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WILL ROGERS 

IT was said of Franklin that he poured forth his copious stream of knowledge throughout America. 
More can be said of this Oklahoma cowboy, this man who pleased presidents, joked with emperors and 
loved to talk to tramps; this twentieth century philosopher whose nativity was the lowly Indian 

Territory, and whose home was, for the most part, the cow camps of that day. Will Rogers poured forth 
his copious stream of knowledge to the civilized peoples of the world. Educated but not to the standard 
of educators, a showman, but less an actor than anything of which he could have been accused, his greatest 
asset was God-given. He was Will Rogers. His satire was stingless and his criticism without venom. He 
bore a love to humanity that permitted hatred for none. He was equally interested in the senator in the 
forum and the driver in the taxicab. He dined with equal pleasure with the president in the palace of the 
nation, or with Tom Hickman in a Texas Ranger camp. He hobnobbed with the money baron of Wall 
Street or poked fun at Scandalous John Selmon, foreman of Flat Top ranch. He analyzed the complex 
political problems of the nations of the earth with the same thoroughness with which he solved the 
maneuvers of a roping horse in the arena of a rodeo. 

He was a humorist who never stooped to the vulgar, a comedian who never substituted smut for wit, 
and a philosopher whose bitter axioms were always sugar-coated. Aside from his saddened family, the 
grief of his going away falls most heavily upon those who knew him in his native element, the cattle 
country. Only a few days ago, at the little city of Stamford, Texas, thousands watched him as he went 
back to Indian Territory days. Mounted on Gray Tommie, the premier of roping horses, his manipulations 
of the lariat rope evidenced his graduation from the branding pen rather than from a moving picture lot. 
In che hand of Will Rogers, a lariat rope became a living thing, reaching for the flying feet of the wild 
horse or seeking to settle its noose around the divergent horns of the bucking Brahma. His booted heels 
gave no token of having trodden the boards on the stages of a continent. Jammed in a crowded corral amid 
the smell of hot horses, creaking saddles and singing lariats, no stretch of imagination could picture this 
native son of the wide-open spaces as being the idol of the amusement lovers of the world, the counselor 
of men in high places, and the acknowledged philosopher of his day and age. To him the Christian, the 
Jew and the Pagan were all the same; he magnified their virtues and minimized their faults, believing in 
his heart that no man was wholly bad. Tributes have been poured into the printed page that have come 
from all walks of life, great writers, great artists, great statesmen, and great industrialists have engaged in 
the futile task of paying fitting tributes to this fallen Son of the Great Southwest. Today as these lines are 
penned, we gaze in retrospect back through the years to a slender stripling of sage grass tussocks of Okla
homa. Later he appears with Zack Mulhall in St. Louis, then in vaudeville; still later his name burned in 
the heavens atop the New Amsterdam Theater as a Ziegfeld star. Then comes a long series of films that 
lifted gloom from this nation, yet in all these roles we think of Will Rogers as the cowboy. Across this 
desk hangs an autographed picture where it has hung for years, there are the twinkling eyes and the Rogers 
smile, seemingly more anxious to talk horses than European wars. The countries of the world have lost a 
lovable adopted son. We of the Southwest have lost one of our own; the loss to them, a man they knew 
and loved; to us a neighbor boy. He has gone to join Charlie Russell of whom he said, "They needed a 
good cowhand up there, and sent for Charlie." There are now two good cow hands up there, two sons of 
the range country whom the world will never forget. Charlie Russell's pictures of the old west are priceless 
now and the philosophic aphorisms of Will Rogers will ring down through the ages, and be it remembered 
they were both cowboys. 

As a nation pays tribute at the shrine of a noble son, tributes come from busy Broadway and from 
lonely trails, men of the cloth are unstinted in their praise of Will Rogers. If the tramp in the gutter could 
be heard he would say the same things in a different way. Probably the greatest tribute of all comes from 
the children of North America. They loved him because he made them laugh, and deep in his heart Will 
Rogers would have preferred to bring fight to the face of a gunman than fear to the lips of a child. Irvin 
Cobb, in his account of the funeral, tells of a little ragged boy of the street who came and laid a poor little 
bouquet of withered wild flowers among the rich fl.oral pieces. He was universally loved because he loved 
universally. 

-WALT COUSINS. 
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THE LAST ROUND-UP 

* -Reprinted from the Southern Pharmaceutical Journal, October, 1935. 


