Pittsburg State University
Pittsburg State University Digital Commons

Little Balkans Review, 1980-1989 University Archives

August 1983

The Little Balkans Review, Fall 1983

Janis DeChicchio
Gene DeGruson
Rod Dutton
Shelby Horn

Steve Robbins

See next page for additional authors

Follow this and additional works at: https://digitalcommons.pittstate.edu/Ibr

Recommended Citation

DeChicchio, Janis; DeGruson, Gene; Dutton, Rod; Horn, Shelby; Robbins, Steve; and Watts, Ted, "The Little
Balkans Review, Fall 1983" (1983). Little Balkans Review, 1980-1989. 13.
https://digitalcommons.pittstate.edu/lbr/13

This Journal is brought to you for free and open access by the University Archives at Pittsburg State University
Digital Commons. It has been accepted for inclusion in Little Balkans Review, 1980-1989 by an authorized
administrator of Pittsburg State University Digital Commons. For more information, please contact
digitalcommons@pittstate.edu.


https://digitalcommons.pittstate.edu/
https://digitalcommons.pittstate.edu/lbr
https://digitalcommons.pittstate.edu/archives
https://digitalcommons.pittstate.edu/lbr?utm_source=digitalcommons.pittstate.edu%2Flbr%2F13&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://digitalcommons.pittstate.edu/lbr/13?utm_source=digitalcommons.pittstate.edu%2Flbr%2F13&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
mailto:digitalcommons@pittstate.edu

Authors
Janis DeChicchio, Gene DeGruson, Rod Dutton, Shelby Horn, Steve Robbins, and Ted Watts

This journal is available at Pittsburg State University Digital Commons: https://digitalcommons.pittstate.edu/Ibr/13


https://digitalcommons.pittstate.edu/lbr/13

ISSN 0271-7735
The $3.50

Little Balkans Review

A Souytheast Kansas Literary and Craphics Quarterly

. Vol. 4, No. | Fall 1983

Thurlow Lieurance

Composer- Pianist

Neosho Falls and Wichita, Kansas



The

Little Balkans Review

A Southeast Kansas Literary and Graphics Quarterly

Vol. 4, No. 1

Editorial Board:
Janis DeChicchio
Gene DeGruson
Rod Dutton
Shelby Horn
Steve Robbins
Ted Watts

All glory comes from daring to begin.--Eugene F. Ware

The Little Balkans Press, Inc.

601 Grandview Heights Terrace
Pittsburg, Kansas 66762

Fall 1983




I
s A\

%
e

1983 by the Little Balkans Press. Inc.

{ga_l.<<<v‘\

"\

Copyright ©
NOTE: Copyrights in this issue revert to the individual author, artist, or photographer
upon publication. This issue of the Little Balkans Review was printed and bound by
2210 S. Main, Fort Scott, KS 66701.

The Little Balkans Review: A Southeast Kansas Literary and Graphics
Quarterly is published by the Little Balkans Press, Inc., 601 Grand-
view Heights Terrace, Pittsburg, KS 66762, in January, April, July,
and October. Single issues sell for $3.50; annual subscriptions are $10.

Sekan Printing Co., Inc.,

Type was set for this issue by Rena Russell, Crowell, Inc., 716 E.
4th, Oswego, KS 67356; and Gene DeGruson, Department of Print-
ing, Pittsburg State University, Pittsburg, KS 66762.

MEMBER

COSMEP



Table of Contents

50105 - (e S Rsrelaie Sioisius lon sisiunite de il bt Al u . W Y R ot o v

The American Rhapsody of Thurlow Lieurance (biography), by

ElaineMiles i ouicii oo ubdoe i do e il e b Ul L 1
InHis Image (poem) by €. M. ATderson: v deiiia i i il Ll Sl 8
Rain (peem): ByiMarkScheely ..\l u:i o s, ol vl gl Do i i 9
The Death of the Man Who Thought He Was Jesse James (poem),

By Sy e A i 10
The Bender Hills Mystery, by Leroy Dick, as told to Jean McEwen

Hlustrated by:Rod DUtton: .. c.: i e L i s e 11
Entropy:(poem)s by Claire R.Staitre bt U Riumisnmiminin su i nmainm 15
A Medley of Nationalities Reflected in the Radley Grade School, 1926

(phetogtaph) b el e SaEaR i o S e 16
Before Bittersweet (poem), by Cynthia S. Pederson..............ccceeunvvnennenn. 18
Chicken Feed (fiction), by Barbara: Shitk/Parish.........voiiie. e iiohiteiusismans 19
Seven O’'Clock (poem), by Claire R. SIAIEFett ... . oot iueeiiiniivaineeesenssinene 21
‘“An Old Maid School Teacher in Kansas’’: Rosalind Russell

as Rosemary (nonfiction), by Arthur F. McClure.............ccovvvvinnnnnen. 25
Africa Speaks to America (poem), by C. M. Anderson.............c.cccuuevneeenns 29
Playing the Game: An Interview with Don Gutteridge, by Ray Morrison.....30

The Appeal to Reason in Girard: A Kansas Committee for the
HumanitieSIRESRENtation | .00 . L Lt ot is Lol i Sin Lol 3 42
With photographs by Sebastian Shin-Pan Chou

J. A. Wayland, Founding Editor and Publisher of the Appeal to Reason
by Sharon E. N et s st iasevansvtaesaensons 44

The Girard Homes of the Appeal, by Randy Roberts...........c.cccvuevnnennnen. S0

The Social Impact of the Socialists on Girard, by Gene E. Vollen............... 58



e ——————————————— e —

J. A. Wayland, the Appeal, and the Catholic Church: One Phase of a
Wider View, by Rev:Raymond Jovce. .. il io i sl il i s LG

The Appeal Publications and Subsidiaries, by Gene DeGruson.................70
Tweo Poems iy MichaellBurns i lo o it SU e i e RERAL 76
The'Kdleidoscope (fiction): by Brenda S:IMitts: s oL bl i i it 1
The Meditation of O.C. MacClean: Love Song (poem), by M.L. Hester ......83
The Voice of the Valley (reminiscence), by Donald H. Burr......................84

ThisiGriefiSo New (poem). by Lanra Stahbe it 0l o o 85




Thurlow Lieurance transcribes a Taos flute song from Tony Luhan.
Photograph courtesy Kansas State Historical Society, Topeka.

M



Preface

We thought we might have settled into a comfortable rut by the fourth
volume of the LBR, but still we have first-time offerings. In this issue we are
proud to present the transcription of the proceedings of the Appeal to Reason
seminar presented at the Girard Civic Center in July. It perhaps gives more
detail and insight into that Socialist weekly than has ever been in print. We
wish to thank the Kansas Committee for the Humanities for making the
well-attended and much appreciated meeting possible. We are proud to
present that evening for those who could not attend.

And we print an interview for the first time! Ray Morrison submitted
sixty-seven pages of fascinating talk with Don Gutteridge, currently a scout
for the Dodgers. It was hard to cut it down to ten pages of type, but we did it
and hope that you’ll find it as interesting as we do.

Many readers have requested a photograph of the notorious murderess,
Kate Bender. While there are a number of photographs taken in 1873, Kate
and her family had already departed the scene. Thus,we have no photographs
of her. But we did request Rod Dutton, our new editorial board member, to
see what he could come up with on the basis of a commercial ‘“‘memory
drawing”’ of 1913 and various contemporary descriptions. The result you may
see on page 11.

Manuscripts are still piled up, so we are not inviting contributions for the
next issue. But, of course, if you have that story of all stories send it in and
we’ll try to schedule it as soon as possible.

Thanks for your support in all ways,

Janis DeChicchio, a music teacher

Rod Dutton, an artist

Gene DeGruson, a librarian

Shelby Horn, an attorney

Steve Robbins, a journalist-now-student
Ted Watts, an artist
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The American Rhapsody of

Thurlow

Lieurance

By Elaine Miles

This is a story about the life and accomplishments of a gentle, kind, and
talented man. Most of his life he devoted to music, and one of his special
interests was the preservation of songs of the North American Indian. His
fame as an authority on Indian music grew to be recognized nationwide.

‘‘By the Waters of Minnetonka,”’ ‘‘Tender Musings,’’ ‘‘Through the Midst
in the Blue,’’ and ‘‘Blossom Dear’’ are not perhaps titles one would readily
recognize as musical masterpieces in today’s repertoire, but these songs
were extremely popular during their vogue in the early years of this century
among'professional performers and students alike. These, and many others,
were compositions from the pen of Thurlow Weed Lieurance, born to Dr.
Andrew Jackson and Hattie Lippard Lieurance on March 21, 1878, in
Oskaloosa, Iowa. After the death of Mrs. Lieurance in 1880, Dr. Lieurance
brought his young family to the small Kansas community of Neosho Falls,
where he opened a pharmacy and practiced medicine for many years. It was

- there that he married a young widow, a Mrs. Curtis, who became the kind
and loving stepmother to Thurlow, his sister, and three brothers.

Settled in 1857, Neosho Falls was the oldest and most properous town of
Woodscon County. As a railroad center located in the midst of a rich farming
and oil district, it was the shipping point for corn, flour, sorghum, and
numerous other local products. It was there that Thurlow received his public
school education. His first musical training he obtained in the town band, for
which he learned to play the cornet. By the age of fourteen, in 1892, he had
composed his first song. While in high school he composed many marches
(filing his first copyright in 1895), and for three years he was conductor of the
Neosho Falls town band, a musical prodigy among the corn fields and oil
wells.
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The Spanish-American War postponed his plans for a formal music
education, but certainly not his hopes for a musical career. Upon being
graduated from high school in May 1898, the young musician enlisted in the
Army and became bandmaster of the 22nd Kansas Volunteer Infantry.
During his tour of duty he managed to save twenty dollars.a week toward his
future musical studies. He was mustered out of the Army in November 1898
with savings of four hundred dollars to finance his studies of trumpet, voice,
and harmony in St. Louis. In 1899-1900 he attended the Cincinnati
Cf)nservatory of Music. For a time Herman Bellstedt, a bandmaster in
Cincinnati, gave him complimentary instruction in orchestration, harmony,
tl_leory, and arranging. But in 1900, when nothing but ten dollars remained of
his savings, he became a member of the chorus of the Colonel Savage Castle
Square Opera Company of Cincinnati, a position he held for two years at a
salary of ten dollars a week. The experience proved invaluable to the
fledgling musician, enabling him to sing in fifty productions ranging from
Gilbert and Sullivan’s Mikade and H.M.S. Pinafore to Wagner’s Lohengrin
:«md Tannhauser. Out of his salary he purchased a piano score of each opera
in which he sang. Thurlow’s education continued as he stood in the wings,
score in hand; he received firsthand experience that he could not have been
taught at any conservatory.

In 1903 he taught piano and voice hack home in Kansas, but in October of
that year he was stricken with deiomyélitis. His legs were permanent]y
crippled, and he remained at his home in Neosho Falls until 1904, when he
moved to Stockton, Kansas. Teaching was not to his taste, he had learned,
and so in 1904 he began to lead area bands and subsequently organized the
All-American Band, which played the Chautauqua circuit for over ten years.
This band, immensely popular with audiences, Lieurance usually conducted
without a score.

In1905 he was commissioned by the U.S. Government to make recordings
of American Indian music. While visiting his brother, a physician on the
Crow Reservation in Montana, he had become interested in the ceremonies
and songs of the Indians. He gained their confidence and lived for several
months at a time with the Crow and Cheyenne pursuing his government
assignment. Although their lifestyle was primitive, he found the Indians a
fascinating and wonderful people. In writing about their songs, he found
““there is no false passion, no eroticism, no cloying, sugary phrase of theme
in Indian music. It is as fresh and fragrant as the prairie and the mountian’’
of which they sing. ‘It is simple with the simplicity of truth.”

From about 1908, Lieurance became a regular contributor to the Etude
music magazine. His early compositions were for piano, but later many vocal
and violin arrangements were published. From the first, Thurlow Lieurance’s
musicianship was recognized as being superb. His music was original and
beautifully harmonized. His Etude compositions naturally reflect the type of
music then popular with students and teachers who used it extensively in
recitals and ‘‘musical evenings.”’ Although many of these works reflect a
sentimental romanticism then in vogue, much of it shows his admiration for
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Chopin, as in the fanciful style of his ‘‘Valse Impromptu”’ and ‘‘Caprice
Nocturne.”” Other works, such as ‘‘The Nightingale and the Rose,”” utilize
French and Spanish style rhythms.

Perhaps one of Lieurance’s strengths as a composer lay in his skillful use of
piano accompaniments to the solo voice or instrument. It was important to
him that they be vital and interesting without overbalancing the solo line.
Highly respected by his peers, he was especially admired for his use of
cadenzas, runs, and key modulations. Although he achieved some degree of
success and popular recognition with this type of music, his ultimate and
finest work came with his transcriptions of Indian music.

A visit to the Crow Reservation in Montana in October 1911 found
Lieurance taken by a Sioux love song which he heard chanted by Sitting
Eagle, a young brave. After transcribing the song, he spent the winters of
1911 and 1912 in research. He discovered that no one knew how old the love
song was, but found it to be based on the following legend:

Moon Deer, daughter of the Moon Clan, loved Sun Deer of the Sun
Clan. Tribal law forbade marriage between the two clans. It was
decreed that a daughter of the Moon Clan must marry into the Eagle
Clan. The two lovers, in tears, ran away far to the east and north.
They came to a beautiful lake called Minnetonka (minne means
‘““water’’; tonka means ‘‘large and round’’). Their happiness was
disturbed because their traditional enemies, the Chippewas, lived on
the north shore of this lake. They feared to return home and be
separated, and finally in desperation they decided to end it all. The
legend states that they disappeared beneath the waves and were
seen no more. The waves moaned a rhythmic sound and the pines
crooned their love song.

Many moons afterwards the warriors of the Sioux drove the
Chippewas north to Lake Superior. One night while they were
camped on the shores of Lake Minnetonka, they heard the waters
singing a weird melody and, in the moon-path of the waters, two lilies
appeared and grew to the skies. The lilies were the spirits of Moon
Deer and Sun Deer.

In 1913 Lieurance harmonized his composition and put it in its final form.
In 1914, as the culmination of three years’ work, it was published and became
the best known of his compositions: ‘‘By the Waters of Minnetonka.”
Originally published by Chappel in Paris and by Theodore Presser in
Philadelphia, the song went into many editions, and eventually at least
forty-five different versions of it were recorded. Publishers have compared it
in its sustained popularity over the years to ‘‘The Rosary.’’ One of the song’s
greatest boosters was the celebrated contralto and mezzo-soprano, Madame
Ernestine Schumann-Heink. Lieurance recalled that ‘‘she always made it the
third from the last of songs on her program, saying that in an evening’s
singing she liked to give her audience a ‘universal favorite’ .”’
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«the reatest ana| By the Waters of

most beautiful

American Song’”’ — Minnetonka

DAVID BISPHAM AN INDIAN LOVE SONG
2 - By THURLOW LIEURANCE

Many persons know the legend of Minnetonka—how the two lovers of the Sun
and Moon clans of the Sioux Indians, loving against tribal law, fled to escape tor-
ture, and let themselves sink together into the waters of the lonely Northern Lake.
The silver ripples, it is told, mourn above them, and the winds bear the cry afar.
But in the song they will arise from the depths of the lake for you; you will hear
the steady and regular beat of their paddles, and see the diamond-spray drip off
in the moonlight as they pass, once again, in their ghost-canoe. A violin typifying
the wind, if you choose, echoes the soft harmonies of the accompaniment, which
rock to and fro on harpchords, between the major key and its relative minor, in
and out of that singular domain musicians know as the “added sixth” chord and
its derivatives.
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Lieurance developed a unique relationship with the Indian. He studied
their customs sympathetically and came to understand their ideals, which he
often thought much higher than those of the so-called *‘civilized”’ cultures.
Various tribes allowed him to record their melodies, an unusual custom,
which is evidence of the friendship and rapport which evolved between them
and the musician. Lieurance succeeded in recording songs of thirty-one tribes
and was able to turn over fifteen hundred recordings to the U.S. National
Museum of the Smithsonian Institution, as well as others to the Museum of
Santa Fe and the Universities of Berlin and Pennsylvania.

On April 7, 1918, he married Edna Wooley, the daughter of an Omaha
accountant. An accomplished soprano and a music graduate of the University
of Nebraska, she was traveling on the concert circuit when they met. After
their marriage and until 1927, they gave concerts throughout America. To
Lieurance’s accompaniment, his wife sang Indian songs or those based on
Indian melodies. There is a story still widely believed that Edna
Wooley-Lieurance was an Indian princess. Not true! She appeared in Indian
costume, certainly, but no Indian tribe can claim her. Possibly the story arose
through the confusion of Edna with an actual Indian princess who assisted
Lieurance in his lectures. With Princess Wathahwaso, soprano, and Hubert
Small, flutist, Lieurance introduced across America many authentic themes
never heard by white audiences before.

In a typical lecture, Lieurance would discuss both vocal and instrumental
music of the Indians, illustrated by his assistants. Indians, he stated, knew
nothing of harmony. In the Squaw Songs, for example, while the squaw
would chime in at times one octave higher to produce a desired effect, the
music was otherwise sung entirely in unison.

The Indian musician, Lieurance lectured, is proud of his voice and
welcomes no rivals. The man with the widest vocal range and who knows by
rote the most songs is considered the tribe’s best musician. Considering
essential that their songs be sung accurately, a tribe resents any tampering
with them.

The greatest similarity among the music of the different tribes, Lieurance
observed, was to be found in the war songs. The unmistakable resemblance
in many of them, he reasoned, may lie in their similarity of rhythm. An
exception was the Sioux war songs, which he found different from all others:
the long, chilling yowl of the coyote, the braying of the hungry wolf, the
growls and snorts of the bear, the caw of the crow, and the melancholy hoot of
the owl were maintained throughout. No matter what tribe, however, singing
was done with great expression. In the Eagle Dance, he had Princess
Wathahwaso demonstrate, the soaring of the eagle as he flies from rock to
crag is connoted by ‘‘wonderful ‘pianissimos’ rising to astonishing ‘fortes’.”’

Only in love songs and prayers or petitions to the spirits are words used.
Other songs are sung in syllables, such as ‘‘Hay-uh’’ and ‘‘High-uh.”’ Tribes
thousands of miles apart use these same syllables. An Indian singer’s
endurance is beyond belief, Lieurance informed his audiences. It would not
be unusual for a singer to perform continuously for twenty-four hours.
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Edna Wooley-Lieurance in concert. Cover portrait for ‘Hymn to the Sun
God.”
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While stili committed to lecture and concert tours, Lieurance organized the
Fine Arts Department of the University of Wichita (now Wichita State
University) in 1926. He served as dean of the department from the time of its
inception until his retirement in 1945, when he and Edna planned to return to
his boyhood home. Much was to transpire before he was to realize his dream
of a quiet and peaceful life in Neosho Falls, however. He was to become
known as the unofficial Ambassador of Music for the state of Kansas and the
leading showman of Wichita.

Another facet of Lieurance’s career began when he organized and became
conductor of the Wichita symphony orchestra, which he called the Minisa
Symphony. (Minisa means ‘‘red water at sunset.’’) This also, in 1930,
became the name of his first symphonic work, which was to win for him the
prestigious Presser Award from the Fountainbleau School of Music in
France. Going abroad to receive the award in 1931, he remained there to
study. Upon his return, he threw himself into public concerts. The Wichita
Eagle reported, ‘‘His symphonies pack the Forum....They say he draws
better crowds than the University of Wichita football games.”’

In 1945, after a long and rewarding career in Wichita, Lieurance and Edna
retired to the two-story brick home they had purchased in Neosho Falls.
Surrounded by their most precious possessions, they were enjoying a tranquil
life among old friends. But their idyllic existence was to end abruptly. When
the Neosho River burst from its banks that fateful year of 1951, the
Lieurances had to be rescued by boat from the second story of their home.
Most of their belongings were lost in the flood.

Undaunted, they relocated in Boulder, Colorado, where Lieurance
continued arranging music for orchestra and composing for string and
instrumental groups. In all, he composed eleven cycles of songs, five major
symphonic works, various solo arrangements for orchestral instruments,
seven hundred vocal ensemble numbers, one opera, and a string ensemble.
In Boulder he died on October 9, 1963, at the age of eighty-five.

His wife, now ninety-two, lives in Topeka, the home of their son, Thurlow,
Jr., who states that although he was ‘‘exposed’’ and had every opportunity
while growing up in Wichita to study music, he did not become a musician.
At best, he says, he became a ‘‘good listener,”’” which after all is an important
aspect of music—its appreciation.

The Lieurance home in Neosho Falls still stands, now being restored by
new owners to its original beauty. Across the street still lives the Lieurances’
neighbor, Miss Mildred Thrall, a gracious lady nearing ninety. She recalls
clearly her close relationship with the musician and his wife. (She had known
Edna since college days, although Edna attended the University of Nebraska
and she the University of Kansas. They were both members of the same
music sorority and maintained their friendship through the years.)
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G

The Neosho Falls home of Mr. and Mrs. Lieurance. Photograph by the
author.

And the music remains. His 1920 Songs of the North American Indians
Lieurance had prefaced in Sioux with what a friend might say to one
interested in his welfare:

Kola! Chantie osn co euopo pie

Minneli a ha sea io chi pie!

Chan-ta-ki-ie-la

Kola wi oto.
Translated, this reads: ‘‘Friends! Sunshine in the heart! Happy like laughing
water! 1 love you! Many moons.”” His music continues to say this. Upon
hearing it, one is ‘‘happy like laughing water.”

In His Image

Touch my black skin.

Let it burn your finger tips.

Feel the chance of circumstance,
Creation.

Nothing stayed that wasn’t black.
The curse of Ham;

An angry argument with God.
Come

Come, whiteman,

Tell me that you understand.

C.M. Anderson
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Rain

He might have warned me, ‘‘Son,
listen, other rains will come,
pounding shut your eyes on
highways you’ll never ask

the name of.”” (And the miles of
rain I’'d know would prove

it true.) But no. Not then.

He gave instead the gift of silence--
bursting like a young oak, fragile
as a bee’s wing--as |

rode blue-cotton warm above

my father’s booted feet, steadfast in
where he chose

to go and how he meant

to get there.

Mark Scheel
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The Death of the Man
Who Thought He Was Jesse James

Little Rock, 1947

No one comes to the asylum

to see this man who thinks he’s Jesse James
fight it out with cancer to the death.

He holds the ward captive with his words
blazing like bullets over their heads.

In his coma, a coal of memory flares

as though fanned by the wind of a name,

and his eyes burn as he conjures

shootings, robberies, the Glendale train,
poor mortgaged widows redeemed from debt
and Missouri rebel guerillas.

His fingers squeeze white on the sheets

as he dreams of the Northfield teller,

who pressed his hands on the counter

just before Clell Miller slit his throat.

This man who thinks he’s Jesse James

tries to straighten the picture of his life:

the image fades, the glass cracks.

He thinks he hears a revolver hammer pulled
(the bed clicks as nurses crank it down).
Behind him, death, that dirty little coward,
sneaks up and blows out the lights

of the man who was not Jesse James.

Steve Hahn
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The

Bender Hills Myster

by Leroy Dick, as told to Jean McEwen

CHAPTER 5

Col. York was impressed by Ed’s report that the clairvoyant, Kate Bender,
was a member of a family suspected of robbery. He made a prompt decision.

I'll ride over and ask for a spiritualistic consultation. That will give me a
chance to size the bunch up without arousing their suspicion.”’

““You’re not thinking of going alone?’’ Ed remonstrated.

”’Why not?”’

“I've been mighty curious that way, too, Jim.”” Henry Beers of
Independence followed Buster’s cue. ‘‘They say this girl isn’t bad looking.
I’ll go, too, and help drag the Colonel away in time for us to make it on home
tonight.”’

Col. York grinned. He wasn’t fooled by their ruse. ‘‘I don’t need a
bodyguard. Though if you’re curious, come along.”

It was nearly three o’clock when they entered the Bender store. The place
seemed deserted except for the still figure of the old woman on a couch in the
far corner of the room under a patchwork quilt. Apparently she slept. After a
moment, young John came to the front door and stepped behind the counter
to serve his supposed customers.
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Col. York explained the nature of his errand. ““I saw your sister’s ad in
Chetopa,”’ he said.

A row of joints, gaunt and bare save for such space as could be curtained
by an outstretched wagon sheet, partitioned the family kitchen from the front
room. From behind this curtain there now appeared the slender figure of a
girl. She was of medium height, erect and well poised. Her blue calico frock
was clean and neat. Her light hair was twined into a heavy coil on top of her
head. Her step, as she advanced into the room, was light and buoyant,
disclosing shapely feet and ankles.

“That’s Kate,”' John announced bluntly. ‘‘Better talk to her.”

She brought up shortly before the colonel, her lips smiling, her gray-hazel
eyes probing his. Henry Beers hadn’t been so far amiss in his joke about her
attractiveness. There was provocation in that smile.

“You came—to see me?’’

With an emphasized ‘‘Ahem!”’ Jim Buster thrust his hands in his pockets
and spread himself to enjoy the show. Beers sat down on the only available
chair and young John plumped himself onto a keg behind the counter, both
awaiting developments.

““] came to enlist your help in solving a deep mystery, Miss Bender,”” Col.
York explained hurriedly.

She nodded confidently. ‘‘I'm sure I can help you. What is it you want to
know?”’

“It’s like this.”” the Colonel said gravely. ‘‘My brother, Dr. William York,
has been missing from home since last November. We have searched
everywhere, but we've found no trace of him. We can only conclude that he
has met with foul play. The first thing I wish you would find out for me is
whether he is dead or alive.”

Her confident smile faded. Jim Buster, watching closely, was certain she
started nervously. She quickly steadied herself.

“I’'m sorry, Col. York, but—’"" She floundered, seemingly at a loss. ‘‘That’s
a big mystery for me to—to answer offhand—"’

A low moaning from the corner couch drew their attention that way. The
sleeper had come to life. She struggled up to a leaning posture on one elbow,
flinging back, with her free hand, the patchwork quilt as if it stifled her.

Kate seemed distressed. ‘‘Mother!”’

The older woman only continued to moan, pushing back her straggling
auburn hair from her swarthy brows, peering at the strangers through
somber eyes shaded by lowering brows. Then she swayed, sagged forward,
and before the startled Kate could reach her side, slumped into a clumsy,
crumpled heap on the floor, dragging the quilt after her.

““Mother—what’s the matter?’’ Kate bent over her, lifted her head and
stroked her forehead, meantime repeating in a low monotone what sounded
like some form of incantation for her mother’s restoration. The old woman
mumbled and muttered inarticulately, and presently tried to sit up. Her
daughter supported her, still chaffing her hands. ‘“‘You feel better now, don’t
you? Let me help you back on the lounge.”’ This was accomplished with some
difficulty, their exertions interspersed with continued grunts and mutterings
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on the old woman’s part and encouragement on the girl’s. At last Mrs.
Bender again reclined on the lounge, panting with seeming exertion. Kate
replaced the quilt over her and returned to her callers, who had watched the
incidents with solicitude, curiosity, and some embarrassment.

‘‘She has these seizures occasionally. It’s her time of life,”” the girl
explained frankly. Then added piously, ‘‘But my healing power brings her
right out of them.”’

““Oh,” murmured Buster, ‘‘you mean that lingo you said over her?’’

She flared at his skepticism. ‘‘It isn’t lingo. She’d die if I weren’t here to
heal her.”’

The men were willing to let it go at that. Col. York was impatient to be off.
‘“‘Now, about my brother, Miss Bender—"’

““Oh, yes, your brother.”” Her hesitation had vanished. ‘‘I was about to
explain that I haven’t yet reached my majority as a medium. I'm not a
full-fledged spiritual adviser. My spirit friends say I’ll be a wonder by the
time I'm twenty-one. But—’’ Again her smile flashed out, her eyes gleamed.
“I’'m glad you brought me such an important case to test my powers on. I’ll
go into consultation tonight. If you’ll come back tomorrow at this time, I
believe I can tell you whether your brother is dead or alive.”’

Col. York did not press her further. The three men bade her a friendly good
day and left. They discussed Mrs. Bender’s seizure as they rode back to the
Crossing. They were of different opinions.

‘““That old dame didn’t have a ‘spell’,”” Buster insisted. ‘‘She just up and
fainted.”

The Colonel scoffed at the idea. ‘‘If she weren’t ill, why should she faint?”’

““There’s one mighty good reason I can think of,”’ Buster contended.
““Your questions about Will were shooting so close to the mark that she got
scared.”’

His solution failed to shake the Colonel. ‘‘Impossible. They are just simple,
credulous folk under the hallucination that Kate has supernatural powers.
Proud of her being so smart. Her mother really believes in her healing.”’

‘‘Healing—my hat! I don’t like the looks of the outfit. I'd rather think they
were palavering about what Kate was to tell you. Didn’t you notice how she
stammered at first?”’

‘‘She didn’t seem to know what to say,’’ Beers agreed. ‘‘Likely they’re not
so simple as they seem.”’

Still the Colonel sensed nothing sinister in the circumstance. ‘‘If they get
any good out of conniving with spooks, that’s their business....We’re riding
home tonight.”’

Late that afternoon the entire posse came jogging past Bender’s on their
way back to Independence. Young John was sitting on the outer cellar door.
The old man sauntered forward between the house and the garden plot, his
hands behind him. Neither of the women was in sight. The posse halted. A
few of the men had been drinking.

‘‘Hello, Dutchman!”’ somebody sang out.
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““Hullo,”” young John returned coolly, ““What’s the matter? Another
war?...So many men riding together—"’

“There’ll be another war if we don’t find Dr. York,” a threatening voice
cut in.

“Ja?" The stolid German was only mildly interested. The old man had
stopped to listen.

““Yah,’’ another man shouted angrily. ‘“What’s more, we think you are the
Sons o’ Hell who got away with him.”

John was righteously shocked at the accusation. “We? Oh, we couldn’t do
such things....But my sister can tell you—"

“Never mind about your sister. Tell us who killed Jones and hid him in the
Drum Creek waterhole.”” The van on the posse had ridden into the yard.

Young John suddenly came to life. He stood up, eager to talk. ‘I don’t
know who killed Jones, but I can show you where it happened. I almost got
shot at that crossing myself last Christmas.”

Ridicule halted him. But he persisted. ‘‘Ja, you think I’'m crazy? But listen.
On Christmas I drove to Independence for a load of provisions. I was late
getting home. I got to Drum Creek just at dusk. As I came up on this side of
the ford someone fired at me from behind a hick’ry-nut tree—"’

Again a male chorus of derision halted him. Still he persisted in telling the
whole story. ‘‘It ain’t so funny. The bullet nearly potted me. I rolled off the
load drawing my revolver, then I turned it loose on him. He ran and hid in the
thick brush. I'll show you the very hick’ry tree—"’

Most of the men were skeptical. But Ed York, anxious to follow up the
questionable activities of the Benders, turned to the Colonel. ‘‘Let him come
along and show us. We might run into something worthwhile.”’

I doubt it. Sounds like mere fabrication.”” To the Colonel the young
German was still an ignorant rustic impelled by an odd urge of vanity to
create a sensation. Nevertheless he yielded to his brother’s suggestion. ‘‘All
right. Bender, come and show us your tree.”

With young John trotting alongside, the cavalcade rode on and at length
drew rein at the Crossing.

““Now, Dutch, what happened?”’ Col. York demanded shortly.

John stepped to the near side of the ford. “‘I had crossed the creek and
pulled up the bank here when somebody fired at me from behind that tree.”’
He pointed without hesitation.

A roar of laughter drowned him out. They all began kidding him.

““That little old hackberry?”’

““You said it was a hickory tree.”’

“Too much Christmas spirit, Dutch.”

Some of the men got mad. ‘‘Did you come out here just to spin a wild
yarn?’’

John looked a bit sheepish and terribly dumb. But he stuck to his story. “‘1
dunno your trees. Maybe hackberry. But that’s where the shot came from.
Just barely missed me.”’

Col. York was growing impatient. ‘‘Let’s be riding, boys. We’ve no more
time to waste on this dumb Dutchman.”
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So that posse of sixty men who, as Ed had boasted, could find out all there
was to know or no one else need try, rode back to Independence none the
wiser for their canvass of the Osage Ceded Lands. Yet there was one man in
the crowd wholly dissatisfied with the Bender investigation. He was Jim
Buster.

““Young Bender was too anxious to talk,”’ he insisted as he rode beside the
Colonel. ‘“He knows too much and tells too little.”’

““Just a dumb Dutchman,”’ the Colonel scoffed.

And the dumb Dutchman walked home—miraculously with a whole skin. If
he chuckled under his breath as he went, well—O guess he had the laugh on
them.

There was a few hotheads in the crowd who felt thwarted. Particularly
those who had been drinking heavily hated to return home without a little
blood-spilling. *‘Let’s ride over to that goddamned Bradley’s and string him
up,”’ they insisted.

Col. York was firm. ‘“We’re not going to do any man injury without positive
evidence of his guilt. We didn’t find the slightest clue against Bradley.”’

Since Bradley doesn’t figure any further in this connection, I may as well
mention that his secret activities were later found to be far removed from the
thievery of which we suspected him. He was, in fact, a spy and agent for the
railway company, and located settlers favorable to that corporation. So Col.
York’s attitude that cay was entirely commendable.

““Come along,”’ he told those fellows. ‘‘We’re riding home.”’

(To be continued)

E ntropy_

Frankenstein’s creation lives
in the castle’s fallen dovecot,
has flowers, a garden,

a goat and hen.

He boils salt in the lower woods,
spins, knits mohair cloaks

as he dares not go

to the monstrous village.

Claire R. Stairrett
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Before Bittersweet

a harvest moon

trying to hide her rounded
belly of light

steals in among

the dried stalks

in the crisp cornfield

bees sip late summer syrup,
nectar from the open mouths
of trash containers

wadded with coke cans

woollybear worms
face the four fates
crossing the road
only to discover
some parts of Kansas
taste the same

and waves of black

link across the fall line

as the dark migration
checks its southern heading
banks and turns

speckling against

the distant orange leaves
hung from hibernating trees

Cynthia S. Pederson
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Chicken Feed

By Barbara Shirk Parish

I had borrowed Andy’s stack of Gene Autry funny books and was sitting on
the davenport staring at the pictures when I heard Mom and Dad talking
about chickens again. Looking toward the kitchen end of the room, I saw they
were still drinking their coffee, and I was glad I never had to save my milk to
sip.

Outside it was still too light for crickets; and the windows were propped
open with little sticks, letting in a breeze that swung the curtains. I had just
finished my first week of school and Mom had taken me to the drugstore to
buy a Big Chief tablet and a red and white pencil box. The pencils were black
and thick, and I also needed a big green eraser, but after only four days in
Miss Stringer’s class I had bitten it down bad. I wondered what the weekend
would be like. Andy’s big brother often told me that by the time I hit fourth
grade I'd learn to appreciate Saturdays. At least I wouldn’t have to wear a
dress for a while—I had put on my overalls right after I got home from school.

Then, without wanting to listen, I heard my mother’s voice: ‘‘But we could
use the extra money and I want to take care of them. Besides, we have a
perfectly good hen house!”’

‘“That’s true,”’ said Dad, ‘‘but we’re liable not to find the perfect hen.’’ He
stood up, holding his coffee mug like a glass, the handle lost inside his palm,
his fingers tough against the heat. He was strong, and whether he laughed or
frowned, his face was firm. ‘“We can get by. I never liked the looks of a
chicken, and this place isn’t a farm anymore.”’

But our place was in the country and, besides a chicken house, we had a
barn with old shaggy hay and an outside toilet. I thought the group of
buildings looked like the main streets of the cowboy towns in. Gene Autry
funny books.

“I still think we should consider it,”” Mom insisted, gathering up
silverware and stacking dishes. Her hair was black like Dad’s, only smoother,
and it almost touched her shoulders. When she was thinking, she never
smiled.

Dad walked slowly toward the front room, his khakis greasy and his boot
laces dragging, but suddenly he clapped his hands. ‘‘Hey! This is the day we
celebrate!”’

“Is it your anniversary?’’ I asked.

‘‘No. But it’s the start of your education. You’ve started school, Shannon,
so we’re going to the show.”

I jumped off the couch and just stood there, my bare toes tangled in the
fringe of the throw rug. ‘“I’ve never been to the show before.”’

‘‘Sure you have. You just forgot.”

“It’s a long way to Apple Grove,”” Mom said quietly.
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““That means we’ll have to clean up quick,”’ Dad told her.

Mom eased the stack of dishes into the sink. ‘‘You and Shannon go ahead.
I feel sort of tired this evening.”’

Dad breathed so that his shoulders lifted. ‘‘I’ve saved on cigarettes this
week.”’

“Do I have to put that dress back on?’”’

Mom looked at me carefully before she smiled. ‘“No. But go and find your
hairbrush.”’

Dad and I took the pickup to Apple Grove where Main was a bright cave of
street lights and stores. We parked a long way from the show, but the soft red
rug on bare feet was worth the walk, and as we stepped inside, Dad handed
me something.

““Hold on to your ticket stub or they’re liable to throw you out.”

Looking at the huge glaring pictures on the walls, the strange hurrying
people, and the popcorn bubbling in its case, I was glad Dad had grinned.
Then he was pushing aside a heavy curtain and motioning me toward straight
lines of soldiers marching across the darkness. I couldn’t see where I was
walking but it was downbhill, and I didn’t let go of Dad’s hand until he said,
““Here,”’ and lifted me into a seat.

‘I might get swallowed,”’ I whispered, gratefully grabbing the chair arms.

““Not a chance. These are just previews—they’ll be showing a war picture
next week.”’

By the time our show began I could see the room was full of people and that
a big lady sat on the other side of me. I let go the chair arm for a second and
she flopped her elbow across it, so I braced myself and watched a cowboy
jump off his horse and fling the reins around a hitching rail. The name of the
show was The Desert Rat.

““Before it gets started,”’ Dad whispered, ‘‘do you want to go after some
cokes and a box of that popcorn?”’

“‘Sure.”’” But I glanced toward the curtained door and wondered if I'd ever
find Dad again. I checked my pocket for the ticket stub.

““It’ll be dark when you come back, so count about how many steps we are
from the curtain.”

‘““How far will I have to count?’’

““Not far. Take pretty good sized steps... and wait for your change.”’

He gave me a fifty-cent piece, and I edged past him into the aisle.

As I started to count, Dad said, ‘“I'll be watching for you.”

The lady who guarded the exploding popcorn reached into the case for a
bulging box, then squirted two paper cups full of coke with fizzing ice.
Dropping my change into my hip pocket and wedging the warm box between
my shirt and overall bib, I grasped a cup in each hand and inched toward the
curtain which twisted like a purple snake.

I dodged into the dark and before I had taken twelve slow steps, I saw Dad
leaning into the aisle. He took the cokes and I fell into my chair. When he
gave me my cup, I handed him the box of popcorn. He kept it, but he held it
toward me again and again so as I watched the cowboys sweating in the
desert, I could draw out handsful.
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Then came the part of the show I never forgot. These three skinny cowboys
rode up to a little shack all by itself on a sandy hill, and, though they were
really tired, they ran inside, one of them carrying a hatchet. I remember
seeing a bed in the corner and a straight-backed chair, but the man with the
hatchet—the guy named Junior—started chopping at the floor right in the
middle of the room. When the others kicked away the wood, Junior reached
into the hole and hauled out a heavy chest. They shot off the lock, opened the
lid, and watched coins roll out.

“We’re rich!”’ they shouted and threw their hats at the ceiling.

Then I remembered Dad’s change.

As soon as we got inside the house I told Mom about the carpet and the
dancing popcorn and all the people, and I showed her my ticket stub. Dad
must have enjoyed the show even more than I did because he was grinning all
the time I talked.

After such a Friday night, Saturday was hard to appreciate. I rode my bike
along the driveway, but the wheels kept spinning in the sand. Dad had gone
out in the oil field and Mom wasted the morning hanging clothes on the line.
Sometime after lunch I walked out toward our three buildings and tried to
picture the western town in the show. But then I saw only the chicken house:
a small tin shack on a great desert.

I stepped into the dirty straw of the barn, unhooked Dad’s shovel from its
nail, ran into the chicken house, and tried prying up a floorboard. The room
was swept almost clean, and as I worked, I thought of the day Andy had come
over and we sat in the doorway drinking. Andy had said his folks always kept
a whole case of cokes on their screened-in porch, plus a few bottles of cream
soda for his sister.

The cowboys had been lucky to have a hatchet. Because the floor held, I
took rest periods, pacing barefoot through the dust and telling myself how no
one would hide a treasure under a loose board. Once I heard the snap of
Mom shaking rugs and a little later I saw the pickup swing into the drive. But
I couldn’t give up—the board was beginning to splinter along the edge. I
raised my shovel blade for a few hatchet chops.

‘“‘Shannon!”’

Peeking over my shoulder, I saw Mom clutching the doorjamb, and by the
time I had turned clear around, Dad was there, too.

““What are you doing?’’ Mom pulled me aside so she could be sure.

““I think there’s treasure.’”’

Dad stepped back toward the barn and searched his pockets for cigarettes.
I wanted him to tell Mom it was true.

“You just can’t do this—can she, Dave?”’

“It is a waste of effort,””” Dad said softly, not looking at me.

“But the chickens! We’d have to repair the building.”’

“I'll talk to her.”

When Mom had gone, Dad set his boot on the threshold. I think he was
surprised at my progress.
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““You know you’re likely to be disappointed?”’

I nodded, feeling sort of sad, but not convinced.

“You still want to go to all this trouble?”’’

I nodded again.

Dad gazed at the beat-up floor for a long time. ‘‘Okay,”’ he said finally,
“‘but your mother and I'd appreciate it if you stuck to the same board.”

I watched him walk toward the house, his head bent as if counting his
steps. When he reached the back porch, he turned to look around the yard,
then, kicking his boots on the cement, he slowly opened the door.

I decided I'd get a fresh start Sunday morning, so I took the shovel back to
the barn, but I worried about leaving that plank in plain sight. Seeing one of
Mom’s rugs on the line, I jerked it down, carried it into my shack, and spread
it out.

At supper Mom wasn’t mad anymore. When she poured his coffee, she
patted Dad’s rolled-up sleeve and whispered, ““Cheer up.”’ After listening to
a couple-of radio programs that night, he said he was going to the gas station
for cigarettes.

Sunday morning’s coffee drinking is slowest. I ate my French toast, then
took the shovel into the chicken house, nudged the rug away with my foot,
and got to work. A night’s rest really helped me because the board didn’t
seem quite as tight as before, and I was thankful it was still the weekend
because I knew I couldn’t contend with this and school, too. I had to finish up
today. Putting my whole weight on the shovel handle, I bounced up and
down. 1 was wondering how Id blast open the chest when the board cracked
loose and I landed on the floor.

Peering into the narrow gap, I saw a ragged old coin purse covered with
dirt. Lifting it out, I listened for the coins. I forced it open and turned it
upside down, but no silver fell onto the floor. I shoot it desperately. Then,
because it was so deep and shadowy, I reached down inside and brought out
two narrow strips of thin cardboard. I didn’t recognize them at first, but then
I saw I had three show tickets, two of them joined together.

I ran all the way to the house and threw the screen open.

““Look what was under there!”’ I shouted, slamming the tickets on the table
in front of Mom and Dad.

Mom was working at a splinter in Dad’s finger so she didn’t look long at
the tickets. But she did look at Dad. Then she smiled, reached for her coffee,
and swallowed awful funny.

“Three of ’em, huh?’’ Dad said, surprised.

I was proud to be generous. ‘‘Yes. So now we can all go to the show.”

Dad took the tickets in his free hand and studied them quietly. ‘It’s a good
thing, Luella, that Shannon discovered these when she did. Three months
Jater and we’d have needed four—plus a baby sitter for your chickens.”

The show that night was good, though it didn’t beat The Desert Rat. But
the next one we saw was Gene Autry. On January 2, my brother, Tom, was
born; and since he was the first baby of the year his picture was in the paper
and we got more tickets—the easy way.
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Seven O’Clock

(after Williams” “Nantucket”)

Earth-colors glint from houses
of stucco and tile

- Oleanders and cedars whisper:
coffee, dragonflies

and crescent bays of swans among
picnics and company

Ajar, the bedroom door and windows show
an unmade bed

Claire R. Stairrett

M



The Little Balkans Review




The Little Balkans Review Page 25

“An Old Maid School Teacher in Kansas”:

Rosalind Russell

as Rosemary

By Arthur F. McClure

One of Rosalind Russell’s most indelible screen performances is her
portrayal of Rosemary Sydney, an anguished and frustrated schoolteacher, in
the 195S film version of William Inge’s Picnic. Although her career was
mostly concerned with playing a series of brassy, sassy career women during
the 1940s, Miss Russell remained active in the 1950s with other
characterizations, including an unforgettable portrayal of the bohemian
guardian of a young nephew in Auntie Mame in 1958. Miss Russell once
commented that by 1951 she ‘‘had grown weary of playing the eternal,
successful career woman in films. I had played that role twenty-three times.”’
Her brilliant career as a sophisticated comedienne almost overshadows the
intensity of her great dramatic performances, including that of Rosemary.
But her role as Rosemary is quite important when assessing her career,
especially since it was at the time misunderstood by critics. This, in part,
was because of the furor it created throughout the movie industry when her
co-star billing was changed to that of supporting actress in order to make her
eligible for another Oscar nomination. (She lost to Jo Van Fleet for her role in
East of Eden.)

Harry Cohn, president of Columbia Pictures, had originally worried that
Miss Russell was too beautiful for the part of Rosemary. She took the role of
the love-starved schoolteacher at the request of Joshua Logan, director of the
film, whose wife, Nedda Harrigan, had been a close friend of Miss Russell’s
for many years. Miss Russell arrived in Hutchinson, Kansas, aboard the
Santa Fe Chief in late May 1955 to film on location, and there on June 4 she
celebrated her forty-third birthday with her son, Lance, who had traveled to
Kansas to be with his mother for the occasion.
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Left to right: Betty Field as Flo Owens, Rosalind Russell as Rosemary
Sydney, Reta Shaw as Linda Sue Breckenridge, and Elizabeth Wilson as
Christine Schoenwalder.

When Picnic ends, there is a reckoning for Rosemary after she drunkenly
begs Howard (her shopkeeper boyfriend from Cherryvale, played by Arthur
O’Connell) to marry her. She has abandoned pride and dignity;
Howard—overwhelmed by her passionate entreaty—has yielded. It is
evident that Miss Russell brought to the role all the hearthache, love and
frustration, compassion and truth that William Inge wanted for his story.
Filmed at night at Riverside Park in Halstead, Kansas, Rosemary’s drunken
scene was shot in one take. When Miss Russell asked Logan to do the scene
again, he declined because he felt she would never act it that well again. She
later wrote that the scene ‘‘almost played itself. The woman’s loneliness, her
desperation, welled up in me and took over.”

These feelings, so important to Inge’s concept of Rosemary’s situation,
were more than adequately portrayed by such an excellent actress. Rosemary
depended on her relationships with men for her identity. With Howard as her
new husband, she would achieve social status. For her, failure lay in not
being selected as some man’s wife, and that is why she ultimately has to
humiliate herself in order to gain Howard’sconsentto marry her. One of the
insights audiences gain in watching Rosemary is to discover how the roles of
women like her have changed and will continue to change. Miss Russell
portrayed the devitalizing anger of Rosemary and the defeminizing social role
assigned to her by life. That confusion of roles was understood by Inge, who
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'UNSURPASSED!
'UNFORGETTABLE!
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Rosalind Russell prepares herself for night filming at Riverside Park,
Halstead, Kansas, May 1955. Note the deep concentration in her face. This

remarkable photograph, taken by a bystander, has never been published
previously.

wrote so well about the perpetual downward cycle of frustration, anger, and
envy based upon the ambivalent feelings toward life of such women as
Rosemary.

Miss Russell correctly claimed that much of her part was edited out of the
final film version, but she displayed no bitterness since she felt that
Columbia was protecting its new star, Kim Novak, who portrayed Inge’s
teenage heroine, Madge Owens. On another level, she understood that *‘Bill
Inge knew and wrote her so well; Rosemary is sneaky, she can take over.”
Miss Russell, later discussing facets of her role with Mike Steen for his book,
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Hollywood Speaks,told of how flattered she was thatJoshuaLogan had able to
visualize her ‘‘as an old maid schoolteacher in Kansas.’”’ She also commented
that she was saddened by the cutting of some of her scenes, one in particular:
a scene in which she looked at herself in the mirror, took her hands and tried
to pull her face up. She then picked up some mascara, spit into it, and put it
on her eyes. Miss Russell said that ‘‘you knew by the way she pulled her face
up that she wished she were younger, and she did the typical thing of
somebody who tries to cover it with makeup. It didn’t run seven seconds, but
it said so much. When you lose a scene like that, it hurts.”’

Newsweek, in its review of the film, stated that ‘‘both Arthur O’Connell of
the Broadway company and Miss Russell, who knew a rewarding role when
she saw it, deserve some kind of Academy Awards.’”’ Not all critics, however,
agreed that her portrayal of Rosemary was worthy of praise. The Catholic
World, for example, criticized ‘‘the overacting and unnecessary mugging
which Rosalind Russell puts into the role of Rosemary.”’ The reviewer went
on to blame Logan for not pulling ‘‘in the reins rather sharply on her.”

On September 22, 1974, Miss Russell was honored by film fans at New
York’s Town Hall in a retrospective tribute to her career. Film clips which
represented her long and versatile forty-year film career were shown,
including one from Picnic. During her remarks on stage that evening, Miss
Russell commented that her portrayal of Rosemary was her most challenging
screen role.

Rosalind Russell died on November 29, 1976, from the effects of
rheumatoid arthritis and cancer. She will always be remembered as one of
Hollywood’s great actresses, who added dash and glamour to her portrayals
of career women and stylish eccentrics, but for many her most enduring
performance is that of Rosemary Sydney. She once said, ‘‘I loved doing
Picnic.”” It shows.

Africa Speaks to America

There are lost cities within me

that may never be found;

All the gatherings of black humanity
on my dark African shores.

But in you are all my lost children
crying to be free.

C.M. Anderson
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Photograph courtesy of Don Gutteridge.
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the Game:

An Interview

with Don Gutteridge

By Ray Morrison

RAY: I'm talking with Don Gutteridge, former major league baseball player,
manager, coach, and scout, who was born and raised in Pittsburg, Kansas.
Don, what is your earliest recollection of Pittsburg?

DON: I guess my earliest remembrance is my childhood home on 19th and
Rouse when my father worked for the Kansas City Southern Railroad. We,
like anybody else, had a little garden and there were four of us boys and one
girl to raise. I started to school at Eugene Field and later we moved into the
Lincoln School district at the north end of town. I always wanted to play
games such as baseball, football, and basketball, but was never big enough
for football. I just watched it being played, as [ bruised easily.

RAY: Can you remember when you began playing baseball?

DON: We used to play softball in the second or third grade at Eugene Field
School. We would have teams from other schools come and play us....Then
the teachers would put us in the car and take us over there, and we would
play them after school hours. We were not in a league as such, but it was
really the first competition I guess I ever had.

RAY: How about your brothers and sisters?

DON: Well, at that time they played a little bit with me, but all three of my
brothers did not play any sports at all as they were not athletically inclined. I
had a cousin by the name of Ray Mueller, who played with me all the time we
went through school. He went on to play in the major leagues as well. There
was always somebody to play baseball with, but they weren’t as enthusiastic
about it as I was.

RAY: What did your parents think about your playing baseball? Did they
have other ambitions for you?
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DON: No, they really didn’t. My dad was a railroader, and his company had a
baseball team here. He got me the job of being their mascot and bat boy.
That was my first exposure to big-time ball. I started playing for them in 1928
while I was still in high school. I played third base and second base practically
all the time.

The team was a Semi-pro club run by the railroad. At that time, there used
to be a crack passenger train that came through here from Kansas City to
New Orleans. They called it the ‘‘Flying Crow’’ because the route was as
straight as the crow flies. We named our ball club the ‘‘Old Flying Crows”’
after that train.

RAY: How did the club perform?

DON: We did very well. The team was a promotional gimmick for the
railroad. We’d get on the train and go play somewhere and them come back.
The railroad sponsored not only our team but teams in other cities as well.
RAY: How did you meet your wife? Did you meet her at school?

DON: When we moved from 19th and Rouse to 15th and Grand, my
wife-to-be lived just across the street from us. Her name at that time was
Helen Frances McGlothlin. We met as fourth graders, played together, and
just grew up ogether. She nor I ever went with anybody else, and she still
puts up with me today.

RAY: What has her feelings been about your playing baseball? Did she have
any trying times having to stay in Pittsburg while you were away?

DON: Yes, she did. Baseball players’ wives used to have it a lot tougher than
now. When 1 left for spring training or the season, she’d have to stay here.
Then she’d have to join me and drive wherever I was, and then if I was traded
from one team to another, she’d have to drive again. Nowadays, the teams
take the wives with them and give them excellent treatment. It was tougher
on the wives than it was on us. We had one son, Don, Jr. After he came
along, she would stay here until school was out, then they’d join me. Then
when school started again, the two would come back to Pittsburg. Baseball
wives had a rough time.

RAY: You started your professional career in 1932 when Branch Rickey saw
you. How did that happen?

DON: That’s a long story. When I was in high school, we didn’t have a high
school baseball team. Charlie Morgan, a high school coach, began one one
year because my cousin and I liked to play. We kept after him because we
wanted a team, so he finally agreed and bought some equipment—such as a
catcher’s outfit. We had to coach ourselves at first as he didn’t have too much
time to do it. Soon after we started, someone stole our equipment, and that
was the end of our baseball days in high school. At that time we were lucky
because we had a number of teams in a city league. The men would work
until five p.m. and then come play in the games. Since the younger boys of
high school age got a chance to play, too, because the teams needed all the
players they could get, I started playing with them.

RAY: Who were you scouted by?

DON: By a man from Joplin called Joe Becker. He was an old scout, umpire,
and played a little bit. He sent me to the Nebraska State League. In 1933 this
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ieague was going to default because they didn’t have any money. Branch
Rickey, then of the St. Louis Cardinals, said: ‘“I’ll tell you what I'll do. I'll
give the league $2,000 to run the four teams. I'll take two players from each
team for that $2,000.”’ They said it was a deal, so he got his pick of two
players from each club for a total of eight of us. Of the eight, five men made it
into the major leagues for the Cardinals, so that was a real bargain for him.
When this occurred, there was a baseball commissioner by the name of
Judge Landis, who said this was illegal and put a stop to the practice.
RAY: You played for Lincoln, Nebraska, and led the league in 1933 with a
.360 average.

DON: I led the league in hitting, and believe I did the same in number of hits
and triples.

RAY: The next year you moved up to Houston in the Texas League?

DON: The Cardinals first bought me, and they owned Houston at the time;
they sent for-me in 1934. In 1935 I went to Columbus, but was moved up to
the Cardinals at the end of the season. I wasn’t eligible for the World Series
the Cardinals were in that year. That was the year Dizzy Dean and Paul Dean
beat Detroit in that noted World Series when Joe ‘‘Ducky’’ Medwick was
taken out by the commissioner because he slid into Marv Owens. That was
my introduction into the big leagues. I stayed through spring training with
the Cardinals, and they sent me back to Columbus until 1936.

RAY: You were with the Cardinals from 1936 to 1940. This was the National
League. Can you talk a little of those days in St Louis—as far as some of the
players you knew?

DON: I was at the tail end of the ‘‘Gas House Gang’’ with Pepper Martin,
Paul and Dizzy Dean, Ripper Collins, and those fellows. There are books and
reams of material written about them. Almost daily something happened
with those fellows around. They were some characters. Pepper Martin had a
““Mudcap Band,’’ as they called it then. He would play a jug, another played
the guitar, one played a fiddle, and Frenchy Bordagaray played the
washboard and sang. They would entertain, and several times I went with
them. Of course, I was a young guy and liked to follow them around as they
were my heroes.

RAY: I noticed you played second base, third base, short stop, and outfield in
your beginning years. How did it feel switching from one position to another
so much?

DON: Well, I really didn’t switch that much. I started out with the Cardinals
as a third baseman. The reason was they said ‘‘Can you play third?’’ and I
said ‘‘Yes’’ because I wanted to play. Pepper Martin was the Cardinal’s third
baseman, and he hated to play that position. He wanted to me to play third so
he could play outfield. So he took me under his wing because he hated third
with a passion. They say that when Pepper Martin played third base, he let
the ball bounce off his chest, then he picked it up and threw them out. He
never could catch the ball very well. Then, when the Cardinals sent me to
Sacramento for one year, the Browns needed a second baseman. They said
‘““Could you play second base?’’ and I said ‘‘Yes.”” So I played second base
mostly for the Browns. The other times I played, I was just filling in and
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doing the team a good turn because I said 1 wanted to play. If they had
another player that couldn’t play outfield but could play second base, then I
would say ‘‘Let him play second base and I'll play outfield or shortstop.”” 1
started to play shortstop for the Cardinals, but I never was successful at it.
RAY: From St. Louis you went to Sacramento. Why was that?

DON: A new manager comes along that doesn’t think you can play as good as
somebody else, and he says ‘‘We don’t need you’’ and they send you off. At
that time the Cardinals had Sacramento as a farm club.

RAY: Was that in Class A?

DON: That was AAA and was called the Pacific Coast League. I was going to
quit that year, but Pepper Martin, who became a good friend of mine, he and
his wife came to Pittsburg to see us. I told him I was going to quit because I
was mad that they sent me down, because I knew I could still play in the
major leagues. He told me to come on down with him. It was his first year of
managing, and he wanted me to help him as his captain in the minor leagues.
RAY: He was managing Sacramento’s team?

DON: Yes, Before he left Pittsburg, we promised him we’d come. So we
went, and I had a very good year. At the end of the season, the Browns
brought me back and I played for them the next several years.

RAY: With St. Louis being the farthest team west then, it meant that you had
to do a lot of traveling to get back and forth. You traveled a lot of trains,
didn’t you?

DON: Yes. I think that was one of the best things for baseball. When we went
from St. Louis to New York or Boston to play, it took us twenty-four hours on
a train to get there. A lot of times we’d play cards and other games. But
during some of that time the older fellows talked to the younger men about
how to play baseball—I mean, taught them how to throw to such and such a
“hitter and what the opposing pitcher would throw. We studied, and they
taught us a lot. Later on, I helped teach the younger fellows as I had been
taught. We taught each other, and that was really helpful. Nowadays, as soon
as the ball game is over, the players get in the bus, and it takes them to the
airport. You get on an airplane and they feed you a little bit. In an hour or so,
you’re where you’re going to play next. There’s no camaraderie. The only
time you get to see your buddies now is on the ball field. Then, we actually
lived with them. We knew each other ...and it was a better team..

RAY: How about pay? What sort of salary were you paid back then?

DON: You want me to tell you my salary? The first year I went to the St. Louis
Cardinals and played in the big leagues, I started out at $350 a month. Then,
if you stayed until June, you got a raise to $450 a month. The first year I
played there, I would average around $400 a month. We played in the World
Series with the Browns in 1944 and I was making $5,000 a year. So you can
see now they get more than that for meal money. Of course, everything has
escalated and they have been building bigger parks. So I'm glad the players
have made it, but I just don’t think they’re worth it. I don’t think any baseball
player is worth a million dollars. I don’t think so, and I don’t think anybody
else thinks so either.
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RAY: From Sacramento you went to the Browns for three years. Was there
any difference between the Browns and the Cardinals?

DON: I played in the same city and in the same ball park. The Browns and the
Cardinals at that time shared old Sportsman’s Park in St. Louis. There wasn’t
any difference, as the major league is the major league.

RAY: What about the winter months? Did you spend most of your time here
or did you go out on the banquet circuit?

DON: Of course we always came back to Pittsburg. At that time, I used to do
something 1 really enjoyed. The World Series wasn’t televised, so they
always made a movie of it. They would send that movie to me, and I'd go all
over this part of the country with it and show people the World Series during
the winter. It wasn’t the banquet circuit as such, but I did make a lot of
personal appearances for baseball that way.

RAY: Did the people of Pittsburg really go overboard at having a major
league baseball player living in their city?

DON: No. I was born and reared here. I was just here. It would make me a
little bit humble, as I’d go away and play and come back later, and some of
the guys would say, ‘‘I missed you. Where you been?’’ I'd tell them I'd been
playing baseball. They’d miss me, but they hadn’t kept track of me. But I
wasn’t the only major league ball player from here.

RAY: Who were some of the others?

DON: Ray Mueller, my cousin, played with Cincinatti, Boston, Brooklyn, and
Pittsburgh, and was coach for The Chicago Cubs for a year. He spent sixteen
years in the major leagues, also. Sherm Lollar, who caught for the Chicago
White Sox, went to school here in Pittsburg and played on the semi-pro team
that used to play out here in the old Ban Johnson League, as we used to call
it. Then, of course, along in later years came Bill Russell. In Alba, Missouri,
of the five or six Boyer boys, three of them played in the major
leagues—Ken, Clete, and Cloyd. There were a lot of people in this area that
played the game.

RAY: What else would you do during the winter months?

DON: Usually, when I was in the minor leagues, I had to look for little jobs to
help out. That money wasn’t that good, as I told you earlier. I worked—and
taught school one year. I sold cars. And I refereed. I did more refereeing than
anything else because that was a good job for me, as I liked athletics. During
part of the time when I was with the White Sox, late in the 1960s, every
winter we went down to Sarasota, Florida, with the Instructional League, and
ran it for seven or eight years. I'd go down there from the time the season
was over until almost Christmas. Then I came back home.

RAY: You didn’t play?

DON: No, you can’t play outside the major leagues or participate in any more
games without special permission.

RAY: After the Browns, you were made manager of Toledo in 1946. How did
that come about? Was that their farm club?

DON: Toledo belonged to the Browns as their farm club in the American
Association. They wanted me to come because at that time my playing career
was getting to be a little bit long. They wanted me to go down there as a
player-manager. That was because they had some fellows coming back and
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wanted to replace me. So I thought it was okay. I wanted to stay in baseball
and thought that managing was the next step.So I went to manage the farm
club. Then, just about the time for the all-star game, Bobby Doerr of the Red
Sox broke his finger. The Red Sox were in the middle of a pennant chase at
that time—1946. They were looking around for somebody to play, and the
same fellow that scouted me in thg first place, Joe Becker, was then working
for Boston. He told them, ‘I know who I can get you.”” And they came down
to Toledo and bought my contract. So I went from there to the Red Sox. This
was one of the luckiest things to ever happen to me in baseball, because I
joined the Red Sox, helped them win the pennant, and played in the World
Series. Also, that was the year the players’ pension plan started, and I got
included. Jokingly, I sdid that that was the smartest move a manager ever
made, trading himself from sixth place in the American Association to first
placein the American League and going to the World Series. I told my wife I
was a smart manager to do that. Of course, I had nothing to do with it, at all.

RAY: In 1948, you played for Pittsburgh for four games. Was that at the
DON: Well, I went to Boston, and then they sold me to the Pittsburgh
Pirates. I went there and stayed for sixty days, I guess. Pittsburgh owned a
team in Indianapolis, and they sent me down there, where 1 played for Al
Lopez. The next year I became his player-coach, and later on I took over as
manager—in 1951 I became manager.

RAY: How did it feel going from playing to managing?

DON: It was a tough job. One year I was a player and associated with the
players. The next year as the manager I was on the other side of the fence.
But I was just a little bit older than most of the players—old enough that I
think it helped. Also another thing: I had a background. If I'd been playing in
that same league all this time, it would have been difficult, but my
background—they knew I was an ex-major leaguer—helped.

RAY: How did you do during those years as manager for Indianapolis and
Colorado Springs?

DON: I had a bad situation in Indianapolis that year. In the middle of the
season the Pittsburgh Pirates sold the Indianapolis club to the Cleveland
Indians. Well, it was a real hassle. The two major league clubs got into it
about who could send players down; they didn’t want to send somebody down
there that might help the other club. So I was in the middle of that. I was glad
when the year was over. When we finished, I believe we were down in fifth,
sixth, or seventh place in the league standings. The next year I signed with
the Chicago White Sox and they owned Colorado Springs. In the first year,
we got beat the last game of the season and lost the pennant by a half-game.
The next year we won the last game and the pennant. If I'd won one more
game, we would have won two pennants in a row at Colorado Springs. Then
from there I went to Memphis.

RAY: Was Memphis higher up on the baseball ladder?

DON: Memphis was AA at that time. Colorado Springs was A. They were
both owned by the White Sox. They just stepped me up in their organization.
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RAY: Did you feel any frustrations as a manager having the major leagues
pull some of your best players when you were trying to be in a pennant race
with other farm club teams?

DON: Yes, it really was tough. At Memphis we were beaten in the playoffs
and we lost the pennant to Atlanta. But you have to realize two things. You’re
working for the major league club. One of the really big things you have to do
is develop players so they can go on and play in the major leagues. But at the
same time it’s frustrating, because to get a player they always take your best
players and that leaves a void in your team. And then when‘you lose ball
games, that makes your personal record look bad. It’s a little bit frustrating.
RAY: Sort of a Catch-22 situation!

DON: Yes it is; it really is. Of course, in the long run it helps you because
they say, ‘““Well, here’s this manager in the organization and he helped
develop these players.”” Then you can get a call from other organziations
because they believe if you develop players for the White Sox, then you can
develop players for their team, too. Really, it works two ways.

RAY: From Memphis you went on to be one of the coaches for the White Sox
for eleven years.

DON: After that season, they called all the managers and scouts for the
White Sox in for a meeting. Paul Richards was manager of the White Sox
and, just as we got there to the meeting, they announced that Marty Marian
was going to be the new manager and Paul was going to move on to the
Baltimore Orioles. Marty was a friend of mine, so I made my wants
known—that I wanted to coach in the major leagues. He told me, ‘“Why don’t
you take my place on the coaching staff as I'm going to move up to
manager?’’ and I said, ‘“Well, yeah, that’s good.”’ I was there the last ten
days of the 1954 season and was there until I got fired by Eddie Stanky at the
end of the 1966 season.

RAY:....Then you went to Indianapolis.

DON: Yes. The White Sox owned them, so I just went dowa there. I had to
have a job. That was a frustrating year because we had a chance to win. I
wanted to win because I figured if I could win I could get back into the major
league again. But Stanky kept taking our players. I think he made forty-seven
changes that year, and every time we had a good week, he’d call up a
player—and there he went. I couldn’t keep filling in the gaps. Finally, we
ended up in second place. We could have won the pennant easily and
probably the players would have developed more. You can’t keep ball players
jumping around.

RAY: And then in 1968 you became a scout for the Kansas City Royals.
DON: Yes, but let me go back just a little here. The year before, after the
disasterous season with Indianapolis, I came home and I was going to quit
because 1 was disgusted with baseball.

RAY: The second time you were going to quit?

DON: The second time. I went to work for the City National Bank, stayed in
Pittsburg, and forgot about baseball. Well, even before the Royals had a
name or anything, they were starting up the club. Erving Kauffman said he
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wanted to start a club, and my wife knew I was dissatisfied and knew where
my heart lay. She knew I wanted to get back into baseball and didn’t want to
be penned up in an office. So she insisted I go up and see them. They hired
me right on the spot—as a scout. When I went up there and got started, they
didn’t even have a typewriter set up yet; that’s how early I began with the
Royals organization. I was hired as a talent scout. I travelled all
over—California, Minnesota, you name it—to see the players and get a line
on them. We were in the process of doing that, getting players, and making
draft decisions, when—about the middle of the year—Al Lopez called me.

Al called and said he was going to make a change. He was returning to

manage the White Sox again to get them back and winning. He wanted me up
there because I had been with him all this time. I said I didn’t know, but then
when you’ve worked with somebody a long time and they’ve given you a job,
you feel obligated to them. And yet, I had a good job with the Royals and
hated to leave it. I was on the ground floor with the Royals as long as I wanted
it. But I had to live with myself, so I went back and my wife and I talked about
it. We decided to go back to the White Sox because of previous days.
RAY: Then you coached until Lopez...
DON: Lopez’s health became very bad with ulcers; it was a high pressure
situation. He said he had to quit and called in the three coaches that had been
with him. The three of us had been with him all these years, and he said one
of us would have to take the job as manager. None of us really wanted to
manage as much as we wanted to coach. He said, ‘‘No, you have to take it as
it’s the middle of the season and we can’t get anyone else. You all three know
that.”

We argued about it, and, as I was the youngest of the three coaches, I was
finally persuaded that I ought to do it. After some thought, I called my wife
and said I was going to manage the White Sox. She said, ““Oh, my God, no!”’
I went on to manage the White Sox for the next two years.

RAY: How did the public and press react to you as manager?

DON: Well, our club was not up that year. When we had Lopez, he was an
exceptional manager. Everybody said, “Well, if Lopez is not back, who’s
going to manage?’’ As Pepper Martin said, ““You can’t win the Kentucky
Derby with a mule.”” You had to have some players, and we didn’t. It was a
question of trying to develop some. I had some good young players who had
no experience, so I said to bring them up, break them in, and give them
experience since we were going to get beat anyways. Later on, these ball
players would become great: Carlos May, Bill Melton, and Buddy Bradford.
But it took two or three years to get their feet on the ground.

RAY: Is that why they kept you a second year? What happened at the end of
the 1970 season?

DON: They decided to stop paying me, so I quit.

RAY: That’s an easy way out of it.

DON: I was fired at the end of the season.

RAY: Then who came in?

DON: Chuck Tanner came in, and there was a whole new change at the front
office. There was a clean sweep of practically everybody.
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RAY: Then you made another change in your career. You became scout for
two teams—the Yankees and the Dodgers. You started with the Yankees in
1971. When did you start for the Dodgers?

DON: Well, first the White Sox had wanted to keep me to scout for them.
They said if I stayed they would find me a job as scout and also as infield
instructor for the minor league clubs. I went from one minor league club to
another for two or three weeks at a time and helped develop the players.
Then the Yankees wanted a scout and asked me. I thought it would be better
to work for another club than to step down from manager to scout for the
same team. So I went with the Yankees and scouted for three or four years.
Also I ran the Yankee’s minor league spring training camp.

RAY: Was George Steinbrenner there at the time?

DON: No, Steinbrenner came the last year I was there. That’s when the
Yankees joined a scouting bureau—the Major League Scouting Bureau. They
had the idea for one set of scouts to cover Kansas, another Missouri, and so
forth. Teams paid into the scouting system as it would be cheaper for them.
Well, the Yankees fired all but four of their scouts, and of course I was down
on the list and was let go. Since the Dodgers hadn’t joined this group, they
called on me and I went with them. In fact, I'm still with them and have been
very happy with the Dodgers ever since.

RAY: Did you scout Bill Russell?

DON: No, I wasn’t scouting then. I was with the White Sox when Bill started.
Some of my friends around town had called and said I ought to sign this guy;
““There’s a real good ball player down here,’’ they said. But I’d never seen
Bill Russell play. I told a scout for the White Sox to go down and see him
because my friends who knew baseball said he was great. He came down
here and said, ‘‘He doesn’t even play high school baseball! What are you
talking about?‘’” Well, true, he didn’t play because they didn’t have a high
school ball team at the time. So he disregarded him.

First time I saw Bill play baseball was against us in spring training when I
was with Chicago. It so happened he got a couple of hits and they beat us,
and I told the scout, ‘‘Here I told you te sign him and you wouldn’t listen.”’

The only player I have now in the major league is Paul Splitdorff, a pitcher
with the Royals. There are others in the minor league that haven’t gone up
there yet. I probably enjoy most those who I’ve helped in the Instructional
League. They’ve all came through in the major leagues. I feel I helped their
carers a lot even though they were potential major leagurers to begin
with—such White Sox players as Gary Peters, Luis Aparico, Don Buford, and
others.

RAY: What are you doing now as far as scouting?

DON: I go to ball games every day, sometimes two or three a day, look at the
players, decide whether they can play ball or not, evaulate them, turn their
names into the Dogers’ office, and then let them evaluate the boys.
RAY: What do you consider the one big highlight in your career?

DON: I have had a lot of nice career big moments. I think if I had to pick one,
it would be probably in 1944 when the Browns won the pennant and played
the Cardinals in the World Series. I think it was the last out of the last game



Page 40 The Little Balkans Review

of the season. We were tied with Detroit, and Detroit got beat and we were
still playing. We knew they had been beaten. If we had won this game, we’d
have won the pennant, and I think the last play of the game was the big play.
It wasn’t a big play as much as it was a pop up. George McQuinn was playing
second and I ran over there next to him, shouting ‘‘Squeeze it! Squeeze it!
Squeeze it!”’ I wanted him to make that last out. I think to win the pennant
and to play in your first World Series is probably one of the highlights. Of
course, 1 also played in the 1946 and 1959 World Series. I've seen a lot of big
plays, but I think that that was one of the outstanding ones. I was in six tripl\e
plays in my career, and that was a big thing, too.

RAY: I have one other question. Did you ever want your son to play ball?
DON: I wanted him to play ball if he wanted to play ball. He was all on his
own. | wanted him to do what he wanted to do just as my dad let me do what I
wanted to do. He didn’t make me work on the railroad. I wanted my son to do
anything he decided to do. He liked to play and still likes baseball. In fact, he
is a Little League manager to this day.

RAY: Here in town?

DON: No, in Oklahoma City. He’s an attorney there. I have three grandsons
and they’re all going to play, you know that. But I don’t mean professionally,
necessarily. Now the big one, Lance, he thinks he’s going to play
professionally. But, of course, he’s only in junior high school.

RAY: What does he think about having a grandfather who was a ball player?
DON: He thinks that’s neat. He gets quite a kick out of that. All of them do, of
course. But I'm their grandpa—and that’s what counts.

W

DON GUTTERIDGE
Year Team [League] Games At Bat Hits Runs RBI Average
1936 St. Louis (N) 23 91 29 il 3 16 319
1937 St. Louis (N) 119 447 121 66 61 21

1938 St. Louis (N) 142 552 14154161 64 {255
1939 St. Louis (N) 148 524 140 w71 54 .269
1940 St. Louis (N) 69 108 20w 19 14 .269
1942 St. Louis (A) 147 616 157 90 50 255
1943 St. Louis (A) 132 538 145 T 36 293
1944 St. Louis (A) 148 603 148 89 36 .245
1945 St. Louis (A) 143 543 1291472 49 .238

1946 Boston (A) 22 47 1 8 6 234
1947 Boston (A) 54 131 22116920 S .168
1948 Pittsburgh (N) 4 2 0 0 0 .000

12 year total 15T 49000 1,075y 586,0.1391 .256
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Audience members inspect Appeal to Reason display at the seminar
sponsored by the Pittsburg State University Library, the Little Balkans
Review, and the Kansas Committee of the Humanities at the Girard Civic
Center, July 26, 1983.
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The Appeal to Reason :

A Kansas Committee of the Humanities
Presentation

The Appeal to Reason (1895-1922) was a Socialist propaganda newspaper
with a circulation that by 1913 exceeded 750,000. The newspaper and its
founding editor, J.A. Wayland, moved to Girard, Kansas, in 1896. From this
small Southeast Kansas town came a weekly dose of Socialist remedies for
the ills of society. J.A. Wayland and his work force did not have to look
beyond their home community and the surrounding coal fields to see vile
working conditions that were mirrored in other industries across the country.
The area’s coal fields were worked mainly by immigrant men, women, and
children, many illiterate, who were denied even the hope of achieving a
moderate standard of living. The Appeal’s solution to their problem was
simple: the acceptance of the Socialist program.

This Socialism was non-Marxist and radical—radical only in the sense that
proposed reforms were markedby a considerable departure from the usual or
traditional. The Appeal began in 1895 (six years before there was a Socialist
Party) to agitate for direct elections, recalls, referendums, the abolition of
child labor, pure food and drug laws, an eight-hour workday, workmen’s
compensation, and collectivization of land. Only this last, the collectivization
of land, has not become an accepted part of our governmental system of
today. Soon were added equal rights for women and minority groups,
universal suffrage, and the concept of equal pay for equal work. With one
example can the acceptability of Wayland’s Socialism be illustrated: in the
1912 Presidential election, Theodore Roosevelt ran as a Progressive. The
Progressive Party platform was essentially a restatement of the Socialist
Party’s positions of 1904, 1908, and 1912.

Socialist anti-war sentiments were used effectively in 1914 by the Federal
Government to stifle the movement. During World War I, the Socialist Party
was broken and essentially harrassed out of existence. The post-1920s ‘‘Red
Scare’’ stopped any chance of revival of progressive Socialism. The final
blow to Socialism’s place in our past was delivered during the McCarthy era
of the 1950s. Socialism by that time had come to be synonymous with
communism in the minds of many—when, in fact, the Appeal’s Socialism had
spawned the Progressive Party of Theodore Roosevelt.

Katherine Anne Porter in The Never-Ending Wrong wrote, ‘It is my
conviction that when events are forgotten, buried in the cellar of the
page—they are no longer even history.”” We hope the following talks will
begin to place the Appeal to Reason and American Socialism in their proper
place, out of the footnotes and into the body of Southeast Kansas and
American history.
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Jo AL CWAYLAND,
Founder of the APPEAL.
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J.A. Wayland, Founding Editor and Publisher
of the Appeal to Reason, by Sharon E. Neet

The evolution of J.A. Wayland into American Socialism’s most successful
propagandist and publisher took a route that often had each step contradicted
by the previous one. John Egerton, in his Visions of Utopia, opened the
section concerning Wayland’s career with the statement, ‘‘There is no
explaining the strange career of Julius Augustus Wayland.”’ Understanding
Wayland may be impossible, for he was a man of complex, submerged
motives and actions, but his career is traceable through his publications that
culminated in the Appeal.

Wayland was born in Versailles, Indiana, on April 26,1854, just before a
cholera epidemic claimed the life of his father, William, a grocer, and four of
his six brothers and sisters. He was reared in extreme poverty by his mother,
Micha, who earned a meager living sewing and washing clothes. His dire
childhood scarred Wayland, and later in life he apologized ‘‘for the absence
of the sentimental, for, ever before my eye,...stood the gaunt fear that want
might overtake my family....”

With only two years of formal education, Wayland was introduced to the
printing business April 11, 1870, at the Vesailles Gazette, a Republican
newspaper. He purchased the newspaper with a fellow printer, H.M.
Thompson, in 1872 and renamed it the Ripley Index. (More flushed with
youthful exuberance than with money, the nineteen-year-old Wayland and
his partner were able to come up with the purchase price only by borrowing
heavily from Republican Party office holders.) Wayland became sole owner of
the Index in 1873 and continued to operate it until 1877, when he and his
wife, Etta Bevan, moved to Harrisonville, Missouri. Wayland there
purchased a half-interest in the Cass Courier, a solidly Democratic weekly.
This connection was severed after less than a year when he sold his interest
in the paper. He then began publishing a staunchly Republican newspaper,
the Cass News, also in Harrisonville, September 19, 1878. In this same
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period, Wayland was appointed postmaster of Harrisonville. It was not a
popular position to be a Republican editor and political appointee in solidly
Democratic Cass County. Wayland left both the paper and the post office in
September 1880 and returned to Vesailles, Indiana, for a short time.

Wayland and family moved to Pueblo, Colorado, in the spring of 1881 with
¢¢$5,000 in cash and property.’’ In 1882, he began another newspaper which
he operated for two years before selling it. With the money from the sale,
Wayland became active in the booming Colorado land market. He was able to
combine journalism and real estate by printing land transfer forms and
advertisements for his land company.

During this fever pitch of wheeling and dealing, Wayland had a
conversation with William Bradfield, an English shoemaker and Socialist,
about a railroad strike. The two men discussed labor, and Bradfield offered
Socialist solutions for the problems of the individual and society. Wayland
began to read, first with Bradfield’s encouragement and later as a student on
his own, Socialist tracts and books. He caught the evangelistic spirit of the
movement and wrote in his autobiography, Leaves of Life, ‘‘I saw a new light
and found what I never knew existed.”” Wayland was, in his own words,
“‘landed real good and hard’’ for Socialism. After his conversion, he never
printed another newspaper which supported either of the two major political
parties or any issue that could be interpreted as supporting the status quo.

Wayland took to heart the Socialist admonition that the capitalistic system
was tottering: he cashed in his business and land holdings in time to prevent
their loss in the Panic of 1893. He realized approximately $80,000 in gold and
government bonds. He invested some of the money in a newspaper, the
Coming Nation, published at Greensburg, Indiana. The paper remained
there from 1893 until the summer of 1894, when it was moved to Ruskin,
Tennessee, where Wayland established the Ruskin Colony, his vision of the
perfect cooperative Socialist community.

It was a diverse group who followed Wayland to the Ruskin Colony: ‘‘a
butcher, a baker, a blacksmith; there were five printers, three doctors, two
ironworkers, and several teachers and farmers.”” All the land and produce of
the colony, with one exception, were communally held. Wayland retained
sole ownership of the newspaper, which soon became the major income
producer of the colony. This unsocialist action became a problem that
accelerated Wayland’s disillusionment with his utopia. He realized in early
October 1895 that there was the potential for dissension in the ranks of his
colony. Wayland wrote in the Coming Nation, ‘I have no fear of outside
interference, nor quarrels over weighty matters. It is only the meanest,
smallest matters that can create dissension...”’

The inconsistency of Wayland’s being the owner of Ruskin’s major source
of income became the point of contention that drove him from his own colony
on July 22, 1895. It was almost exactly a year from the date the colony had
been founded that Wayland left by ‘‘mutual consent”’ without his newspaper
or compensation for his initial investment in Ruskin. He departed
disillusioned with the idea of communal living, but not with Socialism. When
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he left, Wayland went to Kansas City, Missouri, where he established his
last newspaper, the Appeal to Reason.

The paper had to be started from scratch: Wayland had left his presses,
mailing lists, and business accounts with the Coming Nation, but most vital
was the loss of his paper’s name. He narrowed his choice for a new title to
The Rights of Man or Wayland’s Weekly and, with less than his usual
modesty, was leaning toward the latter. Then T.E. Palmer, ‘‘an old socialist
worker suggested Appeal to Reason.’’ An unnamed ‘‘old German socialist in
the same city’’ settled the question by saying, ‘‘Don’t call it Wayland’s
Weekly, but give it a name that in time will be better known than the man
who made it.”” The simplicity of the Appeal to Reason title summed up the
intent of Wayland to prepare the way for the Socialist state which would
follow his propaganda work.

When the first issue of the Appeal was published on August 31, 1895,
Wayland had changed; his utopian dream was gone, but not his vision of
Socialism. He wanted his readers to understand his ‘‘present disposition.”’
He therefore started his new venture with a statement of intent and purpose:
““As a principle owes no man anything, what you may do for this paper is not
asked as a personal favor to me, nor do I expect profit from it. Where you can
use it to good advantage, it is your duty to use it....I am not exactly unselfish
but I am not in this movement for money, never made any out of it, but on the
contrary have contributed several thousand to it besides four years of
continuous and arduous labor.”’

The Appeal’s business office was located in the Radical Book and Cigar
Store, 311 12th Street; the paper also had a subscription center in San
Francisco. It could be purchased by the issue for one cent or subscribed to by
the year for fifty cents. ‘“Clubs’’ of ten subscribers could get the weekly for
thirty-five cents; clubsof twenty-five could have the paper for thirty cents a
year.

The early format of the Appeal was four pages, the first pages covered with
paragraphs that had neither headlines nor illustrations. Credited paragraphs
were written by Wayland. The interior and fourth pages were primarily
devoted to reprints of Socialist and economic works that supported Socialism.
Two of Wayland’s most reprinted authors were John Ruskin and Herbert
Spencer. No advertisements were carried until 1900.

Soon the newspaper had 2,218 subscribers, ‘‘not bad for a paper only three
weeks old. It seems reasonable to expect 50,000 inside a year, but maybe I'll
get fooled,”” wrote Wayland. And fooled he was; the Appeal did not reach the
projected number of subscribers until after the paper moved to Girard,
Kansas.

The Kansas City Appeal did not provide Wayland with a self-sustaining
circulation. It reached 25,000 and leveled off in 1896. Wayland informed his
readers on July 11, 1896, that the newspaper had ‘‘been and is a financial
failure, but it is proving a success as an educator.”’ This financial loss was
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one of several motives for moving the Appeal out of Missouri and into
Kansas. The first move was a short one; the paper moved a few miles west to
Kansas City, Kansas, with offices at the corner of Minnesota Avenue and
Fifth Street in the Gazette Building. Only three issues (those of October 10,
17, and 24) were sent from this address. In the last Kansas City issue,
Wayland informed his readers that publication would be suspended for a
short time, but would restme on November 14. The Appeal was not seen
again, however, until February 6, 1897, when it reemerged with a flag listing
Girard, Kansas, as its place of publication.

Girard, the county seat of Crawford County, located in Southeast Kansas,
met Wayland’s two major needs for operating a national newspaper: a post
office and rail service. The area was an industrial mecca at the turn of the
century. It had coal, lead, and zinc deposits, with smelters to process the two
latter ores. The largest city in the county, Pittsburg, twelve miles away, was
intended to rival its Pennsylvania namesake. The region was approaching its
full glory in mining and smelting when Wayland arrived. Over half the
nation’s smelters were located there, and it produced a third of the nation’s
coal. The work force was made up of a patchwork of European immigrants
mostly from southern and eastern Europe. These workers were the type of
people Wayland felt he needed to reach with his Socialist propaganda.

The move to Girard can be assigned reasons other than the obvious need to
cut costs (the paper had lost nearly one hundred dollars an issue in Kansas
City). The publisher had cited the constant irritation of people stopping by
the Appeal office in the larger city, which interferred with his work. Mrs.
Wayland’s health was rapidly deteriorating, and Girard was highly regarded
for its healthful climate. Further, it cannot be discounted that Wayland was
searching for a place to which he could belong, where he would be accepted.
Girard was at least a partial answer to each of Wayland’s problems, with the
exception of Etta’s illness: she died of cancer in 1898. The Appeal became
financially solvent to the point of being an embarrassment to the Socialist
movement. The world of Socialism continued to beat a path to Wayland’s
door, but he could now afford the time, having attracted numerous associate
editors to the paper. His new home community never completely embraced
Socialism, but the Wayland family became an active part of Girard’s social
and civic life.

The Waylands at first were shunned by the locals, both socially and
politically. The townspeople continued to slight the newscomers until the
bank president’s wife, Sarah Alice Addams Haldeman, called on the family.
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