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IFOR THOMAS 

TH E young man with the Adam's 
apple seemed out of place in a New 
York elevator. Very definitely he 

was not a New Yorker and in addition 
he was not welcome in the crowded car 
because he carried under his arm a case 
that looked like a rough box for a horse. 

"Will y'all pahdon me?" he said plain
tively. "Ah'm havin' some trouble with 
this here git-tar." 

He carried the trouble with him when 
he got off at the eleventh floor and was 
presently in a room before a microphone 
having an audition for phonograph rec
ords. He said, with some hesitation, that 
he would do imitations of Jimmie Rodg-
ers and started in a thin wailing voice 
to do Blue Yodel, No. 1, which has for 
its theme: "T for Texas, T for Tennessee 
and T for Thelma." It seemed that 
Thelma had made a bum out of some
body and was to receive a bullet from a 
.44 through her middle—"just for to see 
her jump and fall." 

This was the rare thing of a New York 
audition for hiUbilly songs and race 
records. The general practice is to take 
a recording outfit into the territory 
where such songs grow and out of this 
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endeavor have come such classics as The 
Wreck of Old 97, Floyd Collins in the 
Cave, Little Old Log Cabin in the Lane, 
The Old Hen Cackles and The Rooster's 
Goin' ta Crow, Crazy Blues, Jimmie 
Rodgers and his Blue Yodels (Nos. 1 to 
12), That Thing Called Love, Just Be
cause, Deep Elam Blues, The Prisoner's 
Song, Comin' Round the Mountain, 
Hand Me Down My Walkin' Cane, 
Casey Jones, Twenty-one Years, and 
hundreds of others. 

South of a point that might roughly 
be regarded as St. Albans, West Vir
ginia, the grapevine system of news 
distribution still beats anything known 
to modem science. A hint from New 
York that David Kapp of Decca or Eli 
Oberstein of Victor is headed South will 
find the tidings flying over mountains 
and the result will be that when the city 
slickers arrive they will be unable to 
get into their hotels for the presence of 
mouth-organ virtuosos, yodelers, blues 
singers and specialty bands equipped 
with instruments made up of tissue pa
per on combs, washboards, assorted 
saws and rutabaga gourds. 

If there needs to be another picture 

at this point, the camera can leap agilely 
to such distant parts of South Africa 
and Australia where IJie native bushmen 
are busily humming a little number 
written by Jimmie Davis of Shreveport, -
Louisiana, and entitled Nobody's Dar
ling but Mine. In short, no matter what 
the citizens of the United States think 
about their native songs, the world ranks 
the hillbilly ballads among the folk-tune 
wonders of the universe. 

It started back in 1921 when Ralph S. 
Peer was with Okeh records. Sophie 
Tucker had agreed to do You Can't Keep 
a Good Man Down but it was found at 
the last moment that another contract 
prevented her from working for Okeh. 
In this crisis Perry Bradford, who was a 
colored song plugger for W. C. Handy 
(St. Louis Blues, Memphis Blues, etc.), 
informed Mr. Peer that he could furnish 
a girl who was as good as Sophie. She 
turned out to be Mamie Smith, a colored 
girl who was working as cleaning woman 
in a theater. She made the Good Man 
song, and for the other side of the record 
did That Thing Called Love. Mamie had 
a loud raucous voice and there was great 
difficulty with recordings in that day of 
poor equipment, but the Okeh people 
knew they had something when the rec
ord sold 75,000 copies the first month. 
Mamie was forthwith yanked back into 
the studio and this time she brought with 
her a horrendous five-piece band known 
as Mamie Smith's Jazz Hounds. They 
made Crazy Blues and It's Right Here 
for You. 

"The most awful record ever made," 
reports Mr. Peer, "and it sold over a 
million copies." 

A Market Nobody Thought Of 

Bert Williams, the colored comedian, 
had been making records for Columbia 
for many years but the companies never 
imagined that the Negroes themselves 
might be a market for Negro records. In 
fact, the companies carefully hid the fact 
that colored singers were being used. 
About this time, dealers in New York be
gan to report a curious trend in the busi
ness. It seemed that Negro Pullman 

porters on trains going South invariably 
left New York with as many as twenty-
five records apiece under their arms. 
Since the records cost one dollar each, 
the business was big stuff and Mr. Peer 
went South to investigate. He found (a) 
that the Negroes were buying records of 
their own people in great quantities and 
(h) that the Negroes of Richmond, Vir
ginia, invariably referred to themselves 
as The Race. 

"We had records by all foreign 
groups," says Mr. Peer. "German rec
ords, Swedish records, Polish records, 
but we were afraid to advertise Negro 
records. So I listed them in the catalogue 
as 'race' records and they are still known 
as that." 

About this time the vogue of Mamie 
Smith at Okeh was swamped by the ar
rival of the great Bessie Smith on Co
lumbia records. Bessie Smith has now 
become almost a legendary figure and 
her records have lately been reissued in 
a new form and are considered classics 
in blues singing by the experts. Her most 
famous was Gold Coast Blues, which 
originally sold into the millions. It may 
be remarked that at the present day a 
sale of 100,000 records is held to be sen
sational in any field. 

With Bessie Smith being so success
ful, Okeh was under the necessity of dig
ging up a new sensation, and Mr. Peer 
took a portable recording outfit to At
lanta and began looking arovmd. For 
some reason Atlanta is the worst town 
in the South for Negro talent (then and 
now), and Mr. Peer was soon stumped. 
At the suggestion of a local dealer who 
guaranteed to sell enough records to 
cover the cost, he did a few recordings 
by Fiddler John Carson, a white moiin-
taineer who arrived for the recordings 
in overalls. Old John had been a bally
hoo man with a circus, had a repertory 
of hillbilly songs that never ended, and 
he could sing a bit with his fiddling. He 
made Little Old Log Cabin in the Lane, 
and The Old Hen Cackles and The 
Rooster's Goin' ta Crow. 

"It was so bad that we didn't even put 
a serial number on the records, thinking 
that when the local dealer got his supply, 
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BACK HOME, when I was a boy, there was a place 
at the corner of Sycamore and Main that was 

as wonderful to me as anything out of a fairy tale. 

For on that corner was the Packard showroom. 
Jus t about once a year, father would go there, and 
he always took me with him. 

^\'e never actually bought a Packard, for father's 
income was never more than modest. But we got 
a great kick out of feasting our eyes on those mag
nificent cars and imagining what it would be like 
to own one. 

This year, my wife and I decided we needed a 
new car. As we passed the Packard showroom I 
said, "Let 's go in, just for the fun of looking," 
exactly as my dad used to do. 

Imagine our surprise when we found a Packard 
wasn't just something to dream about, but a car 
we could really afford. \Ve found that—with the 
recent $ ioo price reduction on the Packard Six— 
we could have a Packard without paying a cent 
of cash. Our old car more than covered the down 
payment. And the monthly payments were only 

a few dollars more than we should have liad to 
spend for one of the lowest priced cars. 

So we're driving the car we've always wanted. 
And we're as thrilled as a couple of kids with it. 
Its lines tell the world we're Packard owners. And 
those same lines will keep our car smart and 
recognizable as a Packard over the many long 
years we expect to drive it. 

Best of all, our Packard costs us no more to 

run—and le.ss to service—than the car we used 
to own! 

Moral: Get the facts—they'll lead you to a Packard. 
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Showing t h e h e a v y , ^ 
l i g h t p r o o f c u r t a i n s 
w h i c h e n c l o s e t h e 
Single Occupancy Sec
tion when it is occu
pied. Complete privacy 
is assured, whether vou 
are dressing or have 
retired for the night. 
T h e upper ber th is 
left closed above you, 
giving full headroom. 
Only the lower is used. 
Porter will arrange for 
complete or semi-dark
ness— as you desire. 

At bedtime, the Pullman 
p o r t e r comple tes the 
preparation of the new 
Convertible Single Occu
pancy Section by folding 
half the bed up out of 
the way, creating a space 
in which you mav disrobe 
in comfort and privacy 
— s i t t ing or s tanding . 

*This new Pullman 
convenience i.s being in
stalled throughout the 
system as rapidly as the 
cars can be equipped. 

Curtains are purposely left open to illustrate the generous space created for dressing ivhen half the 
bed is raised. Curtains are closed, of course, when the uccotnniodalion is occupied at night. 

• The newest Pullman convenience is the Convertible Single Occu

pancy Section in which there can be made available ample room for you to 

dress, either while sitting or standing. The dressing space is created by a 

simple device which raises half the bed vertically, up out of the way, when

ever you want to dress or undress, allowing you to stand up full height or, if 

you like, to sit down. W h e n you are ready to retire, the bed is simply low

ered again. The folding device does not change the generous dimensions of 

the bed nor lessen the comfort of its double mattresses. 

This improved feature of the Pullman Single Occupancy Section is a con-

v n i e n c e which comes at the regular rate for this popular accommodation. 

The Pullman cost is reasonable—just half the upper berth rate added to the 

lower berth rate for the particular journey you ' re taking. For single-passenger 

occupancy, no additional rail fare required. 

Created for the single traveler, the Single Occupancy Section is the choice 

of thousands who know superior travel comfort at low cost. Ask the Pull

man conductor or porter to give you a demonstrat ion. The conductor or 

your ticket agent will quote you its cost for your next tr ip. Or write 

T H E P U L L M A N C O M P A N Y • C H I C A G O 

Pullman and Rail—The safe way to i»o and the sure way to i«et there 
Copyright 1938, The Pullman Company 
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that would be tlie end of it," says Mr. 
Peer. "We sent him 1,000 records, which 
he received on a Thursday. That night 
he called New York on the phone and 

' ordered 5,000 more sent by express and 
10,000 by freight. When the national 
sale got to 500,000, we were so ashamed 
we had Fiddler John come up to New 
York and do a re-recording of the num
bers." 

The matter of the name arose again in 
this connection. It was obviously impos-

* sible to list them under the designa
tion of each section (mountaineer, 
"Georgia Cracker," etc.) and Mr. Peer, 
who had come from Kansas City and 
was well acquainted with the Ozarks, 
named them hillbilly records. The result 
is that the word has come to have a gen
eral application, and mountaineers of 
all sections are now known as hillbillies. 

The greatest success of all time was 
made by The Prisoner's Song, which was 
introduced almost as an afterthought by 
Vernon Dalhart, who had done The 
Wreck of Old 97 and was desperate for 
something for the other side of the rec
ord. It eventually sold 2,500,000 records 
for the Victor company. It cost the 
company seven cents to make the record 
(all expenses included) and the whole
sale price they received was thirty-seven 
cents a record. 

The Singing Brakeman 

The greatest of all romances in the 
hillbilly business centers about Jimmie 
Rodgers, the little railroad brakeman 
who fought desperately against poverty 
and the ravages of tuberculosis until 
Mr. Peer discovered him in Bristol, 
Tennessee, and started him on a career 
that was fabulous even in the phono
graph industry. It is estimated that the 
Blue Yodel records sold over 5,000,000 
copies_. Jimmie Rodgers is now dead and 
his records do not have the fame with 
collectors that has come to those of Bes
sie Smith, but he has left a mark on all 
hillbilly music. 

When David Kapp goes out to Dallas 
now for Decca to record hillbilly and 
race records, he will do as many as 325 
selections in fifteen days. The big stars 
now are Jimmie Davis, clerk of the 
Criminal Court in Shreveport, Louisi
ana, and Gene Autry, the singing cow
boy of the movies. Another favorite 
group is the Carter Family of Maces 
Springs, Virginia, who sing and play and 
make marvelous didos with such in
struments as the guitar and autoharp, 
which is really a zither with keys. 

The best colored singer since Bessie 
Smith is said to be Georgia White, and 
it is in this field that some of the most 
remarkable records are made. There 
are colored numbers so strictly African 
and special that nobody but a Negro 
could understand them or appreciate 
them. When Sleepy John Estes does his 
own Negro compositions, they seem to 
be in another language. The melodies 
are strange, the words are like some
thing out of a voodoo chant and the 
manner of delivery is such that they 
make no sense whatever to the un
trained white mind. The recordings by 
Petie Wheatstraw come in the same 
class, and when Kokomo Arnold does 
the "sebastapool" on his guitar, effects 
are made that seem unearthly. 

Unless the artist is also the writer of 
his own material and hence shares in 
the royalty for composers, the rewards 
of recording are not great, being on an 
average of $25 a "side." The payment 
is outright and there is no bookkeeping. 

Among the novelty records are those 
made by the Calypso people in the West 
Indies, the Cajuns of Louisiana and 
Corny Allen Greer and his band. 

The loyalty of the hillbilly audience 
to its heroes can be seen in the titles 
of the songs. When Jimmie Davis wrote 
Nobody's Darling But Mine, he im

mediately made a sequel entitled An 
Answer to Nobody's Darling. That was 
followed by A Woman's Answer to No
body's Darling. Bob and Joe Shelton, 
who also come from Shreveport, wrote 
Just Because in collaboration with Leon 
Chappalear. When it became a success, 
they followed immediately with An An
swer to Just Because and followed that 
with Just Because III. It is quite pos
sible that the thing could go on forever. 

Students are convinced that Bessie 
Smith and particularly the players who 
accompanied Bessie Smith on her rec
ords have had a great part in stimulat
ing that disease known as swing music, 
which has now gripped the nation. Bes
sie had such men doing her accompani
ments as Louis Armstrong, Fletcher 
Henderson, Joe Smith, Fred Longshaw, 
Charlie Green and the late James P. 
Johnson, one of the most spectacular of 
the hot pianists. Musicians are the keen
est people in the world at admiring new 
talent and just as Benny Goodman will 
sit goggle-eyed now listening to the 
"hotteties" of Count Basie, the colored 
demon of Kansas City, so did the orches
tra leaders of ten years ago go insane 
over the berserk playing of Bessie 
Smith's boys. From that interest came 
the change in orchestra music that is 
now so pronounced in the work of Good
man, Tommy Dorsey, Glen Gray, Jimmy 
Dorsey and others. 

The traditional folk songs of the 
Southern mountaineers and the spirit
uals have not been included in this 
discussion because they occupy a special 
position in the art of song. In the strict
est sense the mountaineer ballads are 
old English folk songs, some of them 
even traceable to old Gregorian chants; 
and as such they are not strictly Ameri
can products. New York was recently 
visited by the Rev. John William Daw
son, pastor of the Dry Fork Primitive 
Baptist Church of Morehead, Kentucky, 
who sang Lord, Spare Me for Another 
Year and The Wayfaring Stranger. The 
words seemed to have grown out of local 
legends of the mountains but the tunes 
stemmed back to the earliest days of 
American history when the first settlers 
crossed from the old country. Most 
strictly in the American tradition are 
the songs of Aunt Molly Jackson of Har
lan County, Kentucky, who has told the 
story of the labor struggles of that sec
tion. Her songs are richly evocative and 
thrilling, carrying the troubadour qual
ity of old. 

Fans Are Delighted 

But it's when Sleepy John Estes on 
his guitar and Hammie Nix on his 
mouth organ get wound up that the new
found fans start yammering with de
light. There are isolated groups in all 
sections of the world prepared to fight 
to the death to prove that Maxine Sulli
van, from the Onyx Club, is a greater 
artist than Lily Pons. Miss Sullivan be
came the storm center of radio contro
versy as the first person to swing Loch 
Lomond and other old ballads. There 
are strange individuals who wouldn't 
give a Georgia White and Rhubarb Red 
(guitar) record for anjrthing made by 
Caruso. 

The cult of the hillbillies may be a 
passing fancy but it is significant that 
Ambrose, the swankiest orchestra con
ductor in London, has made an arrange
ment of Nobody's Darling But Mine. 
When the St. Louis Blues is made into 
a Metropolitan Opera, the truth will 
finally be evident. In the meanwhile, 
the world will need to be content with 
the nasal-voiced boys and girls of the 
hinterlands who have most curious 
things to say about love and My Gal 
Sal. There seems to be an awful lot of 
double-crossing done by the ladies in 
the "mountings," and they invariably 
pay for it. This makes art. 

...brings back 
Natural Luster! 

DULLNESS 
is 

Finish Decay 

When the finish ol your 
car begins to get dull, it 
is on the road to de
struction. Weather, dirt, 
and u l t r a - v i o l e t r a y s 
break down the lacquer 
or enamel. The dull, 
chalky scum left on the 
surface speeds up this 
disintegration. To save 
the finish, c lean it with 
Simoniz Kleener, 

Give Your Car This 
Deluxe Beauty Treatment 

Simoniz and Simoniz Kleener 
are inexpensive and easy for 

anyone to use 

It's so much wiser to Simoniz your car! 
You save time, money, and the finish. In
stead of covering up the dirt and grime 
with an artificial gloss—here today and 
gone tomorrow—Simoniz Kleener cleans 
the finish thoroughly and safely. In the 
same quick, easy operation, it restores 
the genuine lustre your car had when 
new! Simoniz preserves and builds up 
the finish. A secret ingredient found only 
in Simoniz gives perfect protect ion 
against destructive elements. In addi
tion, Simoniz "feeds" the lacquer or 
enamel, making it more and more beau
tiful. Start saving now! Get these world-
famous products for your cac today! 

M O T O R I S T S W I S E 

JVever sold und»r 
any other nam» 
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Thank you Joe DiMaggio...your en
thusiastic praise of the big, new Dodge 
will interest millions who love a great 
performance...whether it be a home-
run b las t on t h e bal l f i e ld—or a 
thrilling ride in a "big league" car! 

And "big league" car is right! For 
owners of the 1938 Dodge say you can sense this the very 
first time you take the wheel. Never before have you driven 
a car with the "pepper" and dash of this one. A car that's so 
alert on the get-away...so quick to leap out in front. There's 
no engine pondering...no mechanical meditation. When you 
say "go" to this car—she's GONE! 

Dodge is safer, too. For it's built like a dreadnaught from 
chassis to top. You literally ride in a fortress of steel! And you 
have genuine hydraulic brakes that make you the complete 
master of every driving situation! 

And don't you prefer to own a car that saves you money 
every mile you drive it? That's what Dodge economy meanf. 
Owners all over America say Dodge gives them from V6 

to 24 miles to the gallon of gaso
line, and saves up to 20% on oil! 

HORSEPOWER IN VELVET! Only Dodge can 
give yott the famous Red Ram Floating Power 
Engine that makes body vibration a thing of the 
past! Engine is not only balanced, but pours its 
impulses into patented Floating Power engine 
mountings instead of frame and body of carl 
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You jusl can't satisfy these West 
Coast fishermen. They are even 
insisting that their trout be gold 

WHEN it comes to dishing out the trout lore, we 
doff our felts to Mr. Onus Brown of Three 
Rivers, California, down west of the Giant 

Forest, the Sequoia National Park gateway to the 
golden waters. 

"One spring I was chopping ice up in Rattlesnake 
Creek," he drawled, as he saddled up the pack train, 
"and I noticed the stuff was full of fish. I fed a few 
slivers to my dog. He gulped them down and when 
they melted, them goldfish thawed out and swum up 
his throat. Before he got over his su'prise, they flipped 
out between his teeth and swum down the creek as 
full of life as minnows. 

"Up there in the high country the trout's so bril
liant-colored you'd think they was plated with eight-
een-carat gold. When you spear 'em out of the frying 
pan, you eat 'em right off the cob like golden bantam 
corn. That's how few bones they've got. They're the 
best eatin' trout in these mountains. 

"Maybe you ain't heard how they got their color. 
Well, sir, up in Volcano Creek, where the goldens 
come from originally, the water flows over sulphur 
rock, and they got their bellies yellowed up scraping 
them on the rocks." 

It was Mr. Buck Plumb who cut in on Mr. Brown's 
golden-trout hour. "Wait a minute. Where'd you say 
we'd find these trout?" 

"Oh, up in any of the golden waters. Big Arroyo, 
Little Kern, Coyote Creek, Cottonwood Lakes. Lots 
of places. Granite Creek's the nearest." 

Mr. Brown planted one foot against the flank 

High Sierra Lake is one of moie than three 
hundred lakes carved out by c/laciers in Yo-
semite National Park. Most of ihem abound 
in that angler's delicacy, the golden trout 

of a grunting mule and yanked the final cinch. 
"Now we go. I reckon you dudes are mighty anx

ious to be hooking goldfish," he allowed, a feat of 
mind reading made easy by thirty years' experience 
with anglers who turn up at Giant Forest or Mineral 
King, rods and reels and creels in hand, and gaze 
longingly in the direction of Mount Whitney, top
most peak this side of Alaska. For many summers, 
thrifty Mr. Brown has eked out a fair living by pilot
ing fishermen into the southern Sierra Nevada high 
country to the icy waters in which are found the rarest 
of the tribe of trout, Salmo Roosevelti, named for the 
other Roosevelt, T. R., the fresh-water fisherman. 
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Golden trout, in case you lusve ;. et to meet this 

prized bundle of finny lightning, are the most beauti
ful fresh-water fish found on this continent. Give a 
golden a nibble at a black gnat and there's a dazzling 
flash as he flips out of the water, tugging at your 
barbed bug. "I've got him!" you yell. Oh, yes? Wary 
Mr. Golden has a way of biting your fly between his 
teeth, racing with it, then spitting it out. He's no hook, 
line and sinker swallower but a wise old guy that 
teases and taunts you until you get the hang of his 
tricks. 

When you finally land him, you find yourself with 
a fish as brilliant in color as a sunset. His back is 
gray, but below the red stripes on his sides the scales 
of his belly are a dazzling yellow, shading to orange on 
his fins. His tail is yellow, punctuated with black dots. 
You look at him and ask yourself how under the sun a 
trout got himself decorated like that this side of the 
tropics. 

There's just a grain of truth in Onus Brown's tale 
of how the golden got his color—a grain and no more. 
The facts, as scientists have pieced them together, are 
just as hard to believe. So, also, is the record on the 
migrations of this amazing trout from one small iso
lated creek to several hundred once-barren lakes and 
streams of the Sierra Nevada. 

In his early youth, before he took to wrangling 
dudes. Onus Brown's game was herding cattle in the 
high country between the Great Western Divide and 
the Mount Whitney Range, where they fattened on 
the summer alpine grasses. Cattlemen don't rate 
well among conservationists, but with golden-trout 
devotees they are tolerated for the simple reason that 
in the years gone by they stocked scores of streams 
and lakes with goldens. Not that the cattlemen 
were doing it for posterity, but they liked to fish be
tween spells of rounding up the bawling steers. The 
steers are gone, the cattlemen are no more, but the 
goldens are still there in the (Continued on page 62 J 
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SAYS ABOUT THE NEW DODGL., 
BEST-PRICED 

CAR IN 
AMERICA! 

But operating economy isn't all. Don't 
forget that famous Dodge price tag! 
Dodge actually costs far less than 
cars that do not give you as much 
...And, by the way, if you've been 
toying with the idea of buying a 
small car, you don't have to. Dodge 

is priced so close to the low-priced cars that you'll hardly 
notice the difference! No wonder owners say that Dodge is the 
best'priced car in America! 

Get your dealer on the phone right now! Learn how switch
ing to Dodge will mean money in your pocket not only right 
at the start, but every day you own it! 

mmnoommsmMOm! 
'isement 

endorsed by the Bngineenng Depart
ment, DODGB Division of Chrysler Corporation 

TUNE IN ON THE MAJOR BOWES ORIGINAL AMATEUR HOUR, COLUMBIA NET
WORK, EVERY THURSDAY, 9:00 TO 10:00 P. M., EASTERN STANDARD TIME 
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