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LIVING AS I do in the pe,
fumed purlieus of a city where a 
fevered army of climbers, social, 
political and financial , indulge in a 
constant and heartbreaking struggle 
to scale the heights, I am always 
perked up by a thought of Will 
Rogers. 

Literally hooking fame on the end 
of a twirling lasso, he ambles through 
life with a shy grin, a mop ·of unruly 
hair and a hand-me-down suit of 
clothes-the best-known citizen, save perhaps Lind
bergh, in all the land. 

This loose-jointed, gum-chewing ex-cow-hand, more 
than any American alive today, links the nation with 
an Americanism that is unhappily passing. He does 
not smoke or drink, and he believes in God and the 
government at Washington. 

Because he came out of the obscure crotch of an 
Oklahoma creek, his shyness is primitive and is not, 
as so many think, a pose. Within the past year I have 
seen his face flame the red of a gawkish schoolboy. 

Yet he jokes with the tight-lipped Calvin Coolidge, 
skylarks with the Prince of Wales, calls Mrs. Nicholas 
Longworth "Alice," swaps dinner stories with Lloyd 
George, twits his learned friend Arthur Brisbane and 
convulses Aristide Briand with his taxicab French. 

I first met Rogers through his friend and my friend 
Gene Buck when I was press-agenting the Follies and 
l:e was one of Mr. Ziegfeld's bright particular stars. 
Incidentally, he still refers to Ziegfeld as "Mr. Zieg
f1.eld," accenting the "field." 

Our paths later crossed when we became ·attached to 
tl)e same newspaper syndicate where he is again a 
bright particular star. I have seen him at his home 
in California, bunked with him at political conventions, 
gossiped with him in dressing rooms, walked with him 
along London's Strand, Broadway, Hollywood Boulevard 
and where not. 

His amazing fecundity to this day baffles me. He can 
adapt himself to any situation, any crowd, in a twinkle, 
and yet of all the nervous, crowd-shy persons I have 
ever known he is the most conspicuous. 

I have seen him exchange the coarse banter of the 
ranch house on the Texas pampas and thought to my
-~elf, "This k his stuff." But a few weeks later, when 
I heard him in a New York drawing-room, swapping 
repartee with Irvin Cobb and Mayor Walker, he was just 
as much at home. 

As one given to spurts of dandyism, I have always 
been interested in his freedom from sartorial affecta 
tions. As I walked down on e of t h e boulevards of 
Kansas City with him one morning, he asked me if I 
would h elp him select a suit of clothes. 

I supposed, of course, he would visit at least a me
dium-priced tailor. But in another bloc!{ he turned into 
a second-rate clothing store, in ten minutes picked 
out a very ordinary dark brown suit, slipped into a 
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dressing room and a few minutes 
later walked out wearing it. The 
cost was thirty-five dollars. The old 
suit went to the store's colored porter. 

Amon G. Carter, owner of the Fort 
Worth Star-Telegram, was in my New 
York apartment last winter when 
Rogers dropped in. They are old 
friends and Will said he would like 
to put his eldest son to work on 
Amon's paper. 

"Don't pay him anything," he 
said, "until you can find out if he can do something." 

Amon agreed, and mentioned casually that he would 
put the boy up at his club, where he could live until 
he got located. Will jumped up like a shot and began 
to pace the floor . "Don't you do any fool thing like 
that! Let him hunt up a good five-dollar-a-week 
boarding house. Also, you better ask the fire depart
ment to waken him for a while. That kid is a powerful 
sleeper," he said. 

To me Rogers' outstanding achievement as a public 
entertainer took place in a Miami, Florida, auditorium 
six winters ago. It was the height of the season, with 
distinguished visitors from everywhere. In the audience 
were ex-Governor J ames M. Cox, George Ade, Kin Hub
bard, Senator Borah, Gene Tunney and scores of others 
as notable. 

For two hours and twenty minutes, save for a fifteen
minute intermission, he held that audience completely 
spellbound and sent it away exhausted from laughter. 
The ovation at the finish was the longest I h ave ever 
heard, and someone began yelling for Mrs. Rogers , 
knowing she was .in town. 

Finally Rogers came to the edge of the stage, held up 
his hand for silence and whined: "Mrs. Rogers won't 
come out in public. You know she has never cut h er 
hair"-an anticlimax that catapulted another con
vulsion. 

A ND SPEAKING of Mrs. Rogers, his 
devotion to her and her admiration for him is another 
high light of his many-faceted career. She, too, is a 
country-town girl-formerly Betty Blake, of Rogers, 
Arkansas . They have three children, Will, Mary and 
Jim. 

Mrs. Rogers has been as conspicuously absent from 
the spotlight as her husband has been conspicuous 
before it. I never saw her but once in public, and then 
she was sitting in the rear of a darkened theater in 
New York at the first night of their friend Fred Stone's 
show. 

It was Stone's first appearance following the airplane 
accident that came within an inch of finishing his 
career. 

When I passed her between acts her eyes glistened. 
And Will, the big slob, merely blubbered his greeting. 
She and her husband, I discovered, were sitting there 



h olding h ands and having a good old
fashioned cry all to themselves. 

There is another side to their underst&nd
ing companionship that few know about. 
She is Will's "private audience." He never 
t ells a new story, a new gag, or goes into 
any new venture without· her O.K. When he 
has finished his daily syndicated telegram, 
he reads it over to her. If she shakes her 
head, he turns back into his den and tries 
it all over again. If she approves, he trudges 
off to the telegraph office. Incidentally, 
wherever he is, at home or on tour, he goes 
to the telegraph office in person. Country 
jakes always do . 

Their home life far back in one of the 
Beverly Hills canyons is particularly ideal. 
His house has ample grounds, including a 
tanbark arena for riding practice. His only 
demand for his children has been: "I want 
them to know how to sit in the saddle." 

The private polo ground on his estate has 
been .the topic of much good-natured joshing, 
and in fact it seems to embarrass Will quite 
a bit himself. He always tells his newspaper 
friends: "Lay off that polo stuff!" 

The truth is, he regards polo as a bit of 
unpardonable swank but he adores the game 
because it gives him a chance for the hell
for-breakfast riding that he loves. 

I think Will is at his best at informal 
dinner parties attended by a handful of 
close friends. He especially likes chile din
ners and on such occasions demands a bottle 
of near beer. 

J T rs IN such close-ups that 
one realizes more than ever that what we 
know as "Will Rogers' wit" is bunkered in 
sound common sense. His darting, otter-like 
mind demands appreciative recognition or he 
is likely suddenly to go glum. 

This was best illustrated in his broad
casting-for which he received the new high 
of $12,000 a week. His first efforts over the 
microphone had an aura of detachment. 
Both Will and his friends knew he was not 
getting it over with the usual bang. 

For the next weekly appearance he called 
up the studio and asked them to have an 
audience. Invite everybody who will come, 
he explained. Before a huge crowd he was 
going great guns from the hop-off and never 
had any trouble after that. 

Lately Rogers has been doing a deal of 
flying, across the continent and to South 
American countries. Next to a bucking horse 
he loves the air, but it worries his wife. He 
now tells her of his jaunts just before he 
st arts for the airports. To several he has 
confided: "I got to give it up. It worries 
Betty." 

And Mrs. Rogers is right. To lose Will 
Rogers not only would be a personal loss to 
her and to many others, it would take on the 
proportions of a national calamity. 

Not a day passes that the homely epigrams 
of Will Rogers do not serve to make the 
world brighter and a more agreeable place 
in which to live. He has joshed diplomats, 
cabinet members and even presidents out of 
much official foolishness. And always his 
comments are breezily and abruptly direct, 
but without rancor. 

Few Americans have given such excellent 
account of themselves in fifty-two years, and 
yet it may not be so- astonishing after all, 
for Will Rogers comes of our purest Ameri
can stock--early settlers with an admixture 
of brave and honorable Cherokee blood in 
their veins. 

"D octor of Applesauce" 
That's what common-sense Will Rogers told the UniYersity 
of Oklahoma was the degree they could confer on him 
when they wanted to make him a Doctor of Humanity. 
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