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J. WALTER THOMPSON COMPANY
Chi(;a\qo

410 N.MICHIGAN AVENUE
February 9, 1933,

Mrs. Maud Hart Lovelace,
2l, Second Avenus,
Pelham, New York.

My dear Mrs. Lovelace:

I want to pass along to you a comment made by our
Dr. Jernegan of the University of Chicago. Without kmowing who wrote
the MeClellan seript, he remarked over the telephone to me that the
writer "had certainly done about the best job of characterization that
we have had yet."

We all enjoyed the script very much, and except
for making a slight change at the very end, it stands Jjust about as you
end Mr. Lovelace prepared it. The change was made, I assure you, only
to enable the audience to know just what was going on. It was a matter
of identifying the sentry.

In reply to your letter just received: You have
the dope exactly right about the Merch 5th sceript. It is awfully nice
of you and Mr. Lovelace to cooperate with us as you are. We appreciate
it very much.

I have not forgotten that you sent us a beautiful
script some weeks ago. I will see that you are paid for this seript,
although the chances are we shall not be able to fit it into our series
until, perhaps, next fall. The reason for that was, of course, that
the client wished us to concentrate on the "War between the States"

until the end of spring, when he expectfito go off the air until fall.

Again, thank you and Mr. Lovelace, very much
indeed.

Sincerely,

John A. Carter
g

NEW YORK CEHICA GO BOSTON CINCINNATI SAN FRANCISCO LONDON




J. WALTER THOMPSON COMPANY
Cmncago

410 N.MICHIGAN AVENUE

February 23, 1933.

Mrs. Maud Hart Lovelacs,
2l; Second Avenue,
Pelham, New York.

My dear Mrs. Lovelace:

I have just read your seript, and think your charaoterization
of my old hero, Jeb Stuart, is grand.

Thie mey strike you as odd, but our client is dead set against
the use of any "ouss words' in these plays. It grieves me, indeed, to ask
you to find some other verse of "Jine the Cavelry", or to re-write the verse
you have quoted. Won't you send your revision straight to Herschel Williams,
J. Walter Thompson Company, Grayber Building, New York?

When you write him, won't you advise him as to the melody of
this song? He may know it, of course, inasmuch as he is & good Southerner,
but I doubt that he does.

I wish to thank you and Mr. Lovelace very much indeed for your
very splendid help in this series. When I am in New York again I hope it
will be my pleasure to talk with you and to meet your husband.

Very truly yours, _

L

John A. Carter
MW

NEW' YORK CHICAGDOD BOSTON CINCINNATI SAN FRANCISCO LONDON




Maud anéd Delos Lovelace,
Care of Nannine Josgeph,
200 West S4th Ftreet,
New York City.
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"hich one chall it be? "The lMercy ESeat™?

Dat ban & Jim Dandy.

From every etormy wind that blows,
From every swelllng tide of woes,
There 1e a calm, & fure XEEXKXXE retreat,
It'e found beneath the mercy reat,ccee
Into the midet of the elnging comes Young Jed's volce,
Young Jed:
]

Pop: Pop! Come out here and look,

WVhat's the matter?

Such a whopping blg black cloud! And 1t'e moving
gtralght toward us,
Jed $
It 1= getting dark,
A babble of volces:
Vhat 1s 1t%?
I'm frightened,
The wheat could stand a storm,
It'e getting nearer,
That isn't a etorm elpud,
Mre., Barney's volce (unexpectedly strong in terror)s
It'e grasehoppers!

The babble resumes}

It'e a cloud of grasshoppers,

A cloud a mile long.
Mre Barney:

It'e the seven year locuste!




1%

Masgter of ceremonles:
Louder and louder above the medley volces grows a

gound 1like millions of small dry sticks enapping, ae milllione of grase-

hoppere drop out of the cky, clicking their hard lege and beating thelr

fleshless winge,
Mre. Barneyt
Cassle, they're eating the leaves of your elm,
Ann, (weeping)s
Our tree from Iowa,
A man'e volce:
They're esettling on the garden,
Jed(fiercelv)s
They'll never touch the wheat,
Barney:
Scatter some straw, Jed, Start a fire. That wlll keep
our
them away from/(RE wheat,
Jeds
Don't worry about my wheat, Ben, Get home to your own,
All of you, get home to your own,
Cagele:
We women can help hitch,
Judy Ann:

Motheri Our tree from lowa,

Hush, dear! Go get the Nels=on baby.
A man's volce:
gard-n's gone slick and clean, as though 1t
been mowed,
A child's volce:

Ma, ma' I't afraid, It'e so dark,




Another volce:
ILike hoge eatingi

what a nolse they makel
Dey ban 1n my halr.

Mre, Barney:!

They're in the Irinking pail.

caeele, (in great alarm)$

Jed! Ou, Jed! Look}

Barney:

they're lighting on the wheat,

Good God, Jed,

They're on the wheat,
A egllence, Tilled with the dry eclicking whir,

Barney!
And you wanted ue to bulld a church, Caeele.
God, wWe ever promired to bulld you & church! Well, I take back my promige,

Minglee crier and eounde of departure,
stand st1l1l, Bomnle,
¢ladap, Megd

Goodbye .

Hurry, hurry!
They're all gone now, Ted, "hat can I do?

we'll try straw on the north fleld, though I don't

think even fire will stop them,

Cagsalelk
Come on, children, we'll help father, Ho, Judy

Apn! You're not afrald of hoppere,

Young Jeds




I won't get my copper toed boote,

Never mind, seon,

very stormy wind that blowe,
‘rom every ewelling tide of WOEEL, au e

Magter o" Ceremoniess

And £ all Cottonwood Creck, heartened by dauntless
women of Cassle Wright's breed, wage a hopelesefight %o eave from the
destroying winged plague the ¢rop whlch meane oxen to make the ploughing

"y

easler, milk for Nele Nelson's muen, halr ribbons, eandle moulde,
copper toed boote, labor saving ovense,..a church,,...

Master of Ceremonies:

Now to the esecond aect of Roses and Drums,

A week hae paeeed, The countryeide for mileg ie
etripped bare, "aving fielde of wheat and barley, acres of rustling
greer corn, Patches of garden... all are ruined, On the elm brought
from Iowa there ie not » elngle leaf. Cacssle and Jed gtand in thebr
doorway looking out upon ilraeter,

Jeds

the settlement
If we'd gone to/XBWR the way we planned, we'd be

%

ten milee on our way now, We'd be as far ac Baxtere,

I'm g;ad

You deserve that elevated oven, Carele, crop or no

!

erop., *ou had the money eaved last April,




rather have a church than an elevated oven,

I'm sorry not to give you the fifty I promiced, Casrle,
But with the crop gone, I just ecouldn't do 1t, have to buy geed, and we
have to 1live for another whole year,
Cagelel

I know, Jed, But juet the same I can't give up the

1 2 . \ . 1 \
church, You egec, it's alwayes something. If it ien't hoppere, it e a hall

etorm; and 1f 1t ien't a hall etorm, it's a drought. It'e Just ag €agyeee

or juet as hard,..to get the church thls year ae 1t wlll be nexi,
Jeds

By George, Cassle, I belleve you're right,
Cageles

You can't epare me fifty dollare, I know that: but
I1'11 give pp my elevated oven etove and put that money in as coming from
ueg both, You've esald youreelf, we're one of the bellweathere of thise
flock, and 1if we stick by our ppedge the rest will find a.way to do it,
too,.
Jeds

You're forgetting Ben, Cassle, He's a belweather, too,
and after the locuste he'll be leading in the other direction, You'll
never get the othere unless you get Ben{ And you'll never get Ben,now,
Carelc (with abrupt resolution)t

? Yer I will, And what'e more 1'll get him today. (She

calle) Judy Ann! Find your brother and tell him to harness the pony, and
hitch her to the light wagon,
Jed}

hat in Time are you planning, Casrie?




Caselet
I'm going over t~ the Barneye. I'm golng to talk

Ben around as goon as ever 1 can fAind him,

Jeds

You ean't talk church to Ben while He'®s st1ll thinking

of nothing but the locuste, Uasele,
Cagslel

I'11 talk to him, The lord will help me 1T Ben gete
me in a corner,
Jeds

Do you really belleve that 3x€xnrix®
Caselek

Who hae helped me, and you, to00, Je“; out of a
hundred corners?

Jed:

Look, Careie, here comes Nele Neleon, Better walt till
he gete here, Practlee up on him, ¥Ekzxux Ben won't eeem go hard 1f you'
win Nels over,

Caesle:l

No, you eln Nels over. I'm golng as soon as young
Jed gete the wag n ready,

Jed:

r'11 try, But Neles is coming to talk hoppers,
Cageley (with epirit):

There's too mush talk of hoppere, We've talked them
over from tip to tall, We know they plled up in the roade g0 hlgh horses
couldn't get through, We know they even stopped a train, back eagt,
where there are traine, What we want to 4o now is to get our mindg off

hoppers and on to the church, Since folke haven't much money, they'll




have to pledge in lasbor, and bullding the churéh will give ues all some-
thing to do rhie fall when there'e no crop to harvesi, We can have
chureh digeinge and church ralsings and church goclale,..

Jeds

You don'

t know how pretty you look when you get
exclited and talk fast, llke that,
Cagele!

Are you making love to’'a married woman with two
children? (She calle) Good morning, Mr, Neleon,

¥eleon:

Val, val, ay t'ought you ban gone to de settlement,

No, Wwe gave up the trip, Cassle len't golng to buy
any elevated oven, She's golng to glve the money to the caurch,

Nelson:

Ben Barney he says & church ban foollshnese before but

bar bigger foollishness now,
Jed (to Caesele):

I told you, honey.
Casgle (stoutly):

1=! You aren't letting Ben influence you, I hope.

Val, dy don' know, Ben, he saye a church ban...

Don't count too much on Ben, Nele., He'll be slnglng
a different tune when Casgeie gets through with him,
Nelson:

Ban Caseie really going to tackle him?




Just as soon as young Je

Here you are, Mom, And don't forget what I told you,

If the pony gete skittieh, glve her a good 1ick with the whip. That'll

quiet her down,

A horese's gallopling l1le he in the dietance., It approaches swiftly.

-

need xWNExxx de wagon, Caserle,

Here's Ben now,

Jed:

-

& Ben, Fomething'e wrong., (The horse's hoovee draw
close and stop.) Ben, "hat is 1t?®
Barney s

‘N |

cdagele! Jed! I never thought to find you, I was on
way the Neleons, I thought you'd started for the rettlement,

e
.

But what'se the matter? You're pale

Here! £1t down, Ben.
Barney:

T me

Le! To tulnk of finding you!l

What 1s 1%, Ben?




Vera, She waeg making sgoap, I never should have
brought her to thies biltter country.
Casele:

doeen't think 1t a bitter country, Tell

me what happened,
Banney:

fhe wae making eosp, In the blg kcttle., She tried to
11ft 1t off the fire. It tipped, It epllled all over her, Oh, Gassie!
You've got to hurry, You'll know better than anybody how t» help her,
Cegelel

I'1l hurry, Ben, You jump into the wagon and drive,
That horse of youre 1s tired out, No, Jed, you musty,'t come, You'd add
too much to the load, Help me up, Ben, There, Goodbye,
The light wagon goees rattling away into the distance across the prairie,
Master of Ceremoniect

And g0 Casele VWright and Ben Barney race to the Barney

homestead, And there Caesle, with that untaught but marvellous ekill

which esome Woman 1n every frontler community posseesed, cared for Vera
ney and brought her out of pain,

Caerlek

There, Veral Isn't that a nlce bandage to make out of
a wornout petticoat?
Vera:

beautliful bandage, And you're beautiful, too,

Cassle,
Benn (fervently):

Beautlful 1en't half the word for what she ls, Oh,
Casesle; I811 never forget the chance that kept you at home today,
Capele:

It waen't chance, Ben,




The lucklest kind of chance, I call it.

But 1t waen't, Juet the same, It was the chureh
that you think so 1little of, Ben,
Ben (puzzled):

The church?

Jed and I had planned to g0 %o the settlement, you
know, to buy my elevated oven, But then I declded not to buy the oven,
Ben:

That doesn't epell church to me, Cassle,

Cagele:

But 1t does, Because I decided to glve over the
etove and use my money to help bulld s church, The Wrights had promised
fifty dollare, and Jed and I resolved to keep our promire,

Ben (elowly, thoughtfully)s

S0 that'e what you mean when you say 1t wasn't chanee?
Capeles

What does it 7ean tn you, Ben?

There 1s a moment' of egilence, then Vera Earney epeaks softly:
Vera:

Tell her, Ben, What does it mean to yout
Ben (tenderly);

€5 you want 1t too? All right. Dom't you worry,
Jugt hurry up and get well, Cassie ean have my twenty five dollars,
Uasele (aes she speaks a wagon rumbles close and stops)s

OR Ben) The chureh ic ae good as bullt, with you

piying your share,




Ben paying? Jedl Did you hear
unlucky faller, Now Helga she make me pay my te
Casgele, (ftriumphantly):

We'll have the church up by Christmas,
Nele(gally):s

And ven de candles are lighted on dat trie, ay'll
tune up my accordlan like die,..llke dle,...

He starte to play.

Cagsley

Our own church! Oh Jed!

| ’ d X
doee 1t7 Won t that be a2 pplendld monument to the men ol
Creek?

Jeds

D'you hear that, Ben? To the men of Coitonwood Creeck,

D'you hear that, Ver:

Cagele (indignantlyv)s

Why, what are you laughing at? The men of Cottonwodd
Creek will put 1t up with thelr own hands, won't they? "hy won't it be a
monument to them?
Jeds

It'11l be a momument to the hande that put it up, my
deary and they are the mame hands that are putting up schools and
churches all over therse pralries,
Cagele:

And whosfe hande are they, I'd like to know?
Jed (tenderly):

They belong to the ploneer woman,

THE END
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