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THE SATURDAY EVENING POST
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EXTRA! EXTRA! By Dr. A. S. W. Rosenbach

As Told to Avery Strakosch

BLOODY butchery by the British Troops” As I looked again at the large sheet of paper before me, with
its heavy black type, I asked myself if I wasn't reading a modern extra. No! It was the first news of
the Battle of Concord, in its original form, as it had been excitedly pasted upon buildings and fences,
and nailed to the peaceful New England elms. Thus it was issued, not unlike our contemporary
theatrical posters, exactly one hundred and fifty-four years ago, so that all who ran might read. In
those primitive days, long before the telegraph was invented, this was the only way news could be
rapidly spread over the countryside. Runners and men on horseback were dispatched from the
various villages and settlements where the news had originated. Post-haste they rushed to the
nearest printing office, and in a short time the inhabitants beheld the startling headlines. They were
the forerunners of the extra of today, and display type was placed at the top of the broadsheet.

A Battle of Broadsides

IN THIS case of the Battle of Concord, in addition to the bloody butchery announcement, a short,
gripping tale was told of the runaway fight of the regular troops of His Britannic Majesty against a
few hundred provincials, natives of the Massachusetts Bay Colony, who fought it out on April 19,
1775. Of all the grim details given, I think the following paragraph concerns us most:

“These particulars are now published in this cheap form, at the request of the friends of the
deceased WORTHIES, who died gloriously fighting in the cause of liberty and their country, and
it is their sincere desire that every Householder in the country, who are sincere well-wishers to
America, may be possessed of the same, either to frame and glass, or otherwise to preserve in their
houses, not only as a token of Gratitude to the memory of the Deceased Forty Persons, but as a
perpetual memorial of that important event, on which, perhaps, may depend the future Freedom
and Greatness of the Commonwealth of America.”
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There were thousands of “well-wishers to America” who received this broadside, but only a few
copies of the originals were saved. At the same time a black-bordered Concord Death List was
issued. I have seen but one copy of this gruesome sheet, with its skull and crossbones decoration.
This, the first mortality record of the Revolution, is exceedingly rare in its original state. There is a
Biblical rhythm to that list—“The names of the Provincials who were killed and wounded in the late
Engagement with His Majesty's Troops.” Among them you can read such brave old New England
names as Caleb Harrington, Jedediah Monroe, Jason Winship, Azael Porter, Jotham Webb, Perley
Putnam and Prince Easterbrooks, “a negro man.” The clink of flintlock and the hoarse echo of
patriotism reverberate through these names.

Other broadsheets of the Massacre of Boston also show pictures of the coffins of the dead patriots,
with skulls and crossbones, which make them eternally interesting.

Like school children scribbling unpleasant remarks about one another on walls, the British soon
came out with their own account of the battles of Concord and Lexington in broadside form. It was
the quickest way to catch the eye of the people. This broadsheet is also very rare and of utmost
historical importance. General Gage's description is “a circumstantial account of an attack . . . on His
Majesty's Troops,” ending: “Thus this unfortunate Affair has happened through the Rashness and
Impudence of a few people who began firing on the troops at Lexington.”

A month and a half later Governor Thomas Gage was trying to mold the colonists' minds with other
broadsides. I have an excessively rare one dated June 12, 1775, headed “A Proclamation,” and printed
by a woman, Margaret Draper, in Boston. It is not only said to have been passed around among the
inhabitants of Boston but was also slipped through the lines of the besieging army to uphold their
morale as well. It begins “Whereas the infatuated multitude who have long suffered themselves
to be conducted by certain Well-known incendiaries and traitors,” and ends with an offer, in His
Majesty's name, of “His most gracious pardon to all rebels, with the exception of Samuel Adams and
John Hancock, if they will lay down their arms.”

This broadside is printed in such tiny type as to make it almost unreadable. I doubt if it made much
impression. Bolder effects in those days were necessary.

Broadsheets were the first stop-press bulletins, though I prefer the homely extra of our own
newsboys. The entire history of America can be written from them, because they may be studied
from the year 1639, when the first printing shop was established in this country.

We can trace graphically, step by step, almost every important event in our history, long before we
issued newspapers, through these sheets, which were circulated quickly, to give the settlers local
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news and the important events as reported by recently arrived sailing ships from overseas. In the
latter case the news was generally more than five weeks late, but that made little difference to the
Puritans, who had but few leisure moments, on account of having to protect their homes from
the Indians and the machinations of the French. I think they were just as happy as we are today,
receiving their news several weeks late. The greatest news item in the world's history—the Discovery
of America by Columbus—was about seven months in reaching Spain.

The Freeman's Oath is the earliest and one of the most important of all American broadsides.
Stephen Daye, of Cambridge, Massachusetts, issued it in 1639. It is odd that although the original
draft, in the autograph of Governor John Winthrop, has been saved—it is now one of the rare
possessions of the Boston Public Library—none of the first printed copies has ever turned up. The
earliest contemporary reprints of the Oath are dated 1647. Every man who was more than twenty
and had been six months a householder was obliged to take the Freeman's Oath before he could
become a full-fledged citizen of the Massachusetts Bay Colony.

The Last Memento

IT WOULD not surprise me to hear some day that a copy of the Freeman's Oath had been
discovered, after all these years, waiting to be found beneath the rafters of one of the old New
England farmhouses. Or perhaps someone has a copy and gives it little consideration because of
certain notions concerning the methods used by Massachusetts' early rulers. I do hope such an
unsuspecting person will come my way!

This reminds me of the time I visited an old house near Philadelphia several years ago. It was built
in the time of the first proprietor of Pennsylvania, William Penn. The family who lived there were
of Quaker origin, but later became staunch members of the Episcopal Church. As my host and I
walked about the place he surprised me with a bitter tirade about his Quaker antecedents. When his
venom had run its course I asked him why he felt as he did, and he replied he had but little use for
the Quakers, because they had had a too restraining influence in Philadelphia in the early days, and
their conservative policies had, in his opinion, retarded the city's progress.

“I've only one thing left of all my Quaker belongings,” he said, “and I don't know why I've kept that! It's
a confounded old sheet of paper concerning a Quaker meeting in Burlington.”

“What's the date?” I inquired casually.

“1692,” he replied. “Would you like to see it?”
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Presently I spread a yellowed roll of paper on the table before me. Imagine my delight when I read
William Bradford's name in the corner—the first printer in the Middle Colonies! I had never heard
of this broadside before and believed it to be unique. I realized the owner wanted to get it out of his
sight at any price—even a low one—all because

CHARACTER AND FUNERAL PROCESSION OF OUR LATE EXCELLENT AND WORTHY GOVERNOR
HANCOCK.

On the Hon. JOHN HANCOCK, Esq.

BOSTON, October

Aids.

Supporters,

Hon, Mr. Orne,

Hon. Mr. ?agon?

Hon Mr. Warren.

P?ll Supporters,

Hon Mr. Gill.

Hon Mr.

Hon Mr. Wendell.

MONODY.

Sacred to the Memory of His Excellency JOHN HANCOCK, Esquire,

Late Governor and Commander in Chief of the Commonwealth of Massachusetts.
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For just a moment, as he finally committed the telegram to strange hands, Simon wished he'd said
something else. Then he handed over a dollar, took his change and went to the door. On the way he
met the eyes of the girl in the blue hat upon him again. This time there was curiosity in them.

It was decidedly worse outside. Some rift in the sky seemed to have been torn open in the past
few minutes and let out torrents of rain. Sheets of it were deriving everyone and everything off
the streets. A few automobiles went along blindly. It was not the kind of storm one plunged into.
Obviously it would get the best of any overcoat, and Simon wore a light one.

He waited for a moment, debating whether to call a taxi or telephone the garage for his own car or
step in somewhere until the storm let up. There was nothing to go back to his own rooms for except
to keep company with that arguing, restless mood which would have him alone and at its mercy
there. And at the club he'd be sure to see people whom he wanted to avoid. The motion-picture
theater next door to the telegraph office swept the street with light from its entrance. He might as
well go in there and kill a little time.

The theater was crowded. Other people had also taken refuge.

After some prowling in the semidarkness the usher found a couple of vacant seats and Simon took
the one on the aisle. He had entered during a very emotional scene and he set himself to watching
with some hostility, wondering why this sort of thing preoccupied so many people, why they kept
on handing it out. There must be such a lot of burned people like himself in the world who shunned
new fires of sentiment, who would rather not be reminded. That girl on the screen had a chin like
Rosalie's—that chin you could lift in the palm of your hand. She had something of Rosalie's manner
too.

“Rise, please,” said the usher.

Simon stood up and a girl took the empty seat beside him. He had a feeling as she went past him
that he recognized her, but for a moment he did not actually look. Then he did. It was just as he
thought. It was the same girl who had been writing long messages in the telegraph office. She took
off her hat and he saw a dark, shapely head, with the hair pressed close to it, as she bent forward
for a moment. Then she turned and he felt her start. He glanced down at her and they smiled with a
touch of embarrassment, for no reason at all.

“Can't seem to shake me off, can you?” he said.
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“The rain drove me in,” she answered.

“It's certainly savage out.”

She leaned a little toward the side of her seat farther from Simon, dropped the conversation
and began to watch the picture. So did Simon, who, in spite of himself, had to admit its poignant
moments. Of course, when a really good actress like this went after your feelings, she got them. That
was what she was paid for. He wished she wouldn't make those scattering, helpless gestures. Rosalie
sometimes did. What would she think when she opened that night letter? It wouldn't be what she'd
expect from him, that was sure.

There was a muffled roar of thunder. An electric storm had evidently been added to the night's
charms. Another tremendous crash of it came and the side lights n the theater went out. The screen
became black. People started, exclaimed, rose to their feet, began to clamor with questions.

“Better stay right w here you are,” said Simon.

“Of course,” said the girl beside him quietly.

There was a glow from the red exit lights, which burned firmly enough, and someone announced
from the stage that the current would be on in a moment, that nothing of any consequence was
wrong, and asked the audience to keep their seats and avoid confusion. Reassured, the noise of
conversation began to rise in the darkness. Simon and the girl sat there silently. He felt as if it were
absurd to talk to her, and more absurd not to. If he moved to the right he'd touch her. But she
evidently knew how to isolate herself. And clearly she was not going to start anything or become
excited.

“People get panicky, don't they?” he remarked.

“Fear's a funny thing,” she said.

There was breeding in her words, or the way she used them. Simon didn't know quite where it was,
but he was convinced of it. He had an impression that it would take more than a little to frighten a
girl with a voice like that.

“Did you get your wire off?” he asked at length.

“Yes,” she answered and sighed involuntarily, “I sent it.”
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“Didn't you like it? After all the hard work you put on it?”

Their voices were trusting each other now, becoming companionable. In the darkness they had
found out something about each other's manners, something that lowered certain guards.

“Did you like the one you sent?”

“Mine was straight to the point,” said Simon, “and that was all I wanted it to be.”

“I shouldn't like to get it, though,” she answered reflectively.

“My wire? Why not?”

“You looked vindictive as you sent it. As if you were paying somebody off.”

“Maybe I was. Maybe that was the kind of telegram it should be.”

“You should know,” she said. “But I always imagine people getting telegrams, don't you? There's such
a chance in them. They can set you up so tremendously or throw you down so hard. In such a short
space you can't beat about the bush very much. It's always exciting to open them, because they're
such a recent mood or recent

“ Can I Get You a Taxi?” He Asked. She Shook Her Head. “I'm the Street?Car Type ”

17

of his dislike of Quakers. Incidentally, a particularly rich one had died and failed to mention him
in his will! And now for the dénouement. I took the broadside to New York. It was perfect except
for one corner which had been torn off some time during the past two hundred years. One day
when Dr. Wilberforce Eames and I sat in my library discussing the eternal subject of Americana,
I showed him my latest find. In his quiet manner he studied it silently for a moment. Finally he
said he believed he could complete it—supply the missing corner. Such a rash statement from so
conservative a gentleman amused me. I smiled unbelievingly. A day or so later he came from his
office in the New York Public Library and brought a little parcel with him. He opened it and shook out
several torn pieces of yellowed paper onto the library table. Then he selected a triangular segment
with a ragged edge and held it to the torn corner of my broadside. It fitted perfectly, and I actually
felt as though I were beholding magic or some miracle of Saint Francis.

Once upon a time I came into possession of William Penn's own copy of the original map of
Pennsylvania used by him in his celebrated lawsuit with Lord Baltimore, concerning the boundary
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line—drawn in Penn's own hand—between Pennsylvania and Maryland. It seemed to me that its
final resting-place should be in the library at the State Capitol. With this in mind I journeyed to
Harrisburg. I had already told my idea to a political friend and he forthwith introduced a bill for its
purchase. It was my first and I may say my only experience in lobbying. The bill was passed, but
to tell the truth it was hard work to enthuse a lot of unimaginative state senators over this project
of mine. After a great deal of persuasion it was accomplished. Then there was a final step—that
of persuading the governor to sign the bill. When I found that my new rôle as a lobbyist had been
—as I thought—successful, I began to wander about the Harrisburg streets, instinctively taking
the direction of the second-hand bookshops. In one the proprietor showed me a small broadside
advertising real estate for sale in Pennsylvania in 1786. This, a tract of land in Centre County, was
previously settled by an ancestor of mine, Aaron Levy. His broadside was a public announcement by
him to sell the land in parcels so that he might with characteristic modesty name the town—which
he did—after himself, Aaronsburg.

Ask the Doctor

I HAD already heard of this broadside; in fact, had been searching for it for many years. For
sentimental reasons I felt I must have it. Perhaps I showed undue interest when the dealer placed
it in my hands, for he asked me the ridiculously high price of five hundred dollars. Although it was
worth that to me, it couldn't possibly have been worth so much to anyone else. I remonstrated with
him, but he quickly shut me up with, “Why, Doctor Rosenbach offered me four hundred and twenty-
five dollars for it!” Although this was a lie out of whole cloth, I replied firmly, “I cannot offer more
than Doctor Rosenbach!” and secured it for the lower figure.

My ancestors were poor businessmen. Lots sixty feet by two hundred were offered for six dollars
each! I could have bought seventy lots in the old town for the price of this broadside.

In the midst of a summer shower one afternoon several years ago, a friend rushed into my office
dripping rain as he clutched to his breast a brown paper parcel. He was apparently very much
excited, but unfastened the strings as carefully as though he were handling a newborn babe. “Alas,” I
sighed to myself, “will people never learn that merely because something has existed for a hundred
years or so, that does not mean it has value?” I noted the wild glint of triumph in his eye—that glint
which indicates the intense suffering of the amateur discoverer of rarities. On the desk before me
he scattered a great assortment of old newspapers and broadsheets. He muttered to himself and I
learned that he had spent the last two hours chasing a dump cart on its way to the paper mill.

He was so completely enamored of what he called his “find” that I did not have the heart to let him
see my reaction. And although sorely tempted, as he flashed one sheet after another before my
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face, I kept my manners and did not inform him that thousands of similar bundles containing old
newspapers, broadsheets and handbills were brought and sent to me every year by just such excited
dolts as he. Further, that from such hodge-podge sources I seldom found anything of the slightest
interest.

Yet that day had not been an entirely unhappy one for me. A generous and unusually human
collector had presented me with an amusing broadside, an undated but authentic Revolutionary
sheet with the original verses of Yankee Doodle printed upon it, and embellished with quaint
woodcuts purporting to be life likenesses of Washington's soldiers. Therefore I felt in the best
of humor. So, to pacify my temporarily demented friend, I promised to examine his collection
immediately, that very afternoon. He went away in a high state of exultation and I began my work.
I had fairly reached the bottom of the pile when a sudden gust of wind and rain blew up Walnut
Street and into my very window, and neatly lifted every paper, this way and that, to the floor. I leaned
down to gather together this precious assortment when I stopped suddenly in my tracks, my eyes
glued to the carpet. Staring at me from one corner were the words, Boston, November 20, 1772. I
picked up this broadside quickly and read an impassioned appeal to the people of the colonies to
free themselves from British tyranny. It begins as follows:

“Gentlemen: We, the Freeholders and other Inhabitants of Boston, in Town-Meeting duly assembled,
according to Law, apprehending this is abundant Reason to be alarmed that the Plan of Despotism,
which the Enemies of our invaluable Rights have concerted, is rapidly hastening to a completion, can
no longer conceal our impatience under a constant, unremitted, uniform Aid to inslave us, or confide
in an Administration which threatens us with certain and inevitable destruction. . . .”

Thrilling Scraps of Paper

I RECOGNIZED it as a scarce, indeed an excessively rare broadside, known among collectors as the
very first to incite directly and publicly the impulse for united action and revolution within Colonial
breasts. Here was drama indeed—this broadside of utmost historical importance. There are very
few copies of it today, although thousands were circulated at the time to every hill and vale of the
colonies. William Cooper, the town clerk of Boston, had affixed his signature to it with bold and
determined strokes. I have often determined strokes. I have often wondered if any of Cooper's
descendants were wise enough to save this or any of the several important broadsides bearing his
name. How thrilling they are! You can feel and almost see the colonists' fury rise and expand with
each new proclamation!

In this you may learn one of the secrets of the lure of broadsides. They are the Loreleis who beckon
aged-in-the-wood bookmen off the beaten track of book collecting. I'll put aside the most exciting
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detective story ever written to read a Revolutionary sheet that beats with a sudden reflection of its
eventful time.

Mere scraps of paper you may call them, yet they are filled with magic which interprets the era in
sharp, broad lines that the years can never soften. Yes, they are the real pulse of the day and throb
with the news of the moment. As most of these moments happened to be martial and revolutionary,
the broadside must thrill every collector of Americana who has a drop of patriotic blood running
through his veins.

In honor of the Sesquicentennial Exhibition we showed many Revolutionary relics in the windows of
our Philadelphia store. One day a woman stood outside for a long time looking at these things; then
suddenly came in and insisted upon seeing me. She

The Farmer and his Son's return from a visit to the CAMP.

FATHER and I went down to camp, Along with Captain Gooding, And there we see the men and boys
As thick as hasty pudding.

Yankey doodle keep it up, yankey doodle dandy, Mind the music and the step, And with the girls be
handy.

And there we see a thousand men, As rich as '?quire David, And what they wasted every day, I wish it
had been saved.

Yankey doodle, &c.

The 'lasses they eat every day, Would keep an house a winter; They have as much that I'll be bound,
They eat it when they're mind to.

Yankey doodle, &c.

And there we see a swamping gun, Large as a log of maple, Upon a ducid little cart, A load for
father's cattle.

Yankey doodle, &c.

And every time they shoot it off, It takes a horn of powder, And makes a noise like father's gun, Only
a nation louder.
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Yankey doodle, &c.

I went as nigh to one myself, As 'Siah's underpinning; And father went as nigh again, I thought the
duce was in him.

Yankey doodle, &c.

Cousin Simon grew to bold, I thought he would have cock'd it; It fear'd use so I shri?k'd it off, And
hung by father's pocket.

Yankey doodle, &c.

And captain Davis had a gun, He kind of clapt his hand on't, And stuck a crooked stabbing iron Upon
the little end on't.

Yankey doodle, &c.

And there I see a pumpkin shell, As big as mother's bason, And every time they touch'd it off, They
scamper'd like the nation.

Yankey doodle, &c.

I see a little barrel too, The heads were made of leather, They knock'd upon with little clubs, And
call'd the folk together,

Yankey doodle, &c.

And there was captain Washington, And gentlefolks about him, They say he's grows so carnal proud,
He will not ride without them.

Yankey doodle, &c.

He got him on his meeting clothes, Upon a slapping stallion, He set the world along in rows, In
hundreds and in millions.

Yankey doodle, &c.

The flaming ribbons in his hat, They look'd so caring fine ah, I wanted pockily to get, To give to my
Jemimah.
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Yankey doodle, &c.

I see another of men, A digging grave they—told me, along, so carnal deep, They they should hold
me.

Yankey doodle, &c.

It fear me so I hook'll it off, Nor stops as I remember, Nor about 'till I got home, Locke'd up in
mother's chamber.

Yankey doodle, &c.

18

HARBOR LIGHTS By Captain Dingle

ILLUSTRATED BY ANTON OTTO FISCHER

Now the Ship Could Do No Better Than Wallow to the Southward of West, a Semisubmerged Derelict,
While Reddy Brock Stubbornly Drove Hopeless, Growling Men to Further Jury-Rigging

REDDY BROCK staggered into the Bethel. The Holy Joe smiled sorrowfully, handing him a letter with a
postmark months old.

“Somebody at home still believes in you, Brock.”

“Why shouldn't they?” mumbled Reddy.

“Why not sit down right away and answer that letter? It's such a little thing for you to do, such a
tremendous —”

“Ah, bite it off! I always answer 'em. Mind your own business,” snarled Reddy. Holy Joe sighed.

But Reddy Brock sat at a writing table, to the missioner's glad surprise, and scrawled a short fiction
story, telling his mother that managing a vast cattle ranch kept him far too busy to write often, but
some day he was coming home to set her up as a fine lady. A swearing, lurching crowd blocked the
Bethel doorway.

“Hey, come on out o' that gospel mill!” bawled a broken-nosed tough. Reddy grinned, knocked his
chair over and left it, jerked his letter at the desk.
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“Mail it for me, padre. I ain't got a stamp,” he said, and rejoined the unlovely gang he had eluded in
order to get his letter.

Eight hellions there were, and the port of Callao would be the sweeter when they were clapped
behind bars. Trouble was to nail them. They got drunk publicly enough, but their illegalities were
more subtle. And Reddy Brock was the subtlest, drunkenest, coldest hellion of them all.

About twice a year he had a twinge which sent him to the Seamen's Bethel for mail. And the Holy
Joe, ever hopeful of enfolding the black sheep, held letters for six months before returning them to
senders. But Reddy Brock was more than a black sheep. He was a devil-possessed goat with horns.
He had broken the hearts of all who cared enough to suffer over him. He had long since reached that
stage in which a bad man becomes a material brute, his soul hammered into stupor. He stole from
gang mates. What he owed the Holy Joe for postage may not have been much; but he had more
than once emptied the petty-cash box after sending the padre away on a wild-goose chase after a
fallen convert. Still Holy Joe wrote secret little letters to the Brocks at home, reassuring them; holding
to the truth, as he must, yet imparting a feeling of comfort to the old folks that Reddy was being
watched over in his fiercely hard life out there on the iron west coast. There was a bond between
young Brock and the missioner, for it was to the Bethel that Brock came on his first voyage to sea as
a lad; it was from the Bethel that he had been watched, sorrowfully enough, through many a voyage
in the hard life of a sailing ship's forecastle, qualified for promotion, but never attaining it, going the
gamut of west-coast port devilment sheer to the bilges.

Reddy Brock would sneer at the idea. He had become a man among men. Any one of the gang could
take the Holy Joe between thumb and finger and bite his head off. And he was their leader.

“That's the sort of hombre I am!” he would grin, whenever drunk enough to be humorous—which
was often.

The gang crowded Leary's groggery. Leary was two shades less dark than coal; he was twelve
degrees more evil than the devil. He kept a decent-sailor's robbery and he liked the gang. Sailors
came to his place—sailors from the sailing ships; sailors who had drawn advances against pay—
not much individually but, in a lump, much. And rolling sailors for their pitiful pockets was Reddy
Brock's best joke. It kept the gang in funds, and Leary's share kept him quiet and happy. There were
two tall sailing ships in the roads now. Both had swung to their anchors two months after cargoes
were under hatches, waiting for crews. It was a sad day for sailing ships. It was almost impossible
to get men to man them. Masters and mates had long ceased asking a fellow if he were a sailor; all
they asked was that the man be alive and possessed of arms and legs. Even crimps had gone out of
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business. Men were too hard to get. But one of those tall ships had unbelievable luck when a dozen
men were shooed out of jail on the same day and the mate happened to be passing the gate. The
men needed cash for grog. They were easily got before the consul and signed on, and, in company of
the mate, who meant to keep an eye on them, they drifted into Leary's before embarking aboard the
private yacht they had been persuaded they were joining.

“Grog every day?” they questioned.

“Twice—noon and night watch,” declared the mate.

“No brasswork, mister, ner holystoning?”

“None o' that gingerbread, my son. She's a white man's ship. An old shellback owns her. Made his
money mining. He knows sailors and loves 'em. He don't believe in driving his crew.” The mate lied
like a hero, herding his jailbirds up to Leary's bar, unaware that they were brightly inspected from
the back room.

Leary's liquor had been known to act queerly before. The mate stepped to the door. His eyes were
useless with whirling dots. His jailbirds, clinging to the bar, savagely demanded more rum. Leary
served them, and one by one they slipped from bar edge to floor. Reddy Brock's precious gang crept
in, dragged the drugged drunks to the rear and expertly cleaned their clothes of the last poor coin. A
gorillalike thug, whose recent rustication in jail had been for a garroting not quite fatal, fought off the
fumes of Leary's drug long enough to fight for his pockets, and Reddy's chief lieutenant socked him
over the head with a blackjack.

“Don't bash a guy like that! You'll croak him,” snarled Reddy.

“Quit weeping. Can't crack that sort,” the fellow retorted.

An ugly dark pool spread beneath the gorilla's head.

“Now you've done it. He's croaked,” whispered Reddy Brock.
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MEN WHO COMMAND ATTENTION
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Success is written all over some men—in their poise, in their clothes, in their fresh-shaven faces.
They know how important the little points like shaving are. Invariably, they choose Squibb's Shaving
Cream.

Try Squibb's yourself. Notice how it makes the razor swing easily along. How smoothly the blade
slides into out-of-the-way nooks, zipping every hair with clean-cutting precision! The last stroke
leaves you with a smooth, braced-up face that keeps trim and fit all day long.

Stop in any drug store and buy Squibb's Shaving Cream. The price is very reasonable, 40c for a large-
size tube.

A SHAVING CREAM By SQUIBB

© 1929 by E. R. Squibb & Sons

said she had an ancient broadside that had been in her family ever since it was issued. When I asked
her its contents and the date, she replied it was a broadside of the Declaration of Independence,
issued in Philadelphia, July 4, 1776.

As there are but three or four copies known to exist of the Philadelphia issue, I was naturally
skeptical. But she stuck to her story and said she was a direct descendant of one of the Signers. I had
heard such stories before.

I told her to bring me the broadside the following day. I had forgotten until the next morning that it
was a national holiday, July Fourth. Nevertheless, I kept the appointment and was really well repaid,
because the broadside proved to be the genuine article. To me it was a particularly fitting celebration
to become its owner exactly one [hundred and fifty years to the day, after its issue.

To my mind, the Declaration broadside is one of the most interesting and valuable in the whole
range of Americana. It certainly makes the pulse beat quicker when we read, “When in the Course of
human events —”

To read it from a school-book or in a dry-as-dust historical primer is one thing; to read it in its
original form as printed by William Dunlap in Philadelphia is quite another.

It brings back, as one glances at the time-stained paper, the very sheet that gave the inhabitants the
first news of its adoption, a vision of those times unequaled in any history.
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This broadside was issued not only in the city of the signing but in New York, Baltimore, Salem,
Massachusetts, and in other towns. They are all valuable. The one I have, printed in Salem, is
particularly interesting. On the back is written:

“Independence declared July 4th 1776 Rec.d and read to my people August 18th “I Backus.”

During the period that pleas were being issued against the colonies by groups of loyalists and
adherents of the British Government, private individuals and general officers as well posted their
opinions in the same way. I have one of three copies known of a proclamation issued by Benedict
Arnold. In it he loosened the rancor and spite he and nursed for years, and displayed his religious
intolerance and his desire to inflame patriotism on that unfair ground.

To my mind, the broadsides issued by the loyalists and those in sympathy with Great Britain are just
as important to the historian of the Revolution as those printed by the seceding colonists. There is
no doubt that the early American accounts are too highly colored, to put it pleasantly. The patriots
were too near the scene to write dispassionately. George III was painted as a terrible ogre, with a
face to frighten little children, instead of an amiable old gentleman attending to his kingly duties.

Broadsides are not so easily discovered as books. You can't search with such avidity for sheets
of paper as you can for more substantial items. It seems only natural for a collector to rummage
through strange places for books. They and pamphlets—anything in book form—are easier to
handle than large sheets of paper.

Once when motoring through some woodland near Easton, Maryland, a hilly country of scattered
farmhouses, I stopped on the outskirts of a small town to inquire my way.

I did not realize, as I drew up before a tumbledown shack, that it was a restaurant of sorts, a lunch
wagon made from a defunct freight car—a choice bit of Americana in itself.

As I stood in the open doorway to inquire of the proprietor, an elderly man, I was rendered almost
speechless as I saw a sheet of printed paper tacked on the wall behind him.

To make a long story short, I not only got the directions I sought but for a very modest sum the
broadside that caught my eye. And where it came from the owner said that he did not know. It was
a piece of trash he had found in a bundle of newspapers and tacked over a knot hole in the wood. It
was the famous Tea pronouncement.
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“At a meeting of the People of boston and the neighboring Towns of Faneuil Hall, in said Boston on
Monday the 29th of November 1773, nine o'clock and continued by adjournment to the next day for
the Purpose of consulting, advising and Determining upon the most proper and effectual method to
prevent the unloading receiving or vending the detestable Tea sent out by the East-India Company,
part of which being just arrived in the Harbour.”

Then there is the even more stirring Philadelphia Tea Ship broadside, issued two days earlier:

“To the Delaware Pilots. Now we took the Pleasure, some Days since, of kindly admonishing you to
do your Duty; if perchance you should meet with the (Tea) Ship Polly, Captain Ayres; a Three Decker
which is hourly expected.... There is some Talk of a Handsome Reward for the Pilot who gives the
first good Account of her. . . . But all agree, that Tar and Feathers will be his Portion, who pilots her
into this Harbour.

“ The Committee for Tarring and Feathering. ”

This broadside was the second of two expressly written to warn the Delaware pilots.

There is also a letter on the same sheet addressed to the Captain Ayres mentioned in the warning, in
which the excited Philadelphians tell him:

“In the first Place, we must tell you, that the Pennsylvanians are, to a Man, passionately fond
of Freedom; the Birthright of Americans; and at all Events are determined to enjoy it. That they
sincerely believe, no Power on the face of the Earth has a Right to tax them without their Consent.
That in their Opinion, the Tea in your Custody is designed by the Ministry to enforce such a Tax,
which they undoubtedly will oppose. . . . What think you, Captain, of a Halter around your Neck—ten
gallons of liquid Tar decanted on your Pate—with the Feathers of a dozen wild Geese laid over that
to enliven your appearance?”

Last year a friend came to Philadelphia to check up the estate left him by a great uncle. It was a very
pleasant visit, as you can imagine. This uncle had been a lawyer for more than fifty years and his
ancient offices on Fourth Street were filled with old legal documents, family letters and papers. It
was the ideal place for treasure trove. Mr. Blank spent weeks sorting over barrels and cupboards in
the hope, I think, of finding something of importance. At last he unearthed an old newspaper—the
Ulster County Gazette—dated January 4, 1800. Its edges were printed in deep mourning, and with
amazed satisfaction

?LOODY ?UTCHERY BRITISH TROOPS OF THE RUNAWAY FIGHT OF THE REGULARS.
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THE SATURDAY EVENING POST

1-TON The Freighter Chrysler Built-Chrysler Styled at $795 CHASSIS F.O.B. DETROIT

CHRYSLER MOTORS PRODUCT

Note these Features

Sturdy 55-horsepower six-cylinder engine with counter-weighted crankshaft. 133-inch wheelbase.
Transmission with four forward speeds. Chrysler hydraulic, internal-expanding brakes on four
wheels—waterproof, dirtproof. Heavy, rigid pressed steel frame. Two-piece propeller shaft with self-
aligning bearing support to absorb road shocks. Ball metal universal joints—sturdy and leak-proof.
Cast steel rear axle housing. Kicked up frame with exceptional leeway for flexible spring action. Long
springs—51 inches. Big truck tires all fit the same size rims—6.00 × 20 (32 × 6) eight-ply on rear and
5.50 × 20 (31 × 5 ½) six-ply on front.
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How to cure grouchy husbands

— by one of them

“I am a grouch. My father was a grouch and so was my Mayflower ancestor. I have long been loaded with
crepe and vinegar. On my honeymoon, my wife diagnosed the cause. ‘Quit using caffein,’ she said. I did it
for a week, then weakened. For 18 years I used caffein and remained a grouch.

“Then one morning my wife made some Postum. It looked good. I drank a cup and then a second. Now
for more than a month, caffein has meant nothing to me. I no longer read myself to sleep. Yesterday, I
weighed 131 pounds—six pounds more than a month ago. I find I can whistle and stir up a smile.

“I started by proclaiming myself a grouch and I stick to it. But if you don't believe I have thrown off some of
the crepe and vinegar and taken on some honey and molasses, just ask my wife.”

Cecil Eastman 225 East Robinson Ave. Orlando, Fla.
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RASPING nerves and lack of sleep can make a grouch of the most cheerful man living. A man simply
can't smile when he has risen, tired and grumpy, from a sleepless bed. But the sad part of it is that
so many men fail to trace their grouchiness to its source—often the artificial stimulant they take
with their meals. They fail to realize that caffein, by disturbing sleep and the calling for use of much
reserve energy, has turned many a man into a “bundle of nerves.”

Try this test and see how it works in your case! Eliminate caffein from your diet for thirty days—drink
Postum with your meals instead. Then judge!

Postum contains no trace of any artificial stimulant—nothing to fray nerves, keep you awake, or
impair digestion. Postum is made of roasted whole wheat and bran. A wholesome drink with a rich,
full-bodied flavor—a flavor that millions prefer.

Postum costs less than most other mealtime drinks—only one-half cent a cup. Order from your
grocer. Or mail the coupon for one week's free supply, as a start on your 30-day test. Please indicate
whether you wish Instant Postum, made instantly in the cup, or Postum Cereal, the kind you boil.

© 1929, P. Co. Inc.

Postum is one of the Post Food Products which include also Grape-Nuts, Post Toasties, and Post's
Bran Flakes. Your grocer sells Postum in two forms. Instant Postum, made in the cup by adding
boiling water, is one of the easiest drinks in the world to prepare. Postum Cereal is also easy to
make, but should be boiled 20 minutes.

MAIL THIS COUPON NOW!

P—S.E.P. 6-29

POSTUM COMPANY, Inc., Battle Creek, Mich.

I want to make a thirty-day test of Postum. Please send me, without cost or obligation, one week's
supply of

INSTANT POSTUM (prepared instantly in the cup) Check which

POSTUM CEREAL (prepared by boiling) you prefer

Name
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Street

City State

Fill in completely—print name and address

In Canada, address Canadian Postum Company, Ltd. The Sterling Tower, Toronto 2, Ontario

Monday Morning, December 27, 1773.

THE Tea-Ship being arrived, every Inhabitants who wishes to preserve the Liberty of America, is
desired to meet at the State-House. This Morning, precisely at TEN o'Clock, to advise what is best to
be done on this alarming Crisis.

he read the important announcement of the death of General Washington.

You can imagine that my friend wasted little time bringing that newspaper to me. The moment I saw
it I laughed. I had good reason to laugh, too, or to tear my hair! For the ghosts of countless Ulster
County Gazettes rose up before me. Every year hundreds of people bring me this worthless reprint
of an original that probably no longer exists.

I explained to Blank that the Ulster County Gazette was fast becoming a tiresome joke. Every week
some frantic owner, thinking he has found something priceless, sets forth with it to the Public Library
in New York. My friend rolled up his copy with some other papers in a very disappointed manner and
prepared to leave. But my ears caught a peculiar crackle. Old paper. I detained him. “What else have
you there?”

“Nothing of value. Some verses with no date.”

And he unrolled the bundle to prove it. The verses happened to be a Revolutionary ballad issued
on an unusually narrow piece of paper, a very rare broadside. At the top was a woodcut portrait of
General Warren, beneath which was printed in large type, Americans to Arms. It was published with
similar songs of the same sentiment, such as America Triumphant, or Old England's Downfall, in
1775. This one was sung by our ancestors to the melody, Britons to Arms! Here it is:

(Woodcut portrait of General Warren)

Americans to Arms
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(Sung to the Tune of, Britons to Arms)

America's Sons yourselves prepare, For Liberty now calls for War, Exert yourselves with Force and Might,
Show how AMERICANS can fight, And only to maintain their Right—Farewell England.

Rouse, rouse, my Boys, 'tis FREEDOM that calls, Mount, mount your Guns, prepare your Ball; We'll fight,
we'll conquer, or we'll die, But we'll maintain our LIBERTY, And hand it to Posterity—Farewell England.

Hark! from a far, how the Trumpet sounds, See the bold Heroes in Blood and Wounds; Drums a beating,
Colors flying, Cannons roaring, brave Men dying, Such are the bold AMERICANS—Farewell England.

AMERICA which rules over the Land, Her valiant Sons join Hand in Hand; United Sons of FREEDOM may
Drive all those Dogs of War away, With Triumph crown AMERICA—Farewell England.

Why then should we be daunted at all, Since we've engag'd in so noble a Call? As fighting for our CHURCH
and Laws, And dying in so just a Cause, 'Twill prove the fatal Overthrow—of England. Quisquis Reipublicae
sit infelix, felix esse non potest. The Cause we fight for animates us high, Namely RELIGION and dear
LIBERTY.

One of the most famous of all Revolutionary ballads is Francis Hopkinson's The Battle of the Kegs.
Although it first appeared on March 4, 1778, in the Pennsylvania Packet, its popularity grew until it
was set to music and sung by the soldiers at the front. Later it appeared as a pamphlet and then as a
broadside. The author was so pleased at its unexpected popularity that he sent a special copy in his
autograph to Benjamin Franklin.

On December 17, 1777, the navy board, which was then at Bordentown, sent a letter to Washington
containing this mysterious information: “I have the pleasure of assuring you that everything goes on
with Secrecy and Dispatch to the Satisfaction of the Artist. We expect he will be enabled in a day or
two to try the important Experiment.”

The “artist” happened to be a talented young inventor, David Bushnell. He produced the first floating
mine—he also originated a crude type of submarine—which exploded the moment it came in
contact with any foreign object. The first one floated down the Delaware about January 1, 1778. It
was barrel-shaped to make it float easily. A story was circulated that these mines were filled with
armed rebels who had orders to come forth at dead of night, as the Grecians came from the wooden
horse at the siege of Troy. Several imaginative king's soldiers swore they had seen bayonet points
sticking through holes in the kegs, and others whispered that
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A LIST of the Names of the PROVINCIALS who were Killed and Wounded in the late Engagement with
His Majesty's Troops at Concord ,

KILLED.

Of Lexington.

Mr. Robert Monroe,

Mr. Jones Parker,

Mr. Samuel Hattley,

Mr. Jons' Harrington,

Mr. Caleb Harrington,

Mr. Isaac Muray,

Mr. John Brown,

Mr. John Raymond

Mr. Nathaniel Wyman,

Mr. Monroe.

Of Men??omy.

Mr. Jason

Mr. Jabez Wyman,

Mr. Jason Winship,

Of Sudbury,

Deacon Haynes,

Mr. — Reed.
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Of Concord.

James Miles.

Of Bedford.

Capt. Jona??an Willson.

Of Atlas.

Capt. Davis,

Mr. — He?mer,

Mr. James Howard.

Of  .

Mr. Potter.

Mr. Daniel Thompson.

Of Charlestown.

Mr. James Miller.

Capt. William Barber's Son.

Of

Isaac Gardner, Esq.

Of Cambridge.

Mr. John Hicks,

Mr. Moses Richardson,

Mr. William Massey.
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Of Medford.

Mr. Henry Putnam.

Of

Mr.

Mr. Daniel Townsend,

Mr. William Flint,

Mr. Thomas Hadley. Those delegated with this Mark (*)

Of

Mr. Henry Jacobs,

Mr. Samuel Cook,

Mr. Ebenezer Goldthw??it,

Mr. George Southwick,

Mr. Benjamin

Mr. Jotham Webb,

Mr. Harley Putnam.

Of Salem.

Mr. Benjamin Pierce. Peirce

WOUNDED.

Of Lexington.

Mr. John Robbins,
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Mr. John Fidd,

Mr. Solomon Peirce,

Mr. Thomas Winship,

Mr. Nathaniel Farmer,

Mr. Joseph Come?

Mr. Ebenezer M?nroe,

Mr. Franc?? Brown,

Prince Easterbrooks, (A Negro Man.

Of Framingha??.

Mr — .

Of Bedford.

Mr. John Lane.

Of

Mr. George

Mr. Jacob Bacon.

Of Medford.

Mr. William Polly.

Of

Mr. Timothy Muncox.

Of Denver.
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Mr. Narhan Putman,

Mr. Dennis Wallie,

Of Beverly.

Mr. Nathaniel Cleaver.

Missing.

Of

Mr.

Mr. Samuel

Mr. Beth Rusell,

Killed by the
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THE BROADWAY LIMITED becomes your Club [between New York and Chicago 20 hours]

WIDE—AIRY—LIGHT! ... with a flower-designed carpet—a vase of fresh cut flowers on the table—this
attractive observation?ar on The Broadway makes a wonderful place to lounge! And the route leads
through some of the most beautiful scenery in America.

IF YOU CHOOSE, you can continue to be busy on board the Broadway Limited. A skilled secretary and
stenographer is at your service—a dictaphone, too, just as in a modern office. And the quiet luxury
of the smooth-rolling train is as ideal for work as for relaxation.

Your likes—your preferences—your individuality are recognized when you travel on The Broadway. The
conductor greets you with a smile . . . The dining-car steward quickly ushers you to your favorite seat . . .
The Pullman porters adjust their services to your particular requirements. Exactly as in a well-appointed
private club!

CONSTANT ringing of telephones, clatter of typewriters, the strain of a thousand business
appointments! . . . 20 hours of leisured luxury on The Broadway may prove a rare and valued tonic.
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In the spacious observation ear or the club car you can lounge to your heart's content. There are
newspapers and magazines—the latest market quotations—reports on athletic events. There are, if
you want them, congenial contacts to be made in the easy, informal “aboard-ship” manner.

Before dinner—a tingling, stimulating shower-bath . . . A shave, a haircut at the hands of an
expert . . . The porter of your car will see that your pressing is done at your own convenience.

Then dinner, delicious, satisfying! ... A plump, tender chicken ... or a thick, juicy steak ... Your chefs
on The Broadway are experts—with rich experience behind them. Yet—that you may be even better
served—they receive lessons each week under a master of cookery.

In brief, this great modern train—with its more than quarter-century of expert service behind it—
offers the facilities and maintains the atmosphere of a private club.

Arrive one hour earlier!

To accommodate the busy man—during the period of “daylight saving time,” April 28th to Sept. 29th
—the Broadway Limited has advanced its schedule one hour, eastbound and westbound, as shown
below. Thus you arrive in either city bright and early, ready for the day's activities. (Between New
York and Chicago The Broadway's schedule is unsurpassed. Between Wall Street and Chicago—via
Hudson Terminal—The Broadway offers faster, more convenient service than any other train.)

WESTWARD DAILY— Standard Time

Leave New York

Pennsylvania Station 1:55 P.M.

Hudson Terminal 1:55 P.M.

North Philadelphia 3:40 P.M.

Arrive Chicago

Englewood 8:30 A.M.

Union Station 8:55 A.M.

EASTWARD DAILY— Standard Time
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Leave Chicago

Union Station 11:40 A.M.

Englewood 11:57 A.M.

Arrive North Philadelphia 6:54 A.M.

Arrive New York

Hudson Terminal 8:42 A.M.

Pennsylvania Station 8:40 A.M.

YOU CAN DINE as you wish, either à la carte or table d'hole on the Broadway Limited. You have a
wide variety of delicacies from which to choose ... And the waiters are picked men, trained in the
ultra niceties—the very polite art of making you feel at home.

A SPECIALLY TRAINED ladies' maid—who is an excellent manicurist as well—is always at the service
of ladies traveling on The Broadway. Among the other accommodations which are designed
particularly for ladies are an elegant lounge and an adjoining shower-bath.

PENNSYLVANIA RAILROAD

Carries more passengers, hauls more freight than any other railroad in America
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Here's smartness! Here's comfort!

BLEND-SUITS with Super-Shorts

The newest style idea in underwear joins with the greatest comfort origination of a decade. Super-
Shorts, that banished the harassing center seam, are presented in Blend-Suits. ** Knitted shirts
match the fine broadcloth of the shorts in a choice of five two-tone effects; the belt and the bands
around arm holes and neck emphasizing in deeper shades the hues of the hues of the suits. Smart
to their very color-rimmed buttons, these new Wilson Brothers Blend-Suits are priced at $2.50. **
Know the new luxury of shorts that never pull or bind. Know the new satisfaction of underwear as
correct as your outer-wear. Ask your haberdasher for Blend-Suits.



Extra! Extra! [article from The Saturday Evening Post, June 15, 1929, on the subject of broadsides, Philadelphia, 1929] http://

www.loc.gov/resource/rbpe.2420110a

WILSON BROTHERS

KEITH SHAW

NO Center Seam DISCOMFORT

© 1929, Wilson Bros.

the kegs were nothing less than infernal machines constructed by magic, that one could easily
destroy a city. In the greatest consternation the British troops opened a fusillade upon every
floating object and continued to fire at each keg that floated down the river, including a cask of
butter dropped accidentally overboard by an old market woman on her way to town. After all
this excitement the British actually dared to announce that they had won a great victory over the
colonists. General Howe ordered a fast sailing vessel sent to England to report his splendid triumph.

Hopkinson, who held the British in utmost contempt, was struck by the humor of this victory; he was
inspired to write this famous poem, The Battle of the Kegs.

The motley crew, in vessels new With Satan for their guide, sir, Pack'd up in bags or wooden kegs, Came
driving down the tide, sir.

A sailor, too, in jerkin blue, This strange appearance viewing, First damn'd his eyes in great surprise, Then
said, “Some mischief's brewing.

These Kegs I'm told, the rebels hold, Pack'd up like pickling herring; And they've come down t' attack the
Town In this new way of ferrying.

Therefore prepare for bloody war, These Kegs must all be routed, Or surely we despised shall be, And
British courage doubled.”

The cannons roar from shore to shore, The small arms make a rattle; Since wars began I'm sure no man
E'er saw so strange a battle.

When I first heard our newsboys shout their extras announcing the end of the Great War in 1918, I
compared them in my mind's eye with the Revolutionary broadside announcing the Treaty of Peace
with Great Britain in 1783. We think our flashing headlines are sensational. What announcement
in the late war could have been more breath-taking than the blazing black type of the very rare
Cornwallis-surrender broadside? It was much more important to the inhabitants of the colonies
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than that of the terms of peace which came two years later. It was the last stand of England on this
continent and meant that the tired and worn soldiers could return to their homes.

“Cornwallis TAKEN! Boston (Friday) October 26th, 1781. This morning an express arrived from
Providence to his Excellency the Governor . . . announcing the important Intelligence of the
Surrender of Lord Cornwallis and his army. . . .”

I have dealt in this article more with war than I intended. Long before the Revolution, before the
shots were heard at Concord, the people craved other kinds of excitement. Instead of jazz, airplane
accidents, listening to Big Ben strike three thousand miles away, the simple colonists waited for their
own extras. They avidly read every scrap of information about the last dying speech of some criminal
executed, not in the electric chair but on the more picturesque gallows specially constructed for him.
They could hardly wait for the news. Females had a hard time of it, for there was the hateful notice
printed in large type at the bottom of the announcement: “No women or Children will be allowed
near the place of execution.” I cannot refrain from giving one of the precious execution broadsides:

“For some time past the Public have been anxiously waiting to be informed of the Life, Character
and Last Dying words of JASON FAIRBANKS But his reservedness at the time of his Execution, and
his entire silence to the numerous and most respectful Spectators that were ever known in the
United States to assemble on so trying and Melancholy occasion, has disappointed the Public at
large with his Speech, which we can only account for but by his possessing an unparalleled share
of the depravity of human nature. But we here give a Biography of Mr. JASON FAIRBANKS and MISS
ELIZA FALES, containing a sketch of their characters, and relating every incident of moment from
their being children to the solemn period of their lives. Also a concise and authentic description
of the termination of Miss Fale's Life. The behaviour of Fairbanks at the time of his apprehension.
(Written by a Gentleman, residing near Dedham, who has been well acquainted with the parties, and
was formerly an inmate at the same School with Fairbanks)

MISS FALES

Miss Fales was a model which the pencil of a Raphael might in vain endeavor to delineate! elegance,
and symetry in her form were blended. Her luxuriant auburn hair flowed in graceful ringlets round
her well turn'd shoulders. Her neck and bosom might with alabaster vie. Her taper waist, her glowing
cheeks ting'd with the crimson blush of virgin modesty displayed the most happy assemblage of the
carnation and lily, that ever graced a mortal form. Her graces collectively considered, presented a
living figure of what our enthusiastic imagination has often portrayed of the Grecian Helen's.

The Shade of Eliza Fales, assended to the happy regions of paradise.
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The mortal part of Eliza Fales is now deposited with its kindred clay, but that Vital Spark which never
dies, we trust, has been ushered by sister spirits thro' the etherial regions, into the blissful abodes of
Paradise—there to exist with renevated vigor, where life is one of continued scene of endless extasy
—in company with myriads chanting Canto's of Thanksgiving and Praise to the Deity.”

On the top is a picture of a man, hanging, with two coffins on either side.

Every conceivable article of news appeared on these early sheets. They were so yellow that the
modern newspaper of this type is a pale jaune in comparison with them. Advertisements for the
return of escaped convicts are particularly appealing. In them the crimes are minutely described. In
1726 William Russel, alias Edward Church, a hardened criminal, could be instantly identified from the
following:

“Is full fac'd, has dark brown Hair and curl'd, reddish Beard, a middling fine Beaver Hat, wears it
flapping, has on a light gray short Jacket, a white Douless Shirt pretty fine one, Ozenbriggs Frock,
Buttons upon the Shoulders, & close before, a pair of Wooden-heel Shoes, Nails in the heels.”

The notice of the latest burglary was alluringly set forth, and the colonists awaited the “freshes
advice” on the important event. Patent medicines and nostrums of every kind, all with miraculous
virtues, were nimbly advertised. The latest drownings, terrifying tornadoes, sudden deaths,
disastrous fires, scandal below and above stairs, were fearfully and minutely described. The old
were shocked by them as they are today! Nevertheless, they were read, and how! In 1792, when
thirty men, women and children were lost in New York harbor on a Sunday, the broadside scribbler
remarked most righteously that “they were taking their Pleasure on the Sacred Day.”

When we think of the latest devices for gathering and spreading news—the telegraph, the radio,
to say nothing of highspeed presses—we cannot but meditate, with something akin to pity, on the
primitive methods of our forefathers.

We would be wrong. If wise old Benjamin Franklin were alive today, hearing of the newest time and
labor saving devices, he would surely exclaim, “You've saved all this time; now what are you going to
do with it?”

57

The “Square Cut Corner” Model B — A shape in increasing vogue — especially among those who
appreciate that rare combination of accuracy and smartness in their strap watches. Plain (as shown) in
14k filled yellow, green or white gold, $55. In 14k yellow, green or white gold, $85. Engraved, $57 and $87.
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The “Wheatland” — This harmoniously designed Hamilton with its Gothic face and exquisite simplicity
holds a subtle beauty all its own. In 14k filled green or white gold, engraved (as shown) for only $50.

The “Coronado”—an ultra-modern strap watch, beautifully proportioned in line and masculine in
appearance. The numerals of gold are set in enamel and are part of the case, not the dial. In 14k yellow or
white gold, with 19 jewels. $125.

The Platinum “Masterpiece” — Simple, dignified, rich in appearance is this most beautiful Hamilton. The
bezel is a simple circlet of platinum, while the center and bow are richly engraved in high relief. The dial of
sterling silver has raised numerals of solid gold and solid gold hands. In platinum with 23 jewels, $685.

N. B. TO EMPLOYERS

Ask the next applicant you interview what time he carries. You will be surprised to find how you can spot
the men on the road to success by the accuracy of their watches.

DOES YOUR WATCH TELL MORE THAN TIME?

THE conference was over. The executives got up from the table. The car was waiting to take them to
the 4 o'clock train.

“What time is it?” asked one, turning to the chauffeur.

“Don't go by my watch, sir,” he apologized; “it's never just right.”

“I've got about a quarter of four,” said the porter as he stowed the bags in the car, “but I always carry
mine three or four minutes fast!”

“It's 3:49 by mine,” said the First Vice-President. “I'm pretty sure that's right.”

The President checked with his own Hamilton. “3:49 it is,” he said. “We've just got time to get that
train.”

At first there would seem to be little connection between the watch a man carries and his position in
life.

Yet it is a fact that men who see clearly through any proposition simply can't be hampered by a
watch that robs them of precious moments.
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In a recent investigation made by a famous metropolitan newspaper reporter among bank
executives in New York City this significant fact stood out: 69 out of 75 were within a scant thirty
seconds of exact time.

A large number carried Hamiltons. Not surprising when you consider that these men are accurate-
minded. For Hamilton means accuracy.

Men describe a Hamilton as “the watch of railroad accuracy”—knowing that for years accurate
Hamiltons have started the country's crack flyers of the rails on their way.

Let us send you a copy of “The Timekeeper,” an interesting booklet showing a complete line of
beautiful Hamilton models, and telling something of the meticulous care with which they are made.
Address, Hamilton Watch Company, 850 Columbia Ave., Lancaster, Penna., U. S. A.

HAMILTON THE WATCH OF Railroad Accuracy

THE HAMILTON WATCH IS AN AMERICAN WATCH

© 1929, H. W. Co.
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