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Foreword

By Charlotte Bryant McCormack

Danny Alguire was my stepfather. I met him as a junior high school student in Burbank, California when he courted and eventually married my mother, Irene Bryant. The family connection aside, Dan was also my friend.
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Danny Alguire at home in Beaverton, Oregon in the 1970s. Courtesy of Charlotte Bryant McCormack.

The very fact that you’re holding this book in your hands is a miracle. A few years before his passing in 1992 (just short of his eightieth birthday), Dan had sent the typed manuscript to an old Navy friend from World War II, William McDonald, in hopes that he might enjoy reading it. The book had already received comments and critiques from the various Alguire family relatives, as well as old Disney Studios colleagues. Though he didn’t know it then, Dan would never see his book again after sending it to McDonald. Our family had considered it lost for years—that is until the son of Dan’s old friend rediscovered it in his family archives. Scrolled across the manuscript box was “If Found Please Return to R.D. Alguire” and the old, outdated address. It took him four months, but he found me, via my brother, and the rest is for you to read now.

From the moment I met him, Dan was a class act, a real gentleman. By that time in the late 1960s, he had already lived quite a life, enduring a great depression, a world war, years of traveling on the road as a musician, many odd-jobs, and a first marriage that tragically ended with his wife Betty’s death from cancer.

But he also had been having a whole lot of fun. Dan was one of the best cornet and trumpet players anyone in the western United States could hear. Before the war, he played with Bob Wills and His Texas Playboys, the best in western swing music. Dan didn’t just play his horn, he sang too, and one of his vocals, “Home in San Antone,” was a hit record across the United States. Bob Wills’ line “Come on in, Danny” is still preserved on that recording. As you’ll read, that experience was a big break for Dan, and he enjoyed every minute of it.

His time with Bob Wills turned my stepfather into the kind of musician perfect for a new jazz band being formed around 1949. A number of artists and animators at the Walt Disney Studios had been jamming together at lunchtime for years. They started playing gigs in their spare time outside of work, and they weren’t half-bad. The trombone player, Ward Kimball, was an original guy with a sense of humor. He had an old antique fire engine that he was taking on a caravan from Los Angeles to San Diego. The band would fit perfectly in the back. So they dressed up in old fireman’s costumes, piled in, and played jazz all the way down the coast. They called themselves the Firehouse Five, and being a seven-piece band, added a “Plus Two” at the end.

The Firehouse Five Plus Two became a household name around the world. They even played the opening day of Disneyland and headlined at the park for years afterward. All those Disneyland guests didn’t realize that the band was made up of directors, composers, and animators from the Disney Studios. Their music was happy, sincere, and lots of fun. I had never heard anything like it when I first saw them, and by that time they’d been playing together for twenty years!

You’ll read all these stories, and a lot more, from Dan himself. He writes like he used to talk: simple, down to earth, funny, and self-deprecating. I can almost hear that sweet Oklahoma drawl of his as I read, and it brings back many fond conversations about life and philosophy that he had with me. Dan spent a good part of his later career as an assistant director at the Disney Studios helping Walt Disney and his artists bring animated movies to the big screen. So he picked up a few pieces of wisdom about storytelling too. It all shows here in these pages.


Editors’ Introduction

There is a history of American traditional jazz that seems almost underground. From its origins in New Orleans as a composite of diverse musical forms to a rapid diffusion across the United States, it is music both cosmopolitan and parochial. It’s an oral tradition, passed from musician to musician and best evangelized from the live bandstand, but has often relied on seminal recordings to sow inspiration for new generations of players and new innovations in style. At times, traditional jazz emerged on the stage of American popular music, courtesy of great promoters such as King Oliver, Louis Armstrong, Jelly Roll Morton, and Bix Beiderbecke. But there were others, legends in their own realms, arbiters of a form that underpinned American musical growth in the twentieth century. Players such as Kid Ory, Lu Watters, Benny Strickler, and Bob Scobey.
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Alguire taking a solo in the late 1960s. Courtesy of Charlotte Bryant McCormack.

Reuben Dan Alguire—Dan or Danny to those who knew him— was a horn player who straddled the popular and provincial stages of traditional jazz music. The proponent of an unusual, southwestern style of trumpet playing spent over two decades as first cornet in the Firehouse Five Plus Two, a popularly-styled band that appeared many times on television, sold countless records, and introduced unnumbered listeners young and old to the magic of traditional jazz (including a number of the people who’ve now compiled this volume).

The Firehouse Five Plus Two—a part-time band comprised mostly of full-time artists and personnel at the Walt Disney Studios—did their own take on the classic jazz form, swirling a gumbo pot of sounds: New Orleans, Dixieland, West Coast, Two-Beat, Southern California Hot Jazz. Taxonomy aside, it had clear and uninhibited appeal. They spoke a universal language, and were, as Alguire himself writes, “the most unique band in the history of jazz. This bunch of firemen—characters on stage—who looked like they just tumbled out of the screen, yet played great music, were a total entertainment package.”
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The Firehouse Five Plus Two joins other jazz bands at the Orange County Airport in September, 1967. L to R: In the Firehouse Five are K. O. Eckland, tambourine and piano; Danny Alguire, cornet; Eddie Forrest, drums; Ward Kimball, trombone. Members of the Young Men from New Orleans, Harvey Brooks, bass drum and piano; Alton Redd, snare drum; Bernard Carrere, string bass; Joe Darensbourg, clarinet; Mike Delay, trumpet. In the background on the wagon are musicians from Doc Souchon's band. Courtesy of the New Orleans Jazz Museum.
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Members of the Firehouse Five Plus Two perform at the Orange County Airport in September, 1967. L to R: Danny Alguire, cornet; Eddie Forrest, drums; K. O. Eckland, tambourine and piano. Courtesy of the New Orleans Jazz Museun.

A key ingredient to the Firehouse Five’s commercial success were the swinging brass melodies of Alguire’s cornet. It was unlike most horn sounds any other jazz band at the time had achieved. The difference came from Alguire’s own background playing in western swing bands during the 1940s, including the world-renowned Bob Wills and His Texas Playboys. As will be explored, this distinctive, head-turning sound had a lineage that wonderfully blended regional character with popular charm. Firehouse Five Plus Two chief and first trombonist Ward Kimball best summarized Alguire’s role in their unique group, “In looking back it becomes obvious to me that Danny Alguire playing his steady cornet was the glue that held the band together.”

The uncovering of Alguire’s memoir is a moment of luck and discovery. At this intersection of American history, a diverse array of topics and interests synthesize, from the Great Depression to the Pacific Theater of World War II to the Walt Disney Studios in some of its most prosperous years to the exhilarating albeit uncertain realms of professional Country & Western and jazz music.

Long considered lost, the re-discovered manuscript is presented here as Alguire wrote it. He is a practiced storyteller, blending a Southwestern sense of folkloric charm with a healthy dose of self-deprecating humor. His voice is lean, efficient, and does not fail at holding the reader’s interest. The story is unmistakably American with its tales of perseverance, hope, and renewal. This modest yet fascinating memoir is a testament to Danny Alguire’s enduring spirit and character, as well as a virtuous encouragement to discover your own voice in whatever form it might make itself known.

With few exceptions for grammatical corrections, Alguire’s writing remains pure in its original form. Accompanying endnotes are provided at the end of each chapter for extended commentary and useful information on the various locations, persons, and historical events through which Alguire travels. At the text’s conclusion, an appendix of supplementary material presents a cornucopia of insight and further reading. This includes original supplements prepared by Alguire himself, new historical essays, and more.

At certain points in the writing, Alguire inserted quotes from colleagues into the text, including those from newly conducted interviews. Rather than re-incorporate into an endnote or appendix, these have been left alone in their original placement so as to retain Alguire’s vision and not disrupt his intended narrative flow. Additional pieces of commentary left separate from the main text have been included as endnotes.

Having worked nearly two decades at the Walt Disney Studios as an assistant director in animation production, Alguire occupied an unusual and privileged vantage point from which to appreciate the work of his Disney colleagues. The self-effacing narrative of his own life is matched by eloquent description and analysis of Disney animation production, a form of appreciation that was still rare for its day.

At the time of Alguire’s writing in the 1980s, Disney animation was enduring a loss in relevance and audience demand. To many, the beloved animated features of Walt Disney’s era were distant memories, if remembered at all. To Alguire, someone intimately involved in the creation of many such classics, these films deserved attention. He might very well have felt spurred on by the 1981 publication of The Illusion of Life: Disney Animation, an opus on the art form’s golden age authored by Alguire’s colleagues Ollie Johnston and Frank Thomas, the latter of whom was also a bandmate in the Firehouse Five Plus Two. This helps contextualize the amount of chapters Alguire commits to remembering his Disney tenure, from which we as readers now benefit. Luckily at the time, the drought of popular interest was soon to be remedied with a new slate of blockbuster animated features beginning with The Little Mermaid in 1989. It was still going strong when Alguire passed away in 1992, the year of Aladdin’s release.

Of course, this narrative begs the reader to listen to music, even to learn to play it oneself. “I wish it was possible to bring the sound of our brand of Dixieland to these pages,” Alguire writes of the Firehouse Five Plus Two. A discography of recommended listening is provided in the appendix in chronological order. Treat it as a virtual soundtrack to Alguire’s story.

A supporting character in Alguire’s musical biography is trumpeter Benny Strickler, who had the lead chair with Bob Wills and His Texas Playboys when Alguire joined the group in the early 1940s. Strickler’s significance, both personally for Alguire and generally in the style of trumpet playing they mutually developed, is not to be underestimated. Strangely, Alguire does not commit much space in the memoir itself to covering this topic. Perhaps he had felt that he had made his point clear in other writings and testimonies. Thus the appendix provides expanded information and insight into Strickler’s music career, much of it from Alguire himself. His characteristic deference to Strickler is on full display, as Jazz Report editor Paul E. Affeldt noted at the time, “a story about a warm, friendly musician, by a warm and friendly musician.” Alguire was committed to ensuring that his late friend and mentor’s career did not go unnoticed. The influence and inspiration that he received from Strickler, first playing together with Bob Wills and then upon soulful reflection for years to come, is essential to appreciating Alguire’s own approach to music.

In a way, Alguire’s devoted appreciation of Strickler reads as a testament to the values and significance that he himself provided for younger listeners and musicians in his own moment throughout the 1950s, 1960s, and 1970s. Some of those recipients of Alguire’s influence and inspiration share their impressions here, including drummer Hal Smith, and trumpeters Theodore Thomas (son of Frank Thomas) and Chris Tyle.
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Chapter 1:

“Yes Sir! That’s My Baby” 1

During the fifty-plus years I played and sang professionally, I was asked many questions about music. I was most often asked why I enjoyed it so much. People would drop by the bandstand at Disneyland or at one of the Firehouse Five Plus Two dances. “Dan,” they would say, “you look like you’re having such a good time. Where does it come from?”

I knew very early in life that I had a good ear for melody and a great feel for tempo, but I wasn’t so sure about my motivation. Although I realized that music came easy and that I was always drawn to it, I didn’t always listen to the voice within me that whispered, “Danny boy, stay with your music.” And whenever I strayed from music, I got into a heap of trouble.

It was a steamy August evening in Chickasha, Oklahoma in 1912, when my father Burt, a professional drummer, began to pace back and forth in the kitchen. He had a playing job that night and was worried, wondering whether to go play or get a sub and stay home. My grandfather Rueben Tye, M.D. was preparing for the delivery. He had been a doctor in Chickasha, Indian Territory way before statehood in 1907 and had delivered hundreds of babies. One more tonight was no big thing (even if it was his grandson).

The bespectacled Dr. Tye looked up at my sweating Dad pacing the floor, and the more he paced, the more it upset Grandpa. “Well, Burt,” he said, “you’re not doing any good here. I can’t deliver the baby until it comes. Why don’t you go play the job. God knows you need the money.”

So Dad threw up his hands and rushed out the door in frustration to play drums while I was born. When he hurried home after midnight, there I was, sleeping away.

Told he had a son, Dad looked down at me next to Mom and smiled. “Well, there is our little striped kitten.”

Just before I was born, a cat with kittens lived in the barn out back of Grandpa’s house. The mama cat had this curious habit of bringing one little striped kitten to the house. It was either the mama cat’s favorite or she was trying to get rid of it. (I always worried about that.) She would drag it in and leave all the others back in the barn. So, Dad would take the striped kitten back with the others. First thing you know, the cat would have the kitten back in the house. “Tell you what, Bessie,” Dad said to Mom one day, “we’ll call Dan our little striped kitten.”

That nickname held for a long time, but later it kind of bothered me. Would they, too, carry me out and drop me someday? Years after my birth, when my brain began to function a little, I learned that during Mom’s pregnancy, Dad would be banging away on those drums, practicing. So I figured maybe all that racket somehow penetrated Mom’s abdomen while I was developing and somehow….

Well, Dad was a good drummer and he kept up the practice during my early years of life. Can you imagine a baby trying to sleep with all those drums popping? I don’t know. Maybe it did some damage.

A few years after my birth we moved into what I thought at the time was a big two-story house. It was right next door to Grandma and Grandpa on Colorado Street. By then Dad was a bookkeeper with Linton Grain Company, but he still played drums on occasional dances.2

My first memories would be of that huge two story house and Dad practicing with his drums. And even today, if I close my eyes and listen, I can hear the best of my father’s drums and see him smile, keeping that beat all the while.

I used to sit on the front porch steps, waiting for him to return from work. Someone might come along and ask, “What are you doing, Dan?”

“I’m waiting for my Daddy to come home.”

And every day he did come home, gave me a hug and a kiss. He loved me. I could depend on Dad. I knew that early on and I never doubted his love. And my how that marvelous love in our family would influence my life.

Older brother, George, sister Bernice, and I had some good times, but after Robert, the youngest of the children, was born in 1917, our mother was really tied down with our new little “Bud.” I was five when “Bud” came along and I felt ignored. Mom was busy with the two older children, and the baby, and keeping house. She didn’t have time to watch me. “Oh, no. Time for the striped kitten to go,” I thought.

So this was the beginning of my “running away” episodes. They’d find me and bring me back. “Why do you run away, Dan?” Mom would ask.

“I don’t run away. I just walk down the street.” In my mind running away was, well, running. Never understood what she was talking about. All I did was just walk away—happily, too, I might add.

More than once, she caught me knocking the high hook off the screen door with a broomstick, but I usually slipped out the door before she grabbed me.

Looking back, I was just lonesome. Even that early, I loved people, so I took off to find them. Mother had her hands full, caring for the children, trying to keep house and cook and wash and iron; not an easy task in those days. How did women do it all?

Not only did I “run” away; one time I “rode” away. Mom looked out the front window to see me clinging to the back step of the ice wagon waving to her. It sped down the street, pulled by two high-stepping mules. The iceman brought me home, giving Mom a few gray hairs.

I often ended up at the Frisco Depot. I would perch myself up on a baggage cart and watch the trains whistle by, picking up soot and dirt all the while. I liked the sounds of those old steam engines and the rhythm of the clattering tracks; good sounds; sounds you don’t forget. 3

One day this policeman saw me. “What are you doing here, son?”

I wasn’t frightened. In my mind I had done no wrong.

“Just watching the trains go by,” I said.

“Where do you live?”

“Down that way,” I pointed.

“Well, get up here on my motorcycle.” He sat me in front of him on the motorcycle and we puttered down the street. I enjoyed the ride, wind blowing in my face. “Now which way?” he asked, and I kept pointing. Finally, we got to the turn and I pointed again. “Here?” he asked. I nodded, and pointed to my house.

We sputtered to a stop under the rustling branches of our big elm tree and he shut off the engine.

He led me up to the front door and knocked and Mom came to the door. “Lady,” he asked, “do you know where I found this boy?”

“I wouldn’t be at all surprised,” Mother answered, glancing down at me.

“Frisco Depot.”

“What was he doing?”

“Well, he was sitting on a baggage truck, watching the trains, but I knew he was a runaway, so I got him and I brought him here. He showed me all the way home.”

“Well,” Mother sighed. She opened the screen door. “You get in here, Dan. You’re going to get a good spanking.”

“Now, don’t whip him. He was a good little boy, and he didn’t cause any harm. He didn’t get hurt, and he showed me where he lived and all, so don’t whip him.”

Mother looked at him and then at me, and thought a minute. “All right. I won’t whip him.”

I rarely got a whipping, but I probably needed one then. I kept on running away.

My poor grandfather, Dr. Tye. He had so many grandchildren— around fourteen in all. Grandpa wasn’t sure how many grandchildren he had, or what they all looked like.

One day, he was walking home from his downtown office, and my brother George was walking down the street in the opposite direction. He passed my grandfather without saying a word. Grandpa walked on a few steps and paused. “Is that one of my grandchildren?” he wondered. “No, I guess not.” He walked on a few steps and stopped again, puzzled. “Yeah, I believe it is.” And he turned around to look. “I think that’s George, Bessie’s boy.” He shouted. “George?”

George didn’t answer.

Grandpa walked a few steps further, stopped, turned and looked again. “Well I know that’s George.” He spoke more firmly this time. “George!” George walked up to him. “Where you going?”

“Just down the street.”

“You are George, aren’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Well, you come along.”

They say it’s a wise father that knows his own child, but, in this case, it was a befuddled grandfather that didn’t know his own grandchild. Fourteen grandchildren aren’t easy to remember. Anyway, he got George home.

George was a good kid. But I was the better runaway, by far.

During my breeze through kindergarten I began to enjoy the school songs and I got hooked on eating wheat paste (water, flour, and a little perfume). It smelled good and tasted good. Nothing wrong in eating some. Apparently never hurt me.

By 1918, when I turned six and Dad got a job with the U.S. Department of Agriculture, I had kicked the paste habit and we moved to Fort Worth, Texas. I had already become a star first grade singer in Chickasha with songs like, “In the Blue Ridge Mountains of Virginia.” I loved my friends in Chickasha. I cried when we left. (But I would return later for high school and my first paying job in music.)

When we arrived in Fort Worth, Dad rented a baggage truck (an old Model-T Ford) and piled some of our belongings in the back. Our furniture came by train. And Dad drove us to a house he had previously rented.

I noticed a drugstore across the street, which I figured would be my candy store. And it was. I can still smell the special aroma of all those goodies and taste the licorice and cinnamon sticks.

World War I was still on; soldiers everywhere. I asked Mother about it and she tried to explain we were fighting a war in Europe, but I couldn’t grasp the meaning of all that.

One of the first things I remember about music, besides Dad’s drums and singing in kindergarten, was a woman singer next door. I used to lie in bed and listen to her practice in her living room early in the evening, right after supper. She sang a very popular tune at that time, written by the well-known composer Victor Herbert, “Kiss Me Again.” 4 The lyrics went: “Kiss me again. Kiss me again. Kiss me again and again… and I thought, “Gosh, there’s a lot of kissing going on in this song.” She would sing it in operatic style. Pretty lusty, too.

Victor Herbert wrote some beautiful things: “Thine Alone,” “Italian Street Song,” “Indian Summer,” and others. When he wrote “Kiss Me Again,” he meant it as a parody. “I got so sick and tired of all those kissing songs popular at the time,” he later wrote, “that I was really making fun of them. I’ll put so many kisses in this song, that they’ll get tired of hearing about kissing.” But the darn song turned out to be a big hit. Some woman made a recording of the song and it became famous.

I got acquainted with a kid on the corner, by the name of Bud Trout. His folks ran a grocery store. Older brother Jim had some records that he played for me; the first jazz record I ever heard, such as it was then. It was a Ted Lewis record.

Ted Lewis was quite famous—worked mostly stage shows. Even though Ted was a horrible clarinet player, he had a lot of showmanship, and always hired good musicians to back him up. Later on, I go to hear him in-person in Kansas City, on stage, and he was a great showman. He wore a top hat and had a cane, and he played the most “corn-ball” clarinet you ever heard in your life. He got a lot of great musicians started in his day. Among them was Benny Goodman. When I heard Lewis on stage in Kansas City at the Main Street Theatre later in 1923, I thought they were the greatest jazz band in the world, not knowing I was soon to hear all the other great black jazz bands in Kansas City. 5

In 1918 in Fort Worth, I also heard Paul Whiteman and his orchestra on records. One of his tunes was “Dardanella.” 6

So Ted Lewis and Paul Whiteman were the first jazz and dance orchestras I ever heard. I was discovering my interest in music and remember clearly as a boy how people changed their moods when they listened to music. It was a good feeling that I learned very early.

Dad’s first job in Fort Worth was “broomcorn analyst.” When Dad and his father had moved from South Dakota years before, they took up farming near Chickasha and grew broomcorn, so Dad knew broomcorn. It was not easily grown. Its first growth resembles regular corn. Right out of the top grows the strands of broomcorn. These were cut and laid on racks under a covered shed until the live sap dried out. Then it was threshed and baled and sold to broom factories. It could vary in quality a lot. Greedy brokers would swoop in and buy up high-grade broomcorn from a farmer for a low price, and then sell it at a big profit.

Dad worked out a system of grading that was quite accurate and wrote the government pamphlet on broomcorn. He saved the farmers a lot of money. 7

A few years later in 1923, just after we moved to Kansas City, he sent out questionnaires to farmers, asking what kind of broomcorn crop they expected to have. Most reported a poor crop, but the brokers thought the crop would be overproduced and the price would be low. But Dad was sure of his figures. Years later, he told George and me that he could have hooked up with a wealthy cheat, bought up most of the crop, and made a killing. But Dad wouldn’t even consider doing such a thing. He was an honest man. Poor, but honest.

In Fort Worth, we moved again. My brother George and I walked to the Alexander Hogg School, named after one of the early Texas pioneers, who had a daughter named “Ima.” Ima Hogg. That got to be a big joke around the surrounding country. My teacher was Miss Quigly.

In the fourth grade, they began to include music in our classes and had us sing. And, boy, I loved that. Some girl and I got up in front of the class and sang duets or I would sing a solo. I wasn’t scared at all. Didn’t bother me to get up in front of a group and sing.

About that time (I was about eight), Dad decided that George and I ought to start playing music so he got George a drum, and bought me a mellophone (shaped like a French horn, but has valves instead of pistons). Here I was, nurtured in the womb by drums and Dad gave me a mellophone! “I want to play drums,” I told him. (I wanted to bang them when Dad was asleep like he did to me as a poor baby.)

“No, I don’t want two drummers,” Dad said.

I didn’t see anything wrong with two drummers. Anyway, I would sneak in and play George’s drum too. I managed to wake everybody up a few times.

We joined the Fort Worth Rotary Club Boys Band and our uniforms were U.S. Army uniforms (war surplus). We had wrap leggings and billed caps and the regulation khaki shirt, tie, and pants. I began to learn to read music.

One night in the practice hall they had me sitting on a stool that had no back to it, so I figured out that if I turned my stool around behind the guy next to me and faced backwards, I could lean up against the back of his chair. Of course, when I did that, I wasn’t facing the director. But, I was quite comfortable playing that way— until the director spotted me.

He stopped the band. “Say, Dan, why are you facing the wrong way?”

“Well, I… I face this way so I’ll have something to lean against.”

“Well, you can’t play correctly unless you face the director and watch my stick.” That got a big laugh.

I figured I didn’t need direction anyway. Once the band started and the beat was going, I knew where I was.

One time, the Rotary Club Boys Band was scheduled to play at a state-wide druggists’ convention down in Galveston, Texas. They paid for the band to go down by train, but they weren’t going to let me go, because I was too young (about nine by then). But Dad spoke to the band director. “If I pay for Dan’s fare will you take him along?”

“Yes, we will,” he said.

On the train down, they put George and me together in an upper berth. And what did I do, but wet the bunk. George was furious. He punched me with his elbow. “Get over on your own side!” It was a horrible night. I slept on my own wet side of the bed.

In Galveston the next day, after our playing stint, we had some recreation time. They took us down to the beach. We rented some things to float on, a horseshoe-shaped cork seat covered with canvas, with straps coming down that made into a seat. You sat in this contraption, floating on the water. A wave hit me and turned me over and I got my head tangled up in the webbing and started swallowing salt water. A lifeguard pulled me up by the hair, sputtering out of the water.

By the time we got back to Fort Worth, George wasn’t speaking to me. He said if I wet the bed again, he would throw me off the train.

It was on that train back to Fort Worth that I first realized how much I loved music. I felt it, dreamed it, and heard it in my sleep. Every train sound I heard became a rhythm. (At the time, I was just trying hard to think of something else, afraid I would wet the bed again!)

But little did I know how far music would take me or from how many jams it would rescue me. Music was now an irreversible part of my life and, though I didn’t know it at the time, would lead me by the hand through some rough spots in life. But, no—I wouldn’t listen!

Chapter Endnotes

1. The chapter titles throughout the book are jazz and folk standards, most of which were recorded by the Firehouse Five Plus Two at various points in their tenure. “Yes Sir! That’s My Baby” was originally released on 78 rpm (GOOD TIME JAZZ No. 14) opposite “Pagan Love Song” and was an early hit for the band. It was later included on the 33 1/3 LP, “The Firehouse Five Story Vol. 1.” The song was one of the earliest recorded by the band to feature a vocal chorus section. Alguire himself was typically the lead singer of the group.

2. According to A Standard History of Oklahoma, the Linton Grain Company handled more than $1 million in wheat in January and February, 1915. A “$20,000 modern elevator plant” was eventually in use at the Chickasha location. Proprietor Fred R. Linton was a native of Illinois, and later worked in Kansas City around the same time that a young Walter Elias Disney was growing up in the area. The Grain Company in Chickasha was strategically well-placed “with reference to the grain belt and railroad facilities,” making it a major location for grain production in the region.

3. This is the St. Louis & San Francisco Railway depot in Chickasha, located at 6th and Michigan Avenues. The “Frisco” arrived in Chickasha in 1902—10 years before Alguire’s birth.

4. Victor Herbert was a major figure among the songwriters and composers of Tin Pan Alley, then at the height of its primacy and popular appeal.

5. Ted Lewis was born Theodore Leopold Friedman in Centerville, Ohio in 1890. He began playing piccolo, then clarinet as a pre-teen. He started his singing career in 1906 and worked his way into Vaudeville, including tours with Jack Lewis—billed as “Lewis and Friedman.” He became “Ted Lewis” after theater manager changed the name of the act to “Lewis and Lewis,” explaining that the shorter name fit better on the marquee. Lewis led his first band in 1916. At the high-class Rector’s restaurant, between sets, he won a battered top hat in a card game. One night, following an intermission, he returned to the bandstand wearing the top hat, tipped it to the audience and asked “Is everybody happy?” The phrase and the top hat became his trademarks. He recorded extensively, and many sides became hits— including his theme song “When My Baby Smiles At Me,” “Tiger Rag,” and the iconic “Me And My Shadow.” Over the years, his recording sessions often included hot jazzmen such as Muggsy Spanier, Benny Goodman, Jack Teagarden, Frank Teschemacher, Jimmy Dorsey, Don Murray, and Fats Waller. Ted Lewis performed for over 60 years, and passed away in New York City in 1971. For information from the website of the Ted Lewis Museum in Circleville, Ohio, visit: www.tedlewismuseum.org.

6. Paul Whiteman was also the subject of a memorable caricature in the 1935 Walt Disney Silly Symphonies cartoon, Music Land. “The King,” as his character was known, was a rotund saxophone who ruled over the free-spirited Isle of Jazz. Designed by studio artist Albert Hurter, the character was animated by Clyde Geronimi and Leonard Sebring.

7. G. B. Alguire was a prominent figure in the midwestern broomcorn industry in the 1920s and thirties. As a United States Department of Agriculture representative, he pushed for the standardization and increased efficiency in broomcorn production. “Standardization of broomcorn is a necessary thing,” he told a group of Illinois farmers in 1926. “It is needed just as much as the grading of corn, wheat, oats, potatoes, fruits, wool, and other farm commodities, which are already being graded according to a government standard.” See the Bibliography for additional sources on the elder Alguire’s career.


Chapter 2:

“Down Where the Sun Goes Down”

One night in 1920, before Grandpa (Dr. Tye) and Grandma moved from Chickasha to Texas, my Aunt Verna, staying with them in Chickasha, heard a noise in the house and came downstairs. She confronted this burglar. “What do you want?” she asked.

“I want money,” he growled. I guess he thought she was alone.

“Well, we haven’t got any,” she snapped back.

About this time, Dr. Tye, who was getting pretty old, heard the commotion and hollered from upstairs. “What’s going on down there, Verna?”

“There’s a man in the house.”

“What does he want?”

“He says he wants money.”

The burglar glared at her. “Who’s that?” he asked.

And Aunt Verna, a pretty brave little woman, perhaps a hundred pounds, stood right up to him. “That’s my Father, and don’t you touch a hair on his head!” which was funny, because Grandpa was as bald as a billiard ball.

The burglar hollered, “You stay up there, old man. Don’t you come down here!” He ran out without taking anything.

And it was that year, 1920, that Dr. Tye and Grandma retired from Chickasha and moved close to Burleson, Texas, sixteen miles south of Fort Worth. They built a house, put in a new well and all. The water tasted great, always cold.

But Dr. Tye’s health was failing.

“Gee, I was kind of scared of Grandpa as a kid,” I used to tell Mom.

“He had dyspepsia,” Mother said. “Ulcers.”

“I was afraid of him. He always looked so gruff and he ruled that family with an iron hand.”

“I’m sorry you remember him like that,” Mother said, “because Poppa was a very kind man, and a very good doctor.”

In Clarendon, Texas in the 1890s, there was a Jewish family named Marcus, who ran a clothing store, and Grandpa was the doctor that delivered a Marcus baby in Clarendon. That baby was the “Marcus” of Neiman-Marcus Department Store in Dallas. Mr. Marcus kept in touch with Dr. Tye until Grandpa’s death and was always fond of him. He even sent him presents throughout the years. Grandpa also became a surgeon for the Fort Worth and Denver Railroad while he maintained a horse and buggy practice.

It was in 1893, when they opened up Oklahoma Indian Territory to settlers, that Grandpa moved his family to Chickasha, bought some land, built a home, and erected the two-story Tye Building where he set up practice in Chickasha continuing until 1920, when he retired and moved to his farm near Burleson, Texas.

One Sunday down on the farm in Texas before Grandpa died, someone knocked at the front door. Grandma swung open the door and a poor ragged-looking man stood there, eyes puffy and red. He was dirty and smelled of smoke. “I understand that there’s a doctor here,” he said holding a tattered hat in his hands and looking hopeful.

“Yes, my husband’s a doctor,” Grandma said. “He’s retired.”

The poor man dropped his head and rolled his hat in his fingers, and then looked up at her. “Well ma’am we’re campin’, eh, livin’ down by the creek. I have a child that’s mighty sick. Runnin’ a fever. I wondered if Doc, ah, if Doc had some medicine for him.”

“Just a minute,” Grandma said. She called Grandpa.

He came to the door in his black suit and string tie and the man tried to describe what was ailing the child. “Well,” Grandpa said, “wait a minute. I’ll get some medicine.” And he fetched an amber bottle full of pills. “Try these.”

“How much do I owe you?” asked the man.

“Oh, I don’t know. A dollar, I guess.”

So the man dropped his head, plunged a hand into his dirty overalls and pulled out a silver dollar, took the medicine, thanked Grandpa, and left.

And after he left, my grandmother jumped up. “Why did you charge him a dollar for that medicine? That poor man,” she said, tears in her eyes. “It was probably the last dollar he had.”

“Well, I don’t know. He asked me how much, and I just said, ‘A dollar.’”

“Well, I think that was terrible!”

She was mad at him for charging the man a dollar which even to me, at my age, sounded like a lot of money.

But Grandpa told her, “Sudie, a man needs to keep his pride.”

Dr. Tye would soon die. Not long before, they had moved his bed in the front room and his wife walked into the room one morning. “Good morning,” she said. “How do you feel?”

“Sudie,” he said, looking serious, “I want you to go down to the foot of the bed and look straight at me. You see anything wrong with my face?”

Startled, she stared at him. “No. I don’t think so, except…yes!” Her lips parted and she sucked in a quick breath. “One side of your face…Oh, my God. You….”

“Yeah. I had a stroke last night.”

Matter-of-factly, “Had a stroke.”

And sure enough, he did. It wasn’t long after that, Grandpa died; a second stroke in 1922.

We were living in Fort Worth when the phone rang that day. Mother answered it. It was her mother. January, 1922. Reuben P. Tye, M.D., horse and buggy doctor from Chickasha, Indian Territory, was dead.

Mother took it bravely. I don’t recall seeing her cry, but I know she did. She never liked for us to see her cry. She and her sisters always spoke so proudly of their “Poppa.”

He was buried at Rose Cemetery in Chickasha, Oklahoma, 1922. I remember seeing my grandfather, the man who brought me into the world, in his casket, before they took him away.

Later that same year in Fort Worth, I heard a knock on the door and answered it. It was night, about 7:00 p.m. It was a Western Union boy.

“Is your folks at home?” he asked.

I called Mother. I stood at the door with the Western Union boy and looked at the telegram. It had a black mark around the edge or some black “X’s” or something. “What do those black marks mean?” I asked him.

“Death in the family,” he said in a monotone, rolling his eyes to the floor.

It struck me. “Oh,” I said. “Death in the family,” rang in my thoughts.

Mom came to the door, took the telegram and read it. I remember the message word-for-word. “D. E. Alguire killed in automobile accident. Come,” it said.

“Come….”

Dad loved his father. He seemed to get so much strength from his father and Mom said that it hit him hard, and he cried. None of us went. He went alone; took a train to Oklahoma City for the funeral. Couldn’t afford to take the rest of us.

So, in 1922, I lost both my grandfathers. And it was a shame. My grandfather Alguire was a real hardy man—slim and vigorous. And Dr. Tye was a fine pioneer doctor.

A couple of summers before Grandpa Alguire died, Dad sent us by train for two weeks to visit his folks on the farm. We loved it, because they had fruit orchards and fields to run in. And when he’d mow, we’d run behind the mower smelling that fresh cut alfalfa and scare out all the rabbits. We tried to catch the
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