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TO YOU WHO READ THIS BOOK

Have you ever realized that the word “success”
has no exact defi ? I the of
wealth success? No, for Jane Addams, one of the
most successful women who ever lived, spent, rather
than made money in her work., Is 1t Fame? No,
for the great name of Doctor George Washington
Carver 18 unknown to millions who can recall Wrong-
Way Corrigan. Is 1t Power? Agam no, for any
minor (estapo agent has had more power than was
ever possessed by Will Rogers. Yet if we are to
achiove success, We must at least Snd ont what 1% s,

Perhaps we make a mistaks in trying to gauge
wiecess objectively ~that 13, by viewng it “from the
outside looking 1n,” in terms of dollars, or votes, or
position, or prizes, or pubhe scclum. We see that
a person i3 rich or famous or powerful, and we
jump to the conclusion that he 13 successful Such &
judgment is pure guesswork, for the only competent
judge of a particnlar success 13 the person who
possesses it. The nichest and most powerful ndus-
trialist would be ful i s own if
he regretted his fature ta become, instead, s concert
violinist, |

Success 13 the most imdimidual, most personal
thing in the world. Through the biographies m this
book, we hope you will come to view it subjectively
—that is, “from the inside looking out.”” And we
hope that you will begin to set up your own
personal definition of success, to envision the gosl
which, when achieved, will give you—gou—th
parti sort of hapy and satisfact: you are
secking in lfe. In the way of raw materal, this,
book offers for your consideration, and we hope for’
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TO YOU WHO READ THIS BOOK

Have you ever realized that the word “success”
has no exact d 1 Is the \f of
wealth success? No, for Jane Addams, one of the
most successful women who ever lived, spent, rather
than made money 1n her work Is it Fame? No,
for the great name of Doctor George Washington
Carver is unknown to millions who can recall Wrong.
Way Cornigan  Is 1t Power? Agam no, for any
minor (estapo agent has had more power than was
ever possessed by Willi Roders. Yet if we are to
achieve success, we must at least find out what it is.

Perhaps we make & mstake 1n trying to gauge
success objectively—that 1s, by viewing 1t “from the
outside lookimg in,” in terms of dollars, or votes, or
Position, or prizes, or public acclaim. We see that
& person iy rich or famous or powerful, and we
jump to the conclusion that he 13 successful Such a
judgment is pure guesswork, for the only competent
judge of & particular success 1s the person who
Possesses 1,  The richest and most powerful ndus-
trialist would be ful 1 his own estimation i
he regretted his failure to become, instead, a concert
violimst. .

Success 13 the most indimidual, most personal
thing in the world, Through the biographies in this
book, we hope you will come to view 1t subjectively
~—that is, “from the inside looking out” And we
hope that you will begin to set up your own
personal definition of suecess , to envision the goal
which, when achieved, will give y you—th

icular sort of b i end satisfs you arn
secking in life. In the way of raw ’
book offers for your consideration, and we h
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your action, & cross-section of present-day American
Buecess.
In these pages, ten modern American men and
women will hive their Iives for you. Some are
adventurous, some romantic, all are vital and
interesting because they are true, and of today,
‘acing the same conditions that you face, they have
achieved ten diferent kwds of success, m ten
different vocations, along ten diffcrent hife paths,
a3 motivated by ten duferent clarocters, In
weitiag their stories, wo havo tried to highhght for
you the traits of characters which made possible
,zhexr varying successcs  Wa have tried briefly to
describe thetr several vocations , to show you what
stmeans to be a lawyer, a doctor, a stientist, a
o musiaian, or o journghst
But most of all, we have wanted to show you by
demonstration that there 1s nothing mysterious
about suceess  These people are people , just that
They aro peoplo hike you, with the same bodies and
minds and hearts , the rame lLikes, dislikes, problems,
and petty personal concerns, \What they have done,
you , 1n your fashion, can do also
Somo of the happy endmgs i the book come
abont through surprise twists worthy of fiction ;
others result from unigue combinations of unusual
incidents ; still others reward dogged eourage and
hifelong perseverance  Eagh of these human tales is
highly individual, and in that individuality Hes their
strong appeal.  You will, as you read, discover the
facts which L betund the deeds. You will walk
under coral seas, fly over polar jce fields, make
movies of gortllas end pygmies, win championships ~
at Wimbledon, govern nations, run newspapers, fight
battles, build power lines, bring light into the lives
of immigrants. Millions will obey your commands ;
mllions will rock with laughter at your wit, or ory
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with the magic of your muste, Aund in every story
you will find o true success , won not by despoiling
others, but by bringing something new into the
world.

Dhufferent a3 they are, these stories do possess a
common thread It 13 this All of these peoyle
knew what they wanted A tiaveler who scts out
upon a road with no destination 1n mind 1s foolish
mdeed. A person who travels through hfe without
having decided where he wants to go is just as
foolish, and just as apt to fimsh nowhere, doing
himgelf and others no good  The sooner you set up
y our goal, the surer you are to attain at.

So, as you read, try to indentify yourself with the
successful men and women 1n these stories Whose
character, whose abilities and bents, are most Iike
yours?  Whoso way of hife, whose accomphshments,
seem most nearly those which would give you the
satisfaction and tranquility which to you spells
success?  This book can do no more than start you
thinking about what you want to do with your Iife,
If it does that, and nothing more, 1t will have
justified atself.
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Weall Duney

A MAN AND A MOUSE

Perhaps becauge he hves in o fontastic worl ~
where pigs can talk and rocks can walk, Walt D
has come to believe that nothine is ympossible.
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Two writers were recently talking up a story for
Mickey Mouse over on the Disney lot. “Here's a
gag,” said one of them, “Look, Mickey climbs up
@ ladder He cotues to the top of the ladder, and
what does he do 7 He keeps reght on going 1"

*Not stlly cnough,” scotfed lis partner. *Walt’s
been doing that i real hife for years ™

In faet, Walt mproves on the gag. He pulls the
Iadder up after him and does the trick all over
agan ! Four times m his ifo he has reached the
top rung on the Jadder of euccess, famous,
prosperous, he was (ntitled to sit back and stop
trying. But each time he has had some cosmie new
1dea to try, and has jumped from that safe top rung
off into the blue, gambling everything he had
earned. Hollywood howls calamity, and prophesies
that this time Walt will fall But he always
manages at the last moment to smk his skybooks
1ato the clouds and pull the ladder up after hmu—
ready to take off agamn

Walt has that invaluable possession, so rare that
you sometimes think it doesn’t exist—the truly
ongnal mind.  Itis a mind without a fence around
1%, which invents rather than mmproves. He 13 also
blessed with objectivity , a long word which means
that he can cniticize his own 1deas as relentlessly,
and accept cniticism on them as impersonally, as
though they were someone else’s  Add a fund of
bubbling enthusiasm, a boundlees faith, courage, s
sound craftemanship m his art, and you get laughter
in a thousond languages.

The words *“pretty good” are bigh praise from
Walt Hie “fair” equals a “ternific”” from any other
Hollywood mogul ~ But in a story conference when
the boys turn to him for a verdiet, or when the
lights go up after a showing 1n a studio_projection
room, his most typieal phrase is, “We can do
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There is even s rumour that when an associate
presented his new bride and asked proudly, “What
do you think of her 2’ Walt said abseatly—*You
could do better.”” Of course the story 13 baseless,
but the phrase atself holds the secret of Walt’s
amazng success. He has the true artist’s desiro for
perfection. Everythmg he does must be better than
what has gone before. *“We can do better.”

Walt Disney and animated cartoons grew up
together  Actually, cartouns are older than motion
pictures themselves, but they were slower to
develop When Walt was a youngster, smmated
cartoons were hardly more than o serres of black-
and-white laatern shides , that 13, one motionless
picture after another shown no faster than an
operator could shp the mdwvidual frames m and out
of & projector. Motion, sound and colour wereall m
the dream stage

Cartoons developed from those crude lantern
slides, first mto Jerky, fickering motion pictures in
black and white, then to the colourful, rhythme,
musteal filmg we see today The Disnev organisation
developed from a staff of one—Walt—worlung
evenings in a ramshackle workshop over a garage,
into a ghstening three-million dollar studio with
more than a thousand employees. That seems like
two stories, but 1t 13 only one the story of Walt
Disney and hus quest for “sometlung better.”

Unhke many Hollywood celebrities, Walt still
wses the name given to hem at birth. He wa3 born
in 1901 1n Chicago, where lus father had been a
contractor and builder for nearly twenty years But
by the time Walt was s1x and beginning to notice
things, the family had moved to a farm 1n Missouri,

Walt’s familanty with anmmals grew out of
sincere fondness for them He made pets out of
everything that ran around in the barnyard—dogs
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and cats, chackens, dueks, ebecp, horses, and cows.
Each of the three hrothers and the sister had &
favourite horee, tow, ar duck Walt's prized pet was
an old red rooster, but hus interest fn_animals wend
youch farther than the barnyard. He seampered
over the fields chasing rabbits, seaving up nuce, and
watching ants build therr esndy tulls, An active,
keen-eyed youngster, the things he saw stayed fresh
in his wemory  Today whea hs glances aver the
shonlder of a studio smmetor and sugpests, “Let’s
get u bester waddle on those geese,” be knows what
he is talking abont,

Walt's interest in drawing goes back as far as he
can ber & sunt ged him by
giving tum pencids and paper wath which to sheteh
snything that interested him. He copied the
spatrows as they fluttered down to stesl the gram
which had been tossed wto the barayard for the
chickens and ducks. He watched the calves and
colts ronning w the fields, and tried to capture on
paper their joltwg, scampenng motions. None of
his brothers nor hiy sister showed any interest in
drawing, but Walt thought 1t was fun.

All elaldren draw oe calour, but few of them take
{he vital step towards becoming an artist, Walt did.
He observed” He didn't just draw ; he drew things.

It was & big day for Walt when a retwred doctor
who lived nearby gave hum his first commssion. The
doctor haid & horse of wineh he wanted & preture.

“f must have been about seven,” Walt remew-

* bers. “The doctor serrously and patiently held the
horso while I sct to work with a home-made easel
and matersals  The resnlt was pretty ternible, bub
the dostor and his wife botk prawed it so muck
was tickled pimk.” From time to func after that
the doctor vould “buy'* Walt’s deawings with sacks
of candy and home-made whistles.
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The days in the country were short, however,
The farm, due somewhat to the famly’s habit of
making pets out of all the livestock, lost money.
When Walt was nine, his parents moved to Kansas
City. At Benton Grammar School Walt kept up
his drawing along with the regular studies’ The
attempt at farmng had cost the famnly a great deal
of money , so Walt tackled a paper route  Between
school and work he didn’t have much time left for
play. He had to chimb out of bed at four o'clock
m the morning, make his mormng deliveries, get
back home for breakfast, and race to get to school
on time, Rising so early on winter mormings often
meant that he would have to break his path through
freshly-fallen snow.

“On a good many of those bitter cold mornings,”
Walt says, “I used to sneak a nap in a warm
apartment house hallway I'd be late when I woke
up and would have to hurry like blazes to get to
school ontime ”” In the afternoon there was the
paper route to cover again  He kept up this hard
routine for six ycars

Nevertheless, be stif} found time to take part in
school plays and to work out with the track team
His interest in dramatics began to develop along
with his drawmmg, and he really wasn't bad as an
actor. In fact, he won several amateur night prizes
with an imtation of his screen idol, Charhe Chaplin.
“Even today,” warnsone of his friends, *he will
attempt sleight-of-hand  tricks unless  watched
carefully.”

At McKinley High School, 1 Chicago, Walt had
his introduction to photography  When he wasn't
making sketchea far the schnol paper, he was
shooting his own crude motion pictures with an ¢
camera he had managed to buyeand study’
cartooning at the Academy of Fine Arts night ot
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under & number of the Chicago Herald newspaper
stafl,

Seo how it all ties in. Drawing, drama and
pt phy~—the three el of the ted
cartoon—vwere hobbies then, but eoon they were
fused {ogether 1o the bwlding of & new ast.

In 1917 Walt left school for o job as “news
butcher” on a train runming between Kansas City
and Chicago  After that came a few months in the
Postal Service  Ono of hus brothers is still & mail-
carrier, having sturdily resisted all Walt's efforts
to get hum to jomn the Disney orgamsation, In fact,
the brother still thinks that Walt was foolish to quit
a sure thing for the movics, and once in a while
when Walt finds himself 1n a dangerous position, he
is inchined to agree.

The summer of 1918 bronght the first World
War home to the United States with a jolt. Walt
tried to enlist 1n the army, but he was rejected
because of his youth. He made a nuisance of
himselt, even resortng to adult make.up, until the
American Red Cross finally accepted him as an
ambulance driver  His first official act in France was
to plaster his ambulance inside and out with
cartoons, There was no need of any stock camou-
flage for that vehicle, and the interior decorations
cheered the painful ride of many a wounded goldier.

Although only eighteen when the war ended,
Walt had no desire to return toschool. Two
ambitions tugged at im  art and dramatics. Art
seemed the easier to break mto, Besides, lus natural
tendency to reduce everything he saw into a cartoon
had by now grown from a hobby into an obsession.

When an adverttang firm m Kansas City offered
him o job, he accepted without any question of pay,

and set to work drawing such prosaic items ‘as salb
blacks, farm implements, and egg-laying mash fof
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the farm journals. Uninspiring as the work was,
the humdrum experience had definite value. A
cartoonist must first learn the proper proportion and
exact contour of objects before he can exaggerate
certain parts to make a convincingly funny figure.
“T drew tractors as they appear in the field,” says
Walt, “long before I made one rear back-on its
back wheels, wrinkle 1ts radiator, and whinny lke
a horse.”

The job ended when the Christmas rush was
over. It hadn’t been much of a job, as Jobs go—only
fifty dollars a month and for only two months—but
1t was probably the most 1nportant one Walt ever
beld. It was “first blood,” and 1t proved that he
could earn a living with his pencii What had been
 hobby was now a hvelibood,

A newspaper gave him desk space 1 return for
making some advertising deawings  Another young
artist, with the unbelievable name of Ubbe Iwwerks,
was also employed 1n the shop, and he and Walt
formed a partnership  Walt was the salesman and
artist, Ubbe did the lettering and took care of the
office. They did surprisingly well in a small way,
but they still scanned the want-ads, and when a
Kansas City firm which made adverting shdes
needed a cartoonist, Walt answered the ad and got
the job.

That i3, he thought be had merely got a job.
Actually, he had rosed hig fabulous ladder and
propped 1t agamst ita first cloud. “It was at the
shde company,” says Walt, looking backward, “that
T got my start in the ammated cartoon game. In
two months my partner was working there with me.
e made ammated advertisig films, and my boss
let mo take home an old camern that was l)mg.
around. I nggnd up a studio in &  garago and .
eXperimenting in my spare time.” The gutaga,
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the way, was overrun with mice—but more of that
later.

Animated cartoons svere not new. In fact, they
were almost a hundred years old, and had flourished
long before photography was invented, They g0
back to Peter Mark Roget, who n 1826 discovered
the “pefsistence of vision,” that 1s, the fact that
an imago stays, or persists, m the eye for an instant
after the nctual object or drawing has been removed
from view A motion picture 13 just a serres of*
progressively-changing 1mages which succeed each
other so rapidly that the eye blends them together
into the illusion of actual motion  The closer the

| similarity of the imnges, and the more rapidly they
are presented, the smoother the motion seems to be.

The really first anmmated ecartoon was the
Phenakistoscore, made m France as early ss 1831,
It was a series of fourteen drawings, each a little
different from the one before (the leg rmsed a httle
higher, for example, 1f the subject were supposed to
be running), all mounted on a disk which was
whirled rapidly before the observer’s eye In 1877
Emle Reynaud projected a thirty-foot “flm” of
blended drawings on a screen. A fow years later,

“the E: celluloid film was d, Edison
demonstrated hiy motion picture apparatus, and the
movie industry as we know it today was on 1ts way.

Walt didn’t even invent the modern animated
film cartoon, for cartoons wers common and popular
1 theatres when he came on the scene. What he
did do was take a crude product, and, through
years of searching and working for “something
better,” raise 1t to a peak of artistry and technical
perfection. The typical cartoon of the early Twenties
consisted mostly of “Lve-action”—The Arlist’s
Dream and Out of the Infwell type of sketch. The
film would show a Living artist at work at s easel
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or drawing board , he would fall asleep, and in his
dream the tiny characters would jump out of his
drawing and cavort m some simple bit of funny
action until he stretched and woke up. Of course
the films were sient, and the dialogue often
appeared in the conventional comic-strip “balloon.”

‘Walt chrstened hus garage studio and rattletrap
camera with a short reel of local happemngs, which
he gold to & Kansas City theatre owner—the first
Disney Production. Then the first Disney idea
began to blossom in his brain. He wanted to do a
cartoon which would be all cartoon, with no human
actors whatever, and which would tell a real story
rather than Just picture a gag.

The enormous number of detal drawings was
too much for Walt to handle alone, especially as he
had to keep on with his daytime Job at the shde
company , so he gathered his first “staff.” Several
hopeful young cartoonists who had caught his
enthustasm spent their evenings workmg with him
in the garage. There was no money for salaries, no
assurance of selling their product The whole scheme
was based on enthustasm and hope

It took six months for Walt and his few helpers
to complete their first short, Iaftle Red Riding Hood.,
Before it was finished, Walt started another,
Whether or not anybody wanted to buy, he was
determined to make them  And they were getting
better all the time, for almost every evening’s work
brought out some small technical improvement,
“something better.’”

After long anxious weeks of waiting, Walt finally
heard from a New York motion picture company to
which the first prmt had been submutted  Little Red
Riding Hood was a success The company liked it.
They would buy 1it. Could he make any more?
Could he ! The next one was practically ﬁnishr £
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A contract calling for six more of this same seried
was sigaed, and it looked like happy days for Walt
and “the gang.”

On the strength of the contract, Walt formed 8
corporation, borrowed $15,000, and set up_shop to
produce his modernized fairy tales 1 a big way.
This sudden success seemed a sort of fary tale in
itself. There was no actual money yet, but it was
coming ; plenty of it, he thought.

Then, just as suddenly as the bubble had form-
ed, 1t burst., The last of the seven fatile Red Riding
Hood shorts was "m the can” and ready to be
shipped to New York when word came that the
buyer had gone bankrupt!' The only thing Walt

 could salvage out of the whole deal was th1t last film
whichhad not yet left Kansas City. Butin the
movie business a “flop” mjures everybody connee-
ted with 15, regardless of fanit, and no one ¢lse in
New York showed any interest in his anmated car-
toons. Soon the money that had been borrowed
was gone. Nothing remained but debts and discour-
agement,

Walt's brother Roy was working in  Californta at
that time, Still chinging stubbornly to the 1dea that
better cartoons could bo made and that he could
malke them, Walt decided that Hollywond was the
bhest place to give them their next chance, Weanng
his one and only swt of clothes, and with just forty
dollars crammed 1nto the only pocket without a hole
m it, Walt started out for Hollywood, His scuffed
suitcase wag crammed full of sketches and his one
other article of clothing, an old sweater, At least
he could visit Roy

That was 1n August of 1923 The movie indus-
try was rapidly elbowing the orange groves out of
fhe peaceful Hollywood hulls, but cartoons were still
just something to be tagged on to the end of a news-
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reel or spliced into an advertisement. Always, as in
the ease of The Artist’s Dream, there had to be a
human actor or two 1n the film to provide an accept~
able reason for the cartoon. Nobody except Waly
could imagine & whole story being told in cartoon
form alone.

Rather forlornly, Walt sent his remaining Little
Red Riding Hood cartoon back to New York, He
tried to sell the picture in Hollywood first, but all
the companies were too busy to be mnterested in what
looked hike a midelme, “Try the New York offices,”
they told im.  Actually the suggestion was mercly
a means of getting rid of the shabby and persistent
young man, and Walt knew it. But what else could
hedo ?

To the surprise of everyone, including Walt, that
pleture got Tezults. An independent pieture distri-
butor in New York eaw the film, liked 1t, and wired
Walt formore. The stroke of Juck caught Walt
totally unprepared. He had a market agam, but
now how was he going to make any more pictures ?
He needed money, matenals, and workmg space.

It wasumpossible to interest anyone i Holly~
wood m the project. Roy Disney had two hundred
and fifty dollars to invest  An Uncle Robert finally
agreed to put up five hundred more. That sum was
not nearly enough, but with 1t and a great deal of
enthusiasm, Walt started all over again. Roy caught
the fever, quit hus job and pitched 10, The association
of Walt, the artist, and Roy, the busiessmaa,
was so successful thatit still stonds. Roy today
handles the enormously complex business end of the
Disney Productions

For ths first Hollywood effort, the two young
men rented the back ~room of » renl-estate offlice,
bought an ancient sccond-band camera, and >
up a studio out of ald boxes and tables Walt
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Roy how to handle the camera, and went to work
himself on the sketches,

For one man to make the 9,000 scparate sketches:
then required for even an eight-minute shart would
have talen months  Walt and Roy couldn’t afford
to wait that fong for a hmshed product On the
other hand, they couldn't afford to hire a staff Jarge
enough to turn out the sketches rapidly. It was &
problem

They made a compromise between time and
money by Mring two young women to fill m the
detaifs of the drawings, following patterns which Walt

et up for them  Even to finance this small “staff,”

Walt and Roy had to live together in a small room,
cook their own meals, wash therr own clothes, and
scrimp ou every personalexpense  Incidentally, one
of these first £wp helpers, an Idaho gir] named Lilhan
Bounds, is stsl with the orgamsation 1m s way,
though under a different name She 13 now Mrs.
‘Walt Disney.

The Alice Comedies were the first output of this
tiny, financially lean company. Still following the
tule that a cartoon had to be made probable by the
appearance of a human actor, thess pictures showed
a real girl romping m the forest and making friends
wwith the cartooned faines and tiny animals she found
there. They were delightful, fantastic stones, sparkl.
ing even then with the touch of witty caricature
with which Walt Disney still enlivens everything he
produces,

* Six Alice Comedies, although moderately success-
fal, still failed to bring much relief to the little group
of people producing them Each film brought in
just enough money to finance the next one “There
was q Jong time there,” Walt recalls, ““when Roy and
Tused to go out toa cafeterin now and then as o
sort of treat, Roy would get a meat order ; I'd get
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2 vegetable order, then we'd split them at the
table.”

The memory of the cafeteria days 1s reflected in
the new studio today There are several coffee shops
and restasrants on the lot, but no cafeteria

Meanwhile, money or no money, Walt was over-
flowing with 1deas. Cartoons were still an mexpen-
sve fillex for most theatres  Walt was determmed
to make them important mn ther own right. He was
<constantly trymng out faster, better ways v produce
the thousands of individual pietures which went into
o smgle short subject. For instance, 1f he wanted to
show a deer Jumping over a fallen log, he would run
up three master sketches  The first would show the
deer at the start of the jump , front legs off the ground,

<ars pomted up for the leap  In the second sketch
the deer would be shown halfway over legs spread,
ears pinned back, body floating through space The
third picture would then show the deer landing, his
legs buckled, Just touching the ground Now, to
make that simple bit of action appear smooth and
graceful on motion picture film required neatly two
bundred separate sketches, each in a slightly different
stage of the jump. Walt, having shown the high
pownts of the action m s three master sketches,
would then hand the work over to a helper who would
draw the “in-between” or “fill-m” sketches This
freed Walt for the 1mportant work which no one else
could do. The great trouble was that Walt was
always three or four stories ashead of his *in-
betweeners.” .

Osteald, the Lucky Rabbit was the next scrics after
the Alice Comedies The awkward necessity of
having human actors 1 the cartoons was slowly
being overcome. Walt was now using as many as

12,000 sketches in one short film and looking forward
to the time when sketches alone would make up the
.
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entiro picture. Uswald was his first animsl Ic}mrw
ter, and it began to hit §

When a Iittle money began coming in, Walt’s
first act was to gend for Ubbe Iwwerks and the scve-
ral other artists who had helped him with his first
project back 1n Kansas City. He bad promised 10
send for them 1f he made good 1 Hollywood, but 29
one expected that he would succeed, o that he would
remember them 1f e did, They didn't know Walt.
His record of loyalty 15'as long as his string of
successes

.The studio began to spread out from the back
roox of the real-cstate offico and into any building
or shack within reach  The profits of those first few
vears were not large, but, whatever they amonnted

they all weng right back 1nto the business (They

, 1do) The old camera was replaced with the

.wost that could be found More artists were hirtg.

The nagging debts which Walt had left behind jp
Mssourt were pard off

Osuwald, the Lucly Robbit pleased mullions Gf
movie-goers, children and grown-ups alike, It wag
a comfortable, steady business—the toprung of the
ladder. But Walt wasn’t looking for comfort ahd
steady work ! He was full of new idens, plans,
experiments, The trouble with the cartoon business,
Walt msisted, was self-satisfaction, That was why
cartoons struggled along m back-room studios while
Iive-action raotion pretures had boomed inte big
business. Whenever most cartoonists reached a
point where thetr product was accepted as pretty
good, they stopped trymng. WWalt wanted “something
better.”

In 1925 he ond hus wife went to New York to
persuade the Oswald distributor to advance the neces-
sary mouey to carry out Walt’s new plans, It was
a beart-breaking tmp. The New York company,
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instead of Listening to what the young man had in
mmd, flatly refused to spend any money on experi«
ments. The Oswald films were seliing well, they
reasoned, and people liked them—why make changes
And further more, 1f the young man objected to the
way things were working out, they would get some«
one else to draw Oswald for them

“0.K.” replied Walt, stepping off the ladder up
into the blue, “Go ahead 1

Agamn the high hopes and  exaiting plans had to
be shelved This was a ternfic price to pay for
one’s faith i an 1dea , but Walt pad it, and hig
faith patd him back over and over

On the tram returmng to  Hollywood, Walt and
hus wife sad)y reviewed the whole situation, What
were they going to do now ?

First of al}, with Oswald gone, they necded a new
character. Dogs, rabbits, and cows bhad all been
used. WWhat they needed was something novel, some-
thing with personality Meanwhile the wheels
of the.train were carrymng them back to Holly-
wood and chicking relentlessly, “What'll-you-do,
what'll you-do, what'll-you-do ¥’

“Honey, I've got 1t 1 cried Walt finally, shaking
nsnappng wife by the shoulder,

“*Got what ¥ she asked, trying to wake up.

“The character we want,” Walt told her. *“Re-
member I told you abort the studio 1n Missonr: 2 It
was avertun with mice They used to erawlup on
my drawing board One of them was the cutest
Iittle guy you ever raw I used to trap him mn the
waste basket. Called him Mortimer . . . He’s just
what we need, Mortimer Mouse I"*

“But you can’t put personality into a mouse {”
his wifo objected.

“Mortimer kad personality 1" Walt argued.
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tell you, he was the most cheerful, earnest little
fallow.. Just wait until we spring this on the gang !

Walt sensed a prmople of writing which many
writers miss—that people arg mterested in  people.
Tellers of tales ive on, not through their plots, but
through tho characters they have created. Not
many of us can remember the plot of Dickens's
Christmas Carol, but we know just what sort of per-
sons were Scrooge and Tiny Time  So, before a pen-
cil was put to paper, Walt and the gang developed
Bhickey Mouse (Mortimer was too big a name for such
a little fellow) into a full-fledged personality, Mie-
key would above all be cheerful. Along with that,
he’d be earnest, plucky, and “full of business.” And
they resolved that no matter how tempting a gag
might be, they would never make Mickey do any-
thing that s “person’ of his character wouldn’t ordi~
nanly do. Every Ihspey character 13 born with the
same thoughtful care. Donald Duck1s testy ; Goofy
19 gullible, Happy, Dopey, and the other
Dwarfs in Snow White were even named after their
characters.

We take 1t for granted today that Mickey just
poked hus little nose out of his hole and took the
world by storm  Actually, he was a very feehle
little mouse for some months and almost didn’t live
beyond the preview stage. The first Mickey short,
finished 1n 1928, was Plane Crazy. 1928 wasa bad
year, Al Jolson’s T'he Jazz Singer, the first talkie,
had just been released and the movie business was
standing on its head, far too occnpied with sound
to worry about s mouse. The film didn’t eell.

While Walt was makmg the second short, he
realized that Mickey would have to talk, so the thued
one, Stegmboat Willie, was dusigned for sound.
Wals took it to New York to have the sound added,
and to sell it. The whole idea of a talking cartoon was
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.
50 new—and so nsane, according to the industry—
that he even had to invent his own recording
metkads.,

When Steamboat Willie was finally shown on a
New York screen, Walt ran into a new obstacle,
The distributors hiked Mickey , the hitch was, they
lked lum too much They wanted to buy out
‘Walt’s idea and company—lock, stock, and barrel.

Walt bad been through all that with Oswald, and
the fancy offers didn’t tempt him  “I wanted to
retain my individuality,” he says, glad now that he
did. “I knew 1f someone else got 1n control, I would
be held down to their 1deas of low cartoon cost and
value.” In other words, Walt wanted to be free,
free to keep chmbing off that ladder into the blue.,

The only choice was to release independently, and
that road is & rough one in the movie business  Walt
and Roy decided to taks st. As everybody knows,
when Mickey finally got his chance at the publc,
the public gave him such a grand welcome that Walt
was able to pull the ladder up after himself and
start chmbing agam

His feet barely scuffed the top rung before he was
off again, This time 1t was the Silly Symphonies.

The problem m making a talking preture is to
synchronize the sound with the action , that s, to
match the sounds with the movements of the actors
s0 that the words actually seem to come from them
Yhen live actors do therr own talking, it's farly
simple  But m cartoons the sound must be added
——which causes enormous problems in animation,
timing, and recording. The animators had troubles
enough when Mickey spoke only an occasional
word, Now, 1 the Silly Symphories,
wanted to synchronize an entire film—~toh =~
characters dancing, singing and .
rhythm mn eve— ~= 1= e
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OFf conrse, Disney’s crew found a way to do it.
The animation was planned in advance, frame by
frame, From this, the music composers and arran-
gers knew what to plan, and they were able to
write the music anc set the tempos m advance.
When the film had been osmmated and  was
ready for the recording, the musicians sat ona
darkened stage and watched the screen ss they
plaved, faking their tempos from a “bouncing
ball” which appeared  beside the picture and
served as o sort of condnctor’s baton = Now-a.days
the musians get  thesr tempos from “click-track”
which they hear through headphones, but the
principle 18 the same, The most stnking proof
of Disnev’s ongmahty 15 that he and lis “gang’”
bave bad to mvent their own methods and equip-
ment as they have gone along

The Skelefon Dance, the first Sully Symphony,
was previewed in July, 1929. The combmation of
music and cartoon was an immediate success. New
departments were added to the already sprawling
studio, although by now it had gpread all over the
hillside around the original real-estate office. Now
there were musicians and story-men as well as
artists, scrambling all over ono another, trying to
keep up with Walt’s amazing flow of new and better
ideas,

Minnie Mouse emerged to become Mickey’s
sweetheart. Donald Duck, Pulto the Pup, and
Goofy the Dog becarse new stars Each one bad
dstinct personality, and every story was carefully
thosen 0 fit the character being used. Every new
artist had to learn one thing first of all .
“Remember, Mickey is nof a mouse; he's 2
person '™ '

‘When colour became practical m 1932, Walt hop-
ped off the ladder again with Flowers and Trees, the
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.first technicolour cartoon. That year, one of the
most grm in the records of the depression,
Walt started the world singing Who's Afraid
of the Big Bad Wolf e That song, the theme for
the record-breaking success, The Three Lsttle Pigs,
did more to liven up the spints of the whole country
than would a ram of dollars from the sky It bro-
ught honours to Walt from all over the world, qnd
{from that year onward our owa Academy of Motion
Ticture Arts and Sciences hasbeen awardmg “Ose
cars” to Walt with the regulanty of a metronome,

‘With the sucessful blending of colour, sound, and
animation, all the old_problems were solved. Money
was rollmgm Now Walt could sit down on the top
rung of that ladder of s and take a well.earned
vacation from worry and risk,

Bat Walt still had 1deas One of them made even
Roygasp Walt wanted to make a full-length fea-
ture cartoon' These ten-minute shorts were good
enough, but how about & whole show! People tried
to discourage him, but Walt was used to opposi-
tion *Look,” he said calmly, “1t takes 14,000 draw-
ings to make & ten-minute picture To make g one-
hundred-minute picture would only call for ten
times that many. So, 140,000 drawings and we've
got 111"

There was no discouraging @ man who could
calinly quote such fantastie figures The result was
the production of Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs,
It took & year and more to complete Snow White,
but Walt would have stuck with it had 1t taken ten
years and all the money he—and his bankers—’
possessed.  There’s one thing about any idea which
starts buzzing around the Disney studio. If it's
good, 1t’s mever dropped An idea or u story may

. bo shelved for a while, or completely redrawn to
make improvements, but 1t 13 always active,
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Snotw TWhile was o_sensational success. Just as
“there were Mickey aud Minnie Mouse dolls already
.on the market, now Snow Whate doils and the figur-
«es of al} the Seven Dwarfs became a rage. Money
yolled 11 agan, but Walt, as usual, bad plans for it.
He had visions of o new studio where every depart-
ment would have i1ts own building, where cartoons
could be made on a production line.

The sdditional room was badly needed, Pinocchio
ond other full-length features were m work, and
there were still the short cartoons to be made.

? People were clamourmg for more Mickey Mouse. Don-
ald Duck and Goofy and all the rest bad audiences
that demanded more and more pictures. Walt’s chars-
cters, hisimprovements i technique, and his stories
piled up faster than the old rtudio conid handle them.
Cartooning had started out ns a rather simple art.
Under the pressure of Walt’s umnlubited imagmna.
tion and dynamic enthusiasm, 1t had grown into
an unbelievable combination of art and science. But
still more was to come.

Leopold Stokowski and the Pliladelphia Symp-
hony orchestra had made the recordings for a short
subgect, The Sovcerer's Apprentice. 'Walt doesn’t
claim to know much abont music, but he knows
what he likes, and he hiked thie. He conceived a car~
toon which would give an altogether new presentas
tion to muwe and art. His 1dea was to mterpret
varions great clgssical compositions 1 pictures, And
while he was at 1t, he wanted to overturn all the
accepted sound techniques , he planned to have the
wuso swell not from the centre of the sereen alone,
but from nli over the stage, exactly as 1f a syrapho-
ny orchesira were scated there, and even from the
wides of the house in the fnale. Stokowski moved
into the Diney studio, and the result was the
breath-takingly original and thoroughly delightful
JFantasia.
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Such eminent persons as Leopold Stokowski
and Deems Taylor became infected with the sheer
joy and informalty which comes from working
around Walt Disney Despite his being top man and
absolute boss at the studio, everyone on the lot
calls him “Walt.”” Before the augnst Stokowsks had
time enough to accustom himself to working m that
happy hubbub, he was being addressed as “Stokie,”
and Mr. Taylor as “Deems’’—by everybody. And
they iked 1t! The whole studio atmosphere is a
weird blend of the dizzy and the purposeful. You'll
walk in on a story conferene to find a group of earn-
est young men arguing hotly, with utter seriousness,
the question of what fairies eat

Walt, dressed m his babitual spott clothes of
flannel slacks, open-necked cotton shirt, and mocea-
sins, wag at home 1n the new studio by December,
1940 Only about forty himself, he 1s about five feet,
ten inches tall and weighs a hundred and fifty
pounds. He keepstnm and £t by playmg polo,
tenms, and golf—sports which he took up only a few
years ago because of a threatened phymcal break-
down. His favourite sport, though, 1s still over-
working,

To satisfy the millions of people who wanted
to know how his cartoons were made, in 1941 Walt
produced The Reluctant Dragon, s full-length picture
‘which took the audience on a trip through the studio.
Part live-action and part cartoon, 1 showed the
development of a story from the first sketches which
are tacked up on the wall n the Writers' Depart~
ment, through the colouring and photographing
Pprocesses, into the sound effects and music depart-
ment, and finally onto the screen

Walt himself appeared in that picture. The

triw-figured man with the dark eyes, brown hair,,
and easy, mformal attitude, was hard tn ret
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f the camera. Party it was just plain stage
g?;;fn,%m more it was o deep and honest modesty.
Walt never gays “L"” always “we,” and he means 1t

Walt was seen only once in the film. A genial,
glender young man rose to greet a visitor, and sat
down rgain, saying, “I hear you've got a story idea
wenee-Let’s see what wo can do with 1t  Fade, The
rest of the film was about ‘the gang.”

The list of bonours, awards, titations, and degrees
which Walt Disney has achieved 13 long and growing.
He appreciates them, but bus real reward comes when
he drops quietly 1nto some neighbourhood theatre of
a Saturday afternoot and gecs a bappy audienco of
youngsters and grown-ups rocking back and forth,
laughing, shouting, shueking at a Disney Sim,

Walt ives modestly  He has to, because, as Roy
says, “he's always one 1dea ahead of the budget.”
He minkes mudtions of dollars and plows them mnght
back into the studio 1n his ceaseless quest for some-
thing better, i

Fantasia was n fantastically costly gamble. sudi-
ences might not bave liked 1t, and if they hadn’t,
Walt would have gone neatly broke. But they did
like 1t, and once more Walt™ pulled Jus ladder up
after him But one day soon he will call “the gang”
into his office  They will eatch the old look on bis
face, ond will begin to shuft uneasily in their chars
Then he will say, “Look, boys, 1’ve been thinking
ereeree” and up off the ladder they will go agam.

‘What the new idea will be nobody knows, No one
can predict what will happen when a mind without
a fence around 1t is obsessed with a desiro for

“something better.”



J. Edgar Hsover

CHIEF OF THE F.B.I,

J. Edgar Hoover 13 the chief of the I'ederal Burcau
of Investization. He created it and bwit it into th-~
greutest Jaw-enforcement agemcy i the wogk
Criminals hate and fear him, yet o criminal du’
the greatest single favour of his carcer.
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One day m 193¢ Kid Kelly slouched into 2
precinct police station and gave hmself up. One
of the toughest of the gangaters, with a repulation
for "shooting it out,” he was surrendering himself
without a struggle The grizzled desk sergeant
counldn’t understand 1t.  “What’s the idea, Kelly 7"
ke asked.

“Nothing,” said Kelly wearily *“The G-men
wounld get me anyway.”

. This was a new term to the sergeant. “The what
men 1"

“The G-men,” Kelly repeated, *“Government
en.””

There 13 something in & name. In the name
G-man, that something 15 glamour, Through the
bectic Twenties the glamour had been on the side of
the gapgsters. Orgamized mobs, modeled on the
gang of Al Capone i Chicago, were carrying on
their eriminal activities 1n open defiance of the faw ;
they were corrupting local officials and coming
perilously close to taking over open contral of the
governments of our largest cities. The public was
apathetic. Even many decent citizens were hood-
winked mnto looking on these eniminals as romantie
adventurers, modern versions of Robin Hood.
Hoover's job was to enlist the public sympathy on
the side of law and order , in short, to change Robin
Hoods to Robin Hoodlums. The name *C-man”
probably did as much as any other one thing to
turn the trick,

The new name stuck. As it began to hendline
countless stories. articles, and even comic strips,
another effect hecame noticeable. Most erimimals
choose the wrong path at an early age: 1f & hoy’s
hero is a gangster, the boy 13 apt to become &
gongster himsel{. Their imaginations captured by
the new name, small boys stopped playing gangster
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and “rabbing out” their enemies with imagwnary
tommy-guns ; they began to play G-man instead.
The glamour, the romance, and the all-important
public sympathy had come back where they
belonged, to the side of law and decency.

Today the term G-man stands for the last word
in_scientific crime detection and fearless law
enforcement, Credit for tus gain goes largely to the
vision and driving persistence of J. Edgar Hoover.

Hoover's friends find 1t easy to remember his
birthdate, for he was born on New Year's Day,
1895 The place was Washington, DC, and there
he grew up in a comfortable, though by no means
wealthy, home

His high school studies were sclected with an
eye to the futare study of Jaw, though at the time
1t wasn't elear how s higher education was to be
financed. Asa high echool cadet, young Hooyer
was among the first 0 swing along to the stirming
march which Souss cimposed and dedicated to
these boys. Though he enjoyed practically all
sports, s favourites were boxmg, tenms, and golf.
Much hke Jack Dempsey in build and appearance,
he was stocky, strong, and fast on his feet.

When he fimshed high school, at eighteen, there
just wasn’t the money for college  Nevertheless, he
was determined to go on with his education, and
just a3 determined not to become a burden on the
family income | so he found a job n the Library of
Congress  The work was hard and fast, He was
on s feet constantly, running most of the time. It
Was not easy to save the litle money he earned, but
he did,

He kept his job tho next fall when he enrolled
for night courses at George Washington Unwersity,
Though it seemed a hopeless ambition at the
he still wanted to be a’lawyer. He did not
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that ho was Iater to introduce the profession of law
into one of the most exciting busmesses of all time—
Lunting criminals He received his Bachelor’s degree
in 1916, and his Master’s the next, year.

Meanwhile hus father had died, and now there
was his sem-invalid mother to support. Without
let-up, typieal of the way he works today, he got a
placo 1n the Department of Justice, then a8 now &
branch of the Attorney General’s office  He started
ab the bottom, as a filng clerk The Department
then was small , Hoover was active and alert, and
m the next seven years he rose rapidly

When the Teapot Dome ol scandal broke wide
open n 1924, one of 1ts far-reaching effects was a
reorgamsation of the Department of Justice. Hoover
was made the new head of the Burean of Investi-
gation,

To understand the consternation 1n official civcles
which greeted this appomtment, you must know
what n typical detective was like in those days. He
was o burly, hard-bojled ndividual with heavy
shoes and a heavy tongue, who nsually had entered
police service as o patrolman, walking a beat and
swinging u mghtstick, To solve o case, he called on
tus circle of underworld acquamntances, his stool
pigeons, to produce a tip; then he shadowed the
suspect whom he hoped would give himself away. If
that failed, be arrested the suspect and tried to beat
4 confession out of him with & Jength of rubber hose.
Intelligence in & detective was looked upon with
suspicion.  Scientific methods of ecrime detection
existed only in stories, and the mere idea of &
detective with a college education was ridiculous.
And Hoover played golf ! That was the last stra®.

So when the “Old Steath,” William J. Bures
turned over the Bareau to its new chief one day ,“c‘

1924, there was & good deal of laughter. No
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everybody langhed, however. One reporter, sceing
the shape of things to come, prote :

“A young lawyer has succeeded William J. Burzs,
the inent and much.di d ive, as the
head of the United States sleuthing business. So
the old days of ‘the old sleuth,’ the man of ‘shadows’
and ‘frame-ups’ and ‘get the goods n any way you
can’ are past 80 far as the present administration of
the U'S "Department of Justice 13 concerned  The
new chief is a echolar, a gentleman, and 2 scientist.
He looks with a new angle, the evidence side.
Instead of merely ‘getting the goods’ he is
concerned with making ‘the goods’ stick in court.
Detectyves of the old school the whole world over,
from Scotland Yard to Fokyo, will be watching this
new idea 1 Washington Naturslly they are
skeptical Perbaps 1t 13 too idealistic  Perhaps the
“Uhrd degree’ will come back. We shall see

Hoover fired back at the skeptics with the more
effective weapon he could find—action, Usually a
new appointee m Washington talked about what he
was going to do It was quite another thing for him
to go ahead and do1t  Hoover started by finding
the men 13 s department who wounld do the work
3 he wanted 1t done, and firing those who couldn’t.
The easualties were beavy 1n those Srst few months,
Those who were willing and able to Jearn about the
faw, fingerprinting, photography, and chemistry
were allowed to stay

“He’s no detective,” muttered a disgruntled
veteran who couldn't keep pace with the new idea ;
“he’s a boy scout "

Well, be was » boy scout. He was showing the
world iow a boy scout can grow up and carry lus
code into s man’s work.

Times had changed since 1903 when Theodors
Roosevelt had organized the Borean as a sort of
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privato information-getting service for the President
and his Cabinet. Then, most criminal offences were
against the laws of the states and cities, and were
dealt with by the local forees, Counterfesting and
smuggling were Federal offences, but were handled
by the Secret Service, a branch of the Treasury
Department , the Postal Inspectors tracked down
and prosecuted mail frauds  But Hoover foresaw a
great new body of law coming on the Federal statute
books, laws dealing with crimes, heretofore State
offences, which would cross State lines and become
matters of Federal concern  He faw the need of a
Federal agency which could bmt together the
scattered local police forces and face the criminal
gangs with an orgamisation at least as far-flung, as
mobile, as smart, and as fast-striking as their own ;
an organisation which, when the gangs were gone,
would discourage crime by malking 1t unprofitable,

It was a tremendous task. Crnime in  the
Prohibition era was big busipess, and the ¢'big shots”
of the gangs were strong politically. Often they
controlled local police departments and city officials,
and they had friends 1n igh places.

Hoover realized that the capture of a criminal
accomplishes two results. The first and obvious one
is to get him out of the way where he can do no
more harm. The more far-reaching result is to
frighten other criminals by showing them that they
ean’t win, and thus to prevent future crime. Swift
pursuit, sure arrest, certain conviction—those were
Hoover's goals,

The new Chief began to build up his organisation
along two paths, science and law. Scientific methods
would ascure swift and sure pursuit. Legal know-
ledge would produce carefully-prepared cases which
would stand up in court and result in certain
conviction. Troe, his duties were linited at t!y

3.
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start, but he worked on the idea that if he made his
department capable of doing bizger and better
things, sooner or later it would be given them to do.
He was right. Now the G-men tackle everything.

Some of the reporters had commented on a pack
of smudgy, stained cards which Hoover held 1n his
hand as he walked into his new office. They were
the beginning of Mis first major project He
maintained what is now agreed, that fingerpriats are
the one positive means of identification, that
fingerpnnting should be standard practice, with a
national record file for reference It took the case
of William West, a Negro boy who was bemng
checked into Leavenworth Penitentiary, to prove
this point.

TWest was being classified under the old system
of Bertillon ph phs and The
prison photographer hung the numbered placard
across the Jad's chest and spapped the first shot, a
head-and-shoulders closeup He then took the left
profile, the right profile, and a full-length pictare.
Each time, the photographer paused just a moment
before snapping the picture as if starting to sa
something  When he got to the last pose, he could
hold in no Jonger.

“Say,” be asked, “you've been here before,
Baven't you "

#Xo, boss,” replied William West quickly.

“Come on, mow,” continued the phbotographer,
“you can tell me. When were you in here before ¥

“Never I'* replied Willie camnestly. I never did
do nothing wrong tal} this here time.”

The photographer wasn't patisfied. He went to
his files, He came back in » moment, a triumphant
smile on hus face. Handing a photograph to Wil
West, he stood back to watch as West fooked ~*
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“That’s you, isn't it 2 the photographer asked.

Willie West looked up slowly,

It sho' is, boss,” he stammered. “But honest,
I ain't never been mn no trouble befo’ 1n my life

‘The photographer dug out the rest of the file on
the person whose picture he had shown Willam
West. Thename on the file wag Will West The
height, weight, 1 fact, all the mepgurements were
exactly the same as those of the “new’ convict

A prison guard came 1n to see why the phato-
grapher was taking so long  Ho was shown the old

pisture and asked if that proturg and the man now
being photographed weren't one and the same
person, '

“Well, I'd say s0,” replied the guard, *1f I didn’t
know that Will West was up m his cell right this
minute P’

It was true.  Will West, the old timer at Leaven-~
worth, was brought down to stand bemde Willlam
West, the new arrival, They were mors alike than
most twins, Careful measurement of the two men
revealed no difference between them ’

~ But their fingerprints were different |

This incident proved two things for J. Edgar
Hoover. First, that fingerprints are the only
positive means of 1dentification, and, second, that
they are as valnable 1n protecting the moocent as m
convicting the guilty.

The central fingerprint file grew larger. Tt became
more and more useful all through the years from
1924 to 1934, the year that brought the Burean of
Investigation mto the limelight. Until then,
Hoover's organtsation was still a group of nvesti-
gators, barely five hundred of them to cover the
whole country, without “even the power to make

arrests. Even so they got things done. Among
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other activities, they exposed fake claims for War
Rask Insurance, and in the process uncovered some
compheated schemes.

In 1929, J. Edgar Hoover convinced the Civil
Service Commission that they should fingerprint all
applicants for Cival Service examinations and send
the cards to his central file for checking

“Your apphicant,” Hoover wired to one surprised
Cuvil Bermice Board, “is wanted i Chicago for
murder.”

Durin} the first year, one out of every tlurteen
persons applying for Civil Service examimations
proved to have & criminal record. The following
year the number was one out of fourteen, and the
Dext year one out of twenty-two. The word was
getting around. By 1933 the ratio dropped to one
out of seventy !

During all this time. Hoover was bulding up
his force. He demanded and received the promise
of the offcials above him that the . BT should be
kept free from polities He handpicked s men,
and 1o one wag-selected on the mere recommenda-
tion of o Congressman or Senator. The only
opplieants he would consider had to be between
twenty-five and thirty-five years old, in perfect
Lealth, and either graduates of a recogmzed law
school or corpetent accountants. Although he
taught them how to shoot and handle gunms, they
were not then nllowed to carry any sweapous on
their jobs !

“You fellows,” Hoover told them frankly, “start
out on a case with everything agamnst you 1

Vet they found ways to get results, When Al
Capono was d to court in a P ‘Cﬂ“"
in Chicago, s attorney entered the plea that * Mr.
Capone 18 ing from b hial i onia 1R
Minmy, Florida. A trip to Chicago st this t
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would certainly kill him.” This report was expected
to take care of cverythmg, Capone had successfully
flouted the local authorities for years

Hoover's men went to Miami to check up. They
hscovered that Capone’s treatment for bronchial
pnenmonin apparently mcluded afternoons at the
Hialeah race track and evenings at the Miaon night
clubs. During the mormings he made plane trps to
the Bahama Islands  Since travel seemed to do him
go much good, the agents immediately arranged
another excursion for the “sick” man Cajpone went
to Chicago, to be sentenced for contempt of court.

One Christmas Eve, on the tip that a man for
whom they were looking was gomng to spend the
evening with some friends in 2 mud-western town,
two agents parked their car near the friends’ house,
They waited for two hours, but their suspeet didn’t
appear. The house was empty Finally, one of the
agents got out of the car and told his companion he
would bejnght back. A few minutes later, he
returned,

“They’ll be right over,” he said calmly.

In a few minutes another car droveup. Several
peaple got out and went into the house which the
agents were watching  Their man was among them.
The agent who had stayed 1 the car Jooked at his
companion. What had he done ?

““A cinch,” the other one grinned. “I just went
1o the corner and telephoned to an annt of the
fellow who owng this place. When I said, ‘ace the
folks home 1 * she answered, ‘Oh, you just mussed
them! They were hers two minutes ago, but now
they’re on the way over to Charlie’s’.”

The man they “took” that night was Charles
W. Drake. The agents were surprised when they
turned him over to the local police. They had evt-
dently captured a one-man gang, for Charles w.
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Drake also answered to the names of Chuck Drake,
Michael O' Connor, Mike Conner, Louis B. Jannings,
Mike Parella, Bill Brickell and Jack Blazer

The next day, Hoover wired them

* Congratulations, The man you caught was
Roy Courtney.”

In such bloodless skirmishes as thece, J. Edgar
Hoover was training his men to be resourceful,
brave, and quick-witted. ‘The big job, he knew, was
still ahead. ~ One day Prohibition would be repealed.
Then the gangs would turn from liquor to other
erim’nal channels, in raids which, 1f not swiftly and
ruthlessly stamped out, might develop mto a real
;ﬂgn of terror. The FB 1 was gomngto be ready

or 18,

Protubition was repealed. A kidnapping wave
sWwept over the entire country It reached a pitiful
crest in March, 1932, with the snatcbmg of the Lind-
bergh baby, An aroused public demanded strongerT
action, stricter laws, J. Edgar Hoover, through a
strong plea to the United States Attorney General
and the ability of his department, was able to supply
both  Kidnapping became s federsl offence, punish-
able by death 1f the kidnappers crossed state lines.
The Federal Bureau of Investigation, the FBI.
wis strengthened and given vast new powera, Now
the G-man’ had teeth  Hoover handed guns to bis
agents, already trained to use them, and said, “Go

jU

Tt wae not long before such gangsters a8 I’ren,(yj
Boy Floyd hegan to sweat under what they calle
“the G-heat.” " . e

- ise that 'l be let off with a
cenenche R S don” Tapd ofered bopfsily:

The F.B.1, didn’t bargain. “Forget 1t,” was the
reply, “We'll get you anyhow!” They did
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‘These lawyers and accountants, trained in the
science of crime detection, made themselves felt and
feared throughout gangland. When they brought &
murderer or & kindnapper to trial, he was convicted.
Previously, it bad been boasted that “the essiest
avenue of escape 1s through the courtroom itself.”
Not any longer, The G-man startled the gangsters
and the public alke with a record of 94%, convic-
tions in the eases they brought to tal ! Until then
347 had stood as a record of effictency.
Early in the hand-to-hand battle with the gang-
sters, J. Edgar Hoover had sensed a strange thing.
These cruel, tuthless murderers whom he was bring ©
mg to justice were public heroes! Their names an’
deeds got big, black headhnes m the papers becau
the people wanted to learn more abont them. Movi
glotified them ~Admiring stories were written abou:
them. The public was actually thinking of thes’
* sneaking robbers and murderers as modern Robr’

Hoods. 3
*“That's all wrong,” explained Hoover, amaze}
“Why, these gangsters are just a bunch of rats ™
Dirty, squealing, yellow rats—and that’s what T’am
going to call them, If the public doesn’t Lke it,
they can get me fired!”

When John Dillinger, who had shot his way
through slaughter, robbery and jail-breaks, was him-
self shot down by G-men in & Chicago alley as he
Ieft a theatre, Hoover started his new campaign,

He published the picturs of Dillibger’s body,
sprawled where it had fallen, and annonnced to the
publie,

“There’s no Tomance in 3 dead ratl”

With the help of Courtney Riley Cooper, Hoover
wrote article after article for the American Bogazune,
dealing with the capture and death of most bublici-
zed criminals of the day. His book Persons in Hwlin]
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is good reacing. Those stories prove that thero is o
thoilling side to crime, But not among the criminals.
These true sccounts all end with the victory of the
G-men, the forces of decency. Hoover had brought
to light an aspect of crume which the public had
been forgetting.

“This super-crook stuff,” he announced, “is a
myth. We never run across a large organization
with & single mastermind at 1ts head. Rather, they-
are an d mob of X
When they need a hide-out, they go to someone who

» ~wovides hide-outs.  When they need a doctor, soma
tiend recommends a crooked doctor to them, .......

I’s the whole dirty foundation of the thing that

fu're after!’

As a result, gangster heroes rapidly became Pub-
8,Enemies Number 1, 2, 3, and so on, while J.
¢igar Hoover was recogmzed as Public Hero  Num-

“ one |
% With the calling of the FBI mto actnal fight-
5, the force naturally had to be mereased Agam,
23 in the beginning, Hoover stuck to his tigid stand-
ards.  The only change 1n the selection of s men
Wwas to make the tests stiffer |

Enthusiasm to become & G-man ran high _ Once
when Hoover talked to o group of people 1 a South-
e town, a twelve-year-old boy came to him after the
speech and said staunchly, “I went to be a G-man!”

Hoover looked down at him and smiled.

“Maybe you can,” he replied, *sf you work hard
and study the right things.””

He Taid out a course of study for that boy which
has since been carefully followed. It is hard to say
which one was the more encouraged that day, the
youth, who was not laughed at and told to run on
home and wait about thirteen years, or J, Edgar
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Hoover, who felt that at last youngsters were Lot
put on the right track,

The F.B.I. traming school was taken s a faodtt
Yor the National Police Academy, established 3
Washington in 1425, Picked men from aty a®
state police forces are sent there for a course ¢
intenstve training  Then they go back home to tralt
other men in the new methods,

Hoover's trawing Programme 1s rigid. 1t includtS
lectures by the country’s foremost eriminal lawye™
and psychologists , expert photography, and harc:
ling the intrieate devices which dras cines from su®
trivial things as used papers, tool marks, tire track®
bits of fabric, and even dust. An almost invisit®

épnmc!c of dust found on_ a crook’s clothing mef
destroy the best-laid alibi, Inthe F.B.1. laboraton®
men learn to trace bullets to the very guns whie
fired them, and to prove thewr conclusions to shept”:
cal {urtes. They learn fingerprinting by exylongt
the smudged and battered fenders and the mterid!
of Beulah, an old car. They practice jujitsu wit
one another and with Oscar, o beloved dummy whic
has been thrown by the law more times than anf
living jailbreaker.  They are taught to shoot stand”
ingup, Iyng down, mnnng, from a moving rusmef
board at & moving target. And, whether thewr weapof
it an indictment, a microscope, or & gun, the
don’t miss. ‘
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belped by their knowledge of Apache. More than
otte crimwal has been known to give away his guilt
i foreign language not reslizmg until too late
that the thoroughly American G-man arresting him
understood every word !

The previous occupations of the G-men help them
considerably m carrying out authentic disgmses
agent never knows when he may be called upon to
Po3¢ as s professor of Latin or a fisherman, or when
he mayhave to rawe chickens, or even play the
violn! Once when an sgent went to o saggmg
Mountain eabmn 1 Kentucky to arrest a jouth, he
found himself hemmed in by stern relatives.

“He ain’t here,” they declared, with sullen
Menace, ‘*And you amn’t leaving this house *’ Guns,

' in the hands of hard-eyed men who knew how to
- uso them, blocked every exit from the cabin,

The G-man tried to reason with them. No one
would listen, Fumslly, seemg a battered fiddle on
the stane ledge over the fireplace, the agent picked
15 up and started to play. No one relaxed, but he
kept on playing one folk-song after another. As
Il\:ngth, the grim father of the wanted boy lowere

18 rifle,

¢ Vil you play my favounte piece ?” ho asked.
“It’s ‘0ld Black Joe’ *

The G-man smiled. They were beguning to
soften, He played “Old Black Joe” and ever}“h“;%
else for which they asked, and closed his c%nce rb
appropriately with “The End of & Perfect Day.’

hen he began to talk, and thewr confiflence wor,
the mountain men listened. : eed

Suddenly the tension broke. The father of uergo
hishand to the agent. *I like the way ¥ P
things " he said. *You just send }1‘911;_ I‘“I;“h’:w 5
Lowsville, and my boy will turn his self 10 .
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“Hoover, who felt that at last youngsters were Leing
put on the right track,

The ¥.B.1. traning school was taken 88 a fhodet
Jor the National Polco Academy, cstablished in
Washington in 1625 Picked men from city snd
state pohico forces are sent there for a course of
ntensive tratmng. Then they go back home to tra
other men in the new methods.

Hoover's trainmg Programme 18 rigid 1t includes
Iectures by the country's foremost eriminal Jawyerd
and psychologists, expert ph phy, and hsnd-
ling the ntiicate devices which draw clues from such
trivia things ns used papers, tool marks, tire tracks,
bits of fabric, and even “dust. An almost mvisible
particle of dust found on & crook’s clothing sy
destroy the best-laid alibi. Inthe F.B I, Jaboratons
men Jearn to trace bullets to the very guns whit
fired them, and to prove thesr conelusions to skept
cal juries. They learn fingerprnting by explor
the smudged and battered fenders and the interc
of Beulah, an old ear They practice jwjitse witl
one another and with Oscar, a beloved dummy whid
has been thrown by the law more timea than oy
living jail-breaker.” They are taught to shoot stast”
ing up, }ying down, runnng, from a moving rupmtf
board at a moving tasget, And, whether their weaps®

is an ndictment, a microscope, or a gun, b
don’t muss, ° .

Between 1934 and 1939, the F B.I. grew fwﬂ:
a force of around five bundred ugents to egh
hundred well-trained, physically fit G-men T“f'
camo from all walks of hfe. There were men # ¥
had been fatmers, newspapermen, bankers, baset s
players, surteyors, and radio announcers. m‘”‘:
them were mi who could speak Yiddish, B“’;ﬁﬂvf
Stovakian, Fréach, German, Hawaiian, and sb*:',,;
on some cases & the West several agents hav®
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Asin Hoover’s original idea, the G-men are not
content to merely *‘get the goods.” They submit
the goods to science and come to court with solid
evidence which crooked attorneys—whom Hoover
despises even more than he does the criminals
themselves —can’t beat.

Criminals are still prone to overlook the trained
-man’s knowledge of law. Hoover laughingly
Points out that they are begmning to become aware
of 15, however, He refers to the criminals akready
behind bars who study law 1n the prison libraries in
an effort to find some loophole through which they
©an squirm to freedom.

“Not loopholes,” says Hoover, “They’re laoking
for legal ratholes »

The discouraging part for the convicts in this
great wave of law study, as Hoover pomts out, is
that though they may spend as much as len years
locking for the Jegal exit, 1t takes only an hour or

80 to get them back 1n,

On June 25, 1926, a man named Stemberg was
sentenced to ‘‘not less than ten years and not more
than twenty” in a Federsl Pemtentlary He was
paroled 1n 1934, but jailed again in 1936 for breaking
porole regulations, He took to the law books. There
he found that before July 1, 1926, it was illegal to
sentence anyone for an indefimte period of time.

“Framed I” be shouted, and pointed at his
sentence and the date upon which it was read. He
thought he had found a sure loophole.

“Very well,” ruled the court which heard his
plea. *“We shall make the sentence definite .. Twenty
years I When Hoover’s G-men get & man bebt ¥

bars, regnrdless of the crime, from stealing
automobilo to eabotage, he needs far more
technica . &4 himself out.
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Tn 1041 the G-men working under this frank,
hearty, mx-foot human dynamo, numbered two
thousand crack agents. Every day, that handfol of
fingerprint cards which he first took mto his new
office 13 supplemented by s stream of more than
2,200 new cards His group of investigators are now
armed, not Just physically, but mentally as well.

J. Edgar Hoover, who draws a salary of
810,000 per year and frequently refuses private
offers of §25,000, still has no time to look at his
honours, medals, and awards  He looks not at what
has been done, but what there 13 still to do

When the Scientific Crime Detection Laberatory
was estabhished a few years ago he amd

“The public has finally got over the idea that we
are a group of young men pursuing crimnals while
clad in academic gowns and carrying magmfying
glasses DMay we regard the past as a period of
troduction of science mto the profession of law
enforcement, which will blossom and bear fruit in
the years to come 1n every community of America.”

Years ago Gilbert and Sullivan wrote a song
whose refrain ran, “A policeman’s lot 13 not a happy
one.”” The tune 1 still good, but the lyne is out of
date. The new one should run, “The criminal’s lot
is not 2 happy one.”

Credit a goodly part of the change to J. Edgar
Hoover, who thought as & boy that crime shouldn’s
pay, and as a man makes sure thas it doesn’t,
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A FARMER GOES TO \VASHINGTON
Qceastonally here rises to P enco ¥
Washington & man who is no more of & politicia®’
our, next-door neighbour. e may be sh¥e
word, and awkward in his speech, He mav,
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work through the ever-growing Wallace's Far-
mer, Like all good Wallaces, he served his term
in Wnshmgton, as Secretary of Agriculture under
President Harding, and in~ 1921 he launched the
pbrase which has pointed up tho 153ue every pohtical
campaign and  platform since —“Farm Rehef.” He
argued that legislative help had been granted to
every industry mn the country except the one which
feeds us, The railroads, the makers of agrieultural
machinery, n fact all mndustries which sell to the
. farmer or handle lus produce had demanded and re-
»tved legislative protection of one sort or another,
"> the unorganized farmers still stuggled along,
. 1g their crops and accepting whatever the
~€urrent market wished to pay. In the midst of a
bitter political fight m 1024, Henry Centwell
Wallace died.

The crusade and the now nationally famous
Wallace’s Farmer passed on to his son, Henry Agard
Wallace. Opponents of the two preceding Henry
Wallaces were relieved. “Third generation,” they
reassured themselves. *He can’t amount to much.”

That was a comfortable thought ard not a bad
gamble, Even harder than making a new name in
the world 1s the job of ving up to & name that has
already been made, especially when the successor
invites direct comparison with lns illustrious ances-
tors by staying in the same work. The child born
with the proverbial silver spoon in his mouth often
chokes on jt. \

Nevertheless, Henry Agard Wallace stuck to the
family guns. He became editor of [Wallace's Far-
mer. Quietly, without any thought of personal pro-
minence, he plugged away at the famly 1deas.
Along the road, feeling that the Republicans were
talkmg too much and domng too little, he lefs the

political faith of his fathers and struck out for him-
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sef  In 1932 & new President was eleoted, a_Presi-
dent whose ideas on agriculture wero the Wailace
wens. And n 1933 Henry Agard Wallace be-
came Becretary of Agriculture under Franklin
Roosevely The rest is partly hustory, partly current
events—and partly future,

The AAA, the ever-normal granary the soil-cons"
servation programme, the panty plan The years and
~events have flashed by like a motive montage, and
the focus has sharpened on the third Wallace untal
he stands out as a man 1 his own might,a man
holding power, and the responsibslities which
8o with power, undreamed of by his father and
grandfather,

“It's bike the scientific rotation of corps,” samd
the farmers, using a term which the Wallaces had
taught them “Each new generation grows a little
hardier and more valnable *

Henry Agard Wallace has proved himeelf to be a
thoroughly likable man in dozens of unconventional
and unexpected ways, Agncultyreis s principal
interest, but not his only one, He can speak as an
expert on mathematics, astronomy, or literature,
give n competent analysms of any rebgous fath or
cult, caat o horoscope, or chat m Spamsh. In what-
ever time is left, he'll play a rousing game of tenms
or hadminton, and~— this one set the Capital back
on s th it The b
affarr was literally that, for 1t Imd Wallace wide-open
to the wit of opposition columnists ThF parallels
which they drew between the Secretary’s favounte
Pprojects and s pet sport wera very funuy, but be-
hind the laughwas an unmtentianal tribute to bis
lack of political “savvy " \Wallace unintentional
turned the laugh back. While & reporter
watching hwn exercise one afternoon, a
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boomerugg circled around to where the journalist
stood, and he forgot to duck,

Perhaps one of tho most exasperating things to
Wallace's enemies 15 that there 13 no “inside story ™ |
on the man, He 1s just a good, clean, honest,
farmers’ friend from Iowa, with & big grm and a
handshake that hurts. He has plenty of colour, but.
no off-colour.

Jowa is as proud of the Wallace famuly as it is
of s tall corn. “Lncle Henry” settled there 1
1871. For the first six years he was pastor of the
Umted Presbyteman Church at Morning Sun.
g’ennsylvania born and Seotch-Insh 1n blood, he
was, deeply religious and just as deeply practical.
He belteved in helping the farmers 1n s congregation
to make more maoney as well as to find & more
comfortable spiritnal hfe.

* The same thing holds true for the mmssionaries
we're rending to China, Africa and India,” he said.
“We ought to have agricultural missionaries who
could help the natives’ pocket-books as well as
their souls.”

He practiced what he preached. He spent as much
time calling on farmers who were having trouble with
their live-stock and crops as on those who were
troubled in epirit.  In either case he was more than
just & comforter , he dug down mto the roots of the
trouble and tried to find a real solution.

Tn 1887 a doctor advised Uncle Henry to give up
the pulpit and take things casier on a farm where
ho would get more fresh air  “You have a trace of
tuberculosis,” the doctor said ominously.

Uncle Henry agreed to the fresh air prineiple,
but “taking things easy,” was advice he could never
swallow. He moved to a farm near Wnterset,
Jowa, and there, 'with his son Henry Cantwell
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Wallace, he began an active study of Jowa farm
problems,

Henry Cantwell Wallace, althongh just married
and apparently settled on the farm, realized that
the farmers' problems needed sometlung more
scientific than their h p t-and-dry apy h
So, in 1887, twenty-one-year-old Henry Cantwell
and his young' bride, the former May Brodhead,
moved over to Ames, and Henry I1 entered Iowa
State College.

Their son was born in Ames on October 7, 1888.
His father stayed on at the college for two_years
after graduation as Professor of Dairymg Henry
Agard’s first play-ground was the busy campus of a
college where farming was bemg hfted out of the
plow-plant-and-hope stage and entrusted to the
skalled hands of the dirt scientist,

He was still only a youngster when he met the
great Negro agricultural scientist, George Washington
Carver, then teaching at Jowa State University prior
to g to Tuskegee Institute. Carser took the
genious, sturdy boy with him on long fleld trips.
Henry was experimenting in curmg sick plants and
cross-breeding healthy ones years before botany
appeared on his class schedules.

“Dr, Carver always gave me credit for knowing
& whole lot more than 1 did,” Wallace said Iater,
but the statement contmins more modesty than
truth.  Years later o poverty-stricken - farmer
happened to meet Wallace 1 Des Moines, Towa.
The subject of “hybrid corn”—5 new satrain of
corn developed by a process of cross-brecdn}!g to

liminate the weaker me up. Wallace
outlined an 1dea, based on experiments be had made
long before. The farmer returned home and st to
work, For nine years, although barely making
living for hia family, he stuck faithfully to the.
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to practical use by farmers, Some of these studies
geemed far away from the furrow for & prospective
farmer.

“YWhat do you suppose Henry 13 studying now}”
a classmate would say. ‘‘Astronomy!”

. It was trae.  There was a period when, on every
clear mght, young Henry Agard would hike off to
the highest point near the campus, and e flat on
his back tifl dawn, studying the stars Henry by.
came known as the college *‘star gazer,” and
the favourite campus joke was asking Henry to tell °
fortunes

“This 13 astronomy,” Henry replied, “not astre.
logy. Ireadn complex theory about the relation
between the stars and weather cycles,” he wenton,
“and I'm trying to find out whether 1t’s trué or not.”

Tater, out of sheer cunomity and for relaxation,
he did turn to astrology, studying, however, more of
the history than the practice of it. That beginning
led him 1nto Jengthy research which nncovered ol

P d with the rais-

ing of crops mnce the dawn of history. Later, s

Washington friend who heard about Henry's odd

interest in ancient superstitions thought he had ruy

across something new  “You know,” he said, “we dy

an awful lot of needless worrying about the future. I

hear there are Egyptian wnitings near the tops of the

pyramids whach, 1f properly deciphered, prophesy
the entire future,”’

“Yes,"” rephied Henry Wallace, in all serionsness,
“I’ve made a study of them. Matter of fact, I have
a very interesting book on the subject if you're inter-
ested ”” N
When Tows State College granted Henry Agard
Waliace lus Bechelor of Science degree in 1910, be
was & shy and studious sort of fellow, rather Qifferent
from his father and prandfather in that he had po
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Inelination toward politics, hated to speak in public,
and preferred to tell his story through the printed
page.

When he met and fell in love with Tlo Browne in
1914, Uncle Henry joked, “\ell, well, Henry's got
agirl. Ireally believe 1t's the first ttme n bis hfe
he ever noticed one™ They were married that same
year, and the charming Mrs Wallace later became
only alittle less active than her husband i official
Washington. While Uncle Henry continued to hold
the public spotlght on the family, Henry Agard
joined s father as associate editor of Wallace's
Farmer,

A few years before ho died, Uncle Henry capped
& career which had begun at &n age when most men
Tetite by travellng to Scotland to study farm
tenancy. “One of the biggest troubles in this country,”
he insisted, “is that no one stays on a farm long eno~
ugh to want to take care of the place We need more
onwership, and the pride and the care that goes
with 1t, and lesy of this Living on a reuted place till
1 runs down, then moving somewhere elsc.”

Uncle Henry mamtained active editorship of
Wallace’s Farmer until his death in 1916 &t the age
of eighty, He had Lived just twice as long as 1t
had been prophested he would , and he died, not
wasting away with illness, but on active duty as
chairman of an Interdenommational Laymen's
Missionary Convention at Des Motnes.

Now, asin a battle, the two remaimng Wallaces
moved up to fill the ranks, Henry Cantwell TWallace
took Unele Henry’s place in public life. The manage-
ment of the family paper went to Henry Agard, who
was just as happy to remain behmq the scenes. 'An
editor, despito the prominence of bis name 1 print
can have & considerable privacy if he wants it, ¢
Henry Agard contimued to carry on his agrict
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studies and experiments, He developed into & profi-
cient writer, one of his most useful and widely-read
books bemng Corn and the Corn Grower, published
before his turn in government duties came around,

The study of mathematics appealed strongly to
his methodical mund. In the ngl)ace tradition, he
turned hus findings to practical farm uso by drawing
up the first practicable “‘corn-hog charts” for mapp.
ing and forecasting the course of the markets, The
price we pay for our mormng bacon is mathe.
matically related to the price of corn several months
ago, for corn 15 the principal hog diet. Henry
Agard analyzed the relationship, and from bis charts
farmers could tell fonly closely whether 1t wounld
pay them to raise hogs n a given year, and at what
time of the year they should ship them to market.

The post-war price slump of 1920 probably hit
the farmers harder than any otber group of pro-
ducers, That slump was the “Inventory Depression,”
The war had ended, but factories and farmers kad
kept right on producing at the enormously expanded
war volume, The time come when stocks of all
commodities were piled up far i excess of people’s
ability to buy  Almost overmight the whole price
structure collapsed  Hardly a single farm product
would sell for encugh money to pay the mere cost
of harvesting.

Farmers all over the country faced rmn, JIn
addition to their need of cash for day-to-day hving,
they had mortgage payments fo meet, mstallments
on farm machinery to pay, next season’s seed to buy,
and labour to hire.  No movey was comtng in, 5or
was there a prospect of any unless prices for farm
products improved.

Since Hetry Contiwell Wallace was Secrefary
of Agriculture, the problem was on hig doorstep.
He saw it a9 a simple matter of economics: When

v
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the supply of something exceeds the demand for it,
prices go down, To improve prices, either the
demand must bo increased or the supply reduced.
The latter conrse promised the quicker solution.

ke two Hentys climbed 1nto o battered cld car
and travelled all over the country, begging farmers to
reduce therr production by voluntary agreement,
%0 that prices would agamn bo forced upto a decent
level.  Not all the farmers agreed, and in a plan
such as the Wallaces proposed that reluctance ruined
the whole scheme, The farmers who were willing
to work together suffered at the hands of thoss
who refused, No curtailment of crops resulted,
the surplus production continued as great as ‘ever,
and prices sunk even Jower.

Out of this farlure came two far-reaching results.
Henry Agard hiad been drawn from his shell of pri-
vacy to become 1n active crusader. And in the back
of his mind was forming the crop-control and natienal
fm‘m-phnning system which emerged years later as
the AAA, Seeking a more immediate relief, the
Wallaces  became  crusaders for the McNary-
Hangen bill, Thus plan sought to market certain crops
abroad, and at the same tume protect the home prices
from foreign competition The elder Wallace, despite
his influence aa Secretary of Agriculture, was unable
£o convince either President Harding or his successor
Coclidge of the desperate plight of American
farmers. Defirate help was nceded, and on a big
scale, The farmers couldn’t pay therr mortgage
interest with kind words, but that was nearly all
they got,

When Henry Cantwell Wallace died in 1924,
Henry Apard Wallace nbandoned the Qradlllun::'l
Republicanism of hit father and grandfather, ,an:
threw his support to the Democrats. Now,
editor of Wallace's Farmes, and having she
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his backwardness about public affairs, he plunged
into the crusade for governmental action on the
farmers’ problems,

For cight years, Henry Agard Wallace fought his
fight steadily, ardently and, outside actual farming
circles, slmost uanoticed. Then, during the cam-
paign in 1932, he met Frankhn D Roosevelt and
presented his views to the candidate and his newly
formed “Bramn Trust” Roosevelt, in s famous
farm speech at Topeka, came out flatly for every-
thing for which Wallace had been working Wallace
became his man, and remained so m the behef that
if elected, Roosevelt would be one eampaigner who
wonld not compromise on his word,

After F¥ranklin Roosevelt was elected, for
Becretary of Agnculture he ymmediately thought
of the quietly persuasive, rugged, and practical
man whose views on the farm situation so nearly
matched his own., In 1933 Henry Agard Wallace,
his atfractive wife, and their three children reluc-
tantly exchanged their quiet home near Des Mowes,
Iowa, for the turmoail of Washmgton life.

The first press conference disclosed the new
Seeretary’s complete lack of political soplustication.
He shambled into the crowded room, s face lined
with worry, dog-tired from & succession of fifteen-
hour workdays. His straight dark hair was mussed,
and one tip of his soft collar curled up to expose &
twisted necktie which had evidently been donned
in o hurry and forgotten. Part of the time he
fidgeted uncomfortably in s chair, with his eyes
on the floor, scrapmg one plain black shoe agnawsk
the other in the farmer’s unconscious gesture of

scuffing 6ff the field dirt when he enters the house.
Some of the Teporters’ questiomng was bitterly
pointed. A veteran pohtician, schooled in the art
of “covering up,” would have joked, evaded,or
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if cornered, defended the indefensible. Wallace
answered the most sbarply barbed questions
with an utterly unpolitical candour.** Perbaps there
have been some mistakes,” he said frankiy, “‘but
sometimes t’s better to go ahead and nisk making
mistakes than do nothing at all.”

He was speaking at & time when the country
was touching bottom. Banks were closed. Milhons
of men were out of work Farmers were going
deeper into debt with every harvest, losing their
farms, losing their hope and spt  Another official,
eriticized in those desperate days for acting without
lengthy debate in Congress, summed ap the situation
in these words. “Hunger 1s not debatable

The reporters left the conference and filed themr
stories, Some were friendly, perhaps more were
oppoged, but the opposition was focused on Wallace's
policies rather than lis personality. One veteran
newspaperman summed up the gemeral opimon
“As to government, be'll have to prove himeelf
But the man is mincere, and he does know farmmg.”

The apartment which the Wallaces took in
Washington wos located four miles from the
Department of Agneulture Every morning brght
and early, the new Secretary walked briskly to work,
even though the previons might’s work had drugged
into the small hours. He believed in plenty of
exercise, and he always managed to squeezo 1t into
the most presaing schedule

One afternoun he calculated that he had yust
enough time to shp downstairs and play o fast set
of tennis between appointments, Durng the game
his shoes began to puch, so he shipped them off
and played out the set barefooted, Glancing at
13 watch, he noticed that he was a few

late, Without thinking about us ehoes, he |
up the Department of Agriculture steps, snd,
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,
through the cornidors and nto his appointment
m his bare feet, shirt-tails flying, and sweat
streaming down ius neck. It was several weeks
before that tale died out of Washington conver-
sation,

The boomerang incident unfortunately became
national news shortly after the “slaughter of the
6,000,000 piga” in 1933. The wisdom of that
programme is still being argued, but Wallace's pur-
pose was sincere Hogs were too cheap, he felf,
and an enforced reduction in the supply would
raise the price of the farmers’ next crop. At any rate
the affair was loaded with colour, and the press
played 1t to the limt, Cartoonists pictured long
lmes of brave lttle pigs marching off to be
sfaughtered , old sows were shown draped in mourn-~
ing. By pure comcidence, Walt Dusney's The Three
Lattle Pigs came along just then and rased pigs
to the status of public 1dols

The importance given to this partienlar policy
surprised and troubled Wallace A gentle man, who
did not even fish or hunt because he hated to see
animals killed for sport, he found himself branded
in the prints a8 a mass murderer. Finally the affair
outgrew all the proportions of common sense, and
Wallace commented, *“Youd have thought the
farmers were raising those pigs for pets.’”

That first year in Washington was the most
troubled period which any Secretary of Agriculture
had faced in many, many years In 1t Wallace
established a record for future Secretaries to shoot
gt. He fravelled 40,000 miles, visited every State ;
made eighty-eight speeches on farm problems,
foreign teade, apd religion ; produced twenty-two
articles for publication, and wrate three books.

During Wallace’s first few years in offiee
Washington hostesses were in a dither over his
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famous vegetarian diet. The question bult up into
& minor tempest. To the meat-packing industry
and cattle-raisers, whose business began to feel the
effects, it wasn’t funny. But nobody wanted to
“bell the cat” and agk the Secretary directly just
how seriously he took his diet. Finally, at a meeting
of the Saddle and Sirlom Club in Chicago, the whole
thing was brought to a head A Lig, thick, sizalog
steak was placed before Wallace as 1f his preference
in diet was unknown, Wallace kuew that he was
being put to the test. He looked down at the steak,
end up at the furtive, anxious faces of the gnests—
then grinned to hunself and proceeded to polish off
the steak with gusto The meat-packers and
Washington hostesses felt greatly relieved, and
Henry Wallace postponed his vegetaran experi-
ments to some future date when the obligations of
public office would mno longer interfere with his
menus.

The sweeping wgricultural poheres and reforms
mstituted 1n Wallace's eight years as Secretary are
matters of current history  Opwian an them 18 still
divided. Those m favour call them “Plannmng”,
those opposed dub them “Regimentation I Orators
will argue, and the future will decide. One
conclusion stands out—under Wallace the farmers
of the nation, the producers of our most essential
commedity, food, have for the first tume been
granted ample recognition.

Soms of the reforms will endure, some won't,
others will change in form. One, the fight on sl
erosion, will carry on to our children and our
children’s children, and may well become Wallace's
monument. It i truo that the eoil and forests of
Americn have been exploited and destroyed n the
1ast hundred and Sty yeors at a rate dismayng
students « of ecomomic history., Our farms
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timberlands have been worked kke mines—plun-
dered, then abandoned. Until recently whben the
old was laid waste, we simply moved on into new
areas. Secretary Wallace foresaw that great damage,
perhaps sctual famine, might come in the next
century if Americans did not take steps to prevent
such wastefulness,

He therefore called on farm leaders all over the
country to study the problems. Organized trawming
in soil conservation aad forestry was lawd out and

\ made available to every community mn the land, no
‘matter how isolated or remote. Already the results
are making themselves seen and appreciated, New
trees are taking root between the barren stumps of
Tavaged hillsides, Green cover-crops are holding
down dust-blown ground and putting back mto the
o1l minerals which constant one-crop plantmg had
depleted. Flood.control dams, terraced hillsides,
and strasghtened water courses prevent the scouring
away of fertile earth with every rain,

From s grandfather and father, Henry Wallace
inhented & deep religious feeling toward the soll,
and, in addition, the practical drive necessary to
get things done. His religion 19 not so much that
-of God the Comforter as God the Creator. He feels
that our task is to help build “a kingdom of Heaven
-on this earth’” with the talents and resources which
God has given us.  On the lips of & politician, that
would be a cant phrase, spoken for effect From
“Wallace it 15 an hanest declaration of faith,

Despite long years of public contact Henry
“Wallace is still shy and sincere, with a boyish grin
.and & deep, earnost look in his clear blue eyes.
‘Black, shaggy eyobrows kmt together beneath his

high forchead when he is iked or purzled or
.embarrassed, as he still 13 when anyone snaps his
-picture. He stands about five feet ten, iz solidly
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built, and in his fifties he 13 stll able to outrun,
out-racquet, or out-boomerang many of lis younger
colleagues.

Wallace will need all of his ruggedness in the
stern years to come. His term as Vice-President
began with the quietness typical of that office, Then,
n the autumn of 1941.

“The President moved decisively,” said T'ime,
“whipping the vast sprawl of Defence management
into 1ts first clear sense-making shape, dominated by
an authoritative body called SPAB—Supply
Priorities and Allocations Board The President’s
old scheme to make the Vice-Presidency mto a Job
of work had been carried out almost too thoroughly.
Henry Agard Wallace had a Constitutional job
presiding over the Senate , he had a bigger second
J0b, never envisioned by the Founding Fathers,
which might end 1n his presiding over the world .
chairman of the Economic Defence Board. Never-
theless, the Roosevelt reorgamsation began by
making Henry Wallace chaxrman of the SPAB .
made Henry a real No 2 President, sitting at the
head of the group which will run the U.S, war effort.
He bad the title and the responsibility.”

The end of the story 1s yet to be wntten. One
thing we know now - that whether he succeeds or
fails, bis work will have been done honestly and
thoroughly. Politics is a cleaner word because of
Henry Wallace.
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Gesrge Washunglon Carven

MAKING SOMETHING QUT OF NOTHING

Everybody knew that peanuts had three uses.
They could be fed to the monkeys in the zoo, and
munched by hufian beings at ball games In the
form of peanut: butter they could be made into
pienic ssndwiches, And around the year 1900, that
was all they value, -
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But Dr. George Washington Carver, the great
Negro agricultural scientist of the South, had to
find, and find quickly, other uses for the lowly
peanut. He had urged its planting on cotton-poor
Southern farmers, and they had followed lus advice
‘0 entbusiasncally that they rased more peanuts
‘than people would buy 8o, to expand the matket
beyond the ball patks, circus tents, and zoos, he
tore the tiny peanut into fourteen different parts,
shuffled them about m hus laboratory, and came out
with 300 different commercial products !

Dr. Carver’s own explanation of his work is a heart-
‘warming blend of humble simpheity and scientific
exactness. It starts with a pious acknowledgment
of God's belp, and ends 1 the realm of test-tubes,
B b , and P This comforting
association between God and his servent, the
scientist, 13 the very essence of the kindly old
Negro's philosophy.

“I take a handful of peanuts and look at them,
and I say to my Creator, ‘Why did You make the
peanut ¥ Then Itry to find out why by takmng
the peanut npart Iseparate the water, the fats,
the oils, the gums, the resins, sugars, slarches,
pectoses, pentoses, legumen, lysin, the amma and
the amino acid, There ! I have the parts of the
peanat all spread out before me  Then T merely try
different combinations of the parts under different
conditions of temperature and pressure, and the
results——well, you can see for yourself

What you seo for yourself takes your breath
away., Doctor Carver’s peanut products range from
breakfast foods to shoc-polish, from jce cream to
nxle grease They include starch, flour, milk, checse,
vinegar, pickles, linolcum, paints, ink, wood-stair.
beauty Jotions, soap, emulsions, shaving <.
paper, oils, dyes, and o dandruff cure |
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And all that is only part of George Washington
Carver’s life work. His life story is brimful of
accomplishments—new uses for cotton, starthng
products from the sweet potato, paints from common
Alabama clays— and they all stem from one ama-
zing source, nothing, He always started out with
nothing. He took valueless crops, even waste and
refuse, as the basis of his experiments, and out of
nothing he created dred b 1 products,
He took nothing in return, gave away all of ng
ideas, took out no patents, and drew no royalties,
He once, said, “If the people of the South had the
vigion, they could control the markets of the
world 1”

George Washmgton Carver was born & slave.
The date, as near as he can determme, was “around
1864 His mother and father were slaves on
Moses Carver's widespread plantation near Dia-
mond Grove, 1 the south~western corner of Mis-
sourl. The father was sold on an auction block
when the child was only a month or so old.

The Ozark Platean, parts of Kentucky and
Tllinois, and the whole state of Tennessee separated
the Carver plantation from the thundering battle-
grounds of the Civil War  The great battles to the
East and South took a different and more sinister
form around Diamond Grove. Baunds of self-styled
“Union sympathizers” made night raids on the
plantations, frightened off slaves, and in other
ways sporadically carried on the fight “to free the
slaves ™

One cold moonlit night a band of night-riders
swept down on the Carver plantation and kidnapped
soveral of the slaves Among them was hittle George's
mother, who huddled her ~six-month-old baby in

her arms as she stumbled  along the rutted dirt road
heside the horse of her captor. All night long and
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through the icy mists of morning the straggling line
of slaves was herded out of Missouri and down into
Arkansas, Little George's mother died from the terri-
ble atrain, and the tiny baby was left to the rough
care of his kidnappers.

Agents sent out by Moses Carver came across the
raiders, The infant had developed whooping-cough
and the raiders expected hrm to die. These agents
offered a race horse, worth about three hundred
dollars, as ransom. The raiders, glad to trade the
athng child for something which at least wouldn’t
catch the whooping-cough, let the baby go back to
Moses Carver’s plantation

The end of the Civil War freed the slaves, but
dud not free certain of the plantation owners from an
mnbred gense of obligation towards their helpless
dependents, The Carvers, though impoverished,
brought up the little orphan boy and gave him a
bome until he was ready to leave In accordance
with custors, he was given their faxmly name,

For some years he was sickly and frail, unable
to work or play as energetically as other children
of his age. The spint, however, was not lacking. He
pitched 1nto whatever work he could do around the
bouse or in the kitchen and yard It was his willing-
ness and honesty which finally earned him his full
name, George Washington Carver

In the pale light of eatly mormag, hours before
he would be needed to help with the work around
the house, little George used to wander alons 1nto
the woods near the plantation, Ho ulways came
back in time to do tis share of the daily work, but
in the afternoons off he would run again. Ne ono
Lnew why he liked so much to play there.

“TWhen I was just o little tyke,'” he later gxpla'
ed, “L thirsted for knowledge. I hiterally lived,
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the woods. I wanted to know what was i every
stone and plant, and to Jearn about every animal,
insect, and bird. I had a secret garden whers 1
took sick plants and soon had them bloommng
again

An old blue-backed Webster's Spelling Book
provided the young botanist’s only education daring
his first ten years. He always carned it with him.
In the woods he tucked the book into a shelf dug
from the trunk of a favourite tree Then he would
scamper off to find wild flowers, ferns and moss,
bring them back to where be bad hidden the speller,
and impatiently thumb through the tattered pages
m search of words to descritbe what he had found.
He was not satisfied with just a knowledge of plants
and ammals, however. Before he ever saw the in-

side of & schoolroom, he had mastered every word
in that speller]

The town of Neosho, Missoury, a few miles away,
boasted a one-room school, and hitle George, hungry
for education, asked if he could go thers DMoses
Carver was a much poorer man after those hard
years which followed the war, and to lose even a
ten-year-old helper from the plantation was some-
thing of a hardship. Nevertheless, he encouraged
the tiny Negro boy to go ahead

“I’m only sorry I can’t give you any mouey to
start on,” he said.

“I can work,” replted little George stoutly. “I
cufi earn my own money.”’

So off he wentinto the world. Neosho, small as
it was, frightened the frail youngster who trudged
into 1t With fus book under one arm and i small

bundle of clothes under the other Thero were 8o
snany horses, wagons, and people ! He crowded close
to the buildngs fo keep from getting his bare feet
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stepped on.  When he finally found & place to sleep,
in a hayloft over a livery stable, he dropped to the
soft pile of hay—thinhing that never before m all
bis life had he been so tired, The excitement of the
place had completely taken away his appetite, and
1t was not until he awoke cold and hungry the next
morning that he realized he hadn’t even tried to
find anything to eat.

School work was fun. The shy, eager-eyed,
smiling Little Negro boy found odd jobs to keep him-
eelf clothed and fed. As be had on the plantation,
he still rose early to go explonngm the woods be-
fore work or schoo} ~ After school he ran errands,
swept out stores, shined shoes and did any other odd
jobs the friendly people of Neosho would give him.
Within a year he had learned all that the teacher in
Neosho's log school could teach him, and he was
hungry for more.

The opportumty came early one morning George
was strolling along the road, on s way back to
town from a new garden he had started, whm? a
gtranger in a mule-drawn wagon offered him 2 ride.
The stranger let fall that he wason lus way to Forb
Scott, Kansas, abont seventy-five miles distant, and
George eagerly asked 1f he could go along, There
was a high school in,Fort Scott The traveller agreed,
and George, having o possessions to pack anyway,
left Neosho without a backward look.

He got & Job as & cook, dishwasher, and house-
Keeper for o family in Fort Scott, and entered high
school. His hfelong practico of making something
out of nothing was well begun He had started
‘without even frcedom. He had earned his own food,
his own clothing, even his own name Now he was
earniog his cducation, .

Seven years later ho graduated from the _hie
school at Fort Scott. There had been many
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1o, catch up. Hisonly actual preparation had been
the YWebster's Speller, the one-room school, and
what he bad learned in the fields and woods. As
close as he could guess his age, he was about
twenty, .

With lus graduation from high school came also
his graduation from bodily frailty. Suddenly he
began to grow and toughen. Withm a year or two
ho had developed into a strong, healthy six-footer.

The Carvers proudly claimed = part 1n that rapid
development. They msisted that 1t was the home-
cooking they gave him when, the summer after he
finished high school, he came back “home” to visit.
Winle at the plantation George was also given an
old spinning wheel on which his mother had spun
flax years before He ftreasured that refic and kept
it with him continuously from that time. Years
lateran old friend remarked, “I've scen him touch
that wheel, he touches 1t as & priest reverently
touches an altar. I sometimes feel that1f I could
bein bis room when he retires, I should hear him
say goodmght to that wheel.,”

High school whetted the young man’s appetite
for education yust as had the blue-backed spelier
and the one-room echool of Neosho. He had very

- little money, but that was no drawback, for he had
learned from experience the great difference between
simply getting something for mothing and making
something from nothing,

During that summer on the Carver plantation,
George applied by letter for admission to a college :n
Towa, His credits were approved ; ho filled out the
examination papers and ~eagerly sent them back to
the college. Weeks passed, The opening day of
the fall semester was near at hand when word finally

came that he was accepted.
’ .
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Nearly every penny he possessed went into a
railroad ticket to the college town in Yowa. He
arrived happy to be starting on his higher education.
He planned to start & small laundry, to finance his
way through.

The college Dean looked up as the young man
entered the room A look of shock and embarrassment,
crossed his face Yes, they had received George
Washington Carver’s entrance examination. Yes, he
had passed. ...but unfortunately the college did
not admit Negroes.

“It’s a pity we didn’t make that clear.”

George Washmgton Carver smiled sadly, but
without resentment. Yes, he was sorry too. He
should have mentioned his race himself. Without
any reference to the fact that the trip had left him
penmless and bungry, be politely bowed his way out
mto the open air  With a heavy heart, he slowly
walked back to where he had left the small satchel
which his few p. . He was
disappointed, but by no means beaten. If this
college wouldn’t admit bhim, be would find one
that would, .

After a year of working at odd jobs—cooking in
a hotel, cleaning carpets, and any chores that he
could find—he was accepted as a student at Simpson
College at Indianola, lowa After paying his
entrance fees and getting up the equipment for his
laundry venture, he had exactly ten cents in his
pocket.

A nickel's worth of corn meal and another
nickel's worth of beef suet fed hum for & whole week
before any business came his way. Soon, however,
the courteons, pleasant-spoken young Negro
attracted friends who gave him work, and he spent
three productive years at Sunpson College. In I8¢
he enrolled st Yowa State College. None of 3
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\bitterness of his earlier experiences shadowed his
personahty. He became popular, not only because
of his warm friendliness and smcerity, but the ever-
wideming variety of his interests and ability. He
had a full-toned singing voice, and a gift for the
piano which nearly won him over to the conecrt
stage during Ius college days, Another accomplish-
ment, art, stayed with the young scentist as a
life-long hobby, and 1t influenced many of his later
experiments.

i The authorities at Town State College were so
favourably impressed with young  George
Washington Carver’s work that, upon the award of
his Bachelor of Science degree m 1894, they offered
him a teaching post in the chemistry laboratory. He
stayed, and while he taught, he took two years of
post-graduate work to earn his degree of Master of
Seience.

During those two years the young Negro chemist
and teacher took under his wing & lad whose interest
in the woods and fields was as ardent as his own,
This youth, son of another teacher, ‘‘was an
inguisitive younggter,” as Dr, Carver later remarked
admuringly, and he is proud today to admit his debt
to the lundly Negro’s patient gmdance. He is
Henry A, Wallace, former Secretary of Agriculture
and now Vice-President of the United States.

Meanwhile, George Washington Carver’s abilities
were gaining reputation, In 1897 the late great
Booker T, Washington, head of strugghing Tuskegee
Institute at Tuskegee, Alabama, asked the young
agricultural chemist to jom his staff.

Tuskegee Institute was just sixteen years old
~when Carver went there to add a Dapartment of
Agricultural Chemistry to the fast-growing school.
Fhen its dwector had been asked by a former
wlave-owner to head this pioneer Negro school, it
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wag simply “40 students in a dilapidated shanty
near the coloured Methodist Church > Today it has
100 buildings and 2,000 acres of land at its disposal,
an endowment of two million dollars, and more than
1,500 eager studenta.
A% the end of the past eentury, however, Booker

T. Washington had httle more to offer Carver than
the home-spun invitation *“I’d be proud if you
would come here and let down your bucket.”

Years later George Washington Carver sat in his
cluttered study at Tuskegee and recalled that early
invitation, “I did come here,” he murmnred softly.
“Ldidlet down my bucket. And every time I've
pulled it up, 1t has been bnmful and runmng over
..... running over

After Professor Carver had taught for two years
at Tuskegee, he took a leave of absence to return to
Towa State College to earn hus degree of Doctor of

cience  As Doctor Carver, ho at last considered
himself prepared to begin the great work for which
o felt God had called him "

The first laboratory at Tuskegee was a truump

of e i e and - 1 There

Was no equipment, and no money with which to buy
it.  But Doctor Carver was right at home, He was
starting this undertakmg as he had started every
other—~with nothing.

Heand his students spent their class penod;
rummaging through the trash piles in the alleys c;
Tuskegee. Empty bottles, tin cans, pieces of w{roi
and serap of all kinds went into the fm-msh:gg{me
that first laboratory. Years were to pass beo fore
Tuskegee Institute tould afford new equlpmt]m;:’mw
no one was ever happer with the moscﬁ < : t
fittings than was Doctor Carver with his first P
benches and perfume-bottle test-tubes,
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Regardless of the equipment, there were grave
problems to be attacked at once. Qver the troubled
South hung a cloud winch threatened Negroes and
whites ahke. Cotton had always been the South’s
money crop, almost its only source of cash income.
Cotton, and nothmg but cotton, had been planted on
thosa rolling fields sinee the South had been settled.
No replemshing crops were ever grown to give the.
worn-out soil a chance to breathe, or to recover the
essential minerals which cotton had taken awasy.
he Jand was beginning to rebel.

The dimmishing cotton yield was serious enough,
But then the boll-weevil attacked the fields and
ruined nearly all the crop that was left.

Doctor Carver ¢ d on the i
almost a8 though he felt himself to blame for it, As
in childhood, 1t was still his habit to rise at four
o’clock in the morning and rove the woods in search
of plants and flowers. Now he roved the cotton
fields, and returned to his laboratory in the
mornings laden with cotton plants and buckets of
earth, Ona twelve-acre patch of ground at the
edge of town, he tested thia crop and that to find a
substitute for cotton. Long and careful chemical
analysis, hour upon hour of back-breaking labour in
the fields, night after night of study went mte bis
work. At last, sure of his resulis, he was ready
to speak.

The planters were desperate. “What are we
going to do ?* they cried. “The boll-weevil is
ruining ns 1”

Doctor Carver had the answer,

“Plant swect potatoes,” heé®advised them in
public meetings and in pamphlets distributed by the
Institute. “Plant sweet potatoes, or better atill,
plant peanuts "
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The planters and farmers were slow to heed his
advice.  But mn the course of s tireless crusade,
Doctor Carver published the startling results of crop
Totation-on that twelve-acre patch which he himself
was tending, That piece of land, planted in cotton,
had Jost five dollars per acre the year its owner
abandoned 1t as hopeless Then Doctor Carver and
his students had taken it over. The next year the
plot showed a cash profit of $75 from a crop of
sweet potatoes. The year after that a crop of
peanuts prodnced n profit of $160 After twelve
Years of careful crop rotation and fertilizing, Doctor
Carver raised a 500-pound bale of cotton on & siggle
acte of that abandoned land ! Bale-an-acre land is
the cream of the South

Here was a man who not’ only suggested a
remedy for the farmers’ problems, but went out to
the sl and proved what he preached. A few
farmers began planting “‘goobers,” as they called
peanuts ; then more and more The land was being
revived. Money began to flow back to the Southern
plantations,

‘Then an unfc p PP d. Doc-
tor Carver's erusade had succeeded too well, ~There
Were more peanuts than the market could buy!
Prices began to fall. It was not the land that was
failig them now.

Doctor Carver felt personally responsible for N ﬂ:e
new problem. He had told the farmers whad 0_
plant He had caused the surplus of pesnut produc
tion It was his problem to find & way out. "

Now it was peanuts which Doczar.Cnrve;;“:;"_
into his laboratory 1 the early mommgs’- hi:l Ho
ed upon every experience of his life to he! g oo s it
was a good cook. The peanut was SOOme AR
contained vitamins A and B—how ausc Yo
dressing, shortening 7 But surely thero
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for the peanut other than food. Also, he was dn
artist. Could peanut oil be used for paints and
dyes ?

He first produced a dozen, then fifty brand-new
products from the peanut. The market for the
crop began to merease. Gradunally a hundred items
came out of the hard-working chemust’s laboratory.
Then one hundred and fifty, two hundred, and final
ly three hundred new products opened up the pea-
nut market |
i Next he tackled the sweet potato with the same
scientific thoroughness Soon Doctor Carver was
able to serve a completo meal, ncluding “coffes,”
and tapioca for dessert, from sweet potato products
alone. 'The items which he wrung out of that one
;on(llmon vegetable quickly numbered over a hun-

red,

The first World War saw “wheatless days” all
ver our country. Doctor Carver was experiment-
ing at that time with a flour made from sweet pota-
toes. He made bread from this flour and tried it on
the students at Tuskegee. They lked it When
the process for making the flour was perfected, Doc-
tor Carver gave 16 to the government for use m the
army. It was received thankfully and used with
great success.

The quiet, religious scientist not only gave away
all of his ideas to anyone who could make use of
them, he actually refused pay when it was offered.
When the peanut-planters were harassed by a disease
which threatened to ruin their now valuable peanub
erop just as the boll-weevil had destroyed their
cotton, they sent specimens to Doctor Carver. He
put the problem to test and discovered a cure.

Anxious to show their appreciation, the gratefal
planters mailed him a substantial cheque and wrote
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t.haT he could expect an equal amount every month
inthe future, Doctor Carver mailed the cheque
back with this characteristic note attached :

“God didn't charge snything for his work in
making the peanut. 1won't charge for my work in
euring it,"”

He continued to live in the sumplest style. Two
small rooms 1 a dormitory, & mile and a half from
his laboratory, were all that he ever wanted. , Year
in and year out he wore the same old alpaca jacket.
When it wore out in a new spot, he paiched it. He
patched hus own shoes. Every morning he still rose
early to go hunting 1n the woods and fields, return-
ing to his classroom with a few flowers in one hand
.and & bundle of sticks and weeds m the other.
His only love affair came to nothing as s result of
this habit. Y won’t play second fiddle to & hand-
ful of weeds and flowers,” the girl said, snd that
was the end of the romance Doctor Carver is still
& bachelor,

Dothan, Alabama, 19 the capital of the Peanut
Belt, In 1900 it was a sleepy, out-at-elbow town
of about 3,000 population By 1937 it was a bustl-
ing aty of 20,000 prosperous people. In 1900
scarcely fifty tons of peanuts wero grown in the
whole world, Soon the ares withm fifty miles
around Dothan slone was producng 75,000 tons of
goobers  From a worthless crop peanuta grew into
& million-dollar-a-year industry !

The todest, slender Negro who brought ebout
this happy revolution was well into middfe age when
the nation ns & whole came to know him. That was
in 1923 when he was awarded the Spingamn Medal,
presented annually for the most distinguished
achievement by an American citizen of African de-
scent. And through it sll he remained & qo.
humble, unpretentious man whose sole © i,
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Committee late one hot afterncon. Of the several
speakers scheduled to be heard, Doctor Carver was
the last, Each speaker was allowed exactly fifteen
minutes, and there were timers present to make sure
that no one exceeded the limnt. :

By the time Doctor Carver rose to speak, the Con-
gressmen were thoroughly tired. Some openly dozed,
chins resting on their propped palms. Others were
hidden behind newspapers The Ways and Meany
Committee.made no secret of 1ts boredom over the
whole subject of peanuts

Not more than two or three of the men &ven
looked up as the old Negro, wearing coat and trou-
sers which didn’t match, stood to plead for the inter.
ests of hus people A rose, picked fresh that morn- «
ing, drooped from his lapel His high-laced shoes
shone with & polish he himself had made from pea- -
nut oil. In his soft, somewhat high-pitched voice,
Doctor Carver launcked mnto his story abont the
peanut. .
“T said to my Creator, ‘Why did You make the
peanut ¢" Then [ tried to find out why—"" he started
from the beginning,

There had been mumblhing among the Committee
members when he began to speak. It dwindled
away, Newspapers rattled as they were folded up.
Heads rose from the crooks of tired Congressmen’s
arms.

Simply and truthfully, just the way it had all
happened, Doctor Carver told them the story.
Exactly one minute over his allotted fifteen, he sat
down. There was a short silence. All eyes were on

the venerable Negro.

A Congressman leaped to his feet.

“(o on, sir] Tell us more.”
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The call was taken up by the others. More
avenanOTE §

Doctor Carver rose slowly. The deep kindly
smile which touched his eyes ~endeared him to the
worldly, cymical sudience before im  He told them
about all the products whnch he had produced from
:he peanut, He told them about his first labora

ory.

That Committee which had grudgingly allotted
£fteen minutes to the speakers from the South kept
Toctor Carver on the floor for two sohd hours ! And
when the bill was passed shortly afterwsrds, the
peanut was included 1n its list of protected pro-
ducta,

The earpet-bagging aftermsth of the Civil War
left seant, welcome in the South for an educated

egro  But as Doctor George Washington Carver
grew older, whites and Negroes alike pomted to bim
with pride, The old white anstacracy even urged
others of his race to follow n Ins footsteps. “It
wonld be strange, indeed,” one wrniter noted, “if &
member of the Iiberated race should m turn hiberate
o large part of the South " )

Through.long years of steady useful accomplish-
ment and_ utterly simple lving, Doctor Carver acdu;
mulated a little over $100,000 He had made no effor
to gain such an amount, In fact he once refused &
yearly salary of that sam offered lum by the Edison
Foundation. In 1933, $70,000 of tus savings we:::s
wiped away in a bank crash. When told abm;t ‘:d,
he simply smuled and satd, “I guess somebody fou
& tuse for . I wasnt using it myself.

1t never occurred to im that he 'cmlld .s&OP
working and retire Work was lus life, dnd, besides,
the more ho did, the more he found to do. bt

Ho pever owned an automobile, or even 3 at.



78 GEORGE WASHINGTON CARVER

His favourite mode of travel was on foot so that he
could “see what was going on.” His apparel was
always rather thrown together, starting with an
old checked cap, slouchy dark coat, and bagey,
speckled pants. It was only with the greatest chffi-
culty that bis colleagues induced him to wear the
acadentic cap and gown even when a bronze plaque
in his honour was unveiled at Tuskegee in 1931. He
was nearly seventy at the time,

An article by James 8, Childers in the American
2Magazine gives an amusing preture of that occasion,

“The speaker presenting the plaque made a long
and eloquent speech  When he sat down, there was
a ternific applause, and everyone looked at Doctor
Carver, who was doing his best to ide belind a fan
he had made out of corn-shucks and a turkey bone.
The applause continued, until finally Robert 8.
Moton, principal of the Institute, called on him for
o speech. The old man promptly shrivelled back into
his robes ; all that could be seen of him was one
heavily patched shoe waggling nervously, Doctor
Moton repeated the request. Two professors bent
over Doctor Carver, urging him to come out from be-
hind that corn-shuck fan and address the sudience.

“When he ﬁnalll/v did appear, there was a storm
of applause. He rose, untangled himself from his
robes, and shambled to the front of the platform.”

“Tor a moment Doctor Carver fussed with the
front of his gown; then he gave up trying to arrange
jt properly. Hebegan his address. ‘I never wore
one of these things before,’ he said, shaking a hand-
ful of his robes at the audience, ‘and I'll never wear
one again.’ *Fanning hard with his corn-shuck fan,
he left the platform, went back to his laboratory,

and completed an expertment by which be made
potash from chinaberry ashes.......”
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Doctor Carver's lave covers many thi
R 2 y things. In fact
lktill:{gnrd to imagme anything for which %m has no
i hes?J or pity. Instead of hate, he has horror;
ond 18 horror covers threa fields 1n general—waste,
2 ::}ss,'aud peopls who are idly curious,
‘uriosity is the worst thing in the world,”
(;llid man will comment with augcmphmi;v :gln:ke ﬂf&
s silvery head, **unless it gets you somewhere. It

takes ith i
bes:z)real hard work along with it to make 1t the

In 1939 the Roosevelt Memo
rial Award was gran-
;Z%to Doctor Carver  The following year be iy
wwﬁ%‘:"t;“'ﬂy every penny of us remaming savings
Tabomst e founc}mg of the Carver Creative Research
Tostitat, :.nes which were bemng built at Tuskegeo
mil{'mm{; Inboratories represent contributions of two
b l!ziﬂ oltars, Tt 13 planned to include eight units
o EBVancgd study and expertmentation in 8grono-
h y, bacteriology, botany, tology, creative chemis-
B‘Y‘ mycology, plant genetics, and_art and ceramics.
esides thy, an Infantile Paralysis Clinic has been
set up as o, part of the laboratories which bear the
1now almost snintly Doctor's name. This Clime speciz-
1263 in an infantile paralysis treatment Doctor Car-
ver himself discovered—and tha basis of it 1s an_oil.
Yes, peanut oil 1
Quietly smiling, he has refused money, reward,
ot even praise for all that he has done.
Out of nothing, the sickly child who was traded

ed things of everlastiog valuo to s\l mankind, ve-
gardless of colour. And alter giving away all he had,
o has wanted nothing in return—except to give
thapks !



Yobsids Monuibiin

THE PRODIGY WHO MADE GOOD

Every 50 often 2 Sunday editor says to a feature
writer, ““Joe, I hear that Jud who graduated from
Harvard at the age of eight 13 a dishwasher at
Spvack’s now  Go out and see 1f there's & feature
in him.”*

Next Sunéay, the headline asks, “WWhere are the
Prodigies of Yesteryear?”
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The path of the child prodigy, hike that of the
Dikely-t d, is supposed to lead to
obsuerity. Usually it does, but not always. Once m a
while there comes along the exception who proves
the rule.

Yehudi Menuhin prodigy of yesterduy, 1s o genius
of today, and perhaps an 1mmortal of tomorrow.

A prodigy, the dictionary will tell you, 13 some-
one “extraordinary, outside the course of nature.”
‘Tho definition fitted Yehud: as snugly as his litle
velvet breeches when, at the age of five, he tucked
4 half-sized viohn under his chubby chin and perfor-
med difficult classieal compositions with the virtuo~
sity aud feeling of a mature artist 1t fisted him
still more snugly when he was ten and a brulliant
success on the concert stage. Feature writers, even
as they rapped out the praise for the wonder child,
made mental notes to look him up in a few years,
“Ex Prodigy,” they knew from experience, would
be “Found Fiddhing for Cakes.”

But Yehud: denuhun broke all the rules Today,
& man, and judged not as “‘good for & cluld,” buton
his merits ag a mature musician, he 1s acknowledged
o be one of the great violmusts of all time. The ex~
Prodigy 15 “Found Fiddling for Kings.”

His childhood abality d ly was p
but bis later success 15 outside the course of nature
only to those who do not know the Menulun famly
story. Nature, which gave Yehudi the hands and
soul of a musician, gifted his patents with simphaty
and wisdom, ol

“The Menuhin patents,” the newpapers reporte
as Yehudi npproscl}:ed the end of childhood, * s!tx‘ll
hold first, place as the wisest of prodigy guides. The
story of Yehud: is the story of s sensible, music~
loving family. .




82 YEHUDI MENUHIN

Moshe and Marntha Menuhin, Yehudi’s parents,
were both born in Russia and educated in Palestine,
where they met as children  When they came to
America to study and lve, they met again while
both werg attending New York Umversity, There
was much 1 common between these two young
people.  Both had left their homeland for a strange,
new country. Both, with the newcomer’s appreci-
ation of the opportunities we take for granted, had
adopted the new country for their own  Both were

. passionately fond of concerts, operas, and recitals,

f Money meant httle to the young lovers as long as
there was work to do for themin the New World;
music and books were their passion,

They married, and their first child was born on
April 22, 1916. The World War was then at its height,
and these two censitive people who loved the lilt of
a rhapgody far more than the rattle of a machine
gun prayerfully named their son Yehudi, Yebud:
means ‘“‘the Jew,” and Menuhin means *peace.”
(The first namwe, by the way, 1s pronounced with
the accent on the last syllable, the farmly name is
accented on the first— YehuDI MENoom.)

Before the hay was a year old, Moshe went to
Cehfornin, to open a model school for the Jewish
Educational Society The pay was meager, but Cali-
fornia would be & fine, healthful climate in which to
raise their baby, so the family happily moved west.

Yehudi's first visit to & concert came scarcely a
year later in San Francisco. The story rups that
his parents were “mspired” at his conduet. The
truth is that though they were pleased at the way
the baby acted, mostly they were relieved.

The afternoon before the COncPrt'B.Intutbﬂ
Menuhin was rocking two-year-old Yebudi when
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Moshe burst into the room. His eyes were alight,
and his black tie had shpped off to one side. ‘Look,
dear, lockl Tickets for the concert tomorrow!”

Marutha stopped rocking, tenderly passed one
hand over her baby’s forehead, and smiled inquir-
ingly.

_ “Isaved the momey,” Moshe answered before
his wife could ask. “Isaved 1t a little at a time to
kave a suprise for yon ”

It was plain that Marntha was happy, but there
Was worry, too, in her expression “But, Moshe,"”
she asked, “what about the little one 7 We don't
know anyone here, and I couldn’t stand leaving him
with a siranger even 1f one would be so kind Besides
i:e' cannot afford the dollar to pay a woman to come

“Leave him?” Moshe rephed *“Who sard anything
about, leaving hime™

He leaned down and chucked the guiet, wide-
eyed baby under the plamp chin. “We'l take hum
along!” he said, langhing  “*You ke music, don't
you, ittle one? Sure, you do®

High 1n the baleony of San Franciseo’s Curran
Theatre that afternoon, restless music lovers looked
askance at the baby nesting on hus father's lap.

o baloopies take therr music seriously, and there
wero mutterigs of “rules against that sort of thng."
80 far the child had been well enough behaved, but
a3 80on as the music _started he’d be sure to becomo
restless, Moshe and Marutha caught the glances,
and wished they weren't n the middle of o row.

Then the muste started. Yehudu didn’t fuss, e6¥s
crunch crackers, ask for water, nor want to no’
why the fanny man waved the littte stick.

He hstened.
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“His uneasy neighbours relaxed and let the musie
flood over them, and his proud father hugged him
closer, happy to find the makings of a new music
Jover in his httle family. After that there was no
worry about finding someone to look after the baby
when the Menuhins wanted to enjoy a concert,
Yehudi went with them, was always good as gold,
and quetly absorbed everything that went on
Dbefore him.

‘When he was three, he began to st 1 a big chair
ond make awkward wmotions with s chubby arms,
imitating the movements of playing a violn. One
night Moshe brought home a hibtle toy violin as s
plaything for the baby. i

At the sight of the toy instrument little Yehudi's
wide blue eyes took fire and he reached out happily.
Moshe and Marutha, stood with their arms around
each other, watching, Yehudi fussed with the toy
some minutes and then, after his father had reached
down and helped him tuck it under s chin, he
drew the short bow across the loose metal strings
with a mighty flourish,

The sound Wwas an unearthly, grating squeak.
Moshe and Marutba, looked at each other and laugh-
ed  They guessed they would just have to put up
with the nose  Then they looked at Yehudiagain.

Instead of the grinning or chortling that mght
have been expected of a baby, he seemed puzzled
and disappointed A full minute passed before he
drew the bow across the strings again. This time he
made no wild flourish, but tested the different strings
with short, tentative strokes, It was still discordant,
tuneless. Gradually all the happiness died from bis
eyes. In pldce of the delighted squeals which his
parents had expected to accompany the squawking
tones, Yehudi frowned and kept silent.
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Then his temper rose. He chimbed up onto the
chair as high as he could, and with one great swing,
threw the disappointing toy to the floor, breakmg 1t
1o pieces.

“It won’s sing,” he wailed, and repeated over
and over, “It won't sing I

. Moshe stepped forward, thinking to put away the
disappointing gift.

“Wait, dear,” said Marutha “Didn’¢ you hear
him say 1t wouldn’t sing 7~ He has a sensitive ear to
music, and for that we should be very glad.”

Marutha was right. Yebndi was erying now.
- Moshe picked him up and tned to comfort him,

“Never mind, my little one,” he said  “As soon
28 I can, T'll get you one that wil eing.”

‘Marutha mentioned the inadent m a letier to
Yehudrs grandmother, who answered by sendimng
money to buy a real, half-mzed wviolm for the
youngster, Yehudi proved the wisdom of the gift
by treating 1t with care and delight. Simple
melodies came to lim easily, maithout teaching, and
although he was barely able to walk and talk, his
parents were already whittlmg at their budget to
make music lessons poasible for him.

Sigmund Anker of San Francisco became his first,
teacher, soon followed by Louss Persinger, the first
violinist of the Ban Francisco Symphony. Vehudi
had always begged to have Persinger for his teacher.
At coneerts he would watch this master throughout
the whole performance, never taking hus eyes off the
violinist for a minute. Then on the way home,
Yehudi would plead to be tavght by “that man.”

Persinger was doubtful at first. Certainly,'h ~
had heard of child prodigies, but—this was onl,
baby ! e finally agreed, partly as the res
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the parents’ insistence, and partly beca.use' he
thought perhaps the child would give up the whole
idea after o few stiff lessons.

Difficult lessons dudn’t diseourage Yehudi, how-
ever. Infact, he hked them that way. By the
time he was five, he was playing quite d:ffieult
classical compositions, and & year later he made his
first public appearance at a children’s concert,

The eritics who saw him could hardly believe
what they saw, much less what they heard  Yehudi
was short, plump and healthy. His full pink

» cheeks glowed from the sunshine and open air. Soft
light hair fell 1 straight hines over his forehead, and
his clear blue cyes, though deep, were childishly
merry Best of all, there was nothing affected aboat
him." He Jooked more like tho wimner of a Healthy-
Baby Contest than a concert violimst, and yet he
played with astomshing ability,

Of course, the word soon spread Offers began to
pour 1n from agents and promoters who wanted to
profit by Yehudr's youthful geraus. The offers were
fantastic ; there was another baby, Hephzibah, in
the family now, and money was scarcer than ever.
Anything extra could be very well used, and some
of the offers amounted to mors money than Moshe
made in a Ifettme  But wisely the parents never
faltered.

‘The course was set. For the next four years,
Vehudi studied hard, acquinng a musical and
cultural edueation, making the fingers of Ins left
hand flesible and responsive, and learning how to
bow so that his right wrist developed a steadiness
and sure, smooth control Meanwhile a second sister,
Yaltah, was born.  And throughout that time Moshe
Menuhin refused offer after offer from people,

including offers from Hollywood companies, Who
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damonred to commercialize the yi geniug in his
lize the young genius in ki

The children never went t
and Marntha taught them at ohg:::.sl '5131111:; 1'c115‘§1§‘e‘§
l(::y]:;oo‘s and chairs m the kitchen where a blacke
Iess:;n “’f” propped up on a table, and learned their
honsmsv r:‘;m their mother as she went about the
B ork. In the evenings Moshe patiently listened
o what they hiad learned, and added arithmetic and
classical literature to therr knowledge. Later on
when tutors were called mn to replace the family
osions, they found ten-year-old Yehudi at least
ve years ahead, of the average student. Tho
l;msnca\ prodigy, who would have been forgiven had
e;mll\vn nothing but music, spoke not only Hebrew
’s‘“ English, bat also French, Cermon, ltalti,
panish, and  Russian, which be studied and
g‘eﬂﬂé‘ne‘red nndFr cultured teachers in each country;
for rszff{é nm poetry, and read classical lierature
us ‘me the toddling age, Yehudi eould read music
\ reely as most of us read print  When he grew &
ittle older, o startling fact developed = a swgle
reading of & score was usually enough for bim o
memonize it. Today he can play almost the entir?
viokn literature from memory. The discovery ©
this photographio memory dates back to an \iness
which kept, Yehud in bed for several wecks when he
wasmx, To pass the tedious time he studied _the
seore of the entire Spobr D-mmor concerto. When
be was well aguin, he found that he could
whole diffiett composition without referris
sngle pote. This faculty 18 more than & mere)showg,
sccomplishment. It contributed enarmously Ly
Yehudrs musicianship, for 1t permits hm 0 VR
not of the notes, but of the feelng and me
which they represents
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By the time ho Was nine, Vehudi had appeared
in only eight concerts, and none of those were for
money. 'Those concerts were spaced and arranged
to discover his reaction to audiences from time to
time Each one was followed by a deluge of offers
from promoters who, citing the short professional
lives of other child prodigies, warned that Moshe
Menuhin was foolish not to “get while the getting
was good.” None of them could really believe that
the parents of the wonder child were honestly more

Si d in s youthful health, happi and his
ture than their own present.

But Moshe held hid ground. “Yehud:,” he said,
18 not for sale.”

On March 30, 1925, Yehudi, at ten, made his
professional debut with an orchestra. He played
Lalo's Symphonte Espagnole, with s proud teacher,
Loujs Persinger, conducting the San Francisco
Symphony. There mn that same auditorium to which
ke had been brought as a baby, the rolypoly boy
with the half-sized violin thrlled an audience with
his perfect performance And San Francisco concert
audiences are not easy to please,

That year passed slowly in the Menuhin house-
hold  Yehud: practiced for just thres hours a day,
never more and never less, Three more hours were
spent playing in the park with other children, or
hiking with his sisters, Hephzibah and Yaltah, in the
neighbouring hlls. Fresh ajr was as important as the
violin in hts echedule, for he was going to be no
pale, ethereal prodigy TFor thewr daily airing,
exercise, and relaxalion, the whole family w.ou!d
Joad up their old tourmg car and go off on a picnic
for two or three hours, )

- The first big trip began in November, 1025,
Moshe and Marutha drersed the two little girls and
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:{’; chubby little boy in their best clothes, and they
: went to New York. After a short tour thers, the
family spent some two years in Europe, where the
children studied music and languages, apd acquired
a culture broadening and despening through later
years of travel and residence—more than mne years
inall  The thought that their adventure might fail
never entered their minds. How eould anything fail
which had demanded so much sacmfice snd pre~
paration 1

In Paris, Yehudi—still only eleven years ofd—
Was taken to hear a recital by the famous violinist.
?_nd composer, Georges Enesco. The recital was &
lm'evre\l engagement, following which Enesto was
leaving for a tour 1n his native Roumania

The composer’s dressing room after the perfor-
mance was crowded with friends, crities and revie-
wers  Round-faced, solemn hitle Yehudy squeezed
his way through the crowd and planted himself
squarely in front of the famons man.

“T want to see you,” Yehud: eaid

Enesco looked up, surpused He momentatily
flushed with annoyance, but the youngster's clear
blue eyes, searching directly mnto his own, softened
him and brought a laugh mnstead of & rebuke.

“Certainly,”;replied Enesco, smiling. “You bave
something for me to sign, 1 supppose An auto-
graph

“No,” Yehudi answered  “I want to seo you
about something important *

Now Enesco was really at o loss, Haflf-humoro-
usly, ho asked, “What 13 your name, fittle boy ¢

The child's reply broughy back » flood of remem~
bronee. The previous year, when Enesco was
New York, he had heard from anotber fine
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Kneisel, about a little boy whoss talents were rare,
Gravely then the master musteian made an appont-
ment for the youngster to come to hus studio.

Next mornng at six o’clock Yehudi appeared at
the studio exactly on the dot. “I want to study
with you,” he announced without any preliminary
talk.

“Well,” replied Enesco, who was hurrying to
zatch the morming train, “play something and we
shall see. Play anything
., Yehudi did. Enesco kept on about his work for
} few minutes, then slowly dropped into a chair and
et hig arm fall hmply at his sides. His eyes fasten-
«d on the chubby little boy who stood before him
playing like 8 master. It was fascinating, thrilling.
When Yehudi had finished, Enesco did not speak
for a long time,

“Well, sir ’ Yehudi asked.

Enesco did not answer for o moment His mind
-was racing far beyond what he had just heard. He
saw before him a new star, a scholar who would
seontinue the old traditions of art.

“Well, sir I Yehudi asked agam., “May I study
with you 2” °

“QOh...oh, that "’ Enesco stammered, coming
“back to the present “Yes, yes, certainly you may "

The Menuhuns stayed in Pairs while Enesco was

away on his tour, and as soon as he returned,
Yehudi became his pupil. Meanwhile Gerard Hekk-
ing, a noted French celhst, had heard Yehudi prac-
-tizing at home and was amazed at the lad's artistry.
Hekking went immediately to the conduetor of the
TLamoureux Concerts and asked him to bear the
-wonder child.
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That gentleman’s response was the usual one, “I
4%¢ 10 time to hear child prodigies,”

“You are maki ) e .
“I bring by Zv‘:%,a mustake,” Hekking replied.

(m\ze}xudx Menvhin made his Paris debut two weels
ﬂm.d As always, his success was instantaneous,
N ‘h became an earnest pupil under Enesco, with
:n' ¢ developed a great friendatnp.
ay \\e‘ must Jimit his concerts,” Enesco said.
ve him time to study, to grow.

oshe and Marutha wero i fullasreement with
in ther chﬂ"!: were happy to have Enesca’s interests

“Of course,” said Enesco, “I can only make
mMusie with him, not teach  Persinger has given Wm
amarvellons techmque , but there are other things.

@ must learn the history of music, its evolution,
203 ol its forms  He must read the biographies of
musierang, study thew hves and learn why theit
music twas written, Above all, he must’ wateh and
make the work fully alive, express:ve and persna~
ive,” "

From that time on the Menubiny, allof them,
2ettled in Paris so that Yebudt Lou\d‘ ds;\;:lg . :“S:
o man con!
e e e o'the(;iﬂ'lcu\t \rm\s\‘tion ﬁi‘;:;
i hod_trave
Prodigy to mature artist, for Enesco d
the !ﬁ'ne road & chid prodgy fumself, he b
e;\(ered the Ro\xmmimn ons
the pnd wor edal
2y cll;i‘)c:.t Ni—;i“ﬂud faced the same skeptivismt  av!
conguered it,  stayed Beor

ing § America, Yehadi play

i D“‘"nf;o‘;;;l:;: :;Ut Yhe Manhattan Qpers Tlouse on
1\":::;‘2"“5 1921, The inetrnationally fame
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condnetor Fritz Busch conducted the New York
Symphony Orchestra, It wasa strange sight, the
little boy in dark knee pants and flowing white
blouse standmng alone 1 the &potlight before the
severely formal orchestra. He looked so tiny, so
out of place, andthe audience out there in the
darkness was go large and menacing.

* The large audience found it hard to believe that

a child was actually playing the music they heard.

Men who had grumbled about being dragged off to

hear “some kid fiddler” soon forgot their apprehen-

sions Yehudi trumphed, immediately and whole-

seartedly. Ten times the roaring applause brought-
" 1 back before the curtamns.

Fritz Busch ran up to the happy parents as soon
as it was over. “I couldn’t believe 1t,” he said. *T
just couldn’s believe that he could play hike that.
And so calm , nio nerves at all I’

*‘Hia self-control ia both native and nurtured,”
answered Moshe clamly  “He has the gelf-control
of his grandfather, 'a rabbi who walks always
in the shadows of a synagogue, keeping the fasts and
repeating his prayers ”

The critics next day lavished praises on Yehudi.
Ho didn’t sce the newspapers ; in fact, he never saw
any of his notices until he was old enough not to let
it turn his head He was allowed to stey up an
hour beyond hus usuat bedtime the night after the
concert, had s plateful of strawberry 1ce cream, an
as far as he knew that was all the reward his playing
was worth,

There weeks latter a successin Camnegmie Hall

marked the beginning of Yehudy's recital triumphs.
-But the public launching of the *“child prodigy”’ was
Sust another step, not the end of Moshe and BMaru-

’tha’s plans for ther talented boy. Continueus
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Europenn atudy was next. and while mansgers from
New Yotk and all parts of the United States were
still asking for more, the whole family embarked
for France,

Yehudi’s twelfth burthday was quite an oceasion.
“He had a party, he was allowed to stay up until very
Jate—and the New Vork banker, Mr. Henry Gold-
Tan, gave him the famous Princess Khevehueller
violin, a $60,000 Stradivarius, which the boy select-
ed hunself cut of exxteen valusble instruments.

*This is one of the most mwarvellous Strads on
earth,” said Efrern Zimbahst, the noted Russo-
Awmerican violmst, “and Yehud is a fitting owner.”

The history of the two-centuries-old instrument
is thriliing in 1tself  Antonio Stradivari, the violn
Taaker of Cremons, was mmety yeara old in 1733
when he made this mstrument, signed 1 Latin with
his own signature, for the Primcess Khevenhueller of
Vienna, It was a Dreatb-talingly heautiful pieco
of workwanship, 1ts thick yellow varnish darkened
with the years to a rich red The secret of Stra.
divarys varnish, soft 1 textute and shadmg from
orange to red, has been debated and probed since his
death, but has never been re-discovered  The
Princess’ violm passed from her to Professor Bohm,
who treasured the instrument so bighly that he
allowed only one of his pupils, the great Joseph
Joachim of Germany, to play it. After Bobm's
death 1t was sold by his family to a very rich
collector in ofd St. Petersburg, and again 1t was
permitted to be phiyed by only one artist. punng
the violent days of the 1917 revolution, the instru-
ment was smoggled out of Russia by its owner and
\ater sold to Henry Goldman in New York. When
Mr. Goldman heard the young master, he knew
that hese was one worthy of the treasure, and ¢
Yehudi became its fifth custodian in o great 1
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Yehudi now possesses eight glorious instruments,®
geven of them the gifts of admirers from all parts of
the world. One of them is & famous Guarnarius,

London, Paris, Brussels, Berln, Zurich, Rome,
Madrid, Vienna, Budapest, Johannesburg, Capetown,
Sydney, Melbourne—in the next few years their
streets became as famibiar to the adolescent Yehudi
a9 Market Street 1n his native Sin Francisco.
In London the concert hell advertised only to
warn that thers were no tickets left on sale, Triumph
piled on triumph, but the Menuhin schedule never
relaxed, four manths of the year, never more,
on tour, then eight months “to be a boy again.’
The family had bought a home in the Sants Cruz
Mousntains near Los Gatos not far from San Fran-
cisco, and no offer could Jure them from 1t when a
tour was completed. They called 1t Mo-Ma-Ye-
He-Ya, taking the first syllable from each of their
names.

Eminent musicians from all over the world
vigited there. They found Yehudi a bundle of
contradictions between great artist and just plain
boy. He would soberly diseuss musicians and
musical history with his international visitors, play
heavenly chamber music far into the morning hours,
six to ten hours daily—and then wheedle them
into’a game. He would play the violn for them
with humility, and drag them out on the front
porch to watch um nide his bicyele no-hands. He
loved Bach, collected first manuscripts of musical
compositions, and wolfed strawberry ice cream
sodas. He could philosophize with the greatest
minds among his stream of vitors, and then tell
them of his latest mechanical mventions. He was
a man and a boy all at once, with disarming renljty
and amazing depth. Once Lttle Yaltah, playing
+with the scissors, so rmned her whole head of hair
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that 1t had to be shaved ; eo in sympathy he and
Sister Hephubah seked their mother to shave their
heads also, and important concerts had to be
cancelled until Yehudi was presentable again.

Practice was pure enjoyment to him. He would
lock himself in s Toom Eo that no one, mat even
his famity, could disturb him, and completely lose
himself in Ins work. Hs fiogers developed until the
string-fingers of hus left hand were a half-inch longer
than the fingers of s ight hand  For better con-
ol be played slow movements tapdly, and fast
movements elowly, and he yumped for certain notes
‘because that was harder than merely reaching for
them He practised tulls for all s fingers, and
played rapud, precise staceato passages with an
untightened how. Three hours of daily practice con-
tmued to be b gchedule, When that was aver, be was
ready for swimnung, tenns, or badminton, hiking or
bicychng and, i the evenings, reading and study,

¥ hite Sister Hephzibah was fast b ing
s child prodigy 1o her own right. She played the
gano from the time she was able to sit up at a key-

oard, and Moshe and Marutha soon hed two

problems, nor just one, on their hands.

“ Hephzibah can play and appear with Yehudi
while ghe 12 & child,” Marutha agreed, *“but T don't
want her to make a career of music. I want her
to marty young and have a home and a family.
Later on she can do as she pleases”

The whole family set out on & world tour in
1934. Yehuds was seventeen: slender, smooth-
faced, and handsome  Pretty, dark-eyed Hephzibah
was nearly four years younger. The two youngsters
walking out on the stage hand 1 handmade &
heartowarning appearance, The wonld:od ™ -
wardly, but paturally, then Hephzibak

the piano stool while Yehudi took ‘hig
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by. They “sang their music” perfectly, for they
Enew not only what music was, but what it meant;
and they were a sensational success.

The world tour took them for a trip of 75,000
miles, Yehud: played in seventy-three cities in
thirteen countries, and enjoyed an endless succession
of trivmphs and encores.  Audiences simply refused
to let hum go. The world tock him to its Leart.

France was 1n turmoil at the time Yehudi and
Hephzibal appeared there The afternpon before
one of their Pans concerts, French Premier Edouard
Herriot had resygned his post, discourged and down
at heart.

“There is nothing for me,” he said, “except to
go bear Yehudi and Hephzibah Menuhin play.”

The effect on the broken-spirited man was great.
That night when he and the denubins exchanged
autographs backstage, Herriot gayly signed his,
“ The unemployed muuster of state,”’

At a joint sonata recital m New York m 193,
the great conductor Arturo Toscamni stood up and
applauded with the rest of the audience, then sent a *
note back-stage asking for a Mozart sonata for an
encore. Later Yehud: played often for that famous
musician. Once while playing Yehudi, noticed an
tent expression on the old men’s face, and be
stopped.

*Go on, son,” sard Toscanini, “‘you do not know
how to make a mustake!’ And to Toscanini, the
word ** mistake ” meant not an error in notes, but—
far deeper—a misunderstanding of what the com-~
poser of the notes had intended them to say.

The world tour ended where 1t had begun, in
San Franciseo. The Menuhin family returned to
the ranch &t Los Gatos and the news was given o
the world that the nineteen-year-old Yehud: was
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relining ag & prodigy. The mewspapers apeculated
a8 to his future. Ex-prodigy would be found—
where ?

After nearly two years of quet study end
development, Yehudi returned to the concert stage
on September 30, 1937. In white tre and tails, as
befitted a grown man of twenty-one, he stepped on
the familiar stage of the San Francisco Qpera House
for the test of his worth In a few mmutes Yebudi
Menuhin would take place with the great musicians
of all trmes—or he would be on lus way to obscurty.

Now the old advantage of childhood was gone,
and he stood on his own two feet as a man, to be
meagured not agamst other chldren, but against
Heifetz, Kreisler, Enesco, and the other masters.
Yebudi's childbood fame had overnight turned
from halo to handicap., The audtence, the erities
the whole musical world was waiting. Would they
shake their heads at his performance and say sadly,
*Yow pitsful ! But then, of course, he was a child
prodigy and you know what that means!”

Some critics, as they rustled their programmes,
may have framed therr lead-limes. “Child Prodigy
Menuhin, in his first adult test, last night presented
o pitiful spectacle a3 he ..”

Yehudi made them write new ones

The years of work, study, and practice, the deep
culture, personal care, warld travellings, and the
long period of contemplation during his_retirement
had made um a true artist Tho cloak of “prodigy”
was cast off as the audienco roared its approval and
delight. The critics turned over their programmes and
‘began to seribble, “Joming the augnss company of
Mozart, Enesco, and other prodigies who made goc ~
last night Yehud: Menuhin,..” 4
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When Yehudi slipped into his dressing room
after the concert, he kissed his mother tenderly and
gratefully. No one knew better than he that he
owed much to his parents. It was their guidance,
their sacnifices, and thewr patient wisdom which had
put him where he was. Hisreward was the greatest
any son or dauglter can experience * he had fulfilled
his parents’ faith

In the musmc world, the year 1938 belonged
to the Menuhins  The features-writers had a field
day. First of all, Yehudi had become twenty-one,
a man and & master violmist  Second, he introdu-
ced Robert Schumann’s “lost” Concerto, an act
which aroused dispute and international comph-
cations, Third, he became engaged. And fourfb,
“They All Got Married.”

Yehudr’s introduction of the lost Concerto made
his reappearance m the concert world unforgettable.
The composition was a success largely because
of Yehudi’s enthusiasn for it, and the arguments
which it aronsed led to some tall tales. Nothing
could have better tested not only his maturity as an
artist, but his ability as & judge of music.

Eighty-odd years ago, the romantic composer
Robert Schumann wrote this composition, his last
work. He entrusted 1t to lus good friend Joachim,
the German violmist. Joachim studied the work
and, judgmg it not quite up to Schumann’s stan-
dard, he refused to permut its publication, In his
will Joachi igned the pt to the
Prussian State Library, with the stipulation that 1t
must not be played until one hundred years after
Schumann’s death : that 13, 1956, For many years
the concerto had rested in the archives of thab
lbrary. Its existence was Lnown, but o attempt
was made to break Joachim’s will,
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Tao 1937 a strange story began to seep out of
England. Mme d’ Aranyl, a well-known Hungarian
violinist, dnd her sister were staying in_the home of
the Swedish Ambassador to England, Baron Palm-
stierna  They reported that they were recerving
spiritual messages from an upknown spint, and that
the messages requested them to perform a work for
the violin, the nature and location of which had rot
23 yet been made known tv them. Eventually the
spirit introduced himself to them as Robert Schu-
mann, who identified the work as the concerto
which he had left: with Joachim The spint of Joa-
chim was then also summoned to consultatign, and
he suggested that the manuseript might be found in
the Hall of Music of Berln.

Baron Palmstierna went to Berlin, searched
through the archives of the Hall of Music and, not
finding the manuscript, dectded to try the Prussian
State Library There 1t was, and there, eaid the
librarian, 1t had always been if anyone had asked.

Joachim’s will, of course, prolbited the per-
formance of the piece, The authorities did not
believe i the spirits, and for & while the matter was
dropped. Then a Berlin publishing house sought
out Joachim’s herrs and ’s only living
relative, his daughter Bugenie and asked them to
withdraw the stipulation mn the will which held up
publication of the work They refused.

The publishing house sent a photostatic copy of
the seript to Yehudiin 1937, He wrote back that
be thought tho concerto was a great work and
should be released at onco Meanwhile Mme.
d’Arany1 claimed certun spiritual rights to the
prece, and announced that she would play it. Under
the mounting pressure Joachim's heirs snd Schu.”
mann’s daughter finally surrendered. Araced . "
oped, with Mme, d'Aranyiin England a=* V-t
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Menuhin in Americn both preparing to premiero the
work, Then Merr Hitler stepped in, If anyone
had n right to introduee the work to the world, be
gaid, a German did.

Yehudi postponed hus performance four times to
avoid trouble for tho German publisher, his friend.
The German government had the concerto playﬂl
and broadeast by & German violinist in November,
1937, and Yehud: then felt free to go ahead. He
gavo the work its Amcrican premiero at a coneert
with the 8t Loms Symphony Orchestra on Decem-
ber 23, 1037. Mme. d* Aranyi introduced the work
in England in February, 1038. Yehudi was the only
one who played and recorded 1t 1 1ts original ustext
edition,

Critical comment on the concerto was fervid and
conflicting.  Yehudi nevertheless mcluded the work
in all of his major concorts on his American-Eufo-
peun dour.  Yehudi pomied out thab ol w needth
was to be listened to without prejudice. Beforo the
tour was over, Yehudi hnd won the musteal wosld
to his side of the argument, and a great conecrto
was added to violin literature, This work js but
one of an unprecedented number which the young
scholar has discovered or mntroduced to the musieal
world. Research work haa always been a joy to
Yehudi

In May of 10638 tho newspapers announced
Yehudr's t to Nols Nicholes, of Mel*
bourne, Australia. Less than o week later they
earried the news that Hophzibsh was to marfy
Nola's brother  And the day after that, Yaltah,
the younger sister, announced her engagement 0
an American.  Ychudi met his prospective brdo it
TLondon. Just beforo n concert in vthe vast Roysl
- Albert Hall, hin aecompanist lost his music. The

by appealing to the di for copich
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secured some , then Yehudi amazed his Listeners by
his sn adding )l for the
violn alone. The concert was & rare triumph.
Among the congratulating thousands was Nola
Nicholas. The Nicholas famuly later visited the
Menubins at Los Gatos, and the rest was included
in what the newspapers termed “The Year They
All Got, Married ™

“I'm glad,” said Marutha Menuhin “I'm glad
first because they are all so happy, and then too
because 1t means that neither of the girls wili
saarifice their ives for musieal careers.”

So Los Gatos at last became home only to
Yehudr's parents. He and his wife established
themselves nearby on a wooded, mountanous estate
at Alma. In the spring of 1940, the papers which
had eo recently been printing pictures of the
child Yehudi began printing pictures of Yehudis
child.

Yehudi named lus daugbter Zamira, which has
meaning m both the Russian and Hebrew tongues.
It means “peace” 1n Russian and “mightingale” m
Hebrew. His young son s ealled Krov, which
in Russian signifies ‘“‘blood,” and in Hebrew,
“war.”

The war 1n Europe caused a postponement of
the 193940 European tour aud another fully
planned world tour, but the advantage fell to
Australiz, South Amenca, and the Umited States,
Yehud: toured the concert stages of these countries
and reached listeners who otherwise would never
have heard him The “Ex-prodigy,” confound-
ing tho prophecies, “is Found Playing for tho
Mhllions.”

Thess millions were found in army and
camps, and at the benefit concerts for many
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+welfare groups, refugee aids, and war rehef organi.
zationg to which he continuously devoted his talent,
Under the auspices of the Pan American movement
he planned a good-will tour to all our sister re-
publics.

“When this war is over,”” he sa1d recently, “the
people of the world will be more in need of music
than ever to heal wounds and prejudices,”

And for this need of tomorrow, ths prodigy of
yesterday, the artist of today, 1s ready.



The Mayos
DOCTOR WILL AND DOGTOR CHARLIE

In 1855 the people around Rochester, Minnesota,
were so healthy that a newly-arnived doctor had te
take up surveymg anid Missisaipm niver-boating to
eke out a iving Today a full quarter of the twenty-
six th d people 1 Roch are in hospitals, or
undergoing some form of medical treatment.

Rochester folks themselves are just as healthy,
probably healthier, than they cver were, But ('
pew doctor who moved into that community «*
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a century ago was Wilham Worrall Mayo, the father
of “Doctor Will” and “Doctor Charlie’”” Mayo. He
broke the ground wupon which hus sons, the famous
Mayo brotbers, have built the most widespread
medical practice the world has ever known,

The five thousand ailing people who make u)
the floating population of Rochester come from alt
over the world, by airplane special train, and auto-
mobile; some even hitchhike More than 700 new
patients arrive dally  Inone way or another, whe-
ther through an  enthusiastic ex-patient in Buencs
Aures or a graduate doctor m Stam, the Mayo Clinfe
is famous throughout the world. Yet the Clinic {8
and will always be Jocated where the lives of its
founders were spent, in that otherwise obscure and
quiet little town of Rochester, Minnesota. ~

Numerous cities in the Umted States owe their
growth and importance to & specialty. Usually the
specialty 1s industrial  Detroit makes automobiles,
Pittsburgh makes steel, Akron makes rubber goads.
Rochester, Minnesota, makes sick people well. It
is not only a spectalty town, it 1s & town of speciali-
sts in the most lighly specialized profession 1 the
world medicine.

The Mayo brothers were among the first to
recognize the growmng complexity of medicine and
the growing need for specialists in its many fields.
At the same time, they recognized the danger in
corrying specialization too far A doctor whose
knowledge was concentrated on heart ailments, for
jnstance, might let another mlment go undetected
until too late  So the Mayo brothers wisely brought

all the specialists together under one roof, and the
result 13 the Mayo Clnie. Uf the Clinic were a garage,
we'd say 1t offercd a ““complete one-stop service."!

What the Clmic is and  what it does is the story
of the Mayos, the brothers and their father. They
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have left mueh more than a memory behind thern, the
Chinieds o hving and growmg monument to their
wisdom and experience  Their almost infinite know~
ledge and experience lives on, not just to be added
to, but multiplied, so that sickness can be dimided,
subtracted, and eventually erased -

Long before the Clinie, the five great hospitals,
and the several hotel-hospitals of Rochester were
even thought of, Doctor William Worrall Mayo, aided
by kis two young sons, was performmg his_ difficult
operations in the spare bedrooms of friendly neighv
hours, Tt was as natural for these boys to help their
father with his surgery as 1t 1s to other youngsters to
run errands or wipe off the fammly car.

Many years ago the doctors of surrounding coun~
ties began to bring thewr patients to “the Little
Doctor” for advice and help. In oue case when an
mmmediate operation proved necessary, Will, aged
tbirteen, and Charhe, only nine, were called to help.
They had first to focate a neighbour with a_sutable
bedroom, where they could carry over and set up-
the portable operating table. Accustomed to their
tosks, both boys had everything ready 1n good time,
They then rushed back to their father’s ofhce to help
earry & young woman patient to the “operating
room.””

While httle Charlie it the soldering torch to
sterilize tho mnstruments, the others Jifted the young
woman onto the table. The anxious doctor who had
‘brought the patient to  Doctor Mayo stood by her
head, ready to admimster the apesthetic. Young
Will sorted out the instruments—many of them
forged by the local blacksmith out of sickle teeth
from an old gran reaper—and &tood beside his
father ready with the swabs and antisepties. Doctor

Mayo signalied for the ancsthetic  The patient -
lay motionless, and the operation began,
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Charlie, at nine, was so short for Ins age that he
was barely able to see over the patient’s body on the
table, but he carried the wstraments swiftly and
quietly from the heating torch in the corner. He lso
served as a walking surgical table, with suture
threads and strands of catgut dangling from his
lapecls and buttons,

In the middle of the operation the young doctor
who had been admimstering the ether fainted.
Doctor Mayo could not move from where he stood,
and Will's  hands were full of the mstruments which
his father needed from one sccond to the next.
Charlie at first tried to revive the young doctor, but
could not. Finally the patient on the table began
to writhe under the agony of returning conscious-
ness  Sweat popped out on Doctor Mayo's face as
he worked as rap1dly as he dared.

“Charlie,” he snapped, “give her some more
ether!”

Charlie looked up in surprise  An anesthetic had
to be given with extraordinary care To administer
it was something far more important than anything
he had ever been asked to do befare  But there was
no time to waste 1n being surprized, He scrambled
1o his feet, dragged the fallen doctor’s body out of the
way, and snatched up the ether mask. The patient
squirmed and began to mumble.

“Quickly, son!” sard Dr. Mayo.

Charlie fumbled with the ether mask, reached up
4owards the patient’s face—but he was too short!
Tven on tip-toe and with Iis arms stretched out, he
could not reach far enough He looked around in

alarm; then, seeing a cracker box over in the corner
by the soldering torch, he mounted it. In less than
& mnute, he watched the patient slip quetly off into
umeonsciousness again ; then he climed down off the
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racker box, trembling and heppy. He had saved
a bfe. He was almost as important now as big
brother Wi,

The dates of the Mayo brothers’ births are easy
to remember, when one knows the formula. Wilham
James was born ut the beginming of the Civil War,
Charles Horace at its end  The elder brother was
born in LeSueur, Minnesote, on June 29, 1861. Dur-
ing the Cival War the family moved the exghty mles
east to Rochester, where the younger son was born
on July 19, 1865.

Their father, a chemist 1n Manchester, England
bad come to America m 1843 After receiving his
degree ; medicine at the Umversity of Missour, 1n
1854, he went to Minnesota to establish a practice,
His wife, whom ho had met and marred three years
earlier, was Lowse Abigail Totten Wright, o gurl
of Scotch and Enghsh descent  To her elear thinking
i3 credited much of the eound, solid common sense
which went into the realization of the dreams of her
husband and sons.

Although the establishment of a practice in
sparsely settled Minnesots was not easy. Doctor
Wiliam Worrall Mayo soon became well known in
the country aronnd Rochester He served as an army
surgeon duning the Indian uprisings, and his reputa-
tion as & skilled surgeon spread at & time when sur-
gery at its best was a crude, dangerous job, Friends
and patients for mules around began to refer their
friends to “the Lattle Doctor.”

The Luttle Doctor had a theory - he beleved that
a doctor's education began with his college diploma,
rather than ended there  Liven as his practice grew,
he kept up with improvements in his ficld.  In 1871,
when well past fifty, he went back to Bellevue
Hospitsl in New York for a full year of study.
work of Pasteur and Lister on germs and antiset
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was just becoming known, and Dootor Mayo was
determined to carry the new knowledge into his
Western outpost.

He came hack from New York, enthusiastic about
the surgical progress he had seen, and longing for a
nmheroscope to carry on the new work in his own
practice.

“But,” he was told, “a good one costs §600."

In the light of Doctor Mayo’s imited backwoods
practice, it might almost as well have been six
million, Somewhat to his surprse and greatly to
his pl his family, including the two young
sons, encouraged lis hope  In the end, the Mayo
home was mortgaged to buy the mecroscope. It
tools ten years of serimping to pay off that §600, but
during that time young Will and Charhie used the
instriument as their father did, gaining experience as
children which immeasurably speeded their later
progress.

Another “toy” which supplanted blocks and
dominoes for Will and Charlie was a skeleton which
their father had brought back from the Indian wars.
Named Chief Broken-Nose, after its deceased owner,
it hung in a closet of Dactor Mayo's office for thirty

ears, From 1t Will and Charke learned the name
and funetion of every bone in the human body, even
before they went to high school

They both attended the Rochester public schools,
and 1n the afternoons, when not helping their father,
they mowed lawns and swept out vanous stores for

cket money. The drugstore fascinated both of

them, and they kept it clean for the privilego of
watehing the druggist compound;his simple medicines.

Between high school and college, they cach spent
a tetm at Miles Academy, learning French and
German 50 that they could read foreign medical




DOCTORS WILL AND CHARLIE 109

books m the original. Then each chose a different
unjversity for his medical training. Thanks to their
estraordinary youthful background, both knew more
about medicine when they entered the umversities
than many seniors know when graduating.

“There was never any guestion in our minds
what profession we wanted,” saxd Doctor Wil later.
“In fact, growing up as we did, 1t was not so much
& constions chowe of medicine as it was the
unconscions elimination of any other chaice.”

William James Mayo earned his M D. at the
Umversity of Michigan m 1883, completing the
<course in'threo years He ymmediately returned to
his father's practice 1 Rochester, where he was
koown ag “Doctor Will” The name stayed with
him all his Life  Tall, straight, and elender, he was
quick and direct of speech, and equally quick with a
warming sympathy. Keen and shrewd, like the
farmers among whom he was rawsed, ho wus, also
Iike them, simple, straightforward, and unassuming.
He used to identify himself to strangers as “CH.
Mayo’s elder brother >

Charles Horace Mayo tock his degree from North-
‘western  Univermty m 1888, and returned to
Rochester to join the family practice as *Doctor
Charlie”  Short, shaggy, rotund, and jolly, he bhad
dark eyes with ‘the curious look in them which one
sometimes sees m the eyes of people with a
pecultarly delicate sense of touch” , they seemed to
be “listemng™ for something thoy could “feel”. He
actualty glornied 1n a personal simplicity, and even
after a million patients had passed through the
Clinic, he still remammed the sccepted picture of g
bluff, kindly country doctor Ono of his pleasures
was showing visitors about his prized farm, and the
trip always ended 1n the hothouses. These buildings
were roofed with discarded X-ray plates, where
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visitors saw, mnstead of stars, portions of the human
body outhned against the night sky.

Sinco tbe Mayo Clinic is today the heart and
centro of Rochester, wo might conclude that the
Mayo brothers “put the town on the map” That is
largely true. But mn a way, Rochester appears on
the map es the result of nearly being Dblown
off of it.

A tornado tore through the httle town in August
of 1883. Buildings wero flattened, trees uprooted,
and destruction piled high, Twenty people were
killed outnight, and more than three hundred
injured.

At that time Rochester had no hospital, Doctor
Mayo was using four spare bedrooms in diffcrent
homes to look after his ordinary patients. Suddenly
Rochester was faced with an appalling hospitalis
zation problem Tho town officials appointed Doctor
Mayo to manage the rolief, and he pitched tnto the
emergency, setting up a tomporary hospital.

A group of Sisters from tho Convent of St,
Trancis offercd their services as nurses, and tho care
of the injured took on a semblance of order cven
while the screaming wind was still tearing at the
hospital walls,

Young Doctor Will had just returned from
college, and Charlio was stall in the local high school.
Working day and_night alongside tho Sisters, the
threo Mayos set broken bones, bandaged wounds,
gavo sedatives, and performed swift emergency
operations. With the ink hardly dry on his diploma,
Doctor Will found himself facing operations which &
surgeon in normal practice might expect to handle
only after long practice. The old Doctor Mayo,
drawing on years of experienco and his army surgeon
days, worked tirclessly to Lring order out of chaos.
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For weeks afterward, even with their days crowded

. with heavy work, the Mayos spent their nizhts as
male nurses in long night watches over the more
gerious cases

Bat the 1l wind followed its proverbial coumrse,
The good which the Mayo Chnic represents today
sprang up in its wake.

As soon as the ensis was passed, Mother Alfred,
the Mother Superior of the Sisters from the Convent
of 8t. Francis, approached Doctor Mayo. “I think
your work has proved something,” she gaid,

“It bad to be done, that's all,” replied Doctor
fayo.

“Na that is not all,” she said “I can see
where Rochester needs a hospital, and what 13 more,
it needs you to gmide 1t

“I'm afraid I'm & little too old to look after a
hospital,” he rephed.
‘‘But your sons will carry on.”

The old Doctor looked up slowly. “My sons,” he
thought *Certainly they will carry on.”

With the help of the Order of St. Francis,
Rochester's first hospital, §t. Mary’s came into
being. When 1t was completed in 1889, Doctor
Wiham Worrall Mayo, nearly seventy years old,
was prepanng to retire, The emall, forty-one bed
hospital was opened and managed by the Sisters of
Bt. Franos under the direction of young Doctor Wil
and Doctor Charlie

Opposition threatened it from the start. The
Mayos were not Roman Catholicy, and therr
Protestant friends enticized them for accepting
church help. The Sisters, on the other hand, were
abused by their own groups for working under the
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direction of the Protestant Mayos, And for those
not actively assocrated with either faction, there
remmned, 1 1889, a general distrust of all hospitals.
The care of the sick, 1t was felt, was best handled in
the privacy and decency of the home The term
hospital was then more commonly associated with
insane asylums  Only thirteen patients permitted
themselves to be taken off to ““that hospital” when
1t was opened.

Doctor Will and Doctor Charlie, both with himited
hospital experience, considered themselves ““the gree-
nest of a green erew,” but their results were satis-
fying at the end of the first year In what amounted
to their mterneship, they cared for three hundred
patients. The patients did well, and the ledgers
showed the hospital was self-supporting.

‘When their father retired, the two young doctors
divided their practice geographically,  Doctor Will
took all the calls north and east of Quale’s drug-
store, in the heart of town, Doctor Charlie took
those south and west. Later they divided their hos-
pital surgery 1n much the same way. Doctor Charhie
took everything north of the diaphragm and south of
the pelvis, while Doctor Will concentrated on the
central region  * Charlie’s the head doctor aronund
here,” Doctor Will used to say with the engaging
Mayo disregard of elegance. “I'm just the muddle~
man,”

The success of the first few years converted the
early opposition mnto competition. People who were
unwilling to forget religious barriers, even 1 the face
of sickness, agitated for the founding of o Protes-
tant bosputal, In 1893 the Protestant Riverside
hospital was opened, The Mayos kept right on at
St. Mary’s. Religion wasno part of thewr creed as
doctors. They treated Catholic and Protestant, Jew
and Gentile, rich and poor, Negre and white, with
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equal care They were interested in what was
physically wrong with a man not in his financial
condition, colour or credo  The Riverside Hospital
failed, and 8t. Mary’s continued to grow.

In the course of their hospital work, the brothers
came to realize that specialization wes taking a
strange and dangerous turn  Doctors with aw ordi-
nary MLD degree were adding to their shingles the
title “eye epecialist,” ‘‘heart speciabst,’ and any
other specialty which the doctor thought might be
in demand 1n the commumty Seldom had the title
been earned by the special trainng 1t 1mplied.

Surgery was the Mayo specialty, but the brothers
had not adopted 1t srmply because 1t was “‘good for
trade.” Surgery to them was first & matter of care-
ful diagnosis, to see whether cutting was necessary.
Then, 1if needed, they could give 1t not only their
inherited abibty, but the expcnence and traming
which bad been theirs since childhood  An unneces-
gary operation angered them wore than the bungl-
ing of a necessary one  And yet such cases actually
occurred and discredited the true specialists.

In the beginmng, Doctor Will and Doctor Charhe
could do liltle more than fight off the evil by setting
an enlightened example. Even when they were
busiest, each took time every year to study at first
hand the advances i surgery in the large hospitals
all over the country. One brother would travel
while the other stayed m Rochester, and the per-
fection of their partnership shines from the calm
confidence of their casual Jeave-taking I know my
brother will take care of things ™ M

Both brothers married Rochester girls, Will i
1884, and Charlie in 1893, Living in modest homes,
they kept their living expentes at & minimum, atid
put into a savings account anything over and *
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what they needed toltve  For years they nsed »
common checkbook with perfect trust, and their
savings mounted steadily

In 1895 they performed 751 operations with an
amazing record of success They charged according
to the patient’s abihty to pay, which meant that
many of their most difficult cases were entirely free ; .
some simpler ones brought good fees Their reputa-
tion for fair dealing grew n proportion to their
reputation as skilled surieons. "As more and more of
the outside doctors sent their difficult cases to the
Mayos, a practice begun with thewr father, Roches-
ter began to grow ’

Soon two operating rooms were not enough. In
1805 & new wing was built, onto St Mary’s Hospital.
Now another surgeon was added to the orginal staff
of two,

“1t was our first forward step,” remarked Doctor
Charlie

That was an overly modest statement, Their
annual education tripshad continued. Their fight
for reroving the “short-cut to spectalzation” was
already begnning to have its effect  The Mayos had
been moving toward their unknown goal for some
years, but 1t was 1 the addition of this first asso-
ciate that the future Clinic began to take form

They now looked forward to expanding their
staff with something new i mind , the trainng of
other surgeons. Hospital training for surgeons is
standard practice today, and 1813 surprising to learn
that when the Mayos proposed the 1dea, it was look-
ed on with mistrust. Young doctors were best
trained, it was held, in private offices ; medical train-
ing could not be undertaken wholesale. The Mayos

thought 1t could. .
The expanston of their staff in the next fow years
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made front-page news in medical journals, Doctors
were as amazed at the location of the hospital agat
the results which came from 1t.

““You mean to say that chinic ouc m the corn-
fields perf d over eight th ) last
Yyear 1" wa the comment 1 1910.

When that report came to the desk of the editor
of medical Journal 10 New York, he looked at it and
snorted.

“T can’t print that,” he said, “until I go out
there and bave a look Either something big is
gomg on out there, or those boys are mighty good
llam

The editor made the teip to Rochester, prepared
tn expose a pair of charlatans He was so amazed
at what he saw and learned that the next several
issues of his journal had room for little else but the
Mayos.

The writing of full reports on all cases became &
strict rule with the Mayos Just as boards of experts
now check into every awrplane crash witha view to
learning how to make flying safer, so the Mayos
examined the reports of operations. Each operation
served as & stepping stone to a better job on the
next, and each report was filed 1n what has hecome
one of the finest medical lLibrames m the world.
Soon the yearly educatonal trips developed into
teaching trips as well, Doctors everywhere asked
the brothers to lecture, and they did  so, although
protestng all the tume they had come to learn,
not teach.

By 1910 Rochester was bem" referred to as “the
medmal crossroads of the world.” Medical men flock-
ed there to watch the Mayos work. Doctors pot
only sent theie most  difficult cases to P .1
‘but, the final compliment, they went there
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selves when 1 need of major operations. One such
doctor expressed the confidence of them all. He
said, “WVe always bought round-trip tickets.”

A visitor has described an operation which Doer
tor Will once performed before a large audience of
other surgeons. The atmosphere was much like
that of a college classroom, nccept that the young
man lectured while the older men watched and listen-
ed Doctor Will described every step of the opera-
tion as he worked. Despite the fact that a life was
being saved or lust under his awiftly moving hands,
his easy, low-pitched voco was quiet and calm as
usual,

As the surgeons watched, Doctor Will removed
& tumor 50 large that 1t had forced all the surround-
ng organs out of place. That amounted to destroy-
ing all the familiar surgical landmarks, but Doctor
Wil continued undisturbed. Then & major vein,
into which the tumar bad eaten, suddenly burst.
Such a mishap1s usually fatal; but Doctor Will
reached in, carefully and expertly clamped the vein,
and commented casually -

“Now gentiemen, the vena cava 13 torn and it
will be necessary to make another incision mn the
asbdomen to repair it,” he said.

Fifteen minutes later another crisis developed.
Still Doctor Will remained steady. *“Ihs, gentle- ©
men,” he said, “is even more serious than the injury
to the vein, There wa rent in the intestine, and
if it is not repaired at this point, the contents will
leak out and the patient will snccumb.” ’

By noon, the hardened medical men who had
been watching this operation since mid-morning
could stand no more. They alipped out one by one.
Early in tho afternoon Doctor Will emerged from
the operating theatrs as calm and unruffled as
ever,
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The joint savings account of Doctor Will and
Doctor Charlie steadily grew. In 1915 they were
able to propose a plan whereby they could put medi-
cal training on & sounder basis than had heretofore
been dreamed of.

*We have one and a half million dollars 1 our
account,” saxd Doctor Will  “Let's put 1t to
work,"”

The method of putting 1t to work was mutually
understood. The money had come from the eick. It
would go back to the sick, and 1n a form which
would increase 1ts usefulness tenfold— research into
the causes of illness and disease, and the training of
true spectalists to correct those causes

The clinic was Just then begmnning 1ts greatest
growth In function, the Clime 13 just & doctor’s offi-
ce which happens to be expanded and heavily staffed,
Not in any sense a hospital, it 15 & place for exami-
nation and diagnosis  From 1, Just as from a doe-
tor's office, patients who need hospitalization are
sent to hospitals outside  Big and complex as it 1s,
the Clinic is & perfectly lomeal outgrowth of the
Iattle Doctor’s office over Quale’s drugstore. But
its very bigness, together with the number and
variety of the cases it handled, offered opportunities
for training never before possible

Doctor Will had been a regent of the University
of Minnesota for many years. Now the brothers
offered their fund of & milion and a half dollars to
the University. This money, known as the Mayo
Foundation, was to establish a medical college of
the University at the Clime, and--more valuable
than the money itself—the traimng facilitics of the
Clinic and the local hospitals would be thrown open
to the students

The University readily agreed. A siz-year trial
period was laid out. During this time the University
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would supply a faculty, the Mayos a training
ground.

Their course, which soon was closely followed by
Universities all over the country, first trained the
student in diagnosts. A full year was devoted to
this field before the student reached the point of
even watching a simple operation. There was never
to be a Mayo graduate who would “cut because he
knows how " He learned to ‘*‘cut when and only
when necessary

The experimental years of the alliance between the
Umiversity of Minnesota and the Mayo Clinic suc-
ceeded beyond all hopes Doctor Will, forced to
spend his whole time on the business and  adminis-

) trative end of the Clinie, soon gave up active medi-
cal practice except for surgical consultation. A
spectally-scheduled train made an overmght run
from Chicago to ““the clinic 1n the cornfields >

Until 1920 the Mayos concentrated on surgery,
but their own broadmindedness forced them to give
the same attention to medical study. Despite Doctor
Charlie’s world-famous success with goiter opera-
tions, it was he himself who instituted the research
on iodine to make goiter operations often unnec-
essarv. He was far prouder of that censational medi-
cal advance than of his own surgical skill

Doctor Will and Doctor Charlie watched with
satisfaction when the various medical societies took
over the task of looking into the qualifications of
self-styled specialists The Mayo training programme
became a model , therr own high standard became
the national standard Now they were ready to
take the final step : to so weld and organize a group
of specialists that they would work together on
every patient with the effect of a single all-wise
doctor.
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This 1dea, of course, was not born suddenly.
None of the Mayo successes resulted from sudden
inspirations.  As young men, they had laid down a
solid foundation of medical knowledge Bemng
thoughtful and il they sew 1mp:
that could be made in medieal practice Being
active and progressive, they made them. One thing
led logically to another, and with each success they
moved their goal just a little abead.

The New Clinsc burlding, whose base covers an
entire ety block, was opened 1n 1929 Under ite
roof, specialists n all fields of medicme and surgery
are grouped togeth, In 1ts I
work to make surgery unnecessary, and when a medi-
cal method capable of replacing & surgical operation
is perfected, the Climic immediately adopts 1t The
danger in that of the list 1 one
particular organ or disesse attempting to treata
patient as an orgame whole—1s averted  Specialists
in all fields work swith experts in physics, chemistry,
biophysics, and brochemistry, on each patient.

One day durmg the first year of the new Clime,
Doetor Charlts was performing his last operation at
the same time that s son, Doctor Charles Willam
Mayo, was performing his first. The torch had been
handed on, and after that both Doctor Will and
Doctor Charlie stayed on the sidelines, watching,
teaching, and advismg  But they “'retired” only m
the way that a football player retires from active
play to coach .

Under their guidance the Mayo Clinio developed
1nto the most efficient medical centre ever known,
They spent years working out tbe system whereby
the patient who “goes through'* this clinic undergoes
the most secarching physical examination i the
world, If it were not for the efficiency constaptly
demanded by the Mayo brothers, an .
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their clinic woul@ be the most complicated exercise
imaginable, As the plan has been worked out,
however, one sumply “goes through,” quuckly and
competently,

Whatever the patient needs from a complex
major operation to simple diet and rest, Rochestor

“1a able to provide it for him under the watchful eye

of the Chimie  If there s3nothing wrong with him,
he is told so and congratulated upon bemng an
exceptionally hearty fellow  Very few get through
the searching examnations of the Clnic without
something wiong turnmg up, but o patient comes
away from the Mayos fully cured, 1f he is curable,
or at least fully informed

Kings and presidents bave “‘gone through” the
Climie.  Univeraities have heaped honorary degrees
upon the brothers, each has served a term as
president of the august Awerican Medical Associa-
tion  Nevertheless, Johnny Smith, rairoad brake-
toan, always 18 gwan exacty the same courtecus
and thorough treatment as Mr John Smythe, rail-
road president. Long after the Clinic had become
an mternationally famous mstitution, farmers still
made their way into {own and asked, “VWhere have
the Mayo boys moved their offices to ¥ And they
were Just as welcome as in the old days of the two-
room office over Quale’s drugstore  The Mayos made
only one distinction between the poor man and the
millionaire . both got the same treatment, but tho
latter paid a whaching big fec.

‘The brothers who had worked so closely together
in lfe were not long separated in death, They
died just two months apart, in the summer of 1039,
Only Doctor Charli®’s son, Doctor Charles Willam
Mayo, carries on the family name at the Clinic,
but a multitude of trained men, from Bangkok to
Buenos Aires, carry on the Mayo ideals and tra-
ditions.
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Twenty-four hundred years ago, four centuries
before the birth of Chirst, physicians began to bind
themselves to their profession and to each other in
the solemn covenant of the Hippocratic oath, In
common with those of the great host who had gone
before, the Little Doctor and Doctor Will and
Doctor Charlte, each 1n hus turn, promised

‘. .that to the best of my power and judgment
I will keep this oath and this contract to wit—to
hold him, who practices with me this Art, equally
dear to me as my parents , to share my substance
with him, to supply him if he 15n need of the
necessaries of life, to regard his offspring in the
same light as my own brothers, and to teach them
this Art, if they shall desire to learn 1t, without fee
or contract , to 1mpart the precepts, the oral teach-
ing, and all the rest of the instruction to my own
sons . and to puptls who have been bound to me by
contract, and who have been sworn recording ta the
law of medicine.

“I will adopt that system of regimen which accor-
ding to my abiity and judgment, I consider for the
benefit of my patients, and will protect them from
everything noxious and injurious  With purity and
with holiness I will pass my Iife and practice my Art.

“Into whatever houses I enter, I will o into
them for the benefit of the sick, keeping myself aloof
from every voluntary act of injustice and corruption
and Just Whatever in the course of my professional
practice, or outside of 1t, I see or bear which ought
not to be spread abroad, I will not divulge, as
reckoning that all such should be kept secret.

“If I continue to observe this oath and keep it
inviolate, may it bo mine to enjoy lfe and the
practice of the Art respected among all men fore
But should I violate this oath and forswear :
may the reverse be my lot

The Mayos have kept the faith.



Walter Percy Chrpslen

AMERICAN WORKMAN

Walter Percy Chrysler, whose calioused hands and
bulking shoulders belped to turn a way of e upside
down, is all the American succese-stary heroes ro ed
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mto one—Horatio Alger with a high-compression
engine.

Mechsnic to magnate, dime an hour to a million
dollars & year with never a “*duty deal” on the way
—the story starts with & boy pushing a broom in a
railroad  roundhouse, and ends with & man
wielding & eceptre over the vast industrial empire
which his own hands, bram, and vision had brought
into being.

Like all good stories, this one has a twist.
Walter Chrysler made hus two biggest advances by
seemnng to retreat  Twice :n his hfe he fought to
get new jobs, each of wluch paid anly balf the salacy
he had been earning  But the first Job made him a
machinist. The second put im i the automobile
industry,

If, as 15 sometimes claimed, modern big busmess
is a form of Indian warfare, Chrysler grew up in
appropnate country  Elhs, Kansos, where he was
born 1n 1875, was a frontier town  Custer’s famous
Last Stand took place just when Chrysler was a year
old. Two years later, Chief Dull Kntfe terrorized
the Kansas countryside by his massacre of white
settlers only two counties away from Ells. Young
Walt Chrysler’s own earliest memories were of the
Indian scares of 1880 when, as s mix-year-old, he
huddled 1n the stone schoolhouse with the women
and childeen, watching the stern-faced men of the
community standing on guard with their rifles at
the windows,

Nowadays, small boys dream of becoming aur-
Elane plots Yo Chrysler’s boyhood they yearned to

ecome locomotive engmeers  Walt was the envy
of every boy in town, for Henry Chrysler, his father,
was the crack engieer of his division of the spread-
ing Union Paafic railroad. When the railroad
bought its first coal-burning locomotive, i
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he who stepped from the cab of his wogd-burnec to
operate the new monster. A six-shooter slung at his
hip was as much a part of lus equipment a8 the
traditional big red bandanna knotted around his
neck, Walt was only seven when his father first
hoisted him nto the cab to take him along on the
day’s run, Cmnders pelted young Walt’s face with
tiny black flakes as he leaned from the fireman’s
window and called signals Beside the tracks, small
mounds of earth with crude wooden crosses marked
ambushes where some of Henry Chrysler’s friends
had fallen 1n Indian fights, and above the elangor
of the swaying locomotive the stories of those battles
rang n young Walt’s ears, o
. Walt’s early hfe was fantastic mixture of the
§Wx]d West and the encroaching civilization, At
achool the highest honour a boy could acheve was to
be clasmfied as “‘toughest guy in town.” Several
fist-fights usually took place mn the space of a
fifteen-minute recess  In them young Walt learned
to hold his own , then he trotted off two afterncons
& week to take piano lessons.

At twelve Walt was marble champion of the
town, but bustness affairs soon began to crowd the
sport career out of his lfe From a mail-order
catalogue he ordered a supply of fancily engraved
calling cards which he peddled from house to house.
Since no oe 1 Ellis used calling cards, this business
dropped off , then he turned ta selling silverware
which was displayed in a black imitation leather
case with & red plush interior “so handsome that a
gale was just a matter of throwing back the lid”
Walt's mother, impressed by her son's talent for
salesmanship, drafted him to work up and handle a
milk route. He fed, cared for, and milked the
cows, and delivered the milk to his customers twice
a day, All bhis other commercial ventures dwindled
sway under the strain of that one,
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Walt was fonrteen when his father bult their first
permanent home Fora long time that house was
the pride of Ellls. Two stories, & shingled roof, a
large porch, and & picket fence all around the yard
made “Walt's place” the envy of the neighbour-
hood.

None of the courses giwen in the local high
sehool had much appeal for Walt. He was interested
in mechanics. The next best thing was a monthly
magazine of his father's, The Scientrific American
Every month Walt studied 1t fram cover to cover and
whenever anything puzzled bim or left him unsatisfied,
he wrote long letters to the editors asking further
information. His father wanted bim to go on to
college after he fimished his high school course, but
Walt rebelled. An older brother had gone into the
locomotive repair shop, and fhat was what Walt
wanted to do

“You won't learn mschinery, and that’s all I've
got to say,”” smd Henry Chrysler firmly. “You
can't become an apprentice until I say the word, and
1 won't recommend you ™

What the father overlooked was that his son
had just as stubborn a nature ag his own, Young
Walt went on down to the railroad roundhouse and
got humself hired to sweep floors. The pay was only
ten cents an hour, but he put mto the job all the
effort of & man who 13 wrapped up in his work. At
the end of mix months, the master mechanic agreed
to speak to Walt's father about an apprenticeship

“If anybody ever deserved the chance,” said the
master mechanie, “you do. You've stuck to a dirty
job without complaining.”

Henry Chrysler finally relented, and seventeen-
year-old Walter Chrysler started his four-year term
a8 an apprentice machinist. For the first year he
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was o get five cents an hour, This was only half
the pay he had earned with his broom, but, ‘as he
snid Iater, “Opportunity, not money, was what I
was after.”

The first two_years of his apprenticeship passed -
uneventfully. He was a husky, keen-eyed young
man, as rugged a3 the heavy machinery upon which
he worked. But there was a hnt, quick temper in his
make-up, too, and toward the end of his second year
1t nearly upset all lus progress.

One day in the shop, when Walt was stuffing o
freight-car wheel bearing, & practical joker caught
him on the ear with & dripping greasy rag. Walt
“ushed with anger , he scooped two fistfuls of the

"+ v, greasy wool from the stuffing-box, and
leaped after the fellow who had hit him. Walt’a
attecker took refuge behind the shop foreman's door,
No sooner had the door closed than it opened again,
and Walt, just coming into range, let fly his handfal
of muck

The man whose face came to view when the mess
was wiped away was the wrong one The coughing
and spluttering victim was the shop foreman himself,
Indistinet as were his words, Walt clearly under-
stood what they meant  He was fired on the spot.

Two weeks later Walt had made sufficient
promises to curb his anger 1n the future, and was
taken back. After that experience, he placed his
training above his combative instincts and settled
his arguments outside the shop.

For entertainment, Walt liked to play the tuba.
1t was more an explosive than an aesthetic expression
of his nature, and what he lacked in artistry he
made up in volume. When his apprenticeship
ended, Walt was twenty-one and had just two things
he wented to do. 'The firat was to learn more about

’
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machinery ; the second, to see the country. His
mechanical abihty assured fulfillment of his first
desire, and the tubs became his passport for the
second.

In that day 1t was the custom for the wealthy
young man, on his graduation from college, to em-
bark on the Grand Tour to complete s edueation,
Tna less exalted fashion, the young machinist who
finished his apprenticcship “lut the road ” By« the
time he settled down to one Job, after his years
of roving, he had  worked on every concervable kind
of machine, under _every sort of boss, on all kinds of
products. His “Grand Tour™ gave him a thorough
understanding of his craft He really konew his
trade,

For five years Walt ““boomed" around the West,
rarely working longer than mix weeks m any one
shop, and never ending with any money ahesd,
Tinng of a job, he would entrust his tuba to a
friendly railroad conductor, asking him to leave it at
the roundhouse of whatever town was next on the
list, and then try to catch up with his traveling
instrument The rules of the game forbade his
paying fare, 5o he rode freights, went “blind bagg-
new nge,” or pmch-hit for brakemen On arrivalina
town, the first step was always to recover Ins tuba
and get into the soctal whirl by joining the local
band He would then land & job, work for a while,
and move on agamn

Life went on n this merry, vagabond manner un-
til once he left his tuba in Ogden, Utah, and dwdn’t
remeber it until ke got to Salt Lake City. Something
frivolous and irresponsmible passed out of his hfe
with the loss of his battered horn. He was twenty-
six at the time, and knocking around was beginning
1o lose its appeal  He settled down to a job in Sals
Lake City and worked steadily for & year. =
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At the end of that year, Walter Chrysler’s ambi-
tions had crystallized. ~ A conitant intrechange of
Jetters with Della Forker, his high school sweetheart
who still ived with her parents m Ellis, helped the
settling process. In the sprng of 1901, for the first
time he paid fare on a ralroad for a ticket from
Denver to Ellis, He and Della Forker were married,
and the couple returned to Salt Lake City.

They started married Ife with sixty dollars in
cash and an unbmited reserve of hope Walt was
earning thirty cents an hour and working ten hours
a day 1n the railroad shops in Salt Lake City. He

ik to a correspond course 1 electrical
engineering, added several daitly hours of home
study to his ten hours of work, and started his
_chimb toward the top

\

The next ten years brought rapid changes in
Walter Chrysler’s life. When a broken-down locomo-
tive threatened to upset the schedule of the annual
Mormon festival, Chrysler's swift repairs earned hum
a promotion to roundhouse foreman. From Salt
Lake City he was transferred to Trinidad, Colorado,
where he became master mechanc for two entire
railroad divisions From Trinidad he moved to Chuld-
ress, Texas, to supervise the building of some new
railroad shops , and from there the Chicago Great
Western Ruilway lured him away with an offer of
$ 200 per month

Between 1006 and 1008 he rose as far 89
s man could go in a mechanical job on a railroad.
He knew how to get along with men and he was able
to do with his own bands any jJob which he ever
asked an; bordi to do  Hard-boiled and
husky, he had the brains to make decisions, and,
when necessary, 8 g0od pair of fists to back themup

In 1908 Walter Chrysler went to Chicago to see
the Automobile Show. Today we have “‘airplane
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nuts ” Charysler became an “automobile nut,” and
was never the same agam,

On what he planned as an afternoon viut, he
stayed fascinated for four days. Nothing else 1n all
bis ife had stirred im nearly so much. He bad
been working on mass transportation as long as he
could remember, but here was individual transport-
ation, tailored to a farmly’s needs. In the show was
an 1mmense 1vory-white Locomobile touring car with
red Jeather upholstery, the luxury-lmer of 1ts time,
which held him spellbound A lawish display of
braes trim and khaki top supported by varnished
wood bows gave the big machine a sporty look
that Chrysler couldn’t resist He had to have
that car.

The great obstacle, however, was the price. The
salesman to whom Chrysler broached the subject
said calmly, “The price 1s $5,000” After days of
wranghog, 1t was finally understood that the price
was not onlv $5.000. but $5.000 cash. for jnstal-
ment selling of automobiles was then unknown,
Chrysler had just.  $700 n the bank. Arrangements
were finelly made whercby a friend co-signed bis
note, and he raized the necessary balance through a
bank. The gleaming Locomobile was his, at so
mach & month for many, many months

Since no paved roads then extended outside the
city limits, the treasure was shipped from Chicago
to QOelwein, Iowa, 1n & freight car. A teamster
towed it to & barn behind the Chrysler house; and
there 1t sat for three months.

“It seems to me,” said Mrs. Chrysler (who,
wonderful woman, had consented without an adverse
word to his spending the last of their ravings and
mortgaging &u- future ona_ “toy"”),“the least wa
could do would be to'take a ride int!"
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«I want to learn about it first,” replied Walter.

Eight times during those three months, he tore
the car completely to pieces and put 1t back together
again. Only when he was satisfied that he know
the function of svery part n that machine was he
ready for the first ride

The neighbours had become accustomed to the
roar of the motor in the Chrysler barn, but one
morning the sound indicated that the car was mov-
10g out towards the road. A crowd quickly assem-
bled, There sat Chrysler, wearing goggles and a
greasy duster, letting the car ease backward out of
1ts steble, The crowd parted to make room, and
Chrysler engaged the clutch At that, the huge
machine Junged forward nto a grassy ditch Shaken
but unhurt, the proud owner 1nspected the superfi-
cial damages, then called on a teamster to pull hm
out for another try

This timte fre marocuvered the machine into ¢he
middle of the road before letting 1t get away under
its own power. Then the back whecls kicked up a
cloud of dust, and Chrysler was off The dirt road
made o complete square, & mle in each direction,
around Chrysler’s home. On the first turn he forgot
to push back the hand-throttle, and the heavy car
skidded dangerously on two wheels, By the second
turn he had discovered how to slow up and take
the corner with more grace and safety. On the home
stretch, he roared down the muddle of the road, and
the Chrysler family was launched on its own
wheels.

M hile, Chrysler’s r were grow-
ing. His railroad job kept crowding in on the spare
time he enjoyed spending with his car. Work, of
course, came first. There were now two httle girls and
5 baby boy in the family. Chrysler was thirty-five
years old and anxious to get ahead.
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When the chance came to become master mecha~
nio for the American Locomotive Company in Pitts-
burgh, he seized it and moved the family once
mare  Mrs, Chrysler rather hoped that they would
stay in Pittsburgh long enough to settle down, but
no! There was one more move to make,

One day in 1911, Charles W. Nash visited Pitts-
burgh, A former carriage bmider, he was now
president of the Buick Motor Company. Telephon-
ing to Chrysler, he suggested an appointment for
lunch. Chrysler, of course, had an idea of what was
in the wind, and accepted eagerly.

On the way to the appointment, he passed a
stalled automobile. Rather, he encountered a
stalled automobrle—he never passed one. By the
time he got the car gomng agan, s hands were
greasy and he was late for his appointment.

Nash was annoyed To make matters worse, when
the two men shook hands Nash found Chrysler’s
black thumprint firmly printed on the back of his.

That was a bad start for Chrysler, who had
hoped that much would come of this meeting. The
luncheon proceeded 1n cold silence, barely broken
until cigars were ordered. Nash waited for Chrysler’a
choce.

“Panatelas,” said Chrysler.

“Panatelas,” said Nash, brightening. “Well,
young man, perhaps we do have something in
common after all.””

“Yes, sir.”

“Tell me,” said Nash, “have you ever given
automobiles any thought?™

““Oh, yes"”’ Chrysler replied quickly, then check-
ed his’eagemess. “That 13, off and on for the last five
years.”
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«“You've done well with the railroads, I under-
stand,” said Nash.

“Been at it all my life,”” Chrysler rephed *My
father was an engweer, and I more or less grew up
1n locomotive reparr shops

“Automobiles are beginning to need hanicél
winds,’ Nash continued “So far, we've been able
to built them much as we built wagons, but that's
all changmg  We need a works manager at the
Flint plant who can keep us 1n step mechanically
Would you hke the job?”

*“Yes, sic 1”7

“How much salary would you expect?”

“Well,” Chrysler repled, forcing himself to
y speak slowly "“The American Locomotive Company

pays me $12,000 o year.”

The light of interest left Nash's eyes  He folded
his napkm and placed 1t carefully beside hus plate.

“Well,” he sard finaily, “that’s the end of that
The automobile industry 19 voung and rsky. We
couldn’t hope to pay any such figure

Chrysler eaw that Nash was triing to close the
interview as quickly as possible, How much could
you pay?”’ he asked suddenly

“We can't afford to pay over $6,000,” said Nash,
half rising, ready to leave,

“I accept it,” snapped Chrysler

Nash dropped back to s chair, What sort of
man was this, who was willing to exchange a sure
thing for a gamble, and pay half his salary for the
privilege? Had Chrysler been blufling about that
512,000 ealary? That was not likely, for the young
man had a wonderful reputation as a boss machintst.
At any rote, Nash closed the dealin a hurry, and
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the Buick Motor Company suddenly had & works
manager who wag a mechauic rather than a carpen-
ter. Walter Chrysler, at the age of thirty-six, was
finally on his way.

When Chrysler moved to Flint, Michigan, in the
winter of 1911, the main Buick bwmlding looked
more hke a large carp hop than an bil
factory. Woodworkers dominated the thinkmg of
the organisation, and yonng Clrysler, a machust,
hardly knew where to begm. But he tore into his
new job with the same spirit in which he had taken
apart and put together his Locomobtle. Under his
dicectron there began to roll out of the shops motor
cars which Jooked more like mdependent vehicles
than awkward, self-propelled wagons Metal began
to replace wood New motors, ag sturdy and reliable
as the locomotives on which Chrysler had learned his
trade, were developed to make motortng more of a
pleasure and less of an adventure,

Machines are useless without men sith brains to
direct them Chrysler became known as a production
gemus, but perhaps his real genus lay 1n his ebility
to select and direct the men who made that
production posmible, and to command their loyalty.
At Buick, peeding good men and needing them
badly, he remembered his friends among the
machinists in rail-road shops all over the country.
He would wire one or another, stating aimply, “Got
a job for you here. Come at once ”  Regardless of
what the man might be domg, his memory of
Chrysler was such that he usually dropped every-
thing and answered the call.

Chrysler soon won the respect of his superiors.
Most of them had learned their mechanical engineer-
ing in colleges, but here was a man who could work
with tools beside any man in the shop, then go up
to the front office and explain in flawless tech °
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terms what was needed and why. The machimsts
liked him because be was onme of them; the
executives hked him because he spoke their language
and got results.

Buaick soon found that 1t could, after all, pay not
$12,000 a year, but $25,000, The newly-formed
General Motors Corporation, of which Buick was a
division, declared that no one department should
have a monopoly on a man hke Chrysler, so they
made him first vice-president m charge of operations
in addition to president of Buick, and 1ncreased his
pay to $500,000 & year

By the time America entered the first World
War, Walter P Chrysler did more than simply draw
his pay checks , he worked double time, sixteen and
eighteen hours a day, keeping his finger on every
}move made inside the mushrooming plants. Daring
the War, established factories turned over thesr tools
and hinery for the £ of shells, guns,
and Army trucks, New automobils companies were
formed and were immediately swamped with more
orders than they could fill. Geperal Motors assumed
ita share of the armament load, building airplane
motors and, toward the end of the War, tanks.

TIn 1919, at the age of forty-five, Chrysler retired.
He had all the money he would ever need, and he
had worked enough for two lifetimes But, like
moet Americans, he chafed more out of harness than
in it, and a few months of 1dleness was all he could
stand. The automobile industry was having growing
pains, and the proud father who had nursed it
through its whooping-cough years could not stsnd
aside and watch it suffer. Bankers whose heavy
investment in the Willys-Overland Company seemed
a certain Joss begged Chrysler to lend his experienced
hand. *One million dollars a year fer two years "’
Chrysler set as lus terms.  “Fair enough,” said +he
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bankers  And Chrysler was busy again, redes]gn'{ng
the Overland ear, reorganizing the shops and nursing
the aihng company back to financial health.

.

At this time the Maxwell Company had s back
to the wall, and was callng for help Walter
Chrysler had become a legend in the automotive
world. He knew how to make things go, be had a
reputation for working miracles with sick organisa-
ticns

“The truth was,” Chrysler said, ““I just hired the
night men for the nght jobs. After that everything
worked like a clock.”

At any rate, he took over the management of
the Maxwell Company 1 1920 and started‘ combing ~
out the tangles ~The process kept growing more
and more nvolved He found himself back on his
old sixteen-hour schedule. A new motor here,
sleeker lines there, a faster operation on the
astembly line—all those things spun through his
mind night and day.

Qut of the Jumble came plans for a completely
new car ; not just o better Buick or a better Willys
or a better Maxwell, but an automobile which would
Iiterally be years ahead of 1ts time  Just when his
family expected Chrysler to wind up his affas with
the Maxwell Company, he came home with some-
what different news,

“I've arranged to buy out the Maxwell,” he
announced. “The Chrysler Corporation will be doing
business soon.”

The feature of the first Chrysler nutomobile was
o high-compression engine Sueh engines had
previously been the expensive experiments of racing-
car  owners. Manufacturers had insisted that
high-compression could mever be utilzed in an
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ing started  His father died when young Will was
only fourteen. Encouraged by his mother, the boy
finished ngh school, spent a year at the College of
Emporia, and came back to El Dorado to begin
his life work.

He might now be managinga grocery or run-
ning a dry goods store, for he tried to get jobsm
both The ons he bappended to get—at erghteen
dollars a month—was on the weekly Butler County
Democrat. Qa Juue dst, 1885, he walked into the
office, took off his coat and vest, put on his paper
cuffs, and went to work as a printer's devil. It was
a small office, and he did a Ittle of everything; he

“ swept out, set type, fed tho job press, rustled up
< 1l3, gotup the local copy when the boss was
out of town, and "dropped watermelon rinds on the
" heads of prominent citizens paseing below.” He was
then seventeen Nine months Iater be went back to
the College of Emporia, and set type on afternoons
and Saturdays for both the local papers unti May of
the following year, Then he got a Job as full-fledged
reporter on the Emporia News, and never went
back to work in the printing office agamn. Newspaper
jobs put lum through the Umversity of Kansas.
Before his twenty-fourth birthday he was editorisl
writer and Topeka correspondent for the Kansas
City Journal. And at twenty-seven ho had accumu-
lated three years’ experience on the staff of the
Kansas City Star, & wife, a dollar and twenty-five
cents, and an idea.

8o he took the wife, the dollar and twenty-five
cents, and the 1dea to Emporia. He also took with
him & reputation as & smart, husthng young news-
paper man, On the strength of this, and with the
“audacity and impudence of youth,” he somehow

borrowed threo thousand dollars. Then—but let
bim tell it ¢
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“A skinny young man with a gwlty gnn on his
face put hus hand  to his mouth to hide a smcker a8
be pocketed three thousand dollars in cash from a
brash-looking young chap in his twenties, and
after the skinny young man had gone around the
corner to laugh, the brash-looking chap toolk formal
possession of thus paper. Thus the Gazelte passed
from W. Y. Morgan to its present owner ”

The Gazite had & circulation of exactly four
hundred and eighty-five subscmbers Now 1t also
had William Allen White, who Lnew exactly where
he wanted to go and how he proposed to get there
In bis first editorial he introduced himself with
characteristic directness

“He hopes always to sign ‘from Ewporia’ after
Ins name when he 18 sbroad  He expects to perform
all the kind offices of the ecountry editor mn this
community for a generation to come It 15 hkely
that he will write the wedding notices of the boys
and gils in the schools , that he will announce the
birth of the children who will some day honour
Emporia, and that he will say the final words over
those of middie age who read these hnes If the
good people care for a farr, honest home paper that
will stand for the best m town— here it 137

That was his statement of parpose _Throughout
the 1 eatly fifty years since that day m 1893, ho has
kept his promises, He added “In the meantime, T
shall hustle advertising, job worl, and subscriptions,
and write editorzals and ‘telegraph’ tuelve hours &
day n spite of my wdeals The path of glory 13
barred hog-tight for the man who does not labour
while he warts.”

For the next fourtcen or fifteen months the
Gazelte continued to be just another country p:xpcl:
It was a good paper, and 1t was growing 1 a sma
way, but its" influence was purely local
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dynamic young ed:tor was almost unknown outside
of Lyons County  The whole weekfy payroll of s
office came to a bare forty-five dollars He wrote the
editonals, sofd and framed the advertisements, aad
attended to the busmess matters  His wife made up
the local news and the sgcrety stets « lule, later on,
their small son slept i 4 clothes basket in a corner
of the office  (Thry son, by the way, 3 W.L White,
whose Tater trafning on fus father's stafl_resufted
that midcly-read novel of the Mulwest, What People
Saud, and 1o gome of the best reporting from the
battle ground of Finland during the carly part of
World War IT)

Then came the fatefu) editorial, “What's the
\Matter with Ksnows @ and Wil White, country
ditor, was on ns way to berommue Willm Allen
"White, & nattanal hgure and the Sage of Empora
What the editoniaf actually sand hd nothing more
than would attract 4 moment’s attention It was
how 1t wes said that made the attention endunng,
and forecast that for many years to come statewmen
agd editars and leaders of sndusrev sould break off
therr discussions to ssk, “What dors White think
about i7" Whie's wnung, bk that of Wil
Rogers, showed o jrractical common sense, an ability
to cut throvgh the fag apd go t» the heart of &
problerm and a forth-right sryle of expression as
irect and down-to-earth os unhtcrary and unpre-
tentiotix, a3 good conversation

The poper grew  Although the population of
Lyon County bas mercased only sboat a thousand
sintce 1895, the circulation of the @.ctle has mult-
plied fourteen and o balf times* Today thero are
only some exghty homey in the town which do nob
find & copy of the Gazette on the frunt posch before
breakfast,

Tu the twelve yeors before Mr. White took over
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this paper, four other newspaper men had failel and
81X newspapers had discontinued Emporin was not
an easy town in which to succeed But here was
one journalist who had come to stay, and he suud so
in no uncertan terms :

“I belong to Kansas and am as much a part_of
lher as her corn helds Here T shall hve and die
You can cali me what you like—insurgent, progres-
sive, muckraker—anything, 2s long as you make 1t
clear that ¥ am a Kansas American n every breath 1
draw and expeet to draw until the last gasp comes.”

Kansas 1s and always has been his chief passion,
and he has worked hard to make 1t prosper. It was
White, although an editor rather than a farmer, who
urged the wider planting of that hardy turkey-red
winter wheat which changed western Kansas from a
parched wilderness into a prosperous farmland, He
preached the planting of alfalfa to reduce the menace
of drought. He aided the farmers m their problems
of poultry raising, dairying, the breeding of corn,
and he pleaded year after year for the diversifieation
of crops.

He loves Kansas, but that doesn’t prevent his
talking like o Dutch uncle when he feels it necessary.
“There is supposed to be & Law and Order League
in Emporia,” he wrote one day, “but 1ts back is
broken. Day after day the joints sell liquor hero—
each day getting a httie bolder, and the Law and
Order League anores on 1n the sweet unconsciousness
of its dreams.”” Ths is straight talk with a barb
on 1t Nor does his love for Kansas hamper lus sense
of humour, You can_almost fecl the dry, sizzling
heat of the day on which he wrote “The sky 1588
brassy as a kettle. ‘The stock ha« to be anchored to
the trees, the portholes have to be covered or they
will blow away, and there 1sn’t_enough humidity in
the atmosphere of central Kansas to dampen &
postage stamp.”
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ic young editor was almost unknown outside
e Cout. The whole weekly payroll of his
offico came to a bare forty-five dollars. He wrote the
editorials, sold »nd framed the advertisements, and
attended to the business matters. His wife made up
the local news and the soctety 1tems while, later on,
their small son slept 1n a clothes basket in a corner
of the office. (This son; by the way, 1s W.L: White,
whose later traimng on s father's staff resulted in
that widely-read novel of the Midwest, What People
Said, and in some of the best reporting from the
battle ground of Finland during the early part of
World War II).

Then came the fateful editorsal, “What's the

:Matter with Kansas 7’ and Will White, country
Ypditor, was on his way to becommg Wilkam Allen
FWhite, » natronal figure and the Sage of Emporia.
What the editorial actually said did nothing more
than would attract a moment’s attention It was
how it was sard that made the attention endunng,
and forecast that for many years to come statesmen
nnd editors and leaders of industry would break off
their discussions to ask, *“What does White think
about it 7" White’s wnting, hke that of Will
Rogers, showed a practical common sense, an ability
to cut through the fog and go to the heart of a
problem, and a forth-right style of expression as
direct and down-to-earth, es unliterary and unpre-
tentious, as good convereation

The paper grew. Although the population of
«Lyon County has increased only about a thousand
since 1893, the circulation of the Gazetfe has mulhi-
plied fourteen and & half tumes! Today there are
only some eighty homes in the town which do not
find & copy of the\Gazette on the front porch before
breakfast. \

In the twelve yi;am before Mr, White took over
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wife wrote him that she had ordered a new $7,500
pross and let & contract for enlarging the already
cramped new building,

All this progress took money. Some of the funds
came from the growing mcome of the prosperous,
well-managed paper, but more of 1t came from
royalties on the fiction which Mr White had begun
to write. The Real [ssue, a collection of short storres,
was the first, Then came Jn Our Town, which be
still considers his best book, although 1t was written
m odd ked from his newspaper work.
Tortunately, when the 1dea for 3 novel came along
the pressure had lightened The paper was prospering,
the staff was effictent, and Mrs White was on hand
to keep a compeient eye on things, so he took time
off and went to Colorado to do the writing,

‘Thig novel, A Cerfasn Rich Man, treats of the
effect on character of village lfe and its homely
idenls, snd is probably the book for which ha is
best known  Others, however, have been widely
read. The Court of Boyzille 1s the beautifully human
story of & boy’s hfein a2 small town, and paints
word-pictures of youth which eritics have compared
favourably with those of Mark Twain and Booth
Tarkington  William Allen White showed real ver-
satility 1 handling himself in  both journalistic and
fiction writing, because the techmques are exact
opposites. The journalist states his conelusion first,
and then supports it with his facts  The storysteller
dispenses his facts one by one as lus story unfolds,
and only when the maximum of suspense has been
created, does he divnige his conefusion,

Adding to the vaniety, M. White bas published
books of political essays such as  The Old Order
Changeth and The Citizen's Businzas, and delightfully-
homorous travel ehetches such as The Martial Adven+
tures of Henry and 3e. (“Henry” wos Henry A °
governor ond later renator from Kansas,) His
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-graphies of such national leaders as Woodrow Wilson
and Calvin Coolidge, the outcome of close personal
.ncquaincnuceshlp, prove that trnth can be as inte-
Testing as fietion, and Just as pleasant readmg. One
of his most recent books 13 Jlasks in a Pageant, s
first-hand study of fourteen American presidents and
statesmen whom Mr. White has known intimately
1n hus néarly half & century of semi-public hfe.

One sort of writing he haz never tried “I am
positive,” he says, with a gentle poke at the rest of
us, “that T am the only living person who has attain-
ed authorship of as much as a thousand words with-
out being lured mto heading g sheet of blank paper
with *Act I, Scene I’ He claims that he has no
dramatic sense

Vet there 13 drama of s high order in some of his
best-known works No one who hasread it can
ever forget Mary Whte. This editortal was a tribute
to his only daughter, written the day after her
accidental death, and the poignancy of its very
calmness stabs at the reader’s heart, Mary was
seventeen and about to enter Wellesley when she
died. Her future class-mates knew her only through
her father’s tribute, but for four years she was carri-
ed on the rolls of her class, and she “graduated”
with the girls whom this piece had made her friends,

Mr. White has never held public office, but for
the past four decades he has been in public life. How
he has managed to find time todo all that he has
done is a mystery to ordmary mortals. Successful
newspapers don’t run themselves, and books aren’t
written in casual afternoons

Yet when you explore the notable cultural, charit-

able, Iiterary, and liberal movements of the last
forty years, the chances are that you will always
find William Allen White pulling more than his share
of the load. M served in World War Ias an
observer for the Red Cross in France, and after the
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Armistice attended the Peace Conference, That
eame year he wag a delegate to the World Economic
Conference held at Prinkipo, Russia, and m 1930
the New York Times sent lim back among the
Sovlets to do & series of articles Also m 1930 he
went to Haiti on a Presidential appomtment as &
member of the Committee for Concihation, where
his calm commonsense helped iron out long-standing
grievances. Organisations such as the Walter Himes
Page Foundation and the Pacific Relations Commut-
tee have drafted his services He has been one of
the judges for the Book-of-the-BMonth Club ever
Bince its founding , on the board of the Wil Rogers
Memorial Association, the Theodore Roosevelt Mema~
rial Assoctation, and the gigantic Rockefeller Foun-
dation.

Not one of these or his many simlar activities
did he take up for personal advantage or monetary
profit.  Usually he paid his own expenses, S:mply,
they were jobs which needed domg, and he could do
them Sometimes we just call it civie duty

Tt is truo that he never held any elective public
office. In fact, there hangs on his office wall a letter
of introduction to President McKinley which eloses
with a gentence which must have surpnsed and
relieved 1ts harassed recsprent ;@ “This young man
wants no offico "

But the Kansan 1 eaid to be born with a ballot
in us mouth, and Mr White has always been active
m politicnl circles.  He has talked pohities on every?
thing from street: to radio ks, an
served his party as a precinct worker, state commit-
teeman, and delegate to the national party con-
ventions times without number.

In 1012 he reparted both the Republican and De-
mocratic conventions. He waa a member of &
group of writers covering the conventions for the
G. M. Adams’ Newspaper Syndicate, called by
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Jucid terms. Writing is exactly ke any other skilled
trade ; {6 Tequires an apprenticeship »° Good boaks,
he imples, aren't just written; they’ro rewritten.
And good writing isn't showy wniting , it is “some-
thing worth saymg” and “m the clearest, most lucid
terms.”

Vigour and vitahty radiate from his short, com-
pact figure.  White har, ruddy face, and bright blue
eyes give him o sort of patriotio colour scheme, His
gmile 13 disarming, and his habitual manner 1s jovial
and boyish. He loves to talk and he talks well, and
the combination of his tramed nose for news, his
understanding humanness, and his shrewd humour
brings out the full flavour of any story. He loves

cople, and provesat by prasmng in print the good
> finds in s fellow-man , he =ays that every

» 1tizen m s town has a right to read o good obitu-
ary of himself while he is living

The Whitea’ house reflects the big-hearted, warm-
mg personalities who make it _into a home. One
visitor haa pictured 1t as “a mellow blend of roomy
red brick house, flagged terrace, hly ponds, fried
chicken, books, ancient elms, four-poster bede ' * 3
bisewts, front porch, old mahogany, deep-dis*
pie, peace, friendship, big bathrooms, Kan
French peasant china, and the best convers -
be found east (or west) of the Rockies.”
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A travellng theatrical troupe once landed in
Emporia_so tired and disgusted with rehearsals,
small audiences, heat, and each otber that they were
ready to disband and call off the tour. BMr, White
heard about 1t and 1avited them up to his home. He
didn’t say a single direct word about thewr troubles,
but under the subtle influence of the serene domestic
atmosphere and mellow conversation they relaxed.
They gave a grand show that night. and went on
their way hike a happy family.

Shortly after Theodore Roosevelt bad barely
escaped an assassin’s bullet, he passed through
Empor:a and stopped with the Whites  Dinner that
night was the specialty of the house, fried chicken.,
He devoured platter after platter of 1t until the
chicken bones were stacked Iike cordwood about his
plate. When the cook brought i the final relay,
she was so amazed—and comphmented—that she
could contamn herself no longer Squanng herself,
she burst out, “A bullet was never made that could
kull & man who can eat this much fried chicken and
still live 1

If you were to ask Mr, White about his occu-
pation, he would cut through his imnumerable
honours and titles and say simply—perhaps with a
bit of surprise that you should ask such an obvious
question—*Editor, Ettporia Gazetle” Fame hasn’t
changed his hat-size in the least, and he is no figure-
head editor,

Frank Clough, the Gazefte’s managing editor,
ought to know, Here is what he says in his fore-
word to a book of Mr White's edrtorials, Forly Years
on Main Street -

“In his home town Mr Winte 13 first !hoqght
as an editor who knows intimately not only his
ployees but also his subscribers and adv.

o

His office is always open, and through it dai’,
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i rt and spirit and manper, and they knew i’t.
;?eh::ld and w};ote the things they felt but couldn’t
put into words, and they foved him for it.

Sage, stat “sp for the

man,” and philosopher—he was all these and more.
He was on familtar terms with most of the great,
and even frow hus early days in vaudevilie he was
given flattery enough to turn anyone’s head, But
praise apd fhagh opimons didn’t flatter Will , they
embarrassed him  He wounld slouch even more
carefessly than usval in his rumpled clothes, twinkle
a sheepish, gray-eyed goin up through his danghng
forelock, and scoff at such praise as pompous, “I'm
just an old country boy trymg to get along,” he
used to say. “I have been eating pretty regular,
and the reason I have been 1s becanse I stayed an
old country boy.”

Will's homeland was really country —the Indian
Territory which later became part of Oklahoma,
Tt was a sparsely settled region of rolling range land,
the home of the Five Civilized Tribes—Chottasw,
Chiel , Creek, ino) and Chero} who
had been rolled westward from their native
Soutb-east by the tide of white setilers. Partly
Cherokee imself, Will was justly proud of that
strain in his blood  These tnbes were not “‘blanket
Indians” but truly civilized farmers, merchants and
cattlemen, whose standards of culture and edueation

. were high for the time, they lived in honses, not
o wizwams,, It always delighted Will to deflate people
hoasted “of *their C'»olcnialL nnsestry with, “My
3 AEAoAs amom cmam fn AL AT s
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equally resounding name of William Penn Adair
Rogers, in honour of a famous Cherokee soldier and
statesman, Later, for the sake of people tho
<couldn’t pronoutce or remember the true names, ho
gave bis birthplace as Claremore, the nearest large
town, and called himself just Wall,

His father, Clem Vann Rogers, had returned
from the Civil War, a Captain with a distinguished
record, to find s jmproved land reverted to
wilderness and lus cattle confiscated By the time
young Wili came along, lus father had rebuilt lua
shattered fortunes, and was wealthy by Territory
standards. Thousands of his cattle grazed the open
range, and when he gave up active ranchung, he
became president of the bank at Claremore, a senator
in the Cherokee Nation, o Judge, and & member of
national commessions guarding Indian mterests.

So Will was not, as many people mistakenly
suppose, a poor, lone cowboy who struggled up
from obscure begmmings. Far from poor, he had
whatever he wanted that money could buy in that
land and time the best string of cow ponies, the
smartest red-wheeled buggy, and tmps with lus
father to St. Louis, Chicago, and San Francisco.
Far from lone, he was the younges of a large famly
and the only son, pampered by lus older misters,
His successes came without struggle, one thing
leading to anather, n 4 natural sort of way. He
was o, cowboy, but only because that was what he
wanted to be.

In that country a child learned to ride almost
beforo he could walk, At five, Will was perfectly at
home on & horse. At ten, mounted on Comanche, hia
small, smart buckskin cow pony that was more like a
friend than o horse, ho was already practising the
simple “throws™ which the ropers taught him

Will never absorbed much formal education 2 -
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he went to several schools. The first was a one-
room log -cabin across the river from the Rogors
ranch  But, “We got to running horse races,’ he
recalls (most of the children rode to school), “and 1
had a little chestot mare thay was beating every-
thing that any of them could nde to school, and I
swas losing interest 1n what we were really there for.”

Harrell Institute at Muskogee, next year's
gchool, was & “female semnary ” Will and the
principal’s son were the only boys m the whole
mstitution. Dunng the summer vaeation of Ius
second year there, his mother died, and 1t was a sad,
lonely hittle boy who left home m the fall to stay
with a married swter and go to school 1n Tahlequah,
the capital of the Indian Nation.

On a Mother's Day radio programme some forty
years later he smid  “My own mother died when I

as ten years old. My folks have told me that
what Jittle humour I have comes from her, I can't
remember her humour, but I can remember her
love and understanding of me.”

Two other schools followed, and Mr. Rogers
became accustomed to reports that Willie was not
doing well. He was careless, restless, and hated the
discipline which kept him from the freedom of the
open range where he felt he belonged. At Scarntt,
the lariat with which his small hands were always
busy, settled around the neck of the headmaster’s
horse, caused a runaway, and Will was expelled,
Tinally, in the apring of his second year at Kemper
Miltary Academy, Wil broke completely with for-

mal education and left school to become & cowbay.

“;E\m bas always been some cariosity,” he

\\m‘)}\m‘,‘abouh how I left Kemper—~whother 1
al, 5;'\“\51 shoved. Well, I can't remember
witer ype ANl 1 know is that it was a cold

"AMan Ewing's ranch on the Canadian
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River nesr Higgins, Texas, wasn't any too warm
when I dragged in there.”

The trail boss for one of the big Texas outfits put
him on as a wrangler. Wil had been a misfit in
school, but here he was doing what he knew and loved,
and soon be was a top hand  Seven days a week he
was up with the sun, roping cattle now instead of
fence palings and the headmaster’s horse, tahing a
grown man’s part n the roundups, brandngand
shipping with the scasoned cowboys who had been
bis heroes He epjoyed 1t so much that one night
when the foreman handed him thirty dollars, he
asked, “What’s ths for

“Tt'’s your wages as a top hand.”

“Aw, I wasn't workmg. I was just visitin’.”

Except for one of those small incidents which so
often change lives, Wil Rogers might today be a
Texas rancher _That winter he and another cowboy
were sent to California with a tramnload of cattle,
and on the way back stopped in San Francisco to
see the sights. One night s companion came in
late and blew out the gas light mstead of turning 1t
off, and Will barely squeaked through a very bad
enge of gas posomng.  His father sent im to Hot
Bprings to recuperate.

YWhen Will came home, Mr Rogers gave him s
herd of cattle and set nm up on the old family
place on the Verdigns Raver, hoping the boy would
settle down and amount to something  Will should
have hked it, but be didn't The country had chang-
«d, grownsm aller, The homesteaders bad crowded
in, the old open range was cut up and fenced,
and the Rogers ranch was now little mote than a
fair-sized farm  Young Will spent most of his time
visiting around the other ranches

In these early years Will was a bitter dissppoint-
ment to his family, acd it took the home folks &
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time to forget. Years later when Will was the
i‘t]:rg of the Ziegfeld Follies in New York, some of
the old-timers from Oklahoma saw him perform. On
their return home, another old-timer asked about
the Claremore prodigal .

s‘Well, what's Willie Rogers doing now?”

“Oh,” said the travellers, “just actin’ the fool
like he nsed to do around here ”

The West was hearing rumours about the oppor-
tunities for cattlemen in the Argentine Will wag
excited with the idea. His father argued warmly
against his wandering off to South America, but
gave inand, with s usual generosity, paid Wil
£3,000 for his herd

Money never meant much to Wil He took a
cowboy friend along, and when they landed in
Bunos Awes—via New Orleans, New York, and
London—his stake was nearly gone The Argentine
cattle business wasn’t as advertwsed, and his dis.
appointed friend wanted to go Dack home, So
Will bought lum a ticket, and then, characteris.
trcally, spent most of his remaining cash on presenty
to send home for Christmas

One night he had tosleep na park, and the
next morming, without any prospects for breakfast,
he wandered dawn to the stock pens to watch the
gauckos roping raules. Their clumsy catches bother.
ed Will. He got hold of a rope, showed what he
conld do, and worked through the day nt the rate
of twenty-five cents for every mule he caught.

The only job he could find was on a eattle boay
bound for South Africa. The whole cargo was
consigned to one estate, and when 1t was landed,
the Enghich owner hired Will to help drive tbe stock
inland.

The African natives made Will's eyes bulge.
“You hiave to seo them to realize what wild-looking
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people they are,” he wrote his father. “All have
rings, chams, and all kinds of old serap iron in therr
ears or noses, Lots of them have horns tied on
their heads, They travel at a rup all the time and
they are always singing., They are as crazy as
spakes, We are m Zululand and they are the
hardest layout in the lot.

OF course, in the Eunglsh scheme of things,
Will's job classed him as & servant. The life was
lonely for anyone who loved to be with people and
talk as Willdid He used to invent excuses to be
mear the front of the big house n the evenings,
where he could look through the windows and hear
the girls and therr guests playmg the prano and sing-
ing. It was all he could do sometimes to keep from
going in and offering to teach them some of the cow-
Loy songs be knew.

Two months later he quit this lonely job, and
was hired to drive mules to Ladysmith, a hundred
and fifty miles away. For some time, Fate had
been closing in on Will. Now 1its rope settled around
him, drew tight, and pever again let go. At twenty-
three, Will found his hfe work.

Texay Jack's Wild West Circus was playing in
Ladysmith Wil was hungry to tslk a little Ameri-
can, especially the Texas variety, and he dropped
in on the boys. He stayed for supper and found
himself 1a shaw bustness for Iife,

“T was hired to do roping in the ring,” he wrote
back to the Claremore folks, “bat the man who
ndes the pitching borse 1s laid off and I have been
riding the pitching horse ever since I have been w.uh
the show, Jack also has a lot of plays showing
Western life. I take the Indian partn some aond
the Negro part in others. Iget $20a week and
sleeping cars to sleep in. There are about 40 ;
with the show and about 30 horses.”
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The nine months spent with Texas Jack became
the turning point of Will's life. A fine manands
skilled showman, Jack taught all the tricks to his

. young_partner. When Will left to tour Australia
and Neéw Zealand with the famed Wirth Brothers
Circus, Jack gave him this letter :

“1 have the very great pleasure of recommending
Mr. W. P. Rogers (The Cherokee Kid) to circus pro-
prietors  He has performed with me durnng my
present South African tour and I consider him to be
the champion trick rough-rider and lasso thrower of
the world. He 13 sober, industrious, hard working
at all tumes, and is always to be relied upon’ The
Claremore folls would never have recognized Will by
that description of “industrious, hard working at all
times ” The square peg had found bns square hole.

When Will came home 1n April of 1904, he had
been away two years, travelled fifty thousand miles,
and circled the globe. Mr. Rogers figured that
Will would now have the restlessness worked out of
his system and be ready to settle down and “make
something of himself.” But in a fow days Will was
off again to jon Colonel Zach Bulhall’s show in St.
Louis. At this, his father finally lost all patience,
and admitted to his friends that he hed guven up -
hope for Wil No boy who frittered away all his
time around Wild West circuses could ever smount
to anything.

Today Will's roping isn’t much remembered.
We think of him as & riotously funny monologuist
who casually twirled a lariat as he talked, In his
earlier days on the stage, however, when he did
nothing but rope tricks and didn’t talk at all, ke was
aue of the most sensationally ekilful ropers in the
country,

, Every spate moment went into practice. ‘Ho
was always working with a rope,” recalls one of his

- circus roommates, “He was tireless. He even prac-
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' tised in our room, glooking into & mirror and lasseing
the bed post over his shoulder. Will could do_any-
thing with & rope except throw it up in the air and
chmb it.”

One trick, which probably not more than a dozen
cattlemen have ever mastered, was to rope a running
steer by its front -feet Another was his famous
two-rope throw. Riding rapidly toward ancther
mounted cowboy, Will would throw two larats m
almost the same instan$, whirling the left one around
the horse’s neck and the right around the rider.
This speetacular trick was the “flash fimsh” with
wkich he often closed his act.

In those days, before movies and radio, eve:
city had its vaudeville theatres. The bill would
include a vamety of “turns’”, usually a singer or
two, some dancers, comedians, & song-and-dance
team, a yuggler, always o troupe of acrobats, often
a dramatie sketch, a traned anmmal act, and other
specialties, The actors travelled the circuits from
city to eity, The big money and the fame were
then in vaudeville, and Will wanted to break mto it.

He was performing 1n & small theatre tn Chicago
when fuck gave his act the twist 1t needed to catch
the public fancy. While Will was domg lus ropmg
routme, a dog from the next act on the bill dashed
out onto the stage  Without thinking, Will threw
his rope and caught the dog as 1t jumped the foot-
lights, The catch brought a big laugh and loud
applause.

“It gave me a tip,”’ Willsaid, “Instead of teying
to keep on with a single roping act, I decided thoy
wanted to see me catch somethng.” So Teddy, a
beaatiful hittle bay pony from the Malball ranch,
joined the act, He was well reined and very quick at
starting and stopping, as he had to be to work on
small stages. He wore specially-made felt boots ¢
avoid slipping on the wooden flcors, and Wil put' :
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a solid few months training him for the new routine.

Success came quickly, as always with Wil
Audiences hked the new act from the start. The
orchestra would blare a fanfare as Wi, wearing
chaps, coloured shirt, and Stetson, entered on Teddy.
Dismounting and slapping the pon; ]
to the wings, Will would go through his triek roping
specialties in rhythm with the orchestra, ending
with dancing over the rope to music, Then Teddy
and & cowboy rider would dash from the wings, and
before they were halfway across the stage, Will
would rope the pony by all four feet, Other catches
would follow , a three-rope catch, a nose catch a
figure-eight, and a tail catch so difficult that Will
had to practise it constantly.

The *“Big Crinoline” was beautiful to watch.

~ Mounted on Teddy, Will would eircle a loop over his
head , very small at first, gradually opening wider
and wider until at last a full hundred feet of rope
was slashing far out over the heads of the audience
almost to the balconies. Then, as he let the heavy
rope fall to the stage with a bang, he would give a
cowboy whoop, whitl Teddy around, and dash off
into the wings.

Within a few short weeks, Will was playing Ham-
merstem’s Paradise Roof in New York m the “big
time.” Within a few months, he had chimbed the
peak of the vaudewillian’s ambitton and was play-
ng before the crowned heads of Europe.

The first time Wil ever talked on a stage might well
bave been the last Someone persuaded im to bwld
up his Big Crinohne throw by saying a few words
before be did it. So one night he stopped the orches-
tra and made the announcement. The andience began
to laugh. Will was just naturally funny ; something
about his casusl drawl and the way he twmkled a
quizzical grin out from under his forelock just natur-
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lly made people want tolaugh, Will didn’t realize
this. He thought that the audience was jeering bim,
and ke wanted to walk off the stage then and there.
This man who was to bring the sunshine of laughter
to millions of people was a long time accustoming him-
self to beng Iaughed at. Actually, people langhed
with Will rather than at him, and that was one
secret of his appeal.

' Will never considered himself an actor. He was
an Oklahoma cowboy who happened to be n show
business  When in 1908 he married, he chose not an
actress, but Betty Blake, the girl at home whom he
had courted mtermittently since she came to
Qolagah to visit, years before Perfeetly swmited to
each other, they lived, like the people m the fary
stories, “happily ever after " In Mrs Rogers’ bice
graphy of Will, Uncle Clem's Boy, she tells how
Will's final shift from roping to talkmg grew out of
something which at first looked like a misfortune

He had tried the espenment of adding several
people to his act, among them four girls who did
trick riding and fsncy roping, but the act lacked
spark, Will had to do something about it. What
he did waa to lounge at the side of the stage and
drawl a continuous line of chatter about the girls
and their stunts. The show picked up. Soon he
went back to his old single act, but he had found
what his audiences wanted, and now he talked
continually, rambling on about other actors on .the
bill and sbout the various tricks he was performing.
The audiences loved it, and Will not only got used
to being laughed at, but enjoyed it.

*“Now folks,” he would say as he picked up anew
rope, “this is a pretty pood stunt—if I cando it
When this shy-looking Westerner with his embar-
rassed grin and shock of unruly hair began to drawl
along in his soft voice with the chuckle in his throat,
audiences couldn’t help turning up the cormers
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their mouths. “Now watchime get Teddy's three
feet, There ! I got'em all but one. Now see me get
him by all four.” Actually the four-feet catch was
much easier than the three, but it looked harder
and Will was Jearning the tricks of showmanship.

The gum-chewing that was Will’s trademark
entered the act by accident. Smmply, he forgot to
discard his gum one day when he came on the stage
in a hurry. He started to talk around the wad, and
people laughed He casually parked it on the
proscenium  arch, and they laughed still more,
When the act ended, and he reached out and popped
in back into his mouth, they roared. The gum
stayed in the act, and became a standard prop. He
didn’t smoke, and 1t was difficult for him to be still ;
8o when he wasn’t ynghng coms or tapping his
foot, he was usually chewimng on something, even off
stage.

‘Will’s father, who had disapproved of his son’s
tours with circuses and theatres when he ought to
be miking something of himself, was distrustful,
even when Wil was becorung famous. “Two
hundred and fifty dollars a week !”” he would say with
a worrted shake of the head. “Looks like something
is wrong somewhere.” Finally he went East to see
“Wilhe” perform

“Uncle Clem attended every performance,” Mrs,
Rogers says, “and then he liked to stand around
to listen to what the people had to say about the
show as they came out of the theatre. If he heard
anyone expressing & doubt about Will being a real
cowboy, he immediately set im night. ‘Sure he’sa
real cowboy,’ be would say, ‘and from Oklahoma, too
—ust like 1t says on the programme.’ Then, making
his identity known, he would add, “I'll introduce you

to him 1f you want to meet him.! When Will came
out of the stage door, his father slways had a crowd
waiting, and Will would have to shake hands all
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around.”’ Will bad many tricmphs, but none
pleased him more than seeing his father prond
of him. *

In 1915 the Rogers were settled in Anutyville, on
Long Island, Three children, Bill, Mary, and Jimmy,
had joined the family. A near neighbour was Fred
Stone, a beloved actor of the time, who interested
Will 1n polo, and both were members of a constant
Sunday team, The Rogers children wers taught the
game a3 soon as they could sit thetr horses, and they
mads a strong family four “until Mary went social
onus.”

At that time the most glttering spot in New
York was the New Amsterdam Roof, where, over
1ate suppers, the guests watched Florenz Ziegfeld's
Midnight Frolics Will’s engagement there was the
real turning point of hus career .

Ziegfeld also produced the Follies which bore his
name, probably the most extravagant, spectacular,
and overwhelmingly magnificent musical revues ever
staged. Will joined the cast of the 1916 edition,
and continued with the Frolies as well That meant
two shows each mght plus two Follies matinees
weekly. The andiences were filled with “repeaters,”
wha saw.the Follies, and then went upstairs to see
the Frolics. Also, smce the Frolics was a night club,
many people came agan and again. Consequently,
‘Will had to change his material with every show.

Up to this time, Will Rogers had been an actor,
and a popular one, Now he began to lay the foun-
dation for his real work. His place wn history is not
that of an nctor, but & sage, & philosopher, even a
sort, of 1 whose rep fon is
based on what he said and wrote. It all steromed

from this necesaity for changing his routine.

No one could ever prepiro n advance tho vast

tmount of material which Will's schedule “‘bu.
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up.” as radio writers say of material which can be
used only once  So he had to ad-lib, talkmg about
what came to him on the spur of the moment. But
World War I was on, and the papers were bursting
with newa. What was roore natural than that Will
should talls about what was happening m world and
national affairs ?

He would gambol out on the stage, flash his
quizzical grin, shift his gum, and start, “Well, all 1
know 1s what I read in the papers.”” Then would come
those hotwely, down-to-earth comments which were
as topical ag the newspaper which Will had just laid
aside 1 g dressing room. Hilarously funny they
were usually  Always they were srtaight-shooting,
pung; and hard-hitting , gems of cl t, honest

" COmmOn sense, cutting hke swords through the

 shams and the fog of words with which great issues
are so often surrounded  He had the rare knack of
taking & whole it jon and h
up the real nub in one keen sentence He made
people laugh, but what was much more important
he made them think.

Will was seldom seen without two or three news-
papers sticking from his pockets, but as time weng
on, he got more and more of his news direct from
the men who made it. He probably knew by their
first names more of the great men and women of the
world than did any other one person.

Many of these friendships bad their beginnings in
the Midnight Frolics. In this “intimate” show,
the performers worked on the dance floor within
arm’s reach of the audience. When Will's quick
eye spotted a celobrity, he would introduce him
to the audience with a lttle good-matured ribbing.
Afterward the celebrity would drop around to chat
in Will’'s dressing room. Will was the friendly,
homely sort to whom people just naturally talked,




AMEASSADOR OF LAUGHTER 169

and gradually he came to know what was behind
the news.

One secret of Will's success was the complete
relaxation of his stage presence He was exactly
the same person on & stage“or a platform as he
was in his own living room, and be drawled along
to the people out front as though they were his
friends rather than on audience, His brand of fun
was clean and friendly, and you went away from

js perfc ® warm and bled and relaxed

and‘happy.

His first movie, filmed m New York in 1918,
& Rex Beach story called Laughing Bill Hyde. It
was shot in the mornings and afternoons while Will
was working evemings m the Follies 1t was a mlent
picture, of course, but Will's friendly personahty
projected itself from the screen even without the
help of words., Even so, his wit was't wasted,
for he wrote the “subtitles” which served the
silent films in place of dialogue.

Movies meant Hollywood, and the Rogers family
became Californians, They loved the new Ife.
Vaudeville was & roving business, and even the
Follies went on tour every year. But now they
could have a home, Will could get up early and
be out-of-doors with his horses every morping, and
often there were weeks of free time between films,
“It’s the grandest show business I know anything
about,” he said, and—adding that typical Will
Rogers twist—*the only place where an actor can
act and at the same time sit out in front and clap
for himself.”

It was inevilable that Will should do some
writing. Even before he left New York somo of his
Follies comments had been published in two books
The Peace Conference and Probibition. In California ho
had written the comments for a series, -
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the manner of a newsreel, called the Ifliterate Digest.

+ Now he began to turn out the weekly articles,
setting forth his typical humorously pungent
comments on world and national affairs, which in
1923 began to be syndicated in newspapers all over
the country. Nobody ever ghosted for Will. He
usually even did his own typing, in two-forefinger
pewspaperman’s fashion. And he had an uncanny
knack of making the sharpest digs without causing
offence probably because everything he said was
sincere and without malice,

* Somebody once gave him a license for free

speech (or perhaps he took 1t without asking)”, said
the Saturday Reriew of Laterature, “but at any rate,
in the past few years he has probably turned over
more heavy stones and thrown hot sunlight under-
neath than any man m the United States.”
; Most of us never see celebnities face to face.
We see their Lkenesses on the sereen, hear their
voices on the radio, and read therr words 1 print,
‘Thanks to lus lecturing, Will was probably seen and
heard m person by more of us than was any other
prominent man of recent times, “I'm getting tired
of talking to Broadway,” he told s New York
audience in 1925, “I want to get away and talk to
America.”  On this first tour he Jectured a hundred
and fifty-one nights, to packed houses everywhere,
‘Next season he lectured even more, and he promised
with & grin, “If your town’s got a railroad and s
hall, we'll be there sooner or later.”

The reference to railroads was merely a figure of
speech. Will generally flew. In 1915 a joy-hop
seaplane at Atlantic City took humeup for his first

flight, and, thanks to & government permit to ride
tho mail planes, he was hoppmg about the country
by air years before the first scheduled passenger aiwr
lines began operations. Everywhere he went h'c
hoosted air travel. All the famous pilots were his
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<lose friends: Lindbergh, Frank Hawks, and closest
-of all, Wiley Post.

Will was always going somewhere. “Somewhere™
was really “everywhere”’ In the last seven years
-of his life he travelled a half mithon miles by plane,
and countless more on ocean liners, trains, and in
automobiles, His trips took him all over the world,
-and he became a world eitizen, known and welcorzed
in every caprtal, A casual comment which he eabled
to the New Yorl Zimes 1n 1926 resulted in his short
“daily” which appeared on newspaper front pages
everywhere, and his “dailies” bore date lines from
London to Moscow, Calentta to Cairo, He came to
know intimately such men as Lloyd George, Poincare,
and Mussohni , and many of his trips were 1 the
nature of unofficial missions for his country. In fact,
he came to be known, and not wholly 1 jest, as
the “unofficial ambassador from the United States
2o the World.”

As one of countless examples, when Dwight
Morrow was made our smbassador to Mexico in
19:7, relations between the two countries were
tense. On Morrow’s mwitation Will went on an
inspection tour of Mexico with President Calles and
his official party. Morrow has said that Will's genial
good-nature and practical common sense was larggly

P for the new dship and d:
between us and our southern neighbour.

When commercial radio began to develop in the
'middle twenties, of course Will was in demand. He
appeared on the air frequently, but he never liked
it : he hated being tied to a microphone mstead of
wandertng all over the stage, and he mis<e§1 the
feeling of with an “1n-p .

He liked to have real people out m front, where bhe
could score o point and see them as they nudged
cach other as if to say, “Ho bt the nail on the he
that time.” However, he liked talkine.n’
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which then was flying on a regular schedule to
Europe. But this plan was vague, and they were
still undecided when the famous flyer, Wiley Post,
turned up in Los Angeles, Pecently returned from
two tecord-breaking round-the-world flights, Post
was about to set out on & survey flight for one of
the air lines to map a route to Russia,

That afterncon Will and one of the cowboys at

the ranch penned the calves and roped till supper-
time. 'Theu he took the late plane to join Post in
Seattle. On Tuesday, June 8th, they took off on
their lesurely flight up the coast of Canada, "No-
thing that I have ever seen”, read his daily from
Junean, “‘is more beautiful than this inland passage
to Alaska ”
" From Anchorage, they flew serenely over Mt.
?IcKiuIey, the highest peak on the North American
continent. From Fairbanks, Will wired his dangh-
ter Mary .

“Great trip  Wish you were along. How’s your
acting 2 You and mama wire me all the news to
Nome Gomg to Point Barrow today. Furthest
pont of land on the whole Américan continent.
Lots of love. Don’t worry.” Signed “Dad”, it
was exactly the homey sort of message your dad
mught send.

That was his last wire  Fufty miles from Fair-
banks the fog closed in. Post set the plane down

" on a little inlet to get directions from some Eskimo
seal hunters  Will waved, Wiley gunned the ship,
and sproy feathered back from the pontoons as the
plane hited. Suddenly its motor cut out. Post
fought for control, but he just didn’t bave enough
altitude, and the ship crashed on 1ts back in the .
ghallow water.

TWill died as he would have wanted to die—~on bis

way somewhere,
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The world was stunned. Everybody felt as
though he knew TWill personally, and that his death
was & personal grief Probably Herbert Hoover's
words best sum up Will's contribution to Amencan
life. *"His whimsicalities kept us nearer an even
keel,” he wrote, “They released public fear or
anger by the safety valve of laughter. His was a

at und ding of the b ds of public
events . His wit was without malice. There were no
batter stings that men could not forgive. There were
kindly jokes that made men and women feel better,
‘When they turned to Will’s message on page one of
their newspapers every morning, they went to their
sober tasks with cheerfulness and ncreased humi-
lity, His was a depth of patriotism that made um &
great citizen,”

There are many Rogers Memorials in stone and
concrete, but Will's best memorial 13 written in his
own words. Hands thrust deep in the pockets of
bus rumpled jacket, stocky shoulders humched for-
ward, grinniog a warm gnn  through his forelock,
graying a it now, we can imagine him drawlng :

"I bavenever met a man I didn’t Lke, I am
proud of that, I can hardly want to dieeo 1t can
be carved onmy tombstone. When you come
arund to my grave, you'll probably find me sitting
there proudly reading 1t.”




Oliwer Wendel] Holmes

A LIFE IN THE LAW

The day was Monday, January 11th, 1932,

On the stroke of noon, the nine Justices marched
froma the robing-room into tho great marble court.
They passed between crimson curtains and beneath
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the marble buate of former Chief Justices, behind a
screen, and so to the bench,

One of the Justices reached his seat only with
difficulty. His mnety years, hke the chains of a
reluctant prsoper, hung heavy on him, weighting
his feet and stooping his once-straight figure The
respectiul hand of Chief Justice Hughes helped the
old man up the steps to the bench and gmded him
to his high-backed black leather char,

“Oyez ! Oyez ! Oyez " The frock-coated crier
intoned the time-honouted ritual ““All persons hav-
ing business before the honourable judges of the Sup-
reme Court of the United States are admonished to
draw near and give therr attention, for the courtis
now sitting. God save the Unites Stated and this
honourable court

The spectators seated themselves, and the pons
derous machinery of the greatest couct 1n the world
began to turn, The oldest man who ever sat on the
Supreme Court read one of the two opiions handed
down that day. Hisvowce was clear. His words
were cogent as always, made luminous by the clear,
white light of his unfailng loge.

Thst afternoon, as an attendant helped him 1nto
his overcoat, the old man eaid easnally, "I won’t be
n tomorrow.” Then he went home, to his red brick
house on & Washington side street  “Thus sumply,”
said Time, “did & great jurist step down from the
bench which Jus presence had graced, honoured,
and hiberalized for twenty-moe full and fruitfal
years "

President Hoover, moved to an unusual warmth,
wrote to the retiring Justice -+ “No appreciation I

. could express would even feobly represent the grati-
tude of the American people for your whole Life,
wonderful public service, from the time you e
officer in the Civil War to this day ... I knoy’
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like frames, meaningless without the pictures they
enclose, let us paint a few quick strokes. In 1841
»America was still primarily a rural country. Its
people, less than a sixth as many as today, worked
and tilled and traded close to the Atlantic seaboard,
Chicago was o log willage Pittsburgh was “Far
West.” Texas was an independent republic. The
canary-coloured coaches of the Concord Stage rumbl-
ed and tossed for two whole days on the journey from
Boston to New York The single-sheet letters they
carried bore eighteen cents’ postage, bought as often
28 not with the Spanish coins which still freely cir-
culated. The friction match, eight years old, was
beginning to replace fhnt and steel, but the supre-
macy of the quill pen was unchallenged, and the
first bathtub was ten years 1n the future. Holmes’
own grand-mother, Sarzh Wendell, could remember
bemng bundled off into the country when the British
troops entered rebellious Boston and quartered a red-
coated regiment 1 the Old South Church.

In 1841 the South was waxing fat on slavery.
New England, where textiles were just beginning to
replace whaling and shipping, waxed fat on another
kind of slavery. Not long before, the children who
worked 1 Almy and Brown's cotton mill—fourteen
hours every day but Sunday —had received for their
labours from thirty-three to sixty-seven cents a
week, Where the labour laws of today prescribe
mnimum wages, the lowest sum which an employer
may pay, Massachusetts’ first labour statute set
mazimum wages, the highest sum which a worker
mught ask ! Holmes was to see great changes made,
and was to lead in their making.

Nevertheless, 1t being the nature of man to.consF
der s own little moment as the culmination of
creation (our grandelldren will look back on us as
primitive), Bostonians of 1841 looked upon o
eurroundings with & calm satisfaction. They
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some reason to do so, for Boston’s far-ranging Clipper
ships kept the city mn touch with the whole world
and made it osmopolitan , its fathering of American
liberty gave it a glotious past ; 1ts captalists made
it the financial centre of the nation, & position which
upstart New York did not usurp until long after
Boston money had opened up the new West.

TIntellectually, Boston was entering its golden
age. Emerson, Longfellow, Hawthorne, and Whittier
walked its streets and hobnobbed with Holmes,
Senior, at the Parker House Young Holmes was
to the manner born, his blood the bluest of the
blue, and his father—famous as the author of Elsie
Venner, The Chambered Nautlus, and The Autocrat
of the Breakfast Table—a recogmzed cultural leader
of the commumiy. In fact, the shadow of the elder
Holmes” great name and the narrow traditions of the
“Brabmin” aristocracy might easily have smothered
young Holmes and held him i & lfe of genteel
scholarship. But father Holmes shattered his own
share of preced and E 's iofl broke
any shel] which might have constricted the young
man’s eagerly-searching interests.

1t was Emerson, a constant visitor at the Beacon
Street house, who encouraged young Holmes® ‘‘en-
lightened gkeptieism.” One might the lad told Emer-
son that he had begun to study Plato. ‘“Youshould
study Plato at arm’s length,” warned the sage. “Say
to him “You have been pleasing the world for two

s 01

thousand years , see whether you can please me’.
Holmes took the advice to heart, and a year later
brought to Emerson an essay on Plato. The essay
was In & critical vein  Emerson read it attentively,
*Yes,” he said at length, “you have done very
well. But you haven’t killed Plato. When you
shoot at a king, you must kill him!1” Holmes, at
the feet of such masters, learned what most mea




A LIFE IN THE LAW 181

never Jearn—to think, and to think all the way
through.

Not all of Holmes’ boyhood was lived on this
high cultural level. He was strong and vigarous and
full of spirit. The house on Beacon Street looked
out over the Charles River, then a marsh-bordered
arm of the sea, to Bunker Hill and the church spires
of Cambridge. The gon of a poet, Holmes appreciated
the beauty of the view, but he appreciated equally
the swimming and saling and skating which the
river afforded. Winter brought sleighing over the
threo hills of Boston and mto the countryside
beyond, and on the Common were the famous
snowball fights, Fought with all the wigour of
teeming boyhood, these snow battles between the
polite and rowdy elements of the town were wars i
miniature, Holmes was thin as a rail and bwlt
rather like one, a head taller than his fellows, and
he could throw a snowball harder and farther than
most. Most of the snowballs concealed stones, and
the hand-to-hand chmaxes of the battles brought
out stout oak cudgelsa from under jackets. The
Autocrat of the Breakfast Table often had occasion
to remark at the supper table on the black eyes and
eut lips of hus intellectual young son

Following outwardly the pattern of the young
Boston anistocrat, Holmes prepared at Mr Dixwell’s
Latin School and entered Harvard College mn the
class of 1861, William James, destined to become
a great philosopher, was hus classmate and mtimate
friend. “Emerson was his professor in philosophy

Education 1n the classical manner was carried on
largely through the medium of conversation. Holmes’
talk was then, 051t always remamed, scintillating to
the point of inspiration ~ True conversation i3 not
the trivial recounting of trivial facts and experiences
Dbut is rather the matching of mind agamnst min
the realm of ideas. Seventy years latc:,t,
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Taski said of Holmes !

«The talk of Mr. Justice Holmes is a thing that
few of us who have heard 1t can forget. Nothing is
taken for granted, and everything is acceptable save
the pompous and the rhetorical. It is swift, racy
talk, never self-absorptive, always a httle iromeal,
happy in the marshalling of 1deas, rach in allusion...
Talk with him 18 a lesson 1 the art of thinking, You
Jearn why you put a particular value wpon a man or
hook or 1dea and not a different value, And that
vivid, restless mind plays around the whole scheme
of discussion, eternally free, because it 1s eternally
vigilant.

“Lord Haldane used to say that Mr. Justice
Holmes was one of the three best talkers he had
ever known, The Judge’s talk 1s a co-operative
exammation of ideas, a hunt with you after an
exaiting quarry which lurks just over the horizon.
There is never an assumption of superiority, never
an unfair use of experience, always & willingness to
accept the palpable hut.”

As did our fathers and uncles in 1917, and-many
of our brothers in 1941, the graduates m Harvard’s
class of 1861 found their immediate futures settled
for them. Holmes, class poet, wrote his verses
during infantry traming at Fort Independence. Two
months after graduation, First Lieutenant Holmes
marched 1n review through Washington with Com-

any G, T ieth M: s Vol Only
five weeks later (for the threat of the Southern
armies to Washington itself forbade the advantages
of extended training) the Twentieth marched into
battle,

During the night the vegiment had crossed the
placid Potomac, & few men at a time, in frail skiffs.
Now, halfway up the stecp slope of Ball'd Bluff, the
thin blue skirmish line was holding temporarily at
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baya victorious force of Virgmians and 3} i
pians, rebels hot-headed and gallant. Holmes,
twenty years old and undergoing his baptism of fire,
stood beside his colonel, A'spent ball canght him
on the stomach, and he fell. Ordered to the rear,
where he could have remained in comparative safety,
be decided he was not badly hurt, and made his way
back to the line There, almost as he raised his
sword, & conical minte-ball smashed into him just
above the heart.

The young ] & a3
e lay in one of the skiffs, bemng carried across the
cxposed river under a murderous hail of fire from
the heights. His wound, he thought, was mortal.
Others 1n the boat were dead. Next to him a man
groaned in agony. And yet in that “last moment”
the irrepressible Holmes was able to chuckle to
himself and think, “I suppose Sir Philip Sidney
would say, ‘Put that man ashore first’ 1 think [
will let events take their course.”

Holmes was taken home to recover. His father
noted that he was “a great pet in his character of a
young hero with wounds in the heart, and receives
Visits en grand seigneur, Ienvy my white Othello,
with a circle of young Desdemonss sbout hm
listening to the often-told story which they will
have again.”

The dashing young officer, .always a lusty
individual with a healthy zest for all of hife, undoub-
tedly enjoyed his convalescence, but he rejoned his
remument as soon ns he was fit to travel. At
Antietam, after some hard campaigning, he was shot
through the neck., At Fredencksburg, i 1863, part
of his heel was torn away. He ended the war as an
aide on the general staff, with the well-earned rl_mk
of Captain. His superiors granted him tbat erisp,
understated tribute which means more to an armv
man than o row of ribbons and medals: “An <
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lent officer.”

Snowfights on Boston Common and conversation
ot the Holmes’ dinner table; the serene halls of
Harvard College and the bloody battlefields of the
Civil War—1n this clash of ideas and the clash of
arms Holmes' mind and character were forged.

A favourite American motto is “Do it now.” Less
common is “Think now—then do it,” for we tend to
reverence the man of action and to look down upon
the thinker. Perhaps 1t 1s because, remembering
Rodin’s statue, we see the thinker as a pensive
creature who sits eternally m bootless repose.
Holmes was a thinker, but he did his thinking at
full gallop.

Returned from the war, and after a good deal of
soul-searching, Holmes decided upon the law as his
Iife-work. Harvard Law School granted him his
Hegree in 1866 He spent the next year m England,
polishing Ins mind m contsct with the grentesh
thinkers of that country, and returned to Boston to
enter practice.

More accurately, he plunged into practice. So
disinchined was he to take advantage of his social
position or his father’s wealth and emnent name,
that he worked as violently as though he feared
starvation. He taught in the Harvard Law School,
ected as editor of the American Low Review, edited
Kent’s four-volume Commentaries on American Law
with such industry and ability that the edition 13
still & classic, and practised actively mn .the §rm of
Shattuck, Holmes and Munroe.

The genior partner of this firm hecame an adviser
to whom Holmes constantly turned Tiater he said:
“I owe Mr, Shattuck more than I ever have owed to
anyoneelse in the world, outside my immedute
family, From the time when I was a student in his
office untik be died, ke was my intimate friond. He
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taught me unrepeatable lessons. To live while atill
young in daily contact with his sweeping, all-com~
pelling force, his might of temperament, his swift-
ness, his insight, tact, and subtlety, was to receive
an upprint never to be effaced. My education would
have been but a thin and poor thing had I mmssed
that great experence” A young mann the first
fow years of his career 13 fortunate to receive such
guidance If, as did Holmes, he realizes the value
of that guidance and follows 1t, he s not only for-
tunate but wise.

Even more fortunate than the Shattuck partner-
ship was Holmes' marriage Fanny Dixwell, who
became his wife 1n 1872, was as impatient as he with
stuffy convention ; she too loved good conversation,
and possessed a rapier wit as flexible and flashing as
his own, Both were full of fun and blessed with irresis~
tible personal charm, They were equally at home
presiding over august official receptions, and scamper-
ing hand-m-hand after fi g their favourite
mutual sport. She died 1n 1029 after fifty-seven
years of a marnage which friends smd bad been
Lke o honeymoon to the end.

Mrs. Holmes' avoidance of conventional Back
Bay society provided exactly the atmosphere her
brilhant husband needed for hus work. In 1881 the
publication of his great book The Common Low put
its author in the front ranks of his profession This
book brought out Holmes’ belief that the law was
not dead, drawing & false life from dead precedents,
but that it should be based on expemence, ﬁvlng -
and growing to meet the needs of man’s changing
conditions,

“Tt 13 revolting,” he wrote, “to have no betier
reason for a rule of law than that 1t was so laid down
in the time of Henry 1V, It 13 still more revolting if
the grounds upon which it was laid down bave vanls
shed long since, and the rule persists through blind
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jmitation of the past” In short, our law is more
than just the servant of man. It is the servant of
the man of today, who lives under it.

Holmes was forty-one when, in 1882, his State
honoured him with on appowntment to the Supreme
Court of Massachusetts He served on the court
for twenty years, the last three as Chief Justice.

Once in speakingof & colleague, he painted an
unforgettable picture of theideal Judge. *“He was
sitting in the old equity court room m the Court
Square,” Holmes wrote, “and I remember thinking
at the time, as I still think, that he represcnted 1n
the superlative degree my notion of the proper bears
1ing and conduct of & Judge, Distinguished in person,
with the look of race 1n s countenance, he sat
without o thought of self, without even the uncon-
acious  pride which seemed, nay, was his right,

“renely absorbed 1n the problems of the matter at

Y ; impersonal yet human, the hving image of

Justice, weighing as if the elements 1n the balance

were dead matter, but discerning and collecting

those elements by the help of o ngble and tender

heart.”” Indescribing o friend, he had unwittingly
«deseribed himself

In our own minds, we usually picture Holmes as
he appeared in his later years i Washington, We
gee s very tall, very lean man whose keen blue eyer
flash and twinkle from under bushy white brows ;
‘Bis hair is thick and white above a high forchead,
and his long, rather thin, ruddy face is eet off with
a pair of jauntily flowing white moustaches, We
seldom realize that his service on the United States
.Bupreme Court began at & time of hfc when most
aen, full of yesrs and honours, are laying down their

loads,

Holmes was sixty-ono years old when, in 1002,
“Theodore Roosevelt ealled him to Washington, In
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his farewell to the members of the Boston Bar,
Holmes showed how highly he valued the honour,
“‘Gentlemen,” he said, “1t is a great adventure, and
that thought brings the hush ove used to feel when
awaiting the begmning of a battle ..We will not
falter.”

The Constitutional Congress blhshed our
government in three branches. Congress, the legis~
lative branch, makes the laws, the President,
the executive, enforces them ; and the Supreme Court,
the judieial branch, is charged with the duty of
seeing that the laws are made farly and carried
out equitably. The Court settles disputes and
prevents excesses It represents the whole people,
protecting minonties agamst majonties, executives
rom 1 and 1 } from i
tyranny. It protects the people from themselves,
when necessary, by foreing them to make the great
changes only after deep consideration, rather than
in the rage or whim of the moment, There is oo
greater tribunal in the world, and 1n the Iong view
there 13 no stronger bulwark to the freedom of the
common man, Perhaps more deeply than anyone
since John Marshall, Holmes recogpized the solemn
responsibility which rests upon the black-robed
ehoulders of the nme Justices

Theodore Roosevelt was the New Dealer of his
day. Some of lus cherighed reforms the Supreme
Court had declared unconstitutional by the heart-
breakingly close margin of five Justices to four.
Me would havo been less than human, when 3
vacancy on the Court appeated, had he not seized
the opportumity to appont a new Justice whose
yiews matched his own. And so, 1n a letter dlsluss:
ing the appointment, ho admitted, “Judge Holmes’
mental attitude 1S such that I should naturally
expect him to bo in favour of thoso prinmples ™~
which I go earnestly beleve.”
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A few short months later Roosevelt bitterly
regretted his choice, for, in the celebrated Northern
Securities case, Holmes voted with the conserva.
tives. Roosevelt had misread lis man. Holmes
was liberal. But ho was not @ liberal, and in that
distinction is the essence of the Justice’s nobly
independent character,

No one ever pinned & label on Holmes., True, his
decisions on the whole leaned to the side of the people,
But he held that property, too, had certain nghts,
the maintenance of which was vital to the mterests
of the people themselves, and when these rights
were attacked, Le defended them. Tho Court
existed, in s view, for the interpretation of the
Constitution, and not for the expression of emotion,
of social theories, or of pohtical practices. Right
»was right, and wrong was wrong, and Holmes

‘d to his course unswervingly, dusregarding all
2s3ures.

Year 1n and year out, Holmes defended freedom
of thought and speech  “Not free thought for those
who agree with us, but freedom for the thought wo
hate.””” Ho was o staunch believer 1 the mght of
the various States to experiment in their own ways,
even though he personally might think certain
experiments unmise  “The ultimate good,” he onco
argued, “is best reached by free trade 1n ideas.’”

This view was not always tho popular one, and
Holmes, who often voiced the minority opimon,
became known as the Great Dissenter, Actually,
he disagreed with the majority of the Court in only:
o tenth of the cases heard, but his dissents were so
strikingly reasoned and powerfully phrased that
they attracted wide notice

As = matter of fact, most of Holmes’ Opinions
belong as much to literaturo as to law. Every word

is * right.” For vigour, zest, lucid clanity, and efforte
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fess grace, the style is probably unequalled in the
country today. Some of his writings have been
quoted already in this article. Here are a few
random sentences which have become famous:

“Every calling 18 great when greatly pursued.”

“The man of action has the present, but the
thinker controls the future,”

“Man must face the lonelmess of original work.”

“¥ree competition 18 worth more to society
than it costs ™

“We are all fighting to make the kimd of a world
that we should bke. Others will fight and die to
meke & different world with equal smcemty and
belef

“The Constitution 13 an experiment, as all hfe is
an experiment ™

“To think great thoughts you must be heroes ™

The quantity and range of Holmes’ reading was
incredible, When a man reads avidly every day for
eighty-odd years, he covers much ground, And his
literary tastes were all-inclusive. He read the
Greeks and Romans in the original, and balanced
them with, also 1n the onginal, the most frivolous
of the French novels, Though he absorbed the
literature of Dante (a particular favounte), Rabelass,
Shakespeare, Montesqueu, and Darwin, he vastly
enjoyed detective stories and could quote at length
from Nize Baby, Gentlemen Prefer Blondes, and
Poems in Praise of Practically Nothing Like a
marksman notehing his gun, he listed all the books
he read. seeming to fect that he had not finiched a
book until he had set down the title and author and
& concise comment or two.

The Supreme Court seems o very solc‘mn a{ul
ponderous place, True, the Justices realize °
thgnity of their proccedngsand m---*-* N
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august ap but the inner ) is not
always oppressive. For example, a certain Justice
was a wispy little shred of a man, His son, a lawyer,
argued a case before the Coutt The son wasa
towering, broad-shouldered six-footer, and down
the long line of soleran Justices passed this scribbled
note from Holmes : “He's a block off the old chip 1"

Each year & young Harvard Law School man,
selected from the cream of the honour graduates,
joined Holmes as his secretary. That year was an
education 1in living as well as in the law, and the
young men who enjoyed 1t were automatically laun-
ched on the road to success. The relationship was
not that of master and man, but one of bantering
friendship. Holmes lked young people, for he
himself was incortigibly young, and they loved him
in return. He gave them of his best, and treated
T rasequals,

7 That insistence on equality is & mark of the true
»"." .. .and Holmes conducted himself no differ-
ently in the company of & crossing-tender than with
an ambassador, In fact, the watchman at the
rail-road crossing near his summer home on Massa-
chusetts’ North Shore regarded Holmes not asa
celebrity, but as a friend whom he had been extra-
ordinarily lucky to know. *“The Justice was interested
in Rex, my dog,” the watchman said, “He always
asked about Rex’s health and habits, Wanted to
Lnow whether Rex could tell from the whistle which
way the train was coming ” Holmes' North Shore
neighbours looked npou him as a native, and those
place-proud New Englanders could have paid his
ty no higher !

The ninetieth birthday of the Justice was an
international occasion. Tributes poured iq such as
seldom come to any man during his lifetime. The
law reviews of three Universities dedicated whole
jssues to him. Over s nation-wide radio hookup
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Chief Justice Hughes, one of the many eminent
speakers, said :

““The most beautiful and the rarest thing m the
world is a complete human life, unmarred, unified
by intelligent purpose and umnterrupted accomplish-
ment, blessed by great talent employed in the
worthiest activities, with a deserved fame never
dimmed and always growing, Such & rarely beautis
ful life is that of Mr. Justice Holmes. ..”

Holmes had consistently refused to “legislate
from the bench,” holding that the function of the
judge was to mnterpret the law as it stood, rather
than, by means of tricky or tortured constructions,
to make new law. Nevertheless, Hughes went on
to say, the very power of. Holmes’ thought had
brought new law into bemg

“What is the secret ¥’ Hughes inquired, and
answered, “An arresting style, which gives pomt and
finish to decision ; a pungent wit, which 13 above
the law ; the broad vision of & philosopher, a sense
of reality, an instinct for leadership, a capacity for
making the old serve the new .More modern than
the modernist, for he knows what 13 not modern,
truer to the old than many a conservative, for he,
i8 more likely to know how the old became such and
what in it is worth conserving ”

Then the aloof and unemotional Hughes broke
his cherished reserve to conclude, *“¥We honour him,
but what is more, we love him. We give him tonight
the homage of our hearts ”

At the advanced age of minety-oné, his old body
faling at last, but his young mind still at the very
height of its powers, Justice Holmes retared from the
bench. Three years Iater, in 1935, he died, American
88 the granite and pine trees of his native Massa-
chusetts, he left most of his estate, very eimply-
the Tnied States.”
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To the people of tho United States, heleft s
greater heritage.  He left younger men tralved to
catrry on 1wz the Holmes tradition of true frecdom.
He left great thoughts to inspire and lead free men
for a century to come. Buy greatest of nll, to us
who must ive and be governed i n changing world,
he left the conception of the Iaw as a living thing.

Here, in Mr. Justice Jolmes' own thnlling words,
iy his epataph :  “I have always thought that not
plrce or power or populanty makes the success that
one desires—but the trembling hope that one has
come near an ideal,”






