
her; -
1 I1 i the tune

words In a fey
\u25a0

he he 11
' That's the kind of dope." he said.

"
I'lltelephone to Cissie Contralto right

away She was ii here i\u25a0\u25a0 :.ing for some-
thing like that yesterday. Give me the
second verse it once." So Idid.

That was the way that inspiring ballad
was written It's the way most of them
are written

One Kind of Inspiration

T WROTE my first song under the im-
pulse of an inspiration, Imust admit.

Iwas at a boarding school, up the Hud-
son, and for some infraction of the rules
was being kept in It was beautiful
weather m-1 Iwanted to be out. The
teacher in charge of the room knew thi->,
and. calling me over to his desk, he pro-
posed a plan whereby Imight regain my
free lot,:

:i !>
\u25a0 >v think

'.: < '!
it 1 \u25a0 ; ;

:. '
!1!

r the rest of 1
\u25a0

ted the

...
I

! I. 11

...

They Arc Made. Nor Born
rP. 1 begin with, song writers .ire ma le.

not born. Of course the versifying
attribute' comes naturil;': but just be-
cause a person is a poet it does not follow
that lie will be a song writer. Some of

the greatest poets that ever lived could not write a

real song: that is, a song to reach the popular heart
and •'niake a hit!" as the technical phrase goes.
"La Marseillaise." taken as a poem, is pretty !.a!
stuff; "The Star Spangled Banner" -is worse. Th«?
man who wrote "Bedelia" could not pen an epic;
but, by the same token, neither Edwin Markham
nor Percy Mackaye could turn out a "Bedelia" "i

in "I'm Afraid to Co Home in the Dark
An illustration to witness the difference between

writing songs and poems: Last season one of th«;

most prominent theatrical managers, in arranging
for the lyrics of a musical comedy, decided that he
would have them written by a man who ranks ex-

ceedingly high among the lighter poets of the day.

This man's verses have been exceedingly popular,
and in point of brilliance and cleverness they are

gems. A man who can write such good stufl as this,

argued the manager, must be able to make fine lyrics
for the stage. So he got this l>ri!lia-it poetaster

- •
write the songs for the musical con-edy One day

the manager of the comedy showed me these lyrics
He read them to me wit'i difficulty, his elocution
being retarded by the frequency with which he burst
into shouts of laughter at the lever lines

They were, indeed, splendid little. poems, humor-

Binks tried 1
'

fitte I, pretty 1 i > Itoo
,:.!:\u25a0\u25a0 \u25a0

' '

d »ne Th< n Iwrote a rse to

usi t>r the fir \u25a0 [iirt >f the 1

\u25a0 Ihave a kind of title for this." said Binks. 'I
saw it on a book It's When the Sunshine ii: •.

Your Hair, It Looks Like Treads " Burnished
Gold,' or something like that How do you like it ."

"Wait a minute." I said, "and play the refrain
again

"
He <li<i so, while Iwrote rapidly, writing u]>

to his line, so that it would end the refrain 1 could
not think of a rime for one of the lines, so I"padded

"

it for the nonce, and laid the hurriedly written verse
on the piano beside Bink MS. music. "See if this
fits." lid I

\u25a0

t the song
\u25a0

Iwent into 01
He

\u25a0 \u25a0 : In I
: \u25a0:\u25a0\u25a0

N >w Everybody Join .n the Chorm!

\u25a0

.-\u25a0\u25a0"- . \u25a0 tit ' that wa

I••
•

\u25a0

'

!••
" '

How One Ballad Was Written

O\<"H I uot iletter from :i young lady, accom-
panying a copy of a song that Ihad written

The letter said

I inreceipt of a letter fror:i George

Terwilli^er. of Pieplant Junction.
Kansas It i> marked "'strictly pri-

vate." and far be it from me to i>etray the
confidence of its writer, so let us read it
It says

Dear Sir
—
Ihave iu-t learned your latest

l«e.iutitui son? entitled "Nellie Briagthe Ham-
mer There > a Fly on Baby s Head and I
think it is grand I know that the writer

o! such lofty sentiments must be .1 noble char-
acter and vailing t-- help other- so Iam
writing to ask ynur advic* about becoming a

s int; writer
Iknow that Ihave plenty of talent Some-

times when Iam running the reaper on my........ come to
ir.e but Icannot writ- them down But niv
hc-ai i> full !>, them anith? most beautiful

Njw how can 1 so 1 thes-; song; published'
ItIsend them to a publisher. 1am told by my

fnentK that the;, will 1m? stolen Anyway I
cannot sen<i tnem because !cannot rrrite
them down How cai. !write them down' I»r
would Ibette' come to New York and see y >v
if you are no- too lms\ ani let you writethem ?
You could put youi njm • on some of them it!-!
. n? on the rest and Ishould give you halt the
money «v got foi them

1: !had them written down and sent them tn
publishers, they would rob n:t but they
would not ciarc to rob you So please tell me
irhei Ihail bette« comt to New York

Yours melodically George Terwillj».lr

Ihave taker the liberty of improving
the diction m places and of \u25a0.\u25a0-\u25a0•

name of the writer o* the letter 1:; fact.
1 do not believe that 1 could tell you his
exact name anyway: for the writing of
the letter looked as though it had been
permed while George was riding on a

reaper over very rough land Ihave also
changed the name ot my "latest beautiful
song" Otherwise the letter is O X

Nor is it the first o) the kind Ihave ever
received The world v full ol George
Terwilliijer.s and George's sister^ and
maiden aunts and younger brothers
And there the same ... roh
him and the family ot their beautiful
:r;eL>hes and soul stirring words It i- a

shame, the wav the entire brotherho<xl
of son? ptiSlishers is do->\ntro-idi:i4 the
Terv.-illiger family

Fixing Thin?-. Up

C' \u25baMETHIXG ou.c;ht to he done about it
Ai-o. the Terwilliijerfamily should be.... a few matters for while they

have the .... about some things,
they are away on the key in other-. As
they seem to select me as their friend the
go-between in their fight against the pub-
lishers suppose I take this opportunity
(>{ fixing things up'

In the first place Geor-e has the wrong

idea about me and. Itake it for granted,

about most songwriters Weare. inhisesti-
mation. a poetic crowd, long haired and
velvet collared, mooning in a fine frenzy as we listen
t-t the son^-s of the birds or the rippling of purling
streams, from which we derive our inspiration
can >et- us. Iimagine, '^azini; into a pair of lilue eye.-,,
or brown, and immediately ru--hin^ to the piano to

indite a musical heart throl. to the aforesaid orbs.
He tells me that he feel> inspiration whilerunning the
reaper. Well. Inever ran a rea;>er. soIdon't know I
should imagine it to be a good place to gel inspira-

tion- if there are such things [never had one. that
i know of. and Inever knew anybody that ever did

have one.

Confessions OFy^SONG Writer
By P^b^^^EST


