A new song means hours of strenuous playing for Hoagy, Until he gets
the melody. he accompanies himself with a wordless mumbo-jumbo.

HARRIET ARNOLD

Star-Dust Troubadour

By PETE MARTIN

OAGY CARMICHAEL, movie actor, radio
H performer and composer of some sixty songs,

among them Old Rockin’ Chair, Old Butter-
milk Sky, Am I Blue?, Georgia on My Mind, I Get
Along Without You Very Well, Little Old Lady,
Small Fry, Thanks for the Memory, and Hong
Kong Blues, as well as that classic theme song of
the love-smitten, Star Dust, describes his entrance
into the world thus:

“On a dull November day near the turn of the
century a child was born in a small four-room cot-
tage at the southern end of Grant Street in Bloom-
ington, Indiana. My mother's mother, Grandma
Robison, was there to rub my head back into shape
and pour stuff into my eyes. I've been uncomforta-
ble ever since.”

The statement is not just Hoagy yakety-
yaketying for the sake of making a wry crack. The
Carmichael seen on the screen and heard on the air
is a slowpoke, a lazybones. Privately he is in-
troverted and intense to the point of acute discom-
fort. He once wrote a song called Two Sleepy
Peop]e—aboul a girl and boy much too much in love
to say good night. Hoagy himsell is two people, but
only one of them is sleepy.

When his nonchalant performances on the screen
or air waves bring him critical acclaim, Hoagy stalls
off a comfortable state of mind by brooding about

how much better he would have been if the cutters
hadn’t scissored his best song or kicked his most
ellective footage around, or by bawling himself out
for delivering his radio lines too fast.

The saying about him: " He's got so many careers
he has to make a date with himself to turn out a
tune,”” is not wholly an exaggeration. Handling
the success that has come his way after many a
frustrating detour keeps him mighty active. For
Hoagy is big business now. It takes him quite a spell
just to mention the sources from which his current
income rolls in.

His singing, done in a Southern Indiana drawl
that sounds as if it were being strained through a
rust-caked trombone instead of a human larynx, has
caught on with the juke-box crowd like crazy. Itisa
solid click with disk buyers and movie-goers. He
gets wads of fan mail from both bobby and nylon
soxers, many of whom write that they infinitely
prefer him to either Sinatra or Crosby. As many
singers work on the theory that it’s profitable to
imitate his highly stylized song delivery as there
are cartoonists who woo affluence by aping the
artists who draw Superman and Flash Gordon. In
short, at the moment Hoagy is as hot as a two-
dollar trumpet.

When, in accepting the Oscar for producing the
best movie of 1946, the world’s No. 1 name fumbler,
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A rebel against many things, including “"barbers whe cut your hair too short in

HARRIET ARNOLD

back.” the star-dust man trims his own—as well as that of his two sons, above,

(_)n(-o kicked out of a
college quartet because he
couldn’t sing, Hoagy Car-
michael is now not only a
famous composer (Star Dust,
Old

radio and movie star to boot.

Rockin’® Chair) but a

Sam Goldwyn, recited the names of the actors who
had helped him make The Best Years of Our Lives
memorable, the audience held its breath in delighted
anticipation. Sam navigated all the nomenclatural
shoals without a mishap, except Hoagy’s. Then he
came through nobly. He referred to Hoagy a8
“"Hugo Carmichael.”

Hoagy wasn’t amused. The proceedings were go-
ing out over a national hookup, and he complained
that it was tough for a guy to spend a lifetime
familiarizing the public with his name, only to have
an unreasonable facsimile of it receive such publicity:

All the evidence proves that he was unnecessarily
worried. Hoagy and his compositions are known
wherever jazz music is played. In the United States,
the trade calls numbers like Star Dust swing stand-
ards. In England, they are known as “evergreens.”

Up to mid-June of this year the Carmichael re-
cording of A-Huggin’ and A-Chalkin’ had sold
750,000 platters. His recording of Old Buttermilk
Sky was doing as well. He gets a royalty of three
cents a record, which means that those two record:
ings alone made him $45,000. This did not include
his writer’s royalty of a fraction more than one
cent on all records made of his songs by all compa-
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Merle Oberon and Hoagy discuss their next picture with Director Cromwell,
Carmichael only recently learned to read music, does it slowly and haltingly.

nies. By the same date Old Buttermilk Sky had sold
659,000 sheet-music copies, on which Hoagy's cut
was five cents a copy.

Hoagy has an ASCAP rating of AA, which brings
‘him an average of $20,000 a year. AA—Irving Ber-
lin, Cole Porter and the late George Gershwin are
also listed AA—is as high as such ratings go. ASCAP
means the American Society of Composers, Authors
and Publishers, and an ASCAP rating is based on
how many times a song written by one of its mem-
bers is played by a band, selected by a juke-box
addict before dropping in his nickel or used as part
of a broadcast. Fees for such use are collected by
ASCAP and passed along to its members.

Hoagy's price tag for movie work is $5000 a week.
To all of this he adds his revenue from his weekly
radio show, from his guest appearances on other
radio shows—this year they will bring him in about
$20,000—and fees for endorsing such items as radio-
phonograph combinations, hats, beer, a writing
paper called "' Star Dust.”” There is also the money he
makes through selling his songs for use in movies.

The paradox of the easygoing Carmichael versus
the broodingly intense Carmichael is only one of
several such contradictions in his life. He is a top-
flight plugger of popular songs, yet he was booted
out of a quartet at Indiana University because he
couldn’t sing for sour apples. Hoagy describes his
singing as, "' I do it the way a shaggy dog looks.

I figure there is hair hanging on my voice.” And he
says he has "Wabash frogs and sycamore twigs"”
in his throat.

Hoagy isn’t the only one who finds describing the
way he sings an intriguing challenge. According to
John Crosby, radio reviewer for the New York
Herald Tribune, *'Hoagy has a voice like a tired
rasp, although it provides a pleasant and relaxing
fifteen minutes. He sings as if he were lying
on a hammock, dressed in a warm sweater and his
oldest flannels, on the verge of falling asleep.”
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The secret of Hoagy's song-plugging effectiveness
lies in his phrasing. Phrasing means establishing a
wedding between words and music as they're sung.
I talk a song to you so you know exactly what it
means and says,” he explains. " I'm a guy who tries
to enunciate.”

Some women claim he possesses the sexiest male
voice they ever heard. In the opinion of one distall
writer, he is “"an extraordinarily tasteful idiomatic
jazz singer. His style is a restrained off-blue.”
While they were at it, the music
scribed Hox igy's person. According to them he
is “a dark-haired, brown-eyed fellow with foxy
features an Indiana Jimmy Walker."”

Mere mention of some of the tunes he has written
is calculated to start millions of people to humming,
but when he faces a microphone, Hoagy can't re-
member the lyries of his own songs. He has to have
the words written out for him.

By his own admission, he is no great shakes :
pi;m.o player. "My playing has deteriorated,” he
complains. “1 can’t honestly say it amounts (o
playing any more. I just finger my own little compo-
If they are slow enough, I don't have to

analysts also de-

sitions.
finger [ast.
vocalizing,” Only recently has he learned to read
music. He still does it slowly and haltingly. He
swenls out the as a lip-moving
child sweats out the sentences in a first reader.

And I compah the bass against my own

notes on the sheet

The list of Carmichael paradoxes seems endless.
Among the repeal customers w ho went back to see
the movies To Have and Have Nol, Canyon Pas-
sage and Johnny Angel for a second or even a third
helping, there were many who went to see Hoagy do
his character bits rather than watch Lauren Bacall,
Humphrey Bogart, George Ralt and Randy Scott
star in those pictures. Yet, his only previous experi-
ence as an actor was as a monkey in a college skit in
the annual Christmas Showdown at Indiana Univer-
sity. His act required him to stay aloft on a limb,

Hoagy and Lauren Baeall in
launched his movie career.

g s

Not, the that
His rendition of Hong Kong Blues was a hit.

o Have and Have picture

After that,
he descended to deliver his single line of dialogue to
the keeper of the monkey house: " Where've you
been all this time, daddy?"

Hoagy's memory of this incident is not too clear,

clad in a union suit, for fifteen minutes.

but, apocryphal or not, assiduous researchers dug
it up and have labeled it fact.

When he was married, the
ding party pooled their resources to speed him on

his honeymoon. He had forgotten to draw any

members of his wed-

money [rom the bank for that purpose. Yet he was
canny enough to shake down Opportunity for a
sizable chunk of gold when that unpredictable visitor
finally rapped at his door.

Last season his Sunday coast-to-coast program,
A Visit to Hoagy's, during which he plugs a product
called the Fifth Avenue Candy Bar, was rated as a
successful one, g
"quiet informality,” as being "'as All-American-
sounding as Fibber McGee.” Yet his dislike for
radio work approaches a phobia.

1 ||:|.-‘ been described as having

Hoagy's method of selecting the sonpgs he sings
on his weekly broadeast 1s to sit in his own home and
warble a dozen or more tunes to his producer over
From these, five are chosen

the phone. This pro-

cedure helps to keep the more abrasive aspects ol
radio out of his hair. There are no clockers standing
around with

worriedly

stop walches, no tongues clucking
over whether or not the
overflow its allotted fifteen minutes.

Another pianist, Buddy Cole, helped him outl on
his filteen-minute air show; or rather, Hoagy occa-
sionally helped him. Cole carried most of t he show’s
piano burden. He played a grand, while now and
then Hoagy beal it out on an upright. There
has been an upright in his life ever since he can
remember.

program will

"1 can’t seem to get anything out of
a grand,” he says. "My trained for
an upright’s action. I like the way its keys go up
and flop back.”

fingers are

(Continuwed on Paze 111)
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(Continued from Page 23)

In the beginning there was ""the old
golden oak.” '"That golden-oak up-
right was very important to me,”
Hoagy says. ''Back in Bloomington,
Indiana, we didn't have much of this
world’s goods, but the golden oak with
mother playing it while all of us
listened kept the Carmichaels to-
gether. When we went away, it was
something to come back to.”

Hoagy's mother played for the
Indiana University fraternity and
sorority dances. "'She took me with her
to those parties when I was little,”
Hoagy says, "'and I slept on two chairs
placed side by side.”

One day a back-lot baseball game
was rained out. Young Hoagland—his
mother and his grandparents called
him that, although no one else did—
came home feeling let down. Hurling
his baseman’s glove into a corner, he
wandered into the parlor and drummed
on the keys of the golden oak with his
fists. Through the dripping rain he
heard the college carillonneur play
Indiana Frangipani in the campus bell
tower. "I started picking out the notes
with one finger,” Hoagy remembers.
“To my amazement, I found I was
picking them out accurately. That day
an incompetent sixty-pound third base-
man died. The piano had me."

His mother showed him the simple
construction of the bass and the fifth
until his ear wouldn’t let him play a
sour note. After listening to her, Hoagy
groped for the chords she'd fingered,
then sought the ones she hadn't played
that were there in the upright waiting
to be discovered.

The Carmichaels lived in half of a
double house. A thin wall separated
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them from the folks next door. Young
Hoagy's heels stomping on the floor
as he rode the piano pedals must have
driven his neighbors crazy. But }hay
were gentle, kindly folk, patient with a
kid trying to learn. They never beefed.

When the piano tuner left after one
of his visits, Hoagy tore the golden oak
down and tuned it himself. He tried to
make it sound tinny. He fixed it so a
string here and there would be slightly
off key and give out a “whanging”
sound.

Carmichael, Senior, was in the hack
business and had a fast line of rubber-
tired conveyances for hire. Hoagy's
father moved to Indianapolis, then to
Montana, then back to Bloomington;
finally to Indianapolis again. In 1916
Hoagy entered Manual High in Indi-
anapolis, but the school filled him with
rebellion rather than learning, and he
quit. ("I parted from Manual High
with neither of us grieving.”) After
Manual be ran a cement mixer and
worked in a slaughterhouse.

Came World War I. Studying the
Army weight requirements, he loaded
up with water and bananas until he was
a few ounces above the minimum
poundage, but en route to the recruit-
ing headquarters he shrank and his
skinny body failed to balance the
scales. Undismayed, he kept on trying.
One day he made it. The day was
November 10, 1918. He drilled for a
whole hour the next morning. Then the
WAr was over.

His first conception of what jazz
could be like came to him in Indianapo-
lis from a long-fingered Negro boy
named Reggie Duval. "'Reggie fea-
tured a broken rhythm and a flighty
and unfinished syncopation,” Hoagy
says. "He stressed the afterbeat and
laughed with the keys, as unrestrained
and unreserved as a hyena.” It was
Reggie who told Hoagy, I want that

(Continued on Page 116)
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A[‘ the peak of the war's transpor-
tation strain, when the rail-
roads were putting all their old
coaches back on the road, I rode
with a group of naval men from
one station to another. Our group
was put in two cars, both of which,
we decided, must have been built
long before we were born. We ex-
amined the odd, narrow windows,
the converted gas lamps, the
straight seats and tiny rest rooms
in each car, but we couldn't de-
cide which car was the older.
During lunch the argument grew
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Sign of the Times
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hot, with riders of each car claim-
ing loudly that theirs was more
ancient. At last we decided to ap-
point an inspection committee,
which would go through both cars
and make a final decision. dJust
about this time, one of the men in
my car slipped away. Later, when
the committee inspected the car,
we discovered the reason for his
sudden exit. There, midway on the
car wall, was a neatly printed mes-
sage: PLEasE Do Nor Snoor
BurFaLo From THESE WINDOWS.
—CHARLES W, HYATT.,
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harmony to holler. Never play any-
thing that ain't right. You may not
make any money, but you'll never get
hostile with yourself.™

Despite such interludes, Hoagy was
lonely for Bloomington. In January,
1919, with ten painfully scraped to-

| gether dollars as capital, he returned

there to re-enter high school. He lived
with his Grandma Robison. Before
long the president of his high-school
fraternity heard him doodling away on
a piano in the fraternity rooms while
another fraternity brother stroked a set
of drums.

The president’s reaction was imme-
diate: "Let’s throw a dance! I'll give
you guys five bucks apiece if we take
in that much.”

That night Hoagy played in an up-
stairs hall over a hardware store. "' [ took
a deep breath and hit the keys,” he
says. “And the building began to roll.
The dance was on.” There were twenty
couples present when the dance began.
Soon there were thirty. In the end,
couples were being turned away.

The fraternity next heard of a hot
Negro band in Louisville—Jordan’s—
and signed it to play for a dance.
Hoagy learned still more about jazz
from Jordan. ""He hit the notes on the
head and made them pop at you,” he
says.

In the summer of 1921 Hoagy met
George Johnson, a Chicago boy. ""He
showed me how a saxophone should be
played,” Hoagy says. "It was done
smoothly, but with an occasional jerk
to accent a beat here and there. He had
got it from the New Orleans Rhythm
Kings, who had come up from New
Orleans to play at the Friars Inn in
Chicago.”

Hoagy couldn't wait until he went
to Chicago to hear the New Orleans
Rhythm Kings. "When the cornet

| player played his notes they smacked

me in the face at unexpected moments.
They went right through my gizzard
and dropped on the floor, making my
feet jump.”

But the greatest single influence in
his life was a Davenport, lowa, boy
named Bix Beiderbecke. Bix played
cornet for a band called the Wolverines.
Hoagy first heard Bix's cornet on ihe
Indiana University campus when the
Wolverines played there for an SAE
dance. To Hoagy, the notes Bix blew
were as clean as a mallet hitting a
chime. " Bix showed me that jazz could
be musical and beautiful as well as
hot,"” says Hoagy. " He showed me that
tempo doesn’t necessarily mean fast.
He had perfect pitch. He could tell the
pitch of a healthy burp in the next

Navember o7

room and pick it oul on the piano un-
erringly."” :
Hoagy's hero-worship of Bix was so
all-consuming that he bought a cornet
and tried to master it until he blew hig

lips raw. In self-defense his frater-
nity brothers hid the cornet in a
chandelier.

On September 15, 1922, he entered
the university, where he was pledged
Kappa Sigma. He had entered Indiana
to study law, but before long he assemn-
bled a band of his own, Carmichael’s
Collegians. The Collegians played
everything by ear. Their ambition was
to play hot licks and play them clean.
They liked to throw their saxophones
and drumsticks in the air. During
those spasms Hoagy pushed the piano
stool aside and assumed the position of
a praying mantis to play while the
drummer tossed his drumsticks aloft
and chewed his tongue.

The rest of his seven-piece band
could read music, but once they teamed
up with Hoagy they seldom saw written
music again. It was difficult to follow
his lead. At first he played a lot of black
keys and flats. Then, when they got
used to that, he changed over and did
most of his playing in sharps. They
called their music “sock™ music or
“dirt,” which meant that they ac-
centuated the second and fourth beats
instead of the first and third. They
“doodled™ the harmony and impro-
vised on the tune.

Musicians passing through Indi-
anapolis stretched their journey as far
as the university campus at Bloom-
ington. Word had got around that the
kids there ""had something' when it
came to accentuating the afterbeat.
“In my day, college boys were invent-
ing things musically,” Hoagy claims.

It was a time of kicking over the
traces, of yeast working in those who
had lived through a world war. Hoagy
and a group of kindred souls were the
moving spirits of the revolt against
conformity on the Indiana campus. As
far as Hoagy was concerned, the revolt
had its expression in ""sock " music and
in associating with a rampantly unin-
hibited group of students who called
themselves the Bent Eagles. William
Moenkhaus was founder and chief
spokesman, and Wad Allen, now direc-
tor of publicity for the Johns-Manville
Corporation, was a Bent Eagle too.

The headquarters of the Bent Eagles
was the Book Nook, a campus res-
taurant. In its past the Book Nook
might have contained books, but when
the Bent Eagles discovered it, it was
equipped with booths, a beat-up player
piano, colfee, egg sandwiches laced
with catsup, wedges of lemon-meringue
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ne and tables— no books, 1t was owned
iy a long-suflering Greek named Pote
Costas,

Afternoons in the Book Nook found
Hoagy flogging the piano while Moenk-
haus composed and read aloud a play-
let entitled, Thanksgiving Comes Bul
Once a Dozen, or a eulogy beginning:
“The years have pants!™ The Bent
lingles thought he was a genius. Lov-
ingly they quoted the line they thought
his best: "I just saw a cow go by . .
one by one.”

Wad Allen says of Hoagy, "'Every
time he got interested in learning how
to do something, his friends thought
he was going crazy before he mastered
the problem. When he puts his mind to
something he really gets on the out-
side of it before he lets go.” At In-
diana, sitting at the feet of Prof. Paul
V. McNutt—Ilater national commander
of the American Legion and High Com-
missioner to the Philippines—Hoagy
tried to get on the outside of such things
as torts and misdemeanors.

Neither Hoagy nor the other mem-
bers of his band thought of themselves
as musical professionals. After making
a few recordings of their dance rhythms
for a record manufacturer in Richmond,
Indiana, named Gennett— Gennett
records are now collectors’ items—
they received a telegraphed invitation
to come to New York to record for
Brunswick, then a large disk producer.
That wire scared them half to death.
They didn't go.

But something was gnawing at
Hoagy. He wanted to know how to
compose a tune. One winter he left
college and joined a small band in
Florida to play at private parties. At
such a party he heard Irving Berlin
play his latest song. Berlin played it
with charm, but Hoagy noticed that
the author of Alexander’s Ragtime
Band felt for the ivories uncertainly.
Hoagland, he told himself, if anyone
who plays that feebly can write that
nobly, you can write a song too.

Back in Bloomington, studying law
once more, the idea of composing still
simmered in him. That simmering
caught up with him in the Book Nook.
His fingers picked out a phrase. He
played it again and again, until the
monotony of his playing emptied the
Nook. Before supper he had it. When
Bix heard the melody he suggested that
the Wolverines record it for Gennett.
It’s title was Riverboat Shuffle.

One morning Hoagy drifted into the
Book Nook again. All that day he tried
to capture a tune. The harmony he
pulled from the keys sounded like a col-
ored mammy washing a stack of dirty
clothes. He called it Washboard Blues.

Curt Hitch and his Happy Harmo-
nists, a band that played in the Wolver-
ines’ style, recorded it for Gennett.
Before that recording the technician
discovered that Washboard Blues was
twenty seconds short. Hitch suggested
that Hoagy put in a piano solo. In five
minutes, Hoagy dreamed one up. Years
later, when a movie studio needed a
song in a hurry, he took that eight-bar
solo and built it into a song. Johnny
Mercer wrote the lyrics for it. It was
called Lazy Bones.

Hoagy was graduated in law at mid-
term in 1926. His family had moved to
Florida—everybody in the world, it
seemed, was either moving to Florida
or voyaging to Europe, student third
class—and Hoagy decided to join them
and hang out his shingle. His work in
West Palm Beach consisted of help-
ing to sew legal patches on the pants
of the real-estate boom when they
grew tatlered and tramplike. Even that
didn’t last long. After playing in ten-

cent dance halls for two mont hs to keep
eating, he went back to Indiana.

He met Paul Whiteman when
Whiteman's band came to Indian-
apolis. Bix Beiderbecke was 1 member
of the Whiteman organization, and
introduced Hoagy (o the Rhythm
Boys. Bing Crosby was one of {hem.

Whiteman’s greeting was, "'I've
heard a lot about you, little fella.”
Despite the fact that any reference to
Paul's bulk was regarded as lese maj-
esty, Hoagy replied, "' T've heard a lot
about you, too, big boy." But White-
man liked Hoagy's spirit.

Whiteman had heard the recording
of Washboard Blues. He led Hoagy to
a piano and said, "' Sing it.” The upshot
of his singing was an invitation from
Whiteman to go to Chicago and sing for
the record Whiteman had promised the
Victor Company to make of Washboard
Blues. Hoagy didn’t find out until later
that Whiteman had Bing Crosby all
warmed up and ready to do his singing
for him if he weakened.

On a visit to Bloomington just be-
fore the opening of the university's fall
term, the melody of Star Dust floated
into his head. Walking through t 1e uni-
versity campus late one night, he was
conscious of the hrightness of the Milky
Way and of the North Star hanging
low above the trees. He sat on the
"spooning wall” while a phrase of
whistled music stole from his lips. He
ran back to the Book Nook, excitement
driving him. " Got to use your piano,”
he told the proprietor.

Stu Gorrell, Hoary's roommate at
Indiana, named the melody. To Stu, it
sounded like the dust from stars drift-
ing down through a summer sky. Some-
what later Hoagy wrote the original
lyrics. It took him twenty minutes.
Two years passed hefore i itchell
Parrish, a member of the stall of a
music-publishing house, polished them
and put them into their final form.

Trying to be a lawyer in Indianapolis
didn’t work out for Hoagy, and he gave
it up. Folks wanted him to write music
or play it. Some who know him best
think he is still sad becavse he isn’t an
attorney.

With the law behind him, he found
himsell playing second piano with an
itinerant band. Then he decided to
have a try at Hollywood. He started
out in an upper berth with a couple of
suits and a few songs under his arm.
He had thought of oae of those songs,
Old Rockin’ Chair, early one morning
swimming in a Bloomington reservoir.
He tried the movie studios without
success; but he wasn’t lonely. Paul
Whiteman and his band were there
making The King of Jazz, and with
Whiteman were Bix Beiderbecke and
Bing Crosby. Hoagy beat his way back
to New York on the special train that
carried the Whiteman outfit East. He
slept in an upper berth with Bing.

In New York he lived in a cubbyhole
in Greenwich Village. "I figured at
least twenty old men had died in that
house during the hundred years it had
existed,”” he says. In such surroundings
he wasn’t liking New York [ast, but he
stuck it out, doing a little recording
and arranging for practically no
dough. After the '29 crash he went to
work as a third-string banker. He
third-stringed as an investment analyst
and in the trust department of the
Chase National Bank and the S. W.
Straus Company. When bonds hegan
to fold, people kept coming in to
scream, ““Why are my bonds worth so
much less?” Hoagy was supposed to
pacify them. When the bottom fell out
of Wall Street he took another job in a

(Continued on Page 119)
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(Continued from Page 117)
music-publishing  house as an ar-
ranger.

For years Star Dust had set no worlds
afire. Suddenly it was seized upon joy-
fully by musicians and voealists. 1t
was recorded by Isham Jones, Louis
Armstrong and the Boswell Sisters, and
was reissued in sheet-music form, It
has since sold 1,000,000 sheet-music
copies. Some homes have three ar four
versions of it in record form. Tens of
thousands of college boysand girls have
walked out into the moonlight from
waxed dance floors to plight their troths
under its melting influence. To date,
Hoagysaysit has paid himover $200,000
i ASCAP money. Although it was writ-
ten in 1928, the royalties {rom it still
bring him more than $5000 a year.

This past August a Gallup poll,
delving into the habits, manners, and
likes and dislikes of the American
publie, came up with the information
that America’s three best-liked songs
are Star Dust, Let Me Call You Sweet-
heart, and Peg o My Heart.

For Hoagy the next few years were a
blend of many things good and bad.
Bix Beiderbecke died. Bix had reached
the top, but he heard notes in his head
he couldn’t blow out through his cor-
net. Hoagy thought that finding that
out killed him.

Hoagy wrote Lazy River, Georgia
on My Mind, and for a Broadway
musical revue starring Beatrice Lillie,
Little Old Lady. His Lazy Bones, with
lyrics by Johnny Mercer, sold 15,000
copies a day and helped pull Tin Pan
Alley out of the depression. He also
met an attractive girl, Ruth Meinardi,
and married her.

After his marriage, at Ruth’s urging,
Hoagy decided to have another try at
Hollywood. He made a two-reeler as
part of a series featuring musicians,
then moved to the Paramount lot as a
song writer. He wrote Small Fry and
Two Sleepy People for that studio.
Between 1936 and 1939 he contributed
songs to such films as Anything Goes;
Sing, You Sinners; Thanks for the
Memory; and St. Louis Blues.

Slim Hawks, the wife of movie pro-
ducer Howard Hawks, was responsible
for giving him his big chance—a part
in To Have and Have Not. Before
that he had been briefly in a movie
called Topper—so briefly the audience
saw only the back of his head.

“Slim is a neighbor and one of my
best friends,” Ruth Carmichael says.
““She came over to see us one day while
Hoagy was on a stepladder helping the
gardener. He hadn’t shaved for two
days. His corduroys were rolled up and
his hair was down over his face. Slim
took one look at him and said, "You
ought to be in pictures.’” Her hus-
band had already been thinking of
Hoagy for the part of Cricket, a hot-
piano player in a Martinique honky-
tonk, for his next film, but up to that
point Hawks'’s thinking had only got to
the point of deciding, "Hoagy might
be a good actor because he makes such
screwy faces when he sings.” When
Slim went to work on him that cinched
it. To Have and Have Not marked the
debut of a new Carmichael.

A newspaper writer, inspired by the
previous labeling of Lauren Bacall as
The Look, Frank Sinatra as The Voice,
and Marie McDonald as The Body,
tagged Hoagy The Throat. Hoagy's
Hong Kong Blues had been written in
1938, but when Hoagy played and sang
it in To Have and Have Not, it startéd
rolling like a snowball down a cliff. At
one point after its release, records of
Hong Kong Blues were selling 25,000
dailv. The song finally racked up a
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sale of more than 500,000 disks. Sheet-
music sales of Carmichael composi-
tions jumped 30 per cent.

All of this helped him purchase a
home set in three acres of tidily mani-
cured land al a cost of more than
$100,000. It is U-shaped and built
around a swimming pool. Iis windows
look out over yellow-striped beach
chairs and purple jacaranda trees, The
carefully guarded Carmichael children
—Randy Bob, seven, and Hoagy Bix,
nine—sleep in a small house at the far
end of the pool. Hoagy cuts his own
hair and has barbered his sons’ hair
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IT TAKES A HEAP
By Robert Paal Smith

I have a little painter who's as
sweel as he can be,

And he’ll be glad to paper. and to
plaster. and to spackle,

And all he wants from me is a
great big lee

And a lien on my leg

And an eve

And a knee.

I know a little plumber, oo, he
couldn’t be much more nice,

And he'll be glad to plumb, and
to kiteh, and to lay,

And all he asks of me is a great
fat price

And first call on my kidney

And my liver

And my lights.

I have a little lawyer man, who
couldn™t be any Kinder,

And he’ll be glad to search and

negotiate and such,

And the only thing he wants is a
king-sized binder

And divvies on my calfl

And my left rear

Grinder.

I am a little mortgagor who has a
great hig mortgzagee,

Ie' Il bury me in dollar bills for
any term of years,

And the only thing he wants in
addition to his searching fee

Is a little firm priority

On hall a dozen

Yertebrae.

But my soul, sir, my soul—
homeless, pure and lonely —
Belongs to the real-estate agent

only.
* K k Kk Kk Kk Kk Kk Kk Kk

since their birth. He quit going to
barbers because " they cut a man's hair
too short in back.”

According to Ruth Carmichael,
Randy Bob is already " terrific™” on the
piano. “"He used to go to the piano
and pick things out for himsell, just as
Hoagy once did on the golden oak.
Hoagy made up his mind he wouldn’t
push him into being a pianist. Finally
he begged his dad to let him take les-
sons and Hoagy consented. He has all
of Hoagy's mannerisms at the piano,
and his chording is amazing.”

Not only is Hoagy now trying to " get
outside of ” acting, as he once tried Lo
get outside of law, he also applies his
intense brand of perfectionism to golf
and tennis. In his second year as a
golfer he broke eighty over the diflicult
Bel Air course.

Some time ago, at the Bel Air Coun-
try Club, he made a hole in one. The
other members of his foursome sug-
gested an adjournment to the nine-
teenth hole for a eelebration. Hoagy
said, "I think I'll try to do it again.”
It wasn't a gag. He was dead serious.

Hoagy's first radio program was for
the Safeway grocery-store chain. Lin- |
gan A. Warren, president of Safeway, |
one of Hoagy's admirers, sold the idea |
of building a radio program around him |
to the producer of the radio spot. New
York writer and editor Harry Evans—
now editorial director of the Family
Circle magazine—was signed to write
Hoagy’s radio seript. "As I saw it, the |
best way for him to achieve informality |
was by having the announcer appear to
be a guest in Hoagy's home,” Evans
says. ""The trouble was, Hoagy has a
very active imagination. Instead of be-
ing content to open the spot by saying |
“Hello, folks,” he had radio ideas you!
couldn't have put across with eight_v—[
five men and a boy."” For his orchestra |
he hired a group of men, all of whom
now have their own orchestras. They |
loved working with Hoagy. They man-
aged to run up about five hours of jam-
session overtime at every rehearsal.
The overtime on one rehearsal alone
cost $1200. After the Safeway hour,
Hoagy took the air for Luden’s Cough
Drops.

Last year, he found time to write an |
autobiography, The Star-Dust Road. Tt
is chronologically chaotic, but other-
wise extremely effective. A large por-
tion of it is devoted to giving credit to
those who helped jazz grope and thump
its way into being. Hoagy thinks that
the best dance band ever assembled
was the Jean Goldkette Band that
played in Detroit’s Greystone Ball-
room. In it, among others, were .Joe
Venuti, the Dorseys, Bix Beiderbecke
and Frank Trumbauer.

He has sold Star-Dust Road to the
Mary Pickford-Buddy Rogers-Ralph |
Cohn Company to be made into al
movie. Hoagy will star in the picture
and, adding another activity to those
already crowding his life, will also hl'lliJ
produce it. Those who like their movie |
Carmichael neat say that, given that |
much screen room to move ilr()l]ll{l ||'|_|
he'll come out of it a full-fledged HIJII‘.!

On November 23, 1946, to celebrate |
the publication of Hoagy's autobiogra- |
phy, Ralph F. Gates, governor of
Indiana, proclaimed Hoagy Car-|
michael Star-Dust Road Day. In-
dianapolis and  Bloominglon turned
out as for a Hoosier-Buckeye big game.
When Hoagy ate, it was necessary (o
put screens up before restaurant \\‘m—:
dows to keep people from pushing their |
way in and slashing themselves on
broken glass. The phones in his hotel |
room and in his mother's home rang
continuously until some good Samari-
tan finally removed them from their
hooks. A Bloomington newspaper said,
“Around here, Hoagy could fill an
auditorium with a capacity of 10,000."

Hoagy visited a new cocktail room
named the Star-Dust Bar, made two
recital appearances in Indianapolis, a
broadeast —assisted by his mother
and recited one verse of Ain’t God
Good to Indiana, set to his own music.

Because he writes primarily to please
himself, Hoagy's music is not easy for
others to play. According to a friend
who has known him for years, "In
Hoagy's case, when he manages to dis-
till the essence of the special something
that’s his, il’s too complicated to be
popular. When he comes up with only a
fragment of it, it’s half-baked. When he |
hits in between those two, it's sheer
genius.” THE END |
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1005 wool
scarlet and black
or tan and brown
about $25
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SpunSun,

MADE OF GLASS FIBERS
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It's hard to believe until you actually
try on one of these Spun Sun® lined
coats or jackets and see and feel the
ditference! The warmth is there, plenty
of it . . . but not the slightest hint of
bulk. The unmistakable lines of
custom tailoring are and

\ction-Iit* gives your arms

and shoulders greater freedom. The

there . . .
[amed

weight of the entire garment is less,
pech less! Yes, Ul be a happy revela-
tion when you see these amazing new
Albert-Richard coats, jackets, gloves,
. lined with Spun Sun*
made of Fiberglas*., Your Albert

and mittens . .

Richard dealer is featuring a great
of styles, with or without
Spun Sun® linings

varicty
leathers, wools,
twills, gabardines. Write for his name.

KEEPING RONNE EXPEDITION EXPLORERS
WARM NEAR SOUTH POLE!

With all types of outdoor clothing to choose
from, Comdr. Finn Ronne chose Albert Richard
coats and jackets hined with Spun Sun® for
himself and his men! He reports from his Ant-

arctic base, “On this expe-
/ éﬁ

~ dition these garments have
e
(]

solved our cold weather
. i

problems beyond all expec-
tations."”

*Reg US Par ORF

ALBERT RICHARD, Milwaukee 4, Wisconsin
Divisian of Fried, Ostermann Co




Copyright of Saturday Evening Post is the property of Benjamin Franklin Literary & Medical
Society and its content may not be copied or emailed to multiple sites or posted to a listserv
without the copyright holder's express written permission. However, users may print, download, or
email articles for individual use.





