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through catastrophe. In all catastrophes, there is the potential of benefit. I
benefited out of the Depression. Others did, too. 1 suppose the people who
sold red ink, red pencils and red crayons benefited.

I was only twenty-nine, and Bowles was only twenty-eight. When things
are prosperous, big clients are not likely to Jisten to young men or to new
ideas. Tn 1929, most of your Wall Street manipulators called it The New

_Bra. They felt it was the start of a perpetual boom that would carry us on

and on forever to new plateaus. .

That year, the sales of Pepsodent were off fifty percent. Dentists talked
about anmcani teeth. It was tco abrasive, took the enamel off teeth, they
said. None of the old-type advertising seemed to work. I was still in Chi-
cago, with Lord and Thomas. Pepsodent was our account.

In May of 1929, T left my office in the new Palmolive Building* . . .
we were its first tenants. I walked home to my apartment. It was a hot
muggy night. Al the windows were open, and heard these colored voices
leaping out into the street, from all the apartments. I turned around and
walked back up the street. There were nineteen radios on and seventeen
were tuned to “Amos and Andy.” This is probably the first audience re-
search survey in the history of radio broadcasting.

1 went in to see Mr. Lasker the next morning and said we ought to buy
«“Amos and Andy” for Pepsodent right away. We bought them on the
spot, and I went east to Benton & Bowles.

Pepsodent went on the air, and within a series of weeks it was the great-
est sensation in the history of American show business. The only thing
that’s been more famous than «Amos and Andy” was Lindbergh's flight
across the Atlantic. Pepsodent sales skyrocketed.  °

The Crash never hurt Pepsodent, Pepsodent sales doubled and quadru-

pled. It was sold to Lever Brothers at an enormous price, giving Lasker
part of his great fortune. Benton & Bowles plunged into radio in a big way
for our clients,

We didn’t know the Depression was going on. Except that our clients’
products were plummeting, and they were willing to talk to us about new
ideas. They wouldn’t have let us in the door if times were good. So the
Depression benefited me. My income doubled every year. When I left Ben-
ton & Bowles, it must have been close to half a million dollars. That’s the
kind of money great motion picture stars weren’t earning. That was 1935.
The Depression just passed me right over. 'm not a good man to talk to
about the Depression.





[image: image2.png]through it. He recorded their recollections in the book Hard
Times: An Oral History of the Great Depression. Anecdotes
from two of the interviewees, Kitty McCulloch and Pauline
Kael, reflect some of the anguish, humor and tensions caused
by the desperate economic times.

Kitty McCulloch

There were many beggars, who would come to
your back door, and they would say they were
hungry. I wouldn’t give them money because |
didn’t have it. But I did take them in and put
them in my kitchen and give them something to
eat.

This one man came in—it was right before
Christmas. My husband had a very nice suit, tai-
lored. It was a black suit with a fine white pin-
stripe in it. He put it to one side. I thought he did-
n't like the suit. [ said to this man, “You're clothes
are all ragged. I think I bave a nice suit for you.” So
1 gave him this suit.

The following Sunday my husband was to go
1o a wake. He said, “Wheres my good suit?” And |
said, “Well, Daddy, you never wore it. l—well, it's
gone.” He said. “Where’s it gone to?” I said, “I gave
it to a man who had such shabby clothes. Anyway,
you got three other suits and he didn’t have any. So
I gave it to him.” He said, “You're the limit,
Mother.”

One elderly man that had white whiskers and
all, he came to my back door. He was pretty much
of a philosopher. He was just charming. A man
probably in his sixties. And he did look like St.
Nicholas, I'll tell you that. I gave him a good, warm
meal. He said, “Bring me a pencil and paper and I'll
draw you a picture.” So he sketched. And was real-
ly good. He was an artist.

(Laughing) A man came to my door, and [
could smell liquor a little. He said, “You don’t sup-
pose you could have a couple of shirts you could
give me, old shirts of your husband's?” I said, “Oh,
I'm so very sorry, my husband hasn’t anything but
old shirts, really. That’s all he has right now and he
wears those.” He said. “Lady, if I ger some extra
ones, I'll come back and give them to you.” I said,
“Go on, mind your own business.”

And another one, | smelled liquor on his
breath, too. He wanted to know if he could have a
few pennies. [ said, “Are you hungry?” He said, “1
haven't any food. I'd like some money to buy some
food.” I said, “I'll make you a nice sandwich.” So 1
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made him a sandwich with mayonnaise and chick-
en and lettuce, a double sandwich, put it in wax
paper. He gave me a dirty look and started down.
the alley. I watched him when he got, oh, two or
three doors down, he threw it down the street.

Pauline Kael

When | attended Berkeley in 1936, so many of the
kids had actually lost their fathers. They had wan-
dered off in disgrace because they couldn’t support
their families. Other fathers had killed themselves,
so the family could have the insurance. Families
had totally broken down. Each father took it as his
personal failure. These middle-class men apparently
had no social sense of what was going on, so they
killed themselves.

It was still the Depression. There were kids
who didn’t have a place to sleep, huddling under
bridges on the campus. I had a scholarship, but
there were times when I didn’t have food. The .
meals were often three candy bars. We lived com-
munally and I remember feeding other kids by
cooking up more spagheti than I can ever consider
again.

There was an embarrassment at college where
a lot of the kids were well-heeled. I still have a
resentment against the fraternity boys and the
sorority girls with their cashmere sweaters and the
pearls. Even now, when 1 lecture at colleges, I have
this feeling about those terribly overdressed kids. It
wasn'’t a hatred because | wanted these things, but
because they didn’t understand what was going on.

1 was a reader for seven courses a semester, and
1 made $50 a month. I think I was the only girl on
the labor board at Berkeley. We were trying to get
the minimum wage on campus raised to forty cents
an hour. These well-dressed kids couldn’t under-
stand our interest. There was a real division
between the poor who were trying to improve
things on the campus and the rich kids who didn’t
give a damn.

Berkeley was a cauldron in the late Thirties.
You no sconer enrolled than you got an invitation
from the Trotskyites and the Stalinists. Both were
wooing you. I enrolled at sixteen, so it was a little
overpowering at the time. I remember joining the
Teachers Assistants Union. We had our own ver-
sion of Mario Savio. He’s now a lawyer specialized
in bankruptcies. We did elect a liberal as president
of the student body. It was a miracle in those days.

The fraternity boys often acted as strikebreak-
ers in San Francisco—the athletes and the engi-
neering students. And the poor boys were trying to
get their 40 cents an hour. The college administra-
tion could always count on the frat boys to put

-—— — ——— down any student movement.





