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            Freddie Fisher’s Idea of Jazz
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      When Freddie Fisher was a just a kid of about six or seven, he would run behind the barn where there was a huge gas tank. Looking out past the rows of tall Iowa corn he’d make sure his folks were no where nearby.

      Once he knew the coast was clear, he would take the lid off the tank and stick his entire head in.

      Freddie would inhale huge quantities of the gasoline fumes.

      He knew just how much his young body could handle.

      When he felt himself getting to the point of no return, he’d take one more deep hit of the toxic fumes, quickly close the lid and run as fast he could up the hill away from the family farm, laughing maniacally.

      He would laugh-run like this until his world went blank.

      Hours later, Freddie would wake up - wondering how he got there and what time it was.

      The place was Garnavillo, Iowa.

      The year was 1910.

      Decades of laugh-running would pass.

      Then, in 1959, Time Magazine said, “Freddie Fisher’s idea of jazz is telling bad jokes while jumping on a trampoline of falsies.”

      Fisher fired a short note back to the editor of Time: “You old fool! That’s not my idea of jazz…just my idea of a good way to make a living!”

      And so begins our cornball journey.
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            Photo Gallery

          

        

      

    

    
      They say a picture is worth a thousand words, and in the case of Stan Fritts and his group The Korn Kobblers along with Freddie Fisher and his band the Schnickelfritz Orchestra, a picture may just be worth several thousand words!

      Despite both bands having a massively successful recording and radio career, they were highly visual acts. The best representation for each band’s zany musical corn, is through images - be it still photos or films.

      Thankfully, many of the film appearances of the Korn Kobblers and the Schnickelfritz Band are still available.

      In the spirit of bringing the spotlight on these two sadly overlooked groups, I thought we should kick off this book with a gallery of high definition photos. You will notice throughout the rest of this book, image quality will vary greatly. Many of these photos are taken from rare newspaper articles, broadsheets, old sheet music covers and vintage publicity appearances. The quality of most of the images may not be what we are used to seeing in our modern, high-definition, digital world, but the value of these photos (many candid, most ultra rare and nearly all never published prior to this work) remains strong.

      Thank you so much for reading this book. It truly has been a labor of love for me.

      Cheers,

      Jack Norton,

      Amsterdam, Netherlands

      14 February 2020
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      Quite possibly the best photo of the Korn Kobblers. Taken at the height of their popularity and a brilliant showcase of their absurd style and hillbilly humor.
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      Alternate take from the same photo shoot of the Korn Kobblers. That’s bandleader Stan Fritts wearing the glasses.

      
        
          [image: The Korn Kobblers.]
        

      

      Another publicity photo of the Korn Kobblers, at the peak of their career.
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      Before there was the Korn Kobblers, it was the Schnickelfritz Band. This photo was most likely taken in the early days of the Schnickelfritzers - probably around 1934 or 1935 in Winona, Minnesota. The musical washboard was in its infancy at this point. Fisher is kneeling with his “dancing” top hat - which was on springs and would “shimmy” while he played a hot jazz solo. Stan Fritts is in the brightly colored suit playing the musical washboard with thimbles.
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      Another image of the Schnickelfritz Band. This is a strange photo highlighting leader Freddie Fisher’s aim at the group appearing on the vaudeville stage, rather than focusing their attention on radio and recordings. Fisher is in drag, holding baby dolls (for some odd - and unknown - reason). Stan Fritts is to the right.
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      An early photo of the Schnickelfritz Band on stage. Most likely taken during their successful ran at the Midway Gardens in Saint Paul, Minnesota as part of the Saint Paul Winter Carnival. Stan Fritts is on musical washboard and Freddie Fisher is singing in the center of the image.
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      A publicity photo of America’s Most Nonsensical Band, the Korn Kobblers. This image was used by many sheet music publishers and record labels over the years and really captures the band’s whimsical approach to comedy and jazz. Check out that slide whistle face!
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      An alternate shot of the Korn Kobblers, and yes the musical washboard did include a telephone which they occasionally would wire to a venue’s line - so they could answer phone calls during performances!
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      A zany, candid moment of the Korn Kobblers on stage. Stan Fritts (left) and Nels Laakso (right) share duties playing an intricate bicycle horn solo on the group’s legendary musical washboard.
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      Hal Marquess from the Korn Kobblers. Playing the infamous musical washboard, while taking time to smell the roses. By the way, is that a skunk necktie?
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      Charles Koenig, bass player with the Korn Kobblers - and a man who knows how to part his hair properly.
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      Howard “Chief” McElroy, with his award winning smile and miniature toilet bowl hat. Chief was a member of the Korn Kobblers.
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      Eddie Grosso of the Korn Kobblers, playing an instrument of his own creation.
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      Marty Gold, the musical director and arranger responsible for the Korn Kobblers brilliant recordings. Trash can lids were frequently used as cymbals by the group.
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      Nels Laakso may have started with the Schnickelfritz Band, but he flourished as both an exceptional jazz trumpeter and highly skilled comedian within the Korn Kobblers band.
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      Sid Connie of the Korn Kobblers, the only man who somehow can knot a bow-tie out of an old bandana!
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      The unofficial leader of the Korn Kobblers, Stan Fritts. A skilled jazz trombonist and drummer, Fritts often played the musical washboard and sang for the band.
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      Another side of Stanley. Here’s a more professional looking headshot of the usually  extremely goofy Stan Fritts.
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      The Korn Kobblers early touring vehicle. They named it the “Kobblercar”. America’s Most Nonsensical Band was great at letting the world know they were rising stars of radio, stage, screen and records!
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      An early appearance by the Korn Kobblers which was broadcast live on WLW and WSAI radio out of Cincinnati, Ohio. That’s Stan Fritts kneeling at the far left of the photo.
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      Taken the same day as the Korn Kobblers live broadcast on WLW in Cincinnati, Ohio, this photo shows the band in a more traditional pose.
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      This photo was the first “official” promotional photo of the Korn Kobblers. Stan Fritts, the group’s leader is seated (with glasses) in the center of the image. This was taken a few week’s before the band left Freddie Fisher’s Schnickelfritz Orchestra. Five of Fisher’s six musicians would leave to form the Korn Kobblers.
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      Strangely, the very first “official” promotional photo of Freddie Fisher and the Schnickelfritz Orchestra was as equally tame. This image was taken around 1934 or 1935 in Winona, Minnesota - most likely at the Masonic Temple Theater. Stan Fritts (who rarely was photographed without glasses) is on the far right. Freddie Fisher is seated in the center.
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      An autograph to the Korn Kobblers’ unofficial leader Stan Fritts, from legendary crooner Rudy Vallee. It reads: “To Stan, with happy memories of Gold Diggers! Rudy Vallee”. Stan and most of the Korn Kobblers appeared as Freddie Fisher’s Schnickelfritz Band in the 1938 film, “Gold Diggers of Paris”.
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      Speaking of “Gold Diggers of Paris”, here’s an ultra rare photo taken by Freddie Fisher on the set of the film. Most likely on the far left (holding the camera) is Oscar nominated cinematographer Sol Polito who was responsible for creating the distinct “Warner Brothers look” of the 1930s and 40s. The visual character of his films was rooted in German Expressionism and often featured unglamorous images, unsoftened with flattering lighting effects. Polito’s vision was hard, raw and absolutely original. George Barnes was the additional cinematographer for many of the musical numbers of the film as well and he may be the man on the ground with the camera, if it isn’t Polito. Either way, that’s Stan Fritts playing the musical washboard. His daughter would later claim that the film’s director wanted Stan to deliver a speaking role, but Freddie Fisher insisted he be given the line, as it was his band. This film was the beginning of the end for the Schnickelfritz band and in less than a year Stan Fritts would take most of Fisher’s musicians to form their own group: the Korn Kobblers.
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      This was an image used by the Wurlitzer Company in partnership with the Schnickelfritz Band. Decca provided Freddie Fisher records to boost sales of Wurlitzer’s new jukebox around 1938 or 1939.
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      The legal team representing the Schnickelfritz Band celebrates by posing with the group’s instruments on the steps of the Magistrates Court. Fisher and Fritts were in the midst of a heated legal battle regarding name usage and more.

      
        
          [image: Stan Fritts.]
        

      

      A young Stan Fritts, proudly posing with his trombone at the home of his parents, farmers Tom and Delora Fritts of Lyons, Nebraska. In the fall of 1928, Fritts left school to become a professional jazz musician, and this photo was likely taken during the summer of ’28.
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      Another image of a teenage Stan Fritts on his family’s farm posing in cowboy garb along with his father’s handgun. Stanley hated rural, farm life and couldn’t wait to travel. Later in his life he explained that becoming a musician was his way to ensure a life of travel and adventure!
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            Highway 61, Revisited

          

        

      

    

    
      All that Freddie Fisher is now or ever hopes to be he owes to a motorcycle. The first day he got it he rode 900 miles. Before that ride his nerves had been shot, his digestion poor, his stomach sour and his nights sleepless. At the end of his first motorcycle day he was a changed young man. He ate heartily for the first time in months. His stomach stopped its backfire. He slept soundly that night. He figured it was the exercise, the jostling he got in the cycle saddle that did it. He’s going to get another one, too, when he gets to Hollywood. - Cedric Adams, Golfer and Sportsman, October 1937

      I hear a clarinet in these hills. I see Winona girls dancing the hotcha in collapsing barns, while corn jazz is played on washboards, gut buckets, used toilets and old car parts.

      I’m writing this in dark blue ink on coffee stained yellow notebook paper. Smoke whirls in the air as I stare out my window at Sugar Loaf Mountain in Winona, Minnesota. I’m out on Highway 61 in another forgettable hotel room. My days are the highway kind with towns passing through my memory and motel room songs written on cheap guitars.

      I came back to Winona to find the root of all that is significant in a forgotten subgenre of big band jazz: novelty corn music. Yes, I just said “novelty corn music.”

      What the heck am I talking about?

      Well, dear friends, “novelty corn music” is extremely funny jazz (with roots in ragtime) played by brilliant musicians on mostly found instruments like washboards, pie tins and auto horns, lovingly mocking the popular swing bands of the 1930s and 40s and playing this hot jazz with more soul than just about anybody this side of Africa.

      This ain’t jug band music. That’s for the primitive savages of Duluth (and the bums of the West Bank in Minneapolis)!

      No!

      This is a sophisticated man’s music. This is jazz, to be sure, but it’s jazz that smells funny.

      This “novelty corn music” is what brought me back to Winona to sit and smoke cheap cigars in a dumpy motel room on the foot of Sugar Loaf Mountain and listen to a stack of his old Decca phonograph records late into the crisp Minnesota night. Songs like, “The Sugar Loaf Waltz”, “The Winona Waltz” and “Horsie, Keep Your Tail Up!” are probably driving my neighbor crazy. The walls in this shite-hole are paper thin and the arsehole next door keeps pounding on them, tell me to “turn that racket down”.

      “Racket” is a great way to describe the music I am listening to.

      The genius behind the corn, was a crazy old coot named Freddie Fisher. Alongside his frenemy Stanley Fritts, the pair would forever change musical history. And, conveniently for authors like me, die in tragic obscurity.

      Novelty corn music has been an object of obsession for decades now.

      I’m starting this book as a way to understand Freddie and Stanley, and hopefully find the roots of their wackiness. They were musical partners, and their careers are forever linked, so this book focuses primarily on these forgotten cornstars. Along the way, we’ll meet many, many more cornstars - a literal cornucopia of cornstars!

      As I start this book, about all I know is that back in the early 1930s Freddie and Stanlety started the Schnickelfritz Band together.

      Success would drive them apart.

      And fame would ensure that they stayed apart - best friends dying bitter enemies.

      It’s a story as old as time. And don’t worry - dear reader - there will be plenty of sex, drugs and rock and roll along the way. But this was the days before rock and roll, so let’s just keep using the term “novelty corn music”.

      But, I digress.

      I was busy telling you of my obsession with corn.

      Freddie Fisher.

      Stanley Fritts.

      They are all but forgotten about today, however they led two of the most successful bands in the the country. Together, we shall learn of their musical rise to mayhem, being shot at by squatters in Oklahoma, having a house set on fire by cowboy ranchers, dumpster diving in Aspen, building a “musical tree” (whose limbs produced individual notes), and parading down Main Street with a toilet attached to a belt. This, and so much more.

      Cornstars will be a long strange journey into the holy and the profane. Freddie Fisher walked that line a thousand times: the holy and the profane. He was a man who possessed an encyclopedic knowledge of jazz and pop music and had such deep respect for the music, that he simply had to make it his own and in doing so he inverted our understanding of jazz, of pop culture, of social taboos. Freddie Fisher made comedy into a high art and literally farted in the face of progressive jazzers and uptight swingers everywhere. His place in music history is all but gone today, but he should take the place of Spike Jones, who influenced artists as groundbreaking as Frank Zappa, Harry Nilsson, the Beatles and oddball rappers OutKast.

      It can be argued that without Freddie Fisher there would be no Spike Jones, Stan Freberg, Gerard Hoffnung, Peter Schickele’s P.D.Q. Bach, The Goons, Mr. Bungle, Frank Zappa, the Bonzo Dog Doo-Dah Band, the Mystic Knights of the Oingo Boingo, and Weird Al Yankovic.

      When thinking of Stanley and Freddie, I always picture Fred being the Devil to Stan’s Angel. If they were perched on each of your shoulders (as they often are on mine), Stanley would be warning you of the dangers of the sweet young thing that caught your eye, while Freddie would be half-way up her skirt before anyone noticed. In short, Freddie was the crazy hedonist - and Stanley was the virtuous stoic.

      And that’s why, clearly, I always found myself a bit more interested in Freddie, but along the way, I suspect Stan’s life will also be just as zany as his music. At least, that was the case for Freddie.

      They are both vitally important to truly understanding American pop music and all its insanity, for they each played a profound impact in shaping the musical visions of cats like Spike Jones, Frank Zappa and Captain Beefheart. Sonic landscapes forever cooked in corn.

      They were wonderfully eccentric, comedically brilliant, profoundly influential. And, like all greats, they were both crooks and cops, thieves and sad victims of thievery. They knew how to steal from the greats who had come before (and profit handsomely from this theft), but they would eventually lose millions when their musical vision was ransacked by musicians that were better businessmen (I’m looking squarely at you, Spike Jones).

      After all pop music is simply a business. And eventually the business of corn simply dried up.

      The corn fields died.

      Rock and roll was born.

      Traces of corn are still felt all around us - as we shall see.

      Freddie Fisher and Stanley Fritts created an entirely new style of music.

      Their first band, The Schnickelfritz Orchestra, would eventually splinter into two - becoming Freddie Fishers’ Schnickelfritzers and the (significantly more successful) Korn Kobblers (led by Stanley).

      The Korn Kobblers became one of the most popular comedy bands of the early 1940s. They would go on to influence the Hoosier Hot Shots (country legends), the Minnesota Log Jammers (totally forgotten about), the Korn Kribbers (again, lost in the sands of time), and finally, the zany - and hugely popular - Spike Jones & his City Slickers. Along the way, they would influence hundreds of imitation bands, some successful and some totally lost to the sands of time.

      Now’s as good a time as any to let you know Spike Jones virtually stole his entire act, note for note, from ol’ Freddie and Stanley.

      The story Spike would give throughout his career for his musical inspiration changed frequently. The most common tale is that he had the idea of corn music while attending a concert in which Igor Stravinsky conducted “The Firebird Suite”. Spike claimed that Stravinsky was wearing a brand new pair of patent leather shoes, and every time he would rise to signal a downbeat, his shoes would let out a loud squeak. This “musical mistake” became so hilarious to Spike he “invented” a new brand of comedy that very evening.

      This, of course, is total bullshit.

      So is the tale Spike would tell about the time he missed his cue to hit the opening chime on a Bing Crosby radio broadcast, resulting in a loud thud. This of course caused Bing, band and studio audience to break into uproarious laughter. This too, is total bullshit.

      Throughout his lengthly and impressive career Spike Jones only mentioned being inspired by “old time comedy bands like the Schnickelfritzers and the Korn Kobblers” once. One interview among thousands.

      But therein lies the truth.

      Perhaps you have seen photos of Spike playing a whiz-bang?

      “What’s a whiz-bang?” you ask. Don’t worry it’s not a sexual act you can request from the finest of Amsterdam prostitutes. However, if you do ask them for a “whiz-bang”, I can assure you that you will not be disappointed.

      No, dear one, for purposes of our discussion, a “whiz-bang” in this book will be the word we use to define an old washboard with nearly every sound-producing thing imaginable attached: cowbells, woodblocks, pots, pans and nearly two tons of other crap.

      Fifteen years before Spike began to make his millions with his “own invention”, a small town Iowa boy was playing a weekly gig in Winona, Minnesota at the Sugar Loaf Tavern - all while inventing the “whiz-bang” and creating what would become one of the most popular styles of music within the big band era, second only to swing. And to think, he was using the instrument Spike would “invent” a decade an a half later!

      Love and theft and everything in between.

      America’s pop music is a chronicle of thievery by the haves from the have nots.

      As is the case for Freddie and Stanley. The poetic moment of their life is that they were both the haves stealing from the have nots, and later they would become the have nots - victims of the haves.

      And the circle of life just keeps on a-rolling.

      Horsie, keep your tail up!
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      I have lived in Winona, Minnesota, off and on over the years. It’s a little town that sits right on the bands of the Mississippi River. About two hours north you’ll find the Twin Cities: Minneapolis and Saint Paul. But Winona, dear Winona, a town who’s only real claim to fame is that it sits 666 feet above sea level. There’s a college in Winona, and I should know - I dropped out of its English degree program. Not once, but twice! Thank you very much.

      I grew up in Minneapolis but moved to Winona shortly after high school. Rent was cheap, the music scene was surprisingly inspiring and it’s a good place to write. I sat up in a tiny one bedroom apartment on 3rd Street and watched the world go by. Slowly. All 26,000 residents of the sleepy little river town. Just across the river is Wisconsin, but between the banks of each state lies a little known place called Latsch Island. It’s out on Latsch Island where I’d go to punk shows, raves and all-night bonfires. Every summer the Winopunks would host an event called Creamed Corn Wrestling. It’s exactly as it sounds. Everyone brings as many cans of creamed corn as they can find, dump them in a two feet deep pit (dug out each year especially for the event). Then we’d start drinking around noon, start wrestling around 4:00 PM and continue on until about 2:00 AM. By the end of the day, you’d usually be covered in creamed corn, blood, vomit and spilled beer. For some reason, every hour or so would be a little puppet show. Not sure why. No one knew.

      That’s Winona, Minnesota: crusty punk kids throwing creamed corn wrestling matches and staging puppet shows.

      I remember one of my first gigs in Winona. I had a bluegrass Americana band and one of our biggest fans was this old man called Jim O’Grady. He lived in a house on the bluffs which overlooked the river. It was more of a shack than a house. Legend has it that O’Grady had spent decades building miles and miles of secret tunnels throughout the bluffs along the mighty Mississippi. One time, he got so lost in one of the tunnels he didn’t see daylight for four days. His girlfriend at the time (a punk girl who was at least a quarter of the age of this old man) was so worried and upset that when he finally crawled his way out of the tunnel and into their living room, that she jumped off the couch, ran to the freezer, retrieved a dead possum, and beat Jim O’Grady nearly unconscious with the frozen beast.

      I’ve never been hit with a frozen possum before, but I can’t imagine it feels good.

      That’s Winona, Minnesota: a twenty year old punk beating the living shit out of her eighty year old sugar daddy with a frozen, dead possum.

      In short, I loved living in Winona. But there’s only so much one can achieve in a town of 26,000 so I set out to see the world. I’ve been around the globe more times than I can count now, but Winona, Minnesota is the only place that I’ve found where creamed corn wrestling and freezing dead possums is a thing.

      I guess that’s why I love Winona, Minnesota. I suppose I always will.

      During my years there, I would occasionally hear a few old timers mention “Schnickelfritz” and I was able to find a few old photos and recordings at the small public library in town. Nothing of any significance, however. And the librarians were all of little help in my quest to the find the origins of “novelty corn music”

      Years ago, I thought perhaps I’d be happy to just find a few more old records, and move on. But I can’t. This music is just too damn good. These players are just too brilliant. Their music is awe inspiring and frantically wonderful. And quite frankly, the story behind the music is simply too good not to tell you. So, I’m finally committing myself to writing this damned book. And hopefully Stanley the Angel, and Freddie the Devil will finally jump off my shoulders and I can let this all go.

      Perhaps after this book is complete I’ll never need to hear another set of tuned bike horns ever again. I certainly hope so.

      Perhaps someday I’ll be able to eat a can of creamed corn without the sight of it instantly taking me back to the wretched smell of August wrestling matches on an island in the middle of the Mississippi. I may not know very much. I may be a college dropout, I may not be an intellectual. But I know this much: creamed corn which sits out for 14 hours in the hot summer sun while hundreds of punk kids wrestle in it, well, the smell that scene produces, it simply never leaves you.

      Now here I sit in a motel room on Sugar Loaf Mountain. Very close to where Freddie Fisher and Stanley Fritts gave birth to the Schnickelfritz sound. I’m decades into my pursuit of novelty corn jazz, but I am permanently on the road, living on friend’s couches, and in scattered basements across the country, playing my guitar in bars and cabarets. Over the years I keep returning to the bluffs of Winona, Minnesota in search of something: I guess a home.

      And for tonight, this hotel room is my home. These phonograph records are the soundtrack to the small dark movie of my life.

      Winona is the heart from which all of my travels spring from. I learn this as I listen to the old cornball jazz hidden between the grooves of these shellac discs.

      Slowly over the years, I have managed to locate Freddie Fisher’s friends and relatives, and my notebooks (usually full of songs, ideas and poems) now are full of dates, names and memories of this larger than life oddball jazzman. I even found one gal who had many of Stanley Fritts scrapbooks. He kept dozens of books, some are in museums and some are lost. But the ones I had access to were sitting in a basement in Saint Paul, Minnesota. They painted enough of a picture to form much of this book.

      After spending considerable time in Saint Paul, I found most of Stanley’s story. Enough to where I am confident in the information you’ll find within Cornstars. Thanks to my contact in Saint Paul, I had even more dates, names and memories filling notebooks I transport in the trunk of whatever rental car I happen to be living in at the time.

      So, it’s now time to sit down and paint a story, or something of a story. Understand, that much of what I will be presenting to you comes from an era where every life moment wasn’t documented on Facebook or Instagram. Fritts and Fisher died decades before the internet. I have found almost nothing online about either of them. The newspaper clippings I share with you have all been cleared for reprint, though most are now in the public domain. For clarity, I will share the words of mostly anonymous newspaper reporters in italics. This is for ease of understanding to whom the reader should attribute the words they are reading.

      Let us now attempt to make sense of the massive amount of research I have compiled over the decades. I will make every attempt to write Cornstars in chronological order, tracing major life and career events in linear fashion as they happened. However, since this is a biography focusing on two jazz musicians, it is inevitable that we bounce around the years. Readers may find themselves in 1910 this chapter, and 1904 the next. Stick with me, as things will eventually unfold in a somewhat orderly fashion. It may just take a while. But this is jazz, so if we bebop around time a bit, you can’t really be too upset.

      Let’s start with Stan Fritts. He’s the goofy looking guy in glasses on the cover of this book. He didn’t necessarily invent corn, but he sure as hell perfected it.

      William Stanley Fritts was born on March 27, 1910 to Tom and Delora Fritts on the family farm just outside of Lyons, Nebraska. Population: 864, before Stan popped out.

      Lyons is located in Burt County, Nebraska. The city was founded by a man named Waldo Lyons. Old Waldo was strongly against the consumption of alcoholic beverages. So important was Lyons’ belief that prohibition remained in force in little Lyons, Nebraska until 1968.

      Lyons is, was, and always will be a town centered around farming.

      The plan was for young Stan and brother George to take over the farm someday.

      Stanley had always despised farming and even hummed an original song which included the lyrics:

      
        
        Some folks say there ain’t no hell,

        but they’ve never farmed, so they can’t tell.

      

      

      While away at college Stan sent his folks a telegram letting them know he had left school and was now touring with a band. He would never be a farmer. This was in the fall of 1928.

      Fritts had shown an interest in music at an early age. Although he couldn’t read music, Stan became proficient first on drums and later picked up the trombone. Growing up, he played drums in the family band which was a popular draw at barn dances and rural parties around Nebraska.

      Stan used to joke, “I took a few lessons when I was a kid, but not enough to hurt my playing!” He went for his entire career never learning to read a lick of music.

      A photo of the Lyons, Nebraska community band remains with Stan Fritts holding his trumpet (left arrow) and, presumably, future Korn Kobbler Harry Turen (right arrow).
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      Stan Fritts first professional gig was as first trombonist with Paul Specht and his Orchestra. This rare photo was found in Stan’s scrapbook. He labeled it, “Stanley Fritts with Paul Specht and his Orchestra”. From what I can tell, that’s a very young Fritts (with trombone) seated just in front of the drummer. My guess is this photo was taken in late 1928 or early 1929.
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      The Specht Orchestra ran this headshot of a still teenaged Stan in some of their promotional materials.
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      While still playing with Specht, Fritts became a member of Ingrahams Detroiters. Here’s a candid photo of the group which was taken by Stan during one of their tours.
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      Fritts actually kept a fairly detailed scrapbook during the early days of his career. The notes and photos make for fun exploring. He started out as a true working class musician: bouncing from the Specht band, to the Ingraham outfit and then to a strange little group called Schnickelfritz.

      Here’s an image of the Schnickelfritz band cutting up. That’s Stan on trombone, Freddie on clarinet.

      
        
          [image: The Schnickelfritz Band.]
        

      

      Stan posed for Blanche, so she could take a few photos of her hubby before he left on tour with the Ingraham band.
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      One more picture from Stanley Fritts’ time on the road with Ingrahams Detroiters. This from the summer of 1931.
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      In 1933 Fritts was working with the Deb Lyon Orchestra at a job in Hannibal, Missouri when he received a Western Union telegram on August 5 from Hi Gandar requesting he travel to Chippewa Falls, Wisconsin along with a string bass player named “Strangler”. Most interestingly, he is requested to “Send Fred’s arrangements immediately”.

      Could the “Fred” in this telegram be none other than Freddie Fisher?
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      On September 30, 1933 Stan played with Deb Lyon and his Orchestra at the Grand Opening of Club Moulin Rouge in Chicago, Illinois.
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      Paul Specht and his Orchestra launched “America Presents Prosperity’s Good Will Tour with Paul Specht” at the Mansfield Colosseum on Saturday, October 28, 1933.
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      The next night, the Specht band played at Land-O-Dance a special concert called “2 Name Bands For The Price Of One”. The other orchestra on the bill was led by African-American jazz pioneer Fletcher Henderson, to whom Stanley was a huge fan.
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      Specht next played at the Armory in Ridgeway for the Kap Chapter, DeMolay Dance on October 30. It has a Halloween themed show. Around this same time, Stanley found additional work as a member of territory dance band Ozz Kelly and his Orchestra, who had a summer residency at Lakeview Park on Manitou Beach in Michigan.
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      The Paul Specht Orchestra traveled to Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania to play for the Scilorf Club Dances at the Grotto Ballroom on November 2. The following day, the band did a radio broadcast on WCAE in Pittsburgh before the played an evening show at the Sterling Room in the Vendome Hotel.

      The Specht shows at the Vendome Hotel were extended another week to accommodate the public’s interest in the band.
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      Spect’s tour schedule for the rest of the month was insane. He played a series of shows at the Lake Shore On The Lake in Lakewood, Ohio, then a venue called Valley Dale’s Star Salon (Columbus, Ohio), next the Horseshoe Ballroom, yet another Coliseum show and finally at the Eagle’s Ballroom.
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      On December 12, 1933, the Specht band (now being promoted as “Paul Specht and his Columbia Broadcasting Orchestra”) opened at Eddie Peyton’s Ace Of Nite Clubs outside of Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania.

      Newspapers in the Parkersburg, West Virginia area reproduced a Western Union telegram from Specht in regards to his Coliseum show opening in the rural mountain town that evening. It read:

      Manager Sherman, Coliseum Ballroom, Parkersburg WVIR. Our auto just crawled into Wheeling over ice and sleet left Pittsburgh noon impossible arriving for dance on time buses not running hundreds autos stalled en route if no other transportation possible will arrive B & O train and make appearance if my other musicians arrive and are playing sincere regrets - Paul Specht
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      Stan did some freelance work over the holidays with both Jack Miles and Jack Pettis’ orchestras, mostly playing Christmas dances. Specht’s band did a special Christmas Night Dance that month as well, followed by a New Year’s Eve dance at the Oakwood Club, which was at the Grosse Pointe Yacht Club in Michigan.

      In early 1934, Paul Specht and his Orchestra took some new promotional photos for the next touring season. Stan can be seen in them.
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      And this photo of the bandleader, Paul Specht.
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      On January 9, 1934, the Specht Orchestra played at the Madrid Ballroom, followed by a dance at the Missouri State Capitol’s Rotunda. Nearly two thousand people came to hear the “internationally famous” orchestra (as paper’s had dubbed Specht’s band). The following night they were at Memorial Hall in Joplin, Missouri. Stan loved the beautiful venue in Joplin and included a postcard of it in his personal scrapbook.
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      From there the Specht band traveled to Oklahoma, playing shows in Oklahoma City (Oklahoma Ice Palace and Hotel Hudson), Tulsa (New Tulsa Hotel and the Mayo Hotel), Shawnee (Aldridge Hotel), McAlester (Aldridge Hotel) and Claremore (Municipal Auditorium). America’s humorist Will Rogers served as master of ceremonies at the Claremore concerts. The next stop for the busy band was the Kemp Hotel in Wichita Falls, Texas. While in Wichita Falls, they performed a special concert which was broadcast on KGKO radio.

      As if he wasn’t busy enough, around this time Stan joined forces with another aspiring band leader named Morton Wells. They formed their own band, the Fritts-Wells Orchestra. Their name appears briefly in print.

      Stanley Fritts and Morton Wells are playing this week with their Orchestra at an auto show in Louisville, Kentucky and will go to Chicago for a week, and then back to the southern states, for the rest of the winter.

      A photo of Morton Wells, taken by Stan Fritts, was found in Stanley’s scrapbook.
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      On January 22, 1934, the Paul Specht Orchestra played Cafe Royale at the Goldman Hotel in Fort Smith, Arkansas. They performed at the Blackstone in Fort Worth, Texas and again did some radio, this time for WBAP. Next, they headed back to Oklahoma, to play at the Hotel Ardmore. After the band’s successful shows in Ardmore, they returned to Texas, this time kicking off a two week residency at the Junior Ballroom at Hotel Adolphus in Dallas, Texas. From there, the band traveled to Houston, Texas to play on February 1, 2 and 3 at the Rice Terrace Ballroom, located in the Gunter Hotel. They also played in San Antonio, where Fritts stopped to tour the Alamo with some of his Specht bandmates.

      Stanley snapped a photo for his scrapbook of one of the touring vehicles in the Specht entourage. The band was equipped for the horn section’s instrument cases.
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      While in Houston, Stanley picked up some extra work playing in a band which backed girl singer Maxine Tappan. Together they did some broadcasts over KXYZ radio.
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      After Houston, the Paul Specht Orchestra made its way to Waco, Texas to perform a few concerts at the Karem Temple Ballroom at the Hilton Hotel. They also played a show at the Shriner’s Club while in Waco. Shows continued at a dizzying pace - the Nut Club and Hotel Marion in Little Rock, Arkansas, the Washington-Youree Hotel in Shreveport, Louisiana, and a special broadcast on WMC in Memphis, Tennessee.

      Stanley snapped a few photos during his time traveling through Louisiana, the first photo is labeled (in his own hand) “Swamp land, south west Louisiana” and the second photo, “Typical negro shacks, south west Louisiana”.
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      The band also played at Hotel Chisca and Casino in Memphis, before returning for a Valentine Dance at the Blackstone in Fort Worth, Texas - but not before playing what was billed as a “Pre-Valentine Dance” at the Holdenman Hotel in Fort Smith, Arkansas on February 10, 1934. While at the Blackstone, the Paul Specht Orchestra did a special Valentine’s Day broadcast over local airwaves. In Fort Worth, the band also appeared at the a rodeo and at the Metropolitan Hotel.

      At some point during his time performing in the Fort Worth area, Stanley took to fancying a group of sisters called the Sweets. He was particularly fond of both Helen Sweet and Bobby Sweet. All three girls posed for Stan’s lens.
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      And, this, another photo (taken by Fritts) of the mysterious Helen Sweet. Meanwhile, there was a Mrs. Fritts back home in Nebraska.
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      The Blackstone was an impressive hotel, and Stanley took several photos during his time there. But first, this postcard from his scrapbook.
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      This photo (taken by Fritts) shows the fleet of Paul Specht Orchestra vehicles and the impressive Blackstone Hotel in the background.
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      Finally, Fritts labeled this photo “Fort Worth, from top of Blackstone”. It’s an engaging shot of the emerging cowboy city.
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      The Paul Specht Orchestra was a part of the Stock Show Parade in Fort Worth, Texas during 1934. Stanley managed to snap two pictures. The first image shows the band performing on a converted bus; the second was the parade route from the vantage point of the rooftop deck on the Blackstone.

      
        
          [image: Paul Specht Orchestra]
        

      

      
        
          [image: Paul Specht Orchestra]
        

      

      And here, as per the usual for Fritts, is a snapshot taken by the young musician. It’s the front marquee on opening night of the Paul Specht Orchestra’s appearance at the Blackstone - complete with a bank of searchlights!
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      The following month, Stan Fritts joined the Ben Bernie Orchestra for a series of radio broadcasts in Omaha, Nebraska. I told you Stan Fritts got around! He played in literally dozens of orchestras - many fairly successful such as the case of Specht, Ingraham and Bernie bands.  It was while playing with Ben Bernie that young Stanley met vaudevillian Evans Brown (“Piano, Accordionist, Harpist, Magician”).
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      Evans Brown offered two programs in one - classical music selections played on the symphonic harp, accordion and piano, and a strange magic show where he presented himself as an “Oriental Mystery Man” called “Fu Manchu”. And yes, between sets he added a horrible fu manchu moustache and Asian influenced costuming. Stan loved his act, and occasionally sat in with the small pit orchestra that performed with Brown. It was seeing Evans Brown’s unique act that really had an influence on the entertainer Fritts was to become: gifted and odd, entertaining and bizarre, talented and absurd. In short, Stan longed to stand out, to be considered a “novelty”.
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      The Paul Specht Orchestra, with reliable trombonist Stan Fritts, next played Hotel Otsego (Jackson, Michigan), the Peabody Roof Ballroom at Lake Park (Memphis, Tennessee), Hotel Conneaut (Conneaut Lake Park, Pennsylvania) and a series of shows at a New York City nightclub located in Greenwich Village.

      
        
          [image: Hotel Conneaut]
        

      

      It was announced by management that in the fall Paul Specht would be touring England - Fritts would be out of his most reliable band job, as the plan called for Specht to hire local London-based players for his UK tour.

      In the meantime, the Paul Specht Orchestra’s touring continued with stops at the New Civic Auditorium in Forrest City, Arkansas on June 8, 1934. Followed by a run at Crystal Beach Park near Buffalo, New York. The band made their way back to West Virginia to play a show at the Mountaineer Hotel in Williamson, and then to Memphis, Tennessee for a special broadcast on Tennessee’s oldest radio station WREC (“The Voice Of Memphis”). The radio performance happened in front of a live audience in the lobby of the Hotel Peabody. The band followed this with a performance at a venue called Cinderella Garden. Finally, the Paul Specht tour made their way to California, playing a series of shows at the Ocean Beach Pier’s Beer Garden in San Diego on July 24, 1934. The show lasted from 3:00 PM to 2:00 AM.

      It’s at this time - late July 1934 - when we discover something interesting in Stanley’s scrapbook. It’s a business card for a man called “Arnold J. Fisher” and he is listed as an “Orchestra Representative” based in Winona, Minnesota. Is he who first introduced Stan Fritts to Freddie Fisher and the Schnickelfritz band?
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      Iowa’s Postville Herald reported on July 3, 1940: “Mr. and Mrs. Freddie (Schnickelfritz) Fisher stopped in Postville Monday afternoon to visit Mr. Fisher’s brother and sister-in-law, Mr. and Mrs. Arnold J. Fisher for a few minutes. They were on their way from Cincinnati, Ohio to Minneapolis, Minnesota.” So, Arnold and Freddie were indeed brothers. My hunch is that in the early days of the Schnickelfritz band, Arnold served as sort of a booking agent and manager for the Freddie’s group.

      Also, interestingly, at this same time - again, late July 1934 - a postcard was discovered from a Lyons, Nebraska print shop. It was for a show that wouldn’t be happening for another five months - on December 31, 1934 - to be specific. A new band Stan had organized would be making their debut at the Villa Rio Ballroom in Lenox, Iowa. The band was called “Stanley Fritz and his Hollywood Dons”.

      From what I can tell “Stanley Fritz and his Hollywood Dons” only played that one show. Besides the cheesy name, it’s interesting that Stanley spelled his named “Fritz” - could this be an influence of “Schnickelfritz”?
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      Another strange item appears in the pages of Stanley’s scrapbook from this time. This business card, from the summer of 1934, is for a territory dance band called “Earl Wood and his Music Masters”. What makes this unique is that the band’s mailing address (Box 164, Winona, Minnesota) and phone number (6974) is the same contact info as on all of Freddie Fisher’s marketing materials - business cards, letterhead and more.
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      Earl Wood and his Music Masters (“Special! The Most Modern Little Band On The Road”) looks to be active in and around the Winona area from about 1930 to 1935 or so. They are often promoted as “The Band That Gets Over”. In fact, Freddie used both “The Band That Gets Over” and “The Most Modern Little Band On The Road” in his own marketing materials. Additionally, Fisher used “Carrying Their Own Speaker System” in his promotions as well.

      My hunch - and it’s a totally unconfirmed one - is that Freddie Fisher was a member of Earl Wood’s band. It was successful throughout the region and he probably “borrowed” a lot of Wood’s marketing techniques. It’s strange that the same phone and address was used, however. Even though this card was found in Stanley’s scrapbook, I don’t think it makes sense that he was playing with Wood - I think Freddie was.

      I’ve been able to track down one photo of the elusive Earl Wood taken in Winona, Minnesota around the time he hired Freddie Fisher to be a member of the Music Masters. Presumably, Wood played the violin.
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      Earl Wood’s catch phrase was a real doozy: “It’s time for some minutus cantorum, minutus balorum, minutus carborata decendum pantorum.” In other words, “It’s time for a little song, a little dance, a little seltzer down your pants.”

      Wood was born in 1891 and his was father a railroad engineer. Growing up mostly in and around Winona, Minnesota, little Earl was a wildly rambunctious child. His parents enrolled him in classical violin lessons when we was around ten-years-old, hoping to calm the tot down. It didn’t seem to work. He was kicked out of high school exactly one week before graduation. Wood had been organizing a beer bust. He left Winona on his motorcycle and followed Highway 61 straight south (as so many of us have done) - finally settling in Atlanta.

      He got a job working at the Alcazar Theater in 1910 and his roommate was a co-worker by the name of Oliver Hardy. The future movie star comedian and Wood were close and tried their hand at vaudeville when not working at the Alcazar. Earl Wood vowed (to anyone that would listen), up to the very day he died (in 1987 at the age of 96), that he was the prototype for Stan Laurel’s character in the Laurel and Hardy films.

      In 1917, America declared war on Germany and Wood was smart enough to know it was time to take his motorcycle back north up Highway 61. He crossed the boarder (to ensure he wouldn’t have to support the war effort) and made his way to Saskatoon, Saskatchewan, Canada, where he landed a gig in the pit orchestra which accompanied silent movies. He also worked as a film projectionist at this time as well. As fate would have it (and believe me, she always does), Earl’s plan to avoid serving others was crushed…not by war, but by the Spanish flu. He wasn’t struck by the pandemic which ended up killing 25 million people in 25 weeks, no - the Canadian government forced him into a worker program.

      His job was to retrieve dead Canadians from their homes.

      Again, Wood splits. This time, pursuing his one true passion: music. In 1919 he stars his own band called Earl Wood and his Music Masters. They played all over the upper Midwest, eventually getting so popular that they were asked to tour the Orpheum theater circuit. For just over a decade the band packed ‘em in. Somewhere along the line, Wood hired a young kid from Iowa called Freddie Fisher.

      The Great Depression eventually knocked the wind out of Wood’s sails and he turned his attention to bribing small town police chiefs and mayors up and down the Mississippi (from about Minneapolis to Dubuque) to allow him to place illegal punch card operated pinball machines. Once bribes were taken, Wood placed his machines in nearly ever river town bar along his route. He made so much money on the nickel slot machines that for the rest of his life he paid the majority of his bills in cash…using nickels.

      After retirement, he worked on the Mississippi as a hunting and fishing guide as well as raised nightcrawlers which he sold as bait. Folks still talk about his black lab he creatively called Blackie. He trained it to fetch him tools from the garage while he worked on his boat in the river. Wood could ask Blackie to fetch him a  hammer, screwdriver or handsaw, and the dog would faithfully return with the needed tool.

      Earl Wood was a true character, who never left us any recordings or films. He played an important part in the development of cornball jazz and my hope is that readers will pause to reflect on the wild life of yet another nearly forgotten “Music Master”.

      It looks like Stan Fritts joined the Schnickelfritz Band for a show sometime in the summer of 1934 at the Electric Park Ballroom in Waterloo, Iowa. His last few shows with the Paul Specht Orchestra happened a few days before at a venue called Ramona Gardens which was located in Chicago, Illinois and at Bill Green’s Terraced Garden in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania.
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      Stan Fritts seems to be quite an in demand player around this time. There’s a series of Western Union telegrams from Paul Specht, Morton Wells and Freddie Fisher - all requesting Fritts join their groups for performances throughout the summer and fall of 1934.
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      For awhile, Stan was able to play shows with both Ingrahams Detroiters and the Schnickelfritz Band. Here’s a very rare photo of Freddie Fisher and the boys on tour for a performance at Niagara Cave located near Harmony, Minnesota. The cave is about two hundred feet deep and includes an underground stream, a sixty foot waterfall, fossils and more. It was first discovered in 1924, and Freddie Fisher’s band did a show in the cave in 1934 to celebrate the tenth year of its discovery.
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      Encouraged by Freddie Fisher’s dedication to absolute lunacy, Stan started to dress more and more flamboyantly. Here’s an early suit Fritts made just for his appearances with the Schnickelfritz Band. In his scrapbook, Stan called this his “Fi Ji Suit”.
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      One of the earliest photos of Stan with his lovely wife Blanche, comes from his personal scrapbook. Here they are (on left) with two friends identified as Kenny and Frank (on right).
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      Kenny, Frank and another man also appear in Fritts scrapbook next to the photo of he and Blanche.
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      If there’s any question if Freddie Fisher and Stan Fritts weren’t aware of - and influenced by - the Hoosier Hot Shots, the next page of Stanley’s scrapbook is telling. While still an unofficial member of Schnickelfritz, Stan was asked by Freddie to pose with the band for some new promotional photos. Fritts is at center, with jug here, Fisher is kneeling with his trick clarinet.
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      Tucked behind the Schnickelfritz photo in Stanley’s scrapbook was this 8x10 publicity picture of the Hoosier Hot Shots. Viewed side-by-side, it’s clear that Fisher was using the Hoosier Hot Shots as visual inspiration for the band he was putting together.
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            Freddie the Little Rascal

          

        

      

    

    
      My research into the origins of Freddie Fisher’s background takes me to Bohemia, Austria.

      I’ve only been able to track one side of Fisher’s family tree. His great grandfather was Vit Fisher (born: unknown, died: unknown), who was married to Katherin Karpisek (born: unknown, died: unknown). The son of Vit and Katherine was John T. Fisher (born: 1855, died: unknown). His wife was called Anna Zoulek (born: 1855, died: 1923). Both of Freddie’s grandparents (John Fisher and Anna Zoulek) were born in Bohemia, Austria. They are buried in Spillville, Iowa. John and Anna Fisher had a son named Joseph F. Fisher (born: 1876, died: 1945) who married a woman called Louisa Andera (born: 1875 or 1878, died: 1966). They were married in 1899. Both Joseph and Louisa were born in Spillville, Iowa and are buried in Garnavillo, Iowa.

      A photo remains of Freddie Fisher’s extended (and rather large) family. Taken on their Iowa farm, this picture was from a few years before Fisher’s birth.
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      Ferdinand Fredrick “Freddie” Fisher was born on June 12, 1904 on Joseph and Louisa Fisher’s family farm near Garnavillo, Iowa. Some reports give Lourdes, Iowa as his birthplace. Given that Lourdes and Garnavillo are roughly seventy-five miles apart, it’s a strange mystery why each has been listed (at various times throughout his life) as Freddie’s birthplace. I believe that Garnavillo is his true birthplace. At the time of his birth, the town’s population was around 340 souls.

      Perhaps the earliest known photo of Freddie Fisher was taken at the family farm in Garnavillo, Iowa, around 1909 or 1910. Freddie can be seen on the far right of the picture.
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      Fisher’s childhood was a happy one, full of warm Iowa summer nights, cold winters and a vast empire of corn fields to explore with his siblings. This photo shows the joy of Freddie Fisher’s early years. In this rare picture, he was caught literally skipping for joy as he went to explore the cornfields surrounding the family homestead (Fisher is second from right, looking back at the photographer).
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      In so many ways, Freddie Fisher’s childhood is reminiscent of the carefree Our Gang comedy films starring The Little Rascals.

      And why should it not be? After all, in German the word “Schnickelfritz” roughly translates to “little rascal” or “little scamp”, and that’s just what the young Freddie Fisher was. His mother had taken to nicknaming him “Schnickelfritz” on account of his permanent mischievous grin and witty sense of humor.

      Fisher used to dress the family’s pet dog up in a small sombrero hat and taught the creature how to do dance to the traditional Spanish folk song, “La Cucaracha”.

      Here canine, along with Fisher and siblings are pictured, goofing off on the family’s wood pile. Fisher can be seen on the far left.
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      Speaking of the family’s pet dog, Fisher took an interest towards animals at a young age. In addition to his constant four legged companion, Freddie had an ever growing family of rabbits he would tend to (much to the frustration of his parents). He loved the furry critters, often times sneaking them into the warmth of the family’s home.

      A young Freddie can be seen with his pet rabbits in this rare snapshot.
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      During the long, warm Iowa summers, Fisher’s parents encouraged their children to go on adventures - through the joys of reading. Fisher became a lifelong reader on account of his parent’s encouragement of the written word, and a photo remains of Freddie (far left) sitting with his siblings (and pet rabbit) as a book is being read aloud.

      This picture will be uncanny for readers of Cornstars, as I’ll include a photo of Freddie’s own son King, lounging in the grass with his favorite book - taken nearly forty years after this image from Freddie’s childhood. Just keep reading, we’ll get there…eventually.
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      The family farm outside of Garnavillo, Iowa can be seen in this photo of Freddie (in overalls, pictured on far left) with his siblings during one warm summer.
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      The days were full of warm Iowa summer sun, the night’s full of buzzing fireflies lighting up the brilliant midwestern skies. Fisher spent his summers like any child of that time - running, playing, seeking adventures in the rows upon rows of tall corn and occasionally scampering back home to clean himself up enough to practice his music lessons. The young Freddie was already showing exceptional natural musical abilities, and his parents encouraged their talented son. But before meeting with his music teacher for a formal lesson, Fisher would swim in the local swimming hole every summer.
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      Life on the family’s Iowa farm wasn’t completely carefree, occasionally a critter would pose a threat and Fisher would disagree with his parents on just how to handle the vermin.

      In this rare family photo, a young Freddie Fisher looks fairly disgusted by the prospect of having to holding the bucket which would be used to collect the body of the raccoon his mother Louisa was fixing to shoot. Freddie’s dog looks on, in delight.
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      Freddie was always close with both his parents. Later in his life, once his band of musical madmen began to take the country by storm, Fisher would often fly his parents to engagements, giving them VIP seating in the front rows of the theaters and nightclubs where the Schnickelfritz Band would be thrilling audiences.

      Joseph Fisher, Freddie’s father, had an especially good relationship with his son - and encouraged the youth’s goofy sense of humor and playful wit. This candid snapshot shows a proud papa teaching his young son the joys of a fine cigar.
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      Freddie’s father wanted his son to stay in Iowa and work at the creamery or open his own auto mechanic’s shop - as the teen displayed a real talent for working on cars.

      As many another Iowa youngster has, Freddie nailed himself a job in the garage as a mechanic. In his spare hours on this job he cut himself out a racing car on a Model T chassis. Patterns for the body were later sold all over the world. And nobody ever passed Freddie Fisher. His raced would do 60 like a darn and that was whizzing back in those days. He had one little stunt with it that used to amuse the local boys. He’d remove the exhaust pipe, drive the car up the top of the hill and then come down running her wide open. You could hear it all over town. Natives would stop in their tracks and exclaim: “There’s that Fisher kid again!”. It made Freddie pretty proud. - Cedric Adams, Golfer and Sportsman, October 1937

      A rare photo remains of a teenage Freddie proudly showing off his car. He is third from left.
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      In fact, Fisher was a natural mechanic and cars were an important part of his life. Especially in his early teenage years. Here’s a picture of a very young Freddie Fisher at the wheel, driving a group of youngsters. Ah, you gotta love the days before driver’s licenses (and laws) were a thing!

      
        
          [image: Freddie Fisher.]
        

      

      Another photo of Freddie Fisher - with an unidentified lady friend - being playful in his automobile was taken at the family farm in Iowa.

      
        
          [image: Freddie Fisher.]
        

      

      Cars, girls and Freddie Fisher made for a toxic mix, and it didn’t take the teenage speed demon long to crash the family car. Fisher thought the accident hilarious, and managed to snap two candid photos of his parents surveying the damage on a rural Iowa road a few miles from the farm.
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      Freddie Fisher ended up getting his teaching certificate and told his parents he planned on working as a music teacher. In reality, his plan was to become a professional musician. As a child, Freddie showed a clear fondness for music and he was a gifted saxophonist before he hit his teenage years. It’s clear by the youngster’s expression in this extremely rare photo just how excited he was to be playing music!
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      Freddie’s connection to Winona, Minnesota is by marriage to Marge Bunn.

      Bunn was the attractive young daughter of his landlady. Fisher had moved to Winona to pursue his music, as it had a pretty hot scene of both white and black jazz musicians working at clubs around the area. Fisher’s first place wasn’t much, but at least his landlord’s daughter was a looker.

      Marjorie (“Marge”) Louise Bunn (born: 1908, died: 1998) was born in Westby, Wisconsin and first married a man named Mr. Henthorn who was from Winona, Minnesota. Hence her connection to the small river town. Their marriage was short lived, but did result in the birth of a daughter named Joan Henthorn. Joan took the last name of Fisher after her mother married Freddie, but was never officially adopted. She was seven years old at the time of her mother’s marriage to Freddie. Years later, Joan ended up marrying a man named Donald Higbee and they had two children called Kim and Donald. Donald Higbee and wife Dana have two children as well.

      When Freddie Fisher first met Marge she was working in the billing department of the J.R. Watkins Company in Winona. The couple would end up having two children of their own: King and Susie.

      This photo is one of the only known early pictures of Freddie and Marjorie, taken around the time of their marriage. They are on the left. The other couple remains unknown. This photo was probably taken in Winona, Minnesota - just after their wedding.
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      By the time Freddie was married and settled in Winona, the Fisher house practically looked like a used car sales lot. Fisher was constantly fixing, buying, selling and trading cars. Here’s a rare snapshot taken of Freddie Fisher’s first home with Marge in Winona, Minnesota.
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      Freddie’s pride and joy in these early years was a custom car he built himself in partnership with the Kuempel Company of Guttenberg, Iowa.
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      A few rare photos remain of Fisher’s custom car. This snapshot of Freddie Fisher and a friend shows the vehicle’s unique tail design as the duo drives down the streets of Winona, Minnesota.
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      An alternate view of the vehicle, with a dapper Freddie behind the wheel as they park near the banks of the Mississippi River in Winona, Minnesota.
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      Freddie Fisher’s likeness was used to help promote the Pal built car made from “Red-i-Kut” Patterns of R.K.O. Steel. These photos were taken by the Kuempel Company of Guttenberg, Iowa to help with sales of their unique vehicles.
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      Years ago, I managed to track down Mr. & Mrs. Max Bunn, both retired Merchant’s National Bank employees, still living in Winona. They were kind enough to invite me in to their home (a rare thing for folks to do), and Max shared his stories and memories of Freddie. Max was Freddie’s brother-in-law.

      Max was the first person I was able to track down who remembered the eventful series of shows at the Sugar Loaf Tavern, heck, he even got drunk enough to sing with the original Schnickelfritz band at a few local shows.

      “Freddie’s musical goal was to satisfy everybody. That’s why he played a variety of music. He’d do crazy comedic numbers, waltzes, polkas, modern swing tunes. A little bit of everything.” Bunn reminisced.

      From the Bunns I was able to get in contact with Don Kiekbusch whose parents, Herb and Ella, were close friends of Freddie as they lived near Jefferson School and Fisher would walk to their home when he was on break from performing his shows at the nearby Sugar Loaf Tavern.

      Around this time in Winona, Minnesota, Freddie Fisher was known as something of a comedic dandy - eccentric, flamboyant and likable. A few images remain of these carefree days from Fisher in the late 1920s and early 1930s.
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      Around 1925, Freddie Fisher started his first professional band, it was called “Zobo Band”, and was comprised of mostly amateur musicians from the area. They played novelty jazz tunes, polkas and comedic country songs. Only one photo of the group was ever taken, and it’s just as strange and intriguing as you would like it to be. It appears the entire band performed in comedic costumes, along with strange masks, while playing novelty instruments and several zobos. This may just be the greatest band picture of all time…
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      A “zobo” was an instrument which was invented in the early 1890s and was based on the kazoo. Today, it is (sadly) completely forgotten and the sound has been lost to time. C. Bruno and Son published this guide to the full range of zobos, which were marketed (at the time) to be an affordable alternative to expensive brass band instruments like the trumpet, trombone and bugle.
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      An early ad from a music trade newspaper shows the full range of zobo instruments in the mid 1890s.
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      The Music Trade Review introduced the instrument to its readers in 1895.

      The Zobo is the name of a fascinating little musical instrument which is just now taking the country by storm. It is the invention of W. H. Frost, the inventor of the Kazoo, which was tremendously popular some years ago. The Zobo is a marked improvement on the Kazoo, however, arid an idea of its popularity can be gleaned from the fact that over four hundred thousand Zobos and Zobo Cornet and Cornetos are now in use, although the invention is but a few months old.

      Anyone can play the Zobo, no instruction being necessary. You sing into it and get any effect desired. For home amusement, church or society entertainments, street parades, "high old times "for dancing, quartettes, solos, or for bands and orchestras, it cannot be excelled.

      The Zobo has become such a popular favorite that Mr. Frost has gotten out a line of Zobo brass band instruments, embracing the cornet, alto cornet, saxophone, bass horn and piccolo.

      The principle of the Zobo is novel but simple, and, like all successful inventions, the wonder is that some one did not think of it before. The voice is transformed into a reed instrument by the resonant diaphragm, and having performed its work in producing the tone, the voice is lost through the vent provided for that purpose, while the resonance of the diaphragm is given volume and intonation by the instrument to which it is attached, and its material, construction and size determines the quality and intonation of the complete instrument.

      By the use of the Zobo instruments it is thus possible to reproduce all the brasses and reeds of a brass band, making it possible to organize whole bands and orchestras. Moreover, although the Zobo brass instruments are of solid brass, highly polished and lacquered, Mr. Frost has put them on the market at surprisingly low figures, the retail price of a full Brass Quartette, embracing cornet, alto cornet, saxophone and brass horn, being only $8.25. Quartettes and glee clubs will be especially interested in these instruments, while we shall expect to see every campaign club of 1896 marching to the stirring strains of its own Zobo Brass Band.

      One of the interesting uses of the Zobo is the "Zobo Patriotic Drill," originated by the Sisters of Mercy in charge of St. Anne's Academy, at Fort Smith, Arkansas, and given with great success at their closing exercises of June 21st, 1895. The Fort Smith Times says of it: “The hit of the day then followed, the Zobo drill. The Zobo is a new instrument to Fort Smith, and its effect is novel and charming. It is worth going a long way to see. There was marching and singing the Red, White and Blue and other popular airs. Flags floated and patriotism was at fever heat and on dress parade.” Mr. Frost was so impressed with this feature that he gives full instructions for its production in the directions which go with every instrument. We take pleasure in printing a sketch of this very entertaining drill, which is only one of the many novel arrangements possible.

      The leading jobbers in New York, Chicago, Boston and all the important music trade centers are handling the Zobo. The Zobo is one of the best things in its line before the trade today. It is sold at such a price that it leaves a satisfactory margin of profit to the dealer. It will undoubtedly make Mr. Frost a wealthy man, and he deserves it. Dealers should order a trial lot of their jobber, and not forget to ask for the very attractive window display which seems to multiply the sales amazingly. Mr. Frost is always glad to see any of the trade at his establishment at 35 Frankfort street, and is always pleased to receive inquiries.

      Within a few years, Zobo bands were becoming all the rage. By 1901, the first professional zobo band took to the vaudeville stage. They were called (appropriately enough) “The First Zobo Band Of New York”. They performed classical pieces exclusively on zobo instruments.
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      Like the kazoo, zobo instruments are incredibly easy to learn, as this ad from 1900 explains.
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      In so many ways, the early zobo bands of the 1890s through the 1910s were the forerunners to punk bands and rap groups of the 1970s - an easy, “do it yourself” aesthetic for anyone interested in starting to perform music in public. This 1902 advertisement showcased the “Church Band Of Paterson, New Jersey”. Clearly, the selling point is how easy the instrument is to play. “You can organize a brass band for public appearance with 30 minutes practice” the ad claims.
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      Zobo bands became the frequent entertainment for small events, rural festivals, parties and church socials. Here’s an ad from 1903 showing a typical zobo band of the day.
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      In 1903, the Zobo-Megaphone was introduced and it became an affordable instrument, especially used by African-American musicians in and around New

      
        
          [image: Zobo advertisement.]
        

      

      
      
      
        
          [image: Original Dixie Jazz Band.]
        

      

      
      
      
        
          [image: Freddie Fisher.]
        

      

      
      
      
        
          [image: Freddie Fisher.]
        

      

      
      
        
          [image: Freddie Fisher.]
        

      

      
    

  

OEBPS/images/image-669.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-308.jpg





OEBPS/images/charleskoenig.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-227.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-660.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-210.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-677.jpg
Rl w152 P S
Ce3by 18/ZASALTOONA FENK o o

STANLEY FRITTZ,ALTA APT=
2103 DOUGLAS ST GANA NEBR®
Cak You LEAVE THORSDAY.MBST WAVE Y08 PITTERURGH £ 1GKTH
O iony voox sosiis SmiB WILL S€40 TRANSPORTAY on £1€ B2
D IATELY BY VESTERNURION WILNER KOTEL BEGAOS
ot

oA






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/image-199.jpg





OEBPS/images/kornkobblers_prpic3.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-189.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-190.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-200.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-693.jpg





OEBPS/images/kornkobblers_prpic1.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-650.jpg
\ The TALK
of the

TOWN

| Tuico - -

o play the
| Inavgural Ball
Waihingion, D.C.

nd His Fomoun

Porur. Sprcna
Recording and Dance Orchestra

SAHRLING ROOM

 VENDOME HOTEL )

one
W&t Wednesday, Nov. 8th

(o Cover Chargef LMIT
o oo | it

For Reservations - Phone 7251






OEBPS/images/image-659.jpg





OEBPS/images/stanfritts_onthefarm2.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-209.jpg
Two Instruments in One !

You hum or talk into the mouthpiece ;
Zobo-Megaphone does the rest.

The famous Zobo, which reproduces tunes in
any kind or quality of singing voice — combined
with a powerful inegaphone which is detacha-
ble. Made of regular megaphone material, 7% in.
long, 4% in. bell.

From all dealers or by mail,post-paid

Satisfaction guaranteed
or momey promptly re-

Funded.

: vy
Entertains Everybody (J:A::::
Everywhere il

STRAUSS MFG. CO.
138 W. l4th St., New York.






OEBPS/images/image-662.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-675.jpg
EVERY MONDAY OVER WK B H LA CROSSE FROM 11:45 to 12:15 NOOK

Schnickel Fritz

and bis

BAND

7 - ACCOMPLISHED MUSICIANS - 7
‘Caying their own speake system - 1d and Modern Masic as it sbouid be played

Avaiable

Box164  Phone 6974 Winora, Mimesota






OEBPS/images/image-204.jpg





OEBPS/images/kornkobblers_onstageradio1.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-197.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-301.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-195.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-644.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-657.jpg





OEBPS/images/cornstars_book.jpg
the illustrated edition QI

over (¢ Eﬁ@ -,
5 gggiélL

<
#Y the rise & fall of

i

! FREDDIE FISHER §
| and his

SCHNICKELFRITZ
BAND

STAN FRITTS
and his

KORN KOBBLERS /.

«and the
Hillbilly,
Cornball,

Novelty Jazz

Music
of the
1930s, 1940s

JACK NORTON

_emmy award winning author





OEBPS/images/schnickelfritz_earlyprpic2.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-202.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-229.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-691.jpg
HOTEL CONNEAUT

CONNEAUT LAKE PARK. PA.






OEBPS/images/image-436.jpg





OEBPS/images/stanfritts.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-664.jpg
\

W
A Y ‘rp i





OEBPS/images/image-647.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-232.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-205.jpg
Zobo Comet.
s prtoseo 520

Alto COmMOt. Sualiein. Sam s
&

a7 s g
P Our

HiaNa 1
VL ATy mmalt pocanes s, 330 91.45
Zobo Saxophone.
56183315 Twenty-mwe Ineh

AL wiin 4k B i mhee
T {01 5yt Aok bass i

e

17 Tobs Trombome, bl ncves long,
Y eiasced gloh e, U lnehes,






OEBPS/images/image-230.jpg
s S Y = e
ST 1 L

{





OEBPS/images/image-52.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-655.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-213.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-311.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-672.jpg
L e i
The VILLA RID BALLROOK ﬂ"‘” ,

LAEY n.unyu. ¥ W ALL THE TRIMMINGS
0 PAYORS FURNISHED. H
S XIS T T (Y

STANLEY FRITZ and bis HOLLYW00D DONS

AREA
MASKS, HOK:






OEBPS/images/image-194.jpg
Fred Fisher in his
el built by "Red-f-Kut"
Pattorns of R.K.On

Yo






OEBPS/images/image-222.jpg





OEBPS/images/halmarquess.jpg





OEBPS/images/kornkobblers_prpic5.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-653.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-305.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-420.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-224.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-649.jpg
2 NAME BANDS FOR THE PRICE OF. ONE
PAUL SPECHT | Flatcher Kn“n
One Nieht n.‘, ToNiGHT






OEBPS/images/image-211.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-679.jpg
STANLEY FRITTSS 2
£103 00UGLAS ST ALTA APT OWANA NEER®

VAVE WoT RECEIVED ANY ¥ORD FAON YOU DEB WAS CAIKCE TO

G0GD VAN 1N COUPLE OF DAYS IF YOU KAVE DECIOED ON MAT

OU 13H 10 D0 AND 30ULD_CARE TO COUE O IEE ¥E COLLEET
ATE THEATRE WERE BU THURSDAY EVENINGE






OEBPS/images/image-666.jpg





OEBPS/images/stanfritts_headshot.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-192.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-207.jpg
YOU CAN PLAY THEM
WITHOUT LEARNING.

The Wonderful Zobo

For Entertainments and Parties

‘Sublle: Appearance

N Yonk,






OEBPS/images/image-683.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-670.jpg





OEBPS/images/howardchiefmcelroy.jpg





OEBPS/images/kornkobblers_prpic2.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-228.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-201.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-651.jpg
First Nationally Known Radio Dance
Band to Play Parkersburg at
Popular Prices






OEBPS/images/sidconnie.jpg





OEBPS/images/schnickelfritz_filminggolddiggersinparis.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-668.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-676.jpg
WESTERN [
UNION

160323 1AwPITTSBURGH PENL 6 1004P

sTawey FiTTse Opk3lo
2155 voucLAs ST ALTA APTS OUARA KeBin

W€D You HERE FRIDAY ¥IRE EARLIEST YOU CAM J0(¥ BY RAILAON

WILLIA PEND HOTELS
PAWL SPECHT.

o g

i{,\e'\

W
cLa
Tuasnte P






OEBPS/images/image-198.jpg





OEBPS/images/kornkobblers_prpic4.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-226.jpg





OEBPS/images/nelslaakso.jpg





OEBPS/images/schnickelfritz_earlyprpic1.jpg





OEBPS/images/stanfritts_onthefarm1.jpg
\\\\\\ \%sa

\ S
& A\ !
) ‘
x ¥ 4 3
3 Ve " 9 &





OEBPS/images/schnickelfritz_wurlitzerad.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-658.jpg
EVANS BROWN

Piano Accondionist
e






OEBPS/images/image-645.jpg
WESTERN
UNION

Tio oMl 1. Mol Mo Talghona 8
N DELLS ¥15 5 s02p

STANLEY FRITT

DEE LYON ORCHESTRA HANNIBAL o=

-vmai-sa

JOI% US CHIPPERAFALLS §1SCONSIA UOWDAY GR TUES AUG FOURTEEATE

AND. FIFTEENTH ALSO BRI
FREDS ARRANGEMENTS |WVEDIATELY=
W1 GARDAR. .

STRANGLEN  STRING BASS ONLY SEND. ;





OEBPS/images/kornkobblers_laaksofrittsonstage.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-674.jpg





OEBPS/images/kornkobblers_onstageradio2.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-309.jpg





OEBPS/images/martygold.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-203.jpg





OEBPS/images/schnickelfritz_earlyprpic3.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-661.jpg
Jaann|
nanaat






OEBPS/images/image-196.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-300.jpg





OEBPS/images/rudyvallee_forstanfritts.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-206.jpg
Anybody can play it!

X W’A The Z0BO CORNET |
,\1‘ %

Imitates a profes-
Sl e % $ 2
perfection.  Same
ance-same music
quires absolutely no knowl
edge of music or musical
nofes. A perfect v
Catalogne free on
STRAUSS MFG
69 Broadway.
Dept. 10,  New York.






OEBPS/images/image-231.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-656.jpg
ﬁ;





OEBPS/images/image-193.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-223.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-312.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-673.jpg
Special! The Most Modern Littie Band on the Road
EARL \\( YOD

MUSIC .\L\






OEBPS/images/velliumpublisher.jpg
+

NORTON FAMILY PUBLISHING





OEBPS/images/image-663.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-680.jpg
0POSITION GUARARTEE OR SPLIT™ ™
£ STERNONION:






OEBPS/images/schnicklefritz_atmagistratescourt.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-53.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-689.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-646.jpg
Announcing the

GRAND
OPENING!

of the

Club Moulin Rouge |

128 W, HURON ST,

Saturday Night

Big Floor Shows Nightly
4 Vaudeville Acts

lub Moulm Rouge ’:

I e S






OEBPS/images/schnickelfritz_onstage.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-212.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-191.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-225.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-667.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-917.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-684.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-208.jpg
CORNETTO
The Musical Wonder

Sromaa *%r 25€.
You Can Play it on Sight Without Being Taught
Entertains Everybody Everywhere

Free Zobo Entertainments for Home, Church and Sun-
day School sent on receipt of name and address.

Strauss Mig. Co., 138 W. 14th St., Dept. 19, New York






OEBPS/images/image-654.jpg





OEBPS/images/kobblercar.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-671.jpg
ARNOLD J. FISHER

WINONA,

eox 44 MINNESOTA






OEBPS/images/image-665.jpg





OEBPS/images/kornkobblers_prpic6.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-652.jpg
Dance Tonight—SURE!
COLISEUM~-9:30 to 1:30

PAVLAPRERT AXD i NCHESTRA






OEBPS/images/image-678.jpg
ELE CRAMS

N

Thato 55 BLsCLEVELARE OH10 10
Tes

aneLY R

s e e i i L 5
"ESTERN

£103 DOUILAS ST ALTA APY QAW nEBRS
DISAPPOINTED 1N YOUR AVSHER AS YOU COULONT ERIWA BLANGHE
UNTIL AFTER SCHOOL TERM WHY NOT GIVE IT THAT HCH TIHES |
THEN STAY OR LEAVE PAID THIATY FIVE LAST WEEK 41TH THO tavs
OFF TUENTY DOLLARS FOR T4O DAYS PITTSEURG WIAE UE CAPITOL j‘

THEATER STEUGEN
VORT..

ILLE OHIO. TUESEAY AEGARLS®
}






OEBPS/images/image-304.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-648.jpg
Mansfield Coliseum
Siturdy. Oct. 28, 830 P






OEBPS/images/eddiegrosso.jpg





