision times would be watching regu- 
lar sponsored programs. And this 
leaves plenty of elbow room for the 
I Love Lucy's ... the Toasts of the 
Town . . . Meet the Press . . . Jack 
Benny, Imogene Coca and all other 
programs that have a special signifi- 
cance to American audiences watch- 
ing a lighted television screen, to play 
to the much larger over -all audience 
that Phonevision could develop. 

And I would like to advance this 
thought: I believe that the healthy 
competition between all types would 
raise the level of both pay -to- see -it and 
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sponsored television. And that, I con- 
tend, is a real plus for everyone con- 
cerned. 

I believe also that Phonevision's 
system of opening up the great reser- 
voir of premium programming not yet 
seen on home television, and distrib- 
uting it to the grass -roots -level of 
America would be an economic shot - 
in- the -arm for our shrinking theatrical 
arts. The legitimate theatre could then 
afford to cater also to the tastes and 
pleasures of the minority -which with 
Phonevision, would involve an audi- 
ence of millions. 

With a home delivery service that 
would make our products of enter- 
tainment available right at the arm- 
chair for as low as one thin dime per 
viewer, we open an entirely new vista 
of public service. 

The entire concept of subscription 
television and Phonevision leaves me 
with a profound feeling that such a 
commercial service is not only "in the 
public interest" but that it also pro- 
vides an entirely reasonable and logi- 
cal assist to television as a medium for 
advertising. 

Report On Radio 
OF THE 43,849,460 radio homes 

in the U. S., 44 per cent use 
two or more radio sets in the home, 
according to the first nation -wide 
measurement of multiple -set owner- 
ship, says Arthur C. Nielsen, presi- 
dent of A. C. Nielsen Company. 

A correlation between television 
and multiple -radio ownership was 
noted in the fact that families with 
three or more Radios are more likely 
to have TV sets than families with 
single Radios. 

It was revealed that there were 
70,175,670 radio receivers and 17,- 
706,930 television receivers in opera- 
tion in U. S. homes, as of June 1, 
1952, when the field work of the 
Nielsen study was completed. In ad- 
dition, 22,630,820 families owned one 
or more automobile radios. 

Constituting what is believed to be 
the most up -to -date and complete 
measurement of multiple-radio owner - 
shop in the history of broadcasting, 
the Nielsen analysis shows 56 per 
cent of radio homes with single sets, 
32 per cent with two sets, and 12 
per cent with three or more sets. 

Mr. Nielsen pointed out that the 
study, using a personal interview 
technique and a 100,000 -home sample 
located in all 3,072 U. S. counties, 
was predicated on definitions based 
on industry needs. It therefore ex- 
cluded from consideration in its home - 
radio count automobile sets, portables 
not used at home, FM -only sets, sets 
that were out of order and not soon 
to be repaired, and sets in business 
establishments and public places. 

Allowing for these exceptions, it 
included all radio sets in the home, 
all radio sets in barns, garages, work- 
shops and other outbuildings, combi- 
nation AM -FM, AM -TV and AM- 
phonograph receivers, portables used 
in the home and sets used by servants, 
guests and roomers. 

"Thus," Mr. Nielsen stated, "every 
set counted is actually delivering an 
audience." 

On the subject of automobile set 
ownership, the survey revealed a total 
of 33,581,870 car -owning families, of 
which 67 per cent, or 22,630,820 fam- 
ilies, have one or more car radios. 

1 
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HIDDEN BEAUTY 
fi in STONES 

Ever hunt for geodes? It might be 
a hobby you'd enjoy! 

YES, its fun to- 
hunt them! polish them! 
test them! wear them! 
lick them! show them! 
cut them! THRILL over them! 

What? GEODES of many kinds! 

Until I saw my first geode I had 
never even heard of the word. Then, 
when I started collecting them, I be- 
came a full -fledged "rock- hound." 

A rockhound is described as fol- 
lows: instead of having four legs like 
the usual run of hounds, a rockhound 
is a mortal with two legs, who hunts 
along beaches and over desert hills 
and mesas with nose and eyes to 
the ground. Suddenly he swoops 
down upon a geode, agate or rock 
. . . . removes it from its setting or 
home where it has been resting in 
peace thousands (or even millions) 
of years .... then takes his geologist's 
hammer and bats off a corner ... . 

then, finally, licks it with his tongue 
(like a hound) and tests it to bring 
out the color or promise of what 
might be inside when cut. Selah! 
He has found a good rock! 

It is taken home "to bury" or to 
polish. Then the rockhound shows it 

By ERNA CLARK 

off to fellow rockhounds who didn't 
find quite such a "nice bone ". If it 
isn't too too heavy the rockhound 
will wear it as jewelry- perhaps on 
the finger or the watch -fob, or carry 
it in his pocket for good luck. And 
keep hundreds of other similar finds 
on shelves at home! 

MY good fun started when a 
geode turned the key to a new 

interest in life for my husband, who 
had to retire from his profession 
because of ill health . . . . Chasing 
geodes on outings in the pure air of 
the desert soon helped him. 

Of course, neither of us knew 
what a geode was until a civil -engi- 
neer -friend showed us one which he 
found while surveying land on the 
Mojave Desert. It was a rounded 
nodule with a translucent and crys- 
tal -lined center ... about six inches 
in diameter. However, one finds 
geodes from the size of an English 
pea to apples, Irish potatoes, canta- 
loupes and pumpkins -even larger! 

A geode is usually formed by vol- 
canic activity, as we were told. They 
start as "volcanic gas bubbles" in hot 
lava or trap -rock or volcanic ash. In 
subsequent years (ages) ground- 
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water minerals in soluble -form enter 
the cavities by osmosis, or through a 
point of infiltration. Then they 
harden, precipitating as calcite, agate, 
or quartz crystals lining the original 
cavities. 

Thus Nature makes a geode! (Ac- 
tually there are other theories as to 
how geodes are formed; but the above 
explanation sounds logical and is 
good enough for me.) 

WHAT fun we had -from the 
time we found our very first 

geodes! Many of the geodes remind 
me of scintillating jewel boxes. When 
we cut them in half and polish them, 
the cutting reveals their hidden 
beauties. Some are filled solid with 
chalcedony and have colorful pat- 
terns. These are referred to as 
nodules and when they are without 
matrix they are called agates. Some 
have flower designs just like flowers 
of our fields. Occasionally we find 
some with "scenic pictures" inside. 

There is no end of variety and 
fun with geodes ... to fashion them 
into unusual book-ends, paper- 
weights, ash trays, lamp -bases and 
coffee -table tops. 

We joined a rock and mineral club 
which has monthly meetings and lec- 
turers -just to study about rocks! 
The membership consists of bankers, 
bakers, doctors, lawyers, teachers, me- 
chanics, carpenters and engineers. 
Wives enjoy it as much as the hus- 
bands. The children enjoy rockhunts 
too; and we call them our "pebble - 
pups." You, too, can join in this 
fun - hobby, by contacting a local or 
nearby Mineral and Rock Club, or 
the Earth Science class of a nearby 

college. The instructor can probably 
direct you to a society of rock -col- 
lectors and lapidarists. The latter cut 
and polish rocks to bring out their 
hidden beauty. 

EVEN bought a new station 
wagon with four gear shifts; 

so we could explore sandy canyons 
off the beaten path ... just to collect 
more rocks! 

Then we traveled to ever -new 
fields -into other deserts, and other 
states throughout the nation: to the 
Dakotas, Idaho and Montana for 
agates and beautiful rose -quartz; to 
Florida for agatized oyster shells 
which can be cut and fashioned into 
lovely jewelry; to the New England 
states for purpleite; to New Jersey 
for the unusual fluorescent rocks; to 
the west for jade in California and 
Wyoming; to Washington and 
Oregon for agates and fossil woods; 
to Texas for rare plume- agate; to 
Utah and Colorado for fossil woods. 
We found jaspers and petrified -palm- 
roots from one end of the great 
Mojave Desert to the other; and 
beautiful geodes in Iowa and Ten- 
nessee. There probably are pretty 
rocks in every state in the union if 
you start out to seek, to find, to 
track down new fields. 

By now our garage walls (fitted 
with shelves) were bulging with 
rocks. The prettiest ones were dis- 
played on our mantel. Even the books 
on the library shelves were replaced 
by colorful rocks. 

ON A MONTHLY FIELD TRIP 
our caravan of rockhounds 

stopped for gas at a desert village 
after a highly successful geode hunt 
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in the Chocolate Mountains. Cars as 
well as rockhounds were dusty and 
grimy looking; but the happy col- 
lectors were a jolly bunch, full of 
conversation and enthusiasm. 

An eastern motorist who also had 
stopped for gas was taking it all in. 
He was so puzzled by what he saw 
and heard that he asked a native: 
"What in thunder are all these folks 
doing here on this God -forsaken 
desert ?" 

"Oh them's been hunting `joddes'," 
replied the dry- skinned bystander. 

The Eastener looking even more 
puzzled; questioned, "The what? - 
the what ?" 

Nonchalantly the native quipped, 
"Jodees ". 

"What is that ?" 
"Oh them's is hollow rocks they 

dig for!" 
By this time my husband nudged 

me and said in low voice, "Both 
green- horns." 

Then the easterner, shaking his 

"Where is your other arrow Dear ?" 

head and still puzzled, commented as 
he started off, "I always heard the 
desert heat was bad on folks, but I 
didn't think it caused them to look 
for hollow rocks . . . I'm getting the 
hell out of here and drive on to the 
coast yet tonight!" 

IT IS special fun to hunt for mag- 
netized lodestones -out there on 

certain desert hills and mesas where 
there are millions of black rocks. But 
they are not all magnetized. We hunt 
them by tying a string on a stick 
(like a boy's homemade fishing pole) 
-with a hair -pin or nail tied to the 
end of string. As we "fish" about 
on the dry desert sands, the line 
suddenly draws towards a piece of 
black stone. We have "caught an- 
other fish ": a specimen of lodestone 
which is also known as magnatite. 

If people watching us did not know 
what we were doing they would 
surely think we are NUTS! 

But they don't know how much 
fun we are having! 

Try it sometime! -at least until 
you have found a few specimens! 

Geodes may be the enjoyable hobby 
you have been seeking! 

A small boy was left inside a motor car 
while the mother shopped. To amuse him- 
self he was twisting the steering wheel 
and uttering motor -like sounds. A man 
watched for awhile, then leaned over and 
put his head into the window and said: 
"Sonny, you'd better stick your arm out 
when you go around corners or you'll get 
into trouble." 

The small boy regarded him scornfully. 
"Look," he said, "you stick your arm 
out of a space ship and you'll get it ripped 
off." 



..FIRE 
at your 

FINGERTIPS 
Twenty -five billion match 
books a year! You get them 
free because a Philadelphia 
lawyer saw match book covers 
used for advertising by a trav- 

eling opera company. 

By FRANK ROSE 

PEOPLE are fond of speculating 
how impressed George Washing- 

ton would be by airplanes, automo- 
biles and other major wonders of our 
modern machine age. He would in- 
deed marvel at these achievements, 
but the chances are that he would be 
most impressed by the simple magic 
contained in an ordinary book of 
matches. 

The creation of fire in Colonial 
days was a laborious process of strik- 
ing flint and steel together until a 
spark ignited a piece of tinder. On a 
damp day this clumsy method often 
required a good half hour's work. 
Today, with a flick of the wrist, fire 
is at our fingertips in a second. 

We take matches for granted now, 
but it was not until 1826 -58 cen- 

turies after the earliest record of fire 
making -that an English pharmacist 
named John Walker invented and 
sold the first match. It consisted of a 
three -inch wooden splint tipped with 
sulphur which emitted sparks when 
rubbed on sandpaper. It was crude 
and undependable; but it was a vast 
improvement over the cumbersome 
tinder box. 

In 1830, Dr. Charles Sauna of 
France improved the match by sub- 
stituting easily -ignited phosphorus 
for the sulphur. However, these 
matches were dangerous and caused 
a lot of fires because they lit too 
easily. Two Swedish scientists finally 
solved this problem by developing 
the safety match, which ignited only 
when a certain material in the match 
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head was scratched against a special 
composition in the striking surface. 

In 1892, Joshua Pusey, an Ameri- 
can patent attorney, looked into the 
future and foresaw the need for book 
matches. Deciding to capitalize on 
his idea, he dipped 50 thin cardboard 
strips into a match head composition 
which he brewed on his office stove. 
Then he folded a small piece of card- 
board for the cover, painted on a 

striking surface and stapled the strips 
inside. Unluckily for Pusey, his tal- 
ents ran to inventing and not selling. 
No one wanted to buy his newfangled 
fire gadgets, so he finally sold his 
patent to a match company. 

AT first, this organization enjoyed 
little more success than Pusey 

in selling the public on book matches. 
But when they hired Henry Traute, a 
gifted Philadelphia lawyer, to handle 
the sales job, things began to happen. 
He quickly put the American flair 
for advertising to work and started 
the industry skyrocketing toward its 
present volume of 25 billion books a 
year. 

He picked up the idea of match 
book cover advertising from a travel- 
ing opera company. The manager of 
the Mendelssohn Opera Company 
bought hundreds of the blank books 
and used them to promote a New 
York performance. He had his sing' 
ers and musicians letter a message on 
each, starting with the phrase, "Wait 
-we are coming." Tiny photographs 
of the leading lady and man were 
pasted on each cover. This unique 
advertising scheme caught the public 

interest and the New York perform- 
ance was jammed. 

Traute immediately seized upon the 
idea. He had a Milwaukee brewer's 
advertisement printed on several 
match covers as a sample. Then he 
took them to Wisconsin and launched 
his sales campaign. When he wired 
back an order for 10 million match 
books, officials of his company called 
an emergency meeting. Their whole 
match book production staff consisted 
of six girls, each capable of turning 
out only 300 books an hour. At that 
rate, they figured it would take them 
two years to fill their first order. 
They decided they either had to go 
out of the match book business or 
expand without delay to keep up with 
their ambitious salesman. The scent 
of larger profits ahead overcame their 

fin 

"On the contrary, boss, I think this is 
the time to ask for a raise!" 
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caution and they increased their force 
and equipment overnight. 

WITHOUT waiting to find out 
if his company could handle 

the order or not, Traute went right 
ahead with his selling. He called 
upon a large tobacco firm and was 
just getting warmed up to his spiel, 
when he was hustled out of the of- 
fice and practically thrown down 
three flights of stairs. Undaunted, he 
got up, limped over to a rival tobacco 
company and landed an order for 30 
million more match books. 

Traute proved himself an all -time 
sales "great" when he talked William 
Wrigley, the chewing gum king, into 
signing a contract for one billion 
books. Wrigley listened patiently to 
all of Traute's persuasive arguments, 
then stated flatly that he was not in 
the least interested. 

"In that case," said Traute, "I'm 
going to buy a million boxes of your 
chewing gum and give them away 
to promote match book sales." 

Wrigley groaned. "I know when 
I'm licked, young man," he said. "No 
one would buy my gum if you were 
giving it away free." He placed 
an order for a billion match books to 
promote his chewing gum. 

In spite of this spectacular success, 
Traute was not satisfied. He wanted 

everyone to be able to get book 
matches free. He chose a New York 
City street intersection with tobacco 
shops on each of the four corners. 
He convinced one proprietor that a 
free match book with every purchase 
would beat competition. The idea 
worked and the man doubled his 
business. Before long, all four shops 
were giving away match books. The 
idea spread until it is now an ac- 
cepted practice. 

Today, twelve and a half billion 
match books are given away free with 
tobacco purchases or as good will 
gifts. In addition, thanks to Traute, 
tens of thousands of businesses rang- 
ing from the small corner store to 
such industrial giants as General 
Electric and United States Steel use 
match book covers to make their 
names and products familiar to the 
public. Clubs, schools, politicians and 
even churches are among those who 
carry their messages to the public in 
this manner. 

Yes, it is safe to assume that Wash- 
ington would be impressed by our 
match books. He would be amazed 
to learn that the United States uses 
57 million matches an hour and 500 
billion a year. He would be even 
more amazed to learn that half of 
these are given away free. 

i 



FORD WINGS for the B -47 JET BOMBER 
Celebration in Kansas City acclaimed the first shipment of bomber wings built at Ford 

Motor Company's Claycomo plant, as two pairs of wings leave for the Lockheed 
factory at Marietta, Georgia. The Boeing plant in 
Wichita, Kansas, and the Douglas plant in Tulsa, 
Oklahoma, also build the B -47, to a design by 
Boeing. At left, Maj. Gen. M. E. Bradley, Jr., 
Director of Procurement and Production, AMC; 
Henry Ford II, president, Ford Motor Company; 
and Lt. Gen. E. W. Rawlings, Commanding Gen- 
eral, AMC. At right, 
B. W. Rose, Kansas 
City Aircraft Plant Man- 
ager, Ford Motor Co., 
and Henry Ford II. Be- 
low, D. J. Haughton, 
v.p. Lockheed's Mariet- 
ta Division; J. E. Schae- 
fer, v.p. Boeing's Wich- 
ita Division; Lt. Col. 
John P. Fitzgerald, Di- 
rector of Procurement 
Administration, 
MIAPD; Ernest R. 
Breech, executive v.p., 
Ford Motor Co.; Henry 
Ford II, at microphones; 
and F. W. Conant, sen- 
ior v.p., Douglas' Santa 
Monica Division. + 



WHB RADIO 
VOTING MACHINES FOR KANSAS CITY? 
Charles Gray (left), WHB newsman, inter- 
views John Oliver, president, and Paul Van 
Osdol, Jr., secretary, of the Jackson County 
Board of Election Commissioners. WHB 
broadcast series of panel discussions favoring 
the installation. 

BETTA ST. JOHN (below) is soon to 
be seen in M-G-M's 'Dream Wife,' 
co-starred with Cary Grant. 

SARAH CHURCHILL (above, left) speaks be- 
fore K.C. Women's Chamber of Commerce 
and is interviewed by Sandra Lea of WHB. 

GUEST DISC JOCKEYS are 
Percy M. Franks (above, left) 
and Harry Denni, photo- 
graphed in the WHB Studios. 



N E W S R E E L 
PRESIDENT OF THE U.S. CHAMBER OF 
COMMERCE, Laurence F. Lee, was re- 
cent Kansas City visitor, photographed 
(right) as he spoke before the K.C. 
Chamber. 

Mr"- "14 
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GEORGE FISKE (left, aboie), retiring General 
Electric official in Kansas City, and a promi- 
nent civic figure for three decades, is given set 
of recordings of speeches made at testimonial 
dinner in his honor, by Harry M. Gambrel, 
president of the Man -of- the -Month Fraternity. 

WILD BILL HICKOK (Guy Madison, 
left) and JINGLES (Andy Devine) con- 
tinue their search for bad men via 
WHB and Mutual. 

'BOOKS BRING ADVENTURE' is weekly Junior 
League program Thursdays at 1:15 p.m. over 
WHB. Members of the radio committee (below, 
left to right) are Mrs. Arthur B. Church, Jr.; 
Mrs. Grant Cowherd; Mrs. Ralph Hill, president 
of the Kansas City Junior League; and Mrs. Rich- 
ard Newlin pictured at Junior Lea 'ue clubhouse. 





SuA íPCtea+t4 

RAYMOND W. HALL 
The Man of the Month 
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by DON DAVIS 

RAY HALL learned from his 
father an intrinsic truth which 

has guided him all his life: "A man 
can do anything he wants to do, if 
he has average intelligence and an 
intense desire to do it." 

Over his study desk at home is 
this motto in Old English type: 

"Konsider the postage stamp, 
My Son. 

Its usefulness konsists of its 
ability 

to stick to one thing until it 
gets there." 

As a boy, Roy determined to be a 
lawyer. He stuck to it, and his many - 
faceted career since young manhood 
has always been connected in some 
way with the law. 

J 
UDGE CHARLES D. HALL, 
Ray's father, was a big -scale farm- 

er and banker in Weston, Missouri. 
He and Mrs. Hall, who had been 
Laura Brown Williams of Weston, 
believed in raising a big family. Along 
with seven brothers and a sister, Ray 
attended the one -room Hazelwood 
School taught by Miss Honora Allen 

at Weston, acr6ss the road from the 
family farm. 

The brothers would form a team 
to play baseball against the rest of 
the school -or they'd gang up in 
schoolboy fights. The Halls vs. Every- 
body Else. Everybody Else, that is, 
except one little chap who was always 
on the Halls' side: another "Bee 
Creek Boy" named Albert F. Hillix, 
who was later to become president 
of the Kansas City Chamber of Com- 
merce and of the Kansas City Coun- 
try Club. 

When Ray was about fifteen, his 
father became probate judge of Platte 
County, with offices in Platte City, 
the county seat. Ray's older brother, 
Decatur, liked horses and the farm; 
so it was taken for granted that he 
would be a farmer. But Ray's father 
decided Ray should work as a clerk in 
the judge's office. This he did, for 
two years, until he went to Columbia, 
Missouri, in 1908 to finish high 
school. Weston High was not then 
an accredited high school; so Ray at- 
tended University High School at Co- 
lumbia in order that he might gain 
admission to the State University. 
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ATTENDING M. U. meant that 

he could join a college frater- 
nity. With a year's residence in Co- 
lumbia during which to look the fra- 
ternities over, the banker's son from 
Weston decided to join Phi Gamma 
Delta. He wrote his father about it, 
and the judge replied: "I'm glad, son. 
I am a Phi Gamma Delta myself." 
The elder Hall, who came from Front 
Royal, Virginia, had graduated from 
Roanoke College in Virginia and 
joined the fraternity there. 

The fact that Ray became a "Fiji" 
began a tradition in the fraternity, 
because four of the younger Hall 
brothers later became Phi Gams, too: 
Warren, who manages the Hall or- 
chards, farms and tobacco warehouses 
at Weston; the late Elmer Hall, who 
died in April, in Kansas City; Glenn, 
who is president of the First National 
Bank of Birmingham, Alabama; and 
David, who is a merchant in Weston. 

Of Ray's two other brothers, 
Charles is treasurer of the Price 
Candy Company in Kansas City; and 
Marshall manages the Columbian 
Hog Ed Cattle Powder Company 
farms out of Hiawatha, Kansas. The 
sister, Mrs. Reeta Hall Brill, lives in 
Weston. 

At the University of Missouri, Ray 
took his Bachelor of Arts degree in 
1913, and his Bachelor of Laws in 
1915. He has always been a patient, 
courteous, conservative person, thor- 
ough in his studies and in his work. 
These qualities attracted the attention 
of Judge John D. Lawson, Dean of 
the M. U. School of Law, who de- 
pended upon Ray to teach his class 
in Contract Law on days when the 
professor was forced to be absent. 

At this time, Dean Lawson was 
writing his books on "American State 
Trials," condensing the text of fa- 
mous trials held in every state of the 
Union. He employed Ray to assist. 
Ray could do it, not only because he 
was a law student, but because in high 
school he had mastered shorthand and 
the touch system of typing. Ray still 
remembers the typewriter keyboard; 
and today can type a letter or a 
speech blindfolded! 

During summer vacations from col- 
lege, Ray worked on the farm and 
in the family bank at Weston, except 
for one summer spent selling books 
from door to door in Minnesota. In 
the little Minnesota towns he found 
selling a book for $13 tough going. 
Three weeks without a single sale! A 
friend in the crew, Lester Wyckoff, 
advised him to try the farmers -so 
the next day Ray took to the country 
lanes. Perhaps it was because he felt 
more at ease on the farms, or perhaps 
it was because the farmers recognized 
him as one of their own people -but 
that first day in the country he made 
five sales, and during the summer he 
earned $250 in commissions. In those 
days, that was money! 

Al Hillix recalls that when Ray 
was a senior at M. U., Al and eight 
other boys from Weston, accom- 
panied by their fathers, all arrived in 
Columbia by train to enroll the boys 
in the University. Quite a group - 
eighteen people in all, carrying suit- 
cases and trudging along Colum- 
bia's tree -shaded streets, gawking at 
the sights. Ray met them at the sta- 
tion; helped them all find quarters in 
rooming houses; showed the boys 
where and how to enroll. "That's how 
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kind and courteous Ray is," says Al. 
"Other seniors would have thought 
such attentions to mere freshmen be- 
neath their dignity." In the process, 
Ray pledged his brothers and Al to 
Phi Gamma Delta. 

GRADUATED FROM MIS- 
SOURI and ready to begin the 

practice of law, Ray settled in Kan- 
sas City, although advisors told him 
there were already 1500 lawyers here 
and most of them weren't making a 
living. Nevertheless, he took a desk 
without pay in the firm of Austin 
and Davis -and there he worked dur- 
ing the years 1915-16-17 as Europe 
flamed with the battles of World 
War I. 

His father brought him his first 
case, from Platte City. The next 
week, a friend of his father's came 
in with a case. Gradually, many of 
the Platte County people he had 
known in his father's office or in the 
Weston bank came to him with their 
legal problems. He tried his first jury 
case in Platte City, with Guy Park, 
later a Missouri governor, as the op- 
posing attorney. 

By this time, the United States had 
entered World War I. Ray enlisted 
in the Army; and served at Camp 
Lee, Virginia, returning to Kansas 
City in March, 1919, as a First Lieu- 
tenant. He became a charter member 
of William T. Fitzsimmons Post No. 
8 of the American Legion -a thriving 
post with 1670 members -and in 
1921 he became its commander. Kan- 
sas City's Liberty Memorial was built 
at that time. For its formal dedication, 
Ray was a member of the American 

Legion committee which welcomed to 
Kansas City and entertained General 
"Black Jack" Pershing, commander of 
U. S. A. forces in World War I; Ad- 
miral Lord David Beatty of England; 
Marshal Ferdinand Foch of France; 
Lt. General Baron Jacques of Belgium; 
and General Armando Diaz of Italy. 
Opposite Kansas City's Union Sta- 
tion, likenesses of these World War I 
leaders are preserved today in bronze 
at the Station Plaza entrance to the 
Liberty Memorial. 

IF YOU REMEMBER World War 
I, you'll recall that during those 

years the federal government first de- 
vised a new form of taxation known 
as the "income tax." Ray's brother 
Charles at that time was a revenue 
agent. His experiences convinced him 
that there was an opportunity for 
lawyers who would become experts in 
the field of income tax law. Among 
other things, the law allowed deduc- 
tions for "depletion" -and its terms 
were then little known and less un- 
derstood by some of the biggest oil 
companies in Texas! Charles per- 
suaded Ray to become one of the 
first tax attorneys to practice in Kan- 
sas City, and with his brother Elmer, 
Ray began a tax practice. They of- 
f iced at that time with another Phi 
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Gam from the University of Chicago, 
Attorney John S. Wright. 

Meanwhile, up at Fort Leaven- 
worth, a man from Virginia named 
Colonel Claude Miller had arrived to 
teach at the Staff and Command 
School of the Army War College. 
Back in Virginia, Ray's father's sis- 
ter, Mrs. Elwood Douglas Jackson, of 
Front Royal, wrote her brother that 
Colonel Miller's cousin from Lynch- 
burg was coming out to Fort Leaven- 
worth to visit -and would the Halls 
please have one of the boys call on 
her? All of the Hall boys at home 
pictured this unknown lady as a grey - 
haired contemporary of their aunt's. 
The assignment to go to Fort Leaven- 
worth, therefore, was definitely in the 
category of a "duty call." Ray, con- 
siderate as always, volunteered for the 
task. 

Upon his return, he gave scant de- 
tails of the call to his brothers. For 
the lady turned out to be the petite, 
young and charming Ann Miller 
Woodroof of Lynchburg ... pretty, 
and younger than Ray! He kept her 
age and her beauty a secret until a 
romance was well under way. Ann 
"visited" out here as long as she dared 
(6 weeks) ; and then returned to 
Lynchburg. 

Tax -lawyer Ray Hall suddenly 
found that his practice required more - 
and -more- frequent trips to Washing- 
ton, D. C. -from which it is only a 
three -hour trip to Lynchburg. The 
couple become engaged, were mar- 
ried June 6, 1924, and honeymooned 
in Bermuda. 

They have one son, Douglas Jack- 
son Hall, age 22, whom they named 
for the aunt who introduced them. 
Young Doug attended Pembroke - 
Country Day School and had a year 
at Kenyon College, Gambier, Ohio, 
before he enlisted in the Air Force. 
He is stationed at Luke Air Field near 
Phoenix. His hitch has a year to go 
from next October. 

A portrait in oil of Doug in his 
Air Force uniform dominates one wall 
of the Hall's dining room, in their 
charming Georgian home at 6710 
Tomahawk Road in Johnson County, 
Kansas. An interesting screen in that 
same room, made by Mrs. Hall, reveals 
the Virginia background with photo- 
graphs of buildings and scenes in her 
ancestral native state. Like their house 
with its central circular stairway, 
overhead skylight and carriage -lamp 
fixture, the Hall garden is a bit of 
Old Virginia, too. Low, serpentine 
white -brick walls copied from the 
University of Virginia at Charlottes- 
ville enclose an outdoor terrazzo ter- 
race. A box hedge of Japanese Yew, 
designed by Hare E91 Hare, repeats the 
pattern of the walls. 

BUT LET'S FLASH BACK to 
Ray in 1924. Married, and with a 

growing law practice, his knowledge 
of tax matters attracted the attention 
of officials at Kansas City's First Na- 
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tional Bank. Chairman E. F. Swinney 
had been an old friend of the Hall 
family; and president Harry T. Aber- 
nathy and vice -president Carl Allen - 
dorfer of the First were giving 
attention to their growing trust de- 
partment. They needed a tax expert 
to handle it. Ray was approached, 
and decided to accept the job. 

In those days the bank's trust de- 
partment assets were small. From 
June 1, 1926 to January 1, 1943 Ray 
served as trust officer of the First 
National, during which time its trust 
department assets increased to the 
extent that it became not only the 
largest in Kansas City, but ranked 
first in the entire 10th Federal Re- 
serve District. Included among those 
assets were such estates as the Carrie 
J. Loose fund of 3-1/2 million and 
the Ina Calkins estate of 1-1/2 mil- 
lion. Ray's quarters in those years 
increased from basement space where 
there were five employees to an im- 
pressive third floor layout with a 
staff of thirty, using the basement 
space for vault and record storage. 

AS O N OF PLATTSBURG, 
MISSOURI, Gavin Leedy, 

meanwhile had become president of 
the Federal Reserve Bank of Kansas 
City, at a time when the Bank needed 
a new general counsel. Ray Hall was 
chosen for this position -and resigned 
from the First National to become a 
vice- president of the Federal Reserve 
on January 1, 1943. Robert B. Cald- 
well was then serving as chairman of 
the Board of Directors, with Robert 
J. Mehornay as deputy chairman. Ray 
served as Federal Reserve Bank gen- 
eral counsel for two years, at which 

time he resigned to become vice - 
president of Hall Brothers, makers of 
Hallmark Greeting Cards. He is no 
relation to the three brothers in the 
Hallmark concern, Joyce C. Hall, 
Rollie and Will. 

Then, when Robert B. Caldwell re- 
signed effective January 1 of this year 
as chairman of the Federal Reserve, 
Ray was chosen to succeed him. It is 
a "part time" job, and doesn't inter- 
fere with his work at Hall Brothers, 
where he is still active. 

THE FEDERAL RESERVE 
BANK is not owned by the fed- 

eral government -and that big 20- 
story building at 10th E& Grand is not 
a government building, even though 
former President Harry S. Truman 
is one of the office tenants. County 
and city real estate taxes are paid on 
this building just as on all privately - 
owned buildings. The member banks 
of the Tenth Federal Reserve Dis- 
trict own the capital stock and 
participate in the operation of the 
Federal Reserve Bank and the build- 
ing, with directors elected by their 
own members to a board which gov- 
erns the bank's operating policies. 

In addition, there are three direc- 
tors chosen by the board of governors 
at Washington -from commerce, in- 
dustry and agriculture in this dis- 
trict. Ray Hall is one such director. 
As chairman, Ray is one of twelve 
Federal Reserve officials (one from 
each of the nation's Federal Reserve 
Districts) who meet with the board 
of governors of the Federal Reserve 
System in Washington and help to 
decide the country's monetary pol- 
icies. 
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Together, the boards of directors 

of the Reserve Banks and the board 
of governors do such things as raise 
the rediscount rate in order to 
make credit easier; or they will re- 
quire increased reserves from mem- 
ber banks, which has the effect of 
making less money available for 
loans. Lowering of reserve require- 
ments means that the member banks 
have more money available for loans. 

Also, they buy and sell govern- 
ment securities to increase or decrease 
the amount of funds that member 
banks have available for lending and 
investing. The theory of the Federal 
Reserve System is that the fight 
against inflation or a too sudden de- 
flation can be carried on by the con- 
certed effort of the twelve Federal 
Reserve Banks with the Federal Re- 
serve Board as the coordinating 
agency. 

As board chairman, Ray is also the 
Federal Reserve Agent at the Reserve 
Bank. In such capacity he has respon- 
sibility for currency matters in this 
area under the supervision of the 
board of governors in Washington. 

BAY'S CIVIC AND COM- 
MUNITY JOBS make a long 

list. He is the former Treasurer and 
now a member of the Board of Trus- 
tees of the University of Kansas City. 
He is on the Board of Governors of the 
Kansas City Art Institute. And he 
is president of the Chi Mu (for 
Columbia, Missouri) Scholarship 
Fund of Phi Gamma Delta. 

Through the years, in addition to 
being commander of William T. Fitz- 
simmons Post No. 8 of the American 

Legion, he served on the City Central 
Executive Committee. He was on the 
Finance Board of the Women's Chris- 
tian Association, which operates the 
Armour and Gillis Homes; a Trustee 
of Pembroke -Country Day School 
for Boys; and Treasurer & Director 
of the Kansas City Country Club. 
As a director and chairman of the 
advancement committee of the Boy 
Scouts, he was given the Silver 
Beaver award. He has been a director 
of the Boys' Club. He served as a 
trustee and treasurer of the Council 
of Social Agencies, and on various 
budget committees. He was director 
of Community Studies, Inc. In bus- 
iness, he was a director of the Em- 
ployers' Reinsurance Corporation; the 
Johnson County National Bank and 
Trust Co.; and is still a director of 
the Kansas City Life Insurance Co. 

His biggest civic job was as general 
chairman and organizer of the Cit- 
izens' Planning Council of Greater 
Kansas City, in 1944.45, to prepare 
and integrate an area plan of post- 
war programs. It was, and is, a 
citizens' movement to stimulate full 
employment for our citizens, and to 
provide the finer things of living for 
the entire area. It reviews and co- 
ordinates the work of all groups 
(business, industries, agencies), to 
eliminate waste and overlapping ef- 
fort in mapping the area's future. 
Concrete results of this activity, which 
expanded to a Board of Governors 
of 101 people and committee mem- 
berships of 942, then increased to 
3,000, are such achievements as the 
Veterans' Information Center operat- 
ed after World War II; building 
of the Southwest Trafficway; the 
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Starlight Theatre; and a new bridge 
across the Missouri River. On the 
docket are twenty such major projects 
for greater Kansas City, including an 
inter -regional system of express high- 
ways; a new stadium -armory; a new 
public library; a Jackson County 
library with branches in all towns of 
the county; plans for the economic 
development of the area; and thirty 
or more other projects under study. 

BUT WHAT ABOUT this fellow 
Hall as a person? Well, he's cer- 

tainly one of the most modest, friend- 
ly people you'll ever meet -a good 
listener, loyal, sympathetic. His quiet 
sense of humor delights his friends 
and golf partners -one of his hobbies 
(work is first!) being golf. During the 
football season, he and Ann manage 
to get down to Columbia for most 
of the Tigers' home games. 

Back in the mid -twenties, when 
the old Shubert Theatre on 10th 
Street had a new road -show play or 
musical comedy every week all win- 
ter, three front -rows of Phi Gams 
had tickets together in "Peanut 
Heaven" (the top gallery) every 
Thursday. The young- married Halls 
never missed a show! Though he was 
trust officer of the First National 

Bank at the time, it never occurred 
to Ray Hall that he might appear 
undignified in a top -gallery theatre 
seat. 

Their travels have taken the Halls 
to Hawaii, to South America and to 
Europe. Ray is a Rotarian; and on a 
trip to Lima, Peru, he carried along 
a Kansas City Rotary Club flag to 
present to the Rotarians of Lima. 
Aboard his ship were two young 
senoritas who had been attending 
school in Gulfport. Although Ray 
had spent several years learning 
Spanish, and had clients in Mexico, 
he wrote out his flag -presentation 
speech in English; and the beautiful 
young senoritas provided a Spanish 
translation, then rehearsed him in it. 

In Lima, the president of San Mar- 
cos University suggested to Ray that 
if he wanted to get a real burst of 
applause, he might add a paragraph 
saying that he liked San Marcos Uni- 
versity so well that he would like to 
send his son there to school. This Ray 
did. The speech was a tremendous 
success; and the applause was as pre- 
dicted. 

Ray learned other Spanish, too - 
he can dance the rhumba, the samba, 
and the mambo. "Ray's a conserva- 
tive, but not an old- fashioned dancer," 
say his partners. 

The Hall's European journey last 
summer had three magnificent high- 
lights. They lunched with the Honor- 
able and Mrs. Winston Churchill at 
No. 10 Downing Street; visited Gen- 
eral Eisenhower at S. H. A. P. E., 
and were received in audience by the 
Pope in Rome. Switzerland is Ray's 
favorite European country; and he 
likes the city of Lucerne best of all. 
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From girlhood, Ann has always 

been a painter -water color and oils. 
Out at Rancho Santa Fe in California 
in 1948, she persuaded Ray to at- 
tempt an oil painting -and he has 
pursued painting as a hobby ever 
since. His first primitive attempt 
hangs in their home, as does a view 
he painted later of the rail -fenced 
entrance to the Kansas City Country 
Club -a truly difficult problem in 
perspective, well done! 

Another Hall hobby is the collec- 
tion of paper -weights, of which they 
have a case -full in their living room. 
Many are quite rare -all are beauti- 
ful-and the acquisition of each one 
is a reminder of some happy moment 
or occasion in their life together. 
When Ray was appointed chairman 
of the Federal Reserve, for example, 
Ann gave him a bouquet -in a paper- 
weight. 

al 
THREE new University of Kan- 

sas City programs are now heard 
on WHB. At 8:15 Sundays "Uni- 
versity Forum" is broadcast. It fea- 
tures a discussion of current problems 
in the news by a professor and sev- 
eral of his students from a different 
department each week. Dr. Edgar 
Rosen of the history department led 
off with a discussion on the prob- 
lem of European unification. 

At 1 p.m. Sundays, "University 
Showcase" is heard weekly. The show 
consists of performances and composi- 
tions by students and members of the 
faculty of the music department. 

Compositions by Gerald Kemner, 
senior, were heard on the opening 
program; vocal numbers by Hardin 
Van Deursen, associate professor of 
music, and Dorothy Clay. Albertine 
Baumgartner joined Kemner in play- 
ing his piano compositions. 

The "University International Re- 
view" presents an analysis of current 
international news by four professors 
at 7:30 Saturday nights. Speakers are 
Dr. Samson Soloveitchik, expert on 
Russian civilization, Dr. Edgar Rosen 
on European affairs, Dr. Ernest Man - 
heim on Africa and the Middle East 
and Dr. John Hodges, economist. 
Henry Mamet, director of the radio 
department acts as moderator. 
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ANEW weekly radio series and a 
country-wide concert tour are 

on MBS personality Lanny Ross' 
schedule during the spring months. 
The popular tenor began his new 
Mutual network LANNY R O S S 
SHOW programs March 1 -WHB, 
Sundays at 12:15 p.m. 

Lanny's Sunday series is devoted to 
popular songs of the day and roman- 
tic melodies requested by his listen- 

ers. Al Fanelli's quartet supplies the 
musical background. 

JOHN WEIGEL, Mutual's newest 
disc jockey, lives in by -gone days 

as far as his new ALLSWEET MU- 
SIC BOX program is concerned - 
WHB, Monday through Fridays at 
11:25 a.m. His show features songs 
of the roaring '80's played on the 
popular old -time Regina music box - 
a living room fixture of great- grand- 
dad's days. 

The discs used by Weigel are all - 
steel platters and the collection con- 
sists of several hundred melodies. He 
first become interested in this enter- 

PROGRAM SCHEDULE 6 P. M. to 1 A. M. 
TUESDAY WEDNESDAY THURSDAY FRIDAY SATURDAY TIME 

"Strictly From Disie" 
Larry Ray, Sports 
Gabriel Heatter 
Fulton Lewia, Jr 

"Strictly From Dixie' 
Larry Ray, Sports... 
Gabriel H atter 
Fulton Lewis, Jr 

"Strictly From Dixio" 
Larry Ray, Sports... 
Gabriel Flutter 
Fulton Lewis, Jr 

Id Id 

"Strictly From Dixie" 
Larry Ray, Sports... 
Gabriel Heatter 
Fulton Lewis, Jr 

Tidwell Jamoboree 
or 

Swing Session.... 

:00 
:15 
:30 
:45 
55 

That Hammer Guy.. 
Micky Spillane 
High Adventure 

' 

Crime Files of 
Flamond 

Tho Search That 
Nover Fails 

Official Detectivo.... 
Crime Reporta.... 

John Steele 
Adventurer 

Tako a Number 

Bishop Sheen 

"Twenty Questions" 
Parlor Game 

K.C.U. International 
Round -tablo 

:00 
:15 
:30 
:45 

Bill Henry, Nows.... Bill Henry, News.... 
Tunes Till Baseball.. Tunes Till Baseball .. 

Bill Henry, News.... Bill Henry, News.... Tunes Till 
Tunes Till Baseball.. Tunes Till Baaeball.. Game Timo 

:00 
/b :05 
u( :15 

:30 
:40 KANSAS CITY BLUES -AMERICAN ASSOCIATION BASEBALL 

Play -by -play by Larry Ray -At Homo and Away 8:15 Nightly 
101 Regularly Scheduled Night Games- 

Monday through Saturday -April 12 through September 12 

:00 

:30 
:45 

:00 
vi :15 

O 
:25 

:30 
:40 
:50 

:55 

Baseball Scoreboard 
Titua Moody 
Frank Edwards 
Weatherman In 

Person 
Mutual News 

Baseball Scoreboard. 
Th us Moody 
Frank Edwards 
Weatherman In 

Person 
Mutual News 

Baseball Scoreboard. 
Titus Moody 
Frank Edwards 
Weatherman In 

Person 
Mutual News 

Baseball Scoreboard 
Titus Moody 
Frank Edwards 
Weatherman In 

Person 
Mutuai News 

BASEBALL 
or 

Dixieland Jazz Band 
Weatherman In 

Person 
Mutual News 

WHB Night Club 
of the Air ... 
Pop Records 
Rocb Ulmer 

WHB Night Club 
of tbo Air 
Pop Records 
Roch Ulmer 

WHB Might Club 
of the Air 
Pop Records 
Rocb Ulmer 

WHB Night Club 
of tbo Air 
Pop Records 
Roch Ulmer 

WHB Night Club 
of the Air 
Pop Records 

Lew Kemper 

:00 
:15 
:30 
:45 

WHB Night Club 
of tho Air 

WHB Siena 08 

WHB Night Club 
of the Air 

WHR Siena 013 _ _ _ 

WHB Night Club 
of the Air 

WHR Siena 08 _ _ _ _ 

WHB Night Club 
of the Air 

WHR Sign. Off _ 

WHB Night Club 
of the Air 

WHR Si..,. AR 

:00 
:15 

12 :30 
:45 

i .en 
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The WHB DAYTIME 
PROGRAM 
SCHEDULE 

5:00 A.M. to 6 P. M. 
tainment medium when he saw an 
antique Regina on display in a mu- 
seum. 

Weigel began his radio career in 
Ohio, while still attending high school. 
He met his wife, Virginia, also an 
entertainment personality, while at- 
tending Ohio State University. He 
interrupted his career to join the 
Army Signal Corps during World 
War II. He was assigned to the Uni- 
versity of Minnesota for a special 
training course. His roommate at 
school was William Oatis, the A.P. 
newsman interned by the Communists 
in Czechoslovakia. 

Following his discharge from the 
armed forces, Weigel settled on a 
farm in Libertyville, Ill., and became 
a popular figure in Chicago radio 
circles. 

Extensive research by Weigel, 
whose patter is also in the vernacular 
of the roaring '80's, permits him to 
tell unusual anecdotal stories about 
each melody aired on the ALL - 
SWEET MUSIC BOX. 6 

TIME 

5:00 
:15 
:30 
:45 

:00 
:10 

6 
:15 
:30 
:45 

SUNDAY 
Silent 

A.M. 
Silent 

MONDAY 
Town & Country 

Time 

Don Sullivan Show 

News- Weather- 
Livestock 

Don Sullivan Show 
Musical Clock 

Music -Time and 
Temperature 

1 

8 

:00 
:15 
:30 
:45 

:00 
:10 
:15 
:20 
:30 
:45 
:55 
:00 
:15 
:30 
:45 
:55 
:00 
:05 

2 
1O:5 

15 
:30 
:45 

:00 

11 

:15 
:25 
:30 
:45 

:00 
15 

2 :30 

1 

2 

3 

4 

5 

:45 

:00 
:15 
:30 
:45 

:00 
:15 
:25 
:30 
:45 
:00 
:15 
:30 
:45 

:00 
:05 
:15 
:30 

:45 

:00 
:15 
:30 
:45 
:55 

Sun -Dial Serenade 
Music 
and 
Time Signals 

News & Weather 
Wings over K. C 
University Forum 

Bible Study Hoar.... 

Old Sunday School.. 

How's Year Health?. 
Land of the Free.... 

News 
Barbershop 

Quartet 
Singing 

Travel Time 
Travel Hints 

Guy Lombardo Hour 
Sweetest Music 

This Side 
of 

Heaven" 

News, Charles Gray 
Musical Clock 

Musk, Time 
and Temperature . 

News, Charles Gray 
Weather 
Fruits & Vegetables 
Musical Clock 
Crosby Croons 
Musical Clock 
Gabriel Heatter 
Unity Viewpoint.... 
Guy Lombardo Orcb 
Sandra Lea Program 

For Women 
News, Frank Singiser 
Ladies' Fair 

with Tom Moore 

News, H. Engle 
Queen For A Day 

with Jack Bailey 
Curt Massey Time 
Capital Commentary 
Allsweet Music Bos 
WHB Neighhorin' 

Time 
Bill Cunningham.... 
Lanny Ross Show... 
"Young Ideas" 

with Rosemary 
Grace 

Proudly We Hail 
K. C. U. Showcase or 

Tunes Till Game 
Squad Room or 

Blues Baseball 

Crime Fighters or 
Blues Baseball 

Tunes Till Game 
or 

Blues Baseball... 

News, Charles Gray 
WHB Neighborin' 

Time 

WHB Neighborin' 
Time 
Don Sullivan 

CLUB 710 

Pop Records 
Old Standards 

BLUES BASEBALL. 

13 Single Games 

E Double Headers 

April 19 through 

Sept. 13 

News, Ed Pettit 

CLUB 710 
The "Top 
Twenty Tunes " 

CLUB 710 

News & Sports .... 
Bobby Benson Show. 

Drama at Bar -B .. 
Wild Bill Hickok .... 

Drama 
Cecil Brown.. 
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TUESDAY WEDNESDAY THURSDAY FRIDAY SATURDAY TIME 
Town & Country 

Time 

Don Sullivan Sbow 

Town & Country 
Time 

Don Sullivan Show. 

Town & Country 
Time " 

Don Sullivan Show. 

Town & Country 
Time 

Don Sullivan Show 

Town & Country 
Time 

:00 

5 
:15 
:30 
:45 

News -Weatber- 
Livestock 

Don Sullivan Show.. 
Musical Clock 

Music -Time and 
Temperature...... 

News- Weather- 
Livestock 

Don Sullivan Show 
Musical Clock 

Music -Time and 
Temperature 

News- Weather- 
Livestock 

Don Sullivan Sbow 
Musical Clock 

Music -Time and 
Temperature. 

News- Weather. 
Livestock 

Don Sullivan Show 
Musical Clock 

Music -Time and 
Temperature 

News- Weather- 
Livestock 

Don Sullivan Show 
Musical Clock 

Music -Time and 
Temperature 

:00 
:10 
:15 
:30 
:15 

News, Charles Gray. 
Musical Clock ...... 

Music, Time 
and Temperature. 

News, Charles Gray. 
Musical Clock...... 

Musk, Time 
and Temperature. 

News, Charles Gray. 
Musical Clock . 

Music, Time 
and Temperature. 

News, Charles Gray 
Musical Clock 

Music, Time 
and Temperature 

News. Charles Gray. 
Musical Clock.... -. 

Musk, Time 
and Temperature 

:00 
:15 
:30 
:45 

:00 
:10 
:15 
:20 
:30 
:45 
:SS 

News, Charles Gray 
Weather 
Fruits & Vegetables 
Musical Clock 
Crosby Croons 
Musical Clock 
Gabriel Heatter 

News, Charles Gray. 
Weather 
Fruits & Vegetables 
Musical Clock 
Crosby Croons. 
Musical Clock 
Gabriel Heatter 

News, Charles Gray 
Weather........... 
Fruits & Vegetables 
Musical Clock 
Crosby Croons 
Musical Clock 
Gabriel Heatter 

News, Charles Gray 
Weather 
Fruits & Vegetables 
Musical Clock 
Crosby Croons 
Musical Clock 
Gabriel Heatter 

News, Cbarles Gray 
West ber ........... 
Fruits & Vegetables 
Musical Clock 
Crosby Croons 
Musical Clock 
Musical Clock 

Units Viewpoint 
Paula Stone Show. 
Sandra Lea Program 

For Women 
News, Frank Singiser 

Unity Viewpoint 
Guy Lombardo Orch 
Sandra Lea Program 

For Women 
News, Frank Singiser 

Unity Viewpoint..... 
Paula Stone Show... 
Sandra Lea Program 

For Women 
News, Frank Singiser 

Unity Viewpoint 
Guy Lombardo Orch 
Sandra Lea Program 

For Women ... 
News, Frank Singiser 

Unity Viewpoint..... 
Cowtown Carnival.. 

... 
' ... 

News, Frank Singiser 

:00 
:15 
:30 
:45 
:SS 

:00 
:0S 
:15 0 

1 :25 
:30 
:45 

Ladies' Fair 
witb Tom Moore 

News, H. Engle 
Queen For A Day 

with Jack Bailey 

Ladies' Fair 
witb Tom Moore 

News, H. Engle 
Queen For A Day 

with Jack Bailey 

Ladies' Fair ... 
witb Tom Moore.. 

News, H. Engle 
Queen For A Day 

with Jack Bailey 

Ladies' Fair 
with Tom Moore . . 

News, H. Engle 
Queen For A Day 

with Jack Bailey 

Cowtown Carnival... 
.. . . : 

News, H. Engle 
Cowtown Carnival 

Curt Massey Time... 
Capital Commentary. 
Allsweet Music Box . 

WHB Neigbborin' 
Time .... _ 

Curt Massey Time... 
Capital Commentary. 
Allsweet Music Box.. 
WHB Neighborin' 

Time 

Curt Massey Time... 
CapitalCommentary. 
Allsweet Music Box.. 
WHB Neighborin' 

Time 

Curt Massey Time... 
Capital Commentary. 
Allsweet Music Box.. 
WHB Neigbborin' 

Time 

Cowtown Carnival... 
.. 

Cowtown Carnival... 

News, Charles Gray 

:00 
:15 
:25 
:30 
:45 

:00 
:15 

12 
:30 

:45 

News, Charles Gray. 
WHB Neigbborin' 

Time .. 
Don Sullivan, 

Don Sullivan's 
from "Triang 

News. Charles Gray 
WHB Neighborin' 

Time 
Pokey Red, Bruce 

Western Band in Saddle 
e D Ranch " -the Cow 

News, Cbarles Gray. 
WHB Neighborin' 

Time 
Grant, and 

Soap Opera 
Country Club 

News, Charles Gray 
WHB Neighborin' 

'rime 

Man on the Farm... 
" " 

Bromfield Reporting 
" 
" 

Cowtown Carnival 
WHB Neighborin 

Time 
Don Sullivan 

WHB Neighborin' 
Time 
Don Sullivan 

WHB Neighborin' 
Time 
Don Sullivan 

WHB Neigbborin' 
Time 
Don Sullivan 

Cowtown Carnival 
of 

Swing Session .... 

:00 
1 :15 

:30 
:35 

:00 
:15 
:25 
:30 

CLUB 710 

Pop Records 
Old Standards 

CLUB 710. 

or 

K. C. Blues 

CLUB 710 

Pop Records 
Old Standards 

CLUB 710 

Pop Records 
Old Standards 

BLUES BASEBALL 
or 

Swing Session .... 

Six 

Afternoon Baseball 

Games Between 

April 18 and 

Sept. 12 

:00 

¿ 
:15 
:30 
:45 

CLUB 710 
The "Top 
Twenty Tunes " 

BASEBALL 

Eight Afternoon 

CLUB 710..... . 

The "Top 
Twenty Tunes"... 

CLUB 710 
The "Top 
Twenty Tunes ".. . 

- 

:00 

4 
:05 
...s 
:30 

:45 

CLUB 710 

News & Sports 

Games between 

April 15 and 

Sept. 9 

News & Sports . 

CLUB 710 

News & Sports 

CLUB 710 

& Sports 
:00 
:1S 

5 
:31 

Sgt. Preaton of Yukon 
Drama of the North 

Sky King 

Bobby Benson Show. 
Drama at Bar -B... 

Wild Bill Hickok . 

Sgt. Preston of Yukon 
Drama of the North 

Sky King .... 

_News 
Bobby Benson Show 

Drame at BarB . 

Wild Bill Hickok.... Tidwell Jamboree .. 
Drama v.ama Urama Urama . 

Ceci! Brown Cecil Brown.. Cecil Brown' .. .... Cecil Brown.. 
or :45 

Swing Session... :55 



LIEUTENANT Zebulon Pike and 
the men of his exploration party 

gazed with uncontrolled awe at the 
majestic, 14,000 -foot peak. They had 
seen many awe -inspiring sights as 
they travelled over the uncharted 
course into Indian country, but this 
was the greatest. 

"We shall climb it!" Lieutenant 
Pike exclaimed suddenly. "From its 
sides we may be able to see passages 
which will save us much time." The 
men were enthusiastic about this idea. 

The young army officer had been 
assigned the mission of travelling to 
the headwaters of the Arkansas and 
Red Rivers to begin peaceful nego- 
tiations with Indian tribes. Only a 
year before he had successfully 
searched for the source of the Missis- 
sippi River. Now, in 1806, the army 
had chosen him to learn more about 
the great area known as the Louisiana 
Purchase. 

They had gone, on foot and on 
horseback, overland to Pawnee coun- 
try, due west from St. Louis and up 
the Missouri and Osage Rivers. But. 
as yet, they had not found the head- 
waters of the Arkansas because the 
river became narrow and shallow as 
it wound through the Colorado 
Mountains. From the summit, which 
became known as Pike's Peak, they 
hoped to view the headwaters. 

Greatly encouraged, they began the 
arduous and dangerous ascent. But, 
the mountains had deceived them. 
The peak they climbed looked as 
though it were part of the 14.000- 

HE NEVER 
CLIMBED IT! 

by BARNEY SCHWARTZ 

foot summit, inasmuch as it blended 
into it. Men have been fooled many 
times in the same way. When Pike 
and his party reached the high -point, 
Pike's Peak still loomed in the dis- 
tance. They had climbed what is now 
known as Mount Cheyenne instead! 

"Some day I'll return and climb 
it," Pike declared resolutely, seeking 
to hide his disappointment. "We 
must continue our search." 

A bitter winter almost wrecked the 
brave exploration. Men and animals 
were near exhaustion. The food sup- 
ply ran perilously low. Then, one 
day, they carne to the banks of a 
frozen stream. "This," Pike said, in 
desperation, "must be the Red 
River!" 

Again he was wrong, and he 
learned his mistake when Spanish 
cavalry rode up and took the entire 
group as prisoners. They had tres- 
passed on Spanish territory and the 
stream was the winding Rio Grande. 
Pike and his men were held captive 
in Mexico for several months, and 
then released and deported through 
Texas. 

Pike, himself, had been weakened 
by the rigors of the exploring and by 
the months in captivity. He died a 
short time after being returned to 
America. 

His maps and charts, even though 
there were many errors in them, still 
were very valuable to those who fol- 
lowed the trails into the Louisiana 
Purchase. 

Pike's Peak stands as a monument 
to his valiant efforts, but he didn't 
realize that one ambition. He never 
climbed it! 



The 
CLOWN 
PRINCE 

of 
BASEBALL 

Seventy million people have 
seen him "in person" during 
the last 28 years ... and he was 
the 'most requested" male en- 
tertainer to appear before our 
GIs in World War II. 

By LARRY RAY 

IT happened in the ninth inning of 
an International League game be- 

tween the Buffalo Bisons and the Jer- 
sey City Skeeters in the early 1920's. 
The score was tied. Two men were 
out, the bases empty, and the next 
batter was the pitcher- comparative- 
ly, a little fellow -perhaps too small 
for baseball. He'd already won for 
himself the sobriquet "The All -Amer- 
ican Automatic Out," but his real 
name was Alexander Schacht, and 
things looked none too bright for the 
Jersey City nine. 

The opposing pitcher, over-confi' 
dent, became careless, and the Skeet - 
ers took fresh hope when Alexander 
went high -legging it to first with a 
base on balls. A moment later a snap - 
peg from the angered Bison pitcher 
caught the runner napping off base. 
In a desperation head -first plunge to 

get safely back, Schacht upset Wiltse, 
the first baseman, and the play at the 
bag was lost in dust. When Wiltse 
got to his feet, however, the ball 
seemed to be lost, too, and he looked 
wildly around to find it. Schacht cor- 
ralled a split second in which to ap- 
praise the situation, brushed himself 
off and streaked for second, where 
he hooked the bag in a near -perfect 
slide, got up, dusted himself off again, 
and, while pandemonium broke loose 
in the enemy infield, cut the grass for 
third. Poor Wiltse, meanwhile, was 
being driven to madness by the fran- 
tic shouts of his team -mates for the 
ball. If the runner scored, it meant 
the ball game. 

Standing on third like a young 
leprechaun, while the fans were 
screaming in glee or anxiety, and the 
players of both benches were on their 
feet, jumping up and down, Al tucked 
his head low and bolted for home, 
where he maneuvered another sensa 
tional, dust raising slide. 

"Safe!" roared umpire John 
O'Brien. And Al leapt to his feet 
shouting, "We win!" But at this 
point the umpire spied the ball as it 
rolled innocently away from Al's feet. 

"Oh, yeah ?" the umpire moved his 
scarlet and navy blue bulk to a posi- 
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tion looking down upon the wilting 
Schacht. "Now how do you reckon 
that ball got there ?" 

Quickly Alexander's hand went for 
a hip pocket. And his face became 
suffused with red as he sheepishly 
stammered, "Aw, look ump. I was 
just fooling." 

O'Brien boomed, "Well, you're out 
for interference! And I ain't foolin'! 
I'm going to report this to President 
O'Toole, an' that'll probably cost you 
fifty bucks!" 

Al paid the fifty. But that was the 
last time it ever cost him money to 
clown. 

This cut -up, Alexander Schacht, is 
the same Al Schacht who was Num- 
ber One on the list when Yanks in 
every theater during World War II 
were asked to name the male enter- 
tainer they would like best to per- 
form for them. And during the war, 
Al visited almost every front. One 
night in Africa he had the stolid Brit- 
ish soldiery and their distinguished 
general, Sir Bernard Montgomery, 
doubling with laughter on the eve 
of the Sicilian invasion. 

This is the same Al Schacht whose 
performances have been witnessed by 
some 70,000,000 people during the 
last 28 years. For more than two dec- 
ades he has been the most seen -in- 
person star in comedy entertainment 
history. When considering the fact 
that in a single World Series, Al does 
his stuff for something like a quarter 
of a million fans, it is not difficult 
to account for the over -all figure. 
Some leagues offer records to prove 
that their attendance figures tripled 
when the Clown Prince of Diamonds 
was in their parks. 

To ask what makes him great is 
like asking what makes people fall in 
love. Neither can be analyzed satis- 
factorily. As to why people laugh at 
him; it isn't too hard to understand 
when you picture a man of fifty -odd 
years in a black cutaway coat with 
a bright red lapel, an emerald green 
baseball uniform and a much- in-dis- 
repair top hat. Add to this the some- 
what Indian -like facial characteris- 
tics, marvelously expressive eyes and 
a rudder -like profile. And if you 
laugh yourself sore at his baseball buf- 
foonery, don't worry about it. He 
did the same to Christy Mathewson, 
Honus Wagner, John McGraw, Ted 
Williams, Bob Feller and Hal New - 
houser. 

Schacht does not resort to theater 
tactics. Showman that he is, he uses 
very few props and sticks resolutely 
to baseball. He loves the game and all 
the good Americanism it stands for. 

-, - .ne 

R 

"I was nuts about baseball," 
Schacht wrote in his book Clowning 
Through Baseball, "from the first 
time I heard the crack of batted balls 
as they echoed up from Harlem. The 
Polo Grounds was only a stone's 
throw, or a short swim from my 
house. And there was no thrill in the 
world for me like seeing the game's 
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heroes coming through the clubhouse 
door." 

"Al, old boy," he used to say to 
himself as a youngster, "you've got 
to forget about being a fire chief. 
You've got to be a ball player when 
you grow up ..." 

He went on to star at the High 
School of Commerce - where Lou 
Gehrig later starred. And the fact 
that he held the International League 
record for shutouts, and on four oc- 
casions was called upon to pitch both 
ends of crucial double -headers, is 
proof that he realized his boyhood 
dreams. Later, he decided to take a 
flyer with the Cincinnati Reds. But 
Clark Griffith signed him and farmed 
him back to the International League. 

The game between the Buffalo 
Bisons and the Jersey City Skeeters 
was not the first clowning incident 
for Al. His first act in organized base- 
ball is said to have come off in 1914, 
when he came riding bareback into 
the ball park on an old plug mare at 
game time. He was preceded by a 
tiny colored boy in livery. The fans 
went wild -so wild, in fact, that it 
pleased the management. Indeed, 
everyone was pleased with Schacht 
that afternoon except the opposing 
batsmen who had to try to keep their 
eyes on his fastball. 

Schacht went to the Washington 
Senators in 1916. But an accident 
halted his pitching career in 1919. 
Still it marked only the beginning of 
his fame, for after a period of coach - 
clowning with the Senators, he turned 
full -time comedian. Having never in 
his life earned more than $7,500 a 
season as a pitcher, his gloom- busting 
antics have paid off at an estimated 

rate of $30,000 a year. And augment- 
ing this income in the "off- season" is 
the famous Al Schacht's Restaurant 
in New York City, run and personal- 
ized by Al himself. 

Proof of his love for the game is 
the fact that only once in his career 
has his act departed from a general 
baseball background. And this was 
during a World Series -in 1922. 

A man named Rudolph Valentino 
was hero of a picture called Blood and 
Sand. Al burlesqued the, toreador act 
in the picture. He had a goat stand -in 
for the bull, put it in a taxi and sped 
to Yankee Stadium. Al wore the cus- 
tomary emerald baseball suit, and a 
bullfighter's hat, red sash, and all. 
His pockets were filled with cabbage 
leaves and this enticement kept the 
"bull" busy with no ifs nor ands, 
but butts. Armed with a wooden stave 
instead of a sword, he staged a first 
class "bull fight" and, needless to say, 
got the goat in the end. 

Wherever baseball is discussed they 
still talk about that one -along with 
a hundred other unforgettable antics 
of the amazing Al Schacht! 

"I'm getting married right after 
the game!" 
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THAT AUTO TRIP 

YOU CAN'T AFFORD 
TO MISS! 

By HUSBAND R. CASH 

TODAY, all the wonderful places 
in America are as near as your 

automobile door. And your distant 
relatives and friends live just around 
the corner. Unfortunately, many fam- 
ilies are unaware of the fact that long 
auto trips can be inexpensive, and 
needlessly limit their vacation trips to 
short week -end excursions. Equally 
unfortunate are those families who 
let the havoc done to the family bud- 
get overshadow their otherwise long, 
happy auto trips. In America, thou- 
sands of miles are inexpensive if you 
plan your trip at the two- cent -a -mile 
rate. 

Many travelers budget their trip 
expenses at this rate. The first time 
the author's family tried the two -cent- 
a -mile system, the cost was exactly 
sixty dollars for three thousand miles. 
The following summer, by profiting 
from our previous experiences, the 
identical three thousand mile trip was 
made for fifty dollars. 

Here are a few tips on how to join 
the two -cent-a -mile travelers. 

To Save on Gasoline 
1. Have car properly tuned -up. For 

example, if your ignition points have 

seen too many miles, a new set will 
pay for themselves in the first few 
hundred miles. After that, they will 
pay you. 

2. Know your route. Many oil com- 
panies have services to help you plan 
the best and shortest routes (and in- 
dicate interesting places to see that 
you might ordinarily miss) . Have the 
entire family know the route well so 
they can assist the driver to stay on 
the correct route. 

3. Maintain as even a speed as pos- 
sible. Don't "floorboard" the throttle 
when passing. Every time you depress 
the accelerator, the carburetor pumps 
gasoline into the motor. 

4. Drive conservatively. Ask your 
mechanic to estimate the cruising 
speed of your car. Then plan to stay 
at or below this speed. Gas and oil 
consumption per mile increase rap- 
idly at higher speeds. 

S. Buy wisely. Regardless of what 
brand of gasoline you prefer, the price 
varies somewhat from state to state 
due to taxes and transportation 
charges. Ask your travelling friends 
about the various prices. Naturally, 
don't estimate your gasoline needs too 
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closely in attempting to reach a state 
line. 

Mile after mile, the gasoline saved 
will surprise you. The fifty dollar - 
three thousand mile trip mentioned 
earlier in this article was made in a 
light car that averaged twenty -eight 
and a half miles to the gallon of gaso- 
line on the trip. And every mile -per- 
gallon saved, when multiplied by 
thousands of miles, puts money in 
your pocket. 

To Save on Food 
1. Plan picnic lunches. Take along 

the essential parts for several lunches. 
Then buy fresh milk and perishables 
at the super markets along the way. 
(Many travelers avoid last minute 
confusion by preparing the sand- 
wiches the previous day and storing 
them in the freezer unit until time to 
leave.) 

2. Include plenty of oranges and 
other fruit. For between meal snacks 
and thirst quenchers. 

3. Eat in small town restaurants. 
Two -cent -a- milers feel that as one - 
stop strangers in town they are in 
no position to gamble on the assorted 
restaurants and prices in a large city. 
(Nor do they have the gasoline to 
waste looking for a suitable restaurant 
and a place to park.) In a small town, 
any resident can usually tell you 
which of the few restaurants in town 
serves good food at moderate cost. 

4. Or, cook your own meals. Either 
at auto courts that have cooking fa- 
cilities or make use of that old camp 
stove for some delicious outdoor 
meals. 

Fortunately for the budget, a little 
food goes a long way on a trip. Be- 
cause of the limited exercise, large 

heavy meals should be avoided. Light 
meals with an emphasis on salads and 
fruits are the traveler's friend. 

With a little planning, your trip 
budget for food should not be much 
more than the food allowance for the 
same period on your regular budget. 
Two cent - a milers generally allow jl 

about fifteen to twenty percent for 
extra food costs on the trip. 

To Save on Sleeping Costs 
1. Stop driving early in the day. 

By stopping early in the afternoon, 
while there is still an assortment of 
vacancies, the traveler can usually 
find suitable accommodations at a rea- 
sonable rate. Later in the day, vacan- 
cies become so limited that a choice 
has to be made because of necessity 
without regard to finances. (Stopping 
early and starting very. early in the 
morning will also give you better 
driving conditions -another saving on 
gasoline.) 

2. Know your stops and rates. The 
AAA and other organizations furnish 
helpful information about rates and 
accommodations. Also supplement this 
information by inquiring among your 
friends who have recently traveled the 
route. 

3. Try sleeping in small cities and 
towns. If you are unable to plan suit- 
able sleeping accommodations in ad- 
vance, give the motels in the smaller 
cities and the hotels in the large 
towns a trial. 

And a final tip on tips. If you 
sleep and eat in the small towns, don't 
tip excessively -it's not expected 

Good luck and good driving. We'll 
be looking for you at the picnic spots 
and motels to swap bargains of the 
road! 



HAVE YOU FORGOTTEN ANYTHING? 
Vacation's more fun if you make your plans well in advance .. . 

provide for emergencies and contingencies ... and have with you 
everything you'll need, except the supplies you expect to purchase 
en route. Here's a handy Check List to tick off before departure: 

YOUR JOB 
Check Vacation Dates with boss 

and business associates 
Leave copies of Itinerary, where 

to be reached in Emergency 
With Boss or Partner 

r] With Relatives 
With Closest Neighbor 

THE CHILDREN 
Take 'em Along 
Stay with Relatives 
Engage Nurse or Sitter 

THE PETS 
Arrange for Care at Home 
Arrange for Boarding 

THE HOUSEHOLD 
Stop Milk Delivery 
Stop Bread Delivery 
Stop Newspaper Delivery 
Stop Mail Delivery 
Arrange for Mail Forwarding 
Arrange for Parcel Deliveries 

during Absence 
Arrange for Yard Care 
Check Water Taps 
Check Toilets Running 
Put Refrigerator "On Vacation" 
Empty Refrigerator of Spoilables 
Turn off Radios, Phonograph, 

TV and Appliances 
Arrange Trash and Garbage 

Removal 
Leave Light Burning to guard 

against prowlers 
Put Porch Furniture Away 
Lock all Windows 
Lock all Doors 
Lock Garage 

THE NEIGHBORS 
Leave House Key with Closest Re- 

sponsible Neighbor and Friend 
Arrange for Them to Pick Up 

Circulars, Parcels, Deliveries 
Care for Flowers and Plants 

YOUR FINANCES 
Pay Upcoming Insurance Pre- 

miums, Bills, Taxes, due 
during Absence 

Arrange for Payment during Trip 
Arrange for Bank Deposits dui-- 

ing Absence; of checks due, etc. 
Credit Cards 
Club Cards 
Travelers' Checks 
"Mad" Money 
Letter of Credit 
Check Book or Blank Checks on 

your Home Town Bank 

YOUR BAGGAGE 
Overnight Supplies for all mem- 

bers of party in one case, to 
facilitate overnight stops 

Supplies Needed Enroute in one 
case, to provide ease of handling 

Principal Baggage for use at Des- 
tination stored in car trunk 

Baggage Tagged, for identifica- 
tion if lost or misplaced 

CHECKING THE CAR 
All -over Lubrication Job 
Motor Oil 
Battery 
Tires 

[] Spare Tire 
D Wheels Balanced and Aligned 
O Rotate Tires 

Spark Plugs 
Motor Tune-Up 
Brakes 
Tools all O. K.? 
Jack 
Chains 
Tow Rope 
If convertible, does top 

work O. K.? 
Cover for convertible top. 
Auto Club Identification 
Drivers' Licenses 

State 
D City 

Car Licenses up-to-date? 



Swing'J VACATION "CHECK LIST" 
YOUR SUPPLIES 

Camera 
Film 
Flash Bulbs 
Camera Equipment 
Notebook 
Pencils and Pen 
Calendar 
Sun Glasses in 

Glove Pocket 
Paper Napkins 
Paper Towels 
Kleenex 
Extra Reading 

Glasses 

First Aid Kit 
0 Band Aide 
0 Mercurichrome 
['Bandage 
Cl Chigger Remedy 0 Mosquito Remedy 

Extra Razor Blades 
Sun -Tan Oil 
Spot Cleaner 
Flashlight 
Road Maps 
Guide Books 
Touring Information 
Portable Radio 
Portable Typewriter., 
Portable Phonograph 

and Records 
Scotch Tape 
Writing Materials 
Post Cards 
Carbon Paper 

Traveling Iron 
Sewing Kit 

Thread 
0 Needles 0 Thimble 
0 Scissors 

Paste 
Safety Matches 
Books 
Magazines 
Supplies for Knit. 

ting, Crocheting, 
Embroidering, etc. 

Cigarettes 
Cigars, Pipe Tobacco 
Playing Cards 
Games for Children 

YOUR FOOD 
Packaged Lunch - 

Snacks 
Fruit 
Box in which to 

carry supplies pur- 
chased en route 

YOUR BEVERAGES 
Thermos Bottles 
Supplies 
Mixer 
Bottle Opener 
Can Opener 

SPORTS EQUIPMENT 
Canoe -Boat 
Outboard Motor 

Tent 
Tent Light 
Fishing Equipment 
Golf Clubs 
Tennis 
Baseball -Softball 

D Ready- toGo? 
0 Advance Repairs? 0 Packed 

YOUR CLOTHES 
Bathing Suit or 

Trunks 
Beach Slippers - 

Moccasins 
Bath Robe 
Water Wings for 

Children 
Sun Hat -Visor Cap 
Sports Outfit 

D Shorts 
D Slacks 
Cl Shirts 0 Sweaters 

Summer Tux or 
Formals 

Rain Coat 
Rubbers -Over- 

shoes -Waders 
HEALTH SUPPLIES 

Medicines 
Health Garments 
Toilet Kit 
Seat Pad or Pillow 

FREE! Reprints of this "Check List." 
Send request on your letterhead 

to Swing Magazine, 1121 Scarritt Building. 
KANSAS CITY 6, MISSOURI 

Have you suggestions for additions to list? 



DRUMM INSTITUTE 
Know an orphan lad who is 
worthy of good schooling? 
Maybe Drumm Institute is the 
place for him, if he can qualify 

for admission. 

A Helping Hand 
with a 

Closed 
Palm 

By BRUCE DAVIES 

IN these days of endless solicita- 
tions, it is gratifying to know that 

one private institution is building 
character for Kansas City boys with- 
out asking for a penny from the hard- 
working public. 

The Andrew Drumm Institute, 
southeast of Independence, Missouri, 
receives very little publicity. It quiet- 
ly goes about its daily task, providing 
a home and school for about fifty 
boys who deserve a chance, but have 
never had the opportunities of the 
average student. 

The school was founded by the late 
Andrew Drumm, a livestock agent at 
the Kansas City Stockyards. Major 
Drumm, as he was called, made a 
fortune in the cattle business in the 
early part of the century, and his 
dream was fulfilled when the Insti- 
tute officially opened in 1928. This 

coming June, the school will "har- 
vest" another crop of boys who have 
been trained in Vocational Agricul- 
ture, in addition to the required cred- 
its taught at East High School in Kan- 
sas City. 

The Drumm Institute is not a cor- 
rectional home . . . in fact, has no 
room for delinquents. Usually, boys 
who apply for entrance have lost one 
or both parents, or are from other 
broken homes. They are accepted on 
a sixty -day approval after their char- 
acter has been carefully studied. Fi' 
nancially, the school is very sound, 
subsidized by a rich endowment from 
oil and cattle land in the Panhandle. 
Though the operating costs are high, 
the boys slaughter and process their 
own yearly supply of beef, pork and 
lamb from livestock right on the 
farm; and they can or freeze all their 
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own fruits and vegetables. A com- 
plete packing shed is provided for 
this purpose, with one of the finest 
freezer lockers in this area located in 
the basement of the main dormitory. 

HE Institute is not a "show - ' place," but a practical farm that 
is paying off, mainly by hard work. 
The boys learn by doing. The school 
cooperates closely with the Missouri 
College of Agriculture and follows 
many improved farming practices. It 
was one of the first farms in the com- 
munity to learn the benefits of soil 
conservation and wildlife preserva- 
tion. 

All of the students are active in 
4H and FFA projects, and each year 
the community 4H Fair is held right 
on the grounds. Definite approved 
'practices are carried out each year. 
During the drought years, for ex- 
ample, the boys surveyed and ter- 
raced two 40 -acre fields that were 
eroding; constructed a spillway dam 
and farm pond; and erected more 

"He's been seeing too much big city 
stuff on television!" 

than twenty soil- saving dams that by 
now have completely filled gullies in 
pasture land. 

Work in the field consists of culti- 
vating corn, haying and harvesting 
small grains for their Shorthorn cat- 
tle, Duroc hogs, and Hampshire 
sheep. For their own dinner table, 
the boys grow strawberries for the 
freezer, dig potatoes, hoe sweet corn 
and cabbage, and plant onion sets in 
the chilly air of early spring. 

Knowing that too much work 
makes Jack a dull boy, the Institute 
has a broad recreational program. 
Keen interest is displayed in their 
own baseball team. In the fall the lads 
suit -up for a rugged football sched- 
ule, and they are fanatic on the sub- 
ject of basketball. Each year, an ex- 
tensive vacation trip is planned, and 
the boys rough it in pup tents and 
consume gallons of Mulligan stew 
while en route to Yellowstone Park, 
or Washington, D. C., or any place 
the majority vote will take them. 
Once a year, each boy has time -off 
for a visit with friends or relatives, 
and they are active the year round 
with school parties and church func- 
tions. 

INDIVIDUALLY, the boys are 
honest, rather shy, and very po- 

lite. Each one has had unpleasant 
experiences early in life that need 
to be forgotten, and they are proud 
of Drumm in spite of the usual share 
of griping that always follows a rigid 
pattern of institutional life. 

Take the case of one boy who grad- 
uated in 1940. Cancer took his moth- 
er's life when he was three years old, 
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and he was reared by his grandmother 
till illness forced her to give him up. 
The lad, then aged twelve, was rec- 
ommended by an intimate friend of 
the family for admittance to the farm. 
Tom was accepted by the Institute 
on a trial basis. He had a difficult 
time with the readjustment ... learn- 
ing to work and live with others, and 
trying to become a man instead of a 
baby. The boy showed an aptitude for 
public speaking and took part in 
many scholastic contests. He was pres- 
ident of the FFA Chapter; and in 
his senior year, was elected vice -pres- 
ident of the Missouri State FFA. He 
is now engaged in agricultural work 
with a radio station. 

Another lad, George, spent most 
of his early years in various orphan- 
ages, shuffled back and forth because 
of various age requirements of the 
homes, and he finally wound up at 
Drumm. He had a keen, analytical 
mind; and determined to make a 
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"Come, come, old man -aren't you 
overdoing it a bit!" 

career of engineering. After honoring 
his school with a brilliant record in 
the Navy Air Corps, he completed 
his schooling, and is now engaged in 
atomic research with a major elec- 
trical firm in the East. 

Dale took up farming after at- 
tending the University of Missouri; 
and he now owns and operates a 200 - 
acre turkey and broiler farm near 
Jefferson City, Missouri. 

Another graduate showed remark' 
able ability in sales, and he now owns 
a motor car agency. Along the same 
line, a slightly -built but aggressive lad 
has shown real talent in business ad- 
ministration. This chap is an assist- 
ant manager of a large farm hard- 
ware store, and he has done it in less 
than ten years. 

MOST of the credit goes to the 
manager of the school, Harry 

R. Nelson. Nelson is a former news- 
paper man, and is known in agricul- 
tural circles over the state. Tough as 
nails, but never profane, he has con- 
stantly hammered certain ideas into 
the minds of the boys, and they are 
obviously paying off. He is extremely 
proud of the record the Drumm boys 
have made, and he keeps in touch 
with every graduate. His basic phi- 
losophy is the belief that everyone 
can succeed if he works hard; but 
Drumm boys must work faster and 
get a head start in life. 

Harry Nelson asks for no contri- 
butions for the Institute. He asks only 
that prospective employers weigh the 
qualifications of each of Drumm's 
graduates; and give them the needed 
confidence necessary to make leaders 
and citizens. 



A STUDY 
in JAZZ 

Jazz is an utterly respectable 
lady today -but underneath 
she has the same old rowdy, 
carefree manner that domi- 
nated at the beginning, and 
still does. From New Orleans, 
via the river boats up to 
Memphis and St. Louis, this 
music spread until it was heard 

'round the world. 

By LOUIS E. TAPPE 

SHE was a sleazy sort of lady -the 
lady called Jazz -down there at 

the beginning in New Orleans. She 
shuffled amid the dank cellars and 
along the murky docks. Traveling 
northward to Memphis and St. Louis, 
her laughter rang with disdain and 
bravado. Bold and adventurous, with 
push and flamboyance, she never was 
a timid gal. She never was an am- 
bitious gal, either, and had no yen for 
the paeans of culture. Like Topsy, 
she just grew in spite of herself -and 
the plaudits, acclaim and homage of 
the intelligentsia all came along in 
good time. 

Like any lady who's going places, 
Jazz had those who snipped at her 
skirts with cattish demeanor. Some 
side -glanced with phrases nasty or 
pretty in turn, while others deigned 

to cast a flirtatious eye. A huge seg- 
ment took her into its arms and 
twirled her around and around in 
bacchanalian high -jinks that were 
nothing less than a real gone love 
affair. 

Many still clearly and vividly re- 
member the first birth pangs, which 
were not pangs at all but something 
akin to utterly exciting freedom and 
lack of inhibition. 'We recall the first 
Chicago hullabaloo. The midwestern 
metropolis, ever a wonderful, wild 
sort of place, did much for the devel- 
opment of Jazz. New York was a 
"Johnny- come -lately," and took the 
nod from the South and West. When 
it hit Manhattan, finally, there was 
a crash that has not ceased to reverb- 
erate to this day. 

NOW Jazz is an utterly respect- 
able lady, styled in high fash- 

ion, rouged and bejewelled, but 
underneath is that same old, basic, 
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rowdy manner of carefree flair that 
dominated at the beginning and still 
does. A lady who has bowed at court 
can look up at royalty without humil- 
ity, or down on the peasantry with 
cold arrogance. 

To describe Jazz -well, you just 
don't -you feel it! You like it or you 
don't, and today most of us do! As 
the renowned Louis Armstrong, the 
great trumpeter, says, "If you don't 
know what it is, don't mess with it!" 

Forgetting stuffy, pedantic scholar- 
ship, some of our greatest composers 
and musicians long ago enthusiastic- 
ally gave Jazz whole- hearted endorse- 
ment. They have utilized the medium 
time and again. Among others are 
America's great Aaron Copland, 
Paul Bowles, Norman Dello Joio and 
Kurt Weill; and in France, Darius 
Milhaud, Francis Poulenc and Erik 
Satie. 

THERE were the first times Jazz 
invaded the sacred concert hall. 

Lincoln's birthday, 1924, is regarded 
as an important pioneer step -when 
Paul Whiteman gave his program of 
"American Music" at Aeolian Hall, 
including the premiere of Gershwin's 

"Rhapsody in Blue" as orchestrated 
by Ferde Grofe. 

But as early as 1914, Jim Europe, 
a Negro jazz band leader, had di- 
rected a concert of ragtime in Car- 
negie Hall. November 1, 1923, the 
singer Eva Gauthier included jazz 
music by Irving Berlin, Jerome Kern 
and George Gershwin in a song re- 
cital, with Gershwin himself as her 
accompanist. Carl Van Vechten sug- 
gested that "we get up a torchlight 
procession headed by Paul Whiteman 
to honor Miss Gauthier, the pioneer." 

Stealthily Jazz slipped down the 
sacrosanct aisles of Carnegie and ex- 
ploded on the stage while many a 
dowager dropped her lorgnette and 
ran for cover. To the consternation 
of everyone, it took its place right up 
there on the podium. It had arrived! 
But all this is elementary and factual, 
just as was the enormous success that 
followed in Europe. From the very 
start, France and Germany were hot- 
beds for development. Jazz was a 
shot in the arm to their music. Pari- 
sian composers went wild. You might 
have thought that they invented le 

I 
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Jazz hot themselves. Holland and all 
Scandinavia enlisted in the crusade. 

While America shimmied and 
Charlestoned, Jazz, like any sort of 
art, quickly and readily, amoeba -like, 
developed from ragtime into diverse 
forms and formats. Blues, bounce, 
boogie -woogie, swing and jive, Dixie- 
land, barrel house, be-bop and the 
rest . . . all are component parts of 
Jazz. Each took on specialized color- 
ation. Each had its experts, artists, 
enthusiasts, sycophants and those who 
disagreed. All spoke with eminent 
authority. If all the arguments that 
have echoed and re- echoed about Jazz 
over the years were gathered into one 
conglomeration of debate, it would be 
the biggest mixture of words since the 
babel that took place 'neath the tower. 

AFTER all, other musical forms 
met with violent opposition. 

Even Bach and Wagner, Stravinsky 
and Brahms went through the same 
trial by fire. It has been said that it 
takes people forty years to catch up. 
Jazz is not much older than that, even 
now, yet is ripe and luscious with 
maturity. We might easily say that 
Jazz occupies an honored place in the 
world of standard music. But no one 
knows, for if the men from Mars 
finally arrive, they may bring some- 
thing with them that will knock all 
our ideas of music and art, in general, 
into something more than an old bat- 
tered cocked hat. After all, vogues 
come and go. As an example, some 
of the outstanding and once popular 
English literary writings of the 18th 
century are now as defunct as last 
year's Thanksgiving turkey. 

Our great bands, large and small, 
of course, actually did more than 

anything else to bring on the develop- 
ment of Jazz. There was a demand 
for such music; so it had to be created 
and written. The composers followed 
along. Some of it was contrived .. . 

some of it improvised. Almost always 
it is the arrangement that counts, 
rather than the tune itself. 

Heaven forbid that Jazz ever gets 
ponderous or stuffy. Let Jazz remain 
spontaneous, full of verve and many 
moods. And let the lady never cease 
to be her real self! 

RADIO listeners in the WHBig 
Market can hear outstanding ex- 

amples of American Jazz nightly, 
Monday through Friday, at 6 o'clock 
on WHB. The program called 
"Strictly From Dixie" presents the 
great Dixieland bands of all time - 
from the music of the Original Dixie- 
land Jazz Band and the New Orleans 
Rhythm Kings (of the era 1916' 
1923) to the modern groups of today, 
such as Henry Levine's Dixieland 
Jazz Band; the Firehouse Five Plus 
Two; and the present -day organiza- 
tion of Red Nichols and his Famous 
Five Pennies. 
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. and when you grow up, this is 
where you'll probably get your block 

knocked off." 



Han own Gals are lovely creatures 
`Think they'll marry Mormon preachers 
Heads thrown back to show their features 
Ha! Ha! Ha! Hangtown Gals! 

TO church they very seldom venture 
Hoops so large they cannot enter 
Go it, Gals! You're young and tender! 
Shun the pick- and -shovel gender! 

-GOLD RUSH SONG 

The 
NUGGETS of 
"WHEELBARROW JOHN" 

"I came to California to mine gold, not to build wagons," 
said young John Mohler Studebaker. But the $8,000 he 
saved in five years, building wheelbarrows and repairing 
stage -coaches, provided the fresh capital needed by the 
young firm of H. and C. Studebaker to become the world's 

largest manufacturer of wagons and carriages. 

By PHILIP FERRY 

BY no stretch of the imagination 
would there appear to be any 

connection between the birth of the 
automobile industry in the United 
States and the California gold rush 
of 1849. 

Yet, a small stake accumulated in 
the placer diggings of the Mother 
Lode was the means of launching one 
of America's pioneer industrial for- 
tunes. In the California gold fields a 
young man named John M. Stude- 
baker accumulated an $8,000 nest egg 
that enabled the Studebaker brothers 
to branch out from the family wagon - 
building business and venture a timid 
foothold into the carriage business. 
From the latter, it was a natural 
transition into the manufacture of 

the "horseless buggy" -the first 
Studebaker "electrics" and gasoline - 
powered cars. 

The Studebakers were of pioneer 
stock. As early as 1736, Studebakers 
had migrated from Holland to the 
state of Pennsylvania, thus becoming 
some of our first "Pennsylvania 
Dutch." Even at that early day the 
Studebakers were wagon -makers and 
blacksmiths. Around 1835 a consid- 
erable migration took place to the 
Ohio country. The restless Studebaker 
pere, like so many others with wan- 
derlust in their veins, succumbed to 
the "western fever" of that day and 
set about building a Conestoga 
wagon. In this covered wagon, with 
its characteristic boat -shaped body 
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curving upward at the ends to pre- 
vent spilling on the grades, the family 
set out for Ashland, Ohio. Here the 
father built a house and shop and set 
up as blacksmith and wagonmaker. 
Here three sons, including John 
Mohler Studebaker, were born. Two 
other sons were born later. 

The boys were put to work early 
to help support the large and growing 
family. As the boys reached maturity 
the solid Dutch father emphasized the 
desirability of getting an independent 
start in life. About 1850 two of the 
older boys, Henry and Clem, moved 
westward to South Bend, Indiana, 
where they established the firm of 
H. E C. STUDEBAKER. With two 
forges and a capital of sixty -eight dol- 
lars, they began blacksmithing and 
wagon -building on a modest scale - 
so modest that the first year's produc- 
tion totaled three wagons. 

COON John joined his brothers. 
This was in the flush years of the 

gold rush and thousands of adven- 
turers were moving overland to Cali- 
fornia. John was an industrious and 
hard-working youth. The pioneer 
blood was strong in him; and he cast 
wistful eyes westward. Before many 
months passed he resolved to set out 
in quest of Eldorado. 

The cost of joining a wagon -train 
to California was $200, an impossible 
sum to people as frugal as the Stude- 
bakers. The three brothers joined 
forces and built a covered wagon 
which they traded to a passing expe- 
dition as payment for John's passage 
and board across the plains. Thus the 
first bearer of the name Studebaker to 
reach California did so in a Stude- 
baker wagon. 

av7 

The party left South Bend in 
March of 1853. Five months later the 
caravan rolled into Hangtown, the 
notorious camp with the inelegant 
name. It is now known as Placerville. 
It was first found to be a gold produc- 
ing center in 1848, and for a time was 
known as "Dry Digging" because of 
the scarcity of water. In 1849, be- 
cause of prompt action in enforcing 
the miners' code, it was given the 
name of "Hangtown." 

7.4 

Hangtown was the first important 
camp reached by the wagon trains 
after crossing the Sierra over the Car- 
son Valley route. Situated on the 
main immigrant road into California, 
it was the most accessible of all the 
camps; and as such was the magnet 
for great numbers of immigrants. 
Here Studebaker's party resolved to 
stop. 

WHEN the wagon train from In- 
diana pulled up in the town's 

main square, a throng of the curious 
gathered around. The newcomers 
were anxious for news about the dig- 
gings; and the miners were even more 
eager for news from "back in the 
states." 

While all this conversational hub- 
bub was going on, one Joe Hinds, the 
camp's blacksmith, stepped forward 
and inquired if there was a wagon - 
maker among the new arrivals. John's 
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companions pointed him out, where- 
upon the smith offered the young 
man a job in his shop. 

wing 

John was impressed by the man's 
words and manner; and after a short 
deliberation determined to follow his 
advice. Hunting up the smithy he ap- 
plied for the job, and was put to work 
making wheelbarrows for the miners. 

Wheelbarrows were an important 
'part of placer -mining equipment. 
Hangtown was a "dry" digging. All 
of its mining was done in the numer- 
ous ravines, gulches and dry creek 
beds that laced the surrounding hills. 
These claims were often located some 
distance from water. Since water was 
essential for sluicing and panning the 
gold, the pay dirt had to be carted to 
the nearest stream -and the wheel- 
barrow was the most practicable and 
inexpensive conveyance for the job. 

HOUSANDS of miners were I concentrated in and about Hang - 
town and Studebaker worked hard 
and long turning out wheelbarrows, 
being paid ten dollars per vehicle. The 
tools at his disposal were poor and 
the material was unseasoned pine. A 
legend has grown up that Studebak- 
er's first barrow was so cumbersome 
as to require the full strength of a 
strong man to push it over the trails. 
John was two days making it. 

When it was finished at the end 
of the second day, Joe Hinds looked 
at it with a puzzled expression and 
asked: 

"What do you call that ?" 
"I call it a wheelbarrow," Stude- 

baker answered. 
"A hell of a wheelbarrow," was 

Hinds' comment. And he was correct, 
for as a matter of fact the wheel was 
a little crooked. 

"But," countered Studebaker, "you 
asked me if I was a wagon- maker. I 

"I came to California to mine gold 
-not to build wagons," indignantly 
replied the proud youth whose en- 
tire fortune was a fifty-cent piece he 
carried in his pocket. 

After the disappointed Hinds had 
departed, a stranger stepped up to the 
cocky boy and said in a polite manner: 
"Will you allow me to give you a 
little advice? Take that job -and take 
it quick!" The stranger went on to 
explain that mining was an unpre- 
dictable gamble, while the offer just 
made was a flattering one for a 
stranger to receive. 

I 
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said I was. I did not say I was a 
wheelbarrow -maker. However, with 
better tools and an improved design 
I believe I can do a satisfactory job." 

Provided with other tools, the boy 
went to work on a design of his own 
and was soon building wheelbarrows 
the equal of any in the mines. For 
five years he turned out wheelbar- 
rows that brought him the respect of 
the miners and a nickname as well. 
These rough miners, who could give 
their roaring camps such fitting names 
as Hell's Delight, Whiskey Gulch, 
Jack -ass Flat and Hangtown, could be 
counted on to dub a fellow worker 
with an equally appropriate label. 
Young Studebaker was nicknamed 
"Wheelbarrow John." 

JOHN did not devote his talents en- 
tirely to turning out wheelbarrows. 

He managed to do a little mining on 
the side, working a small claim on the 
American River from which he took 
several hundred dollars in coarse gold, 
a poke he preserved as a memento of 
his days on the Mother Lode. He also 
made picks and pick- handles for the 
miners, cribbage boards for the 
gambling -saloons, and did various jobs 

on the stagecoaches that passed 
through the camp. These stages ran 
over the rough mountain roads be- 
tween Sacramento and the camps 
along the American, Feather and 

Yuba rivers. Occasionally a coach 
put in with a broken wheel or other 
damaged part. These required imme- 
diate attention, because the coaches 
maintained a rigid time schedule; and 
John frequently worked the whole 
night through in order to finish a 
rush job and have the wheels rolling 
by six the following morning. 

While the golddiggers were pros- 
pecting every ravine and creek bed, 
Studebaker stuck to his wheelbarrow 
making. Soon he had the satisfaction 
of observing that although the hordes 
of grubbing miners who swarmed 
over the diggings like hungry locusts 
made hardly enough to cover their 
bills at the grocery stores, those who 
stuck to steady jobs made out very 
well indeed. Like all shrewd observ- 
ers of the gold rush period, he was 
not long in noting that most of the 
fortunes in the mines were acquired 
by the keen -witted business men and 
merchants who, sooner or later, 
garnered most of the gold into their 
tills. 

The story is told that when Stude- 
baker had accumulated a stake of 
$4,000, fate nearly robbed him of his 
hard -earned poke. A rumor reached 
Studebaker and Hinds that the local 
express company which served as 
bankers for the small community was 
about to close its doors that night. 
Resolved to save their deposits, the 
two hid themselves in a spot where 
they could see if the cash reserve 
were removed during the night. After 
a vigil that lasted until dawn, they 
spied the bank's officers removing the 
currency and gold to the vault of a 
nearby hardware store. The two ob- 
tained an attachment on the safe and 
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were able by this stratagem to re- 
cover their money while others less 
fortunate lost their entire savings. 

Fate tried once again to cheat 
Studebaker of part of his savings. 
In 1856, a series of disastrous fires 
swept Placerville. When his cabin 
burst into flames, Studebaker rushed 
into the burning building and dragged 
out a trunk containing his wardrobe 
and some gold specimens. He made 
for the hills; but the flames forced 
him to abandon the trunk. But not 
before he removed the gold to the 
safety of his money belt! Later, 
Hinds and Studebaker buried their 
money under the floor of the shop, 
for Hangtown was a lawless place. 

MEANWHILE, John correspond - 
ed regularly with his brothers 

back in South Bend, keeping them in- 
formed of the demands made upon 
wagons undertaking the punishing 
overland crossing. Acting on his ad- 
vice, the brothers steadily improved 
the design of their wagons. About 
this time the Indiana Studebakers 
began the building of carriages; how- 
ever, their resources and credit were 
not sufficient to finance an expan- 
sion of the business and they came 
on hard days. They had few tools; 

their materials were purchased as 
needed from a local hardware store; 
and money was so scarce that fre- 
quently they took payment for their 
wagons in stock and crops. The 
brothers finally persuaded John to 
return to South Bend and add his sav- 
ings to their struggling business. 

In 1858, after five exciting years 
in Hangtown, John bade farewell to 
the Mother Lode and took passage to 
New York on a windjammer. 
Strapped about his waist was a 
leather money belt containing $8,000 
in gold dust and nuggets, the pro- 
ceeds of five years of wheelbarrow - 
making and frugality. This fresh cap- 
ital proved a momentous boost to the 
young firm of H. & C. STUDEBAK- 
ER. In the course of the next thirty 
years, they became the world's larg- 
est manufacturer of wagons and car- 
riages. With the advent of the auto- 
mobile in the 1890's, they began ex- 
perimenting with "electrics" - and 
then with the "gasoline buggy " -a 
field in which their success was to be 
even greater than in the business of 
manufacturing wagons. They sold 
their first electric in 1902; their first 
gasoline car in 1904. 

In the summer of 1912, after an 
absence of half a century, the aged 
and no longer poor Studebaker paid 
a visit to historic Hangtown. At a 
reunion dinner tendered by the old 
settlers and friends of his youth, 
Studebaker labeled Hangtown "the 
place where I made the stake which 
enabled me to begin business for my- 
self." 

Today a bronze plaque commemo- 
rates Studebaker's sojourn in old 
Hangtown. 
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THE FIVE STUDEBAKER BROTHERS 

and the Plaque 
commemorating John M.'s 
residence in Hangtown. At 
left, samples of gold from 
John M.'s early life's savings 
in California. Below, Hang - 
town in 1849. 
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DR. WALTER BERCHTOLD, 
president of Swissair, Zurich. 

RALPH S. DAMON, president 
of Trans World Airlines. 

CIVIL 
AVIATION 
Conference 

brought aviation 
leaders and airport 
officials from the 
U.S. and abroad to 
Kansas City for 
series of business 
meetings and avia- 
tion operations ex- 
hibits. WHB broad- 
cast addresses by the 
principal speakers. 

MAYOR WILLIAM E. KEMP 
of Kansas City, Missouri. 

THOMAS E. BRANIFF, presi- 
dent and founder of Braniff 
International Airways. 

'GENTLEMEN PREFER BLONDES' 

4 
is new 20th Century -Fox production employing the photogenic services 
of Marilyn Monroe and Jane Russell. For further details, see page 176. 



GRAND OPERA 

in Kansas City 
With the 80 -piece K.C. 
Philharmonic Orchestra 
conducted by Hans 
Schwieger 'in the pit' 
and famous singers on /' - 

stage, Kansas City's Op- DICK SMITH OF WHB interviews 
era Festival produced by EVA LIKOVA, the glamorous 'Muset - 
Dr. John Newfield of ta' of 'La Boheme,' on opening night. 
the University of Kansas 
drama department pre- 
sented 'La Boheme,' 'I 
Pagliacci' and 'Cavalleria 
Rusticana.' JAN PEERCE 
of the Metropolitan 
(above) sang leading roles. 

IRMA GONZALEZ 
(left), soprano of the 
National Opera of 
Mexico, who sang 
'Mimi' in 'La Boheme.' 

J. CHARLES GILBERT of the Chicago 
Civic Opera is interviewed by Sandra 
Lea of WHB from the Music Hall. 

-and 'THREE D' MOVIES 
At sight is JOAN VOHS of Columbia 
Studios, appearing in 'Fort Ti' opposite 

'George Montgomery -the first 3 -D ac- 
tion film in Technicolor. The rulers 
are to indicate her three dimensions. 

KANSAS CITY SINGERS in 'La Bo- 
heme' included Margaret North, 
understudy to Likova, interviewed 
backstage by Dick Smith of WHB. 
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SERMONS 
under 

GLASS 
Inspired by the wayside shrines 
of Europe, an American minister 
had the idea for "syndicated ser- 
mons" to be posted outside your 

neighborhood church. 

By WHIT SAWYER 

AN unemployed, disabled and 
despondent Korean veteran 

stood on a river bridge in a big mid - 
western city. Nothing seemed worth- 
while. "Why not take the final jump 
and get it over with ?" were the words 
running through his mind, he later 
admitted. 

Suddenly something clicked off the 
switch of his suicidal mood. It was 
a short one -line sermon he remem- 
bered reading that same morning as 
he had passed his neighborhood 
church. It was a sentence posted on 
a "Wayside Pulpit," like thousands 
of others which dot church lawns 
from coast to coast. It read: "When 
you come to the end of your rope - 
Tie a knot in it and hang onto it." 

Perhaps you've never stopped at a 
Wayside Pulpit to read its message. 
Each poignant sermon is printed in 
bold face letters of not more than 
four lines, on white paper 32 by 44 
inches and displayed under glass in 
an upright frame. The "sermons" are 
readable from across the average city 
street. 

IT is estimated that at least five 
million Americans pause momen- 

tarily each day to read and ponder 
these non -sectarian words of wisdom 
and sage philosophy, such as: "Tak- 
ing the line of least resistance is what 
makes rivers and some men so 
crooked." 

Many of these punch -line sermons 
are culled from the Bible, while others 
are taken from the sayings of great 
men in the past and the present. 

The daily congregation reading 
these capsule sermons is never asked 
to drop a coin in the box, join in 
singing a hymn, nor listen to a long- 
winded service. The effectiveness of 
the message of the Wayside Pulpits 
is demonstrated by the testimonials 
coming daily into the office of the 
American Unitarian Association on 
Boston's Beacon Hill. 

From that office, the headquarters 
of the Wayside Pulpit idea, weekly 
sermon messages are mailed all over 
America to churches, schools and in- 
dustrial plants. Many go to far off 
South Africa and China, many more 
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to Canada. They give the readers 
a conscience -prodding piece of advice, 
or a worthwhile thought from the 
world's greatest philosophers. 

These punch -packed messages are 
read by people from all walks of life; 
the lowly, the humble, the high, and 
God -fearing. One municipal street 
laborer who says he never goes to 
church remarked: "I always go out 
of my way to read those little ser- 
mons. They keep me on guard against 
the evil in the street; they keep me 
out of the gutter!" 

BREVITY is the soul of the mes- 
sage, according to the editor of 

the Wayside Pulpit sermons at Boston 
Unitarian headquarters. All have uni- 
versal appeal, all are strictly non- 
sectarian. The idea originated some 
years ago with the Rev. Henry H. 
Saunderson, now retired, when he was 
traveling in Europe. 

He was impressed by the conti- 
nental wayside shrines. Arriving 
home, he decided to do something 
about the dull, drab bulletin board 
at his church. 

Why not make it a shrine with the 
written word? He observed that the 
bulletin board at his Boston church 
was either empty, or that it merely 
announced the time and date of the 
next service. Often the announce- 
ment was of an event long past. 

Rev. Saunderson conceived the 
idea of putting a different one -or- 
two -line message outside his church 
each Sunday night with a pithy ap- 
peal to all, and readable from across 
the street. Soon he discovered many 
people of all creeds stopped to read 

his "sign." He thought the idea might 
have greater usefulness, perhaps na- 
tional appeal. 

He followed up the thought by 
presenting his plan to almost a hun- 
dred different clergymen, asking for 
their opinions. Their decision was 
unanimous. They agreed to erect 
similar "signs" of the same size, and 
to share the expense of having uni- 
form sermons printed on a uniform - 
sized card. 

SINCE then the idea has grown and 
multiplied, and even with all the 

other means of bringing inspiration 
and uplift everywhere, the unique 
Wayside Pulpits cast their words of 
wisdom in almost every state. 

Most "sermons" express some religi- 
ous ideal with a common denomi- 
nator, or an ideology of life accept- 
able to all. But few sermons are ever 
repeated. One exception which is an 
annual event is a wish for a Happy 
New Year to those of the Jewish faith. 
This one is used each year, written 
in actual Hebrew letters: "L'Shanah 
Tovah Tikusaivoo." 

The size of the card adopted to 
carry the sermon message limits its 
length. The signs cannot utilize more 
than four lines of twenty words each. 
Most are confined to two lines. 
Many sermon suggestions come from 
Unitarian clergymen, others from lay 
men, and still others from clergymen 
of other faiths. The Unitarian head- 
quarters staff selects and edits all 
sermons. 

In nearly every community where 
there is a Wayside Pulpit, it is a 
habit of the people to read each ser- 
mon as it is posted weekly. The 

IR 



THE WAYSIDE PULPIT 

t 
To survive we must deserve to survive and to be free we must 
deserve to be free. -Wiley B. Rutledge 

Wherever souls of men have worshipped, there is God. 
-Herbert D. Gallaudet 

Hell begins when God grants us a clear vision of all we might 
have achieved. Gian -Carlo Menotti 

The only basis for a nation's prosperity is a religious regard 
for the rights of others. -Isocrates 

Without adventure civilization is in full decay. 

free will in the end make us 

-Alfred North Whitehead 

-Aforris Raphael Cohen 

-Chinese proverb 

-Felix Adler 

-Hu Shih 

The truth which has made us 
glad also. 

Courage means using our utmost 

ts him above his little self - 
r. 

not rest on the progress of the 

energies to secure worth- 
while ends. 

Whatever ennobles man and lit 
that is religion. 

Knowledge is the antidote to fey 

All hopes of stability which do 
many must perish. 

God hath made of one blood al 

his neighbors will allow him. 

upon all the face of the earth. 

Alb a1 

No one can have more peace than 
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messages have a popular appeal, as 
they usually express a conviction all 
know and believe down deep -such 
as: "Character is what you are - 
Reputation is only what men think 
you are." 

Many of the thought -provoking 
sermons are taken from Washington, 
Lincoln, Shelley and Shakespeare, 
among others. "Liberty knows no 
race, creed, or class in our country, 
or in the world," was said by Harry 
S. Truman and used as a one -line 
message. 

EVERY three months the weekly 
cards for the coming twelve ser- 

mons. are mailed out from Boston 

in heavy pasteboard tubes. In ad- 
dition, the Unitarian Association 
makes available blueprints for build- 
ing and erecting a Wayside Pulpit. 

Busy American adults and hurry- 
ing school children today are getting 
a round -the-clock capsule inspira- 
tional lift, or a homespun piece of 
sage advice from the world's best 
minds -all because of the humble 
idea of a Boston cleric. 

A recent typical Wayside message 
was taken from the words of the 
noted scientist and mathematician, 
Albert Einstein: "If two per cent of 
the world's population were deter- 
mined for peace, war would be im- 
possible." 

Gabbledegook 
Women mostly chatter 
Over things that never matter. 

Note on Purity 
Reformers have a flair 

for sanctimony, utter. 
With their noses in the air 

and their minds in the gutter. 

Rhyme of a Roue 
Go on and lead your old life of rigor 
And annoy me with your disgusting vigor. 
I know that my innards are practically ruins 
Because I won't eat vitaminish pruins. 
I'm wasting away 
Inach by inach, 
For I will not devour 
Carrots and spinach. 
Your heart ticks on with an oily hum 
Because you eschew all traffic with rum. 
But after all, my spartan friend. 
Where does it get you in the end? 
For it's sad but true that both of us must 
Become the same insipid dust. 

-Charles Hogan 



SCIENCE, which is chucking too 
darned many miracles at us these 

days, has more than answered this 
fervid plea for our lost youth. If you 
don't believe it just consider tele- 
vision. At the flick of a finger, teevy 
can transport us spang back to the 
days of our childhood; and those 
frabjous nights when Ruth Roland 
was leaping onto cayuses and ca- 
booses with equal abandon. 

Nothing has been changed. Even 
the scenery for interiors has the same 
weary flimsiness that once provided 
backgrounds of a sort for Pearl 
White and Fatty Arbuckle. The 
"flats" of those days were flats by 
name and flats by nature. They still 
are. In fact, so cunning is the illusion 
that many a senescent dodderer like 
me can't tell whether four decades 
have actually elapsed -or Dustin 
Farnum really rides again! 

All the magic of my childhood 
nights has been preserved. The pic- 
tures skitter wildly all over the screen, 
just as they did in the good old 
Bijou and Gem Theater days. Plots 

"Make Me 
A Boy Again 
- Just for Tonight" 

Hogan is peevy about teevy. 
The plots are naive, the com- 
mercials are gruesome ... and 
John Cameron Swayze's hair is 
more than it used to be in 

Kansas City! 

By CHARLES HOGAN 

of today's cliff hangers are just as 
meager and loose at the seams as they 
ever were in that dim long ago. Be- 
whiskered rascals lurk behind the 
very same boulders that shielded them 
so many years ago. They're a bit the 
worse for wear and weather, these 
boulders, but withal they're my old 
friends down to the last rock. The 
mangy varmints in human form be- 
hind these stone ramparts mean no 
good to the vapid heroine. She will 
come plunging into what passes for 
a plot in the very same runaway 
buggy she used in 1918. 

Or, for dramatic novelty, the 
scripters of today will have the bevy 
of villains waiting to rob the rackety 
stage coach a- comin' any minute from 
the Golden Nugget mine with a chest 
of gold dust. These naive teevy 
dramatists play up this theme con- 
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stantly, obviously laboring under the 
delusion they've got something red 
hot in the way of novelty along this 
line. Poor tykes, little do they realize 
that Messrs Hoot Gibson, Eddie Polo, 
Buck Jones and William S. Hart were 
galloping to the rescue of the luck- 
less lass, or the stage to Cayuse Bend, 
long before the present authors were 
even a tentative project in the eternal 
cosmic scheme of things. 

IT IS reassuring to observe that 
television hasn't deviated one tittle 

(whatever that is) from the good old 
streaky originals. The picture jitters 
and wobbles all over the screen with 
commendable fidelity to tradition. 
There are pleasing moments when the 
film runs completely amok and the 
audience is treated to an eye- slash- 
ing barrage of flickering black lines. 
These unfortunate lapses never seem 
to come at moments when somebody 
is trying to sell me something. Instead 
they hit just when things are livening 
up; and the western hero is emerging 
spotless and serene from a frenzied 
chase through the sagebrush, or a 
bitter free - for -all in the Last Chance 
saloon. 

But a genuinely radical departure 
has been achieved by the electronic 
wizards in the matter of what to do 
when the picture goes clear off the 
deep end. In the nickel -show era, 
when the picture began fan -dancing 
and then zoomed up into the stratos- 
phere, the operator crammed a crude 
slide into the projector which read 
"One moment please, while the oper- 
ator changes reels." This usually ap- 
peared upside down. It gave the kids 
in the front rows another excuse for 

erupting into an organized bedlam of 
foot -stomping and ribald sneering. 

When calamity overtakes the 
drama on teevy, an artistic message 
replaces the crackled slide. The public 
is informed that due to technical dif- 
ficulties our heroine's battle for her 
honor may be heard but not seen. 
Then one sits and stares at the blank 
gray rectangle which glares back just 

as blankly. The dialog booming out 
of the vacuum produces a jolting il- 
lusion that one is hearing menacing 
voices in a haunted Scottish castle. 

Nobody stomps his feet or indulges 
in jeering catcalls. Mocking a video 
tube is like looking down a well - 
there's not much future to it. 

THOSE commercials! Radio, with 
age, has achieved both dignity and 

decency along this line. But on teevy, 
fantasy runs rampart. Coffee cans 
swirl out of space, cartoon figures 
cavort madly out of medicine chests 
and baked bean cans; rockets zoom 
to burst into a grinning pitchman 
who is strictly a flower from a old 
bouquet. 

This character is as sleek as an 
eel in a swamp. With his too -too 
sharp double- breasted suit, often em- 
bellished by a discreet flower in the 
lapel, he somehow manages to re- 
semble a moderately successful boot- 
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legger or an old -time vaudeville hoofer 
"at liberty" but trying to fool his 
fellows. Or, possibly, a brilliantined 
bond peddler oozing his way into the 
hearts and pocketbooks of simpering 
widows in the hectic days that pre- 
ceded the bust of '29. 

To add a still more devastating 
touch of grue, the video commercials 
reek with sex -appeal. Lady announcers 
pop out of infinity constantly to 
gurgle weird sales talks on every- 
thing from the only laundry soap 
containing chlorophyll to the only 
streamlined steam -roller on the 
market today. It goes without saying 
that their commands to quit what- 
ever you're doing, and tear down to 
the steam -roller store this very minute, 
leave one in a sort of hypnotized haze. 
Somehow, the sight of a shapely 
young waffle, "making with the 
teeth" in an enticing grin, lacks the 
ring of verity when she is jibbering 
about some such thing as the innards 
of a Dynablast carburetor or the ele- 
ment of torque in the ne -eu -w 
Atom -esh transmission. 

In the same way, the commercials 
lack any semblance of reality when 
the gal is dolled up in a Schiaparelli 
apron, spotless to the last pleat, to 
sell some harrassed housewife the 
myth that mother can look just as 
enticing while doing the family wash. 
Provided, that is, that "hubby" has 
dug down for the ne -eu -w "miracle 
washer that makes MONday FUN- 
day!" 

If the moment ever comes when 
some advertiser shows wash-day as 
it really is, with the laundry drudge 
slithering through the sudsy water 
on the basement floor, her stringy 

hair falling over her eyes, one will 
know that teevy copy writers have 
finally come out of their dream world 
and faced the facts of life. 

Besides the general sappiness of 
video commercials, they have as few 
manners as some women at a bridge 
party. They interrupt the action on 
the screen with cloying monotony 
and disgusting frequency - usually, 
just when the plot is beginning to 
quicken. For example, we start off 
with a stark drama of marital love. 
The love burgeons to the point where 
mom decides not to shoot her old 
man but to poison him when, 
WHAM! -the suave pitchman with 
educated tonsils rockets into the pic- 
ture, threatening us with a jar of 
peanut butter and cajoling us with 
honey -talk about the product. 

This pestiferous peddler doesn't 
even wait for a between -acts break. 
He just bursts on the scene to simper 
sly words to the point of yawndom 
every few minutes during most any 
half hour. 

There is a variant on this ruse in 
one of the detective operas. In that 
one the brilliant sleuth and his addle - 
pated stooge puff solemnly on pipes 
as they gaze down on what is left 
of some old codger who is lying in 
his library with a paper knife rammed 
through his ribs. And what do you 
know? We next see the pair strolling 
into a cigar store to banter with the 
proprietor. 

There, sprightly chit -chat goes 
more or less like this: 

"Why hello, inspector, how are 
things going ?" 

"So, so. Behind quota for the week, 
though. Three stranglings, an ax 

i 
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murder and an alleged guzzling. By 
the by, I need a packet of Berrigan's 
Burley." 

"Yes, sir, inspector -we're sure 
sellin' a heap o' good old Berrigan's 
Blended Burley these days." 

"Naturally. That's because good of 
Berrigan's Blended Burley has that 
richer, snappier, that smo -oo -ther 
blend of the finest tobaccos with im- 
ported chlorophyll -" 

"Precisely. Why, inspector, Berri - 
gan's Blended Burley is hand -cured, 
leaf by leaf, by Colonel Berrigan him- 
self, to give you smokers a ne -eu -w 
smoking thrill." 

Then, probably, in bounces a pair 
of shapely feminine gams disguised 
as a king -size package of Berrigan's 
Blended Burley. They tap out the 
theme song -"It's never too late, 

It's never too early, 
To buy a bag 
Of Berrigan's Burley." 

This is topped off by a smiling 
female who waves her gleaming 
teeth at us, twitches her pert little 
schnozzle and sighs: "Um -m -m! And 
that zoomy aroma simply sends me, 
but natch." 

This is supposed to give a fellow 
the delusion that just a puff of smoke 
will transform him into a Poor Girl's 
Errol Flynn. The shamus puffs back 
into the plot and the mystery is thus 
doubly confusing. 

THE mystery yarns, baffling as 
they are in themselves, are only 

a segment of other curious phenome- 
na which permeate the wondrous 
world of teevy. There is the curious 
problem of how they ever managed 
to drag out and dust off all those 

unicycle riders, sword swallowers, 
patter teams and crumbum comics 
who were optimistically believed to 
have vanished when vaudeville ex- 
pired. 

There is the enigma of why every- 
body is presumed eager to buy a cer- 
tain razor because some muscle man 
of athletic renown woodenly declaims 
a pretty little speech to the effect 
that it sure "gives me, faster smoother 
shaves, yes sir!" 

But the king -size mystery of all 
is the Curious Case of John Cameron 
Swayze's Hair. 

Those of us who knew "Swoz" 
or "Pete" as he was lovingly called 
in Kansas City during his salad days, 
are plain bumfoozled by this baffler. 
In that era Mr. Swayze galloped 
frenetically from the federal build- 
ing to the city hall, the calaboose and 
the court house in Kansas City, to 
tarry a few flittering moments in the 
respective press rooms. He was 
gathering up the news from the news - 
gatherers who reported to him the 
results of their hours of toil each 
day. Then, back he'd hurry to the 
Journal -Post studios, for his noon 
newscast over WHB. 

What there was then of Swayze's 
hair consisted of some tawny colored 
strands down the middle of a nobly - 
high forehead. Now, Swayze's hair 
turns up on teevy as a rich ebony 
glory -and there's almost enough on 
that distinguished noggin to outfit 
a Russian Rassler! 

Has "Swoz ", like laundry soap, 
been enriched with something par- 
ticularly teevyish -possibly chloro- 
phyll? H -m -m? 

, 
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THEY SPAN 
the PACIFIC 

When Hawaii becomes the 49th 
State, it will be because the Mat- 
son Line helped place the star 

in our flag. 

IT was the worst tragedy that could 
befall any honeymoon couple. 

They had sent their big trunk ahead 
by rail to the S. S. Lurline, docked 
in San Francisco. But it was still 
nowhere in sight by the time the 
gangplank was pulled up. The honey- 
mooners sailed for Hawaii with their 
wardrobe the clothes on their backs. 

But when they reached Honolulu, 
they found to their amazement that 
the trunk was there, waiting for them. 
It had arrived at the Matson Line pier 
after the Lurline had pulled out. The 
Matson officials, touched by their 
plight, had flown it to Hawaii by 
air express as a goodwill gesture to 
romance. 

The Matson Line has a heart for 
sweethearts because much of its cruise 
business to Hawaii and the South 
Pacific hinges on the search for and 
celebration of love. During summer 
vacations, an estimated one -fourth of 
Matson passengers are single girls. 
The very blue Pacific gives them the 
romantic background so persuasive to 
the eligible males they meet at ship's 
dances, cocktail parties and deck 
games. Cupid is also quietly abetted 

By JULES ARCHER 

by Matson deck stewards, who are 
trained to be discreetly blind when 
the stars come out. 

Because Matson, perhaps more than 
any other steamship line, depends so 
much on a purely pleasure trade, it 
goes in heavily for personal service. 
No request floors a Matson official. 
A duchess sailing from San Francisco 
to Honolulu insisted that her state- 
room be completely redecorated for 
the four -and -a -half day trip. She 
handed Matson the color scheme she 
wanted, and the revamped stateroom 
was ready for her when she boarded 
ship. 

One man boarded a Matson ship 
with several crates of live chickens. 
"I can't eat anything but fish and 
fresh -killed chickens," he told the 
purser. The chickens were placed on 
the upper deck, near some dog ken- 
nels, and dispatched as needed for 
two days. On the third day at sea, 
the dogs got out of their kennels and 
polished off all the chickens. There- 
after the dietary faddist was fed 
chicken out of the ship's refrigerator - without alarming him with this 
news -and he left the ship in beam- 
ing good health. 

1 
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Although Matson is best -known as 

the steamship line which specializes in 
romantic cruises to the Hawaiian 
Islands, it has played and still plays 
a much more important role in the 
American economy. Its founder, 
William Matson, helped Hawaii's 
sugar planters boom their Pacific out- 
post into a modern American terri- 
tory soon to be a state -a state which 
supplies a sixth of our sugar, 80% 
of the world's pineapple, and $200,- 
000,000 a year in American trade. 
It was Matson who also developed 
the trade and tourist links between 
our nation and Australia and New 
Zealand. 

Finally, it was the Matson fleet 
which carried our troops and sup- 
plies into the South Pacific -as well 
as the Atlantic -in the crucial four 
years following Pearl Harbor. Im- 
mediately after the outbreak of war, 
four Matson passenger ships -the 
Lurline, Mariposa, Monterey and 
Matsonia -were hurriedly stripped 
of their luxurious fittings and trans- 
formed into troopships. Forty -five 
Matson freighters became Army and 
Navy cargo carriers. Matson helped 
us get there fastest with the mostest, 
and with no let -up until after their 
final wartime chore -bringing home 
the troops, war brides and war babies. 

THE man who made all this pos- 
sible was Captain 'William Mat- 

son, a barrel -chested, mustachioed 
Swede with a passion for ships, trade, 
fine clothes and trotting horses. He 
worked his men hard, but paid the 
best wages and fed the best food. He 
could make old sea -dogs wince with 
a salty and profane tongue- lashing, 

yet was so smooth a diplomat that 
for several years he was Consul - 
General of Sweden, and also President 
of the San Francisco Chamber of 
Commerce. 

Matson was born in Lysekil, 
Sweden, in 1849, the year of the 
California gold rush. Left an orphan 
at the age of four by an accident 
which killed both his parents, he 
grew up without any strong ties for 
the land. When he was only ten, 
he went to sea on a sailing ship as 
a "handy boy." He attended school 
between voyages until he was four- 
teen, and then shipped out on the 
Aurora, a Nova Scotia vessel bound 
for New York. 

Here he heard so much excited talk 
about the fortunes in gold to be found 
in California that he signed on the 
Bridgewater, a sailing ship going to 
San Francisco by way of the Horn. 
But when Matson reached the city 
which was to be his home port for 
the rest of his life, he found that the 
gold fever had ebbed considerably. 
With Swedish prudence, he got a job 
on a schooner carrying coal from Mt. 
Diablo across the Bay to the Spreckles 
sugar factory in San Francisco. 
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By the time he was twenty-one, he 
was master of the schooner, and 
also keenly interested in the pos- 
sibilities of the sugar trade with the 
Sandwich Islands, which later became 
Hawaii. After taking a trip to this 
Pacific kingdom ruled by King Kala- 
kaua, Matson became firmly con- 
vinced that a great future lay ahead 
in trade between Hawaii and the 
United States. Why not build a 
schooner and get in on the ground 
floor? 

The cheapest he could build one 
for, he found, was about $20,000. 
He didn't have that kind of money, 
nor know where such awesome sums 
were to be found in one piece. So he 
followed the custom of the times and 
divided the ownership into twenty 
shares of $1,000 each. When the 
Emma Claudina was built, he had 
over a dozen partners in the 300 -ton 
cargo schooner. But this little ship 
was the cornerstone of today's Matson 
Line, whose net worth is estimated 
at $63,000,000. 

Matson sailed the Emma to Hilo on 
her maiden voyage in 1882, carrying 
general merchandise for Island merch- 
ants. He brought back cocoanuts, 
hides, sandal wood, tropical fruit, rail- 
road ties, and a large cargo of sugar. 
It was Matson who sold the Hawaiians 
on the idea of cutting their native 
woods into railroad ties for the rail- 
road- building boom going on in the 
West, so that he could gain an ad- 
ditional valuable cargo. 

His trade prospered. But the 
limited capacity of the Emma irked 
him, because it couldn't carry all the 
sugar offered him for the insatiable 
American market. So he turned to 

his partners with the plan that they 
sell the Emma and build a 640 -ton 
brigantine. They agreed. Matson 
raised the money for his new project 
by splitting the shares into thirty - 
two portions of $1,000 each. When 
the new Lurline was ready, Matson 
proudly boarded her as Captain and 
8 /32nds owner. 

By 1891 things were going so well 
that Matson decided he might as 
well start to build a fleet. He bought 
the wooden bark Harvester, which car- 
ried ten passengers and a crew of 
thirteen. This was followed by the 
purchase of the steel bark, Santiago, 
and the sailing ship, Rhoderick Dhu, 
into which Matson built the first cold 
storage plant and electric lights ever 
to be carried by a rigger. With the 
Rhoderick Dhu, he set a speed record 
of nine days and three hours between 
San Francisco and Hilo. 

THE more Matson's trade ex- 
panded, the more ships he bought. 

The more ships he bought, the more 
his trade expanded. His ships were 
now in the one -thousand ton class, 
and all selected with an eye for speed. 
A fast ship which could make four 
trips to a slow ship's two, earned 
twice as much profit by moving the 
planters' sugar to market twice as 
fast. That was why Matson wasted 
little time in maudlin sentiment when 
the old sailing ships were abruptly 
challenged, after the turn of the 
century, by steam navigation. 

Matson signalized his acceptance 
of the change by incorporating his 
fleet in 1901 as the Matson Naviga- 
tion Company. He and his partners 
went into a huddle about the practi- 
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cal aspects of changing over from 
sail to steam. There was one major 
obstacle -the price of building a steel 
steamship. One of Matson's partners 
suggested a way they could get into 
steam navigation through the bargain 
basement. A Spanish steamship had 
been wrecked off the Atlantic Coast. 
It could be bought at auction, sal- 
vaged, rebuilt, registered and operated 
as an American vessel. 

Other steamship companies had 
the same idea. The bidding was stiff, 
and took Matson past the top price 
he had been authorized to bid by his 
partners. But Matson, a stubborn 
Swede, was determined that the ship 
would be his. He topped every other 
bid, and let it be known that no one 
else would have it, no matter what 
price he had to pay. Bidding stopped, 
and he had his first steel steamship. 
The rebuilt ship, which he named the 
Enterprise as a tribute to the partners 
who had supported him, was finished 
in 1902. 

Matson was waiting on the dock 
for her at San Francisco when she 
steamed in with her quota of 22 
passengers. Eyeing her 3,620 tons 
deadweight, he observed, "We're 
going to have to work hard to get 
enough cargo to keep her full." He 
worked hard. In a short while the 

Enterprise was so full that Matson 
added three more steamers to his fleet. 

MEANWHILE, Hawaii had 
made enormous strides. In 1898 

she won annexation as a Territory of 
the United States. Hawaiian sugar 
production doubled and trebled, 
thanks largely to the energy of Matson 
in building a fleet which could take it 
away to the American market as fast 
as it was offered. The steady runs 
of the Matson Line inevitably in- 
creased tourist traffic to Hawaii as 
well. 

Matson refused to let well enough 
alone -a trait which characterized his 
career and accounted for his rise to 
dominance in the Pacific. Realizing 
the growing importance of the Ha- 
waiian tourist trade, Matson built a 
second Lurline to carry 51 passengers 
and 8,000 tons deadweight. Its ar- 
rival in San Francisco was a memo- 
rable day. The President of the Cham- 
ber of Commerce marvelled at the 
"daring of the man who risked so 
much." But Matson was only start- 
ing to warm up. 

Two years later he followed the new 
Lurline with the Wilhelmina, which 
boasted eleven bathrooms, appoint- 
ments that rivaled the luxury of the 
Atlantic ships, a motion picture show 
-and carried 146 passengers. Then 
came the Manoa, the Matsonia and 
the Maui, each bigger and better. 
These four Matson ships became the 
mainstay of Hawaii's tourist industry, 
working on a schedule of regular 
weekly sailings to and from the 
Islands. 

Every step of the way, Matson 
proved that he was as much of a 

a 
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rugged pioneer as the men who had 
opened the West. He was the first 
major figure on the West Coast to 
pin his faith on oil as a fuel to re- 
place coal in steamships and industry. 
Despite jeering along the waterfront, 
he converted his first four steamships 
to oil, the first on the Pacific coast 
to do so. He then convinced Hawaiian 
plantation owners that California oil 
would give them cheaper fuel than 
Australian coal. 

With oil contracts under his belt, 
Matson promptly organized a com- 
pany to produce and transport oil 
from fields around Coalinga, Cali- 
fornia. This later developed into the 
Honolulu Oil Company, one of to- 
day's big producers. Matson con- 
verted some of his sailing ships and 
a steamer into tankers, to carry his 
own oil to Hawaii. He was dis- 
turbed by the high freight cost of 
getting oil from his fields to the water- 
front. So Matson became the first 
American to hit upon the idea of a 
"big- inch" (it was four inches) pipe- 
line. He built it, and oil transported 
itself from his wells to a seaport 
refinery. 

The Hawaiian plantation owners 
were grateful to Matson because his 
cheap fuel meant cheap electricity, 
and lower costs in making sugar. So 
were the California public utilities 
that switched from coal to Matson's 
oil. But for Matson, his oil venture 
was simply another shrewd stroke of 
good business. He made a profit on 
every barrel he sold, and another nice 
profit in freight for every barrel de- 
livered by his ships. 

Matson also pioneered on the Pa- 
:ific in wireless communication. Al- 

most as soon as it was proved practi- 
cable, he installed an old spark set 
on his S. S. Enterprise. It became 
the talk of the shipping industry, 
and other ship owners soon followed 
suit. Matson had instantly recog- 
nized the value of ship's radio in 
keeping in touch with his ships and 
being able to tell his shippers when 
one would arrive. 

It was Matson, too, in 1917, who 
installed the first steam turbine on a 
Pacific ship. Turbines were risky, 
ship owners felt -they would "strip," 
and repairs couldn't be made at sea. 
Matson ordered the Maui to be built 
with high-powered, geared turbines. 
They proved so reliable and econom- 
ical that all Matson ships built there- 
after were equipped with turbines. 
Other ship owners hastened to follow 
suit, embarrassed by Matson's enjoy- 
ment of their discomfiture. 

MATSON had built well and 
wisely- perhaps more wisely 

than he himself knew. When 
World War I broke out, 100,000 
American troops were transported 
to the European battlefront by Mat- 
son ships. Other Matson vessels were 
used as fueling ships, cargo carriers 
and for general purposes. Every 
Matson ship won a plaque for 
meritorious service, bestowed by a 
grateful government. 

But Matson never saw the plaques. 
He never even saw the fleet he had 
built up from the 300 -ton Emma 
Claudina go into action in the serv- 
ice of his country. Worn out by his 
strenuous life, he died of a sudden 
stroke at the age of 68 on October 
11, 1917. 
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His place was taken by E. D. 
Tenney of Hawaii, who guided Mat- 
son destiny until the late twenties, 
when he was succeeded as Chairman 
of the Board by William P. Roth, 
Matson's son -in -law. Under Tenney 
and Roth, the Matson Line continued 
to operate in the bold traditions laid 
down for it by its founder. A freight 
service was opened between Atlantic 
ports and Hawaii, via the Panama 
Canal. Faster - running passenger ships 
were built, to cut the time of the 
regular runs in half so that Amer- 
icans could fit Hawaii into the regula- 
tion two-week vacation. New luxury 
ships were added in 1932 to link 
Australia, New Zealand, the South 
Seas and America into a full- fledged 
trans -Pacific service. 

When World War II rolled 
around, the Matson Line once again 
had a powerful, this time bigger and 
faster, fleet to put at the service of 
the War Department. Its 45 freight- 
ers became the elephants' backs for 
our Pacific war effort. Its four pas- 
senger liners traveled one -and -a -half 
million miles, and transported three - 
quarters of a million troops. 

Following the war, the Lurline, 
Mariposa and Monterey were com- 
pletely reconditioned into fireproof 
luxury liners for the Hawaii run. The 
worn -out old freighters were scrap- 
ped, and replaced by a modern fleet 
of cargo liners, linking Atlantic and 
Pacific ports with the entire South 
Pacific. 

EVERY Matson ship is searched 
for stowaways before it sails. 

Whenever one is found he is courte- 
ously but firmly escorted to the 

gangplank. Not all stowaways try 
to conceal themselves. Some openly 
mingle with the passengers. But a 
high percentage of these are spotted 
by keen -eyed Matson officers, whom 
long experience has taught to recog- 
nize by guilty mannerisms and ex- 
pressions which give them away. 
Stowaways who are discovered at sea 
are placed under technical arrest, 
and shore authorities are notified by 
wireless. 

It often happens that a man see- 
ing his friend off to Hawaii joins him 
in one too many in his stateroom, 
where both fall asleep before sailing 
time. Although his trip isn't in- 
tentional, the man who forgot to get 
off the ship is technically a stowa- 
way, and must alter his status by pay- 
ing passenger fare. He usually does. 
Not long ago three girls, each about 
21, "forgot" to get off a Matson 
ship when she sailed. It was quite 
obvious that they had decided on 
stowing away as a lark. They were 
so vivacious and charming, however, 
that the passengers adopted them and 
took up a collection to pay their 
fares and buy them sport clothes at 
the ship's store. Once in Honolulu, 
they had themselves a wonderful time, 
and then wired their parents for 
money to come home. 

Passenger lawsuits are also an oc- 
casional headache to the Matson 
Line. A favorite suit is for injuries 
received while falling down stairs. 
One prize suit was by an indignant 
mother who claimed that her boy 
cut his lip in the ship's playroom 
when the ship stopped suddenly at 
sea. After the complaint had been 
made legally, Matson's attorney 


