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At sixty-five, Old Tom Sharkey does a strong-man act at the San Francisco World's Fair. And he can still throw a mean punch, too 
GEORGE GRAU 

Only Punks Get Punch-Drunk 
By Kyle Crichton 

OUT in San Francisco they speak 
of Old Tom Sharkey as if there 
might conceivably have been an

other Tom Sharkey, which is the most 
utter nonsense ever imagined. What
ever Tom was in the old days only the 
old-timers know, but right at this very 
moment there are people who will wager 
that if they cut the size of the ring down 
to 3 X 3 and forbade clinching, Old Tom 
could knock the ears off most of the 
modern heavyweights. At the age of 
sixty-five he has legs and arms resem
bling the stanchions of the Golden Gate 
Bridge and a chest with the general con
tour of a tub of pickles. Lately he has 
been doing a strong-man act at the San 
Francisco Fair and all anybody has to 
do who doubts the ability of the old-
time pugs is to say Old Thomas a sassy 
word and forget to run. An ordinary man 
could be killed by the sort of punch he 
is capable of throwing even at his ad
vanced age. But Old Tom has passed 

"You never saw any of the old-timers punch-
drunk or in the funny house. Thai's because 
they were trained right," says Old Tom Shar
key. Here he stacks the famed old fighters 
of his day up against the near-great of today 

the age of active fighting and now goes 
in for active thinking about prize fight
ing, prize fighters, stumble bums and 
assorted interrelated subjects. What he 
thinks about the modern game is simple, 
to wit: Joe Louis is great and the rest of 
them should be shoveled out with the 
old grapefruit rinds and the defeated 
lettuce. As a matter of fact, Jim Jeffries 
thinks Tom himself is the one old-timer 
who would have been certain to lick 
Louis. Old Tom backs Kid McCoy. 

"Could tear your head off with either 
hand, that McCoy," says Tom, "and so 
cagey Louis could never have got a good 
shot at him." 

But what was bothering Mr. Sharkey 
when we saw him recently was an article 
in the morning paper. "Just look at this," 
he was sa3ang indignantly. "Jimmy Ada-
mick in the hospital and probably crip
pled for life. Emilie Martinez in an 
asylum. That means they weren't trained 
right, those boys. You never saw any 

of the old-timers punch-drunk or in the 
funny house. Jim Corbett never had a 
mark on him and was as smart the day 
he died as when he started fighting. Jef
fries is still as strong as a bull. Joe 
Choynski is a physical instructor in 
Pittsburgh, as smart as they come. I'm 
the worst-looking one of the bunch be
cause I got this tin ear. It made m4P* 
mad all my life. I got careless against 
Fitzsimmons and he hit me one punch 
and the ear swelled up big as a derby 
hat. Well, I fought a lot of fights after 
that and nobody ever hit me on that ear 
again. You don't have to get beaten up 
if you know anything about fighting." 

Old Tom thinks the mbdern fighters 
know nothing whatever about training. 
Not only do they drink and smoke and 
hang out at night clubs, he says, but they 
train only when they're getting ready for 
a fight. 

"I used to keep up a regular routine 
every day in the year," he says. "Up 
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Why a 
eserve 
THE squirrel takes no chances. He 

knows there will come a day when 
the trees will be bare . . . and food 
scarce. So, wisely, he lays away an 
adequate reserve supply for the lean 
days ahead. 

This same precaution is followed by 
capital stock* fire insurance compan
ies in building up sufficient financial 
reserves for security to their policy
holders in times of disaster. For, 
while it may be possible to predict 

Standaiu 
rotection 

I* 
,-¥ 

Iw 

approximately how many "ordinary" 
fires will occur each year and pro
vide for them, no one knows when a 
conflagration or other major catas
trophe will cause staggering losses. 

At such times each policyholder is 
concerned with his individual claim. 
He looks to his insurance company 
to pay his loss, regardless of how 
many others must be taken care of. 
It is then that he appreciates the fore
sight of his insurance company in 
laying away sufficient funds, called 

surplus, for the protection of policy
holders in just such emergencies. 

The wisdom of this policy is self-
evident . . . through conflagrations, 
hurricanes, panics, business depres
sions and other trying times, capital 
stock company insurance has paid its 
losses, has consistently kept faith with 
the public by providing that security 
that must be the basis of a sound 
and dependable insurance policy. 

THE NATIONAL BOARD OF F I R E U N D E R W R I T E R S 

85 John Street, New York Established 1866 

CAPITAL STOCK COMPANY FIRE INSURANCE povdes 
sound protection at a predetermined price, without risk of further cost. In addition to legal reserves, its policies 
are backed by cash capital and surplus funds set aside to meet not merely normal claims but also the sweeping 
losses due to conflagrations and other catastrophes. Its organized pufe/sc services are national in scope. Its system of 
operating through Agents everywhere gives prompt personal service to policyholders. 
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For teeth tliat sLine 
like the stars'use 
CALOX POWDER 

Good Housekeeping Bureau 
approves Calox Tooth Poivder 

5 Reasons Why Thousands 
use Calox Tooth Powder 

1 

4 

Calox brightens the nat
ural lustre of the teeth, 

Calox has a pleasant, re
freshing taste. 

C a l o x 18 a l w a y s p u r e * 
smooth and safe. 

Calox has heen tested and 
approved by Good House
keeping Bureau. 

Calox, a powder, is eco
nomical—comes in three 
long-lasting sizes. 

Brighten your smile — add 
highlights to the na tura l 

lustre of your teeth! 

Take a tip from Hollywood about lovely, 
radiant smiles: Use Calox Tooth Pow
der— the modern, pleasant-tasting 
dentifrice that helps protect the beau
tiful smile of Anne Shirley and scores 
of other screen stars. Calox—always 
pure, safe, wholesome, refreshing— 
is in daily use by thousands of people 
throughout the world. 

Important to Y o u 

To give teeth a bright high polish with
out harm to precious enamel, five sep
arate, tested ingredients are blended 
with prescription care in the labora
tories of McKesson & Robbins, whose 
products have been prescribed for 
106 years. 

For teeth that shine like the stars' 
get Calox at any drug counter today. 
Three convenient, long-lasting sizes. 

Copr. 1939 McKesson & Robbins. Inc. 

at six in the morning, take an egg in a 
bit of sherry and then run with the dogs 
for a mile or two. After that, break
fast—two chops, two eggs, rye toast and 
tea. Then rest for an hour, get on heavy 
sweaters and do six to ten miles of road 
work. For the first three miles I'd walk 
fast; then I'd do a little game with the 
telephone posts. Sprint as hard as I 
could from one post to the next post, 
then walk three, then sprint again. When 
I came back from that I'd take a swim, 
winter or summer, around the Seal 
Rocks. I was the first to make the swim 
and it was a great feat; a lot of people 
do it now. After lunch I'd rest again and 
then do six three-minute rounds of 
punching the bag and skipping rope 
(1,000 skips each time without stop
ping). Then I'd spar three rounds. Din
ner would be at six, and at 7 :30 I'd go 
out and walk two more miles and be in 
bed and asleep at nine." 

The trouble with most modern fighters 
is that they don't keep in shape between 
fights and work too hard to get in con
dition when they start training, says 
Sharkey. 

"Too much sparring," says Tom. 
"They leave their fight in the gym." 

Sharkey's Greatest Fight 

In his good days Old Tom had only 
one sparring partner—Bob Armstrong, 
the big Negro. He was probably for
tunate in that, for Armstrong is still 
remembered as the best fighter in a gym
nasium the world has ever known. In a 
ring he went to p'eces but in training 
camp he not only could bump around 
the big shots with abandon but (and this 
was most important for Sharkey) he 
could copy the style of any living fighter. 
Tom was 5:10 and weighed around 175; 
Armstrong was 6:4 and weighed over 200 
and was fast as lightning. Three rounds 
a day with him acting in the style of the 
opponent Sharkey was going to meet was 
enough for Old Tom. 

The system seemed to work well, for 
Sharkey met the greatest heavyweights 
this country has ever known. He fought 
Jeffries twice; beat Corbett twice; lost 
on a foul and a decision to Bob Fitz-
simmons; licked Kid McCoy twice; 
knocked out Gus Ruhlin in 27 seconds, 
the fastest on record; defeated Joe 
Choynski four times; fought Peter 
Maher twice; beat Joe Goddard, the 
famous Australian, three times; and 
took on dozens of other worthies of that 
great era. 

"Never had a black eye or a busted 
hand," says Old Tom, "and never wore 
a bandage on the hands. The fighters 
now bandage their hands so tightly the 
bones are bound to get busted when they 
hit a solid punch." 

Old Tom thinks Jack Dempsey was 
the best of the moderns. He saw the 
Dempsey-'Willard fight at Toledo and 
got an eyeful of present-day training 
methods. Willard always hated road 
work but he was prevailed upon to do 
a bit of it during his training. 

"When he went into the ring," says 
Tom, "his feet were so sore he could 
hardly walk. Technically speaking, 
Dempsey really lost that fight. He got 
so excited that he climbed out of the 
ring before the referee had stopped 
counting. If it had lasted another round, 
Dempsey would probably have fallen on 
hi's face from fatigue. He wore himself 
plumb out hitting; Jess." 

In Old Tom's opinion the fight game is 
never going to be as scientific again as it 
was in the past. The old trainers are 
dying off and the news ones, according 
to him, have lost the knack of teaching 
scientific boxing. The best of the mod
erns would have had their heads jarred 
off their shoulders by the thousand 
punches of a man like Jim Corbett, who 
fought many battles without his oppo
nent laying a glove on him. 

"I'd iaave been as bad as the others 
with him," says Sharkey, "but I studied 
him and found out something. I discov
ered that he had a habit of making two 
feints with his left and then hitting. He 
always made those two feints. When he 
made the second feint, I beat him to it, 
plastering him good. He never did get 
on to what was wrong until I told him 
about it later." 

But the great fight of that time v/as 
the battle between Jeffries and Sharkey 
at Coney Island in 1899. The New York 
papers all gave it to Sharkey but the 
decision went to Jeffries in 25 rounds. 
In the first fight with Sharkey, Jeffries 
had used the old stand-up-straight 
stance and Tom had slammed him 
plenty. For the second fight, Jeff had 
changed. He now stood with his left 
hand held far out (the pose he is now 
remembered by) and it was almost im
possible to reach him. Jeffries was 6:2, 
weighed 230 pounds and, according to 
Old Tom, was "fast as a lightweight." 
Fighting from that stance, Jeff almost 
destroyed Tom when the fight began. 
Whenever Sharkey led with a left, Jef
fries would clout him over the heart 
with a right. 

It was probably the most brutal fight 
in history. In the nineteenth round, 
Sharkey hit Jeff so hard with his left 
that he twisted his arm out of the socket 
and fought with one hand for the last 
six rounds. Jeff's terrific blows over the 
heart broke three of Sharkey's ribs, one 
of the busted springs popping out *<r 
through the flesh before it was over. 
Tom's onslaught on Jeffries was so dev
astating that Jeff wanted to quit in the 
23d, being saved by his trainer, Tommy 
Ryan, who talked him into continuing 
and thoughtfully loosened his glove be
tween rounds, so that when the 24th 
started the glove came off, the referee 
called time out to fix it and Jeff had a 
chance to recover. 

The First Time Off His Feet 

"I don't like to be one of t ^ ^ e old 
guys talking about the good old days," 
says Tom, "but I can't close my eyes to 
things, either. There are a lot of good 
boys coming up all the time but they 
never learn enough. I'm talking partic
ularly of the heavyweights but it's the 
same in all classes. You don't have to 
be big to be a slugger. Joe Walcott 
licked heavyweights when he only 
weighed 135 pounds himself. He could 
kill them with a punch because he had 
learned how to punch. When I see these 
big hunks bulling around, I have to 
laugh. Joe Choynski never weighed 
over 165 pounds and he fought every
body. Kid McCoy was around that same 
weight and Fitzsimmons started at 158 
and eventually got up to 165-170. I 
weighed in at 178 for the second Jeffries 
fight and after scrapping under those 
hot lights (that was the first time they 
ever made it soft for the cameraman), 
I was down to 162. But those men were 
scientific hitters. They worked for an 
opening and then it was all over. The 
blow would go only a few inches and the 
other man would be down for good." 

Old Tom still remembers the first time 
he was off his feet. He had been goina^ 
along knocking all his opponents kick™ 
ing until he met Fitzsimmons and Fitz 
hit him that sock in the ear that ruined 
his looks. 

"It demoralized me for a few min
utes," says Tom. "I didn't think there 
was any man alive who could knock me 
off my feet and Fitz hit me so hard he 
not only knocked me off my feet but 
knocked me about ten feet in the bar
gain. He was a tall, skinny man, with 
pipestem legs and big shoulders, but 
he had a kick like a mule in those long 
arms. I'd be afraid to see him in a ring 
with this present crop; he'd kill them 
with punches like that." 
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But if Old Tom thinks Joe Louis is a 
great fighter and belongs with the im
mortals of the ring, he still feels that 
there were many of the past-greats who 
would have taken him. 

"I saw him in the Braddock fight and 
if Jim, a washed-up fighter, could get 
him on the floor, a man like McCoy 
would have massacred him. Jeffries, in 
his prime, would have licked Joe in six 
rounds. Louis would never have been 
able to get beyond Jeff's crouch and Jeff 
would have murdered him with right 
hands. Jeff could get around like a cat, 
was strong as a bull and could hit like a 
sledge hammer. Here, feel this (he 
pounded his chest and stomach and we 
felt both and found them made of ce
ment). . . . Well, I was in better shape in 
those days and yet Jeffries almost tore 
me apart with his rights. Louis hits as 
fast as any man I've ever seen, but if he 
can be hit he can be licked, and lots of 
fighters have hit him. If any of those 
old-timers I've mentioned ever hit him, 
he'd be ruined." 

Sharkey was never knocked out in his 
career and quit when he knew his best 
days were behind him. He still fought 
after he started his famous bar on Four
teenth Street in New York but he knew 
he had enough one night in Philadelphia 
when he was fighting Jack Monroe. It 
was to be a six-round bout and Tom had 
never felt better in his life while he was 
training. In the first round he belted 

^^Jdonroe in the puss and down he went. 
However, he got up and continued fight
ing and Tom, to his consternation, found 
that he, himself, could only keep his 
hands up by sticking his elbows into his 
tummy and using it as an armrest. They 
had been fine a minute before and now 
they were almost useless. Tom stalled 
through the fight and got the decision, 
but it was the last for him. 

There was no loss in it for him be
cause in those days his saloon was mak
ing him between $60,000 and $75,000 a 
year. He had his own stable of trotters, 
lived welp|ind seemed set for life. How

ever, the Wall Street crowd that had 
used his place as a halfway house up
town found that when the new subway 
was finished it was just as easy to go on 
to Times Square—and the Sharkey es
tablishment gradually faded out. He 
made total profits of $575,000 during 
these years, lost it all on the horses, and 
is still playing the ponies every day in 
San Francisco as if nothing had ever 
happened. The scale is lower but the 
ambition remains intact. 

A Man-Killing Blow 

Although he lives in San Francisco, 
Sharkey has never seen either Fred 
Apostoli or Lou Nova in action, which 
is not strange because he bothers very 
little with anything but the big boys 
(which eliminates Apostoli) and Nova 
has fought only preliminary boys 
around home. 

"I'll have a look at him soon," says 
Old Tom, referring to Nova, "but unless 
he's found something that the others 
don't know about, I doubt whether he'll 
be any better than the rest. He may 
be the man who's going to lick Louis, 
but it isn't going to be soon." 

We asked Old Tom if he agreed with 
Jeffries' opinion that Sharkey would 
have defeated Louis in four rounds if 
they had ever met. 

"I wouldn't have been running away 
from him," said Old Tom, pushing out 
his barrel chest and seeming to imagine 
himself back in his prime. "I'd try to 
give him this—and this—and this!" 

His arms swished through the air like 
broadsides from a battle fleet and al
most as fast. 

"Yes, sir," we said and backed away 
with a blanch. As we said before, a blow 
like that could kill an ordinary man and 
we have never made claims to any form 
of genius. Even at this late day we 
shouldn't like to see a friend of ours 
subjected to the this—and this—and 
this! of Old Tom. We like to keep rec
ognizing our friends when we see them. 

"Now here is a hope chest that comes completely equipped" 
GEORGE PRICE 

THE JOY 
OF A ^Al^BASOl fAC£ 

"^ffU^U/i^ ^Ax be the first to 
shower you with flattering words: " M y , 
how much younger you're looking here 
of late. Now aren't you glad I bought 
you tha t tube of Barbasol?" 

iHifOu/t ^u/eeSfua^rif^^^^,^^ 
still on the loose) will have her say: 
"How smooth, soft, positively niee the 
skin is, on your cheeks, jaw and chin.** 

^iHtt, ^ad6 inay not tel! you in so 
many words or write you a memoran
dum, but he'll certainly notice the im
provement in your appearance, possibly 
with thoughts of your salary. 

a*u/^au ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ i l l f e e l a s p r o u d a s a p e a c o c k . 
Not only the quickest, cleanest shaves you ever had, but 
a finer-looking skin by far. No half-cut stubble, either. 
That ' s the joy of a Barbasol Face. 

YOU'LL GET SWELL RESULTS with Barbasol in ten short 

days or so. Thai's because Barbasol does more than give you the 

sweetest shaves you ever had. Its beneficial oi ls protect the 

skin from irritation, coarseness , roughness —oils that smooth 

and soothe, soften and freshen the skin. Your druggist carries 

three sizes. The large tube, 25^. Giant tube, 50^. Family jar, 

75^. Barbasol Blades, scalpel sharp, only 15f? for 5 . 

TitMct^&i'n SMvCtto.., 

fWButsA' TUlatjU-TW!^, m 
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Each Piece 
Individually Wrapped 

What should a family's very first 
investment be? Bonds? A home? 
Insurance? There is one thing 
even more vital than these. Their 
future success depends prin
cipally upon his and her mental 
growth. 

Wil l iheir social acquaintances 
find her interesting, or mentally 
commonp lace? W i l l men in 
business be impressed v/ith his 
capacity to think straight and 
talk v^ell? 

More than 400,000 families 
have found the answer to these 
questions with the help of 

MAIL COUPON TODAY 

P. F. Collier & Son Corp. 
250 Park Avenue 
I am interested in receiving by mail, free and without 
obligation, your valuable booklet, "Fifteen Minutes a 
Day," describing the famous library. Dr. Eliot's Five-Foot 
Shelf of Books {The Harvard Classics), and containing 
Dr. Eliot's ov/n plan of constructive reading. HOE.279 

Mr. 
Name < Mrs. . 

(Miss 

Their 
First 
Investment— 

<v PiUi 

Dr. Eliot's 
Five-Foot Shelf 

of Books 
Every well- informed man and woman 
should at least know something about 
this famous library. 

The free book tells about it—how in 
pleasant moments of spare time, by 
using the reading courses Dr. Eliot 
has provided for you, you can get the 
knowledge of literature and life, the 
culture, the broad viewpoint that 
every university strives to give. 

New York City 

Address 

Now, for the first time, the fa
mous ELIOT FOUNDATION 
COURSE OF ADULT EDUCATION 
is included with The Harvard 
Classics at no extra cost. The 
Course, prepared by noted uni
versity authorities, brings to your 
fireside the advantages of the 
finest liberal arts instruction. 
Send for the famous book, 
FIFTEEN MINUTES A DAY. It is 
yours without obligation and 
without cost. 

Beware the Nightingale 
Continued from page 12 

says they are all up in the pasture and 
won't be down until the five-o'clock 
whistle blows. While I was thinking that 
one over, we turn a corner and come up 
to a kind of yard. There is a colossal 
ma pig lying there, and eleven young 
ones are running around squealing. It 
was very interesting, but the place had 
a bouquet like Fulton Fish Market, and 
while I have eaten bacon since I am ten 
years old, I wondered if maybe Moses 
wasn't right. 

When we get back to the house, I sit 
down for a while in a deck chair under 
the trees on the front lawn. It is warm 
but not hot, and the air smells wonder
ful. There's a million birds singing all 
around, and they all sing better than 
canaries. So, while I'm sitting there, 
thinking this is really the existence, be
fore I know it I'm asleep. 

TXTHEN I woke up, I felt a song coming 
" • on. That is a hard feeling to describe. 

It's like you wanted to say something, 
and you knew you were going to say it 
sometime, but you didn't know yet how 
you were going to put it into words. You 
can wander around for days, sometimes, 
feeling like that, and then suddenly, 
boom, there will be your idea for a song, 
as clear as a photograph. All you got to 
do then is to sit down and write your 
song. 

When you are feeling in that kind of 
a mood, it is not a bad idea to get a 
piano somewheres and fool around on it 
for a while. So that is what I did. But 
right in the middle of my workout, I hear 
these awful roars from outside. Right 
away I say to myself, "Bears!" But 
when I get to the window I can see that 
the racket is coming from a flock of cows 
coming down the mountain. I guess the 
five-o'clock whistle must have blown. 
Dearborn sticks his head in, and says 
come and see the milking. Sometime 
when we are not in a public place like 
this, Manny, I will tell you how they 
milk cows. I wouldn't want to do it here, 
you never can tell who would be listen
ing in. 

Nothing else happens that day. Dear
born stirs up some Martinis, and we 
have dinner. We had homemade baked 
beans, Manny, and if I was to try and 
tell you how good they were, you would 
call me a liar, so skip it. But I will turn 
down caviar any day for that kind of a 
baked bean. I stowed away so many of 
them that after dinner it is very hard 
to keep awake. We listen to the radio 
for a while, and play a little pinochle, 
but finally I have to give up. And I am 
telling you the truth, Manny, I went to 
bed at half past nine. 

When I open my eyes again, the sun
shine is streaming into the room, and the 
birds outside are all singing Mendels
sohn's Spring Song. That is not strictly 
accurate, of course. Each bird is really 
singing a different number, but the total 
effect is kind of like Mendelssohn. I 
lay there in bed enjoying myself. This 
experience is all new stuff to me. Then 
all of a sudden, without warning, I get 
an idea for a tune. 

I sit up quick and start whistling this 
two-bar phrase in A-flat. It is a cute 
phrase, and after I get it memorized I 
go ahead and try to finish out eight bars. 
Well, it writes itself. In five minutes I 
have got it. It is the beginning and end 
of a very commercial tune. There is a 
penny post card in my suit which is 
hanging over a chair. I whip out and 
get it and write down the eight bars, then 
I address the post card to myself in New 
York. I always do that, Manny, so if 
anybody comes along and claims I steal 
an idea from them, I have got the date 

on a postmark to prove when I got the 
idea. After that I climbed back into the 
kip. 

But any idea I may have of getting 
in some more shut-eye is socially in
correct, because Dearborn walks in and 
tells me to get up and get dressed so we 
can have breakfast. We are going for a 
canoe ride on the lake. 

The clothes Dearborn gives me to 
wear are very loose fitting, but warm. I 
am glad of that because the air is still 
kind of cold when we go out on the lake 
in this little canoe. And I wouldn't kid 
you, Manny, I am a little nervous out 
there in the middle of all that water. 
Those canoes are tippy articles, and 
they are built very close to the lake. But 
Dearborn says everything will be okay 
if I don't move around rnuch. So I don't 
move a muscle. 

We have not gone far when a man in a 
red wool shirt comes chugging along in 
a little old motorboat. Dearborn waves 
at him, and the fellow turns off his 
motor and skids to a stop alongside 
of us. 

"Morning, John," says Dearborn. 
"Meet Mr. Bluestone, Mr. Carver. John 
is the best game warden in Vermont, 
Sparrow." ,t^ 

"Glad to make your acquaintance," 
says the guy, but he don't look it. He 
has a very sour face. 

"How are the pickerel this year, 
John?" says Dearborn. 

"Over in Nichol's Cove, man got a 
five-pounder yestiddy," says the game 
warden. 

"A five-pounder! Whee!" says Dear
born. 

"Ay-yuh," says the game warden. 
"Birch tree blew in the water. Full of, 
minnows, now, and the big 'un.'siay out
side waitin' fer um." mf 

"Thanks for the tip, John," says Dear
born. "I'll have to go over and wet a 
hook, as soon as I get my license." 

"You'll ketch one," says John, and 
started up his motorboat. "So long." 

By now I am getting used to being 
around with people who talk a foreign 
language. I have figured out that the 
best way is not to pay any attention. So 
I am lying in the bottom of the canoe, 
humming my new tune over to myself, 
as the game warden goes away. Then, 
as the noise of his motorboat dies out in 
the distance, I begin to feel a very pe
culiar feeling. There is definitely a coin
cidence happening. A little bird over on 
the shore is singing my tune! 

•pOR a minute I think I am losing my 
•*• mind. But it is positively the same, 
identical tune. And in A-flat, too! He 
only sings the first two bars and then 
finishes off with a little trill, but those 
two bars are note for note. Then in a 
flash, I see what has happened. That 
bird must've been singing around the 
house all the time, only I didn't realize 
it, and unconsciously I have stole his 
tune. For a minute I am stunned. B u t 
then, so what, I think. A bird can't coiT^-
lect royalties, so why shouldn't I go 
ahead and fix up the tune commercial, 
and write a lyric for it and call it my 
own? 

"What's the matter with you. Spar
row?" says Dearborn sharply. "You 
look as if you'd been stung by a bee." 

"Wrong," says I, "I been bit by a 
bird." 

"You've been bit by a bird!" he says. 
"Yeh, he's singing right now, listen!" 

I hold up my hand for two bars. "Did 
you hear him?" 

"Yes," says Dearborn, looking very 
mystified. 

"Well, what kind of a canary is that?" 
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"It's a song sparrow," says Dearborn, 
"But what is all this biting—" 

"Wait a minute!" I interrupts. "Did 
you say a song sparrow?" 

"That's what I said, a song sparrow." 
"No kid?" 
"No kid." 
"Well, how do you like that!" I says. 

"A song sparrow! That is how you 
would describe me, isn't it? I am Spar
row Bluestone, in the song business." 

"That's right," says Dearborn, "just a 
couple of song sparrows getting to
gether." 

"You said it," I says. "And now get a 
load of this." And I tell him about the 
song. 

He is very interested in the story, and 
when I finish he says he thinks it would 
be perfectly ethical for me to steal the 
tune and fix it up. He agrees with me 
that a bird wouldn't know what to do 
with a royalty check, so I might as well 
cash in on it. 

"If the song is a hit," says Dearborn, 
"you can bring up some very special 
birdseed when you come back up here." 

And not a bad idea, thinks I to myself. 
We sat there for about ten minutes and 
listened to the bird sing. Just that same 
two bars over and over, but it is a terrific 
phrase. Why that bird even had synco
pation in it. 

/ ^ N THE way back to Dearborn's 
^•^ beach, I batted a lot of title possi
bilities around in my head, but none of 

. them seemed exactly right. Actually 
what the bird was saying was "Welcome 
to Vermont," but that would be no good 
for a title or a lyric. There would be no 
commercial appeal, and besides Cali
fornia would get sore. 

When we got back up to the farm
house, the bird is already there, singing 
the number. I suppose he has taken a 
short cut. I give him a big hand, and 
then go in and sit down to the piano, all 
excited. 

The middle part comes very easy, and 
inside ^ f fifteen minutes I have the 
whole fPiorus down on paper with the 
harmony sketched in. I plug it to Dear

born four or five times and get a nice 
reaction from him. To top off the morn
ing, I reach out and pick up a very com
mercial title. The best way to handle 
this number is to point it for somebody's 
fall catalogue. So when I hear that mel
ody begin to say, "Where's that sum
mer moon?" I decide I have found the 
right title. People would hear a lyric 
like that, and think back on their sum
mer romance, and they would feel like 
going right in somewheres and buy a 
copy. I am very handy with or without 
a rhyming dictionary, so by the time 
lunch is ready, I have a rough lyric all 
done. 

As soon as lunch is over, it is time for 
Ethan to drive us over to Lyndonville 
where we will get on a train back to New 
York. As we go out and get into Ethan's 
1915 phaeton, the song sparrow is up 
above us in a tree, giving out with those 
first two bars. He is still in A-flat. I 
have dropped it a half a tone to G, on 
account of a coupla high notes. 

I am feeling very sentimental about 
going away. I have had a terrific week 
end up there in that lovely country, and 
besides, I have knocked off the best song 
I ever wrote. No wonder I hate to leave. 
But when you got a job, you gotta go 
and work at it. As it is, I am probably 
plenty doghouse with Feinstein. But I 
don't let it bother me too much on the 
way down on the train. In fact, before 
I go to sleep, I have written a very sat
isfactory verse to the new number, 
words and music. 

It is half past eleven the next morning 
before I show at Faust's, half an hour 
later than I usually get down there. But 
I have decided I am going to take an in
dependent attitude. Miriam, the cute 
receptionist, gives me that Betty Boop 
expression. 

"Oooo!" she says, "where were you? 
Jack is going on like crazy. He made a 
date for yesterday for you with Benny 
Goodman." 

"Where is Jack now?" I says. 
"On his way down here. He's tele

phoned eight times since eleven o'clock." 
"So let him," I says. "I am not in the 

"May I check your gas, gentlemen?" JOHN JARVIS 

"TEN YARDS AHEAD WAS DEATH" 

GRETCHEN REIGHARD 

DEATH LURKS O N HIGHWAY FOR 
"SKY CINDERELLA," WAITRESS-HEROINE OF THE AIR 

^^ "Give me flying, I'm 
g r o u n d - s h y , " w r i t e s 
Gretchen Reigbard, the 
famous "Sky Cinderella" 
of Mansfield, O., waitress, 
parachute jumper and 
licensed glider pilot. 

Q "I 've had my share of close 
calls in the air, but my narrowest 
escape was on the highway! 

"I left Elmira in the rain after the 
National Glider Meet wi th 380 
miles to drive before morn ing to 
get back to work in Mansfield. 
My nerves were already shaky and 
I had to drive faster than was safe 
or I'd never make it. 

Q "As darkness fell it rained hard
er and harder. Solid sheets of rain 
dimmed my mud-splashed head
lights. The road was deserted. I 
was get t ing a swell case of jitters. 
But I grit ted my teeth and drove 
on. I just bad to get back. 

" I swooshed down a hill , skidded 
the tu rn at the foot of it, and dimly 
made out a sign 'Bridge Ahead. ' 
Then I saw the end of the bridge. 
In the diffused l ight of my head 
lamps the road looked all r ight . 

"But just to make sure, I rolled 
down the window and poked my 
flashlight o u t . . . and my heart 
nearly choked me! Ten yards of 
w e t p l a n k s be
t w e e n m e a n d 

Kingdom Come! My flashlight showed me the jagged end of 
that broken bridge, and none too soon. The raging creek had 
washed away the whole center span! 'Eveready' Jresh DATED 
batteries had saved me from many a broken leg in night 
jumps, but this t ime they went the whole way. From now 
on I 'm sticking to batteries that stick to me. 

{Signed) 
yzha^Cc^i^t^^ ''ieX-aJ<2yij2 

FRESH BATTERIES LAST lONCER...^^/yWzjfe DATELlH^; 

NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, I N C . , 30 East 4 2 n d S t ree t , N e w Y o r k , N . 
Unit 0/Union Carbide IMNN and Carbon Corporation 

Y. 

UY STAYNLESS 

JVmc/f£ST£R TRADCMARK 

22 CARTRIDGES 
Get their new-profile bullets—shoot flatter. Get 

their Staynless priming—prevents rust, saves cleaning. 
Buy Winchester Leader Staynless for practice and 
sport. Enjoy their new finer accuracy. For extra speed 
and long range, especially for gophers, prairie dogs, 
jackrabbits, other small farm pests, buy Winchester 
Super Speed Staynless, Choice of solid or hollow-
pome hunting bullets—and do they sock! Regular 
sizes and prices. Ask your dealer. 

S e * _ WinchesterRepeatingArmsCo.,Dept.35-C 
^OUr" (Division of Western Cartridge Co.) 
, . Q ^ New Haven, Conn., U.S. A. 
r**̂  Send me FREE the 44-nage 

Winchester Ammunition Book. 
Name ^ « _ ^ . « _ _ ^ _ ^ _ ^ _ _ _ _ 
A d d r e s s . . _ _ . _ _ ^ ^ . . . ^ _ . _ ^ . ^ . . . ^ _ 

What Do You Want? 

EVERY dollar must go far these days. 
So send today for our free booklet for 

girls and women, to show you how you, 
too, can earn money quickly. 

Margaret Clarke 
Secretaryf Pin Money Club 

Department 86, Collier's Weekly 
250 Park Avenue, New York, N. V. 

®®©®®®®®®®®®®®®®®®®®®®®®®®® 

N O N - S I N K A B L E • E C O N O M I C A L 
Only complete line of quiet, rubber-cushioned row-
boats, fishing and outboard craft, inboard launches, 
and new 50 lb. Dowmetal Portage. Always light, dry, 
and trouble-free. No wood to caulk, leakor rot. Save 
money—get better quality—new features. 

Send for FREE CATALOG 
STAR METAL BOAT CO. BOX C GOSHEN, INDIANA 
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Don't wait for your radiator to boil before 
you clean out the rust and scale that clog 
it! Use 10c worth of Sani-Flush at least 
twice a year (25c for the largest trucks 
and tractors). 

Here's all you have to do: Pour in Sani-
Flush. Run the engine. Drain. Flush. Re
fill with clean water. {Directions on the 
can.) Sludge and sediment are flushed 
away. The motor runs cool. You save 
power and fuel. You may save unneces
sary repair bills. Do the job yourself. Or 
ask your garage or service station to flush 
your radiator for you. Insist on Sani-Flush. 
It cannot injure motor or fittings. You'll 
find Sani-Flush in most bathrooms for 
cleaning toilets. Sold by grocery, drug, 
hardware, and five-and-ten-cent stores. 
25c and 10c sizes. The Hygienic Products 
Company, Canton, Ohio. 

Sam^Fhsh 
KEEPS R A D I A T O R S CLEAN 

GLOVER'S 
KENNEL and 

FLEA SOAP 
Does ManyThings ForYourDog 
Cleanses thoroughly; re
moves Doggy Odor; kills 
Fleas, Lice; deodorizes; 
adds lustre to coat. Eco
nomical! At all Druggists. 

sm&i 
''WOOD-IN-CA 
Repair loose DRAWER PULLS quickly 
and p e r m a n e n t l y wi th PLASTIC 
WOOD! Fixes loose casters, bathroom 
tiles and fixtures, too. PLASTIC WOOD 
handles like putty—hardens into water
proof, weatherproof wood. Get it at 
paint, hardware and 10^ stores. Try it! 

PLASTIC WOOD 

Army, and he is not General Pershing." 
A door bangs behind me, and Jack 

Feinstein comes in like a Bronx express. 
He stops in the middle of the floor and 
points a finger at me. 

"You are fired!" he screams. "Go into 
my office and I will be in there in a min
ute to fire you personally." 

So, keeping my independent attitude, 
I just turn my back on him, and go into 
his office. When he comes in five min
utes later, I am sitting at his piano, play
ing Where's That Summer Moon? But 
very softly, and quite slow, ballad style, 
with just a one-finger melody in the 
right hand, and a little accompaniment, 
but not much, in the left hand. 

Jack comes and stands over me. I 
don't even have to look at him to know 
he is trying to make himself look tall. 
He is no bigger than I am, except fatter. 

"For two cents," he says, breathing 
hard, "I would fire you." 

T DON'T answer him, just keep on play-
•'• ing Where's That Summer Moon? soft 
and low. 

"A hundred places I tried to get you," 
says Jack, "and you are nowhere. Have 
( got a rule here that no matter what, all 
the executives gotta leave word where 
they are gonna be?" 

"So I was in Vermont," I says. "Can 
I jump a taxi and go quick to your 
house or someplace else, if I am in Ver
mont?" 

"In Vermont you've been!" says Jack, 
screaming. "I tell Benny Goodman you 
are coming around to see him and show 
him how he can make a terrific swing 
number out of The Old Village Church, 
and where are you? In Vermont!" 

"Don't get excited," I says, "I am out 
with a plug." 

"Who's excited?" he yells. "Where 
will you find a plug in Vermont?" 

"The director of the North Pole Ice-
Cream Hour. I was with him the whole 
time." 

"You call that lousy program a plug!" 
Jack sneers. "What is the name of it 
again?" 

"The North Pole Ice-Cream Hour, 
and it is on eighty-seven stations." 

"Coast to coast?" 
"What else?" I says. 
"So it's a good plug," Jack snaps. "But 

that is no reason you gotta run off to 
Vermont any time you feel like it. And 
what is that tune you are playing?" 

"Do you like it?" I says, picking up 
the tempo a little. 

"Do I like it?" says Jack. "Who cares? 
It's a hit, isn't it? What is the title? It 
sounds like Walter Donaldson." 

"Well, Jack," I says, "that little num
ber is going to sell a lot of copies, you 
wait and see." 

"Who's got it?" he says, grabbing my 
shoulder. 

"Nobody's got it, yet," I says. 
"Get hold of the writers right away," 

he orders, "and I will give them a con
tract this afternoon." 

"I am glad to hear that, Jack," I says, 
"because I wrote that tune myself." 

"What did you say?" says Jack, as
tonished. "You wrote that tune? It's 
terrible!" 

"You don't like it so much now, huh?" 
I says. 

"It's awful! I should waste my time 
listening to that kind of a tune." 

"I wouldn't waste my time playing it 
for you," I says, right back at him. "I 
am going over to see Solly Bergman at 
Mueller's. Solly is a good judge of a 
tune." 

"You can't go over to Mueller's," says 
Jack, "you got work to do here. I posi
tively forbid you should leave this office 
today." 

Well, I haven't worked for Jack Fein
stein for twelve years without learning 
how to handle a person like him. In a 
half-hour, I have a contract which states 
that I will get five cents a copy on all 
sheet-music sales of Where's That Sum

mer Moon? That is a very high percent
age, Manny, for a young writer. I also 
have a bonus check for one thousand 
bucks, for being a good boy and staying 
on as professional manager of Faust's. 
Jack never even bothered to call to
gether the song committee. He figured 
the number was a hit, and he knew if 
another house brought it out, he would 
get a nasty memorandum from Morty 
Faust. 

Well, the world knows now that Fein
stein wasn't wrong. Even somebody in 
the wholesale millinery business like 
you, Manny, has a radio, and heard that 
number night after night. It was a hit 
right from the gun. 

The number has its radio premeer on 
the Vallee program. We can't get any 
orchestrations from the printers until 
the following Monday, but that does not 
prevent my baby from getting forty-
nine network plugs the first week it is 
out. The week after that, it goes on 
the Hit Parade and stays there all sum
mer. 

By the Fourth of July we are selling 
ten thousand copies of sheet music a 
day, and I begin to realize I have hit the 
jackpot. As the composer of this sen
sational hit, I go on the air myself as a 
guest artist on a dozen big radio pro
grams. All they want me to do is sing 
Where's That Summer Moon? If I go 
to a night spot, before the headwaiter 
can show me to a ringside table, the 
band is playing Where's That Summer 
Moon? And sooner or later the M. C. 
of the joint will call on me to get up and 
sing it. If I tune on the radio at home, 
it is six, two, and even that I will tune 
in on Where's That Summer Moon? 
And all the time the gold is pouring in 
on me from all directions. 

Now that is all very well, Manny, but 
did you ever get sick of a song? Well, 
let me tell you something. You will get 
a hundred times as sick of a song if you 
have personally written that song, and 
not somebody else. By the time I have 
heard Where's That Summer Moon? 
seventy-five times, which is two weeks 
after it is released, I decide I don't want 
to hear it again, ever. 

But that is early July, and every week 
the number is getting more popular. By 
the end of August I am definitely a 
wreck. I give you my word, Manny, I am 
just a bundle of nerves. After a while I 
am afraid to go to work. I stay holed 
up in my apartment with all the win
dows closed tight and the radio discon
nected. 

TF YOU are wondering, Manny, what 
•'• has New England got to do with all 
this, and why it is a sore spot with me, I 
will tell you. You see, I was chump 
enough to go back to New England. 

Dearborn calls me up one night, and 
says he is driving up to Vermont the 
next morning for over Labor Day. He 
asks me to go with him. In the state I 
am in, that sounds like a streamlined 
special to heaven. "Get on board," I 
says to myself. "But, yes!" I says to 
Dearborn, and I am nearly bawling from 
relief. 

The next morning we go up. In my 
bag there is a package of extra-special, 
hand-selected birdseed. I have not for
gotten that in spite of my woe, I am way 
up in the chips, and that it is a little bird 
that started it all. I don't know why I 
didn't foresee what was going to hap
pen, Manny. I guess I was so loopy by 
now that all I could think of was get
ting away from New York and that 
song. 

It is way after dark when we get up 
to the farm, and we are both very tired 
from the long drive, so we head right 
for the hay. But before I go upstairs, I 
go out on the lawn and dump out the 
package of birdseed on the little garden 
table. Royalties for my feathered 
friend! 

The next morning I wake up slow. 

f^-

CRUSHJT 

. . ^ 

^ ' ^ 

' TWISTJIT 
-̂ i 

ii^^ 
iUmUeif 
0rauaf$ 

You can't crush a Nor-East Tie. Millions 
who tried are 
die wearin ngq 

jsh a Nor-East Tie. Millions , | ^ 
now cheering their never-say-SH l O 
ualities, their ever alive style. U 

WemWeySU^Jies 
Your favorite store has these silks that are off the 
beaten path in color and style. 

^ e m B T e t i , 3»^c. 

• ^ Never be fore have raincoats been so 

good looking . . . so becoming! Especial

ly popular is the University Coacher at 

$7 .50—othe r wa te rp roo f A l l igator coats 

$5 .75 to $15.75. Wate r - repe l len t Ga le -

cloth coots $15.75 to $18.50. 

At better stores everywhere 

D THE ALLIGATOR CO. , St. Louis, Mo. 

^LUCATOR 
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There is somebody with a tiny silver 
hammer beating out a familiar rhythm 
over and over again on my left temple. 
Quick I sit up and shake my hsad. But 
the rhythm goes right on, and there is 
a melody attached to it. You've got it. 
It is the song sparrow outside my win
dow. He is singing the first two bars of 
Where's That Summer Moon? 

Those two bars and the trill took 
about five seconds. Then there would be 
a pause of about ten seconds, then he 
would start in all over again. Instinc
tively, I began counting the number of 
times he sings those two bars. By the 
time I am dressed and coming down
stairs, he has performed them one hun
dred and twenty-two times, and my 
stomach is turning over, slow and regu
lar. 

As I sit down to breakfast, Dearborn 
looks curiously at me, and follows my 
eyes out of the window. The song spar
row is out on the garden table lapping 
up the birdseed. He sings for five sec
onds, then dunks his nose in the stuff 
and goes after a hunk of it. Then he 
sings again, and so forth, regularly four 
times to the minute. 

"It's pretty late for him," remarks 
Dearborn. "By this time they are usu
ally headed south." 

BUT I am not listening to him. I am 
thinking that if that damn' bird 

doesn't finish out the first eight bars 
once, I will positively go nuts! I went 

ijnto the living room, opened a window 
and leaned out. The bird began his three 
hundredth performance. I picked it up 
in his key on the third bar and whistled 
the rest of the phrase for him. But 
nothing! Before I am even finished, he 
is starting right in again on the first bar. 

Something snapped in my brain, 
Manny. I whirled around and saw this 
big gun over the fireplace. Dearborn 
told me once he kept it loaded in case 
of a fox. Before I know what I am do
ing, Manny, I have that gun down and I 
am pointing it out of the window at that 
bird. W 

Bam! 
When I come to, I am lying on my 

back on the floor where that young can
non has kicked me. My right shoulder 
feels like it is in Quebec, while the rest 
of me is still in New Orleans. Dearborn 
is kneeling over me, and behind him 
stands that sour-puss game warden. He 
is still in a red shirt. 

"Did I get him?" I yells, staggering to 
my feet. 

"You suttinly did," says the game 
warden, looking at a bunch of feathers 
in his hand. 

"Hooray!" I hollers. 
"Good thing I happened by," inter

rupts the game warden, "and seen you 
do it. That'll cost you one hundred dol
lars, young feller." 

"A hundred bucks!" I yelps, reaching 
for my roll. "For what?" 

"A hundred dollars is the fine," says 
the game warden. "Up here in Vermont, 
we don't like people goin' round killin' 
songbirds." 

"To hell with him," I says to myself. 
"I am rich, and he cannot spoil my mo
ment." 

"So take it!" I shouts, shoving a 
C-note at the old burglar. "I killed the 
bird off, anyway. I will now have some 
peace and quiet around my brain!" 

The game warden gives me a look as 
if I have a disease, and turns and stomps 
out the door, while Dearborn is laughing 
like a crazy man. 

"What is so funny?" I ask. 
He gradually stops laughing, and kind 

of shudders, and then he puts on this 
long face and says, "Sparrow, I'm ter
ribly afraid you have a mistaken idea. 
Did you know that there is more than 
one song sparrow in the world?" 

I went cold all over. 
"More than one," I says slowly, "that 

sings that song?" 
"I would say conservatively," says 

Dearborn, "that there are about two 
million song sparrows in the New Eng
land states alone. And they all sing the 
same song, Sparrow." 

So you can see, Manny, why I am per
fectly willing to go to Miami. But don't 
ask me to go to that New England with 
you because where can a private citizen 
buy a machine gun nowadays? 

"Be careful about fingerprints, you mugs" LEONARD DOVE 

" I ' M A HOUSEWIFE." That ' s what she would reply if 
asked her occupation. And she would probably say 
" N o " to the question: " M a d a m , do you own a share 
in America's industries?" 
But she does. And so does every one else who is insured. 

For the life insurance premiums paid by her and her husband . . . along 
with millions of other policyholders . . . form a very important part of Amer
ica's wealth. This money is not allowed to stand idle. Instead, it is promptly 
put to work for the benefit of the policyholders. It is invested in a great 
diversity of high-grade bonds, prime mortgages and other sound securities in 
all sections of this country. Safety of principal always comes first. 

During the 104 years since this pioneer Company was chartered, life 
insurance has gradually become the financial bulwark of the American home. 
It has become one of the greatest social security enterprises because of the American pride 

in self-dependence. . . . Through all the years the New England Mutua l has 
had a worthy part in this great co-operative development. 

• • • 
Typical of our protection is t/iis case: tlie wife and daug/iter of John 
L , wfio died last month, within two years of taking 
insurance, will receive Sioo every month until / p j / , then $10,000 in 
cash, a total of Sjr,Soo. The annual cost of this Family Income policy 
for the two-year period averaged $2^5. It brought definite family 
security. Write Dept. Cf, 8y Milk St., Boston, Mass., for our 
interesting booklet on Family Income Insurance. 

NEW ENGLAND MUTUAL 
LIFE I N S U R A N C E C O M P A N Y OF B O S T O N 

GEORGE W I L L A R D SMITH, President 
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When Nature 
needs helptrif 

LEMON 
mfASODIK 

TAKEN first thing daily on ans-
in^or the last thing every mght 

i"s beneficial in two way s. It has 
a U u r a l , gentle I«xafu.e effect 
?or most people , hence , aids 

elimination. 

i:-i^s^r;:!}rz 
s«--H-r,;r.EL:=K 

H
in lemon juice. 
1. Squeeze juice of 
one Suukisl l emon 
i„U. tall glass half 
f u l l o f w a t e r . l . P u l 
ha l f teaspoonfulo t 
b i c a r b o n a t e soda 
in a n o t h e r g l a s s . 
3 P o u r b a c k a n d 
f o r t h r a p i d l y . 4. 
D r i n k when foam
ing subsides. 
It is non-habit-form
ing, non- i r r i t a t ing . 

_ _ _ . Try it 10 days, bee 
WlM if you don't benefit. 
tZ^^^^^ .-_l:f„—.ia Copyright. 1939, California 

Frui t Growers Exrhange 

Sunkist 
Lemons 

300 BIG PRIZES DnvQI 
B M H I I H I '*""' writer, radio, athletic eduiptnent, 
• V « V I ^ ^ • or any of 300 valuable prizes. Make 
^ ^ ^^ ^ ^ ^ ^ MONEY, too. Just deliver our maga
zines to customers you secure in yourneiKhborhood. To start, send 
B)ur name, ags, and addresw, on a penny postal card, to Jim Thayer, 

ept C-273. The Crowell Publishintf Co.. Springfield, Ohio. 

100^ 
SOLD 

L U C K Y T I G E R with OIL 
is m a d e from ou r perfected for

m u l a t o he lp you control un ru ly hai r 
and i n getting r id of unsightly dandruf i , 
a menace to n o r m a l hai r a n d 
scalp. Also—To allay that an
n o y i n g i t c h i n g — T o r e l i e v e 
scalp irr i tat ions a n d therefore 
t o a id i n checking excessive 
falling ha i r and—To groom 
and beautify t he ha i r . 
Get a bottle at Druggists or lOf 
Stores or applications at fathers* 

• T D F I T f Our New Luckv 
rnCK. • Tinei- WITH OIL 
is no-vr being made £or exces
sively dry hair and ecalp. A 
35^ bottle will be sent upon 
receipt of IZi in stamps to 
pay packing and postage* 

LUCKY TIGER MFG. CO. 
Dept. 37 , Kansas City, Mo. 
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Call Up Harry 
C o n t i n u e d from p a g e 13 

orders. H e did not say, nor even int i
m a t e , t h a t he 'd be happier if Mr . H o p 
kins could induce American business to 
view the Whi t e House th rough kindlier, 
more unders tand ing eyes. And nothing 
was said to suppor t the all too obvious 
rumor tha t Mr . Hopkins was Mr . Roose
vel t ' s favorite for the Democra t ic 
pres ident ia l nominat ion and tha t he was 
being sent into re t rea t for condit ion
ing. 

N o t tha t Mr . Hopkins ' hear t does not 
house a well-disciplined yearn ing to be 
Mr . Roosevel t ' s successor. H e is one 
of a n u m b e r of the Pres iden t ' s satel l i tes 
who would not object to being the D e m 
ocratic choice. W h a t e v e r his prospects 
m a y be a t the moment , ne i ther the 
Pres iden t nor Mr . Hopkins bel ieves it 
will do a n y h a r m t o h a v e t h e m en
hanced. Of all the hopeful crew of pure 
N e w Dealers , the Whi t e House consid
ers Mr . Hopkins the least l ikely to 
achieve overwhelming failure as the 
head of the par ty ' s t icket. Mr . Hopkins 
a lone would c o m m a n d a t the outse t a 
large n u m b e r of votes from the under 
privi leged to whom he represents all six 
o: San ta Claus ' re indeer . H e alone 
s ta r t s the w a r m - u p for the race for the 
convent ion 's acclaim with an organiza
t ion—the highly efficient and u a q u e s -
t ioningly loyal organizat ion of distr ict 
admin is t ra tors of W P A . These ladies 
a n d gent lemen re ta ined their jobs only 
so long as they managed to comply wi th
ou t a gr imace with the cardinal law of 
the Hopkins r eg ime: Antagonize none 
bu t obey only m e . 

Mr . H o p k i n s ' M a i n C h a n c e 

Mr . Hopkins is clearly the only New 
Dealer , aside, of course, from Mr. Roose
velt , who has anyth ing remote ly re 
sembling popu la r appea l . And ye t his 
chances of gett ing anyth ing more t h a n 
a nice hand a t the Democra t ic Conven
tion are smal l . Mr . Hopkins , like all 
the other m e m b e r s of Mr . Roosevel t ' s 
official family, will have to overcome 
the growing desire for new faces, new 
names , less gli t ter and more subs tance . 
Another desire, the fruit of disil lusion
ment , is not l imi ted to the Roosevel t 
side. To get anywhere a t all the 
Republ icans will have to offer fresh 
goods. 

Mr . Hopk ins ' ma in chance lies in the 
knowledge of the an t i -New D e a l D e m o 
crats t h a t no Democra t ic candida te m a y 
be regarded as a safe inves tment if he 
lacks t he approva l and wholehear ted 
suppor t of Mr . Roosevel t . Mr . Garne r 
might not have tha t , nor might Sena tor 
B e n n e t t C h a m p Clark. T h e Honorab le 
J im Far ley , beloved by the Whi te House 
as a faithful re ta iner bu t not regarded 
as an intel lectual comrade, would not be 
Mr . Roosevel t ' s ideal as a successor. To 
offer the pa r ty a T o m m y Corcoran, Rob
er t Jackson, Mr . Jus t ice Reed or any 
o the r of t he shining throng who are b u t 
N e w Dea l n a m e s to the average voter 
would be asking for loud and vulgar 
rebuff. To succeed in winning the nom
inat ion for any of these would pu t the 
Pres iden t in the posit ion of imploring 
the country to go Republ ican . Thus far 
the Pres iden t has bu t two New Deale rs 
to offer the publ ic—only two who would 
have a chance of victory—himself and 
H a r r y Hopkins . 

Mr . Hopkins is courting the dist inc
t ion of being the favorite son of a s ta te 
as well as t he W h i t e H o u s e . After a 
lifetime of miss ionary work amongs t the 
forlorn and six years of being the na 
t ion 's a lmoner , he has abandoned his 
N e w York residence and re-es tabl ished 
himself in his bir thplace, Iowa. Thus 

he m a y enter the convent ion with a t 
least one set of delegates carrying his 
por t ra i t on banners and a t least one 
pla toon of pa t r io ts hailing h im as the 
only m a n who can possibly save us from 
complete destruct ion. 

In Iowa Mr . Hopkins ' s t ra tegy is not 
a t the m o m e n t being regarded as one of 
the s ta te ' s p roud miles tones . The leader 
of one farm group told us t h a t "our boys 
general ly do come home from the city 
when they get good and hungry ." 

A Sacrificial Goa t 

Mr. Hopkins , the Whi te House ' s heir 
p resumpt ive , would qui te na tu ra l ly dis
claim all aspirat ions to the crown. 
W h a t e v e r happens in 1940 he will not 
be want ing a job. If the N e w D e a l sur
vives he'll be in Washington. If it 
doesn ' t he'll p robably t ake one of sev
eral jobs which have and which will be 
offered to him. H e can go to work for 
an impor tan t industr ia l corporat ion— 
as personnel supervisor—or for a rich 
foundat ion with h u m a n i t a r i a n pro
grams. 

And it m a y come to pass t h a t Mr . 
Hopkins ' n a m e will never reach the con
vention, t ha t he will serve be tween now 
and then only to draw the fire of ene
mies wi th in a n d wi thout t h e par ty , t o 
demons t ra t e with his own frail form the 
t e m p e r of the populace . W h a t happens 
to Mr . Hopkins be tween now and the 
day when nomina t ion ta lk m a y be t aken 
seriously m a y dic ta te whether the bi t
te r -enders within the N e w Dea l will go 
off on a th i rd -pa r ty spree. All of which 
sounds as if Mr . Hopkins were cast for 
the pa r t of the sacrificial goat . 

He ' s been in inferior hea l th for some 
t ime. He ' l l tell you somewha t hollowly 
tha t he has never felt be t t e r in his life. 
B u t among the mill ions of his fellow 
citizens to whose relief he has gal loped 
dur ing the pas t five years ( and the hell 
with the budge t ) , few needed relief 
more than Mr . Hopkins . Fo r two or 
three years he has whir led from looking 
pre t ty well to being a pushover for a 
rheumat i c germ. Those CWA, F E R A 
and W P A chores he tu rned in since Mr . 
Roosevel t ent iced him to Wash ing ton 
would have ru ined the const i tu t ion of 
the S ta tue of Liber ty . H e has been Mr . 
Roosevel t ' s iron horse. H e ' s t he Glenn 
Cunningham of the New Dea l . 

Yet he has never been one of the N e w 
Dea l glamor boys—much too pract ical . 
Among his associates in the Adminis 
t ra t ion have been n u m b e r s who refused 
to be happy unless they were today do
ing something wholly different from 
wha t was going on ye s t e rday ; who at 
the mere hint of a new idea became hys
ter ical wi th joy. Mr . Hopk ins was not 
of them. W e wish we could r e m e m b e r 
who it was who called h im a drudge with 
bra ins . The t e rm isn' t as unp l ea san t as 
it sounds. Anyway, while it isn ' t a per
fect fit i t covers Mr . H o p k i n s over t he 
worst pa r t s . 

The H o p k i n s Success Secre t 

H e is first among t h a t exceedingly 
smal l band in Wash ing ton who are 
real ly close to the Pres ident . H e is al
mos t daily in conference wi th the Pres i 
den t e i ther in person or by te lephone 
—more frequent ly the former. H e dines 
a t the Whi t e House twice and some
t imes three t imes a week. And his 
in t imacy was no t b r ed on the yes -yes 
sys tem. His knack of winning smiles 
from Roosevel t ha ters has sent less-
gifted New Deale rs f requent ly into hud
dles of jea lousy and suspicion. H e 
doesn ' t wear his politics on his s leeve. 
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D09S and puppies need vitamins just 
as humans do, to protect them from 
their own vitamin-deficiency diseases 
— Rickets, Black Tongue and others, 
and to promote healthy growth and 
a good, glossy coat. 

Many dogs vitamin-starved! 
It is a sad fact — recently disclosed 
~ that the diets most dogs get are 
dangerously lacking in the important 
vitamins! To supply the necessary 
vitamins A, 6, D and G, the makers 
of the famous Sergeant's Dog Medi
cines have developed VITAPETS, vita
min capsules to be added to the dog's 
daily diet. 

VITAPETS are not medicine — and 
not expensive. They'll give your pet 
healthful vitamin balance — his best 
safeguard against illness. Get a sup
ply at your drug or pet store — and 
"VITAPET your dog for health." Polk 
Miller Products Corp., Dept, GK-5, 
Richmond, Virginia. 

• V I T A P E T S . 

V 
I 
T 

A 

?^ 
N 

S 

A 

B 

D 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



Collier's for May 13, 1939 71 

The professional red-flag man calls him 
a Pink or, what's worse, a Reformer. 
The reactionaries like to think of him as 
redder than Lenin. He's either liked or 
hated and has an enviable talent for not 
giving a damn. Twenty-six years of 
labor among the lowly has completely 
disillusioned him. Mr. Hopkins is con
vinced that neither the ups nor the 
downs have a monopoly on the snide. 

Almost invariably when appearing 
before congressional committees he has 
come off an unqualified victor. But 
then, he's gone before the committees 
with the huge advantage of knowing 
what he's talking about. He'll tell you 
quite frankly that any administration 
that regards itself always as a teacher 
and never as a pupil is marked for 
trouble. He's one of the best adminis
trators in Washington, probably has no 
superior. He is almost equally as good 
as an organizer. As a politician he's no 
Jim Farley. He's not even a John Ham
ilton. His experience in Mr. Roosevelt's 
forlorn congressional purge last year 
convinced him of that. 

He took a dismal part in the attempt 
to eliminate Senator Gillette of Iowa 
from public life, Mr. Gillette having 
committed the cardinal sin of not agree
ing in all things with Mr. Roosevelt. 
Together with James Roosevelt and 
Thomas Corcoran, Mr. Hopkins sought 
to replace Mr. Gillette with Representa
tive Otha Wearin. It was frankly awful. 
Left to its own devices Iowa might have 
kept Mr. Gillette at home. But when 
the Messrs. Roosevelt, Corcoran and 
Hopkins were through working for Mr. 
Wearin, Mr. Gillette tiad nothing to do 
but write his acceptance speech. It 
cured Mr. Hopkins. 

The New Deal cherishes no desire to 
enter the 1940 convention picketed by 
Big Business. The Democrats may call 
all the party caucuses they want but un
less honest concessions are made by 
both sides they will convene -to name 
their iggninee split to their heels—the 
Garnemes against the President's lads, 
with Mr. Farley clucking excitedly be
tween the ranks. 

Mr. Hopkins occupies a curious posi
tion. He is of the Roosevelt persuasion 
but has even more friends on the other 
side of the party argument. One of the 
most important American industrialists 
met him at what logically should have 
been the nadir of his popularity with the 
non-Roosevelt element. He was being 
accused of boldly coercing WPA work
ers to vote New Deal—or else. More
over the famous "spend, spend, tax, tax, 
elect, elect" boast was being imputed to 
him and he hadn't yet made his denial. 

The Appeasement Assignment 

The industrialist was prepared to tell 
Mr. Hopkins with brutal frankness, ac
companied no doubt by a good hard 
chest thumping and a nasty turn of the 
lip, that he for one wasn't going to stand 
for it. Nobody was going to do this to 
him. But Mr. Hopkins turned on the 
charm and within a very short time he 
and the indignant industrialist were 
shaking hands so long and violently that 
jiutual friends had to remind them of 
their blood pressures. The industrialist 
left after telling Mr. Hopkins that there 
would always be a job in his organiza
tion for him. 

Thus, as almost anybody can see, Mr. 
Hopkins was given the appeasement as
signment by Mr. Roosevelt—even if 
Mr. Roosevelt did not call it that. It's 
too much to expect that Mr. Hopkins in 
his new role is going to repair every rip 
in the industrial fabric of the United 
States. South American trade will be a 
baffling problem for years in spite of all 
his efforts. Railroads and other trans
portation media will bother administra
tions for some time to come. It is going 
to take more than charm and twenty-

ijix years of experience as a social 
worker to produce all the answers. And 
it is probable that Mr. Hopkins alone 
will not be able to accomplish a lasting 
unity, peace and concord between the 
employer and the worker. 

But nobody will be able to say that 
Mr. Hopkins didn't try. He'll put forth 
more of his efforts in the haunts of the 
rich than he will within the austere, tra
dition-scented offices to which political 
expediency has shunted him. He's the 
almost perfect mixer, looking and acting 
just the same at a banker's week-end 
party as he does in a flophouse. Before 
his doctors got mean about it, he drank 
beer on Pier Six, gin at Georgetown 
cocktail putsches and champagne on 
Park Avenue without a fractional change 
in manner or view. With great wisdom 
he is ever Harry Hopkins—and you can 
like him or leave him. He has enemies 
but very few of them weighty. Even 
Father Coughlin likes him. And Doctor 
Townsend, too, although Mr. Hopkins 
thinks the doctor's plan somewhat cock
eyed. About the only thing Bill Green 
of the American Federation of Labor 
and John Lewis of the Committee for 
Industrial Organization agree upon is 
that Harry Hopkins is a pretty good 
guy. Senator Glass has thanked God 
that WPA was in sane if somewhat lav
ish hands and Mr. Hoover is said to 
have observed that Mr. Hopkins was 
the least poisonous of a somewhat dan
gerous lot. 

Washington's Busiest Man 

His telephone calls him to give advice 
on almost everything from hair-dos to 
whether Liberia is good for 1,200 gross 
of overalls, from the merits of double-
yolk eggs to what to say about Adolf 
Hitler. His waiting room is filled with 
a discouraging array of citizens—from 
congressmen wanting to know how to 
explain their vote on relief appropria
tions to manufacturers longing to send 
competitors to jail. 

His mail brings him everything from 
wheedles to wallops. Demented paupers 
threaten him with death in a wide as
sortment of painful forms. Business
men send him everything from implied 
bribes to explicit directions on how to 
save the country from complete and 
lasting disaster. He is asked to advo
cate a loan of two or three hundred mil
lions to rebel leaders who promise, in 
return, to permit none but American 
merchantmen to dock on their shores— 
when victory has given them control of 
their countries. Every day dozens of 
ladies and gentlemen demand that he 
hire them to lead the country into ever
lasting prosperity—by means of gigantic 
plans which have sprung, full-panoplied, 
from their admittedly gigantic brains 
overnight. 

His daily appointments include haves 
and have nots indiscriminately—from 
Mr. W. A. Harriman, chairman of the 
Union Pacific Railroad and incidentally 
chairman of Hopkins' Business Advisory 
Council, to Mr. Z. Alderpluck, president 
of the Haberdashers' League of Scuttle-
bottom County, Utah. He can talk of 
running horses as glibly as a bookmak
er's shill and, we were glad to discover, 
is in our backward class as a race-track 
winner. 

He may turn out to be the second man 
to emerge from the Commerce Depart
ment politically alive. But to do that 
he'll have to be as clever as his friends 
say he is, as wily as his enemies say he 
is and as well-equipped as he thinks he 
is. And there's nothing to do but wait 
to find out. 

If he fails he may have the excuse 
that he never had a chance. Too many 
people, including the White House, 
availed themselves of the time-consum
ing last resort: 
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Yes, Ruud is always polite. Tactfully, consid
erately, it delivers all the hot water you 
want, all day long. And, as a final courtesy, 
every drop is clean, Clean, CLEAN. Because 
the tank inside the Ruud Gas Water Heater 
is made of solid, rust proof Monel. 
Solid means exactly what it says—solid metal, 
not plated, coated or clad. 
That makes it possible to 
guarantee the Monel tank 
against leaks or failure due to 
rust or corrosion for 20 years. 

Your gas company, plumber 
or dealer in bottled or tank 
gas will be glad to give you 
full information about Ruud 
Water Heaters burning gas, 
the modern economical fuel. 
Or write today for an inter
esting booklet entitled "Go 
Gas for Hot Water." 

RUUD MANUFACTURING COMPANY 

Pittsburgh, Penna. Set the Ruud'and-Monel Exhibit at the San Francisco Exposition 
and in the Gas Industries Building at the New York World's Fair 
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whale big enough to swallow Jonah . 
J o n a h was a good m a n a n d the Lord 
took care of him. T h e Lord ' l l do 
the s ame for you if you give h im a 
chance ." If the audience r e m a i n e d 
quie t the preacher would p lead " H e l p 
me out ." 

The congregation would sway and cry, 
"Say so. Da t ' s de t ru th . Say so. Amen, 
brother . G o on, b ro ther , " a n d t h e n some
one would chan t : "The Lord m a d e the 
whale as big as he wanted . The Lord 
m a d e the whale as big as he wan ted . " 

Young Bob M a c G i m s e y would find 
himself swaying, bea t ing t i m e wi th his 
right foot, and he 'd find himself chant 
ing, "The Lord m a d e the wha le as big 
as he wanted ," and of course he d idn ' t 
know it bu t the song was being born 
then, a song called J o n a h and the W h a l e 
which would be sung b y the grea tes t 
ar t is ts of our day. M e n l ike Lawrence 
T ibbe t t and John Char les T h o m a s would 
sing tha t song some years la te r bu t 
young Bob didn ' t know then t h a t he was 
being unconsciously t r a ined to give the 
world the t rue songs of the Negro . 

H o w "Shadrach" W a s Born 

Then the preacher would tell the story 
of Shadrach, Meshach and Abednego, 
and of how they were thrown into the 
fiery furnace. Then an angel with big 
white wings came into the furnace an' 
what happened, brothers? What hap
pened? They laughed, that's what hap
pened. They laughed at the flames and 
they laughed at the fire. Who laughed, 
brethren? 

The congregation with a happy roar 
would chant "Shadrach, Meshach and 
Abednego. Shadrach, Meshach and 
Abednego. They laughed at the flames 
and they laughed at the fire, Shadrach, 
Meshach and Abednego." 

Young Bob laughed too, laughed with 
joy because those three good men had 
been saved by the Lord. He left the 
church and ringing in his ears was the 
refrain, "Shadrach, Meshach and Abed
nego." He walked home and on the way 
he saw two Negroes chopping down a 
tree. One was on either side of the thick 
trunk and their axes swung rhythmically. 
As the axes swung, the two Negroes 
chanted. "Oh yah! Oh yah! What he 
say? Oh yah!" 

Young Bob squatted on the ground, 
watching them, and soon he was chant
ing too, but he was chanting, "Shadrach, 
Meshach and Abednego." It just fitted 
the rhythm of the axes striking the tree. 

The two Negroes picked it up and now 
the three of them chanted the refrain. 
The birds in the trees were their only 
audience. A few years later Carnegie 
Hall would be jammed to hear John 
Charles Thomas sing it. Then Nelson 
Eddy and Thomas L. Thomas would 
sing it on the radio, and orchestra lead
ers, hearing it, would ask permission of 
Bob MacGimsey to use it. He would 
give them a simple piano arrangement 
and the song would sweep the country. 
It would be altered and from the simple 
story of faith in the Lord a swing num
ber would evolve and jitterbugs would 
writhe in ecstasy under its spell. 

Sigmund Spaeth, the music critic, was 
to hear Shadrach and he was to con
gratulate MacGimsey on "the first origi
nal song I ever heard in my life." But 
young Bob, singing there with the two 
woodchoppers, didn't know that. 

Well, that's how spirituals are born. 
Young Bob became Robert MacGimsey 
and philharmonic orchestras played his 
songs and the world's greatest singers 
sang them. Today you hear Shadrach, 
Daniel in the Lion's Den, Land of 

Degradation, Religion Ain't Nothin' to 
Play With, Sweet Little Jesus Boy, 
Jonah and the Whale, and Trouble, and 
on Lincoln's birthday you may have 
heard MacGimsey's newest song. The 
Old Slave, sung by The Southernaires. 

MacGimsey himself is slim, boyish-
looking, younger-appearing than his 
thirty-five years. He sings his own 
songs better perhaps than anyone else 
does. Lawrence Tibbett said after hear
ing him, "When MacGimsey sings, his 
face turns black." Tibbett knows that 
no one can sing spirituals except the old 
Negroes, because they are songs of 
emotion and one must feel them to give 
sincere voice to them. MacGimsey since 
childhood has felt with the Negroes and 
has felt as they do about these songs. 

"You see," MacGimsey explains, 
"these songs were never intended to be 
sung to anyone. A white man sings to 
an audience. A Negro sings to himself. 
He isn't being consciously entertaining. 
Actually he's holding a sincere and inti
mate communication with his Maker. 
I'm speaking, of course, of the old plan
tation Negro. He couldn't read. There 
were no hymnbooks in his church. 
Prayers had to be remembered and it 
was easier to remember them if they 
were in rhythm." 

MacGimsey was about twenty before 
he ever actually copied down any of the 
songs the Negroes sang. Until then, 
there had been nothing extraordinary 
about these songs. He had lived with 
them all his life. But then he went away 
to school, he took a law degree, he trav
eled. Often he'd hear what purported to 
be genuine Negro music, blues music, 
spirituals, mammy songs. They grated 
on his ear and horrified him. 

i«i The Rhythm's the Thi; 

When he returned he decided to write 
down the music he had heard since 
childhood. The words were often with
out meaning but always the rhythm was 
true. Sometimes the words are difficult 
to analyze. For instance. Uncle John 
used to sing a song that came right out 
of his heart. He'd sing: 

"Rock mah soul on the bosom of Abra
ham, 

Satan he's chained in hell and he can't 
get out. 

Oh, rocky mah soul." 

When Bob would ask him what he 
meant by "rocky" Uncle John would 
shrug his shoulders and say compla
cently, "It's a good word." He didn't 
bother to analyze it. A good word is one 
that fits the rhythm. The rhythm and 
the sentiments expressed are the im
portant things. 

The first song Bob ever copied down 
was a song given to him by a Negro on 
his aunt's plantation, a white-haired old 
man named Uncle Olmstead. He said 
that was his name when he appeared o i ^ ' 
of nowhere one day asking for a job. I ^ ^ 
was very old and very feeble, so they let 
him take care of the flowers and the 
vegetable garden and let him feed the 
chickens and he and Bob became great 
friends. Bob discovered that he had a 
natural gift for whistling. He could whis
tle harmony, three-part harmony. He's 
done some of it on the radio because, 
after all, even the best composer of 
Negro rhythm songs in the land doesn't 
get wealthy writing music. Well, Uncle 
Olmstead used to love Bob's whistling. 
"A gift from de Lawd," he'd say. It was 
as true as the note of a flute and softer. 

One morning Uncle Olmstead came to 
Bob and his eyes were shining. "I got 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



Collier's for May 13, 1939 73 

a word," he said ecstatically. "I got a 
sign from de Lawd. It came when ah was 
sleepin'. I had a dream and ah saw 
Mary sittin' on a white cloud. She had 
long streamin' hair and big blue eyes, 
the kindes' blue eyes you ever see. She 
was playin' on a big gold harp and she 
was beckonin' to me and then she sang: 

"Come chillen, come chillen, come play 
on the golden harp; 

Come where pleasure never will die, 
Come where pleasure never will die, 
Come play on the golden harp." 

"That dream," MacGimsey says now, 
"was as real to Uncle Olmstead as any
thing that ever happened." 

Songs Are ior Voices Only 

From that dream MacGimsey wrote 
the slow, majestic story that he called 
The Old Slave, and when it was first sung 
publicly he announced that it was dedi
cated to Uncle Olmstead. First sung on 
Lincoln's birthday, it promises to rival 
Shadrach in popularity. 

It begins: 

"Ah'm jes' an ole slave, 
Ole black slave, 
Traveliri weak an' low; 
Ain't got no frins, ain't got no mastah. 
Ain't got nowhere to go. 

Like the Negroes to whom he used to 
listen, MacGimsey too thinks, feels and 
talks in rhythm. Ask him about the 
musical construction of a song and he'll 
be rather inarticulate about it and then 
he'll say, "Now let me sing it to you, 
that'll show you what I mean." He won't 
even want to sit at a piano and play it. 
The voice is the medium of song to him. 

When he first arrived in New York 
the city was a terrifying, bewildering 
place that he frankly admits scared him 
stiff. He had never been in a subway. 
His firs^rip was a memorable one. He 
hung offtightly, expecting to be hurled 
into eternity any minute. Gradually he 
became conscious of a strange cadence. 
It was the click of the subway wheels, a 
different rhythm than that of railroad 
wheels. It was sharper, more staccato, 
and yet every fourth beat there was a 
major click. He began to tap his foot 

in concert with the clicking of the wheels 
—and a song was born. He called it 
Land of Degradation and its rhythm is 
that of the New York subway. 

Quite often the songs that MacGim
sey heard as a boy had absolutely no 
musical kinship to any known music. 
MacGimsey thinks that a great many of 
the rhythms were born in Africa four 
hundred years ago and that they have 
survived. Often the song would start in 
a minor mode, shift suddenly to a rela
tive major and then, in a peculiar way, 
go back again to the minor. 

"That," MacGimsey says, "is sheer 
African and it's sheer music too. It isn't 
always possible to copy down faithfully 
the tunes of many of the songs. It would 
be like trying to copy down the song of 
half a dozen birds singing together. The 
quick variations from the conventional 
scale and the occasional introduction of 
surprising quarter notes baffle the one 
who is trying to make musical sense out 
of the song. 

"Once I was trying to take down the 
tune of an old song that Uncle John 
was singing to me. I asked him why no 
one had ever done that before. Uncle 
John looked at my penciled scribblings 
and said solemnly, 'Mistah Bob, the 
white man's notes jes ain't black 
enough.' He meant that only a Negro 
could feel, understand and reproduce 
the songs that came to him in dreams 
and others that were born in him." 

Today Bob MacGimsey has given up 
his law and he's about given up his 
whistling. He's concentrating only on 
the composition of spiritual or "move" 
music. He calls it "move" music be
cause he says that it is impossible to do 
justice to the songs while standing up. 
Negroes seldom sing well while stand
ing. Sitting down they can pound out 
the rhythm with their feet and they can 
sway from side to side, thus furnish
ing their rhythmical counterpoint. Mac
Gimsey winces a little when he hears a 
dance band play Shadrach. He isn't al
lowing the swing artists and the crooners 
to play and sing his other songs until 
he is sure that they are firmly implanted 
in the hearts of concertgoers. Swing ar
rangements, he believes, have a tend
ency to kill good music very quickly, 
He wants to give his own music every 
chance to live long and happily. 

„ f # ^ \ # ^ ^ ^'# ^ \ ' i / i TO ^oAf .A/ia ' • ^ v '"• ; ' 
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'0A^M 
"May I have the glasses for a moment?" R O B E R T D A 

UNCLE GEORGE: Well, well! You like your
self. Bob, don't you.' 
BOB: I like Post's40% Bran Flakes. I 'ncle George 
—and wait 'til you sit down to that breakfast 
in there—you'll see that I've discovered a per
fectly grand-tasting breakfast food! Besides . . . 

POSTS BRAN FLAKES 
GIVE YOU TWO 
EXTRA BENEFITS... 

Bob's right! Here are the two extra bene
fits he's talking about: 

FIRST, Post's Bran Flakes provide just 
enough bran, a natural regulator, that 
helps protect you against sluggishness. 
People whose systems are irregular, due 
to lack of bulk in the diet, find Post's 
Bran Flakes, eaten daily, a wonderful help. 

SECOND, Post's Bran Flakes are a good 
cereal source of phosphorus, iron, Vita
min B, to help maintain good appetite, 
and Vitamin G to help promote growth 
and vigor. 

ALL THIS in one grand-tasting cereal 
with a double purpose: to make break
fast a delicious treat, and to help you 
keep fit. And today, Post's Bran Flakes 
come to you at a nev low price! 

UNCLE GEORGE: Sa-ay—this NUT-LIKE flavor 
is great! And from what you say. Post's Bran 
Flakes tnay be just what my daily diet needs! 
MRS. STEWART: They make such delicious 
BRAN MUFFINS, too — the recipe's right on 
the package! 

A Post cereal made by General Foods 
,^^--

0fB IS sweu 
WHEN YOU KEEP W E U 

UNCLE GEORGE: Yep, I'm feeling like a mil
lion. I've been eating Post's Bran Flakes 
regularly since you told me about 'em! 

BOB: It's swell, isn't it, that such a grand-
tasting cereal also gives you those EXTRA 
BENEFITS! 

IMPORTANT: Post's Bran Flakes, due to their 
bulk, are a regulative cereal. Constipation due to 
insufficient bulk in the diet should yield to Post's 

Bran Flakes, eaten regularly—as a breakfast cereal 
or in muffins. For cases not corrected in this simple 
manner, a physician should be consulted. 
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Costs Can Be Cut 
THE "tax and tax, spend and spend, elect 

and elect" crowd at Washington has 
changed the phonograph record of late. 

We now hear almost every day that the gov
ernment couldn't cut costs, much as it might 
want to cut them, without wrecking the apple
cart. Marriner S. Eccles of the Federal Reserve 
has stated this argument in what he appeared 
to consider a highly strategic challenge to Con
gress to retrench if it dared. 

Well, the thing has been dared here and 
there. Both the economic and the political 
effects have been all to the good. 

Governor John W. Bricker (Rep.) of Ohio, 
elected last November, has cut his state's gov
ernment expenses so effectively that he has 
started himself a presidential boom that is 
already worrying Senator Robert A. Taft 
(Rep.) of the same state, and may grow to 
worry Thomas E. Dewey. 

Bricker cut costs in the way that is pro
verbially NOT the way to start yourself a boom 
for anything except early political retirement. 
The Ohio governor's system is to bounce large 
mobs of public job holders off the state's pay 

rolls. The last figures we saw were: 3,000 Ohio 
ex-bureaucrats out looking for real work, and 
$4,000,000 a year saved Ohio taxpayers. The 
taxpayers, who still outnumber the job holders 
and politicians, seem to enjoy this novel sensa
tion. 

The experience of Governor E. D. Rivers 
(Dem.) of Georgia has been even more instruc
tive—to taxpayers, at any rate, and we all pay 
taxes. Georgia's voters in a statewide poll 
declared for economy and no new taxes. The 
Georgia legislature went home from its latest 
session leaving appropriations $8,500,000 short 
of budget demands for this fiscal year. 

Having to cut costs. Governor Rivers cut 
costs. In the state's highway department, for one 
example, he cut them 50% for April, May and 
June. Unfortunately, hardships were worked 
on Georgia's schools and insane asylums. Too 
bad. But to stick to the point of these remarks, 
when Governor Rivers found he had to cut 
costs he also found he could cut costs. 

Bridgeport, Connecticut, business-managed 
by Mayor Jasper McLevy (Socialist) since 
1933, has found that costs can be cut without 

hurt to essential public services such as schools, 
hospitals, police and fire forces, etc. i ^ L e v y 
has improved all these services in Bridgeport, 
and also paid off $2,000,000 of city debts. 

The state of Nebraska has long operated 
under a pay-as-you-go plan. Its constitution 
flatly limits the state's bonded debt to $100,000. 
Persistent economy doesn't seem to have 
brought the manifold miseries the "spend and 
spend" crowd promises us in case Washington 
ever takes to saving money. 

The logical inference from all this is that 
any government's costs can be cut. It can be 
done when officials are remorselessly economy-
minded. Or it can be done when the majority 
of taxpayers are remorselessly determined that 
the politicians shall not overspend. 

We're optimistic enough to think that one or 
both of these changes may catch up some of 
these days with the federal government itself. 

One or both of these changes had better come 
about, unless the federal government's exac
tions, plus those of state, county and city gov
ernments, are to eat us all into slavery to the 
taxgatherers. 

Look in Your Own Back Yard 

SEE America First" always was good advice, 
this being the gorgeous giant of a country 
that it is. It's even better advice this year, 

for at least three reasons. 
One of these is the seemingly perpetual 

European war scare, which warns Americans of 
travel on the Continent. 

The other two reasons are the more impor
tant. They are the New York and San Fran
cisco world's fairs. San Francisco's fair opened 

February 18th; New York's opened April 30th, 
and it is just getting into stride. 

They are both grand shows, according to 
highly reliable observers, and we honestly don't 
know which we'd rather see. Anybody who can 
do so is wise, we think, to play safe by seeing 
them both. The railroads are charging about 
$90 round trip for flat transportation to both 
fairs, the bus lines about $70. 

So why not kick your worries into the cellar 

of your mind for a while, load the family on 
train or bus, or into your own car, and set out to 
see the fairs and your own country? 

There's an old proverb to the effect that you 
find the pot of gold not at the end of the rain
bow but in your own back yard. Call the mag
nificent country where you're lucky enough to 
live your own back yard, and see if, by getting 
around in it a bit, you don't find spiritual if not 
actual gold, and pots of it. 
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