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Sacajawea boards the bus

in her long black hair

and Goodwill coat.

Her face is a marble mountain:
her eyes are unnamed lakes.

She carries her soon to be baby
like an unexplored continent,
her ocean sheltering it

from the jangling bells

and blaring carols

of that other child.

E.J. Christensen
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Preface

In the memorial issue of Haldeman-Julius’ monthly newspaper, the
American Freeman (November 1951), Albert Mordell wrote, ‘‘The first
impression to correct in appraising the multifarious activities and many-sided
career of Haldeman-Julius is to dispose of the view prevalent, and upon
which there have already been editorials, that he was merely a publisher who
reprinted classics cheaply which he made accessible to the public. As a
matter of fact, this is the least important phase of his genius. Other
publishers had done so before....His real service as a publisher was not in
reprinting expensive and unobtainable classics, but chiefly in enlisting
writers depicting life on the American scene, advancing the best views on
literature, and freeing the public from shackles of superstition. He issued
mind-liberating books. His books were not reviewed because they were
pamphlets. It is now well-known that he was responsible for Will Durant’s
The Story of Philosophy. This work had appeared in part in his magazines
and was originally a series of Little Blue Books. They attracted no more
attention than other Little Blue Books. They were obtainable cheaply, five
cents for each of the nine essays, and have always remained on
Haldeman-Julius’ list. By an arrangement with Simon and Schuster, they
were issued in one volume and became a best seller, laying the seeds of
Durant’s fame and fortune. Similarly other Little Blue Books could have been
reissued in bound volumes, and some no doubt will be.”’

Haldeman-Julius was born Emanuel Julius on July 30, 1889, in
Philadelphia. After working for a variety of Socialist publications in New
York, Milwaukee, Chicago, and Los Angeles he came in 1915 to Girard,
Kansas, to work on the nation’s most influential Socialist newspaper, the
Appeal to Reason (which had published, for example, Upton Sinclair’s
now-famous expose of the meat packing industry, The Jungle). H-J was
welcomed to Kansas by one of the Appeal’s leading writers, John Walker
Gunn, whose unpublished short story, ‘“The Tolerance of Elmer Wilkey,”’
has been revised and completed for this issue by his nephew, science fiction
scholar and author, James E. Gunn, a professor at the University of Kansas.

Borrowing $25,000 from his wife, the former Marcet Haldeman (whose
name he prefixed to his six months after their marriage in June 1916 to
formalize the nom de plume they used in publishing fiction: Haldeman-
Julius), H-J placed a down payment on the Appeal printing plant and began
the project that made his reputation, the three-and-one-half by five inch
booklets eventually known as the Little Blue Books. In 1925 he expanded his
publishing venture by establishing the Big Blue Books series. (Subscribers
receive with this issue a 1945 title, The Story of the Shakers, written by Vance
Randolph under the pseudonym of Louis K. Henderson.)



Marcet Haldeman-Julius died in 1941. A year later Haldeman-Julius
married Sue Haney, who writes the lead article for this issue, detailing events
in the life of the publisher which you cannot find elsewhere. Haldeman-Julius
drowned in his private swimming pool on July 31, 1951, the day after his
sixty-second birthday. Each year since his death has seen more and more
research on his work, and he is emerging as one of the most significant and
influential publishers of the first half of this century.

Our big regret about this issue is that we could not print all the H-J articles
we received. They were all good, and some will appear in later issues. Our
next number will feature Osa and Martin Johnson of Chanute and
Independence. Kenny Simons is writing an essay on Merle Evans, the circus
bandmaster from Columbus for the summer, Charles Cagle is working on a
story about Louise Brooks, the Cherryvale actress, and Betty Sybrant is
researching Nila Mack, the ‘‘Let’s Pretend Lady’’ of Arkansas City. Let them
know if you have materials, letters, or memories of these personalities.

The Editors

vi
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Because I shared both his business and personal worlds over many years at
the office and at home I came to know Haldeman-Julius quite well—as well as
one could. For he was a man who kept most problems to himself, gave the
appearance that all was well, and confided in no one unless absolutely
necessary. Only in print would he express himself freely. That policy made
living with him relaxing and pleasant, but never dull. His zest for living
reflected warmly on those around him and was expressed in whatever he did.
Whether mixing a drink, making a fire, or hosting a dinner, he added a
sparkling little something to the occasion that made one feel privileged to be
there sharing it.

In the early years of his book publishing career that began in 1919, he kept
himself isolated from the mainstream of society as much as possible,
emerging when necessary or desirable, then slipping back into limbo
between his public and private worlds. Cherishing aloneness where his mind
might soar unrestrained like an eagle, he found intimacy difficult even with
his family, beyond what was reasonable or expected of him. Dedicated to the
fulfillment of his life ambition, his career was of prime importance, and if, in
the process of attainment, there was anything left of himself or his time, he
shared with those who could bring some measure of warmth, pleasure,
amusement, or stimulation to his existence.

Young, vibrant, and in his early thirties at the time, he could hardly be
called handsome in the way of the matinee idol of that day, but he exuded a
vitality, a magnetism, and a sexiness that far exceeded mere handsomeness.
Women were instantly attracted to him. Jet-black hair, a natural tan
complexion, and steel grey eyes that scintillated like stars in a winter sky
were his most attractive features. His mouth, thin and shapely, turned up
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Marcet and E. Haldemﬁn-Juiiiis; 1925.
whimsically at the ends, as though some secret amusement was going on
inside him. Another nice thing about him was his soft, baritone voice,
resonant, firmly modulated, and never loud. Shouting horrified him.

Persons meeting him for the first time may have been a little surprised by
his stature. Becoming a giant in the book industry may have given cause to
think of him in extraordinary proportions; though not diminutive, being five
feet seven or slightly more, he radiated a charisma which allowed one easily
to overlook the fact that he was not six feet tall.

Around his plant, he purposely kept that charisma under his hat. Known to
be a stern disciplinarian, he tolerated no nonsense, and scuttlebutt was that
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he would fire you at the drop of a hat. With the stealth of a cat, he moved
quietly about his plant, bounding up the front or the back stairs three steps at
a time, always in a hurry or possibly hoping to catch a loafer off guard.
Leaning against the stair post, cigar in mouth, he would stand there,
immobile, his piercing eyes sweeping over the entire floor, causing every
girl to freeze in her tracks. One somehow got the gut feeling she had just
been run through with a saber.

His attitude in those early days was one of impatience and intolerance, and
perhaps with good reason. He had borrowed all the money to start his book
business and could not afford waste. No doubt, he saw nothing unreasonable
in expecting a full day’s work for a full day’s pay.

Each morning, after thumbing through the bundles of mail orders awaiting
him on the big office desk, and after having littered the floor with scraps of
paper, envelopes, cigar ashes, burnt matches, and—sometimes—peanut
hulls, he would hurry into his office. slam the door, and sprawl out on his
couch to devour the Wall Street Journal and the New York Times.

Not one for mixing spit-and-polish with business, the plain offices were
devoid of then-popular status symbols—brass spittons and rails, black and
gilt lettering. Production, not plush pretense, was his objective. Time was of
the essence, apparent in a certain frenzy about the workers trying to achieve
all that was possible because they knew it was expected of them. Yet they
respected him for his toughness. A man like that, they reasoned, could and
would succeed. And that meant their bread and butter.

Two things he admired were industry and accuracy. Reasonable allowance
was made for human error, but that must never be taken as a tolerant attitude
toward carelessness or inefficiency. He had no patience for speed without
accuracy and he inclined to place little value upon the accuracy of the
plodding. Assistant editors soon learned two things—never to argue with him
and never to excuse a mistake. To explain why a mistake was made would not
rectify it; however, the assurance that it would never happen again—and
meaning it—would somewhat soften his hard-boiled attitude.

Fortunately for all concerned, as time went on and success relieved him of
financial pressure, he became more relaxed and compassionate toward his
employees. Consequently, a mutual respect born of the trials and tribulations
of his novel adventure gradually grew into a feeling of deep affection between
himself and his old employees, many of whom were with him in the
beginning and stayed on to the very end of his career.

With the first flush of success when everything he touched seemed to turn
to gold, H-J behaved much like other celebrities who have found themselves
suddenly catapulted to fame, sought after, feted, and becoming rich. Fully
aware of the power of publicity, he found it advantageous to court the
limelight, reveling in the exhilarating newness of his increasing fame, and
pleased with the furor he was creating in Eastern publishing circles. In his
coast-to-coast full-page flamboyant ads, he strove for eye-catching
sensationalism, appealing to persons from all walks of life with his books on
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poetry, the classics, sex education, and self-teaching ‘‘how to’’ books, while
earning for himself the unique titles of Book Baron, the Ford of Literature,
Barnum of Books, and other flattering distinctions.

Smitten with self-importance brought about by nationwide recognition,
and not without vanity, he seemingly developed an imperious air. That did
not sit well with the humble folk of Girard, who stood in schoolboy awe of
him, yet disliked him for no valid reason except that he was an upstart from
back East who had married the richest girl in town. The fact that his thriving
mail-order business had turned Girard’s third-class post office into a
first-class one, with door-to-door mail delivery, was unappreciatively taken
for granted and soon forgotten. Unmindful of their narrow attitude, H-J
proceeded to build the most imposing house in the area, an eleven-room
structure at the edge of town on 160 acres, and settled down. He had never
liked Girard, but it was ideally situated for his mail-order business in the
center of the United States, and that was his major reason, if not his only
reason, for being there.

The large white house with its green shutters was spacious and
comfortable, and he loved it. There was no pomp or ceremony within, his
country style of living being one of tasteful simplicity. Meals were seldom
lavish, but served with a touch of class by a colored houseboy in white,
starched jacket. One sensed affluency in the many fine items and books and
art about the house, but that affluency was never expressed in the
affectations associated with the nouveau riche. Haldeman-Julius fit into his
position of wealth as though born to it.

His office was a noisy, busy place; at home he was lavish with the peace
and quiet denied him during the day. A good provider and father to his
family, he was not a family man to the extent that he wanted to share his
evenings with them. Understanding his artistic temperament and penchant
for privacy, a certain amount of discipline was required among the family
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members for there was no doubt about who dominated the household. It
was—unmistakably—Daddy. When Daddy drove into the driveway shortly
after five o’clock, all noise—like the children’s phonograph—must cease and
little playmates must scatter for home. While he did not wield a demanding
power over his household, his very presence, dignified, authoritative, yet
warm and friendly, was quite enough to accomplish that effect for him.

During those busy, fruitful years of the 1920s, he usually ate lunch alone in
his library. Dinner was downstairs with the family gathered around the
dining table that Aunt Jane Addams had given them as a wedding present. If
anything amusing had happened at the plant that day, H-J was sure to relate
it with imitative verve and gestures as he remembered his father having done
when he was a boy in Philadelphia. Only twice a year did he carve at the
table—Thanksgiving and Christmas—accomplishing that feat with grace and
skill, while announcing proudly to his guests that the handsome turkey and
mounds of homemade butter had been produced right there on the farm.

As a host, he was charming and entertaining, yet he had his independent
egoism—he would not allow a guest to monopolize his time or energy. Often,
when Marcet was entertaining, he would tear himself loose from his library
just long enough to come down and politely greet her guests and then
magically disappear.

Off limits to the rest of the family who could intrude only on invitation, the
library was his sanctuary. They seemed not to mind and were quite willing to
acquiese to his odd demands. Involved with their own friends and social
affairs, each was free to pursue his or her own interests, resulting in a pattern
of living quite compatible and desired by all.

Usually arising around seven thirty in the morning on weekdays, he would
immediately turn on his record player to alert the downstairs cook to start
preparing his breakfast. Then he might shave to Chopin or shower to
Beethoven. Or Caruso—a favorite since boyhood—might fill the big house
with his golden song.

One might wonder what an introvert like Haldeman-Julius did for
recreation. Not much. He enjoyed a challenging game of chess or, if in the
mood, he would play a game of Parcheesi with Alice or inspect Henry’s latest
boyish invention. Lively conversation for a while was highly desirable, but
after a few hours of discussion or light chatter, he would flop into bed
completely exhausted. He was a thinker, not a talker. People were necessary
accoutrements about him, but he enjoyed no one’s company more than his
own.

The thing he found most relaxing was the long rides he took in his car,
usually alone, sometimes with Marcet, or a guest he had found to be
interesting. At one time he enjoyed horseback riding over the country roads.
but that pleasure was abandoned when his horse fell upon his leg and broke
it.

Many times he was invited to hunt or fish, but not being in the least
sports-minded, those activities, along with baseball and football, held no
appeal. Because of his inherent love for animals. he strongly opposed
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hunting and trapping, and once refused a suggested manuscript on the latter
subject because he did not wish to further the use of steel traps in capturing
defenseless animals.

Having no hobbies other than reading and writing, he considered those
sufficient, and while his mail-order business brought in many rare coins and
stamps, he would have been the last person on earth to take more than a
monetary interest in them. As far back as he could remember, he had been a
sort of loner, first through circumstance, later by necessity, and finally by
choice. As he once wrote of himself, ‘‘I am a little world all to myself’’—and
he was.

Weekends rarely found him in town. After packing a small bag, he would
jump into his custom-built Lincoln coupe—black with orange disc
wheels—and breeze off for Kansas City, Tulsa, the Ozark Mountains, or
elsewhere in his quest for diversion, usually the theater, fine cuisine, and
good company (more often than not a favorite feminine companion). Known
around the area for being a playboy, his extramarital affairs sparked gossip
over many a backyard fence. Discreet as he tried to be, his wife knew of his
love affairs, but she also knew that usually they were of short duration and
therefore no threat to her marriage. Townsfolk got the idea he relished sex
about the way they relished a cup of coffee. Reaction was a mixture of
criticism, indifference, amusement, and envy, but it is likely that the town
derived some measure of excitement which his naughty escapades brought to
their otherwise banal existence.

Never one to be denied anything he really wanted, H-J demanded his
absolute freedom at any cost as he went along his merry way. Those around
him learned never to say ‘‘don’t.”” A self-reliance and independence built
into his character while he was growing up in Philadelphia would not allow
him to be dominated or dictated to by another, even those he loved.
Furthermore, he considered his private life his own business; he was
beholden to no one, and he would live as he damned well pleased.

We are mainly what our childhood makes us, we are told, and that may
explain, in part, his obsession with freedom and his need to be alone—not
alone per se—but left alone, for he needed to feel the presence of others
.about him without having to become involved. As a child growing up in
Philadelphia, extremely curious and intelligent, he was alone much of the
time to wander about the city, observing, learning, and experiencing the
lessons of the street, entertained by some, revolted by many, and profiting
from all in the liberal education he was extracting for himself. ‘‘My emotions
were intense,”’ he has written. ‘I felt life. I could not understand those
around me (his family) and they knew nothing of what was transpiring in my
high-tensioned, sensitive mind. My surroundings were of the most sordid
imaginable—poverty was everywhere, and as I lived, I felt things were not as
they should be.”

His parents were respectable people, each having been the offspring of a
rabbi back in Russia. Before Emanuel was born, they had relinquished a
more abundant life to come to America, where they could live free of Russian
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oppression. For convenient reasons, it had been necessary to change their
proud name (Zolajefsky) for a simpler one (Julius), and their orthodox ways
were shed when they settled in the Philadelphia ghetto. His father, an
excellent bookbinder of fine books, worked long, hard hours for thirteen
dollars a week. Young Emanuel often carried lunch to his father, and he
would linger around the shop to fondle and admire his work, meanwhile
developing an appreciation for fine books and beautiful bindings.

Along with five other chldren, Emanuel managed to get fed only by the
sheer magic of his frugal little mother, who ate the chicken head as her share,
leaving the better pieces for those bringing in the most money.

He loved solitary walks about town, especially after a big snowstorm which
brought out the picturesque horse-drawn sleighs. With their sleighbells
merrily jingling, horses trotted briskly down Broad Street, their fur-covered
passengers calling back and forth to each other across the snow. Many times
Emanuel did not return home until well after dark, though no one seemed to
miss him, scold him or worry about him.

Being an avid reader with limited means, he often patronized a
secondhand bookshop where, for a few pennies, he could buy worn copies of
good books, familiarizing himself with Emerson, Ingersoll, and Thomas
Paine, among others. ‘‘I cut my eyeteeth,”’ he said, ‘‘on Thomas Paine’s Age
of Reason.”’

Near the bookshop was a large, beautiful park where he liked to sit quietly
and read. In fact, he was sitting on a park bench one cold winter day when he
conceived the idea for the future famous Little Blue Books. After reading a
worn-out copy of The Rubaiyat of Omar Khayyam, declaring it the most
beautiful thing he ever read, the thought occurred to him that there must be
many others like himself, thirsting for knowledge they could not afford. One
day, he told himself, he would publish cheap copies of good books everyone
could afford.

With that thought firmly implanted in his mind, he set about improving
himself in every possible way, determined to pursue his idea into reality.
Many years later, when that opportunity had finally presented itself, he took
from his desk a copy of the Rubaiyat and marked it for the linotype. It
remained No. 1 on a list that would grow to over fifteen hundred titles.

At thirteen, he left school feeling it had taught him all it could; he was
anxious to get along with education in other areas. While attending night
school, he held various jobs, including box boy in a department store and
theater usher. But newspaper work was what he really wanted. Turned down
as a cub reporter, he eventually landed a job as copyholder on the
Philadelphia Press. From the first night, he noticed his vocabulary improving
and expanding, the most impressive word being ‘‘excruciating.’’ It was while
working at the Press that he got his first glimpse of the famous H.L. Mencken
of Baltimore.

As time pased, his family constantly improved their living conditions. The
eldest son had secured a position in accounting; the eldest daughter taught
music—allowing the family to leave the ghetto and invest in their own home.
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For whatever reasons he may have had, Emanuel, at the age of seventeen, a
mere stripling of a youth, struck out on his own for New York.

So little feeling did he apparently have for his family at that time that all
communication ceased for over ten years. In 1925, when making a trip from
New York to Kansas, he stopped off to visit for a few hours with his parents.
It would be the last time he would see them.

Yet long years later, after both parents were gone, he wrote with great
warmth and feeling about them. His mother he pictured as short, round, and
frugal, a practical, no-nonsense type who drove a hard bargain. His father,
he said, was a proud and humorous man, always with a joke to tell, one who
schemed and hunted for ways to give his children a little pleasure without
having to spend any money. Characteristics of both parents were evident in
their son.

As often happens when looking back, H-J seemed to discover that all he
had found miserable in his childhood had, in retrospect, magically turned
into pleasant nostalgia, as, more and more, one found his articles beginning
with ‘““When I was a kid in Philadelphia....”” And I feel reasonably sure that
on those sentimental journeys into the past, he reproached himself many
times for his thoughtlessness, his indifference, and his negligence.

Standing out as one of the more colorful and memorable decades of this
century was the 1920s, known as the ‘‘hot jazz age,”’ as the ‘‘roaring
twenties.”” Something of a moral revolt was taking place among the younger
generation hell-bent on liberating themselves from stifling convention and
lukewarm Victorian morals. Thumbing their noses at the moralists, women
were drinking highballs and smoking cigarettes openly, bobbing their
tresses, and running around in outlandish clothes with skirts above the knee,
dancing the Charleston. Society called them ‘‘flappers’’ and “‘it’’ girls—*‘it”’
meaning sex-appeal, coined by the then-famous author Elinor Glyn, whose
shocking book, Three Weeks, was a current best seller. ‘‘Free love’’ was
coined and put into practice, the speakeasy was born, and life as it had been
known would never be the same again.

It was during that fabulous decade (and in keeping with the ‘‘anything
goes’’ tempo) that the most sensational incident of H-J’s entire career was
spawned: his foster daughter married a local swain in what was termed a
‘‘companionate marriage.”” That spectacular event landed the entire
Haldeman-Julius family on the front page of every metropolitan newspaper
from coast to coast, threatening to outblitz Colonel Lindbergh’s solo flight
across the Atlantic that previous May.

Haldeman-Julius had not coined that label. It had been introduced by
Judge Ben B. Lindsey of Denver, Colorado, but that’s another chapter.
Stories, some with two-inch headlines, together with pictures of the
handsome couple and the H-J family stared out at the nation sittirg down to
its breakfast table. Many concluded immediately that it was a publicity stunt,
and it may well have been. One thing is certain: if it was, it was a
masterpiece.
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The Companionate Couple: Mr. and Mrs. Aubrey Roselle.

Day after day it went on, bringing comments from the famous, the high,
and the mighty.Peggy Hopkins Joyce, whose reputed hobby was collecting
millionaires, screamed, ‘‘No! Thank you! It’s not for me!’’ She went on to say
she preferred the old-fashioned way because companionate marriage made
divorce too easy—after having sampled marital bliss with four husbands.
Elinor Glyn, declared it a step forward. Fannie Hurst, noted author, had
nothing but praise for the young couple in a full-page spread with pictures
with the Pittsburgh Sun-Telegraph. Moralists were having a heyday as their
last sacred stronghold, marriage, was being attacked—they thought.
Preachers, judges, educators, all voiced their opinions. The marriage became
collegiate discussion topics; songs such as ‘‘My Pal Companionate’’ were
written. All these various commentaries served to prove just one thing—no
one seemed to have the slightest idea of what companionate marriage was all
about.

The real culprit was the word ‘‘companionate.’”” The public assumed it
meant marriage without benefit of clergy. Not true. It was a legal, bona fide
marriage binding as any other, the only difference being that the couple had,
in advance, agreed not to have children until they could financially support
them. Of course, this meant practicing birth control, another hot potato of
that time. Another stipulation was that each would work, the groom would
finish college, and, if needed, both sets of parents would lend financial aid.
Today many young marriages could be labeled ‘‘companionate.’”
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Clarence Darrow, pictured with Haldeman-Julius at lunch in Chicago,
defended the marriage by saying it was legal in every respect. He further
shocked the moralists by adding that one day marriage, as we know it, would
be completely abolished.

Girard, situated in the southeast corner of Kansas and not far from the
Bible Belt, is a town of fewer than three thousand inhabitants hogtied to
tradition and pious to the tune of seven churches. Girard was plainly
perturbed. A few of the more intelligent citizens understood the marriage,
but for the most part, they didn’t; they thought it sounded ‘‘immoral.”’
Apprehensively, they shook their heads as the daring young couple started
out on their unique sea of matrimony, and they watched with the same
misgivings they had when young Lindbergh headed his Spirit of St. Louis out
across the sea.

To make matters worse, rumor started that the bride was the ‘‘love child”’
of H-J and Marcet, born out of wedlock when they were both struggling with
their careers in Greenwich Village in New York. Caught off guard by local
inquiring reporters, Haldeman-Julius, infuriated by the absurd question,
replied vehemently ‘‘ Yes, damn it!’’ without thinking of the consequences. (I
was later to learn that when put under sudden stress or intense pressure, he
seemed to panic and grab at straws for hasty solution. In other words, he lost
his cool.)

Inevitably his statement kindled the fire. The family was embarrassed,
harassed, and suffered some loss of prestige in the community. Marcet,
pictured with her husband, upheld his statement. When one stops to consider
the staid background of Kansas, whose legislature at that time had only
recently legalized cigarettes, one can appreciate just how daring the Kansas
publisher and his individualistic wife really were.

Having always lived in metropolitan areas where people are uncaring and
indifferent about what goes on about them, H-J was not yet acclimated to the
togetherness or the narrowness and provincialism of a small town. Insults lay
embedded in him like buckshot. Infuriated and indignant, in retaliation he
threatened to move his plant to a nearby city that had been courting
him—and might have, had not a group of influential Girard citizens visited
him, apologized for the town, and begged him to remain.

Finally the whole truth came out about the bride. She had been born not
more than five miles from Girard, and, because of difficult circumstances in
her family, had been taken in by Marcet to be reared and educated. Most of
Girard had known that all along. What they were hostile about were the
aspersions his remark had cast upon their native daughter, Marcet.

When the whole fracas died down and the Haldeman-Julius family could
resume a normal life, the sting lessened as citizens gradually began to speak
to him again and to extend a hand in friendship. Whether a publicity stunt or
not, he sold a record number of books that year. But it was the kind of
publicity that was to leave a dark brown taste in his mouth for the rest of his
life. Never one to forgive, from then on he avoided the press and shied away
from all unnecessary publicity, hoping never to hear of ‘‘companionate
marrtage’’ again.
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During those golden years between 1920 and 1930, he made an annual trip
back East, usually in beautiful October, specifically for rest and
entertainment. By then all fall advertising copy had been placed with his St.
Louis agency, it was the lull before the heavy winter season, and his body and
mind were sorely in need of change. Only one particular place would
accomplish that for him—New York City.

Leaving his plant in the hands of his capable editorial assistant, he would
take off for his favorite city, the one he knew and loved, where his career had
begun, first as reporter and culminating as Sunday editor of the New York
Call. New York with its life-giving stimulation was dessert after a long, heavy
meal. It filled an essential need in his existence that was impossible to
relinquish. In Kansas, he felt like an alien. Necessity and convenience had
placed him there, and, like a real pioneer, he had carved out his own oasis on
the prairie. Yet he was determined never to melt into the prairie soil, and as
long as he could escape to New York and replenish himself, Kansas could
never completely absorb him, could never claim him. That realization was his
stabilizer and his salvation.

On those trips East by train, he usually stopped off at Hull House in
Chicago for a brief visit with Aunt Jane Addams and with his good friend,
Clarence Darrow. At the ‘‘monkey trial’’ in Dayton, Tennessee, in 1925, he
had met Darrow, defense attorney for John Scopes, who was being tried for
teaching Darwin’s theory of evolution in his classroom. The two men had
become friends and the Darrows visited at the H-J farm in Girard.

From Chicago, he went on to New York for a couple of weeks, checking in
at the Algonquin, where he joined the famous Round Table luncheon club
founded by Alexander Woollcott. The club was a select clique of sophisticates
and intelligentsia, whose members included the very famous, among them
George S. Kaufman, Robert Benchley, Clifton Fadiman, Moss Hart, Dorothy
Parker—wife of Sinclair Lewis, the Marx brothers, and Harold Ross—owner
and publisher of the New Yorker magazine. Woollcott once described his
friend Ross as looking like a dishonest Abe Lincoln. Ross had married a
former Girard girl, Jane Grant, whose father owned a grocery store on the
town square when I was a kid.She and Ross started the New Yorker and in the
June 20, 1925, issue, Woollcott did a profile of E. Haldeman-Julius.

Broadway shows, operas, museums, the stock market, fine cuisine,
stimulating companions, and beautiful women rejuvenated Haldeman-Julius.
For if there was one thing he relished more than strawberries and cream it
was a beautiful woman. Famous, and in his late thirties, he was reaching the
peak of his career and his masculinity, and was much sought after by
intellectuals and other celebrities. His fame was unique, in that he was one of
the first to attempt the publishing of pocket-sized paperbacks of substantial
content. Acceptance was like a heady wine. It fed his ego, kept his head
above the herd. It was the yardstick by which he measured his success.

He was in New York, on the floor of the Stock Exchange, that black day in
late October 1929 when the market crashed. A few days prior he had wired
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home about making $200,000 in the market, a sizable fortune in those days.
Suddenly, along with thousands of others, he was wiped out. All he had was
his plant, his home and acreage, and a few thousand in a bank that would
soon close. Immediately he left for home, little realizing he would never see
his beloved New York City again. He seemed destined to spend his life on the
Kansas prairie.

Effects of the crash were not immediate, but by Spring the winds of change
were felt. Any hope he may have had about the economic situation being
transitory vanished. Economies had to be made in layoffs, but so sure was he
of making a comeback that he kept his key employees by giving them two or
three days (or however long he could afford) at lesser pay cleaning and
painting around the plant, paying them a few dollars at a time and going
home with his own pockets empty. Most had spent their adult lives there and
he felt responsible for them. People were begging for work at a dollar a day.

Economizing reached over into his personal life. His beautiful Lincoln
coupe—his status symbol—was relegated to the warehouse. This was
perhaps his biggest personal sacrifice, and Girard knew the Depression had
found its most prominent citizen. Replaced by a modest black and tan Ford,
the sleek, black car stood like a discarded love amid the scrap paper, empty
boxes, and dust for over fifteen years, never to be driven again. Finally, some
time in the mid-forties, he picked up enough courage to sell it for scrap, but
he could not bear to witness that symbol of a vanished time being hauled
away.

In the good years, he had smoked good cigars—Antonio and
Cleopatras —and rarely was seen without one protruding from his mouth.
After the Crash, and before President Hoover declared the country
‘‘fundamentally sound,”’ he switched to a ten-center. When Hoover next
announced that ‘‘prosperity is just around the corner’’ (and it wasn’t), he
discarded the ten-center along with his optimism and stooped to the lowly
five-cent cigar. Cigarettes were out of the question, he said; ‘‘They burn too
damn close to my nose.”’

To be slapped down suddenly in the midst of plenty was a devastating
experience, but if he ever felt sorry for himself, you never knew it. Not one to
wallow in self-pity, he plugged along cautiously and quietly, never once
uttering or giving any sign of defeat. As we got deeper into the Depression,
there were days when it seemed almost futile to stay open; yet his bulldog
tenacity would not allow him to throw in the sponge. Many days he and I and
one male employee were the only ones at the plant. For encouragement, he
kept a typed sign standing on his desk, before him at all times, that read,
““This, too, shall pass away.”” Abraham Lincoln, one of his lifetime ideals,
had uttered those same poetic words during the darkest days of the Civil
War, he told me. But it was to be a ten-year-longwait filled with desperation,
hope, and courage. Adding to his woes had been serious domestic
problems—mainly over money he could not readily produce.

After Roosevelt became President in 1932, the pendulum started swinging
the other way, and by 1938 he was climbing out of his dark hole. A new
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generation of readers had sprung up meanwhile, national advertising was
paying off again (although not as dramatically as before), he was paying off
his debts, repairing his home and farm, and he was back in business
full-swing with all the old crew on board. Then, after a lengthly illness,
Marcet succumbed in February 1941.

Wasted years lay behind him like empty husks. Some things had been lost,
some things had been gained. Within him a metamorphosis had been taking
place, and out of that calamitous decade strode an entirely different man:
tempered, tested, and strengthened. The Depression had been a great
leveler. Gone was the imperious attitude, replaced with humility and
tolerance. In his new lifestyle there was no room for egotism, and glamour
was out of place. Looking more kindly upon his surroundings now, he
accepted them, almost gratefully.

Time and change had weaned him from New York, too. The Round Table
had ceased to exist in the early thirties, its members had scattered, New York
City had changed, he had changed, neither could ever be the same again. He
could have gone back,but chose not to;in fact, he never ventured farther than
the fifty miles to Joplin, Missouri, for a good steak, an entertaining show,
and the pleasant ride.

Bachelorhood proved a bit hectic for him because of the uninvited attention
of some area females, who beat a path to his office. They came with
everything from Christmas cards to fluorescent lights, hoping to get past
me—his secretary—in the front office. Little chance of that since I was
designated keeper of his money, his morals, and his privacy.

One ingenious female with short, black, curly hair, a baby lisp, and a long
record of conquests tripped lightly up to the office window and asked to see
him. Tactfully—and with some pleasure—I got rid of her (I thought). But the
clever wench came up with another idea that excluded the possibility of
running into me. Armed with her fluorescent light and a big wad of
determination, she took him by surprise one evening while he sat alone in his
big house. When he answered the doorbell and saw her standing there with
her light, he promptly let it be known that he had not the slightest interest in
her fixtures. Instantly the persistent female boldly shoved her foot into the
opened door and was going to come in anyway. Reacting quickly, H-J kicked
it out again and slammed the big door shut. Next morning he sent out for
chain fasteners and had one installed on every outside door in the house.

Distance was no deterrent either. Down in New Orleans a portly woman
started a romantic courtship of sorts by sending him a large framed oil
painting of a bowl of peonies she had done especially for him. It was signed:
The Tenth Muse.‘‘“When I get my check,’’ she wrote, *“I’ll do you another.”’
And she did; in fact, two more. A card arrived, saying: “In transit, via
Railway Express, magnolia watercolor painting, to H-J, the humorist, sage,
word painter, wit, mollified Boccaccio, gentleman, ‘the well amid the waste!’
A tribute to his inspiring books, a tribute to a prismatic personality. Thinking
that my paintings hang where he works shall make me glad! The Tenth
Muse.”’
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Clockwise from upper left: H-J and Clarence Darrow, 1925; H-J’s birthplace,
237 Race St., Philadelphia, 1968; Upton Sinclair; The Tenth Muse; Pulling
Little Blue Books at the H-J Plant, 1945.
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Apparently believing in the old adage that the way to a man’s heart is
through his stomach, her next objective was his appetite. Soon we were
eating luscious strawberries in winter, succulent mushrooms and other
Southerndelicacies, interspersed withwarm interjections of passionate poetry.
it was getting to the point where we could hardly wait for the next mail.
Meanwhile, we had wed.

Books followed, with words and phrases of endearment underlined to form
the component of a love letter. In Southern belle fashion, she mailed a pink
pressed camellia she had worn to the opera and a tinted miniature of herself
in tiara with pink ostrich fan. Matronly, aristocratic, intellectual, she was
obviously a lady of many summers. When a photoof her inalarge picture hat
arrived, we were disillusioned. The hat was not all that was large: her
shoulders were reminiscent of a Green Bay Packer.

All we learned about her through her letters and photos was that she had
been educated in a convent, wrote poetry, had a huge bust, and a terrific yen
to take H-J to Europe. Through her unique handwriting, I was able to trace
her name to a mail order. All that I now recall is that her first name was
Frances and her last name was of Scottish origin.

We continued to enjoy her generosity for some time, and all might have
gone on endlessly had H-J not foolishly mentioned in the columns of his
monthly newspaper, the American Freeman, that he had taken a wife.
Immediately all communication between New Orleans and Girard came to an
abrupt halt. So did the strawberries, mushrooms, shrimp, paintings, poetry,
books, love letters, and propositions to take him away from it all. Obviously
disenchanted, the Tenth Muse had folded her easel and silently crept away.

Sunday was H-J’s favorite day for several reasons. Ignoring the clock in his
room that routed him out of bed every weekday morning at 7:30, we indulged
him by serving his breakfast in bed, after which he rested, read, wrote,
listened to his radio and all the delightful noises coming from the barnyard.
From his bedroom window, he could look out into the lovely garden with all
its colorful flowers, a birdhouse, and small goldfish pond decorated with
water lilies. Farther on to the north lay forty acres of waving wheat ripening
in the sun. Lover of nature and home that he was, it is no wonder that many of
his most earthy and poetic articles originated from the comfort of his bed.

Sunday was open house at the farm, too, and nothing pleased him more
than to open the front door and find the youth of America standing on his
doorstep in crewcut, Argyles, and exposed shirttail. Effervescing with life,
their faces fresh as the morning dew, perhaps he saw in their wide, eager
eyes some of the same zest and stardust that had filled his own at that
youthful age. With the famous Haldeman-Julius charisma, he instantly made
them feel welcome by exclaiming jovially, ‘‘How very nice of you to come!’’
This was usually followed by ‘‘Please excuse me for not wearing my shoes.’’
(He liked sitting around in his stockinged feet.)

‘“When I entertain,’’ said H-J, ‘‘I like characters, as I'm always looking for
personalities to supply me with good copy’’ (forgetting to add that when he
got bored he simply ran up to his bed for a nap).
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As for the ladies, they needed only to be cute or pretty. Although he
greatly admired superior women like Eleanor Roosevelt, for whom he named
his pet ‘‘plant pooch,”” when it came right down to a choice he preferred his
women well formed rather than well informed. Fat women repulsed him. So
did prim, prissy ones. Let them merely be charming, feminine, and fun to be
with.

Sue, H-J, and Abraham Walkowitz, 1945.

Having whittled his vices down to food and drink—after marrying me—and
no longer frequenting metropolitan areas where those vices might be
indulged, he found a prolonged diet of Midwestern fare to be regrettably
filling, fattening, and repetitious. Connoisseur that he was, he searched
endlessly through every available source for delicacies to appease his
gourmet appetite. As a result, the local expressman was constantly knocking
on the back door, bringing Rocky Mountain trout from the cold streams of
Colorado, fresh oysters packed in ice, homemade bread from the handmill:s
of a unique concern in New Jersey, smoked salmon and young turkeys
smoked in applewood, fruits from the orchards of the West, green turtle
soup, to mention a few. But when he became a devotee of the live Maine
lobster, I decided it was time we came to an understanding: I would boil the
water, but he must come home and perform the execution. Lobster and
scrambled eggs are the only two items I ever saw him prepare. Although he
immensely enjoyed every bit of the fuss that went into the creation of a
meal—the preparing, the savory aroma, and the peeking into pots—he was
absolutely helpless in kitchens, and he liked it that way.

A beautiful vegetable garden might send him into a literary monologue,
yet when encountered on the dining table, confined in a dish, he would eye it
dispassionately and sadly, as though remembering a once lovely paramour.
Rarely would he eat cole slaw, a dish always close to my Dutch heart. He
would rake it around on his plate and poke it with his fork like it was a bale of
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hay, and although I reminded him that cabbage was a good source of nerve
vitamin, he preferred to keep his frazzled nerves. Kraut he would eat if it
were raw, cold, and kosher.

Mainly carnivorous, he did like some things in the vegetable
kingdom—fresh corn on the cob and asparagus dripping with homemade
butter, sliced cucumbers in sour cream, young Spring onions, and tomatoes
with salt only. ‘“Women take the simplest foods and ruin them,’’ he said. So
in preparing his food, we kept it nearly as God created it. ‘‘I'm easy to
please,’’ he stated, ‘‘nothing fancy, just something simple.”’ The simplest
thing, I thought, would be to turn him loose in a garden with a salt shaker and
a carton of sour cream.

Except for ice cream and my cottage cheese pie, he was not much of a
dessert man, preferring fresh fruit, evident in the apples and oranges
scattered about the house at strategic places, and the bing cherry seeds I
encountered in the dark with my bare feet.

One edible little item usually found at home, at the office, and in his car
was the peanut—he loved them. For many years there existed in Joplin a
small stand that sold only hot roasted peanuts. H-J rarely visited that city
without patronizing the little vendor, buying not one but many sacksful. He
ate peanuts all the way home, where he then divided the sacks between his
office, his home, and his car. Wherever he was, he had them at his fingertips,
not seeming to mind sitting ankle deep in hulls while driving or having them
stick in his ribs while stretched out on his couch reading. When finally the
last one had been safely deposited in his mouth, the janitor was summoned to
give everything a thorough cleaning.

Each evening at five minutes past five, he came bouncing through the big
front door, his arms loaded precariously high with the loot of the day, headed
for the kitchen table where he flopped it down with a splash. All the items his
fans had sent him, together with what he had bought by mail, made it seem
like Christmas every day. There would be books, magazines, perhaps a box of
assorted cheeses, some crocheted pot holders for me sent by a lady from
Washington state, a hand-whittled pipe holder and some corncob pipes from
a reader in Missouri, a box of dates, a personal pen with his name inscribed
from the manufacturer, and, always without fail, several packages of liver and
kidney scraps for his numerous cats—all named. He had a daily standing
order with the local butcher. Large, heavy items, such as a bushel of
grapefruit sent by a Texas grower and a ton-and-a-half bell, were brought out
in the plant truck.

In a clever way, he took advantage of his readers’ generosity. If there was
an item he wanted and couldn’t locate, all he need do was mention it in the
columns of his monthly newspaper and wait. Some generous, devoted reader
out there was bound to come up with it.

"H-J belonged to the Book-of-the-Month, the Jam-of-the-Month, and the
Cheese-of-the-Month Clubs, besides being on the mailing list of many a
gimmick maker, fish peddler, and others. Mail-order man himself and loyal
to his profession, he delighted in junk mail. Knowing how costly and
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uncertain that business can be (and the skill and guts it took to survive), he
felt great compassion and a warm kinship toward his compatriots. Reluctant
to shop locally, he bought everything possible by mail—from socks to milking
machine. Another reason was to use a part of the large number of
uncancelled stamps received daily with the mail orders. Montgomery Ward
being his favorite mail-order house, from them he purchased socks, shorts,
hankies by the dozen, as well as shirts that needed the sleeves altered to the
length of his short arms.

For the house he bought towels, sheets, pillow cases, hampers, dishes,
cutlery, silverware, down-filled comforters, even a deep freeze. Our cows
provided all the cream we could use, prompting him to send for a large
wooden churn to replace an old one never used. Because it was unsanitary,
we could never hope to accumulate enough cream to fill it, so it was
eventually replaced by a glass Daisy churn that held all the sweet butter we
could use, and provided fun for our house guests bent on churning butter.

His fascination for gimmicks and his devotion to his profession threatened
to turn the house into a combination gift shop and hardware store.
Fortunately, there was a huge attic covering the entire house, completely
floored, and lighted (and the one place he rarely entered). That attic was all
mine, so to speak, and the place where many of his ‘‘mistakes’’ were
relegated. Reminders of the past were stored up there, too—discarded toys,
ice skates, broken household items, books, old magazines, polo
sticks—Ileftovers of his glamourous salad days—and a small overcoat with a
velvet collar, so slim and tailored it might have fit Sammy Davis, Jr. That
overcoat had been worn on his first trip to Girard that frosty October night in
191S when he arrived on the Frisco to take a position on the Appeal to
Reason. Looking at that tiny coat, I found it hard to believe that it had once fit
my stocky man.

Of all his purchases, I believe the ones he enjoyed the most were an electric
incubator for hatching chicks and an electric brooder to raise them in. After
placing the incubator in a small room between his office and the front office,
we then scoured the countryside for fresh setting eggs to fill it. That
accomplished, we turned it on, marked the prospective hatching date on a
calendar hanging above it, and settled down to wait for the incubation period
to pass. Excitedly, we had visions of going into the chicken business as a
hobby, knowing nothing at that time of the pitfalls and work involved in that
messy chore.

Eventually, the red-letter day arrived for the chicks to start hatching.
Excited as an expectant father, H-J spent most of his day in the hatching
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